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J anuary

I-\ i EW YEAR’s DAY. The new year comes in with a sting. New
N York is alarmed. Rain falling at a freezing temperature has
covered the sidewalks with a hard glaze. Speaking over the city
radio the Mayor personally warns motorists to keep off the icy
streets. The Weather Bureau forecasts a heavy snowstorm tonight.

Our apartment, high above the streets and huddled back from
the Hudson River, is like a tiny refuge scooped out of the heart
of the storm. As the scud flies by on an icy gale, I look out at the
wild weather through the rattling windows, sheltered and con-
tent. I wish I could also look into the round of seasons that is
already swinging back north in our direction and that always
keeps us headed forward through the long, many-colored cor-
ridor of the year. Every year is packed with a treasure of ordinary .
experience. I think I shall keep a book of days to chronicle one'
year in the endless revolution of the universe—one human cycle
in the myriad of cycles that reaches out an unimaginable distance
into time, space, and poetry. Let me try to put together a micro-
cosm of type, ink and paper—the small change of civilization.
“A day is the epitome of a year,” Thoreau said. A year is the epit-
ome of a lifetime. A lifetime is the epitome of eternity. As the
winters weigh on our shoulders and the springs lighten our hearts,
we go on grinding up and storing away little fragments of eternity
—idly sauntering through the seasons, looking, working, studying, .
talking, thinking, dreaming.

At the moment, the year looks bright. There are icicles on the
cornices of the apartment house across the frozen street, and our
thermometer is sheathed in ice. But standing at the window and
watching the cold tempest sweep across the broken surface of the
river, we are warm and we begin the new year triumphantly. The
worst can happen; occasionally it does. Not many of us in America
are prepared for it, for we do not believe it in our bones. We
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cheerfully assume that in some mystic way love conquers all, that
good outweighs evil in the just balances of the universe and that
at the eleventh hour something gloriously triumphant will pre-
vent the worst before it happens. In the austere light of the
world’s experience our optimism is naive. When wars and depres-
sions strike us down we are shocked, incredulous, and unprepared.
But cautious calculations bore us; they have such a dismal appear-
ance and sound. To Americans optimism is a more congenial atti-
tude. It may be even more than that: it may be creative. For all
that I know at the moment, “Happy New Year” may be nothing
less than prophecy as the world begins one more journey around
the sun.

2. Nothing matters except the human race. “Every good artist
has two subjects—man and the hopes of his soul,” said Leonardo
da Vinci. Every city has one purpose—to promote the well-being
of its citizens. The fabulous skyscrapers, the modern apartment
houses, the rapid transit system, the limpid water drawn through
tunnels from reservoirs over a hundred miles away, the garish
wonder mart of Broadway, the museums and concert halls, the
luxurious department stores, the great universities and even the
flaming grandeur of the sunsets over New Jersey—they have no
value unless they add a cubit to the stature of our people. We
live poorly here, packed into cramped and dehumanized “living
space,” as it is called by the merchandisers, and without a margin
for the amenities of living. We are bricked in. We are all serving
life sentences. Even the rich can hardly do more than rent space
in standardized buildings to keep warm and dry and arrange their
possessions; and the poor huddle together in medieval squalor.
There is not another large city in the world, excepting London,
where people are walled in so grimly and channelized so mechani-
cally in their daily migration and removed so completely from the
normal comforts of back-yards for gardening and front porches for
lounging. Life in New York is almost disembodied.

Yet from all over the world ideas pour into New York day and
night throughout the year like pulsations in an electric current.
Raise a voice in Java and New York hears it. Fire a shot in Pales-
tine and one hundred New Yorkers spring to arms. Dancers in
India, orchestra leaders in Italy, actors in Dublin, writers in
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London, make pilgrimages to Gotham and are welcome. There
are no lonely geniuses here. Every man with an idea has at least
two or three followers. We give houseroom to the people of all
nations. The Chinese study here. The Syrians are in business.
Europeans find sanctuary in every apartment house. German is
the second language of Riverside Drive. And so the vast mechan-
ical and material equipment of the city is not vanity and the
great buildings are not empty, for people use them. And they are
the kind of people who are interested in many things. People not
only hear new ideas but act on them promptly—no doubt with-
out reflection or prudence. We live poorly. But we are constantly
reminded that we are alive. It is a vivid city, harshly compact, but
roofed with dreams.

3. After a day of rain and sleet we awaken to a crystal world.
The ice on the trees, shrubs, buildings, and snow reflects the sun.
The daylight gives an impression of exploding. The eye can hardly
absorb it. For the second day our apartment house is unheated.
The snow-choked streets have blocked the fuel delivery trucks, and
we have nothing but “gas logs” (a hideous counterfeit) to warm
one side of the interior coldness. But the ice-burnished world out-
side the windows gives the day fresh and exultant vitality. The ice
not only etches the trunks and branches of the trees, but reaches
down among the waste tangle of the dead grass and invents intri-
cate patterns of glitter. Grass that was hardly noticed yesterday
has been transmuted into a heap of jewels today. The whole
world is wearing a royal robe of dazzling brightness.

4. Ssince night workers reverse the normal working schedule,
they are sometimes pitied for the sacrifice they make to the city’s
convenience. Although the pity is well meant, it is wasted. For
the leisure hours of those of us who work at night come at the
time of the day when there is sunlight and brightness indoors and
out. Most people have to plunge into the city’s working mael-
strom with obscene haste when they have scarcely washed the
sleep from their eyes and before they have had time to digest their
breakfasts. The subway crowds are morose in the morning rush
hours.
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Most of the night workers miss the dawn. When I occasionally
have to get up at seven-thirty or eight, which seems early to me,
the city looks fresher than at any other time of day, and I regret
that I cannot regularly participate in it. But we night workers
have other compensations that tip the scales in our favor. We
begin our day with leisure in broad daylight and we can shake the
sleep out of our heads slowly and painlessly. We have the city at
our disposal when most people are lashed to the treadmill. We
can saunter along the water front at high noon or walk through
the streets in a2 mood of relaxed inquiry. Although many of us
have to work in the afternoon, the pressure does not begin until
night. Afternoon work seems to be borrowed time—free from
urgency. And when we go to work earnestly at night we are not
interrupted, for the day workers are out of the way and do not
distract us. To complete the cycle, we do not have to rush to bed
when we are through work because we do not have to rush to
get up in the morning.

This is the life of the sybarite, and should be envied rather
than pitied. I am not referring to the “lobster shift,” which works
from midnight to eight in the morning. That is drudgery.

5. For seventeen years, seven days a week, Joe Berman has effi-
ciently presided over his newsstand at the corner of Eighty-sixth
Street and Broadway. He opens it before five in the morning. Mrs.
Berman, wearing a smart hair-do and a Persian lamb coat, relieves
him for an hour at breakfast and for two hours in the afternoon
and wishes that he would take things easier. But with the excep-
tion of this interlude of relief, Joe is alert and on duty until six-
thirty. Today is one of his cruelest days. The temperature is 16°
and a freezing wind rushes wildly up the two blocks from the
river. Joe has an electric heater that keeps his feet from freezing,
but the front of the stand is open to the weather. He wears a
Navy pea jacket and woolen cap and stands behind a pile of maga-
zines. Although his customers suffer in the cold, Joe is smiling
and business-like and makes no complaints. He is used to the
weather. Having been outdoors for so many years, he is probably
in more vigorous health than most New Yorkers.

Piled high with newspapers and flanked with magazines, Joe’s
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stand radiates intelligence throughout the neighborhood. It is the
university of Eighty-sixth Street. Being a merchant Joe sells the
comic books and squalid story magazines as well as the news-
papers, reviews, and intellectual magazines; and he knows all of
them, including the Russian, Yiddish, German, and French lan-
guage papers. He carries and gives prominent display to the New
Times, which is published in Moscow. If you are interested in
ideas, art, politics, racing, or news, you can hardly get along with-
out Joe, who has the information you need. In the morning and
evening the stand is blocked by hurried customers. But it attracts
browsers also. Three or four people seem to be loitering in front
of it and looking over the stock any hour of the day. Joe is a
quiet, soft-spoken man who talks pleasantly when he is spoken to
and is a mine of information about the publishing business. Since
he rarely leaves his corner, it is surprising that he knows so much
in detail about the people and business methods of the local
newspapers. He gives me more informed gossip about the Times
than I get for myself.

Mr. and Mrs. Berman have raised two sons and a daughter on
the profits of the stand. After having been discharged from the
Army, the sons helped with the stand—tall, strong young men
with good manners and a thorough knowledge of the neighbor-
hood and the business. About a year ago they bought a sta-
tionery store farther up Broadway. Trained by their father, who
is one of the most reputable merchants on the West Side, they
are doing well and are prepared to carry on the Berman tradition.
Mirs. Berman worries about Joe. “How much longer can he keep
going like this?” she asks anxiously. “He doesn’t rest right. He
always has the stand on his mind. When he is home he is always
thinking of coming back. When it is cold he worries about me
standing here, and comes back before he is supposed to. What
can you do?” she inquires with a hopeless roll of the eyes.

Once a year Joe does drop everything. On Yom Kippur the busi-
ness collapses. No papers are delivered to any of his customers,
and a stranger sells the papers in front of the stand. There is no
use complaining, for Joe is not interested and has no apologies or
explanations to make. Furthermore, the same thing will happen
next year. I never realize how much energy and stimulus the stand
contributes to the neighborhood until Yom Kippur closes it tight.
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On the one day when Joe is not standing behind his counter, the
neighborhood is flat.

6. The feast of Epiphany, which commemorates the baptism of
Christ. This is an important religious day, the significance of
which most Christians have forgotten. On the eve of Epiphany,
springs and rivers are blessed, and holy water stored up for the
next year’s baptisms. For many years the birth of Christ was also
celebrated on this day. But some time in the fourth century the
birthday of Christ was separated from Epiphany for the most
practical of reasons. In Bethlehem the priests had to celebrate the
Virgin birth in a cave at dawn, and then hurry thirteen miles away
to the river Jordan to celebrate the baptism. Since they did not
have time to celebrate both occasions properly, they appealed to
the Pope to look into the Jewish archives and find the date of
Christ’s birth. After the destruction of Jerusalem in 69 A.p. the
archives had been sent to Rome. The Pope found the date of
December twenty-fifth for the day of Christ’s birth in the works
of Josephus, it is said.

The Festival of the Three Kings is also celebrated on this day
in some parts of the West. Although the Greek Orthodox church
which follows the old calendar does not celebrate Epiphany until
two or three weeks later, the Greek priests in New York bless the
. waters at the Battery in a bold ceremony that introduces a little
practical showmanship to a sacred ritual. After the services at the
Little Church of St. Nicholas on Cedar Street, the bishops and
their congregation march down West Street to the Battery behind
a clangorous and rousing brass band. After the bishop blesses the
waters and tosses the cross into the harbor, several members of
the congregation, dressed only in swimming trunks, plunge into
the icy water and compete in a scramble to recover the cross.
When the ice is packed around the pier, the bishop moves out
into open water in a police launch and the swimmers dive off
another. This is a picturesque ceremony that derives from Greece,
where the winter waters are not so icy. Probably it is a charming
custom in Greece. Like so many other things, it is sensational in
New York.
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7. It is better to win a war than to lose it, but not much better.
Everyone dies a little when his neighbor is killed. No society is
sound and vigorous enough to sustain death on the staggering
scale that wars make inevitable. No one can win a war. There are
survivors but no victors. It releases pestilences that infect every-
one who is left. Since the nature of war is evil, it sows seeds of
hatred, destruction, and suspicion everywhere and contaminates
the moral life of those who think they have won as well as those
who have lost. For the evil goes deep and produces epidemics of
intolerance and witch-hunting, assassination of character, mass
repudiation of intelligence, the murder of philosophy, surrender
to despair, the abased acceptance of one more war as inevitable.
Two world wars have written identical items in the Doomsday
Book of America. How many times must they be repeated? After
each war there is a little less democracy to save.

8. At about eight in the evening, Orion’s belt of three stars
rides at an angle above the grimy, frowzy cavern of Eighty-fourth
Street. Through the city smoke it is dingy—nothing like so bril-
liant as it appears to be three miles out to sea or in the crystalline
air of the Catskills. But it is one of the major splendors of the
sky, dramatic in shape and size and jaunty in the rakish angle it
forms with Eighty-fourth Street. Even through the sooty exhala-
tion of the city, the great nebula is visible and glows like a lumi-
nous spot of cloud. Walk farther down Eighty-fourth Street and
you can see Sirius sparkling like a great jewel over the shadowy
roof and television aerials of a tenement.

At the top of the constellation there is a red star, called Betel-
geuse, almost directly above Eighty-fourth Street. You might not
notice it unless you looked for it deliberately, the street lights are
so much more conspicuous. But the light I see from it tonight
started on its long journey to Eighty-fourth Street in the time of
John Milton, when Eighty-fourth Street was way uptown.

There are other things about Betelgeuse worth giving a passing
thought to on the way downtown to the theater district. It has
a diameter three hundred times bigger than our sun. Its candle-
power is twelve hundred times that of the sun. And ancient as it
is—much more ancient than the human race—it has not yet set-
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tled down to calm old age. It keeps on restlessly flaring up and
dying down. At its maximum brilliance it has a diameter of nearly
four hundred million miles, in contrast with the eight-thousand-
mile diameter of the earth. When it subsides to minimum bril-
liance its diameter is about two hundred and ninety million miles.
The difference between the two is about one hundred and ten
million miles, which is greater than the distance between the
earth and the sun.

But a difference of one hundred and ten million miles in the
diameter of Betelgeuse is not noticeable from Eighty-fourth
Street. As I hurry down to West End Avenue, all I can notice is
that Betelgeuse is there and that winter is here and that nothing
I see on Broadway tonight is going to make much difference. But
the lights on Broadway will be so powerful that I can read by
them and recognize the faces of my friends. For all its stupendous
brightness Betelgeuse does not give light enough for that. We
must recognize the realities, especially if they dazzle us.

9. Above the clatter and rumble of the trafhic in Times Square,
the diapason of the Queen Mary’s whistle spreads a triumphant
canopy of sound. The trafhc noises are bedlam—nervous, petty,
sharp, impatient. But the voice of the Queen Mary is grand. The
tone is deep and round; the volume is tremendous as it pours
down the cacophonous canyons of the city. At sea the Queen
Mary’s voice can be heard over a range of twenty miles. It can-
not be heard that far in the city, where tall buildings block it and
toss it back. But when the Queen Mary is ready to go to sea she
speaks plainly enough to be heard by thousands of landlocked
citizens in New York and New Jersey. No other sound so thor-
oughly belittles our city.

10 Although Broadway begins at the Battery and goes straight
upriver to Albany (Albany Post Road) the citadel that the Tin
Pan Alley music-makers serenade is the open pleasure mart be-
tween Forty-second and Forty-seventh Streets. Even by day the
motion picture theater marquees glow with light, impatient for
the darkness. At night Broadway explodes with light. Animated
electric signs of colossal size and meaningless design crown the
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rooftops of the lower buildings and fill this monstrous canyon
with garish radiance. It spills glare on the upturned faces of the
crowds choking the sidewalks. It flares up in the sky like the glow
from a blast furnace. Most of New York’s carnival energy is con-
centrated in this slovenly canyon, where the light is pitiless, like
a continuous flash of lightning.

To some people Broadway at night is shocking—cheap, strident,
depraved. They regard it as the apotheosis of vulgarity. “An angry
carbuncle on the face of the city,” a puritanical English visitor
says. Even the merchants of the Broadway Association, worrying
about the depreciation of property values, view with alarm this
pitchman’s bazaar with its gaudy spectacles and blowzy wares.
But every day a million and a half people take the light treatment
of Broadway. They trudge slowly up and down the packed street
and glance with a kind of bemused curiosity at the blazing signs
that surround them—flashes of news from all over the world nerv-
ously whirling around the slender Times Tower, a sheet of water
pouring down the luminous wall of the Bond store’s sign, and
rings of steam automatically pufhing out of the face of a stupen-
dous Camel cigarette smoker on the east bank of Times Square.
Nothing like this ever went on night after night and year after
year on such a monstrous scale in any part of the world.

In the first chapter of Genesis it is written that the Lord “saw
the light, that it was good.” For light is frank and revealing. Ever
since Genesis was written, people have been seeking light. If
Broadway were shadowy and furtive in the gloom of the night,
the moralists might have some reason for misgivings. But the tre-
mendous bath of light on Broadway gives the evening strollers a
feeling of elation. No wonder people of all classes and races pour
into Times Square when the time comes for celebrating.

11. Through the window adjoining this desk, I glance at the
Hudson River innumerable times ¢very day. To watermen it is the
North River (which on old charts distinguished it from the
“South River” or Delaware River). To geologists it is an estuary.
But to us it is the fabulous Hudson River, pouring into the Bay.
It is the most glorious thing we have in Cosmopolis. Everything
else has succumbed to the need for living and office space and the
paraphernalia of a remorseless city. But the Hudson has remained
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unconquerable all these centuries and still lives an active, inde-
pendent life as it rolls through an industrial jungle. A mile wide
at this point, it keeps open a broad rivery avenue in the desperate,
ruthless scramble for space which we silently wage in this dense
corner of America.

To have the Hudson at our doorstep is to be enriched every
hour of the day. It is a kaleidoscope of beauty—lightly tinted with
greenish blue when the sun awakens it in the morning, but vary-
ing all day: a delicate maculated floor of shining silver when the
sun moves into the south and a pool of flaming red when the sun
drops down behind the Weehawken cliffs. At night it is a strip
of velvety black between garlands of lights on both banks.

The Hudson is not only beautiful but useful. We are a salt-
water port. We have a tide of six feet in some parts of the year.
And living here by the river we have direct connections with such
inland ports as Albany, Buffalo, Cleveland, Detroit, Chicago,
Milwaukee, Fort William, and Montreal. Facing downstream we
also have connections with London, Naples, Suez, Batavia, Singa-
pore, Hongkong, Shanghai, Yokohama, to say nothing of San
Francisco and Seattle. We are in close touch every hour of the
day. with all parts of the world, and have reason always to re-
member that there is nearly two and one half times more water
surface than land surface in the world. We are comfortably close
to the great facts of geography.

Downriver a mile to the south from my apartment windows the
great express liners of the Atlantic dock and undock on their pri-
vate schedules. But since the Hudson channel is dredged to a
depth of twenty-seven feet to Albany, freight ships frequently
rush by this window with a curl of white water at their stems,
most of them flying the American flag, but others flying the ban-
ners of maritime nations all around the world—the red ensign of
Great Britain, the hammer and sickle of Soviet Russia, the flags
of Norway, Denmark, Sweden, France, Greece, Portugal, Poland,
Spain, Honduras, Panama. I have seen them all on their lawful
occasions by glancing out of the window.

12. Even at night the Hudson River is beautiful—less tri-
umphant now, because the water is like a strip of polished black-
ness, but it is festive with lights. A row of lights crowns the Wee-
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hawken cliffs, and bright lights at the water edge mark the steam-
ship piers. Downstream a cluster of bright lights illuminates the
Weehawken ferry slip. Although the river water is invisible, it
catches the lights on a burnished surface and romantically repeats
them. In the night the ferries look like royal barges—rows of gay
lights swiftly, silently crossing the river. Although the passing
ships steam by like hulking shadows in the darkness, their range
lights tell you how they are headed. There is hardly an hour when
brilliantly lighted tugs are not busily and expertly at work. Some-
times they study the river with searchlights that cut a sharp, white
gash through the darkness. I have seen them still at work at three
or four in the morning. When the barge canal closes in De-
cember the long tows no longer lumber slowly upriver. But the
city tugboats, towing a barge or two or hauling a dead ship, pass
in the night, green side lights showing on the upriver course, two
or three lights on the short mast at the stem and warm round
lights showing from the galley and engine room. We are on the
edge of great waters here.

Being a mature river, the Hudson decided its course of action
millions of years ago and has never given trouble to the people
who live, work, or play beside it. It never overflows in the spring
freshets. It does not run wild, tearing trees out by the roots, de-
stroying the land or undermining buildings that have incautiously
put down their foundations close to the water. People upstate on
the Mohawk River feel anxious in the spring when the savage
flood waters rise. But you can trust the Hudson. It is benign as
well as beautiful. Having scoured a deep gorge through the hills
and one hundred thirty-iive miles into the sea long before meén
were fishing and hunting here, it has no more work to do and lays
a path of unhurried blue inland water through the shrill and
tangled metropolitan area where millions of people have an end-
less amount of work to do. “Take it easy!” the Hudson seems
to say. It is the city’s only civilized friend at court.

].5 “Mild for the season,” says the Old Farmer’s Almanac
for today, forecasting as usual by witchcraft. How “mild for the
season” differs from “the January thaw,” which is scheduled for
the twenty-third to the twenty-seventh, I don’t know. But the
temperature today rises to 55°, which is indeed mild for the



14 Once Around the Sun

season. The air is still and misty. The sun is bright. The Hudson
is silken in texture, rippling when a ferry or tugboat steams by,
but otherwise silent, as though it were keeping its own inscrutable
counsel. The whole city seems lost in reverie. I visit the tugboat
dispatcher’s shack on Pier 43. Not a tug, barge, or ship is tied up
to that pier or the adjacent pier. The dock is empty. During the
two hours I am there the telephone does not ring once, and no
one comes in except the fuel man collecting empty cans. A French
freighter goes upriver, creasing the lustrous surface of the water
as she steams by, and an American freighter goes down, sliding
quietly through the sunny warmth of the afternoon on her way
to Shanghai, which must be six long weeks away. Excepting for
occasional tugs, which seem to gather the river up in a hump
where their propellers grip the water, and the gaunt-looking ferries,
there is no other traffic on this great estuary that floods through
the largest port in the world.

When you consider the great investment of materials and equip-
ment that lines both of the river banks—pier structures, derricks,
railroad spur tracks, to say nothing of manpower—it is astonishing
how idle the water front can be. I take the Christopher Street
ferry to Hoboken and the Hoboken ferry to Barclay Street to see
just how much activity there is in this section of the harbor. A
Dutch freighter is loading in Hoboken. The America is taking
stores at her pier in the Chelsea district. Lying at downtown piers,
there are, in order, a Belgian freighter, an American freighter for
Porto Rico, an Argentinian freighter just in from Buenos Aires,
a United States cruiser moored at Canal Stréet, a coastwise steamer
laid up, and two Isbrandtsen freighters taking cargo for foreign
ports. But two-thirds of the piers are empty, closed and quiet.
Looking out of the river I see nothing in the shimmering bay ex-
cept three tugs moving barges through the sun-shot haze. “Mild
for the season,” as the Old Farmer’'s Almanac expresses it. Not
many people are working today. Even the herring gulls are languid
and indifferent.

14. Among the luxuries of modern life, the morning news-
paper gives me the greatest pleasure. For five cents from my
pocket, it provides me with a wealth of knowledge and thought.
I sit here by the south window in a soft chair, reading the reports
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of my sentinels who have gone over the world once lightly for
me, and will do so again tomorrow. I am royally comfortable at
home. I have just eaten well in a warm, sunny room. Throughout
the rest of the day I can read anything I please, talk to anyone
who will listen, and say anything I like. But the newspaper sen-
tinels have been scrambling for news in uncongenial places where
travel is primitive and exhausting, the food is poor and, more than
likely, people speak their minds cautiously—in China, which is
broken and poverty-stricken; in Russia, which is insecure and hos-
tile; in India, which is ridden with taboos and superstitions and
is starving; in Germany, which is ruined; and in other parts of
Europe, where it is difficult to keep clean, warm, well-fed and
clear-headed.

The mechanical and human organization that brings these bul-
letins to me at fabulous speed is ingenious, intricate and expensive.
If it were not done every day and night with incredible dispatch
and efficiency, no one could imagine that it could be done. It is
the product of years of labor and enterprise by thousands of alert
newspapermen who have solved one problem at a time and built
a service year by year—always digging deeper, always expanding,
always taking on wider areas of human endeavor. Although the job
is humanly impossible, it is done every day by reporters, editors,
printers, pressmen and distributors who know how. The collective
industry that has gone into it is almost incalculable. But it does
not tax my strength when I read it. It asks nothing of me but a
pleasant hour or two of my time. Every morning when I get up,
I open the door and pick up the four newspapers that are waiting
there. What I read is available to more than three million people
every morning.

15 When a playwright becomes successful he settles down to
a busy and fascinating life in the microcosm of Broadway. For
Broadway is one of the best places in which to learn and practice
the craft of playwrighting. Nearly a hundred new plays turn up
here in the course of a season. Good and bad, they are worth
studying. Moreover, Broadway is a compact, voluble community
in which plays are fiercely searched, analyzed and discussed by a
multitude of keen minds absorbed in the lore of the theater.
Nothing in the writing or acting of a drama escapes the sharp
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eyes that Broadway turns on its own product. From the point of
view of craftsmanship Broadway offers a stimulating course of
instruction.

But a serious writer needs more than craftsmanship in the com-
position of a play. He needs material; he needs material sorely.
He must draw on the experience of human beings—either his own
or that of other people. In this respect Broadway is virtually des-
titute. It is an eccentric and closed community that has very little
concrete information about the life of the world. It is dependent
upon information and experience brought in from the outside.
President Lowell of Harvard once explained how universities ac-
quire so much learning: “The freshmen bring a little in and the
seniors take none out, so that it accumulates throughout the
years,” he said.

Something of the same situation applies to Broadway. Young
people bring their own experience to Broadway from all parts of
the country and from all groups of society. But for the most part
they are isolated from the normal experience of ordinary people
as long as they isolate themselves on Broadway. For the creative
writer this can be a fatal experience. He cannot write illuminating
plays about life from seeing other plays or from listening to the
gossip, that sputters around Broadway. At some time or other he
must renew his association with people. Even books are not pri-
mary sources. There is no substitute for people.

16 If New York were not celebrated for more materialistic
wonders, people would travel here to admire the splendor of the
sunsets over New Jersey. They are regular events of transcendent
splendor. A savage might be frightened by them, for they have
the flaming grandeur of primordial catastrophe. They fll our
western sky with tongues of fire. Since we understand the science
of sunset colors we can admire them with equanimity. There is
a commonplace practical reason for their barbaric magnificence.
The industrial plants, railroad locomotives and steamships of New
Jersey send up a thick cloud of sullen smoke that rolls across the
Palisades, showers us with specks of grit and soot, and breaks up
the light. The blue rays, which have a short wave length, are
widely scattered. But the red rays, which have long wave lengths,
pierce the barrier of smoke and come through to us. When the
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sun gets low in the western sky, the light of the sun comes to us
at a long angle through the whole width of the New Jersey smoke
bank, and all the color except red is diffused. Our sunsets are,
therefore, abnormally red. Our days end violently—the great
western arch of the sky incarnadined as if the day had taken fire.

This afternoon the sun is transmuted into an enormous orange
sphere when it slips behind the smoke above the Jersey shore.
I can look at it with unprotected eyes as it sinks out of sight
through the smoke, gas and fumes of a huge industrial bastion.
For another quarter of an hour the clouds in the west are banks
of crimson. South and north of the sunset pit the clouds are
washed with blue, and blue swims on the placid surface of the
river. Between the celestial blue of the river and the crimson of
the sky the long crag of the Palisades wall is like'a deep blue band
dividing the firmament from the waters. Presently the Weehawken
Boulevard lights come on, the jewels on the crown of the imperial
Palisades.

Tomorrow’s sunset will be quite different, for the sunset pattern
is infinitely varied. The western sky never repeats a design. From
day to day it retains nothing but its immutable magnificence.

17 Birthday of the illustrious Benjamin Franklin, 1706. No-
body has ever better represented the triumph of humane letters.
For even in his old age, when he was everywhere recognized as a
sage, he never lost the common touch, and was shrewd enough
to represent America in the bewigged court of Louis XVI without
a wig and with a staff instead of the customary diplomatic sword.
Franklin was consumed with Yankee lust for personal success
when he was young. He was thrifty and industrious, which are
tepid virtues. But he was a printer, and printing is the most en-
lightening of the trades, since it deals with facts and ideas and
reaches out to many people. It stimulated him and stored up wis-
dom in his mind. And when he became personally successful he
did not settle back into stupid affluence like a rich merchant or
banker, but rapidly expanded in many new directions—all of them
humane in principle. He had an inquiring, reasonable mind and
he saw things in terms of life on earth.

Moderation being one of his principles, and part of his formula
for personal success, he was no radical. He always hoped that the
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American colonies would not have to rebel against the king, who
stood for a stable society he respected. But when the break became
inevitable, largely through the influence of hot-heads, Franklin
made the choice of a reasonable and courageous man, and labored
for revolutionary victory as earnestly as he had worked for com-
promise. “We must hang together or hang separately,” he said
with his usual pithy humor.

A revolution never had a wiser and more tolerant advocate.
During the age of reason he was the most eminent man in Europe
and he was also a prophet recognized at home. His homely good
sense could not be ignored anywhere. Nothing interested him
more than human beings. Although he made use of people by
skillful exercise of his native wit, he put everything he knew at
their disposal unselfishly. During a period when he was absorbed
in great intellectual and political affairs he still had time to write
a treatise “Concerning the Causes and Cure of Smoky Chimneys.”
An ambitious Yankee, who was not above petty scheming, Frank-
lin grew by natural processes, like an oak tree, into the patriarch
of the age. In his smallness as well as his greatness, he was all
American.

18 Temperature 28°. Barometer 30.40 and rising. On a nippy
though sunny afternoon Dyckman Street is preoccupied with city
affairs. Housewives are testing the fruit by pinching it, or buying
groceries. A red-faced picket solemnly paces back and forth before
a saloon where the barkeeps are on strike. Children are roller-
skating; old men are loitering in a warm corner protected to the
north. Several young men are fascinated with a new motorcycle
that is shining with chromium and has a battery of five lights on
the handle bars. They take turns noisily racing up and down the
street. Two miniature seaplanes circle above the river and practice
landing and taking off. Busy and compact, the city pushes up to
the riverbank where the New York Central freight trains clatter
slowly north or south on city business.

Fifty feet west, however, the influence of the city yields to the
influence of the moon, which governs the tides of the Hudson
River. When the tide starts running out, Spuyten Duyvil Creek,
which flows past an ancient Indian camping site, sends a raft of
city debris into the Hudson—sticks and boxes, an old Christmas
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tree, electric light bulbs, boxes, and cans. Swirling out and in to
the tide current, this stream of refuse floats out towards the sea
and, at about four knots, slides into the molten silver of the sun-
shine on the south stretch of the river.

Long before the white men started navigating the Hudson three
centuries ago, long before the Indians fished here and dug clams,
the black ducks wintered on the Hudson under the lee of the for-
ested headlands of the Palisades. Some things change almost im-
perceptibly if at all, and the ducks are part of the life that is
timeless. They are swimming here today, as preoccupied with their
affairs as the busy citizens of Dyckman Street, and as oblivious
of history. One pair is picking over the refuse that sweeps out of
Spuyten Duyvil Creek, floating rapidly downstream and then fly-
ing back like two black missiles as fast as the little seaplanes. But
most of the ducks are floating in long rafts on the Jersey side of the
river. They are restless and noisy, chattering to themselves. When
they leap into the air, the sun catches the silver under their wings.
When they glide back to the river, using their wings as brakes, they
toss up two tongues of water that reflect the sunlight swiftly and
brilliantly. The Indians have gone, but hundreds of black ducks
come back to the pleasant winter quarters their ancestors chose
many centuries ago.

19 At dinnertime Venus comes from behind the dark loom
of the apartment house across the street into the arch of open sky
above the river and moves down the west into the horizon. A
clear beacon, like a powerful lighthouse, it is the most sisterly of
the planets and the one people notice with most delight. It is
almost the same size as the earth. It is a third of the way closer
to the sun, and on that account gives off twice as much solar
radiation. Under favorable circumstances it can be seen by the
naked eye at noontime—a tiny white ball in the cerulean sky. It
shines with such glory that it lays a beam of reflected light on the
river like the moon. It is so large that it casts a shadow.

Venus resembles the earth in size, mass, and density of atmos-
phere, with a heavy bank of luminous clouds. Some kind of life
on Venus is probable, the astronomers say. My mother saw the last
transit of Venus on December 6, 1882. Be prepared for the next
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on June 8, 2004. In the meantime it adorns the sky with clear
and limpid light and keeps our little system of planets neighborly.

2@, At midnight the most cheerful place in town is the water-
front area in the Fifties. Above the dingy, frowzy, wind-swept
neighborhood rise the floodlighted funnels of three ocean-going
steamships—the three red funnels of the Queen of Bermuda, the
two scarlet funnels of the Mauretania and the three heroic scarlet
funnels of the Queen Mary towering into the black sky. Since the
Queen Mary is to sail at 12:30, great rolls of puffy brownish smoke
are billowing out of her funnels and are borne across the city by
the icy west wind. Land was created to provide a place for steamers
to visit. When they are in port they are ceremonial after the style
of visiting royalty. They put on their best manners: they wear
their flags and at night they proudly illuminate the immaculate
paint patterns of their funnels. But sooner or later they escape
from the city, with the bright images of foreign ports in mind;
and as soon as they have made their way out through the Narrows
into the wide loneliness of the tumultuous sea, they haul down all
the flags except the company pennant, douse the floodlights and
race, -pitch, and roll through the days and nights of the roaring
winter ocean.

Nothing man has built can equal the beautiful sentience of
these modern steamers. They are independent, self-sufficient, and
free. Unlike our brilliant hotels, they are not dependent on foun-
dations driven down to bedrock or the innumerable services that
buildings use—like water systems, power lines, and fire depart-
ments. Unlike a hotel, they are completely mobile and carry within
their holds the powerful machinery that can drive their huge bulk
twenty or thirty miles an hour on trackless courses hundreds of
miles removed from the lane. They have to be designed so deli-
cately that the great weight they carry is perfectly balanced; and
is transmuted out of dead weight into life and buoyancy—weights
acting on each other until the whole ship talks, groans and whis-
pers and eagerly reaches ahead. None of the great structures men
have built come alive like the ocean-going steamers that pierce the
storms and dance on great waters. They deserve the veneration of
all landsmen when they rest for a day or two at the foot of the
quarrelsome cross-streets of the city. Although they poke their
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sharp noses close to city avenues, they are remote and detached,
sublime, and free.

21 » Although American culture is not highly esteemed in
many parts of the world, American plays and books are only a
little less popular than American goods. Many of our novels,
dramas, and books of thought are hospitably received abroad; and,
of course, there is always a consistent demand for our industrial
goods. I am deliberately associating our literary products with our
industrial products because, I think, they are both integral parts
of the same culture. They cannot be considered separately. What
a man does is as much a part of his culture as what he thinks.
For a culture is the sum of all the activities of all the people who
compose the nation; and in a democratic society there is no ar-
bitrary difference in rank between the doers and the thinkers.
Character is a stronger influence in a society than intellect, and
character is the common element in all spheres of life. We all
live together and eat from the same granary (which is probably
the fundamental source of a national culture); and the scholar or
littérateur does not categorically outrank the farmer and the me-
chanic. Quite the contrary: the scholar and the littérateur lose their
usefulness to a society and become nothing more than barren sym-
bols if they are arbitrarily dissociated from the farmers and me-
chanics.

Americans have always resented and resisted authority. The
tradition of scholarship as a separate and rather exalted depart-
ment of life has never taken a firm hold on American culture. In
the early days of American history we were less interested in at-
tracting members of the genteel classes than farmers and artisans
—carpenters, masons, blacksmiths, and husbandmen. They could
bring immediate relief to a primitive colonial territory that was
being developed in a hurry and that instinctively was taking its
art, literature, and scholarship from abroad. But the separation of
the thinkers from the doers has never been accepted in America.
For the life of man and nature is the primary source of thinking,
dreaming and creating; and art and scholarship are bogus unless
they derive from life directly.

Contact with life is the first principle of thinking and creating.
Contact with libraries, museums, lecture halls, and theaters is
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hardly more than the secondary stage. For unless art and scholar-
ship are constantly renewed in the streets and fields, the basic
errors in thought and the idle whims of imagination can never be
discovered or corrected, and theories, books, and plays will have
treacherous foundations. The separation of the thinker from the
doer weakens the whole structure of society. During the war in
China I remember being amazed and baffled by the social division
of a group of young Chinese officers who were studying veteri-
narianism. They wore the long white coat of the scientist and car-
ried fountain pens, notebooks, and textbooks. But they would not
touch the animals. They left the animals to the privates and non-
commissioned officers. Social customs that are probably thousands
of years old inhibited them from working directly on the raw
material they were studying.

This little vagary of vanity followed China’s ancient systematiza-
tion of classes, which venerates the scholar, gives him unusual
social prerogatives, relieves him of many of the routine chores and
associations of daily life, and saps his personal independence. In
the painful process of modernization, China will inevitably destroy
this old departmentalization of social life and release the energies
of the educated people for the good of the nation and the world.
Thousands of young Chinese, and many of their elders, have al-
ready broken through the old barriers and superstitions. In Amer-
ica we lack almost entirely the classical tradition. But I wonder
from the pragmatic point of view whether this may not be a good
thing and whether it does not foster the flexibility and optimism
of American life.

22. Let’s not underestimate the value of the material part of
a national culture. To look down on it disdainfully is to eliminate
from good society the vast bulk of the population. Without a
sound materialistic underpinning, the rest of the culture is hardly
more than an empty pretense or a whimsical fairy story. People
have to be fed, which is the province of the farmers. People have
to be housed, which is the province of the building mechanics.
Since people also like to be fastidious about their personal habits,
keep warm in the winter, keep their food fresh in the summer,
and move as quickly and easily as possible from one place to an-
other, the plumber and the manufacturers of heating plants, re-
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frigerators, and automobiles perform useful functions in society.
Taken together with the millions of trained people they employ,
as well as the farmers, they constitute the largest group in the
country.

Since the process of manufacture includes many thousands of
minute mechanical operations, industry has a low esthetic rating.
The whole of industry is sometimes thoughtlessly dismissed as a
kind of odious and inhuman routine and the American civilization
is ticked off as “machine-made,” as though it were mediocre and
soulless. But there is a flaw in that thinking: a confusion of the
process with the creative idea. For machines are not stillborn
monsters or examples of perpetual motion. Behind every machine
stands a man who imagined it for a particular use in modern life.
Men made the machines. The basic idea may have been as valu-
able and enriching as the basic idea of a book or play—indeed,
it may have been of greater value, for the ideas of many books
and plays are poverty-stricken. As a product of human creative
energy, the high-speed newspaper printing press is something par-
ticularly worth respecting. It is daring in conception, ingenious in
design, and perfect for what it is intended to do, which is to give
fast and wide expression to information and opinion. Although
it is made of steel, it is a thoroughly human enterprise. A human
being imagined it; a great many human beings have made the
drawings and moldings to build it. Human beings operate it and
keep it in repair. There is nothing soulless about it: it is charged
with human energy and spirit. Deprive it of human beings for a
few hours and see how long it will do its work. It is a tool that
expresses part of the human spirit, like the piano, brush, crayon,
and scalpel.

In its useful forms, materialism also is a product of spirit. The
drive of a culture impregnates it and radiates from it. In wartime
the central idea of a national culture is expressed through it di-
rectly, for the energy of all the people is concentrated on trans-
muting materialistic goods and weapons into a living defense of
the nation. Materialism is decadent and degenerate only if the
spirit of the nation has withered and if individual people are so
unimaginative that they wallow in it. The machines that are now
in existence and working efficiently are part of the capital wealth
of the nation. But the imagination, skill, ingenuity, and energy
that have gone into them are part of the national culture.
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25 Since America has instinctively resisted the dissociation of
art and scholarship from the elementary functions of society, I
think our plays and books radiate the energy and imagination of
the people. They are part of the mass culture. There is no such
thing as “closet drama” which is too refined for the general public.
Coterie art has no real importance or significance. Scholars are
not venerated as a social class, but are under the same compulsions
as other people to demonstrate their value as good citizens and
neighbors by their understanding of human beings. Officers of
the government have no prestige beyond what they earn for them-
selves by intelligent leadership and good conduct in office. Instead
of being a badge of honor, the word “congressman” may even be
a term of opprobrium. Criticism of public officers is often so bitter
and malevolent that sensitive and high-minded people hesitate to
leave the protection of private life and expose themselves to the
savagery of political opponents. Although the disciplines of demo-
cratic culture are fundamentally wholesome, they are frequently
painful and often unfair.

It is significant of our culture that our only indigenous philos-
ophy is the pragmatism of William James and John Dewey, which
evaluates ideas according to their usefulness. Pragmatism suits
American thinking, and is probably the workaday philosophy of
many of those Americans who hunger after idealism in their think-
ing. Americans are not much impressed with theories. Economi-
cally the country has outgrown its youth, but its culture represents
a logical development from the independence, enterprise, and
willingness to work that characterized the pioneers who settled
here two or three centuries ago. The culture is still youthful.
American literature is only a century and a half old, and perhaps
less than that; and American drama is less than a half century old.
By and large, American art represents the mass culture of the
country. Nations with a culture developed out of the classical
tradition are often troubled or confused by the impulsiveness—
in fact, the violence—of the culture that comes from America.
But they are also inclined to like, not only the machines and the
industrial goods, but the books and plays. These are different as-
pects of the same thing. That is the fundamental point: Every-
thing American, whether it is thinking or doing, pours out of the
same reservoir of energy. God made both man and matter and is
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reported to have been equally pleased with both. At the time,
that is; there has been no authoritative bulletin from Him since
the time of creation.

24. Sun sets at 5 p.M., twenty-four minutes later than on the
shortest day of the year, which was only a month ago. Although
I was not aware of the figures until I looked them up in the al-
manac, I have been aware for a week that the days seem brighter,
the nights less ferocious, and that something cheerfully progressive
is happening in the universe. The brightness of the south is be-
ginning to slip under the frozen bitterness of the winter. It is
almost like an animal sensation. Although our minds may not be
alert to it, our bones absorb it and the rhythm of the seasons
circulates through our bloodstream. This worn and wrinkled planet
is dipping mercifully towards the sun and we are toasting our
frosty shins before the distant fires of spring.

25 “Tree sparrow” is a thankless name to fob off on so genial
a bird. Like “ground sparrow” and “house sparrow,” it is almost
a term of opprobrium, especially for a bird that is not much given
to perching in trees. The tree sparrow deserves our gratitude. In
this latitude, where winter is generally brown and withered, when
it is not cruel and icy, the tree sparrow is the most buoyant spirit
in the landscape. As you march across the wasteland in Bronx
Park, listening to the hiss of the wind in the dry grass or the
winter creak of naked branches, sometimes a contralto twitter
warms the air. If you follow it, you find the ground in that di-
rection alive with tree sparrows, feeding busily in the grass or
alighting experimentally on the crest of fragile weeds, where they
swing as they pick the seeds. They are an active congress. When
company comes, two or three of the more curious birds perch in
some leafless bush, and, turning toward you, reveal the dark spot
in the center of the unstreaked breast. Even in a storm, when the
driving snow fills every corner of the day, the tree sparrows keep
together, reaching for the tall grasses, tracking the snow, and still
conversing.

That sweet, liquid chatter and the modestly fluted double note
are no more desultory than the chickadee’s prattle. The song spar-
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row has only a dull “chink” for such weather; the junco is no
musician, and the occasional white-throated sparrow is generally
silent. But winter suits the tree sparrow’s disposition. Coming
south from Northern Ungava or Newfoundland, where he attends
to his domestic affairs, he finds nothing in the New York winter
to depress him. On warm, sunny days, in some sheltered pocket,
he has a long warbling serenade for whoever may be passing. Ex-
cepting the Carolina wren, who sometimes makes the Palisades
ring, the tree sparrow has the finest of the winter voices. There
is a promise of bluebird rapture in it. While the best singers are
in the south, the tree sparrow preserves the tradition. He is no
commoner than the juncos or the song sparrows who spend the
winter here, but by virtue of his disposition he is the winter spar-
row. “Winter sparrow” should be his name. His special genius
should be celebrated.

26, Temperature 5°. By noon it rises to 12° and snow and
sleet come racing down on a northeast wind. There are about four
inches of powdery new snow on the ground by midafternoon—cut
sharp in windrows, clear, soft, silent. Riverside Park has been
abandoned to the storm. There are no footprints in the snow on
the walk beside the river. After three weeks of freezing weather
the river is choked with ice which is swimming rapidly down-
stream, driven by the tide, current, and the wind simultaneously.
Herring gulls ride on the ice beside the streaks of open water.
Although the bald eagles have returned to the river, I have never
seen them south of the George Washington Bridge, and I see
nothing but hemring gulls today. A dingy lighter, a brown ferry
off-course and two tugboats are steaming cautiously through the
grinding and groaning ice floes. It is a dark day, hung all around
with swirling gray clouds. Late in the afternoon the Queen Eliza-
beth roars several signals of warning as she gets ready for sea. I
cannot see that far downriver in the smother of the storm. But
for a half an hour I can follow the story of her departure in the
jargon of her steam whistle—the long clamorous notes as she backs
into the stream, the staccato bellow when she has backed far
enough, the anxious barks when she wants the tugs to help swing
her downstream, the final imperious signal to stand clear as she
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gets under way with her own engines. By evening she will be rac-
ing through the lonely winter seas to England.

L

27. The most frightening aspect of government, if you want
to think about it seriously, is the fact that we are ruled by mortal
men. None of them is a superman; none is a prophet, oracle, or
clairvoyant. Sometimes we innocently regard them as greater peo-
ple than ourselves. Standing in awe of the office of President we
unconsciously identify the office with the man. We see his picture
every day; we read his name several times a day; we occasionally
hear his voice delivering judgments on matters that vitally con-
cern us. He has more power more conspicuously than most people
in the country. There is an aura around the President. In our
imagination we develop an oversize figure in harmony with what
we think a President should be.

Alas, he is as you and I—fallible and bewildered. No one can
solve the affairs of the world. Those that are known are incredibly
complicated and interdependent—the political, economic, scien-
tific, human, and spiritual all entangled and interwoven. Pluck at
one thread, and other threads appear; one knot leads to another.
But many of the problems of the world are not even known. Al-
though the President is advised by experts, the experts are fallible,
too, lacking information on vital problems in their own fields. In
a dynamic world nothing is final.

We need supermen to rule us—the job is so vast and the need
for wise judgment is so urgent. But, alas, there are no supermen.
Those who rule us are like you and me. It is a frightening situation.

28. We shall never need another revolution in this country.
The revolution we had was the fundamental one, and the demo-
cratic tradition it founded contains within itself the seeds of its
own growth and fruitfulness. In the course of three centuries that
include the industrial revolution, the expansion of capitalism, and
the spread of communism, democracy has adjusted itself to chang-
ing conditions and sunk deeper and deeper into the lives of people
and nations. It is not a scientific rationalization, which Marxism
professes to be, but a basic moral and pragmatic principle. As the
animating force of constitutional government, it began not in
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1776 or 1787, but on May 31, 1638, when the Reverend Thomas
Hooker told the General Court at Hartford, Connecticut, that
“the foundation of authority is laid in the free consent of the
people.” The democratic cdnstitution that evolved the next year
from that declaration of principle withstood every shock of mili-
tary and economic crisis until it was superseded a century and a
half later by a federal Constitution founded on the same theme.

Constitutional democracy does not guarantee capitalism, which
is an economic system, not a moral principle. Under democratic
government, capitalism has stimulated enterprise and raised the
standard of living. But democratic government has warily kept the
capitalistic system under control—regulating and restricting it in
the public interest and setting up socialistic projects, like dams,
waterways, forest preserves, housing developments, soil conserva-
tion, and T.V.A,, to safeguard the national welfare. No one dis-
putes the right of democratic government to regulate capitalism.
For the logic of capitalism is to own everything and take control
of the country and its people. Democracy can dominate any eco-
nomic system, including socialism or communism. It has a genius
for progressing with the times.

In 1848 Karl Marx, a German with little experience of liberal
institutions, believed that the workers (“toilers,” in the sentimental
jargon) could not move forward without a violent revolution. But
by 1872 he understood that in some cases the objective could be
reached without a revolution. “We do not deny,” he said, “that
there are countries like England and America, and . . . I might
even add, Holland, where the worker may attain his objects by
peaceful means.” Being a moral principle, and not a pseudo-
scientific dogma, democracy has fallen heir to the unfathomable
resources of philosophy and religion with a seasoning of homely
poetry stirred into it.

29 Thomas Paine, born on this day in 1737, in Thetford,
Norfolk, England, son of a staymaker. America used him when
he was needed and repudiated him when he had been used, for
there is a streak of cruelty in all ambitious societies. Even in those
days we boorishly shucked off people of strong personalities as
soon as they began to bore us. A man of pure motives and ideal-
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istic character, Paine was unprepared for America’s latter-day in-
tolerance for one of her earliest friends and advocates.

In November, 1774, Paine escaped from the grinding poverty
of England to America, which was fertile ground for a person of
his passion and talents and where he immediately became a man
of influence. Rebellious and belligerent, America was in the proper
mood to respond to his militant rationalizations against hereditary
government. In January, 1776, he published Common Sense,
which in simple though burning style set forth the principles of
the Revolution and called for “an open and determined Declara-
tion of Independence.” His pamphlet of fifty pages was a sensa-
tion. It anticipated the Declaration of Independence by six
months. A crusader who instinctively took part in the cause he
advocated, Paine attached himself to Washington’s army during
the war and became the chief propagandist of the Revolution.
For his series of pamphlets entitled The American Crisis (‘“These
are the times that try men’s souls.”) were propaganda, designed to
arouse the support of the people. A brilliant rationalist, Paine
could turn the most hopeless situation to the advantage of Amer-
ica. His first Crisis pamphlet was read to all Washington’s soldiers
around the campfires just before they crossed the Delaware to
attack the Hessians at Trenton. To Americans his flaming in-
volutions of logic were inspiring and one of the most effective
weapons used in the war. To the British they must have seemed
specious, cunning, and frantic. Intellectual combat and inquiry
were Paine’s whole life. He had dedicated himself to it, and in
most cases gave all his royalties from books and pamphlets to
various causes. He was a dedicated crusader and, as nearly as
possible, gave his works to the people.

After the American Revolution he threw himself with equal zeal
into the French Revolution, The Rights of Man being his chief
contribution to the intellectual principles of that great upheaval.
“My home is where freedom is not,” he declared. He championed
the Haitian revolution of Toussaint- L'Ouverture. He gave Napo-
leon a plan for invading the British Isles, as well as a small fi-
nancial donation. He was one of the earliest fighters against
slavery. In 1793 he published the first part of The Age of Reason,
which ridiculed and derided the mythology of the Bible. Although
he was a declared deist, this iconoclastic book raised a storm of
hatred against him. He was denounced as passionately as he had
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been praised seventeen years earlier. Most of America never for-
gave him this attack on its religious faith. The election commis-
sioners in New Rochelle, where he had a farm, took away his
franchise on the grounds that he—the burning torch of the Revo-
lution—was not an American. He died in poverty, June 8, 1809,
in a lodging house on Fulton Street. His tombstone on his farm
in New Rochelle was vandalized and desecrated. To this day no
one knows where his bones lie. Twenty years after his death Wil-
liam Cobbett, the British pamphleteer, furtively dug up his skele-
ton, secretly took it to England and stored it temporarily in a
warehouse. But it was lost before it could be reburied with the
honors Cobbett thought Paine deserved.

In the thirty-five most active years of his life Paine mightily
stirred many thousands of people, stirring them angrily against
him in the end. In America the outbreak of hostility to him may
not have been caused solely by his scornful broadside against the
Bible. Perhaps the mood was as much against him after constitu-
tional government had been established as it was for him in the
insurgent days of the Revolution. He never changed; he was always
on the offensive. But America was tired of war and trouble. Per-
haps it got more and more irritated with an old man who never
stopped finding crises and disturbing the peace.

30 For what it is worth, one should remember that the most
useful pipes for steady smoking are produced in America and Eng-
land. They are designed for heavy duty—decent and respectable
in shape, capacious enough for a smoke of ample length and ab-
sorbent enough to transform the foul sludge of smoking into a
deep brown, redolent companion. Although French brier is the
standard wood, I was never able to buy in France a pipe as sound
as the ones America and England produce. Nor do Russians make
pipes that a man can rely upon for steady duty. Those I acquired
by necessity in Russia were made of a wood that tolerated to-
bacco without actively sympathizing with it; and the shafts were
so tiny that they clogged easily and could not be cleaned. Chinese
pipes seem to be influenced by opium smoking; they hold only a
few whiffs, as though tobacco were a coarse drug that had no
philosophical creativeness. Chinese pipes regard smoking as an
interlude and not as a fulltime occupation. With the use of
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American and English pipes a man can saturate not only his body
but his mind and spirit with the glorious elixir of tobacco. It
seasons the facts that are heavy and releases the ideas and impulses
that are naturally buoyant. With an American or English pipe in
the mouth, smoking becomes something more than an idle pas-
time: it becomes a form of constructive social activity. Is it merely
an accident that the nations that produced the Magna Carta and
the Declaration of Independence and that preserve most reverently
all the civil liberties also produce the most useful tobacco pipes?
Whatever the reason may be, the fact is that pipe smoking is best
where civil liberties are most highly prized and respected. I should
like to believe that pipe smoking helps preserve freedom in a
world that has not yet learned what freedom is. In fact, I think
I shall believe it. I am smoking a pipe at this moment.

5 10 Attending a performance at the Negro Theatre, I am one
of two or three white people in a group of about one hundred
Negrnes. This is the reverse of the situation with which I am more
familiar downtown, where white theatergoers outnumber Negroes
by about the same proportion. There is no tension of any kind.
I take a place in the audience as I would anywhere with no re-
straint. But between acts and after the play is over, no one even
sees me. The Negroes are in groups of their own, talking and
laughing with their friends. When I move about they look through
me as if I were not there. When I leave, a place is imperceptibly
made for me in the crowd by people who give no indication of
being aware that I am alive. The attitude is neither cordial nor
uncordial. It is not even neutral. It is nothing; it does not exist.
No doubt this is precisely the attitude of downtown audiences
towards the few Negroes scattered throughout the house. We do
not crowd them nor make way for them. There is neither friend-
ship nor hostility in our manners, which are elaborately, cunningly,
1mpercept1bly evasive.

All this is the negative aspect of racial animosity. Behind it lie
one hundred and fifty years of ignorance, fear, cruelty, and super-
stition. Ahead of it lie centuries of friction and misery. There will
be no solution in our time.
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FEBRUARY SEsSION of the county grand juries begins. Before
eleven o’clock more than a hundred men and women silently
collect in a large courtroom downtown in Centre Street, take off
their overcoats, and wait rather morosely. We have been caught
by the summons that comes about every thirteen or fourteen
months. No matter when it comes, it finds us unprepared, un-
willing, and affronted. But the style in which it is written is ex-
plicit and ominous. The summons mentions penalties that sound
alarming. The mood of the courtroom is portentous. Uniformed
guards patrol the courtroom. The clerk is grave and vigilant. At
eleven o’clock he starts reading our names in a slow, precise and
imposing voice that rumbles with authority and warning. Only a
reckless man would dare intrude matters of personal convenience;
into this solemn assembly. When the clerk has registered the-
names of all the people present, he puts their slips in the ballot
wheel, turns it over a few times and calls the names he draws in
a voice that sounds like an awful prison sentence. Aware of all
the sins we have ever committed, and silent about all the laws
we have broken (I occasionally smoke on subway platforms), we
meekly take our respective places in the jury seats when our mis-
erable little names are boomed across the room. Being selected
for a jury is a chastening experience. After taking the oath on the
battered Bibles kept in stock, and listening to the judge’s charge,
we retire to our respective jury rooms to begin a month’s service
in the administration of democratic justice.

The grand jury is one of the most venerable institutions in the
judicial system. Justice cannot be administered democratically
without it. The grand jury does not try cases. It authorizes legal
accusations: before a defendant can be tried on a criminal charge
the legal evidence on which the county will base its case must be
presented to a grand jury. The prospective defendant can appear
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before the grand jury if he wants to and can bring witnesses to
support his case if the grand jury consents. After all the evidence
has been heard the witnesses, the attorneys, the stenographer, and
the court attendants leave the room. Behind closed doors the
members of the jury discuss the evidence informally. If the grand
jury thinks that the uncontested evidence argues a presumption
of guilt on the part of the accused, it votes an indictment (known
as a “true bill”), and thereby gives consent to a formal trial in a
regular court. If the grand jury is not persuaded by the evidence,
it finds “no bill” and the accused is dismissed.

Since the evidence in most cases is simple, real and clear, the
grand jury is usually convinced that the accused should be brought
to trial. But occasionally the evidence is neither complete nor con-
vincing, even when the accused does not appear; and in defense
of a private citizen, the grand jury of private citizens does not
permit a trial. In this way the grand juries introduce a decisive
democratic influence into the administration of justice at the be-
ginning and at the top; and erect a formidable hurdle over which
careless or unscrupulous attorneys have some difficulty in crossing.

Although composed of citizens, grand juries have quasijudicial
functions. Apart from their function in the court they can and
are supposed to investigate the administration of the prisons, the
conduct of the police, the alertness and integrity of the justice
department, the honesty of elections, the conduct of public offi-
cials, and any crime, whether or not it is formally presented by
the department of justice. Grand juries have the right and also
the duty to inquire into anything bearing on the honest conduct
of public business. And since the grand jury represents the people’s
interest in the administration of justice it has a number of autono-
mous rights: individual grand jurors cannot be held to account
for their votes or opinions in the jury room; nor can they be coerced
or instructed by the courts, attorneys, or police. The jurors have
complete immunity under law for their official actions.

Being a “body of citizens” they outrank the people’s servants.
Grand juries can call any public official to appear for questioning
and for inquiry into official business, and can use the county appa-
ratus for the purpose.

Since the grand jury interposes the judgment of ordinary, dis-
interested citizens between the accused and the district attorney’s
office, some political organizations have tried to eliminate the
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grand jury system or devise ways of circumventing it, for it keeps
the district attorney and public officials under observation. With-
out the grand jury system the citizens would have no control over
flagrant or organized abuses of justice, coercion of citizens by
corrupt or dictatorial departments of justice, or political domina-
tion of the courts. In this huge city with its formidable bureauc-
racy and unscrupulous political organizations, a “body of citizens,”
representing all businesses, professions, races, and religions, has the
responsibility and the authority to guard the public’s interest in
the conduct of public affairs.

Now we settle down to the month-long grind of appearing in
the jury room every morning at eleven, and for two hours listen-
ing to, inquiring into, and judging the human frailties of the law,
on the one hand, and the human frailties of fellow-citizens, on
the other. Neither.one is above suspicion.

2. Groundhog Day. Although we pride ourselves on our real-
istic modern thinking, the superstition of Groundhog Day is one
we are reluctant to let go. Like our ancestors, who thought the
world was flat, we go through the ancient make-believe every year
of speculating on the length of the winter according to the weather
on this day. Today is cold and sunny. The groundhog (“wood-
chuck” in more familiar terminology) could have seen his shadow
today and in accordance with the myth would have crawled back
into his warm hole. According to the old legend, there are there-
fore six more weeks of winter ahead of us. But as a matter of crude
fact the woodchuck has already been poking out of his hole on
warm days for the last two or three weeks. He does not wait for
Groundhog Day if the weather is right. We all know that Ground-
hog Day is a myth, but we enjoy it annually. It gives the illusion
of breaking up the long expanse of winter.

The myth is very old, indeed. Ancient Egyptians thought that
bears were weather prophets; Europeans, wolves; English, otters.
The early English settlers in America substituted the groundhog
for the otter. People everywhere enjoy believing things that they
know are not true. It spares them the ordeal of thinking for them-
selves and taking responsibility for what they know.
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3. Today the winter-sealed Great Lakes and the frozen wheat-
fields of Canada have fastened an icy grip on New York. We are
wincing from a biting northwest gale. On Riverside Drive it is
wild and freezing. A man can hardly turn the corner into it.
Although it cannot be seen, it is tangible—like a flying wall of
numbing coldness. It wails around the windows, making boreal
music in a deep and inhuman tone. When I hear the wind I can
feel the steel and brick structure of our apartment house
trembling.

None of the Algonquin Indians would recognize the carefully
landscaped river margins of the Riverside Park of today. But this
northwest wind would seem familiar to them. And the broken ice
that rushes downriver when the tide is ebbing and that packs
against the eastern shore would still be a familiar landmark. Noth-
ing from their civilization remains except some birds and the New
York weather. Today has its frigid ancestry in the wind-bitten
misery of the Algonquin Indians.

4. What we all need is more knowledge. The current world is
shocking and violent, and we are likely to judge it on moral
grounds. But the chief source of the evil everywhere is ignorance.
We are ignorant of the Russians and Chinese, and they are igno-
rant of us. Despite the long years of intimate association and a
common language, we are ignorant of the English and they of us.
Out of ignorance they and we are constantly developing moral
arguments to establish our respective national superiorities. The
Yankee is ignorant of the Southerner, and the Middle Westerner
is ignorant of the New Yorker. The Gothamite is ignorant of the
people of the Bronx, who in turn are ignorant of the natives of
Staten Island. None of us knows what is going on under our
noses.

We tolerate differences of opinion in people we know; for,
knowing them, we realize that they are like us essentially. They,
too, work, play, marry, raise families, and worry; and they, too,
complain of taxes and the White House. We tolerate differences
of opinion in people who are familiar to us. But differences of
opinion in people we do not know sound like heresy or plots; and,
since they cannot be balanced against personal kmowledge of the
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human aspects of the people, they sound alarming. There is a
greater area of agreement throughout the world than any of us
know. There are deeper reservoirs of good will. Most of the differ-
ences about which we grow belligerent do not exist except in the
vast penumbra of common ignorance. Knowledge is the godfather
of morality.

5. Although trade ranks below scholarship, art, and all the
professions in all the ancient and many of the modern codes of
social standing, it is the most civilizing of human occupations. It
is the unrecognized agent of good will. It provides a solid basis
for the peace of the world. Ideas moving across national bound-
aries raise suspicions and stir up trouble or resistance. Religions
and customs divide the world into distrustful camps. But food
and goods are the only things that can cross the borders of coun-
tries peacefully—arousing nothing more pernicious than curiosity
and discussions about value. The manganese ore we import by
the shipload from the Black Sea ports of Russia does not create
political crises in America. The natural rubber that we buy from
the Malays and Javanese does not make Moslems out of Ameri-
cans. Anyone in any part of the world, whatever his morals may
be, will gladly eat a can of Columbia River salmon or wear a pair
of U. S. Army boots.

Trade has an honorable record in the history of civilization. It
has been good for everyone. In the second century the Chinese
gratefully learned from Persian traders how to cultivate alfalfa,
grapevines and walnuts. The great hot, dangerous, sandy, tempes-
tuous Gobi desert divided the Far East from the Near East and
Europe. But traders, eager for a profit, crossed it and took glass to
China from Greece and Rome and stimulated the art of porcelain
there. From China Europe got peaches, apricots and medicinal
herbs. The Arabs learned the art of making paper from the Chinese
in the second century. Rome grew, luxurious with silks brought
from China, and the Old Silk Road into China is still traveled
after all these centuries and still has an honored name.

America could not exist without foreign goods. Although we
like to think that we are independent, we are virtually dependent
on foreign countries for coffee, bananas, cocoa, shellac, tin, anti-
mony, cadmium, manganese, chrome, nickel, asbestos, mica, quartz
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crystals, natural rubber, silk, diamonds, burlap, and cordage fibers.
Nor have we enough sugar, oil, wood pulp, lead, zinc, and copper
to supply our own needs. To keep our industries running, and to
pay our politicians and professional calamity-howlers, we need the
cushion of exports to foreign markets—about 10 per cent of our
total production. That is the margin between normal prosperity
and anxiety in this country.

Our automobiles and industrial goods are the soundest ambas-
sadors we send abroad. The good trader will do business with
anyone who will trade in return. Trade is the one thing both
parties can agree on, and it is the soundest basis for wholesome
foreign relations.

6. Queen of the neighborhood is Mrs. Rabinowitz, the plump,
smiling, animated wife of the tailor. Mr. and Mrs. Rabinowitz
work all day in a narrow, dim shop heaped up with other peo-
ple’s clothing. But Mrs. Rabinowitz is a lady. Her manners are
good because she is friendly and likes to know everything that is
happening in the vicinity. She sits at the sewing machine without
being a slave to it. She tints her gray hair with blue and wears a
ribbon in it. Although life has not been lavish with the Rabino-
witzes, they can take satisfaction in what they have accomplished.
Their son is a practicing dentist with a family of his own, and he
came through the war safely. Their daughter is a highly paid silk
buyer for a store in Washington.

Mrs. Rabinowitz is a cheerful little lady with a motherly atti-
tude towards her customers; and the neighbors also drop in for
gossip. Like many naturalized Americans, Mrs. Rabinowitz has a
somewhat intolerant attitude of national, even regional, posses-
siveness. She says that she does not like Orientals or Europeans.
She likes Americans but not southerners, she says. But she knows
a southerner who wants to be an actor. Since he naturally is pen-
niless, I know that out of the kindness of her heart Mrs. Rabino-
witz does extra work on his clothes that she does not charge him
for. “He’s a very good-looking young man,” she says, “and in
that business he must always look well, mustn’'t he, dear?”
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7. To Staten Island by the noon ferry. I would rather ship to
Java, Celebes, or South Africa. But the twenty-four minute voyage
at eighteen knots to the tidal port of St. George is a pleasant
substitute. Riding the ferries down the ocean channel we have
salt water under us, hissing at the stem, flaring back in a white,
foamy wake astern. The clang of the warning bell, the resonant
jangle of the loosened shackles, the blast on the whistle, the
vibration of the engines as the ship undocks, and the final grind
of the propeller when it finally takes hold—these are nautical
symbols that are always pleasant, for they mean departure from
land.

Up forward the wind is freezing. When we leave the protection
of the land the bow of our vessel is swept by a blast from the icy
northwest, and the passengers seek the lee of the main cabin.
Presently we round the outer reaches of Governors Island; and
setting a course a little west of south, we settle down to the
voyage to Staten Island, the bow waves leaping angrily to either
side, the cabin windows rattling, the decks pounding and grind-
ing from the vibration of our powerful engines. An express vessel
in the passenger trade, we rapidly overtake the slower tugboats
and gasoline barges headed on the same course; and we show our
heels to the Santa Isabel, bound for Guayaquil, and the Argen-
tina, bound for Rio, which are sailing a course just east of ours
this noon. When we are well away from the land we pass the
gaunt and lumbering channel buoys, their clanging bells lazily
and dolefully sounding a lonely warning to mariners. Twenty-five
or thirty herring gulls follow us, searching our wake for food
churned up by the propellers. About half way on the course we
silently pass a sister ship headed in the opposite direction—a fine,
able, sturdy, well-found liner that steams briskly through the sun-
shot water. Approaching port after a safe voyage through clear
weather and a calm sea, we pass comfortably east of the dangerous
ledge marked by the Robbins Reef Lighthouse and accurately
charted in our sailing directions. Reducing speed we slide easily
into our company dock, making fast without scraping a fender.
After discharging our passengers in an orderly manner and put-
ting their baggage ashore we prepare for the return voyage through
the inland sea to the island of Manhattan.

In comparison with other voyages this is a short one. But the
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passengers see almost as many landmarks as passengers do on
larger vessels that have spent several days at sea. The patient
Statue of Liberty, towering silently above the harbor mist, and
the forest of skyscrapers leaping out of Manhattan look as dra-
matic from one deck as from another.

8. “The good old days” never existed. Today is as good as or
better than any of them. In every age “the good old days” were
a myth. No one ever thought they were good at the time. For
every age has consisted of crises that seemed intolerable to the
people who lived through them, worrying and wringing their
hands. The first twenty years of my life, which concluded with
the first world war, look tranquil and innocent to me now. But
the things I remember, most of them vaguely, seemed like calami-
ties to people at the time—the Spanish-American war, the death
of Queen Victoria, the assassination of McKinley, the eruption
of Mt. Pelée, the San Francisco earthquake, the financial panic
of 1907. I can remember reading, but not believing, an article by
Flinders Petrie that predicted a catastrophic European war in
1914. Those years were full of alarms and crises, and I worried
then more than I do today. For sheer horror and destruction the
world has never experienced anything like the second world war,
which may indeed mark the beginning of the end of civilization.
But we who survived have absorbed it. Even after this shattering
experience, I do not envy my father who was spared it but was
riven by other anxieties and troubles every day of his life.

9. Despite the numbers of the house sparrows and the star-
lings, the bird of the city is the herring gull. I can see forty-two
herring gulls from my window at this moment. The herring gull
is handsome and accomplished, and would be an object of wonder
if he were rare. He has a snowy white body, which gleams bril-
liantly in the sunlight on the water front, and a beautiful gray
mantle with black wing-tips. If he is not the most brilliant flier,
‘he is the most accomplished and versatile. Usually he loafs alone
on slow wing-beats up and down the river or across the bay. But
when he is racing towards something to eat he can go swiftly. By
stretching his wings skillfully he can practically stand still in a
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wind, lazily rising and falling on the air currents. He can also dive
like a hawk, and even fly backwards, though this maneuver is
clumsy and slow. Scientists photograph and study the flight of
the herring gull to learn about the principles of aviation. He is
the ideal of airplane designers. They would like to manufacture
airplanes that could fly with the ease, grace and versatility of the
herring gull.

The gull has thoroughly adjusted himself to the city. It suits
his needs. A scavenger, he lives off the sewage in the rivers and
harbors. He rides the waves in all weather. He sits on old posts,
generally facing the wind, or the mooring buoys; or he blandly
rides on floating boxes and timbers or the ice floes. He follows
the Staten Island ferries by the tens and twenties, diving into the
wake, wheeling over the top deck or planing in the air cusrents
set up by these fast-moving vessels. Particularly in the mornings
and evenings, he leisurely crosses the city from the East River to
the North River, sometimes stopping in the Central Park lake
for a sip of fresh water. But he does not nest in the city. In April
or early May, all the breeding birds leave the city to nest on
islands along the New England coast or the fresh-water lakes of
New York and New England, where they have seclusion. They
return in August to spend the autumn and winter among the fer-
ries, tugboats, and barges of the harbor.

At various times of the year we have gulls of other species—
the laughing, black-backed, ring-billed, Bonaparte, and, some-
times, the glaucous, and Iceland gulls. But the herring gull is our
most common sentinel of the river and harbor. Living so close to
Cosmopolis, he has acquired some of the burly boredom of the
water-front characters.

10 “Brother” is the most sublime word in the English lan-
guage. It denotes love and respect freely given without obhgatlon
Friends have similar qualities of loyalty and esteem. But in
brothers the bonds are deeper and the understanding is more
profound. Nor does understanding between brothers have to be
renewed by frequent demonstrations of affection, for it is perma-
nent year after year and unspoken clear across the globe and pos-
sibly into eternity. The finest world that people can imagine is
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the brotherhood of man. When all men are brothers the golden
age will begin.

11. A young man comes into the office, throws off his coat
and sits down comfortably. Tipping back his head and smiling
with complacent condescension he establishes an exalted place
for himself in a troubled world. The President is stupid, he says.
The State Department does not know “what it is all about.” He
stopped believing anything he read in the newspapers in 1939, he
says. His boss is a gentleman but old-fashioned. The company
he works for is a good one but conservative. He may not be able
indefinitely to adjust his more enterprising personality to com-
pany practice. “We will decide how well we like each other after
a few more months,” he observes. There is no social or cultural
life in the small town upstate where he lives. His wife may not
be able to adjust herself permanently to such an unimaginative
town. After about an hour of similar observations about the gen-
eral inequality of the world, he leaves. I hope he never returns.

12° Lincoln was born this day in 1809. Father Abraham! Lent,
which began yesterday, is only a little more devout than this day,
which is sacred in the American calendar. For Lincoln endowed
the American tradition with a religious character that came out
of the patient, sorrowful nobility of his private soul. Every year
the newspapers and the radio broadcasters pause for a few min-
utes to express the country’s devotion to a common man who has
become a saint. For there is something of Father Abraham in all
of us today and it is the best that is there. Whatever other im-
mortality he found when his worn days were ended, he is passed
on from generation to generation in the faith of Americans.

It is difficult to account for the wisdom, insight and humility
of this lonely man without invading the sphere of religion and
believing that he was divinely inspired. Washington had moral
grandeur; he had strength and purity of character. Jefferson had
grace and understanding. But these are treasures that can always
be found in the frame of our world. Much of Lincoln belongs
there, too. “I confess plainly that events have controlled me,” he
said, and on sufficient practical evidence, too. But there was more
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to Lincoln than that: spiritual awareness in the midst of an ordi-
nary political campaign; homely good taste in all his associations;
patience, mercy, sympathy, humanity, faith. There was a harmony
in him tuned to something finer than anything I am aware of in
this world. Father Abraham, the soul of the American dream!

].5 The Hudson is completely covered with loose ice floes
now. Where the tugboats push through it they leave a black lane
curving through a white surface. The ice floats down to us from
Haverstraw Bay. When the wind is from the north and the tide is
making, the ice chokes the river from one shore to the other.
There is a tradition that the North and East rivers “froze over” in
Revolutionary times—as if the cold were deeper long ago. I have
never seen our river frozen over, even in the winter of 1934, which
was the coldest on record; and I should think that the tides every
day would prevent solid freezing. The tugboat men say that both
rivers occasionally “freeze over,” and the oldest say that they can
remember such occasions. But “freezing over” means to them a
heavy collection of closely packed ice floes over which a man can
jump and pick his way from one shore to another. One of them
remembers a winter in which men could cross the East River in
this fashion, but none of them remembers the North River choked
solidly. I am skeptical of the tradition that these arctic-looking
rivers have frozen solid in one great sheet of ice in New York.
The tide rises and falls too high twice a day. In modern times
there have always been too many steamers breaking up the ice as
they navigate the river. The tugboat men say one steamer upriver
and one downriver every day is enough to keep the river open to
Newburgh.

14. Take Eighty-fourth Street as the meridian: Procyon now
stands directly overhead at eight in-the evening. The winter stars
are slipping down the sky, already making way for spring and
summer. Orion stood overhead in the first half of January. But
now it has moved over beyond the housetops on the south side
of the street. Sirius has moved up from Amsterdam Avenue to
West End Avenue (my astronomy is a neighborhood affair). In a
gap left bv an apartment house that is being torn down. Sirius
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sparkles so brightly that, at first glance, it looks like the landing
lights of an airplane. It is hard to think that anything that bright
can be fifty-one million million miles away.

By comparison Procyon is much dimmer. It is a steady white
light on which an Eighty-fourth Street navigator can take his
bearings and plot a straight course to the Broadway subway.
Procyon (which means “Leading Dog”) is the brightest star in
the little constellation called Canis Minor. The term “leading
dog” derives from the fact that Procyon rises a little earlier than
Sirius (the “Dog Star”) and so leads it into the winter night. It is
ten and a quarter light years away (the sun reckoned at zero). It
is ten times brighter than the sun, about twice as big and about
twice as hot. It is advancing towards us at the rate of two and a
half miles a second, though fortunately it is still a long distance
away.

North of Procyon, and apparently sailing above Eighty-fifth
Street, are Castor and Pollux, the twins. In another month Pro-
cyon will be over the south rooftops, and Castor and Pollux will
command Eighty-fourth Street. The patches of sky visible here
are small. But the stars that move through them are like the hands
on the great clock of the universe, and we can always tell the
month by looking at them.

15. There is no use complaining because the spring returns to
this austere latitude so sluggishly. But this much can be said: It
returns to Moscow more swiftly than it does to New York, and
this has many charming advantages. In Moscow you have the
sensation of rushing out of winter into spring at a tremendously
joyous speed. Moscow lies at 56 N. latitude; New York, at 40.45
N. latitude. Since Moscow is so much farther north it has longer
nights than New York in the dead of winter and longer days at
the height of summer. Moscow therefore loses daylight much
more rapidly than New York in the autumn, but it gains daylight
much more rapidly after the winter solstice. Today Moscow has
nine hours and forty-one minutes of daylight, and New York, ten
hours and thirty-four minutes. But in the first fifteen days of
February, the length of the days in Moscow has increased fifty-
nine minutes in comparison with only twenty-eight minutes in
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New York. In other words, Moscow has recovered thirty-one more
minutes of daylight than we have in the same period.

In practice the sensation is very dramatic. In Moscow I had re-
signed myself to a long, dark winter which would have no end.
But in February it occurred to me that the sun was getting up
much earlier in the morning than I was expecting. The days ar-
rived before I was prepared to meet them. After daydreaming
about the situation for a few weeks I remembered that since
Moscow is far north, the transition from winter to summer would
therefore have to be much swifter every day than in New York,
and I made a few astronomical computations.

The coming of spring is breath-taking in Moscow. It sweeps in
at high speed as though drawn out of the Ukraine by swift horses.
Your enthusiasm and expectations leap rapidly out of darkness
into radiant sunlight. If you are a New Yorker you can hardly
keep pace with the season. In Moscow spring, coming with a
burst of light and glory, rapidly transforms the whole structure of
daily life. This violent tempo of the seasons must have an influ-
ence on the Russian temperament.

16 No doubt about it, the most lethal theater audiences are
those dominated by smart and fashionable people. They bring
nothing into the theater except shallow, distracted minds and
tired emotions. Professional egotists, they are only casually inter-
ested in the play. They cannot lose their identity in the ideas of
an author, and they have only a shrill emptiness where the imagi-
nation should be. Although they have had more social experience
than most people, their manners are rude. They are the rudest
people who go to the theater. They come late and noisily, ignore
the play, and disturb the rest of the audience. Having no regard
for public safety or for the property of other people, they light
matches and cigarette lighters during the performance, and be-
tween acts they smoke in the aisles and drop lighted butts on the
carpets. Children brought up in the streets have a finer sense of
behavior in public places than the smart people of the interna-
tional set. Travel, wealth, education, and wide acquaintance have
taught them nothing but arrogance. They can wreck a play by
staring at it without knowledge, understanding, or sympathy. For
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they have nothing to give. They are the unburied dead, brushed,
combed, richly dressed, and expensively embalmed.

17. Entering Riverside Park at Eighty-fourth Street, I hear the
thin chirp of a wintering sparrow. The shrubbery is full of dingy
English sparrows who are as restless as a gang of young hoodlums.
But under the shrubbery I see one quiet sparrow with a white line
over the eye and a grayish-white napkin under the throat; he is
scratching in the mud under the thicket, a member of the group,
but detached in spirit. He is a white-throated sparrow. Possibly
he has been here all winter without my having seen him, for he
is inconspicuous and muted. But when the spring comes north
in the next month or two it will transfigure him into one of the
loveliest and most poignant singers in the north mountains. Now
he is a white-throated sparrow, but then he will be a Peabody
bird, shaking out his sad lyric among the dark spruces—*“Old Sam
Peabody, Peabody, Peabody, Peabody,” the last cluster of notes in
a minor key.

The thrushes are finer singers. In the mornings and evenings the
hermit thrushes praise God and magnify Him forever. But the
white-throated sparrows have a sweet, sad song that can be very
nearly transcribed in the notes of the human musical scale; and
they tell the story of the northern woods, which is pure, but
lonely. Their song is the perfect sylvan reverie. It lasts most of
the summer—getting a little sadder and weaker after the middle
of July.

IIIow, in the damp chill of the New York winter, one vagrant
white-throat is patiently searching in the mud for seeds that have
dropped from the shrubbery. It is a strange place for him to be.
The company he is keeping seems uncongenial. His plumage and
markings are duskier than they will be six weeks from now when
the yellow close to the eye will give his head a gayer look. He is
virtually silent now. He is like a cello in its case put away in a
closet, capable of rich sound but silent until awakened. In a few
weeks spring will transfigure the white-throated sparrow into
melody.
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18 Nothing big is clean all the way through. And the great
city, which keeps its head in the golden haze that surrounds the
skyscrapers, tries not to see the dirt on the pavement and in the
backyards. The city is too big. No organization can manage or
control it now. Most of our streets most of the time are filthy
with trash and fruit rinds. The city still pours tons of raw sewage
into the river where it stinks and churns back and forth on
the tides. Many of the school buildings have been obsolete for
years. Some of them lack inside toilet facilities in a civilization
founded on good plumbing, and some of them are as dried-out
and inflammable as tinder. The schools are overwhelmed with
children; the children for whom the schools are built are what the
schools are least able to handle. Many of our tenements have no
heat, no hot water, and no inside toilets. Large sections of the
most valuable water front in the world are a shambles—crumbled
ind deserted or immobilized by the bloody tyranny of murder and
crime. The streets are choked with traffic, or lined at both curbs
with thousands of parked automobiles that cannot be driven be-
cause the streets are jammed. Although it is unlawful, as well as
langerous, to park automobiles overnight in the streets, there are
10t enough garages to house a quarter part of them. Attempts to
jolve the chaos of travel remove the chaos to other places. For
‘he great, rumbling, battered, aging, impetuous city is too gigantic
‘0 solve the problems it creates, and it hardly keeps ahead of
saralysis. The monuments to modernism—the steel skyscrapers,
>olossal building projects, scientific sewage treatment plants, the
sreat bridges and tunnels, the superb parks—are hardly more than
slean islands in a stagnant bog of decay and disorder. The in-
redible city is incredibly muddled.

19 Temperature 56°. For three days the thermometer has
isen above fifty, and the deep, dirty, snowbanks have almost
ranished. The reprieve from winter has come virtually unnoticed,
lthough it is sensationally merciful. During the past six weeks
ve have been imprisoned in snow and cold, the thermometer
ouching zero briefly. Because of the ice in the river, the snow
hat has been choking the streets and the long period of freezing
veather, fuel has been difficult to get delivered and thousands of
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houses have been unheated. The house in which we live has been
heated only in the mornings and evenings. Hundreds of thousands
of New Yorkers have been uncomfortable and many have been
suffering.

There should be a flood of joy up and down the streets as the
thermometer rises and people can relax again. But we have short
memories for discomfort. It is hard now to remember the cutting
wind off the river or the iciness of my workroom or the numbing
chill of the living room, although that was only three days ago.
When a man is well fed he cannot remember the sensation of
hunger. When a man is warm he cannot remember the numbness
and pain of the cold.

20. People are all right. The world is full of trouble and alarm.
But there is no real trouble with people taken on their own level
as human beings. If we could live as neighbors—that is, purely on
social terms—the problems of the world would be trivial. We all
know from personal experience that the people of America are
sound. Russia and China are the only other countries where I have
lived for any length of time. The people there were as sound as
Americans. They were friendly and fair; in some cases they were
hospitable and open-hearted. As a correspondent I traveled widely
in China, much of the way on horseback and foot into primitive
villages and through areas infested with bandits. The few things
I had with me were almost priceless there—a watch, a blanket, a
raincoat, shoes, fur gloves, aluminum cooking kettles. I could not
cautiously stand watch over my possessions which were in other
hands during the days. But in two years I never lost a thing. On
the contrary, I acquired gifts that I hardly knew what to do with.
In three difficult years overseas in China and Russia I can recall
nothing but kindness and good will from ordinary people.

“There’s something wrong somewhere,” as a troubled character
says in a Saroyan play. It is not the people.

2 ]. To Asbury Park to hear the thunder of the surf and smell
the salt water. Two hours after they leave New York, southbound
steamers pass Asbury Park a couple of miles offshore. This has
been a cold day with a biting wind from the north. Among the
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steamers heading south, the Santa Clara is throwing out a snowy
bow wave as she steams eagerly towards the oily warmth and the
gorgeous blue of the Caribbean. In New York harbor with the
towering buildings and the Statue of Liberty as standards of meas-
urement, the Santa Clara looks small. But off Asbury Park she
looks enormous—tall and bulky against the steel-blue sky. Steam-
ers pass in twos or threes all afternoon, some of them hull down
and showing only a vagrant stain of smoke across the horizon.
Once during the evening the lights of seven ships are visible simul-
taneously—all drawn as by a magnet towards the sun-drenched
south.

Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow! Tomorrow the Santa
Clara will pass the tossing cockle-shell Diamond Shoals lightship
off Cape Hatteras (the graveyard of the Atlantic) and then, head-
ing a little west, she will slide blandly into southern waters off
the Carolinas and Georgia. On the third day she will be steam-
ing along the yellow coast of Florida, hugging the shore to
escape the north pressure of the Gulf Stream; and the world she
enters then will be idyllic—the sea and sky stained a rapturous
blue, the sun bright, hot, and soothing. Today the crew, bundled
in wool, try to avoid the icy wind. But two days from now those
who are off watch will be luxuriating in the wind, as though it
were holy water, and will be lounging at the rails in their under-
shirts, letting the sun bake and brown them.

The boardwalk in Asbury Park creaks with frost. Towards eve-
ning a snowstorm sweeps in from the sea and drifts softly against
the shops and the summer arcades.

22. Washington’s Birthday. The first break in the city’s routine
since New Year’s Day, it delights millions of people who have
hardly had time to look up from their desks for eight weeks.
Broadway is choked in the afternoon and evening with cheerful
people, and the theater treasurers begin to smile. The carnival
spirit is cautious but it is genuine. There are formal patriotic exer-
cises around the statue of Washington at the Treasury Building.
But this is a pagan holiday. Not many hearts are stirred by memo-
ries of the founder of the nation, who wore himself out in the
service of his countrymen.

Among our immortals there have been men with more brilliant
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minds, finer imaginations, spiritual perceptions, and more social
independence than Washington. Others had the great idea before
they drew him into it. But even now we cannot too often thank
God for the moral grandeur of the Virginia planter who stood
almost alone through those bleak years, nearly deserted by his
own countrymen. “I have almost ceased to hope,” he wrote when,
after five disastrous years in the field, there was no reason to
expect anything but failure. But with the honor of a gentleman
of character he went on, carrying in his pride the seed of a free
country. When he addressed the unpaid and rancorous troops at
Newburgh he began: “Gentlemen, you will permit me to put on
my spectacles, for I have not only grown gray but almost blind
in the service of my countrymen.” Yet how long America kept
calling for him—for the Constitutional Convention and eight long
years as President. Even after he had at last wearily and gratefully
retired to Mt. Vernon to enjoy the only life he loved, the country
in a panic sent for him again to organize a new army, leaning
with childish confidence on his native grandeur. No one dared to
be without his support. Let us always renew our faith in men by
remembering the long and freely given service of this tenacious,
eamnest, upright gentleman—the aristocrat who built the founda-
tion of a democracy.

25 To look on art reverently as a holy thing outside the sphere
of ordinary life is to miss its real significance. Discussions of art
frequently assume that art is confined to the theaters, concert
halls and museums. But that is making a parochial subject out of
a form of human expression that began around the savage camp-
fires and in the caves of primitive man and that still runs through
every department of life—the art of government, the art of law,
the art of education, the art of speech. In varying degrees we are
all artists, practicing the supreme art of living, according to our
abilities. For art is moribund unless it is firmly rooted in our
common heritage and growing out of the needs of human beings.
Yeats once said that the church mass “would lack authority were
it not descended from savage ceremonies taught amid what perils
and by what spirits to naked savages.” Art must be an integral
part of life if it is to survive. Sooner or later the world discards art
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that no longer expresses human fundamentals, as it has discarded
the bogus ostentation of the McKinley period in architecture.

It would be extravagant to declare that every man is an artist.
Many men are obtuse and stupid. But many are genuine artists,
despite the fact that they do not think of themselves in that role.
Taking the raw materials of mind, emotions, and body they have
created characters that have form and radiance. Out of disorder
and jangle they have made something coherent that expresses the
interest they have in living. If that is not art, what is? Although
they may not be geniuses, they are craftsmen in their homely
medium. To vary M. Jourdain’s ingenuous discovery, they have
been living art all their lives without knowing it.

There is no need of making the requirements sublime. If we
keep them simple they are easy to recognize as we walk around
the city streets, where we can find evidences of people who are
making something out of whatever is at hand and giving it the
imprint of their characters. In a row of slovenly dwellings, for
example, you may discover one house where plants are luxuriating
in the light at the window. They bring growth and grace into a
morose environment. At Christmastime a row of candles flickers
in one window in a dingy tenement: an old bit of folklore is set-
ting someone apart from the commonplace. There is an imagina-
tive garage man uptown who transcends the oily clatter of his
trade by hanging paintings on the walls of his garage and discuss-
ing them with enthusiasm if you stop to glance in. A tugboat
skipper stretches a white awning topsides in the summer, thus
turning his battered craft into a Hudson River yacht.

Most of the coal barges that lumber back and forth across the
North River are as grimy as their cargoes. But some of them are
conspicuously clean, with tidy curtains hanging at the windows
and gaily colored paint on the housing. They are romantic varia-
tions on the common noun “barge.” In one of them a mechanic
and his wife ride the local waves. He has rigged a radio mast like
those on ocean liners and constructed a triple-mouthed fog horn
that pugnaciously faces forward as though it intended to wam the
Queen Elizabeth to pull out of the way. That barge skipper may
have delusions of grandeur, but he enjoys himself. He has an idea
that pulls things into a pattern for him and gives his humdrum
life an amusing rapture.
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24 Fine art, of course, requires more passion than that, and
also an idea that is more widely illuminating. But the difference
is one of degree rather than of kind. For they are also artists who
have sufhicient enthusiasm to take whatever materials are at hand
and give them shape, direction, significance and meaning. It is
said that the colored patterns in the feathers of birds are the
product of superfluous energy, i.e., energy not consumed in the
routine work of feeding and flying. Flowers that are sturdy bloom
more brilliantly than flowers that are weak. Fruit on trees comes
from abundance of energy. And so it is that some people have, for
one reason or another, more physical and spiritual energy than
others, and some of them use their energy to express spontane-
ously their pleasure in being alive. That is art.

In an ideal state men might gratefully squander all their energy
on work. Making something, accomplishing something are the
most profoundly satisfying joys of being alive. But for millions of
people work is a precarious occupation, hard to find and meagerly
rewarded; it is the basic chaos of the modern world. And in an
industrial civilization most of the work that is available does not
wholly satisfy normal aspiration. In large-scaled production a
man’s mechanical activity has no visible relation to creation; he
has an imperfect sense of participating in a whole process. A car-
penter building a hencoop derives a deeper satisfaction from work
than one of the hands who is tightening bolts on an automobile
or one of the office workers in a huge corporation. When the hen-
coop is finished it belongs to the carpenter more intimately than
it does to the man who hired him; and if the carpenter has done
an honest journeyman’s job, he can enjoy it every time he
passes by.

As things go in this world, the carpenter on a small job that
he can mentally encompass is a lucky man, for his mind and
hands are employed on one of the useful arts. But millions of
people have to look outside their daily chores to fill the emptiness
of their workaday lives. Let it be acknowledged at once that they
do some remarkable things by way of compensation. That is the
primary source of the amateur theatricals that keep thousands of
people faithfully rehearsing after hours all over this broad land.
That is the source of the amateur choruses that endure a proud
director’s contumely all winter. Out of frustration has. come the
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most unlikely places and lets as much light into the hearts of
photographers as it does into the lenses of their cameras. When
people are blocked off in one direction they overflow in another
and make something beautiful or vital, or both, out of material
that is lying idle.

For art is not a separate chamber of life or the exclusive prop-
erty of cultivated people. It goes down through the whole struc-
ture of life. It is the words we speak and the clothes we wear and
the friendships we cultivate in passing and the stamp of individu-
ality we give to our homes. The savages began it with the dance.
Although civilized people have refined it into myriad forms of
common and high expression, they have not civilized it out of
their systems. And the raw materials of art are the commonest
property we have at our disposal—mind and heart, eyes and hands.
“What a piece of work is a man!” Hamlet exclaimed. Man is not
categorically a work of art. But millions of people make art out
of him by keeping their imaginations alert and taking up the
slack in the day’s living. There is nothing occult about art.

25. Although a home is intimate and personal, it is a piece
of property. The relationship of the tenant to the owner in New
York is a property relationship that reveals the unwieldy size, the
boorishness and greed of this gigantic city. The tenant wants a
home, as warm, attractive and comfortable as possible, and he
pays the money that makes the property valuable. But the owner
is interested chiefly in the real estate market. Some people have
lived for twenty-five or thirty years in the aging, crumbling, de-
pressed apartment house where we have lived eight years. But
they have no rights or privileges except by recourse to the law
which tempers but does not remove the tyranny of property over
individuals. Most of us do not know who the owner is at any par-
ticular moment. I lived here seven years before I set eyes on the
landlord. For the building has been sold several times to people
gambling for a profit. Since the owner’s only interest in the build-
ing is the value it may have in a. fluctuating real estate market,
the agent, the janitor, the porters, the elevator men are not in-
terested in it as a community home for the tenants. No one is
responsible; no one cares. We pay the bills to keep the property
running, but we live here on sufferance in a dirty, deteriorating
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building owned by absentee speculators who do not know who
we are. Except in rare cases, residential tenants in New York City
are pawns in a real estate gamble that has eliminated the human
being. There is a price on the head of every tenant who wants a
home.

26 Outside a large downtown building there is a uniformed
guard whom many people regard as whacky. Standing erect with
his hands in his uniform pockets he sings all day in a round, deep,
resonant voice—musically competing with the grinding traffic.
There is an ironic twinkle in his eyes. His greetings to the people
he knows are ironically formal—“How do you do, sir. Lovely
weather, sir,” with just an edge of mockery. Day after day, week
after week and year after year he plays a part amid the jangle of
the streets where everyone except him is in a hurry. He preserves
a mock heroic standard through the seasons which never seem to
touch him. Singing with a great and rolling volume he isolates
himself from the madness that rushes by him. Behind that rubi-
cund mask of official affability, who knows what he is thinking?
I don’t, but I doubt that he is whacky.

27 There 1s one sweet compensation for the harshest of the
seasons: the evenings are long. When the sun sets at 5:44, the
night spreads over the city before 6:30 and we shut out the world
with lamps, newspapers, magazines and books. Qutdoors the auto-
mobiles are still speeding up and down the highway; and the
heavy passenger busses grind along the Drive, groaning to a stop
when the traffic lights change, wearily getting under way again
when the green light winks on. In our apartment, which seems
to be the lighted eye of the universe, we are warm and comfort-
able, and occasionally we can stay here all evening. Time, which
is so impatient during the day, immerses us in the soft silence of
the night—effortless and soothing, with an endless margin of good
will. It is persornal. Nothing can separate it from me. I can squan-
der it by making profligate use of it—poking into savory corners
of the newspapers that ordinarily I have to skim, looking through
pamphlets that accumulate during the week, getting a bellow of
- anarchism in one and a scream of alarm in another (all the pamph-



FEBRUARY S7

lets sent to me seem to be revolutionary) or subsiding into the
capacious comfort of a book. Oh, I have all the universe at my
disposal in the winter evenings I spend at home. I can watch the
play at the Globe Theatre, where the acting is big, round, and
booming and the audience is saturated in wonder; I can listen to
the grandiloquent talk in Gough Square off Fleet Street; walk up
Fairhaven Hill in Concord; round the Horn in the Pequod—one
of the madmen hunting the evil whale; or I can clamber breath-
lessly up the malevolent cone of Mt. Everest, the rocky slabs on
the summit all fiendishly pointing downward. I am tossed loose
in the universe—testing the mineral elements of Aldebaran, sled-
ding through the mindless, shricking cavern of the Arctic to the
North Pole, hunting the blue tiger in Fukien Province, or steam-
ing cautiously up the Madeira River to Porto Velho to deliver a
cargo of English coal. The ceilings are only ten feet high in my
apartment and the walls are not much farther apart. But the space
is limitless in the winter evenings, the thoughts are bold, the
phrases pithy, the men 4re brave and mighty and their deeds are
heroic. Like the bird of dawning, they delight the long winter
evenings at home.

28. At the completion of its tour of duty the grand jury is dis-
charged by the presiding judge, who convened us on the first of
the month. We have acted on one hundred and fifty-six cases,
forty-one of which we have dismissed. We have ordered a fresh
investigation of one case that is suspiciously ambiguous. In the
one hundred and fifteen cases where we have found indictments,
the defendants will now stand trial before formal trial juries and
will have a chance to defend themselves under the protection of
the criminal law. Most of them will be convicted, I believe, be-
cause the evidence is explicit and decisive.

But most of us feel prouder of the forty-one cases that we have
dismissed, for this is the point in the criminal system where the
judgment of citizens is most humane and wholesome. We have
dismissed these cases for a number of reasons. In many of them
the evidence was weak. In others the plaintiff appeared to be no
better than the defendant, the pot pursuing the kettle by law. In
a few we decided that criminal prosecution would not solve the
problem. Two or three of the defendants we thought were suffi-
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ciently punished already by the grim process of arrest, arraignment,
and imprisonment. Some of the crimes seemed to us to be too
trivial—or, in one or two cases, too hilarious—for criminal prosecu-
tion. The reasons for dismissing cases have been various—in most
instances rational, but often purely human, expressing the sym-
pathy of one human being for another who is in distress and needs
forgiveness more than punishment.

The law is no better than the people who administer it. But
the law would not be as wise as it is if juries of citizens did not
bring to bear on it the common sense and normal good will of
the layman. Our jury did not know much about the law. But it
was composed of businessmen and professional men, some who
have retired from active life, and two alert and sensible women
designated as “housewife.” As a group we may not know much
law but we know a lot about the frailties and passions of human
beings. Everyone in daily life carnies such a heavy, mixed burden
on his own conscience that he is reluctant to penalize those who
have been caught. Most indictments in*a grand jury are voted
without a sense of vindictive rectitude. Not many grand jurors feel
grand when they leave the jury room.
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HE ANNUAL WARNING has been posted: Income taxes due in

fifteen days. In government some mistakes are basic and
fundamental, like the power to tax and the protective tariff. Al-
though we know that they are irrational and throw everything
else out of balance, we cannot correct them now, for a vast struc-
ture of customs and business is founded on them. In science the
principle of entropy means that accidents cannot be corrected.
If a boulder falls off a mountain and crashes into many fragments
below, there is no power in nature to reassemble the pieces and
restore the boulder to its original position. The accident is per-
manent. Nature must construct a new and presumably inferior
balance on the basis of what is left. It is so with the power to
tax. The single tax on land values is logical and equitable, and
could produce all the revenues the nation needs on a rational
basis without robbing those who do not share in the increase of
values. But by the time the single tax was formulated as a theory,
the state was already deep in the pockets of the defenseless and
had already given special recognition to land owners and had
established a society on the basis of privilege and protection.
Nothing can be done about it now without ripping out the foun-
dation of our society.

Relatively our society is free. But the steady expansion of the
state in response to successive crises has constructed a predatory
tyranny that we dare not recognize, it is so terrible. Now the tax
collector has access to our private affairs, reaches into the vitals
of business and into the seclusion of the home, sits in judgment
on our earnings and expenditures, and arbitrarily decides how
much he can safely carry away. The power to decide has passed
from us to him.

For the sake of self-respect we pretend that the tax collector is
honest and applies his authority equitably in the public interest.
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In point of fact he is unscrupulous. Operating on the principle
that the public is crooked, he resorts to blackmail, intimidation,
and slander. Since the power of the state is greater than that of
most individuals, even the honest citizen finds that the burden
of proof is on him and that, at cost of money and convenience,
he has to defend himself against a furtive tyranny. Every citizen
is at the mercy of petty officials cloaked in a little brief authority.
The situation is so monstrous that you who read these lines think
that I am exaggerating. You do not want to believe that you are
helpless. You regard those who resist abuses as eccentrics or sub-
versive. But the power to tax is the power to rule, and it has passed
out of your hands. We cannot do anything fundamental about it
now. The time for decision was centuries ago. Relatively we are
still free, for we can tell the truth about the tax collector, who is
prying into our private lives at this moment, keeping a dossier on
individuals and shaping our destiny in society. But our freedom
is no more than relative. By giving ourselves over into the hands
of the tax collector and countenancing methods he has learned
from the gangsters, we have submitted to the despotism of con-
trivers, bullies, informers and crooks. From the moral point of
view this is so frightening and degrading that I do not want to
think about it because I cannot do anything about it now.

2. In the back of every mind these days, there is a terrible
thought: man has ingeniously devised the means of his own de-
struction. This 1s only an idea, but it has given everything in life
the illusion of being temporary. Perhaps the sunrise this morning
was the last one and New York is going through the slow dance
of its last day. With a few atomic bombs men can demolish the
achievements of thousands of years of thought, work, and dreams.
In less time than it takes to write this paragraph, doom can crack
wide open and devour in one savage flame everything nature and
man have created. Our little thoughts, our pleasures, troubles and
plans, lie thin on the surface of this terrible knowledge that prime-
val chaos is less than a second away. If anything is left, the citi-
zens of some future state may put together a few fragments of
records and find that our civilization began to go to pieces in 1945
when intelligence lost control of the world.

Why do we keep on planning for the future and educating the
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children? Is it merely an old habit, the dying momentum of the
ages? No doubt it is. But it is also an act of faith growing out of
experience. Men have survived so much horror and violence and
have hung on to existence so tenaciously that no one knows what
powers of endurance, accidental or intelligent, men still may have.
For centuries men have been picking up the pieces and beginning
again. The facts of the atom bomb are catastrophic—perhaps final.
But those of us who are not yet dead have unknown powers of
endurance. There is still one more chance.

5. Temperature 8°. After a soggy snowstorm, the northwest wind
clears the skies and blows us another tingling winter day with a
cold blue sky. The river is again half-choked with broken ice that
sparkles in the brilliant sunlight. Shaken out of our vernal dreams
by the cutting whiplash of winter weather, we turn up our coat-
collars and, grumbling bitterly, hurry along the ringing pavements
in the icy wind.

But I can see that the back of winter has been broken. Although
the day is bleak it is deluged with light, which is the decisive fac-
tor. Believe what you see, not what you feel at this time of year.
Daylight has increased an hour and twenty minutes since the
shortest day of the year. Today the sun sets at 5:56. Surveying
the visible world from my window on the river, I have a homely
gauge that shows how swiftly the season is moving. In January
the sun sets behind a church steeple in Weehawken, west of the
ferry landing. But today it goes down in a flare of flame behind
a tall apartment house a mile farther north on the New Jersey
boulevard. By measuring with my eye the distance between the
church steeple and the apartment house I can see how far the
season has moved while we have been shivering. That is a dra-
matic gauge of solar distances—sounder than the thermometer,
more authoritative than the ice floes in the river. The great de-
cision is being made in the south and it is a good one. The north
is losing jurisdiction.

I wonder whether there may not be another human sense that
recognizes the change of the seasons. Is not this immortal rhythm
born irito us? Is it not the seed of millions of years in human ex-
perience, which gives us the ageless expectancy and keeps us facing
forward? Although our ordinary senses are frozen today, more
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rigidly than in most days of the winter, we know in our hearts
that there is not much winter left and that presently the buds
will be swelling, the catkins lengthening, and the forsythia bloom-
ing. Did we learn this last year, or millions of years ago when our
forebears were squatting in stinking caves?

If we did not have this universal knowledge in our bones and
flesh, the change of the seasons might seem portentous and fright-
ening, particularly in the autumn when life seems to die all around
the landscape, the light dwindles and the warmth goes out of the
days and nights. But no one is worried. We do not learn to have
faith in the universe by personal experience. It is born into us. I
may have learned in the caves of Europe millions of years ago
that today’s arctic weather is merely covering the retreat of win-
ter; and that if I survive today I can rejoice tomorrow.

4. Soma Morgenstern observes that anti-Semitism is most viru-
lent in places where there are few Jews. New York proves his
point. Of the 4,770,647 Jews in America, 2,035,000 live in New
York City, and thus compose about 20 per cent of the metro-
politan population. The result is that there is less anti-Semitism in
New York than in any place in America. For anti-Semitism is super-
stition founded on ignorance. When the ignorance disappears, the
prejudice disappears also and that is what is happening. No one
can estimate what the Jews have contributed to New York. Other
groups match them in business and finance. But no group could
duplicate or provide substitutes for the gifts they have brought
to art or for their brilliance as thinkers, students of affairs, and
philosophers. They have enriched the life of New York; they have
kept it alert, broadminded, flexible, and hospitable to ideas. New
York would quickly lose its drive, its spontaneity, and its cosmo-
politan flair if the Jews were not every day pouring warmth and
vitality into it. They have superstitions, too, which contribute
some ancient strains to the tribal folklore of Cosmopolis. I would
not want to live in New York without the counsel and friendship
of Jews.

d. During the blustering March weather the coziest refuge I
know along the water front is the tugboat dispatching office on
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Pier 43 at Christopher Street. It is a tiny, corroded metal shack
equipped with a stove huge enough to keep the temperature at
ninety unless a northwest gale is sweeping off the river. Prosperous
business enterprises are never so hospitable. The watchmen at the
U. S. Lines and Grace Line piers are cold-hearted and adamant.
I have never been able to establish friendly relations with either
of these prosperous organizations. But by good fortune Pier 43 has
been deteriorating for years. It used to be one of the city’s recrea-
tion piers, i.e., it had a gay overhead deck where families in the
neighborhood could take the river air in warm weather. But when
the overhead structure became unsound it was “temporarily closed
for emergency repairs” and remained in that state for about twenty
years, when the overhead deck was dismantled and carted away.
The shipping pier used to be a busy place. Freight steamers from
Hudson, Catskill, Kingston, and Newburgh used to bring apples,
hay and country provender there every morning and take express
goods upriver every night. But the combination of motor trucks
and good trunk roads gradually destroyed the river freight service
—incidentally increasing costs of transportation about 300 per
cent. The river freight ships and their country crews have long
since disappeared. The shack at the end of the pier has also
dwindled. It was originally a solid, metal building in three sec-
tions—full of desks, offices, telephones, and storerooms. As the
business of the pier shrank, the shack grew rustier and rustier.
Ultimately, a heavy snowstorm broke down the east section. Tem-
porary repairs sealed off the two remaining sections so that they
could still be used. By spring the shack management had con-
cluded that the most practical solution would be to dump the
wreckage of the collapsed section into the river. This was done
successfully and furtively at night. In due course the second sec-
tion broke down under the weight of another heavy snow. Follow-
ing established precedent, the management disposed of the second
section in the same fashion. This left one section—rusty, rickety
and drafty, but somehow cozier than the entire original building,
and I have spent many warm and pleasant mornings there in good
company.

6. In the great days of Pier 43 Captain William Westervelt
used to pilot his tugboat, the William Westervelt, around the
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harbor on important business with a crew consisting of his son
and some agreeable friends. But at the age of seventy-one he has
- swallowed the anchor. When his tug is not lying alongside, some-
one else steers her in the service of the Meseck Towing Line, a big
corporation. Captain Westervelt is now in command of the shack,
playing poker and taking part in the conversation with the same
iron-lunged voice that he used to hurl out of the windows of the
pilot house of his tug. The tug was built in 1896 at Noank, Con-
necticut, for the brilliant White Star Line. She was queen of the
harbor tugs in those days. Now her engines are obsolete and use
vast quantities of water. But they are still powerful. She also has
an oak bottom. “That’s the best part of her now,” says George,
an old Westervelt crony. “She’s hard under the water, but I guess
she’s getting soft on top. Don’t lean too hard on them deck rails.”

Broken-down business is more hospitable than business that
annually shows a smart profit.

7. The water front is frontier country, and the work done there
is rough, heavy, and dangerous. You might expect the longshore-
men, who do the work, to be hard to discipline, like the old
frontiersmen. On the contrary, they are the most thoroughly dis-
ciplined—“cowed” might be the best word—of any of the heavy
workers in the city, and they are subject to the humiliation of a
primitive hiring system, known as the “shape-up.” As I come into
West Street this noon, a shape-up is in formation in the street
before one of the U. S. Lines piers. About one hundred longshore-
men are drawn up in a wide semicircle. They are meekly watching
the stevedore at the pier gate who is picking a gang to work a
cargo ship that has just come in. The signals the stevedore gives
to the men he chooses are too fast and small to be recognized by
people like myself who do not understand them. But as the steve-
dore, a paper in his hand, rapidly picks his gang, groups of four
longshoremen fall out of formation and, with their working clothes
under their arms, walk with a loose gait into the pier shed. They
can work; they can take home five or six dollars tonight. They
have presumably made some private and elusive agreement to
kickback a dollar or two to the stevedore who has the authority
to hire them. When the full gang has been chosen, those who re-
main in the shape-up formation saunter away morosely, gather in
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idle groups on the street corners, or drift into the saloons. Victim-
ized by racketeers who control the water front, the burly long-
shoremen are the most helpless laboring people in the city. They
can move mountains of cargo but they cannot take care of them-
selves. The shape-up is the most degrading human spectacle in
New York. In appearance as well as in fact, it retains the peonage
relationship of worker to master.

Walking down the water front I can see some of the things
America is shipping to foreign countries today—cotton for Gothen-
burg, Fords for East London, Durban and Lourengo Marques,
steel rods for Piraeus, small automobiles and trucks for Bremer-
haven, Fords and jeeps for Santos, Fort de France and Guanta, a
red fire engine for Maracaibo, four-inch steel tubing for Para-
maribo. All this cargo will pass through the hands of water-front
brigands who get rich while the longshoremen do the work. Al-
though the ships and the cargo machinery are modern, the work-
ing conditions are medieval.

8. Sevenal sharp and ardent people are discussing politics with
nervous desperation and the future of the world looks catastrophic.
The more we talk the grimmer the prospect seems to be. But the
room is filled with an almost mystical emanation of calm, pa-
tience, and reassurance. For Beauford Delaney, an artist and son
of a southern Negro preacher, is in the room—Ilistening, smiling,
and wondering. No one knows exactly how Beauford lives. Peg-
ging away at a style of painting that few people understand or
appreciate, he has disciplined himself, not only physically but
spiritually, to live with a kind of personal magnetism in a barren
world. He lives in a battered rookery in Greene Street. But he
lives in an aura of splendor. The one room he inhabits he has
painted white—walls as well as ceiling, and also the barrel-shaped
stove that keeps him warm when he can afford coal in the winter.
Coming up the dark stairway you suddenly walk into magnificence
when you enter his room. His personality is the same. His eyes are
bright, his lips smiling, and his voice is deep, warm and melodic.
He dominates any group he joins. Although other people in the
group may have sharper minds and more abundant information,
Beauford has the authority of a prophet. Everyone feels relaxed
and secure when he is around. He is humorous and gentle. When
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he speaks, his words rise out of many long, pinched years of lonely
meditation. The words are vague; the ideas are amorphous. But
he radiates goodness so abundantly that everyone instinctively de-
fers to him. There is no safe defense against simple goodness.

9« Since 1667 the stone manor house with its steep roof at Tot-
tenville on Staten Island has been looking out at the silvery bay.
This is the venerable house where Franklin, Rutledge, and John
Adams heard and rejected Lord Howe’s proposals for peace in
1776. The house now looks grand, as though it were proud of the
history it contains. But the world in which it stands has changed
from provincial to cosmopolitan and the pleasant country seclu-
sion has evaporated. The view across the bay is ruggedly industrial
now. There is a great railroad bridge across the Raritan River
mouth; the monstrous rumble of the trains thunders across the
shining, flat water. Modern industry has invaded and contami-
nated the vast bay. A huge tanker, the Louisiana Sun, lies at an-
chor today, just outside the channel. She is taking on galley stores;
she is warming up her engines, and a cloud of yellowish smoke
pours out of her funnel and sweeps across the water on the south
wind. I can hear the master of the ship giving querulous orders
over the voice amplifier. A police launch tears out of the Kill and
heads around the island. Planes are drumming through the sky.
Since this is the oil depot of New York, the stones on the little
beach are covered with black scum. The beach is also strewn with
grapefruit rinds, old automobile tires, and the hideous trash of a
callous city.

But if the manor house notices, it must take comfort in the
shore and sea birds that still come and go as if nothing had hap-
pened and as though nothing more imposing than naval barges
ever invaded these quiet waters. The birds are the symbols of
timelessness. A buffiehead—not much bigger than a robin—is
placidly swimming a few yards offshore, diving for shell fish or
rising half out of the water on lazy wings. There are a number
of other ducks offshore—scaup, a few goldeneyes, and a number
of old squaws just coming into their nuptial plumage. Some of
them already appear to be mated, for they swim and dive in pairs.
There is a dead baldpate lying limp on the shore, probably a
victim of the oil on the water. Herring gulls fly leisurely out of
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the Kill. And here comes a small, mild gull patrolling the beach
and flying not more than ten feet over my head as he follows the
south end of Staten Island. He is a Bonaparte gull, still in winter
plumage. He is the smallest and most beguiling of the gulls.

At length, the Louisiana Sun ponderously ups anchor with the
sharp rattle of the chain coming link by link inboard. With a white
explosion of water under her counter as the propellers take hold,
she swings into the ship channel and bellows a departure signal
that awakens the drowsy echoes. The little buffichead does not
notice her. Although she displaces ten thousand tons, she does
not intrude on his ancient empire of sun, water, air, and shell fish,
and he serenely bobs up and down on the little waves that lap
ashore from the propellers. The ancient manor house still stands
solid amid the old trees on the lawn leading to the water edge.

]@. Having been summoned for the quarterly check-up by Dr.
S. M. Frank, the compassionate dentist, I appear unhappily but
dutifully at his office. A solid, white-haired, Dickensian profes-
sional man, he greets me at the door with a mixture of paternal
hospitality and sympathy. “Have you been comfortable?” he in-
quires, meaning, “Have you been free of toothache?” After I have
sat down in the chair and he has washed his hands, he proceeds
gently to the preliminary examination, occasionally emitting
thoughtful sounds of reassurance, and occasionally expressing ten-
tative doubt. A convinced scientist, he never jumps to conclusions.
Using magnifying glasses, he looks more carefully and experiments
with one of his thousands of instruments; he takes X-ray photo-
graphs, and makes a diagnosis, balancing what he sees against
what he knows. Two or three times a year he decides on immedi-
ate action. While he is assembling his equipment, I gloomily re-
sign myself to what is inevitable, consoling myself by thinking
that in another hour I shall be released to mingle happily with
the society of free men. '

For the pain and expense of dentistry are crosses that nearly
everyone has to carry through life. No part of the body has failed
so completely under the unnatural strains of modern civilization
and the sophistication of modern food as the teeth. I rarely need
medical attention. But I need the care of a dentist three or four
times a year; and although my teeth are as good as the average,
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there is hardly a tooth in my head that has not been repaired.
This is the common experience of people who look after their
teeth as regularly as possible. Hardly one of us is free from some
dental defect or of decay that will result in a defect soon. Over
the myriad centuries of civilization nothing in the body has
broken down so disastrously.

The only compensation is the knowledge and skill of the dental
profession. While I ruefully submit to the whirl of the drill, I~
am also grateful for Dr. Frank’s mastery of his profession and de-
votion to science. In his late middle years he is still in love with
dentistry. He reads the dental journals, attends the professional
meetings, talks and lives dentistry and loves to speculate on ex-
periments to control decay by introducing chemical solutions into
the water supply or into cleansing compounds. He enjoys the dis-
cipline and the stimulus of the scientific method—cautiously ju-
dicial but not without hope. Being in close contact with human
beings every day of his life, he seasons his knowledge with per-
sonal sympathy. His science is sweetened with philosophy

11. After a few bland days during which a faint tinge of green
has been hurrying over the beaten grass in the park, we angrily
tumble back into winter again. A powdery sleet comes rattling
out of the murky sky and covers the streets and walks with crunch-
ing rime. The automobiles are fringed with icicles. This might
have been exciting in November; it is disheartening now when we
are all hoping to climb over the rim of winter into the garden of
spring.

pOn this day in 1888, the people of New York were not so much
disappointed as astounded and alarmed. For the great blizzard
began about midnight, continued through the next two days and
did not clear until the fourteenth. After three cold, wild days,
New York was paralyzed. The word “blizzard” had come into use
only a few years previously. After 1888 it became a common noun,
for nature had violently confirmed it. The temperature was low—
variously reported at four below zerc or eight above; the north-
west wind reached a velocity of eighty-four miles an hour, and
forty inches of snow fell, interlaced occasionally with flying pellets
of ice. Drifts measured as high as twenty feet where the wind
caught the snow.
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In spite of the tempestuous and freezing weather, thousands
of people automatically started to go to work on the morning of
the twelfth (which was Monday). But not many got to their
offices, and most of those who did could not return home until
Wednesday. For all forms of transportation broke down. There
was a fatal wreck on the elevated railroad. Some hacks and a few
sleighs kept on making their way slowly through the center of a
few main streets. Some people managed to walk in single file along
some of the sidewalks. But after fighting the blizzard with varying
success on the first day, most people abandoned New York until
the storm was over, and stayed where they were indoors.

Despite the suffering, people were also elated; there was a streak
of holiday excitement around town. For, with a few exceptions,
people survived the most deadly weather New York had ever en-
dured. They had further evidence of the stupendous fortitude and
ingenuity of human beings, who are unconquerable as a race.
There was not a man in New York as powerful as that wild bliz-
zard, which kept on coming as though it meant to annihilate the
city. But, again with a few exceptions, every man was still here
and in high spirits after the blizzard had blown out to sea. People
were elated because they knew in their bones that the most fright-
ful storm the city ever had could not destroy them. It confirmed
what they had learned in the gray dawn of history when men
were living in caves.

12. Primitive societies have communal dances and festivals.
Advanced societies are hardly more than standardized work-camps
unless they, too, have some communal activities that draw people
together for imaginative experiences. Being simple and human in
its method, the theater is ideal for this purpose. For it is not good
theater unless everyone understands it and responds to it. It is
a simple exchange of ideas and emotions from one human being
to another—specifically, from the actor to the audience.

Culture should include the whole man—that is, the man who
not only earns his living in an office or factory or on a farm but
also reads books, looks at paintings, listens to music, goes to the
theater and wrestles with ideas. For all these are aspects of mod-
ern living, equally important and equally illuminating. Nobody
is fully alive who cannot apply to art as much discrimination and
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appreciation as he applies to the work by which he earns his living.

The value of the theater to a community lies here. It is a vivid
and vibrant expression of truths and ideas—satire, comedy and
tragedy; and it helps to make life whole. For the most part, the
theater is entertainment, which is something everybody is hungry
for. But sooner or later every theater tires of a steady diet of en-
tertainment and starts peering inside human beings, where the
greatest mysteries and wonders of the world are gathered. For
about three thousand years dramatists have been peering inside
human beings without solving the mysteries or exhausting the
wonders, and this process is likely to go on for a few years more.
It is a good thing to have a theater in the neighborhood to find
out what is going on in the hearts and minds of men and women
everywhere.

15 Count me among the most delighted votaries of the phi-
losophy of resistentialism, a product of the alert and sardonic
minds of modern British thinkers. “Resistentialism” refers to the
stubborn resistance the universe offers to normal and rational hu-
man behavior. In the vernacular it means “You can’t win,” al-
though, the scholars naturally prefer the esoteric term. Everyone,
whether he knows it or not, is a victim of resistentialism. For in-
stance, the sure way of bringing on rain is to wash and polish the
car. Wait fifteen minutes for a bus: invariably three turn up to-
gether, all full. Or take a more vivid example: if I step into the
bathtub, the telephone rings. This is the most carefully co-ordi-
nated example of resistentialism that I know. This morning the
telephone rings just an instant before I step into the bath. After
answering it, I feel incautiously elated over having frustrated re-
sistentialism for one day. Then I step happily into the tub. Almost
at once, the doorbell rings! Resistentialism!

Since resistentialism is a new scientific philosophy, the British
resistentialist school is at present merely collecting, correlating,
and evaluating the evidence. Several years will elapse before there
is sufficient evidence on which to base a search for the source
and the metaphysical motive of this constant subtle warfare against
human beings. But I know the motive for the bathtub and tele-
phone sequence. It is an attempt to murder me without breaking
the law. If a man who is immersed in a tub of warm, soapy bath
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water touches an electric light fixture or telephone instrument,
he electrocutes himself. The law would classify this as death from
accidental causes. But all trained resistentialists know that it would
be premeditated murder. There are mysterious, invisible forces in
nature that are maliciously at war with normal, high-minded peo-
ple. We may as well recognize the fact and try to identify it. Never
plant a garden during a spell of sublime weather. After a garden
has been planted, the first crucial weeks will be too cold and wet
or too hot and dry. The best way to ensure a late frost is to set
out tomato plants late in May. The best way to attract deer is
to fill a garden with succulent vegetables. These are homely ex-
amples of resistentialism.

14, There is no resistance in the air this morning. The tem-
perature is 52° at 10 AM. The wind is from the south; the sun
filters through a lazy haze that softens the view and wraps the
city in warmth. Instead of rushing mechanically to the subway,
I walk down beside the river in the hope of hearing a song spar-
row in the park. Yes, there he is! In a bushy hollow, which the
sun fills with warmth and gentleness, a song sparrow pours out his
cheerful melody in praise of the spring, rolling back the winter,
rolling back the city, rolling back the centuries. Probably he has
spent the winter scratching in the leaves of the frost-bound park.
But this is the first day on which he has tipped back his head and
sung with rapture. Fifty yards away a freight train is rattling
through the railroad tunnel—the mechanical clatter coming out
through the gratings; and on the highway almost overhead the
traffic is sweeping by with a hiss of rubber on cement. But the
song sparrow is lost in his own ecstasy, apparently oblivious of
everything alien to it. He keeps on singing a long, varied melody
that overlays the heavy sounds of the city. He is singing down the
walls of the city like the seven trumpets of ram’s-horns that blew
down the walls of Jericho.

There is only one small cake of ice in the river, floating placidly
on the glossy water, like something that has been lost from a for-
gotten season.
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15. Andrew Jackson, “the old Indian scalper,” “the old hero,”
born this day in 1767. To this violent, explosive southerner we owe
practical democracy. He put into practice the philosophical ideal-
ism of gentlemen. They were shocked when it happened. Full of
contempt for the blazing manners of a turbulent frontiersman
who had literally fought his way up from squaler, John Quincy
Adams refused to accompany him to his inauguration. When
Jackson was inaugurated, the mob took over Washington, stormed
the White House, stood with muddy boots on satin-covered fur-
niture and nearly crushed the new President.

To trained and educated statesmen, accustomed to decorum in
the capitol, this outburst of popular enthusiasm seemed like a
catastrophe. Many of them were sincere and high-minded. But
they had never had an opportunity to learn that democracy is
men as well as principles. Jackson brought into our system the
direct action of Americanism. “Let the people rule,” he had said
and he meant it. He had been a fighter since his youth. He fought
in the Revolution when he was thirteen. He fought Indians; he
fought and defeated trained British troops in the War of 1812
and he fought at least three duels, at least once “killing his man.”
He hated wealth and power. He opposed Washington when he
was in ‘Congress; he broke the control of bankers over the funds
of taxpayers. He shook the genteel traditions out of government.
He made the White House inhabitable for Abraham Lincoln, who
enriched and inspired the popular American tradition.

16. The cult of gentility masks our life with a thin, contempti-
ble veneer of politeness and respectability. (Automobiles are not
“greased”; they are “lubricated.”) Perhaps that is why we are sat-
ishied with a performance of Antony and Cleopatra in a decorous,
intellectual tone suitable for an afternoon in a library. Antony as
a scholar, Cleopatra as a rather mature graduate of Wellesley Col-
lege—this soothes the public and preserves a middle-class illusion
that the classics are refined and that Shakespeare was a gentleman
who associated with only the best people and wrote beautifully
out of books.

Shakespeare is the most passionate and tumultuous of poets.
But the cult of gentility has turned him into an intellectual so
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that respectable people may feel safe in his presence. This is the
great spiritual swindle of our culture. Most of the Shakespeare
productions on Broadway are too refined. The scenery is too im-
posing. The costumes are too splendid and immaculate. The act-
ing is too studious and respectable. You would think that Shake-
speare were written by a college graduate for bachelors of arts
exclusively, and that every big scene were an intellectual problem.
Shakespeare is played as though he were Ben Jonson, who was a
university man. We have accepted Dryden’s pallid and snobbish
assumption that “Shakespeare is scarce intelligible to a refined
age.”

17 St. Patrick’s Day, when the whole of New York wears a
broad grin and feels festive. When I go into the barbershop I
am greeted with convivial smiles, although I am not Irish, and
most of the barbershop personnel is Italian, Jewish, and Negro.
“I thought you would be parading today,” Harry sings out jocosely,
although he does not think any such thing. “They got a fine day
for it,” he adds, with a dutiful murmur about “the luck of the
Irish.” At the office I find a dried shamrock in an envelope, sent
to me by an Irishman I do not know as reward for an article he
liked. “It is a sacred relic,” he says. “One of my nephews in Ire-
land has sent it to me.” Although business goes on as usual, the
spirit of the day is turned over to the Irish. This is the only day
of the year on which we exuberantly celebrate a foreign country.
It would be as much as a politician’s life is worth to refuse to
review the St. Patrick’s Day parade on Fifth Avenue. The Mayor
takes the salute as though he were the Irish ambassador. The
Cardinal keeps open house in St. Patrick’s Cathedral, as though
Roman Catholicism were the official city religion. Everyone is
good-natured on St. Patrick’s Day. A kind of humorous madness
sweeps across the city. Perhaps it is because everyone has a warm
spot in his heart for the Irish, who have a special talent for life
in America and live together here more amicably than they do in
Ireland. The Irish in New York love Ireland passionately like
émigrés cruelly torn away from the fatherland. But they are also
the most loyal New Yorkers and would never dream of leaving the
citv. The St. Patrick’s Dav parade is a cheerful masquerade. like
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a family reunion. On one day of the year the Irish pretend that
they are not dyed-in-the-wool New Yorkers.

18 Nothing society can do assuages the pain caused by the
death of a relative or friend. Society is aware of the pain, and has
found ways of accepting it and respecting it. The professional fu-
neral directors have developed techniques that are merciful at the
time when the pain is sharpest. The undertakers are thoughtful,
unobtrusive, and impersonal. Their solemn manners, which look
comic to wags who have never had the devastating experience of
death in the home, are comforting, like a soft buffer against the
breeziness of normal life.

Society treats death with honor and solemnity. The funeral at-
tendants wear formal clothes. The funeral coach is immaculately
polished. The automobiles in the procession are the best that are
available—comfortable, quiet, and imposing; and city traffic re-
spectfully gives way to funeral processions. In some funerals an
expensive flower vehicle precedes the procession—displaying in
the public streets the abundance and quality of the floral gifts.
As tokens of the respect people have for the one who has died,
the flowers soothe the pride of the grieved ones who are left.

But the stately ceremony of funerals and burials does not ease
the pain and does not mask the terrible helplessness of the mourn-
ers. Style is no triumph on these crushing occasions. And when I
see the splendor of modern city funerals, I remember compas-
sionately the battered poverty of a country funeral I once saw
in an obscure village in the Philippines and the ragged, forlom,
wretched funerals in the backlands of China. Tribal customs are
the same everywhere. There is not much difference. Whether the
funeral is elegant or primitive, the awful fact of death is identical.
Society is helpless against this cataclysmic confrontation with
nothingness. The most society can do is for a day or two to shield
those who are left from the insistent clamor of life.

].9. “Yes” is the creative word that unlocks doors and opens
alleys into the future, and it has the whole weight of humanity
behind it. The pioneers said “Yes” and made their way to the
Pacific. The idealists said “Yes” and founded a free nation. Watt
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said “Yes” and built the steam engine. The railroad builders said
“Yes” and laid rails across a wild country. Edison said “Yes” and
lighted the world. Emerson said “Yes” and wrote the philosophy
of a new nation, and Whitman transformed “Yes” into a mighty
roar of exultant afirmation. Say “Yes” to the seedlings and a giant
forest cleaves the sky. Say “Yes” to the universe and the planets
become your neighbors. Say “Yes” to dreams of love and freedom.
It is the password to utopia.

2@ The astronomers confirm what we have all been divining:
spring has officially arrived. The day and the night are of equal
length all over the world today. In New York the sun rises at 6:03
and sets at 6:12.

In confirmation of the almanac, the temperature rises to 71°
this afternoon. Most of us do not quite dare leave off our coats,
but soon wish that we had, for the walking is hot. There is a great
holiday feeling all through the town. Everyone moves outdoors
and has leisure. The benches in the center of Broadway are filled
with idle people basking in the sun. People sit on the front stoops,
reading or gossiping; the children are playing in the streets. Along
the water front red-faced, frowsy drunks sleep on the sidewalks or
against bulkheads. Saloons keep their doors open, letting out the
fragrant odors of liquor and the sound of laughter and conver-
sation.

In the lower bay the herring gulls seem to be less numerous
than they were a month ago. Perhaps they are already on their
way to their breeding grounds. There are a number of terns (prob-
ably common terns) sweeping lightly through the air like pieces
of forked white paper caught in spirals of air. They fly more joy-
ously than the gulls and write the characters for “spring” in the
air currents of the harbor.

2]1. Samples of the spring conversation in the dispatching
shack on Pier 43. George, a deep-voiced mariner who began in sail
but long ago swallowed the anchor:

“I can’t drink the way I used to. I feel it in my legs the next
day. Liquor ain’t as good as it used to be before prohibition. I
can’t take more than twelve drinks without feeling it. I went into
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the White Horse the other night with four dollars. Over at a
table I see Martha and she invites me to sit down and have a
drink. Then I stand her to a drink and then she stands me to
a drink. Suddenly she says, ‘George, let’s get drunk.’ I don’t know
what got into her, because I never see her drunk before. She had
ten dollars and I had four. We borrowed five more from the bar-
keep, so that made nineteen in all. She was drinking scotch, and
me rye. We sat there drinking until about three in the morning,
and I could hardly get home and felt awful all the next day.
Martha’s rich. I guess she’s got twenty-five thousand dollars. When
the liquor was good I could keep on drinking without ever feeling
it. I don’t drink any more.”

After a silent interval, another lounger in a ruminative mood
addresses a direct question to me: “Did you ever do any gold
prospecting?” I have to confess with a flush of shame that I never
did. “I did in California about the time of the earthquake,” he
says. “Another feller and I went into the mountains. We followed
a mountain lion’s trail for two days. But you can’t catch them
without a dog, you know. No, we never saw any gold. There were
some pretty veins, though.”

22. The glory of the theater is the power it has voluntarily to
command the best work that individual artists and artisans can
bring to public attention. No one can appear at his best in the
theater unless everyone else conspires with him sincerely—not only
the playwright and the actor, but the director, the scene designer,
the costume designer, the lighting expert, the scene builder and
painter, the stage hands, and even the audience. No one of these
can create the magic of theater unless all the others work together
in a common enterprise.

If the theater were an exact science it would be easy to draw up
an exact table of dramatic values. Without the playwright, ob-
viously, there would be no play for the actor to work with. Ergo,
as one of the oldest actor-dramatists used to exclaim, the play-
wright comes first in the hierarchy of theater values. But in prac-
tice the scale of values is not that logical. For the theater is not
a science but an art, and many actors are much greater artists than
many playwrights. Since actors have learned the art of the theater
by personally facing an audience—projecting a character through
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the intangible medium of movement and voice—many of them
have a deeper instinctive knowledge of the theater than the play-
wright who works in seclusion with paper and pencil. The theater
is not belles-lettres but one of the public arts, and the actor is
the person who represents the theater in public. He can destroy
a play by not understanding it or by not being able to express it
lucidly. But in practice, more actors save faltering playwrights than
the other way round. As professionals, they are likely to be more
gifted in the creation of theater; and in the best instances they
are artists. For acting is not the mechanical reproduction of a char-
acter by an automaton but the impact of an actor’s art and person-
ality on the art of a playwright.

25« “Call this a govment! A man can’t get his rights in a gov-
ment like this. Sometimes I've a mighty notion to just leave the coun-
try for good and all. Says I, for two cents I'd leave the blamed country
and never come a-near it agin.”

That’s the way Huckleberry Finn’s pap talked when he had a
skinful of Missouri liquor. But that’s also the way most Americans
talk even when they are cold sober. For it has always been an
axiom of American life that the government is crooked. “A fine
Congress, made up of cutthroats and thieves!” the Albany Gazette
exclaimed scornfully in 1806. This is still one thing that we can
all happily agree on, whether we are Democrats or Republicans.
It is the one grievance all of us have in common.

There are two ways of accounting for the American’s rancor
about his government. In the first place, it gives him a heady feel-
ing of importance. No matter how incompetent he may be in
looking after his own affairs, he can easily convince himself that
he is competent in the affairs of state. He diverts all the bitterness
of his personal life towards the government—holding the govern-
ment tesponsible for his personal failure. Since the government
cannot take the time to talk back to him and defend itself, and
since everyone he knows agrees that the government is crooked
and stupid, he comes to think of himself as part hero and part
martyr. Blaming the government for his misfortunes takes a great
burden off his conscience.

In the second place, it is not the function of a government to
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solve the private problems of individual people. Looking after the
commonweal, it should protect them from injustices which they
cannot control by themselves, but it is no substitute for intelli-
gence and initiative. Since the government is composed of people,
it is no better than people—no better, to be precise, than average
people. No government of human beings—democratic, socialist,
communist, fascist, or monarchial—can put the world in order
and save people from suffering and anxiety. The affairs of the
world are too complicated to be understood by anybody. The most
we can expect is an occasional government that moves in the di-
rection of freedom. Principle and good will are creative: the most
we can expect is an occasional government animated by men of
principle and good will.

Nothing wholly admirable ever happens in this country except
the migration of birds.

24. Gotham’s shad fishermen are getting ready. From row-
boats, towed into position by motor launches, they are setting up
the long twenty- and twenty-five foot poles to which they attach
their nets. Ocean steamers pass up- and downriver in the chan-
nel, and myriad tugs skip helter-skelter across the river all day and
night on modern business. But still the ancient art of fishing goes
on every year by professional fishermen who live on the banks of
an ancient river. In a week or two the shad will come rushing out
of the Atlantic upriver to fresh water where they spawn. Foul as
the river is with sewage and waste industrial products, the shad
come every year by the millions, following some overwhelming,
immutable instinct. Although the Hudson fishermen haul a mil-
lion dollars’ worth of shad out of the river in a good season, the
shad are always abundant. I can see the fishermen from my win-
dows raising the net twice a day on the west side of the river off
Edgewater.

After living for one or two years in fresh water, the young shad
plunge more than one hundred miles downriver into the vast
coldness of the Atlantic. Loafing on the end of a pier I once hap-
pened to see a migration of young shad to the sea. In a great
silvery, swift, wriggling mass they came on like a desperate cataract
in waves. I watched for an hour, but the power of the multitude
never slackened. There were millions more to come, and some
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were still passing down the next morning. That was the most im-
mortal thing I ever saw in New York.

25. After being confined for four months in the shrill city O.
and I make our first trip to the country and open the old house
for another year. It is like jailbreak. Snowbanks still lie in the
hollows and on the mountains. But the winter is broken and the
country is busy laying the foundation for the season. Robins never
feel so important as they do in the spring. Just back from winter
quarters, they are eager to be seen and admired. They look enor-
mous in the barren branches of the maples and they speak with
a tone of truculent authority. But the bluebird is the poet of
spring. Since our bluebird box was empty for two years in suc-
cession some time ago, I wonder every year whether it is tenanted
again. There is no sign of the bluebird today as we drive into the
dooryard and move into the house. As soon as we are settled I
go out under the box and rap on the locust trunk. Yes, there he
is! He leaves the box, flashing his calm, sweet blue against the
lifeless brown of the landscape. Perching in another locust, he
puts his feathers in order like someone who has been interrupted
and is annoyed. He looks at me peevishly. I have a feeling that
I am not starting the new season tactfully and may lose a guest
I value. But after a curt interval, his throat swells; and that warm,
contralto meditative warble pours out and flows through the whole
landscape and opens a new country year with a word of praise,
forgiveness and confidence. This is the most celestial sound of our
spring. Now I am certain that the months ahead will be rich and
gentle and that the foundations of life are solidly rooted in the
long truth of the centuries.

There is an enormous amount of work to be done indoors and
out before we are in control of the house and the dooryard and
before we can start on the new projects we have thought about
during the winter. The song of the bluebird is a blessing on the
grass, the foliage and the flowers that we shall joyfully share during
the next few months; and the work I have to do is not drudgery
but a small part of the whole creation. At sundown three deer—
two does and one buck—walk to the middle of the field behind
the house and graze there at leisure. They seem to know that the
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house is open again. But they have not learned to fear us yet.
Alas, that is something we never have to teach them.

26. God rested on the seventh day. Since everything He had
made during six epochal days was “very good,” He could rest with
equanimity. The heavens and the earth being finished, He had
completed the preliminary job of the grand experiment. Unfor-
tunately, the experiment has not worked out very well. God must
have noticed its innumerable imperfections. But one of its acci-
dental perfections is that, in the middle of the twentieth century,
most of us can rest on the sixth day in a state of demoralized
shiftlessness. Sunday deserves honor; it is the day that God sancti-
fied. But Saturday is the work day that has been mercifully for-
gotten and weeded out of the week’s routine. I gratefully celebrate
it with the three sublime negations: Shave not, bathe not, wear
thou not the necktie. Although these things are virtuous in them-
selves, they are the preliminary symbols of the working day in
civilized society where everyone has to conform to certain arbitrary
standards. Dispense with them, and you declare a holiday. There
is much to be done on Saturdays—painting the kitchen, tidying
the yard, walking at random, reading for pleasure, talking with
people who are wise and supple enough to agree. But these are
pleasant pursuits that can be indulged most heartily by the un-
shaved and unbathed who have foresworn the necktie. Of the
things that seem “very good” on the Lord’s day, the memory of
an aimless Saturday is the best. No one but God has reason to
be satisfied with the week’s work, and there must be times when
He has His private misgivings.

27. Although unskilled labor has a low social and economic
rating, it has a tradition, too. You do not distinguish yourself as
an unskilled laborer unless you bring some ability to it. It needs
a good back, muscles and wind. But it also needs training and
experience. A first-rate unskilled laborer knows a thousand pro-
fessional secrets. If he is digging a ditch, he knows how to use his
back and leg muscles to save his arms. He knows the best way
to stand. He knows the rhythm that will help him do the most
work without exhausting his strength before the day is over. He



MARCH 83

knows when to pick and when to dig. He knows how big a hole
he must start on the surface in proportion to the depth he has
to go, for he knows that he needs more room to shovel the deeper
he goes. There used to be a man in our neighborhood in the couns
try who could dig himself out of sight before lunchtime. He en-
joyed considerable honor in town.

Don’t condescend to unskilled labor. Try it for half a day first.
Try chopping wood. Try splitting logs, and observe how easily a
good man can make a stubborn log burst open by biting into the
right places with his ax. Even though you have good muscles and
a strong back you will be astonished by the difficulty of this kind
of work, and you will wonder how anybody can dig, lift, or chop
all day and return to the job refreshed and ready at seven or eight
o’clock the next morning. There are not many first-rate bankers or
industrialists. Nor are there many unskilled laborers of first-rate
quality.

28. Easter Sunday. When the women came to the sepulcher
at sunrise, the angels said: “He is not here, but is risen.” It is
written that the women received this miraculous news with fear
and great joy. The joy is obviously less ecstatic now, but every
year it is revived throughout Christendom. This is the great Chris-
tian day of the year. For even now people hope that death can
be transcended. Man who has evolved so fabulously from proto-
plasm may yet, through creative force of will, finally triumph over
death as Jesus did—thus confirming the poetry of the Scriptures.
The music of the spheres may not be a dirge but a lyric.

It has always seemed to me that we observe Easter abominably.
Nothing could poison the religious wonder of Easter much more
contemptuously than the custom of dressing ostentatiously for
the religious services. From the sepulcher at sunrise to the fashion
parade on Fifth Avenue is the boorish measure of our denial of
Christ—from innocent wonder to cynical worldliness. On Easter
Sunday our churches are crowded with the heathen who mock
their Lord with finery. The Easter flowers, which are holy, and the
Easter music, which is pure and glorious, can roll the stone away
from the sepulcher. But the Lord is greeted by congregations of
coxcombs and egotists who have publicly renounced the humility
of this teaching.
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The Easter festival is closely allied with nature which, being a
renewal of life, gives Easter natural validity. According to the
venerable Bede, the word “Easter” derives from “Eostre,” who
was the Anglo-Saxon goddess of spring. The calendar for Easter
was set in 325 A.D. by the Council of Christian Churches in
Nicaea, and was governed by the fact that the pilgrims needed
moonlight for their travels to Easter celebrations. Easter comes
on the first Sunday following the Paschal Full Moon which occurs
on the twenty-first of March or during the next month. The
Paschal Full Moon is the fourteenth day of a lunar month reck-
oned according to an ancient ecclesiastical computation; it is not
the real astronomical full moon. The date of Easter thus varies as
much as thirty-five days between March twenty-second and April
twenty-ffth. Never having accepted the Gregorian calendar, the
Russian Orthodox church usually celebrates Easter on a different
date. The Eastern and Western Easters coincided in 1865, but not
again until 1946.

The Russian people celebrate Easter more devoutly than we
do. The services, with magnificent clerical processionals and a
concert of Gregorian chants, are profoundly beautiful and mov-
ing. They are the supreme religious observance of the believers
who pack the churches to worship with almost hysterical fervor.
No other Russian public demonstration arouses the people to such
a pitch of faith and feeling. During the Easter season the familiar
greeting between Russian friends is: “Christ is risen,” and the
polite response is: “He is risen, indeed.”

29 Although the city is organized for the convenience and
comfort of people, the country people came through the last
winter better than we did in the city. The city was wrecked by
the snow and cold; fuel was scarce and for a while could be
bought only on the black market. Naturally the country people
who burn wood were warm all winter. But in spite of the long
distances that fuel trucks had to go through smow-choked roads,
the people who burn oil were never cold. Everett Matthews says
that once he had only one more day’s supply in his tank. But at
four on the next morning the truck from Catskill, twenty-two
miles away, drove up and filled his tank again. There is a greater
sense of community responsibility in the country. The people
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know each other and rarely let each other down. But in the city
even the human relationships tend to become mechanized. Al-
though the city is organized for people, it is surfeited with people
and bored with them and accepts only impersonal and group re-
sponsibility.

30. The revolution that everyone longs for would be simple,
and yet it would be complete. It would begin in the hearts of men
and women all over the world, and it would start acting this mo-
ment on the universal principle: “Therefore all things whatsoever
ye would that men should do to you, do ye even so to them, for
this is the law and the prophets.” This line covers everything in
every field of activity everywhere. It is the genius of the Christian
religion, which took it from Jewish laws, giving it a positive rather
than negative accent. The same thought appears in Buddhism and
Confucianism. Like most really inspired observations it represents
simple common sense and is practical.

The organization of modern life is too complex to be under-
stood by anyone. No one can learn enough to put it in order. But
amid the rubble of the centuries this is the one golden idea that
could transmute our broken, despairing century into a mansion of
enlightenment and well-being. If everyone began this morning to
live by the oldest idea in history the world would be green and
golden tonight.

5 ]l > On walking into a basement barbershop I have not visited
for six months, I do not recognize it. Like all first-rate barber-
shops, it was faultless six months ago—tiled in white glaze, tae
basins and fixtures immaculate, the heavy, complicated barber
chairs clean and comfortable. But the management was tired of
its familiar perfection. It has installed new chairs that cost four
hundred and fifty dollars each, and has spent forty thousand dol-
lars on redecoration—a new variation of barbershop perfection.
Not long ago the customers had to accept higher fees to meet
what the management described plaintively as higher wages and
cost of operation. Although we were thoroughly satisfied with the
splendor of the plant, it now appears that we are contributing
forty thousand dollars to build a new plant with blue interior
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decoration. This is labeled “modernization,” and it consists partly
in scrapping expensive equipment that is efficient and in perfect
working order. Anyone except an aggressive business engineer
would label it “waste.”

For business is not only an art and a science but a hobby. Man-
agers like to play with their enterprises. Change is a sort of mer-
chandising fetish. It is not necessarily an improvement. Indeed, it
is sometimes a step backward. The bank where I have an account
has just spent over one hundred thousand dollars on a sleek reno-
vation; but the tellers who bear most of the burden of dealing
with the customers now have less room to work in than they had
before. At the cost of several million dollars one of the depart-
ment stores has recently constructed a building less comfortable
and inviting than the one it had before.

Modern America frequently makes changes that are progressive
and constructive—like the modern railroad equipment which is
not only more comfortable but more efficient. But change for the
sake of change is adolescent restlessness. In the instance of most
new automobile models, it is a colossal national swindle that
makes it impossible for a driver to see what he is doing. Every
responsible driver knows that new models become increasingly
difficult to drive safely. Not being able to see the right-hand side
of his car he has to guess how much clearance he has there. And
for more than a decade new cars have been built so low that they
cannot be driven safely on muddy or snowy country roads. Auto-
mobiles are designed to look irresistible in show windows; they
can be driven at maximum efficiency only on paved highways.
They are designed chiefly for people who do not need them. Not
every change is an improvement, and some of them are not de-
signed to be improvements. They are designed to sell things that
are not wanted or needed.
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“Whan that I here the smale foules singe,
And that the floures ginne for to springe,
Farwel my studie, as lasting that sesoun!”

| 'I ' HoSE WERE the vagrant spring thoughts that flashed through

Chaucer’s mind more than five hundred years ago. They are
valid for New York in the twentieth century. From now on the
intellectual life of New York will be fitful and tepid. For the for-
sythia bloomed in the park this morning—all at once, like a golden
affirmation, strewing a treasure of wealth across the scrawny land-
scape. And for another six months no one will beat his brains out
as earnestly as he did during the winter. The finest part of the
theater season is over. The opera has closed. The concert season
is frittering out, and the most imposing art exhibitions are fin-
ished.

Although the business of the city goes through the familiar
motions—too settled in a fixed rhythm to stop—the universities
and schools have the grace to close for a spring recess and through-
out the summer. It shows how much wisdom the institutions of
learning have. For no one can keep his nose in a book or think
consecutively when the forsythia unfolds its splendid banners.
Many people who think they are accomplishing something of
consequence today are merely creatures of habit. The sun and the
forsythia are laughing at them. “And the earth abideth forever.”

+*

2. In a line that sounds ironic but represents a conviction, Ber-
nard Shaw says: “The moral for conquerors of empires is that if
they substitute savagery for civilization they are doomed.” The
most staggering event in modern times is the swift suicide of
Germany under Hitler. Even now it is hard to realize what hap-
pened. Not so many years ago Germany had a glorious civiliza-
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tion that enriched the world. Think of her poets and composers;
her philosophers and scientists; her surgeons and medical schools;
her theaters and actors. Her industries and railroads compared
with the greatest in the world. Her artisans and craftsmen were
among the best. As a maritime nation she ranked high, with some
of the fastest and finest ships, and she operated them with skill
that was almost peerless. Germans had and acted on advanced
ideas. As for her armies, they were at one time the most powerful
in the world, and they were manned by people who believed in
armies and liked them.

What happened? Although we know the facts, they still seem
incredible. For a great nation that in some respects led the world
went down in a fiery, bloody catastrophe with the dazzling speed
of an exploding comet and lies in ruins—spiritual as well mate-
rial. Sic transit gloria under the insane leadership of an ignorant
mystic who brought down a shining civilization in the crash and
flame of a modern cataclysm. Even the victors have not yet re-
covered from that moral disaster.

5. Supposing you want to go to Iloilo or Cebu amid the heat
and placid loveliness of the Philippine Islands: you have a wide
range of ships to choose from in the harbor just now: the Fern-
moor, Ivaran, Pioneer Tide, Staghound, Steel Scientist, Johannes
Maersk—all loading this week. There are many more ships bound
for the Philippines and the China coast that might accommodate
you to Iloilo or Cebu if you make inquiries of the agents. If you
decide rather to go to Cheribon or Samarang in Java, which is the
most enchanting island in the world, you have a very remarkable
choice of ships during the next three weeks: St. Cloud Victory,
Sumatra, Florence Luckenbach, Edgar F. Luckenbach, Rondo,
Mentor, Cape San Diego, and Legion Victory. Unfortunately,
you cannet get through to Bangkok without transshipping. The
sandbar thirty miles south of the city cannot be crossed by deep-
water vessels. You will have to change ships at Singapore or
Saigon—a regrettable though tolerable inconvenience.
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4. 1t philology were an art instead of a science, the word
“humor” would be derived from the Latin “humanus,” for it is
the most chastening of human attributes. No one is thoroughly
human without humor enough to have a working sense of pro-
portion and to get along without crises and quarreling. But
“humor” is one of the capricious words that roguishly turn up in
strange places after a wayward history. It is derived from a Latin
word meaning “moisture” or “fluid.” In ancient physiology it re-
ferred to one of the four basic fluids (blood, phlegm, choler, and
black bile) that were thought to govern a person’s temperament.
There could be ill-humor as well as good humor. Ben Jonson’s
Every Man in His Humor meant “Everyone According to His
Own Temperament.”

But now “humor” refers specifically to the recognition of ludi-
crous and absurd things in life, and differs from “wit” in the
human warmth that makes it glow. Thackeray thought that it was
a mixture of love and wit. John Burroughs regarded it as “the wit
of the heart.” Never trust the judgment of a man whose associa-
tion with other men is not enlightened with humor. Specifically,
don’t trust the judgment of a man who does not regard humor as
an essential part of the alembic of life, for he is a fanatic and is
impervious to normal human relationships. Humor is not merely
the telling of funny stories. It recognizes the vast difference be-
tween life as we imagine it and life as we live it, and between the
fanciful and imposing impressions we have of ourselves and what
we actually are. From a disinterested point of view these differ-
ences are as tragic as they are comic. And people who perceive
them tragically are likely to jump out windows, or hang, or shoot
themselves from a terrible feeling of mortification—like Hitler
who brought half the world to ruin. But the humorous man recog-
nizes that absolute purity, absolute justice, absolute logic and per-
fection are beyond human achievement and that men have been
able to live happily for thousands of years in ‘a state of genial
frailty. “Dost thou think, because thou art virtuous, there shall be
no more cakes and ale?” Trust only the men who laugh with
relish. I trust Shakespeare more than Corneille, Mark Twain more
than Henry James, Robert Frost more than T. S. Eliot, Emest
Hemingway more than Thomas Mann. They do not expect to
vanquish folly from the world overnight.
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5. Sidney Phillips pops in for the evening, and almost instantly
everyone is laughing. Everyone feels gay and brilliant when he is
around. He laughs clear down to his feet. In fact, Sidney is living
proof of the fact that the fastidious George Meredith did not
know what he was talking about when he delivered his celebrated
lecture on comedy. Meredith inveighed against people who laugh
too much: “Whom we may term ‘hypergelasts’ [a pompous word!];
the excessive laughers, ever-laughing, who are as clappers of a bell,
that may be rung by a breeze, a grimace; who are so loosely put
together that a wink will shake them.” There is something almost
inhuman in Meredith’s distaste for them. Can there be excessive
laughter? Can people have too good a time, too vast an apprecia-
tion of the ludicrous, too much gusto for joking and revelry? For
the ability to laugh comes out of moral strength and the courage
to face the sublime muddle of human affairs; and those who can
laugh are those who have faith enough to go on.

Some things that some people laugh at do not seem funny to
others. Laughter can be stupid and cruel. Not everything that is
obscene is funny, though some people are stupid enough to think
so. But laughter is social; it breaks down the prison walls that
people.build around their souls to protect their vanity or to hide
their fears and sorrows. It is the open sesame to the human race.
There is nothing more triumphant than an evening of laughter.
Look at those who have been laughing together: they go home
weary but in a glow of good spirits, still laughing in their minds,
and supple enough to face tomorrow without cracking. They are
friends. They have inherited the earth. God would not dare trust
the earth to people who are churlish or surly. For they have not
learned how to let the poison out of their systems and they would
infect the flowers, the trees, and the people.

6. On this day in 1917 Congress declared war on Germany. No
one has referred to it today, but it has governed a good deal of
what we have been doing and thinking. We think we act inde-
pendently but we are saturated in all the past evils, and today was
partly shaped and weighted in 1917. April 6, 1917, was a cloudy
day; the noon temperature was 45°. After a number of American
ships had been torpedoed, an unsophisticated, cocky nation ac-
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cepted the responsibilities of a world power. “The world must be
made safe for democracy,” President Wilson said in a phrase that
has become part of the common speech and was published in the
next day’s newspapers. We did not make the world safe for de-
mocracy, although 130,274 Americans gave their lives then, and
310,979 gave their lives in the second world war, fought for the
same principle. Embittered by the chaos and brutishness of the
modern world, there are people who still believe that we should
never have joined forces with the British and French in 1917,
since the fruits have been so sour and evil. There is no point now
in looking back ruefully at a never-never world of dreams. In 1917,
acting on the principle of self-protection, we innocently thought
we could make the world safe for democracy by helping to win
a war. Now we know that the world will never be safe for democ-
racy until we have created democracy here in the image of the
first dream and until we have demonstrated to the world that
freedom is simple, normal, and natural.

Under the pressure of a great decision in 1917, President Wilson
said: “We are at the beginning of an age in which it will be in-
sisted that the same standards of conduct and responsibility for
wrong done shall be observed among nations and their govern-
ments that are observed among the individual citizens of civilized
states.”

We are still at the beginning of that age; it is not yet formed
or coalesced. But that is still the great social principle. “Good
neighbors” was the phrase the next war president used to express
the same idea. American instincts still lie in that direction and
always will, for they have the authority of human experience.

.

7. In literary composition there is only one fundamental prin-
ciple: clarity. Nothing else is as vital as that. Force, eloquence,
euphony, variety, and passion are admirable or beguiling. But un-
less they are founded on the hard core of clarity they are bogus
and contemptible. Literary composition is not an artificial exer-
cise, but an expression of mind, and the only mind worth respect-
ing is the one that is clear. Since writing is pure mind, it has no
sensual or social satisfactions. The composer has the pleasure of
hearing sound. The artist can enjoy color and design. The actor
and the dancer perform in terms of motion. All these arts are in
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varying degrees social. But writing has to be done in solitude, and
the marks a writer makes on paper are only arbitrary symbols,
scratched out of mind, with no esthetic satisfactions. '

Good writing comes out of a mind that is clear. There is no
good writing that is not clear. There is no clear writing that is
not good.

8. In the northern latitudes where our week-end farm is located
the raw time of year yields reluctantly to the climbing sun. While
the sap drips into the buckets and the sap-house chimney chokes
with wood smoke, the bleak mountains can still shake snow out
of the clouds and cover April mud with immaculate whiteness.
“Sap snow” is what the neighbors call it. At bedtime the sky is
dark; the wind is damp and blustering; the thermometer hangs at
the freezing point. Spring is perceptibly backsliding. By morning
the ground is pure white, the tree trunks plastered on the wind-
ward side with the clinging mortar of winter, the shrubs dressed
in fleeciness and the spruce branches packed deep in soft glory.
Usually the sap snow is dissolved by midmorning amid a steady
dripping from the eaves. But sometimes, as today, it covers the
thawing ground to a depth of five or six inches and packs into
hard, keen drifts where the wind drives furiously around the build-
ings. Under foot the ground is sopping wet. Where the white sur-
face is broken with footprints the brown stain of mud quickly
appears, and the water is running brightly in the ditches. But the
fields that only yesterday were responding to the April sun have
gone back to sleep under winter covers.

A sap snow discourages the birds. They have just begun to feel
at home. About three weeks ago the first robins turned up joy-
fully out of the south into the “untillable hills” and scurried with
excitement through the trees where they flourished last summer.
For days, the bluebirds, uttering their warm contralto serenade,
have been sitting on the doorstep of last year’s box, discussing the
new season. But the sap snow drives them to cover. It buries their
food and destroys their enthusiasm. The robins, bluebirds and
song sparrows search mournfully along the edges of the barnyard
where the snow has melted or venture on to the barn floor where
the dried grass seed is thick. It is bare picking for a bird who has
spring in his heart. Fortunately, the cold is not killing. A sap snow
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can hardly last more than a day or two. For greater influences are
at work: the sun is mounting higher every day, warmth is almost
imperceptibly accumulating during the lengthening days and the
friendly balm of the south is steadily creeping northward. The sap
snow is winter’s last fling—beautiful and guileless. When it melts,
the earth looks and feels richer, and the first warm day seems ,
wholly luxurious.

9. Civil War closed by the surrender of Lee to Grant near Ap-
pomattox Courthouse on this day in 1865. The deaths in the field
had exceeded 498,216 counting the dead on both sides—more
Americans than were killed in both world wars, which is some-
thing most of us have forgotten. Since Americans had been kill-
ing Americans, this was the most terrible calamity that has ever
swept through the country. Although it was concluded long ago,
and very few men who fought in that war survive, it has left
wounds that have never healed. Indeed, the two world wars have
not wounded America so deeply nor left so much agony to trouble
our memories. The North, having won on the battlefield, has
largely put the Civil War out of mind. But the South still lives
in the bloody memories of the War Between the States, still
grieves, still suffers and is still embittered. When I was in Oxford,
Mississippi, in the spring of 1942, investigatirig the impact of the
second world war on an independent community, one friendly
and genteel lady assumed that the war I was to write about was
the Civil War; that was the one that lay heaviest on the hearts
of a few of the older people. To them the “Oxford Greys,” who
had a gallant record in the Confederate Army, were still the most
illustrious soldiers Oxford had ever mustered.

The Civil War held the Union together. The Union will prob-
ably always remain that way, which will be a blessing. But the
fervent concord in which the South and New England established
American independence will never return. Between the North and
the South stands this awful memory now, occasionally breaking
out into rancorous feeling. For the Civil War was not concluded
at Appomattox. The hatred was too fierce. The fighting was too
exhausting. Too many Americans fell in the field. The noblest of
the Americans was assassinated.
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10. Critics Circle meets at the Algonquin Hotel to choose the
best new plays of the season in three categories. Since this is the
most important and illuminating act of the season in criticism,
nearly every member is present and on time, too, although critics
are highly individualized people and normally do not associate as
a group. They have disagreed too long, too passionately, and too
publicly to be good companions. There are too many skeletons in
everyone’s closet. But they have long since agreed on the virtue
of taking a formal annual poll of the best plays of a season, since
it is the one positive contribution they can make to the drama.
After a number of stormy years the Circle has found a way to
choose the best plays without curbing the free choice of the indi-
vidual members, i.e., the play in each category that wins the most
votes in one round of signed ballots becomes the choice of the
Circle. No one is coerced, proselytized or even influenced by his
neighbors; and everyone’s individual choices are published. It took
many years of suspicion and acrimony to find this simple solution
to every critic’s natural objection to accepting a group verdict dif-
ferent from his own. To ask a critic to change his vote is to chal-
lenge his ability as a critic, and to give credence to the myth that
opinions can be “right” or “wrong” or that the opinions of the
majority are shrewder than the opinions of individuals. One bril-
liant iconoclast, like Bernard Shaw, may-turn out to be vastly more
creative than a whole roomful of amiable conformists.

Members of the Circle ask only two things: (1) to have the full
right to personal opinion and (2) not to have to associate socially.
After the votes have been taken today in a workmanlike manner,
one member proposes that the Circle meet regularly once a month
at luncheon. A feeling of panic sweeps across the room. The pros-
pect, not of talking to a critic, which is enviable, but of listening
to a critic, which is unbearable, alarms everyone. The motion is
voted down with a roar of horror and outrage.

11. Critics represent an authority that no intelligent man rec-
ognizes. That is the comic thing about them—authority without
franchise, the form without the substance, dignity without respect,
law-giving without the consent of the governed. For the truth is
that there is no such thing as being right about a work of art.
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There can be nothing more decisive than opinions. Criticism of
a work of art works both ways—against the art and against the
critic. What he writes reveals his mind and heart as intimately as
it reveals the work of art he is criticizing. In his opinion of your
play or novel you see the indecent exposure of his character. Not
only his knowledge but his prejudices are there—not only his
alertness but his ignorance. Washington Irving said the New York
critics are “the most presumptuous, arrogant, malevolent, illiberal,
ungentlemanly, malignant, rancorous, villainous, ungrateful, crip-
pled, invidious, detracting, fabricating, personal, dogmatic, illegiti-
mate, tyrannical, distorting, spindle-shanked moppets, designing
villains and upstart ignorants.” That is, Washington Irving thought
so. But since he was a critic, he cannot be trusted. He would have
to be overruled on the basis of an ostentatious literary style.

12 About three years after First Class Private Adelbert E.
Gallt died in battle, the following public notice appeared in the
Middleburgh News: “In loving memory of our son, Pfc. Adelbert
E. Gallt, who was killed in action, March 28, 1943. “Time heals all
wounds,” folks say to me. They neither know or care. Time only
makes the awful hurt more cruelly hard to bear. God gave His
son, the Bible says. But I am human, not divine. I do not think
the world was worth that precious son of mine.—~Mother and
Father!”

The human candor and the private agony of this public state-
ment are final. No one can answer it, no one can comfort the par-
ents; no one can beguile them into believing that honor and glory
overweigh the death of a son on the battlefield. I think this is the
most unanswerable public statement I have ever seen. All of us
who are alive stand convicted of a monstrous crime, and there is
nothing we can do to atone for it. For whom does the bell toll?
It tolls for you and for me. We-have stood by piously while a
young man was killed for a cause he never created. I don’t know
how the war could have been avoided. As a nation based on moral
principle, we had no choice. But I hope I never meet the grief-
stricken parents of Private Gallt. For normal compassion is irrele-
vant and supercilious; and nothing I know or believe would have
any validity in their presence. There is no man honest enough to
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meet them on equal terms, inspired enough to soften their pain
and wrath, or noble enough to invade their loneliness.

15 Thomas Jefferson born this day in 1743. As a young man
in his thirties he imagined, more clearly than anyone else, what a
free nation might be. A philosophical idealist, with a lawyer’s
practical training, he declared “that all men are created equal,”
which is something that the world soon learned, has never for-
gotten, and has never ceased trying to prove. Having stated the
philosophy of a free nation at the age of thirty-two, he put it into
practice as President at the age of fifty-seven. His two predecessors
in that high office had suspected that he was a theorist with
radical ideas that would lead to licentiousness and anarchy. For
his imagination was nimbler than theirs; and he believed with his
head as well as his heart that, given freedom, men could govern
themselves. He proved it in two enlightened administrations that
completed the revolution against monarchy. Without the purity
of faith that he poured into our national institutions as the chief
executive, the cynicism of more practical men might have de-
stroyed the principles of a new hation. He was romantic, artistic,
idealistic and modest; he was a student and a dreamer. Although
practical men did not wholly trust those qualities, he preserved:
them in action as the chief executive of the land. After a century
and a half the Jeffersonian principles are still the fountainhead of
American liberalism. “Life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness”—
these three; and the greatest of these is liberty.

14. Come April, come the circus. In a jangled world it is one
of the cheerful absolutes. At 8:30 in the vast maw of Madison
Square Garden, the spotlight flashes on the handsome bandmaster,
who is dressed in a dazzling white suit with expensive gold braid.
The brass band, a peerless carnival instrument, lets go with a ter-
rific blast (incidentally, turning “Some Enchanted Evening” into
“Slaughter on Eighth Avenue”); and after three solid hours of
pandemonium and terror the audience is happily exhausted and
unable to speak, think or dream. Whether it is good or bad is be-
side the point. For the sheer size of the circus is the thing that
makes it immune to criticism. Habitual theatergoers may think
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that the showmanship is loose and ponderous, the clowns lost in
the shuffle, the spectacles naive and some of the material obsolete.
Nearly everything the circus does, the theater could do with more
finish and brilliance; for in the theater, time and space are used
efficiently. But that has nothing to do with the case. For when the
circus is over everyone knows, by golly, that he has seen a show
and some great performers. Any one of them would be sensational
enough to head a theater vaudeville show. But the circus prodi-
gally tosses them all into the ring and garnishes them with the
aerial performers who must make every performance a masterpiece
or have their necks broken. A leap in the air that is almost perfect
is not good enough for these people. Everything they do has to
be completely perfect or—you know what! Golly!

It is the genius of the circus to waste everything extravagantly—
wasting clowns by sending them in droves once around the ring,
wasting acts by letting several perform simultaneously, wasting
individual floats by burying them in an endless, gaudy procession.
There has to be too much of everything—too many alluring
sefioritas (or so it says in the program) tapping too many irrele-
vant xylophones, too many harlequins, too many horses, bears,
dogs, and elephants, too many pompous words in the circus
vocabulary. Everything has to be done in the grand manner with
spectacular flourishes. And no doubt one of the chief attractions
is the circus organization as a community. It not only puts on a
three-hour show twice a day with hundreds of performers, cos-
tumes, props, animals, automobiles and tractors, but it has the
effrontery to pack everything and everybody into railroad trains
more than a hundred times a season and travel fifteen thousand
miles all through the country, setting up tents in most of the
cities, providing meals for fourteen hundred people and feed for
the animals, attending to laundry and repairs and keeping every-
one in good health and spirits for months. The circus costs about
fifteen thousand dollars a day to operate. In New York it pays ten
thousand dollars a day rental to the Madison Square Corporation.
No, it can’t be true. No one can do the things the circus does
every day. Compounded insanity!

].5. The Titanic foundered on April 15, 1912, at latitude
41° 46 minutes North; longitude 50° 41 minutes West, off the
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Grand Banks. Seven hundred and six people were saved; fifteen
hundred and seventeen were lost. New York was horrified the
next day by rumors of this incredible catastrophe. Even now New
York cannot forget it, for every day thousands of New Yorkers
take their bearings on the Titanic Memorial Lighthouse on top of
the Seamen’s Church Institute in South Street. The death of the
Titanic has left a permanent scar on the conscience of our port.
Lifeboat drill today on every passenger-liner visiting New York
harbor derives from the Titanic disaster. The shadow of the
Titanic still haunts us.

The Titanic, safest ship of her time, was on her maiden voyage
from Southampton to New York. For three and a half days the
sea had been remarkably smooth and the atmosphere clear. On
her previous twenty-four hours she had traveled five hundred and
forty-six miles and was steaming at twenty-two knots. Reports of
ice had started coming in over the radio at 2 p.M. on April 14.
There were several messages, particularly from the Cadlifornia,
which reported ice in the evening: “We are stopped and sur-
rounded by ice.” To this the Titanic operator had irritably replied:
“Shut up. I'm busy. I am working Cape Race.” At 11:30 p.M.
when the two ships were about ten miles apart, the Cadlifornia
operator went to bed, leaving his radio unattended. The night
was clear and cold, with no moon, but with brilliant starlight.

At 11:45 the Titanic ran at top speed into a huge iceberg that
ripped a gash three hundred feet long in her bottom and sides.
The impact was not great enough to alarm the passengers or to
awaken many who were asleep. Living in warmth and luxury on
an “unsinkable” ship, those who were awake did not take the
accident seriously at first. But water started pouring in in huge
quantities in the lower part of the ship. Within half an hour the
officers knew that she was sinking. They sent out radio calls for
help; the deck crew fired emergency rockets, and started filling
the boats, “women and children first.” Men on board the Cali-
fornia saw the lights and rockets, but unaccountably made no
investigation and moved off on the east course, although they
might have saved all or most of the Titanic’s people. Captain
Arthur Henry Rostron, of the Carpathia, was fifty-eight miles
away, but immediately turned about and started coming through
the ice under forced draft towards the scene of the disaster. After
all the Titanic’s sixteen beats had gotten away, carrying only 706
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of the 1,176 people they might have accommodated, the steamer
settled by the head and, with her lights still burning, rose almost
perpendicular and, amid the crash of loosened machinery, slid
into the cold sea at 2:22 A.m. Hundreds of the people who had
remained on board were left floating in the water where most
of them soon died. The Carpathia came up through the night
and ice too late to save them. Having been efficiently organized
by her master, who had foreseen everything, she picked up all the
survivors in boats and cared for them. She was engaged in this
errand until after sunrise when the California came up belatedly
and continued the useless search for survivors. The Carpathia then
headed for New York where she arrived four days later.

This terrible calamity distressed the world. In the most harrow-
ing way, it revealed several weaknesses in the design and equip-
ment of the most costly vessels of that time: that watertight com-
partments were not watertight overhead; that ships did not carry
enough lifeboats to accommodate everyone on board; and did not
organize crew and passengers for the use of lifeboats; and that
radio sets were not continuously manned. As a result of the
Titanic disaster every ship now carries enough lifeboats to hold
everyone on board; crews have to practice lifeboat drill at frequent
intervals; passengers are assigned to specific life boats when a
voyage begins and have to participate in lifeboat drills, and radio
sets have to be manned continuously or equipped to pick up SO S
signals automatically. Atlantic ships have to follow tracks that
keep them reasonably south of the ice fields. And during the ice
season, the ice fields are patrolled by ships in accordance with an
international agreement, and information about ice is supplied
thoroughly to all ships in the vicinity. By intelligent organization
the danger from collisions with ice has been eliminated as com-
pletely as possible.

16 Although I am confined behind the dingy city walls just
now and bound by the cords of many duties, spring insists on
being recognized. When I wake in the morning in a room that
looks out winter and summer on the same blank, decaying brick
masonry, I hear the laughing gulls cackling and screaming as they
circle over the rooftops. At breakfast time, while the heavy busses
are groaning down the Drive and the ash truck is clattering at the
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littered curb, I hear the flicker shouting from the Park—“wick-
wick-wick-wick,” as if it were his duty to tell the thousands of
Riverside Drive dwellers that spring is here and this is no day to
go to the office. A black drake and his infatuated duck, who
obsequiously keeps two paces behind him, are swimming just north
of the yacht basin, their domestic arrangements settled for the
season. Two yellow palm warblers, the first sentinels of this dainty
and enchanting race, drop from the black branches of a haw-
thorn to the black pavement beside the river; and while pre-
occupied city strollers go by, lost in thought, the warblers skip
nimbly along the margins of the sidewalk. The human race and
the warbler race pass close by without touching, neither one ap-
pearing to recognize the other.

At dinnertime the busses, heavy with office-workers going home,
labor noisily up the little hill, the gears grinding and the exhausts
coughing. Everyone, including the motors and the gears, is bored
and weary. But the robin, sitting in one of the maples across the
Drive, is singing his long, sweet evening song in a key much more
exalted than any of the city voices. Looking back over the day’s
events, he is relaxed and content, he is grateful for the evening
and he makes music that comes through our south windows at
dinnestime. It is a meditative song evoked out of river, grass, trees
and the sunset and it concludes the day magnificently.

17. Even the Hudson River looks different now. The water
looks the same, but the traffic that swims on it looks gayer and
more relaxed. The black diesel yacht of the Engineer Corps,
which remained in service until mid-November, has returned to
the small boat basin. The “round Manhattan” excursion boats
are in service again on Saturdays and Sundays. Freshly painted in
gleaming white, they look handsomer than they will be in mid-
summer. Now the State Barge Canal is open, connecting New
York by water with the Great Lakes and the vast interior of
Canada. At night I hear the anxious panting of the steam tugs
and feel the heroic drumming of the diesel tugs as they pull their
barges upriver—the running lights glittering like diamonds against
the rich blackness of the water. After lying up all winter at Pier
43, the Farrell tugs are in service again. They have a charter to
haul molasses to Buffalo—$11.50 a ton from Philadelphia and
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$8.50 a ton from New York. It will take fifteen days for each unit
of barges to make the round trip from New York to Buffalo—
night and day through the water gorge in the Hudson Highlands
under the stars and sun and then up the Mohawk River and
across the north of the state to Lake Ontario. The world is open
again and both the blossoms and the barges are moving north.

18 Go down Pine Street three blocks to the water front. From
the cramped, dark soullessness of the area where money is handled
you emerge rapidly into the clear sunlight. Over the rim of a pier
barrier the yellow masts of a steamship rise, and the white letter-
ing on the pier shed says: “India, Straits, Far East.” You are
lucky to get out of the financial district so swiftly and safely.
West of Pearl Street the gloomy banks and austere office build-
ings hide from the sun and house millions of pieces of paper. But
east of Pearl Street, two blocks of warehouses and workshops
form a cordon sanitaire, and the culture is marine on South Street.
The signs say “Tackle blocks,” “Fishing Supplies,” “Wall Rope
Works,” “Whitlock Cordage Company.” Farther down towards
the tip of the island rises the Seamen’s Church Institute, culmi-
nating in a cross and a miniature lighthouse. The clock strikes
ship’s bells.

The waterside is hardly glamorous. Barges, tugs, Coast Guard
harbor craft lie up there aimlessly. A dead Liberty ship has been
rusting there for more than a year. Sometimes a Norwegian
steamer comes in for a few days. Two small Honduran craft have
been lying there for nearly a month, and today a large steamer
from Uruguay, flying the Uruguayan flag, which is rare in this
port, is tied up in a vacant slip. Some of the seamen are painting
the funnel blue and white. Canal barges, with huge rudders and
tillers, are moored there. Lace curtains at the cabin windows keep
the pier-head drifters from looking in. But sometimes the master
of the barge, smoking a pipe, comes up the ladder to toss a bucket
of slops overside and to look over the neighborhood.

Seamen temporarily on the beach stand in knots or sleep in the
doorways along the street. Some are in pea jackets left over from
the Navy or the wartime Merchant Marine. Some are in khaki-
colored cotton trousers and jumpers, and some are splendidly
dressed with colored shirts and matching ties for going ashore.
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Some are bleary and red-faced. But most of them are sharp and
able—Americans, Swedes, South Americans, Norwegians, the Ne-
groes and whites mingling affably.

The seamen’s bookshop in a narrow store near the ferry house
looks after their intellectual needs. Seamen’s Law has just been
republished in a dollar edition. The window is full of textbooks—
Knight's Marine Engineering, Riesenberg’s Standard Seamen’s
Manual. As a kind of frivolous border to the serious fare, the
window has a series of paper-covered pamphlets: French Stories of
Love and Passion, One of Cleopatra’s Nights, How to Make Love.

At the noon hour the saloons are as quiet and contemplative as
a gentleman’s club.

19 When people talk about how much better life was in the
good old days, I like to think about automobiles. In the good old
days the stage-driver devoted a long, tedious day of about four-
teen hours to driving to Catskill and back from the town where
we have a farm, and it was a four-hour train ride from Catskill to
New York or an overnight boat ride downriver. The good old days
are over. But in these days, which are less celestial, I can drive
from the city to the country between breakfast and luncheon,
carrying all sorts of baggage and odds and ends with no trouble.
On several occasions I have made the round trip between break-
fast and dinner.

This seems to me an extraordinary achievement, not only me-
chanically but spiritually. My life has more range because of the
automobile. That is a demonstrable fact and not a sentimental
opinion. I can season the business of the city with gardening,
brush-cutting and work in the carpenter shop on week ends
through most of the year. This is what the automobile has con-
tributed to my life, and I am grateful; and I do not look back
enviously at the days when my mother and father, sisters and
brother, devoted a long, nerve-wracking day to getting to the
country once a year and another day to getting back. We had to
rise at four o’clock to make all the stage, boat, and train connec-
tions. In those days we snatched desperately at the country. Now
we drive comfortably from door to door in a few hours.

Since automobiles are sold by the design and color of the
bodies, there is a vast heap of nonsense and mumbo-jumbo in
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automobile culture. But I admire the perfection of the motor and
machinery. Although I know nothing about machinery, the motor
always starts when I need it and keeps on going, fast or slow,
uphill or on the level, as long as I am on the road. I can drive a
car as well as a mechanic. All this has happened in my lifetime,
and I think it is miraculous and I am glad I am living in the
motor age when I can get to the country without having to or-
ganize a complicated and worried safari.

There were 34,373,002 motor vehicles registered in the United
States last year.

2@ There is no fundamental difference between walking in
the city and walking in the country. The physical technique of
walking may be less mechanical in the country. But seeing is the
chief virtue of walking everywhere, and there is as much to see
in one place as another. Along the city streets the faces, the shops,
the fruit, the newsstands and the buildings are the abstracts and
brief chronicles of the times and supply a rich library for reading
and thinking. There is a reason for every item posted along the
street—a hope fulfilled or a hope vanquished, a dream crumpled
by experience, a piece of luck or a blow of misfortune. The In-
dians walked here. The Dutch burghers did business here; the
English cut down the trees and planted crops. America has dug,
built, and organized a nation in these streets and buildings, strew-
ing the debris everywhere carelessly, wearing out and rebuilding,
buying, selling, going to school, playing stickball, and raising
families. We rub elbows with a million destinies every time we
walk down a street.

I confess that Central Park is the only part of the city where
I do not like to walk. It is the best the city can do in an admi-
rable attempt to keep a few hundred acres open. Thousands of
people use it gratefully. But it is counterfeit country; and to me
insipid and less refreshing than the vibrant thunder of the traffic
across Brooklyn Bridge or the tension and loquacity of the gar-
ment center, where the rights of man are fiercely argued during
the lunch hour.

To walk is to be free. It is escape from the system of telephones,
subways, office and routine; and it is foreign travel only a few
blocks from home. I never see anything on my daily migration to
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and from work by subway. But if I walk to the office I see hun-
dreds of people I never saw before. To a person who works in the
Times Square area, the Wall Street area or the Foley Square sec-
tion are like separate cities and Mott Street is like a foreign na-
tion. You have to walk to see these places. You have to keep your
feet on the ground.

21 On this day in 1838 thousands of New Yorkers crowded
the Battery wall and hundreds put out in rowboats to see the first
steamer that crossed the North Atlantic. She was the Sirius and
she had come across under steam-power in sixteen and a half days
at eight and a half knots average speed.

As if that were not enough excitement for one day, a second
steamer stood into the harbor a few hours later—the Great
Western which had been built especially for the London-New
York trade. She had left London three days after the Sirius had
left Cork, and must have made a shorter passage since there was
little difference in their speeds. In fact, the two vessels, which
were rivals, had raced each other down the Thames on the day
the Sirius left London, and the Sirius had won.

Nineteen years earlier, in 1819, the American-built Savannah,
a full-rigged ship with steam paddle wheels as auxiliary, had sailed
from Savannah to St. Petersburg, Russia, and return. But she was
essentially a sailing ship, and the steam auxiliary was removed
after the round trip. The first steamship to cross the Atlantic was
the Conde de Patmella, which steamed from Liverpool on Oc-
tober 20, 1820, to Lisbon and then to Brazil. The records of this
ship are scant and vague. The Sirius and the Great Western ap-
pear to be the first steamships to have crossed the North Atlantic
without relying on canvas; and they inaugurated the famous North
Atlantic passenger trade. The Sirius carried ninety-four passengers.

Morally, the Great Western should have had the honor to open
that trade. She was designed for it. On her trial trip she had
caught fire, and the accident had delayed her maiden voyage. In
the meanwhile, a rival line chartered the Sirius, which had been
built for coasting, to make two voyages to New York to beat the
Great Western in that trade. Although the Great Western ar-
rived in New York a few hours later than the Sirius, she was in
the trade for a long time and for years was the only steamship in
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the North Atlantic. She made seventy voyages. Her fastest west-
ward passage was twelve days, nineteen hours; eastward, twelve
days, seven hours.

To judge by a story in the Evening Post, the next day New
York went mad with excitement, as it has done on many other
occasions. Thousands of people rushed to the Battery to gape,
and many hired rowboats to pull around these epochal vessels.
“The practicability of establishing regular intercourse between
Europe and America is considered to be solved by the arrival of
these vessels,” the Evening Post declared prophetically.

22 About this time of year many city men discover that they
are not husky enough for the country. This happens every year,
but it is always surprising. Since this is a warm, windless day in
the country, I plunge enthusiastically this morning into the an-
nual chore of raking the lawn and gathering the dead leaves
from under the shrubs and hedges. It is one of the easiest spring
jobs—tedious but light. But after a couple of hours I discover,
much to my annoyance, that my back aches, my wind is getting
short, and my eyes are beginning to focus with difficulty. There
are about twenty-five or thirty wheelbarrow loads of trash to be
rolled off the yard every year. I am an exhausted man after I have
carried away seven. Writing newspaper articles and walking along
the water front are no training at all for pottering in the country.
Since the work has to be done, I keep on with it in a sort of
trance, although my body and my mind hum and vibrate with
fatigue. And, to make matters worse, I am continually discovering
new things that must be done—holes to be filled with top soil,
ant hills to be removed, dead branches to be sawed out of old
trees. I have no time to waste on getting my muscles tuned up.
Everything has to be done now, without delay. I must plant a
garden, paint the hvmg-room woodwork, clean the grease off the
wood-working tools in the shop, finish the bathroom cabinet that
I let go last year, clean the garage, clean the cellar, burn trash on
the first wet day when fire will not spread, dump crushed stone
in the hollows of the driveway—all this before I can set to work
on the main project of the season, which is a rear porch.

Every year city men burst enthusiastically into the country, ex-
pecting to begin where they left off the previous autumn. But
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they forget how long it takes to get muscles working again. “Stoop
labor,” as it is pungently labeled in the South, shatters the morale.
From previous experience I know that I shall sleep tonight like
a man who has had a bad accident. When I wake up tomorrow
morning I will be in a daze, like a man coming out of a coma.
It’s a good thing I don’t have to begin the season by chopping
down trees and sawing logs. I am reminded of this because two
of the neighbors today have been drawing logs, some of them six-
teen inches in diameter and all of them ten feet in length. God
knows how heavy those logs must be. But they don’t exhaust my
neighbors half as much as the rake and wheelbarrow have ex-
hausted me and broken my spirit.

25 This is commonly celebrated as the birthday of William
Shakespeare. The Shakespeare Society has its annual dinner and
members of the Players Club gather around the statue of Edwin
Booth, the illustrious Shakespearean actor, in Gramercy Park. The
selection of today as Shakespeare’s birthday is hypothetical. All
that is known certainly is that on April 26, 1564, William, son of
John Shakespeare, was baptized at Stratford. It was the custom
at the time to baptize children about three days after they were
born. Not much is known factually about the personal life of the
king of writers in English. We cannot satisfy our curiosity about
his private life; and, in fact, we do not know with certainty whether
he was happily married or not. But as an honest writer of incom-
parable abundance, Shakespeare drew his spiritual image with
great candor in the poetry he wrote for more than a quarter of
a century, with a passion and a virtuosity unequaled by any other
writer in English and perhaps in any language.

He had a winning personality. He had grace, wit and humor and
loved the excitement of the town as well as the savors and de-
lights of the country. Although he was decently modest, he took
pleasure in the success his talents brought him and happily ac-
cepted the social structure of the England of his day. Halfway
through his career something staggering happened—no one knows
what it was—that detached him from the easy gaiety of his youth
and plunged him into melancholy. He became aware of the wild-
ness of human nature—evil, greed, treachery, intrigue and murder.
Overwhelmed by the disasters of human affairs, he wrote the most
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tumultuous tragedies in our language. Gradually he recovered his
normal good humor and concluded his career with sweetness and
fancies that forgive without forgetting the boorishness of the
world; and he retired to Stratford to live with his married daugh-
ter and enjoy four years of comfort and leisure amid the green
beauties of his youth. By that time he had said nearly everything
worth saying about nature and her fretful little children—and said
it, moreover, with force, eloquence, and richness of imagery be-
yond anything any other man has poured out of his soul. He had
the supreme gift of the great writer: the dual capacity to see hu-
man beings objectively in all their frailty and the compassion to
pity them as friends. He did not disassociate himself from any
experience and did not look down on anyone. Although he dealt
in ideas he never expressed them abstractly but seasoned his lines
with the sweat, stink, laughter and revelry of human society. No
one knows how much our lives nearly four centuries later have
been shaped by this singing monarch of literature.

24 First day of Passover, which continues seven days for Re-
formed Jews and eight days for Orthodox. The festival begins at
sundown with the Seder, or Passover feast, at which unleavened
bread is eaten and the story of the Passover is told at family din-
ners. When the Lord struck down the first-born in the land of
Egypt he passed over the houses of Jews. Following His command,
Moses and Aaron had instructed the Jews to smear lamb’s blood
on the two door posts and the lintel to distinguish their houses
from those of the Egyptians. When the Egyptians found that
their first-born had been killed, Pharaoh told Moses and Aaron
to take their people and their flocks and leave Egypt. In their
haste the people took their bread before it was leavened, “their
kneading-troughs being bound up in their clothes upon their
shoulders.” Six hundred thousand Jews, not counting the children
or the mixed multitudes that went with them, and also their flocks
and herds, passed out of Egypt from Rameses to Succoth. The
day was set for perpetual commemoration by the Lord’s instruc-
tion as recorded in Exodus:

“And this day shall be unto you for a memorial; and ye shall
keep it a feast to the Lord throughout your generations; ye shall
keep it a feast by an ordinance forever. Seven days shall ye eat
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unleavened bread; even the first day ye shall put away leaven out
of your house: for whosoever eateth leavened bread from the first
day until the seventh day, that soul shall be cut off from Israel.
And in the first day there shall be a holy convocation, and in the
seventh day there shall be a holy convocation to you; no manner
of work shall be done in them, save that which every man must
eat, that only may be done of you.”

The Jews were delivered from bondage out of Egypt about 1,450
years before Christ. After 3,400 years the Jews of New York are
devoutly following the ancient teachings of Moses and Aaron to-
day, repeating the story of the Passover and observing the sacred
ritual before sitting down to the family feast. Thousands of their
kinsmen abroad have still not been delivered out of bondage and
have not yet crossed over to the free land.

25 The birds possess the woods and fields of our country home.
It is their empire; they praise it with song. While I am working
around the house on uninteresting spring chores, the birds exult
throughout the neighborhood. A pair of phoebes is building over
the dining-room door, and a pair of robins over the back door.
Meadowlarks are feeding in the back field, stopping now and then
to sing. In the wild field across the road a field sparrow is singing
in the warm sunshine, and further on a flicker is alternately scream-
ing and drumming. Purple finches pour out their rhapsodic song
in the old spruces. There are birds everywhere—goldfinches, red-
winged blackbirds, chickadees, downy woodpeckers, white-breasted
swallows, a sparrow hawk, crows, Peabody birds, song sparrows,
bluebirds, vesper sparrows—I did not realize there were so many.
The land is wider awake than I had realized. For the shad-bush
is in bloom. Tomorrow the tulips will flower. Wild strawberries
have begun to blossom. The birches have begun to open tiny,
delicate, yet fully formed leaves.

“Let’s get away from the place,” I say to O., who is indoors
making curtains; and we walk down to the spruce lot where the
trees are thickly budded. From a long distance away comes the
soft, tremulous coo of a mourning dove. High on a dead tree a
brown thrasher is singing interminably—sheer praise of the hill-
side in a long, chatty conversation-piece. Out of the leafless valley
comes the thoughtful evening song of a hermit thrush; another
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answers and still another farther away. It is too early for the wood
thrush, and the hermit is probably a migrant bound north to
deeper woods and higher mountains. But on this warm, still hazy
day when the earth is stretching and stirring, the goodness of
creation has overcome his reserve, and he lifts his voice to the
encircling hills. It is the most glorious wild voice in northeast
America—unsocial, but devout and pure. No other song has so
much depth and nobility. Although the hermit is a migrant in
our spruce lot, we are the intruders when he sings.

26. Jean Jacques Fougere Audubon (John James) born on this
day in 1785 in Santo Domingo. Knowing the value of a noble
river he spent his last years on the bank of the Hudson on the
edge of New York City. He was the son of a French naval officer
and Mlle. Rabin, a Creole of French parentage. When Lieutenant
Audubon returned to France, his wife happily received the child
of another woman, and brought him up with affectionate indul-
gence. A handsome, vain and versatile boy, he loved drawing birds
near his home in Nantes. When he was eighteen his father sent
him to America to learn English and business. Settled on a farm
near Philadelphia, he began one of the most amazing and creative
careers in the odyssey of America.

Young Audubon had the good fortune to marry Lucy Bakewell,
who lived near by in a well-to-do household and had the character
and fortitude to balance his genius. As a business man Audubon
was a failure. By the time he was thirty-four years of age and the
father of two sons, he had lost all his own and his wife’s money,
had been imprisoned for debt, had no home and no prospects.
For both his wife and himself, this was a shocking experience;
neither one of them had ever been so harshly expelled from the
world. The next six or seven years tested their valor. Making a
vocation of his lifetime avocation, Audubon decided to draw the
birds of America life-size and from life and to publish them. Never
for a moment doubting the value of this stupendously ambitious
enterprise, Mrs. Audubon relieved her husband of the support of
the family by taking jobs as governess or teacher wherever she
could. Audubon began seven years of wandering in the American
wilderness, supporting himself by drawing portraits for a night’s
lodging, teaching art, French, dancing and music—meanwhile col-
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lecting birds all through the southeast and drawing them. His only
assets were his unconquerable spirit, his genius as an artist, his
sextraordinary physical stamina, and his wife’s devotion to him
and his project.

America, absorbed in the exhausting labor of founding a nation,
did not have the leisure to appreciate what he was doing. In 1826
he went to England with his drawings. Many people there recog-
nized his genius and he rapidly became a celebrity—partly, no
doubt, because with his long, greasy hair, he looked like a frontiers-
man from a wild, new country. In England he began a new and
equally wearing chapter in his career. He had the good fortune to
discover a highly talented engraver, Robert Havell, Jr., who could
make fine plates from his drawings. With no resources except his
spirit and genius, Audubon thus began publication of the immor-
tal Birds of America, which took twelve years in the press and cost
more than a hundred thousand dollars to produce. In addition to
supplying all the art, he had to peddle the book and supervise the
business arrangements. The subscription price was one hundred
seventy-four pounds in England and one thousand dollars in Amer-
ica. The completed work included four hundred and thirty-five
plates, representing “over one thousand individual birds, as well
as thousands of American trees, shrubs, flowers, insects and ani-
mals.”

Every plate had to be colored by hand. Sometimes there were
fifty people employed in the coloring process. During the twelve
years many of the original subscribers canceled their orders and
some of them, including the King of England, never paid. The
number of perfect sets produced was between one hundred and
ninety and two hundred. Audubon once said that he lost twenty-
five thousand dollars on the enterprise, although his bookkeeping
was never exact; and since he was penniless when he began, it is
difficult to see where he got twenty-five thousand dollars to lose.
Now the Birds of America is recognized as a heroic artistic achieve-
ment. It was also a pioneer work in American ornithology and
added many new species to our check list.

Nor was the Birds of America a studio job. It was the fruit of
years of labor in the woods, fields, and swamps. At a time when
trarisportation was primitive, Audubon crossed and recrossed
Pennsylvania, Ohio, Kentucky and Louisiana, visited Texas, de-
scended the Ohio and Mississippi several times, covered Florida



APRIL 113

and New England, visited Labrador and Canada, and in his old
age pushed up the Missouri and got into the Yellowstone. In 1841
he bought about thirty-five acres of land in what is now Washing-
ton Heights, and built a two-story house on the shore of the Hud-
son River between what is now One Hundred and Fifty-fifth
Street to One Hundred and Fifty-eighth Street. That was before
the railroad was built on the shore line. There was good fishing in
the Hudson then. Once, Audubon and his boys caught near their
home a sturgeon eight feet long and weighing two hundred pounds.

Audubon died at the age of sixty-seven on January 27, 18s1.
Owing to the Civil War, improvident business management and
perhaps the cupidity of some publishers, the Audubon estate fell
to pieces during the next decade. At the age of seventy, Mrs. Au-
dubon had to start teaching school again and continued for five
more years. She outlived her husband by twenty-three years of
penury, and also outlived both her sons. She died at the age of
eighty-six after a lifetime of hard work, great valor, and heroic
devotion.

27 Daylight-saving time begins. Tonight the sun sets at 6:51
standard time, but 7:51 by daylight-saving time, and this gives
not merely the illusion but the fact of a long, leisurely evening.
We dine by the brilliant light of the declining sun; after dinner
the gold of the west keeps on flooding across the bright Hudson
and pouring its natural refulgence through the burgeoning maples
and plane trees on Riverside Drive. The sun has come a mighty
distance north since the winter. At Christmas time it set close
to a church steeple in Weehawken, southwest from the window
of my workroom. On March fifth it had swung north to a tall
apartment house that I can just see out of the corner of the win-
dow. But today it sets too far north over Edgewater for me to see
from here. There are still nearly two months before summer be-
gins. But already the sunset has migrated from one New Jersey
city to the next city upriver without any apparent political con-
sequences. Wait until it enters Bergen County!

For the past week the laughing gulls have been whirling over
the river—screaming a mirthless, sardonic “ha, ha, ha.” Most of
the heavier and sedate herring gulls have gone north to their
breeding grounds. The abundance of the laughing gulls is more
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than casually gratifying. They had all but deserted New York a
quarter-century ago. For a half-century or more they had been
slaughtered for the millinery trade, and they became rare in New
York. But since the commercial slaughter of birds for their feathers
has been prohibited by law, the lively and noisy laughing gulls
have become common again. A great flight of them in 1921 was
considered notable enough to be recorded by one of the Museum
of Natural History ornithologists. Now they come whirling up
the river in great numbers during the migration season—screaming
with enthusiasm as they wheel and dive through the air.

28 If the New York subways did not exist, no one would be
able to imagine them. No one could conceive of such barbarism
and animal brutality day after day in a dungeon. Hogs get better
care in transit, for hogs are worth so much a pound and it pays
to take care of them. But a human being in the New York subway
is only a malevolent encumbrance that must be gotten out of the
way as quickly as possible before another avalanche of malevolent
encumbrances can swarm down the steps and choke the platform.
When the subway was invented to solve the traffic problem, no
one ever imagined that people would be so frantic, desperate, and
brutalized.

John Kieran says that man is the only animal tough enough to
endure torture in the subway day after day: “If a rhinoceros or
a lion had to make that journey every day he would die of nervous
prostration within a week. No wild animal could stand it.” No
man could stand it daily unless he had been conditioned to it
over a period of time and had not learned to go through it in a
state of insensibility. Twice a day we do penance in the Inferno,
automatically withdrawing from civilization until we climb up to
the street level again. If we thought about the subway we would
be terrified and go insane. We have to regard it, like bodily elim-
ination, as something necessary but mechanical and revolting.

29 The opinions of the aristocrat are absolute and icy. He
categorically rejects everything that does not satisfy him com-
pletely. He is dogmatic and arrogant and traditional. Into the
wastebasket with everything that does not repeat to him every-
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thing he already knows! No wonder aristocracy gets paler and more
futile every generation. It cannot be enriched or renewed from
outside its own arid kingdom.

To reject life is to build walls and construct a graveyard for the
mind and spirit. To be lacking in perception and understanding
is to die. To raise abstract intellectual barriers against creation and
love is to be already dead in spirit. Aristocracies commit suicide,
for they live by illusions. The most fatal illusion is the settled
point of view. Since life is growth and motion, a fixed point of
view kills anybody who has one. This applies also to Marxists,
Communists and any group that adheres to a specific rigid pro-
gram. Both the aristocrats and the Communists are fatal to prog-
ress and creation.

500 In 1789 George Washington was inaugurated as first Presi-
dent of the United States on the balcony of Federal Hall, located
on what is now the corner of Wall and Nassau streets. Every year
this momentous episode in our national life is re-enacted in cos-
tume by self-conscious citizens on the steps of the Treasury Build-
ing on the same plot of land. On April 30, 1789, the city was
packed, several thousand visitors being added to the thirty thou-
sand residents. Apparently, everyone understood the solemn im-
portance of founding a new government. After having been for-
mally notified of his election by the Electoral College, Washing-
ton had made a journey of several days by carriage and on horse-
back from Mt. Vernon through Baltimore and Philadelphia to
New York. It was everywhere a triumphant processional. At Eliza-
bethport, New Jersey, he entered a magnificent barge especially
built for the occasion and was rowed up the bay to Manhattan by
thirteen ship’s masters in white uniforms and black caps.
Inauguration day began with a broadside from the guns at Fort
George near Bowling Green. Beginning at nine o’clock all the
church bells rang for a half-hour. People attended church services
“to implore the blessings of Heaven upon the new Government,
its favor and protection to the President and success and accept-
ance to his administration.” The procession of soldiers and fed-
eral, state and city officials began at noon at the Cherry Street
home of the President, who rode in a state coach drawn by four
white horses. There was a band of bagpipers. The procession came
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up Broad Street to Federal Hall, where it arrived at about one
o’clock. Washington entered the hall with his hat in his hand.
He wore a suit of dark brown material that had been manufac-
tured in Hartford. The suit had metal buttons ornamented with
eagles. He wore white stockings. There were silver buckles on his
shoes. His hair was tied back and powdered. He wore a sword with
a steel hilt.

The balcony was dressed for the inauguration with red and
white curtains. At the last minute the officers discovered that they
had neglected to provide a Bible. Chancellor Livingston, a Mason,
sent to his lodge for the big Bible in use there. When everything
was ready Washington stepped out on to the balcony where he
was received with cheers from the packed streets and the windows
of the neighboring buildings. He put his hand on his heart and
bowed. Chancellor Livingston read the oath of office, which Wash-
ington repeated phrase by phrase, adding, “So help me God” at
the conclusion. The flag was raised on the steeple of the hall; the
cannon were fired at the Battery, the church bells were rung again,
and the crowd cheered.

Then Washington returned to the Senate Chamber to deliver
his inauguration address. He was noticeably nervous and ill at
ease. In the course of the address he asked God’s blessings “to
concentrate to the liberties and happiness of the people of the
United States, a government instituted by themselves for these
essential purposes.” He excused himself from making specific rec-
ommendations to Congress, as prescribed by the Constitution. He
said that he hoped that “no local prejudices or attachments, no
separate views nor party animosities will misdirect the compre-
hensive and equal eye which ought to watch over the great as-
semblage of communities and interests.” After his speech, he went
on foot to a service at St. Paul’s Chapel, and then home in the
state coach.

The evening of Inauguration Day was especially festive for the
entire population. Most of the houses were lighted up with candles
in the windows. There was a display of fireworks which Washing-
ton observed from the home of Chancellor Livingston. The dis-
play concluded with thirteen skyrockets and thirteen cannon vol-
leys in honor of the thirteen original colonies. The streets were
so crowded that no carriages could be driven through them. Wash-
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ington returned on foot at ten o’clock to his house on Cherry

Street.
So, the first President of the United States took office. No other

President has been so devotedly and gratefully received by all the
people.
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]:[N Moscow those who have not been jailed or assassinated by
their own leaders are today marching in a triumphant proces-
sional through the Red Square under the Kremlin walls. Many
people are also marching for Soviet Russia down Eighth Avenue
in New York. Like the arctic lemmings, they are marching to their
own destruction. All the Communists in America and the Amer-
ican votaries of Soviet communism whom I know are motivated
by abnormal circumstances and are seeking refuge in a mystic
dogma expressed in pseudoscientific jargon. One is trying to escape
the bitterness of a painful youth. One is a Negro, trying to escape
race persecution in America. One is abnormally vain and wants
to feel superior to ordinary Americans. One is a cynic who is be-
wildered by his riches and needs negative security to sustain his
cynicism. One is turbulently emotional; he has wrecked his per-
sonal life and the personal life of others and needs some remote,
mysterious security to lean against. One is physically grotesque
and needs to lose himself in a sanctimonious myth that is im-
personal. One feels guilty because he has never suffered. They are
a psychiatric, more than a political, problem. In one degree or
another they are unable to cope with the complexity of democracy
and its myriad choices. To escape what they cannot control or
understand they turn towards a rosy illusion, vainly hoping to be
saved from themselves by a barbaric system in a secretive foreign
land.

2. This is Easter for the Russian Orthodox church. O.and I
are invited to an Easter supper with some Russian actors and
writers who are now American citizens. They left Russia about
twenty years ago when the Soviet regime began to gather the
artists into the tyranny, and regiment them as servants of the
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state. Russians as a whole are warm-hearted and hospitable, over-
flowing with generosity and good will. Love of the homeland is
possibly deeper and more passionate in Russians than in most
nationals. When they turn away from the land of Pushkin, Dos-
toievsky, Chekhov, and Tolstoy, they abandon something of wild
and brooding grandeur that has spread throughout the world and
added several golden cubits to the stature of the soul. The re-
nunciation of Russia is painful to Russians. Here they are, twenty
years later, still fervently Russian, but American citizens now with
families, homes and jobs, pouring into our national life some of
the flaming vitality of the humane Russian spirit. We should be
proud of these people. They have made sacrifices that few of us
have to make. They have proved to us that some of the things
we believe about our national life are true and work out as we
had hoped they would. Coming from a foreign land, they often
have a sharper perspective on American life than we do. Since
Russians are sociable and humane, they see things in our national
life that we overlook or underestimate. They revitalize and enrich
America.

3. To most city people the rain is a nuisance. It impedes them
with rubbers, raincoats, or umbrellas. Goods have to be covered.
The newsstands have to withdraw their newspapers and magazines
to places that are covered, and the newsdealers have to huddle
inside their coops. The air in the subways seems to be more chok-
ing than usual. The water runs down to the train platforms and
stands in pools. A damp steam fills the subway cars. Trade falls
off sharply in all the big department stores. Since the New York
water supply comes from up-state through one hundred miles of
tunnels, New Yorkers have a false illusion of self-sufficiency and
do not associate rain with the water they drink or bathe in.

But to those of us whose hearts are in the country at this time
of year a spring rain brings a cheerful feeling of confidence, grati-
tude, and security. To wake to the sound of rain dripping at the
bedroom windows and of automobile tires hissing on the wet
pavement is to feel thoroughly contented. The spring flowers, the
summer vegetables, and the autumn harvest are being covenanted
for and sanctified. This is part of the process of creation. The trees
in the park look greener than they did yesterday. The soot and
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grime have been washed off them and the leaves are breathing
cleaner air.

Since we work at the office behind opaque glass and under ar-
tificial light, one day looks like another, winter or summer, fair
or foul. The engineers and architects have scooped an area out
of nature, sealed it and neutralized it. The only signs of rain are
the umbrellas, raincoats, and rubbers in the cloakroom. But per-
haps our work will be a little cleaner and more tranquil today be-
cause the soot is washed out of the air, the city clatter is a little
muffled, and the pace is not so driving and shrill. It is a light spring
rain, soft but drenching. It permeates the roots of Cosmopolis as
it waters the roots of trees and it softens the texture of a steel,
brick and concrete city built to nullify the annoyance of the
seasons.

4. On this day in 1626 Peter Minuit landed in New Amsterdam
from the Dutch sloop, Little Sea-Mew (“Muwtje”). He probably
landed on a gravelly beach at what is now Battery Place where an
Indian trail began and wound north to the present Westchester.

Glancing out of the window today, more than three centuries
later, I happen to see the Queen Mary coming slowly up the river
to her berth. In the soft, gloomy murk of a rainy day her white
work shines with pride and splendor and She emerges from the
fog, high and formal, like a modern city on a hill. Clouds of oily
smoke solemnly ruffle out of her towering scarlet funnels; and
swept by the cold east wind, the smoke hangs a tawny curtain
across the river to Weehawken. I can see eleven tugs massed on
her starboard bow or pulling at her port quarter to heave her
around in the slack water before she can slide into her berth at
Fiftieth Street. She has brought 1,851 passengers from England in
less than four days. Peter Minuit arrived with a handful of colo-
nists—we don’t know how many, nor do we know how long the
Little Sea-Mew was pitching and rolling on the violent surface of
the sea. But his enterprise plotted the compass bearings for the
Queen Mary.

5. In midafternoon a small, white sloop ties up to a buoy near
the Seventy-ninth Street yacht basin. Three men on board unship
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the tall mast and secure it on deck. She turns out to be the Swedish
sloop, Monsunen (“Monsoon”), which left Gothenburg ten months
ago, sailed down the Baltic Sea, out through the English Channel,
down the coast of Europe and North Africa to Cape Verde Is-
lands, west to Martinique and north to Florida and New York.
She is twenty-three feet over-all and carries a thirty-foot mast with
one huge sail. She steers with a tiller. She carries no auxiliary en-
gine. The Monsunen must be smaller than the early ships that
visited this country from Europe, and her long voyage, following
the wind tracks, compares favorably with the bravest of the pio-
neer voyages. Columbus’ Santa Maria was ninety feet in length—
about three times as long as the Monsunen. The Monsunen’s
longest sea voyage was twenty-two days from Cape Verde Islands
to Martinique. Columbus’ longest open sea voyage was thirty-three
days. As these figures suggest, men of modern times have not only
built great steamships that nobly represent the mechanical age,
but have also marvelously improved the small wind ships. We can
beat pioneer men on their own terms.

The crew of the Monsunen consists of three Swedish amateur
sailors—a teacher in a trades school, a mechanic and a house-
painter. Their voyage to the new world fulfills a romantic dream.
In every port except New York they have found people full of
enthusiasm for their adventure. They have been received as guests;
port dues have been %uspended in their favor and repairs made
free on their sloop. In Havana admirers painted her free. In Flor-
ida the sailors were given a new nylon sail. But New York, which
is used to everything and bored by a good deal of it, charges the
Monsunen two dollars a day to tie up at the yacht basin. After
spending months at sea and after battling one furious North At-
lantic storm off Cape Hatteras, the men of the Monsunen regard
the placid boorishness of New York as an anticlimax.

6. On May 6, 1626, Peter Minuit, agent for the Dutch West
India Company, bought Manhattan (the island of hills) from the
Reckgawawancs or Manahatin Indians. He paid goods to the value
of sixty guilders or twenty-four dollars, worth about two hundred
or two hundred and fifty dollars today. This was a legal transaction.
That is what gives it so much significance. For white men had
been familiar with the Manhattan site for a number of years.
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More than a century earlier (1524) Giovanni da Verrazano, sailing
for the King of France, had entered the harbor; and, responding
to the invitation of the Indians, landed at what was then the tip
of the island, probably on the place that is now the corner of
Battery Place and Greenwich Street. He piously placed the land
and bay under the protection of St. Anthony, miracle-maker. The
French were soon busy at fur-trading along the river. Hudson ar-
rived in the Half Moon on September 12, 1609. Acting on his re-
ports the Dutch came to Manhattan soon afterwards. In 1613
Captain Cornelis Jacobzen May, in the sloop of two hundred and
sixty tons, New Netherland, brought thirty families of Walloons
and French people, and landed eight of his men to bivouac on the
island. Like his French predecessors he was chiefly interested in
the port at Albany. Immigrants began to arrive in the following
months with cows, sheep and horses. Fort Amsterdam was staked
out on the site of the present Custom House.

Peter Minuit appears to have been a fine and able man who ad-
ministered his colony justly. In March, 1632, he was recalled by
the Dutch States General, charged with having shown too much
partiality towards the patroons on the Hudson and Delaware, who
were accused of not having lived up to their agreements by trading
with the Indians on their private account. Peter Minuit next ap-
pears in 1638 as leader of a Swedish attempt to set up a colony
on the west shore of Delaware Bay, near the present site of Wil-
mington. After he had built Fort Christina, the Dutch warned-
him to stop colonizing and leave. He disregarded their threats,
strengthened the fort, stocked it well with food and ammunition,
and started home for reinforcements. While his ships were stop-
ping at the island of St. Christopher in the West Indies, Minuit
lost his life in a hurricane. The Swedish colony lasted until 1655
when Peter Stuyvesant captured the five hundred colonists with
a force of seven warships and seven hundred soldiers.

The Dutch colony of New Amsterdam lived on in sufferance
to the British who wanted it to complete their holdings from New
England to Virginia. In July, 1664, the merry Charles II blandly
conferred all the land from the Connecticut River to Delaware
Bay on his brother James, Duke of York and Albany. British war-
ships crossed the Atlantic, picked up several hundred eager New
Englanders at Gravesend Bay, and, sailing up to the Battery, called
on Peter Stuyvesant to haul down the Dutch flag. On September
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8, 1664, New Amsterdam surrendered and the British colors were
raised. In honor of James, Duke of York and Albany, the name
of New Amsterdam was changed to New York.

According to an English landowner in 1670, New York was a
beautiful place of brick and stone buildings roofed with red and
black tile and it gave off a “fragrant smell” that could be per-
ceived at sea before sailors could see the land.

7. More than most large cities, New York is anchored to the
past. The future will be only a variation on the present. Nothing
except a major catastrophe can change its fundamental appear-
ance now. Cities in the West and Southwest with a third of New
York’s history are relatively unhampered by the past. They are
still developing and spreading into new areas—building new art
museums and theaters, new civic centers, new newspaper plants,
new boulevards, new bridges, new suburban villages with a co-
herent plan and integrated architecture. The future in the new
cities is crowding the present and great things can be done.

Some new things can be done in New York. The worst of the
past can be destroyed and replaced, as it has been on the East
River.'But the emergencies are always so great that there will never
be enough margin to build a modern city. No matter how many
new schools are built, most of the old ones will be obsolete. We
cannot tear down the Public Library and build a new one large
enough and inviting enough for the people of today. We are an-
chored to the moldy Natural History Museum. We cannot seem
to get rid of the archaic Metropolitan Opera House or Carnegie
Hall. We cannot tear down the dismal and uncomfortable thea-
ters and build new ones suited to the modern age. Here and there
unusual circumstances will produce modern buildings—like Rocke-
feller Center, which originated in philanthropy, and the United
Nations district, which a new idea about the world required.

But the basic pattern of New York was set years ago. We can
never shake loose from the past as Dallas and Houston, San Fran-
cisco and Seattle do every day of the year. Although New York
generates a mighty current of modern ideas, they are acted upon
more decisively in Cincinnati and Salt Lake City than in New
York. We can never unburden ourselves of the past. Our future
is mortgaged to history.
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8. Since there was a south wind last night Central Park is full
of migrating birds this morning. City-pent though we may be, we
can associate with them. For many birds that migrate during these
spring nights find temporary sanctuary in the Park, which is one
of the few green islands in the solid masonry of Manhattan. Amid
the trash, broken bottles and litter of the Park, some of the wild
birds spend the day—nervously feeding in the flowering trees and
the bushes. In fact, about three hundred and seventy-two different
species have been found there by amateur observers through the
years. The migrants do not sing much. When the park begins to
fill up with people the birds are no doubt uneasy; it is not the
wild region it appeared to be when they discovered it at night.
But against the surrounding roar of the city which increases in
volume and clangor as the day awakens, and under the drumming
of the transport planes crossing the city, Baltimore orioles and
chewinks are singing this morning, and occasionally I hear the
gentler and more puzzling spring songs of migrating warblers. In
two hours before breakfast I recognize twenty species but there
are probably at least ten more that I do not know or do not see.
Only the experts can sort out the females from the males and
name all the uncommon birds that stream through the city.
The most distinguished visitors this morning are three white-
crowned sparrows. They are strikingly beautiful with patrician
white heads streaked with black bands. They are the most elegant
of the sparrows. In another two or three weeks they will probably
be nesting in the woods of Canada, where they will sing. But my
favorite today is the magnolia warbler, which has the extravagant
beauty of a bird you would expect to find only in rich tropical
forests. He is about five inches long; you would not notice him
unless you were searching the trees. He is gorgeously striped with
black, white and bright yellow in a handsome pattern. His throat,
upper breast and sides are bright yellow streaks with narrow black
lines. He sings a little tentatively this morning as though he were
talking softly to himself as he hunts along stems and leaves for
ants, plant-lice and insects. He, too, is on his way north, though
probably not so far north as the white-crowned sparrow. But for
a day or two in transit he squanders his innocence and beauty on
a worn park in the heart of the city. Probably his ancestors streamed
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over these tiny hills when the Indians were hunting there. Pos-
sibly he does not understand what has happened.

9, Some of the correspondence that comes to my office desk is
difficult to answer satisfactorily. For example, a diligent student
engaged in an erudite project asks for the “esthetic criteria” that
govern the criticisms I write for the Times. He is beating his brains
out on the philosophy of art. “Our principal concern,” he writes,
“is to investigate, both by semantical and empirical analyses of
art criticism, the validity of art criticism, and especially, the prob-
lem of ‘relativism’ in esthetics. At the moment, we are concen-
trating upon the origin and possible ‘objective justification’ of pri-
mary and secondary esthetic criteria and the definitions from which
the latter might emerge.”

In a nutshell, that is the problem. Since it is written in academic
jargon impossible to translate into the common tongue of un-
cloistered men, the temptation is to dismiss it as pretentious hum-
bug. But what the gentleman is asking rather learnedly is: “How
do you get that way?”—a question a lot of people, including my-
self, would like to see answered.

Great bodies of knowledge can be and have been systematized,
which is something worth doing, since it relieves future genera-
tions of the necessity of beginning at the bottom. It saves time
not to have to discover by personal investigation that the world
is round and travels around the sun and has a very cozy relation-
ship with an agreeable system of planets. Copernicus and Galileo
have saved us a lot of annoyance by doing this preliminary work
for us. It would be illuminating to extend the same accumulation
of knowledge to the field of art appreciation. For this is the one
place where sheer anarchy still prevails. In the appreciation of
drama there is one basic problem: “Is it good or is it bad?” But
this is a question that so far has defied systematization and that
has to be answered afresh every time a new play opens and by
everybody who sees it. In art there is nothing right or wrong but
thinking makes it so. There are no concrete rules that specify the
virtues and vices of a drama, and there are no authorities learned
enough to give the magic word.



MAY ?129

M). If there is no accounting for taste, there is no disputing
it. In your opinion of a drama you may find people who agree
with you, and you can build up a strong case for your side by
bringing them together and screaming in unison. But there is no
one who knows art in the sense that Galileo knew that the earth
revolves around the sun. In the course of centuries educated men
have come to regard Aeschylus, Euripides and Shakespeare as great
dramatists. But this may be nothing more than a myth or a cul-
tural conspiracy. If you do not think that they are great, you are
under no compulsion to accept the cultural tradition. And you
will not be wrong in the sense that you will be grotesquely wrong
if you do not believe that the earth moves around the sun. ®

Everyone may look for and expect one thing from a drama or
any other work of art—stimulation. Whether it is comedy or
tragedy, vaudeville or musical drama, it stimulates you if it moves
you to laughter or tears. Nothing is a good drama for you—even
Shakespeare—if it does not enter into your imagination. That is
the only possible test. Dutiful appreciation of art is a form of cant
that should be despised, and boredom is a thoroughly legitimate
form of criticism.

But this, of course, begs the question. In the appreciation of art
you are on trial as much as the artist. You have as much to give
as the artist, and the failure may be yours and not his. Although
every man is a king when he enters the theater, his response to
what he sees on the stage is not capricious. There is a reason for
it. Every man brings his own heritage, character, environment and
personal experience into the theater with his hat and coat; in
short, he brings certain gifts and certain prejudices. What he thinks
of the play represents a mingling of his personality with the ma-
terials of the drama—in fact, the adventure of his soul among
masterpieces, which was Anatole France’s definition of criticism.
If the theatergoer is literal-minded he may not like an imaginative
play. If he is imaginative he may be dissatisfied with naturalism.
You can bet your boots that someone is going to dislike some-
thing, no matter how good it is.

]I. ]I., Discovering the basis for critical responses to a work of art
is therefore a staggering problem. Let’s not even think about it.
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It involves not only an analysis of the work of art but the analysis
of everyone who sees it—a job in mass psychiatry terrible to con-
template. What is it in the souls of men that responds so pro-
foundly to Hamlet, When We Dead Awaken, or The Death of a
Salesman? On the other hand, why do some people come away
from such plays untouched and scornful? In a physical sense they
look at the same play but they do not see the same things in it.
This is horribly unscientific.

In every creative work of art there is one unfathomable mystery
—the personality of the artist. The ultimate truth about him can-
not be isolated, identified, or explained. In that respect he is like
the universe, of which he is a part, and no doubt that is why he
is creative. We have had some very imposing lawgivers in the
drama from Aristotle to Dryden to Dr. Johnson. But none of the
laws they promulgated with so much assurance can explain why
Shakespeare was a greater dramatist than Ben Jonson, despite the
fact that Jonson, wearer of the learned sock, had studied the rules
in college. The problem of esthetics is not one of subject matter
or technique, but of human character, and the essential life force
in human character is still a mystery. The only rules that apply
are too general to be pertinent.

Although it would be convenient to codify art, one may be for-
given for resting one’s head on the pillow of doubt. In this sort
of situation George Santayana is a good man to have in the house:
“I think that common sense, in a rough dogged way, is technically
sounder than the special schools of philosophy, each of which
squints and overlooks half the facts and half the difficulties in
its eagerness to find in some detail the key to the whole.” But,
alas, Santayana is a poet, which leaves us where we were before
and leaves the diligent student without a satisfactory answer.

12 St. Tammany’s Society, or the Independent Order of Lib-
erty, was founded on this day in 1789, thirteen days after Wash-
ington had been inaugurated. What has become one of the most
sordid political organizations in America was founded by William
Mooney, an upholsterer in Nassau Street and a friend of Aaron
Burr. The first officers consisted of a brewer, carpenter, goldsmith,
tavern-keeper, printer, grocer, broker, butcher, merchant, chair-
maker and shoemaker. Socially Tammany was in opposition to
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the aristocratic and hereditary Order of the Cincinnati. Althoug]
naturalized Americans could be members of Tammany, only na
tive-born Americans could hold office. In 1805 the title was change:
to Tammany Society, or Columbian Order.

At first Tammany seems to have been a convivial society tha
met once a month at Martling’s Long Room at Nassau and Spruc
streets for drinking and Indian mumbo-jumbo. There is a vers
by Fitz-Greene Hallock which celebrates that aspect of the society

“There’s a barrel of porter in Tammany Hall,
And the buck-tails are swigging it all the night long;
In the days of my youth ’twas a pleasure to call
For a seat and a pipe with the jovial throng.”

Tammany also used to hold noisy and rollicking parades ever
year to the picnic grounds. One year the anniversary was concludec
with a play called Tammany which was produced -at the Johi
Street Theatre with President Washington and some of his cabi
net in attendance.

Tammany openly entered politics m 1800 to elect Burr presi
dent of the United States. A year earlier the Federalists had car
ried New York with a majority of nearly one thousand, which wa:
huge for that date. Tammany got to work in the same spirit tha
still characterizes the society, and carried the city for Burr. In the
electoral college he and Jefferson were tied for the presidency. The
House of Representatives had to make the final choice, and se
lected Jefferson. Burr was the first of New York’s political bosse:
and Tammany was his organization. Although the Society has los!
its early carnival and convivial nature, it has never shaken off the
political spirit it inherited from Aaron Burr.

13, At 8:30 Coast Guard Cutter 64306 leaves Pier g for he
morning anchorage patrol. Backing out into the East River she
heads out towards the Federal anchorages off Governors Islanc
and at the mouth of Gowanus Canal to see that the ships are
anchored in the proper places and that the trafic channels dowr
the Bay are unobstructed. She is a bright and able little craft—
sturdy and kindly looking in the tradition and spirit of the Coas
Guard. Designed like a miniature tug, she is driven by a sweet
toned diesel motor of one hundred and sixty horsepower. She
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dances lightly on the lively water of the harbor; stinging pellets
of spindrift rushing back from the bow strike the windows of the
wheelhouse where we stand. The ship-to-shore radio is chattering
coast guard business bulletins to all the craft that are policing the
vast harbor. Our cutter, which is in command of a young chief
bosun’s mate, is ordered to keep an eye out for another cutter
that has disappeared into the industrial jungle along Kill Van
Kull, where the steel bridges interrupt radio communication.
Although Cutter 64306 is a harbor craft and ties up at the coast
guard mooring basin every night she has a life of her own as soon
as she gets under way. We have left the land; we are on our own.
The bosun’s mate smokes a pipe as he stands at the wheel, peering
out at the passing blue-water vessels. The engineer hands up mugs
of coffee from the galley. One of the crew is sleeping in a bunk
in the deep well of the fo’c’s’le, visible down the companionway
from the wheelhouse. By ten o’clock, when we are checking on a
ship anchored in Gravesend Bay, the appetizing odor of frying
onions is coming out of the galley. At noontime we tie up to the
towering hulk of a barge in the tide-race of Kill Van Kull and the
crew of four and their passenger sit down to a meal below. We
have steak, boiled potatoes, succotash, asparagus tips, baked apples,
and more mugs of coffee. The coffee pot is never off the stove.
After dinner we resume the patrol out through Arthur Kill and
around Staten Island, taking notes on the shipping, hailing the
lost cutter and another picket boat, looking for obstructions in
the channel and for any infractions of the harbor rules. There are
none. It is an uneventful cruise of sixty miles, monotonous to the
four boys who make it once or twice a week in alternation with
other anchorage patrols up the East and North rivers. But they
are glad to indulge their passenger who enjoys the cruise through
the busy Kills, the long view across the endless ocean between
Sandy Hook and Long Island, the romantic spectacle of a French
and an American freighter dropping rapidly down Ambrose Chan-
nel, a near view of the shad fishermen raising their nets off the
island and the gallery of snaky-necked cormorants perched along
the weirs, fat and lazy from the fish they have already eaten. At
3:30 we come up through Buttermilk Channel and return to Pier
9 with a sheaf of reports about the daily trafhic of New York har-
bor. We have another mug of coffee to settle our marine affairs.
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]14 At last the ground is ready for planting the kitchen garder
on a week end in the country. The earth is mellow, i.e., dam;
without being wet, and warm under the sun. The garden wa
plowed last autumn. It was harrowed with a tractor ten days ago
With a wheelbarrow full of garden tools, fertilizer and seeds, Johr
Whitbeck and I start preparing the ground today with a thorougl
raking, and before noon we plant peas, beans, beets, lettuce, rad
ishes, onions, and corn. We will plant potatoes and other stuf
at intervals for the next six weeks.

It is exhausting work. It requires stooping and kneeling and pull
ing grass roots and handling the dirt. But every year it is almos
a religious day. For planting dry seeds and reaping green vege
tables is the annual miracle. The planting of the kitchen garder
is as sincere and devout an act of faith as I know. “And God said
Let the earth bring forth grass, the herb yielding seed, and th
fruit tree yielding fruit after his kind, whose seed is in itself, upor
the earth: and it was so . . . and God saw that it was good.” W
all know the general principles of garden cultivation: sun, air
water, and soluble elements in the soil germinate the seed whicl
flourishes and yields green vegetables. But still we do not know
anything about the first act of creation, except what the first chap
ter of Genesis tells us.

These are days that are ecstatic with life. Life is bursting al
around us in song and blossom. While we are grubbing in the diri
and trying to pull out the quack grass by its roots, the heavy frag
rance of the lilacs pours across the road from the dooryard, anc
the oriole, robin, catbird, song sparrow, house wren, chebec anc
bobolink weave around us a vibrant web of song. They have egg:
in their nests and they are ecstatic. Full of the common joy, they
are uttering some in the manner of Dr. Donne. They are the “fow.
that may fly above the earth in the open firmament of heaven,’
which God created on the fifth day. As John and I stoop over the
friable dirt, we participate in the annual miracle, which passett
understanding. No wonder primitive people try to appease the
gods with music and mystic rites when they put seeds in the
ground. Chinese beat drums and ring bells in the fields where they
are planting. For they cannot understand what produces the
green wealth of the cultivated fields. And neither do I. We are
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laying up riches for the summer and autumn. Kneeling is the nat-
ural posture for putting seeds in the ground.

15 Of all the household arts, painting is the easiest and pleas-
antest. Almost anybody with the slightest mechanical facility can
paint chairs, tables, and the woodwork, and get immediate pleasure
out of it. For color, pleasurable in itself, quickly transforms things
that are old and battered into things that give new delight. Browns
and greens used to be respectable colors; they are modest, and,
moreover, they hide the dirt. But modern people are keen enough
to enjoy bright colors—yellow, blue, red, which are gay and bril-
liant. Almost anybody nowadays can begin life all over with a
cheap brush and a can of ready-mixed paint from the store. What
is old and grimy glows with clean, youthful beauty when it is
painted with a jaunty color.

But even painting—simple though it is—has its code of values.
Alas, that’s where the drudgery comes in. For a paint surface
needs a foundation—like a house, a bird bath or a clothes-pole; and
foundations are drudgery because they do not show and give no
pleasure. If you are painting new wood, you must give it two and
possibly , three coats, for the foundation coat merely treats the
wood. There is nothing more tedious than repainting and re-
painting. By the time you can enjoy the finishing coat you are
bored and peevish from having gone over the same surface before.

If you are painting wood that has already been painted, you
must scrape, sandpaper and wash until you have a smooth and tac-
tile surface. This is one of the most disenchanting jobs around the
house. It is dirty. It is slow. It is stubborn. It keeps the house up-
set, sometimes for several days. The more you learn about paint-
ing, the more difficult it becomes. Good craftsmen are men with-
out temperament. They have patience and probity. They can wait
for the pleasure of finishing a job.

16. Last evening Sophocles’ Oedipus Rex was acted with the
usual humility. Why? Since it reveals fundamental aspects of the
mind of the ancient Greeks, it has valuable historical significance,
like the Acropolis, for we need to know something about their
mental habits. I cannot read the original Greek verse; which is
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said to be majestic, although none of the English translations
seems majestic to me. Most theatergoers cannot read ancient
Greek. Why do they stand so much in awe of classical Greek
drama? I suspect that is one of the cultural illusions that hangs
over from generation to generation. For the anguish of Oedipus
is only an artificial gesture, based on spiritual assumptions that
have not been valid for nearly two centuries. I suppose that cul-
tivated Greek people took the ancient Greek gods seriously, al-
though that is hard to believe. For their gods were capricious and
whimsical. The curse they laid on Oedipus and the tangle they
made of his life were no more than rather contemptible conceits
in a mindless fairy tale. To submit today to gods of this ignoble
breed, as Oedipus has to do, is to acquiesce in a colossal fraud.
I am not purged with pity and terror, but irritated by the hang-
dog stupidity of the Greek point of view.

Children delight in these gratuitous horrors based on fairy
stories, but adults should have more independence of mind. To
me Oedipus Rex does not represent a calmly ordered civilization
of golden means, but the mannered ritual of a primitive religion
that no one believes. There is great wisdom and remarkable knowl-
edge in Socrates, Plato, Aristotle, and Thucydides. The thoughts
about thinking of the Greek philosophers confirm many thoughts
that we have today and show the long panorama of intellectual
life. But the reverence for Greek drama is fetish worship. We go
on piously propitiating the ancient Greek gods, although we no
longer believe in them, and in fact, know that they never existed.
The medieval miracle and morality plays, rude and superstitious
as they are, are closer to the spirit of modern men and speak in
the tongue of men and angels. For the God they reverence repre-
sents love and is not class-conscious.

17. The lilacs are definitive. When the lilac blooms begin to
glow with their pinkish blue, the capricious part of spring is over
and the settled weather begins. Fruit blossoms are magnificent;
the apples and the pears, the haws, the wild cherries and the wild
plums sweeten the landscape and brighten the corners of fields
and the bottom of the cow lanes. In the spring you are pleasantly
aware of fruit trees that you hardly notice in the summer. “Oh, I
didn’t know there was an apple tree beside that wall,” you reflect
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when the carcass of an old tree bursts into pink and white blos-
soms in May. Fruit blossoms are fragile and drop in the wind and
rain. Their season is over before you have really enjoyed it. But
the lilacs are more durable. The lilacs spend ten days coming to
bloom, bloom with tropical abundance and perfume the air lux-
uriously, and the blossoms still retain a friendly echo of color a
fortnight later when spring has acquired momentum. In this part
of the country we cherish the lilac as the chief blessing of spring
and we praise it with religious devotion. We surround ourselves
with lilacs on the tables indoors as though they were holy flowers.

In point of fact, the lilac is the most democratic of shrubs. It
lives long and companionably in the dooryard, leaning out from
the house and holding its canopy of blooms against the second-
story windows. It surrounds and embraces the house. Long after
a house has fallen into the cellar the lilac bush goes on blooming
faithfully every year in memory of lost generations. The lilac out-
lives the beams and the loose cellar walls, and like something im-
mortal, raises its handsome panicles every spring in overgrown
fields where there is no longer any sign of a building. The lilac is
an Asiatic and Eastern European shrub, a member of the olive
tree family. There is a legend that a Yankee sea-captain brought
the first lilacs from India to New Hampshire, and that the multi-
tudes have sprung from that stock.

If we love the lilac, it is equally true that the lilac loves us.
Thrust a lilac twig in the ground and it will become a bush and
after a decade it will reward us with blossoms. There are about
two hundred different species of lilac in colors ranging from pure
white to crimson. But the common lilac blossoms with a color that
has become standard in color charts. For a man would as soon
doubt the virtue of the lilac as of the sun, moon and stars; and
he would instinctively celebrate the building of a house by rever-
ently planting a common lilac in the dooryard.

18. Amid the springtime grace and glow of Plymouth, New
Hampshire, in the foothills of the White Mountains, Nathaniel
Hawthorne died in his sleep sometime in the night of May
eighteenth or the morning of the nineteenth in 1864. No one
was present when he reached the end of his days. He was sixty
years old. That solitary release from a life that had already begun
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to elude him concluded a shy, furtive, strangely romantic Ameri-
can literary career. Although he was not religious, he was a Puritan
in his introspection and his passion for moral judgments. He had
the Puritanical horror of sin—particularly of egotism. When he
graduated from Bowdoin College, he was determined to become
a writer. Although America was expanding and acquiring mo-
mentum, he took no part in progress and did not share the enthu-
siasm. For twelve lonely years he read, dreamed, looked, and scrib-
bled in an upstairs room in a house in Salem. In search of themes
and characters, he listened to the tales of old men and women,
loafed in saloons and in coach stations and wandered idly through
New England and as far west as Detroit. Storing up material for
writing, he kept copious notebooks of the things he had seen and
heard; and these became the ballast for the dark, supernatural ro-
mances he wrote in a dark, melodious style.

He began to earn his living as a writer by hack work. He edited
the American Magazine of Useful and Entertaining Knowledge—
writing most of the stuff he edited; and he compiled Peter Par-
ley’s Universal History. From 1839-41 he earned his living as a
weigher and gauger in the Boston Custom House; and in 1845 he
returned to Salem as surveyor of the port. An odd, unsocial, timid
person—the end of a vigorous Puritan line—he slipped through
the landscape and lived to himself. His marriage to Sophia Pea-
body was the happiest event—perhaps the only happy event—of
his life; and behind the mask of seclusion that he turned towards
the world, he lived a warm, rich, sometimes joyous domestic life.
Thoreau, whom he knew as a neighbor in Concord, was conduct-
ing an austere, one-man rebellion against the social economy of
America. Hawthorne was a rebel, also. But he rebelled by analyz-
ing and exposing the sinful characters of the heroes of his un-
worldly romances, which had rQots in the things that people
knew and saw but which drifted off into supernaturalism. He was
our first artist in prose fiction. The am is so pure and the knowl-
edge of men so profound that external events do not affect his
writings. Lacking the egotism of his time, he modestly wrote our
first literature of the troubled spirit.

19. By temperament and experience the man of letters is
poorly suited to an active political life. He is, or should be, per-
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sonally disinterested, which is fatal to success in a skilled trade
founded on maneuvering for gain. By temperament he is also
easily bored, which is a malady in any public life. He is likely to
have a sense of humor, which is a handicap.

Being principally interested in the life of man, however, he can-
not be indifferent to politics, which intimately affect the life of
man, and might dominate it if men are not constantly vigilant. In
consequence, the man of letters is being frequently drawn in.
Milton was a political pamphleteer as well as the second greatest
poet in English literature. Swift wrote about politics so savagely
that he is still a force in Irish thought. Sheridan gaily dabbled in
politics, having one good Parliamentary speech to his credit. The
deeper Tolstoy probed into the life of man the more he became
involved in politics. Ibsen began as an epic poet and concluded
by writing plays of social and political significance. Shaw did
pamphleteering for years. Although Yeats was the most mystic of
modern poets, which should disqualify him from any life of action,
he was at one time a working statesman in a country where a
poet is an imposing figure. A. P. Herbert annoyed the English
ruling class by getting himself elected to Parliament; presently he
annoyed them further by putting through a bill to modernize the
marriage laws. In spite of their temperamental handicaps, men of
letters have always taken political stands, sometimes getting them-
selves elected to office and honorably acquitting themselves.

In the democracies that survive, writers are drawn into politics
because the future of their profession is at stake. Without the
individual freedom they now enjoy they cannot work at their craft.
They have ample evidence of what can happen. When the artist
becomes the servant of the state he retires as high priest of the
life of man, most of which lies outside the province of the state
and politics. Even in this country it is necessary to keep this truth
in mind. For there is constant pressure here from special pleaders;
the writer is urged to believe that politics and economics are the
basic laws of life, and he is invited to drop whatever he is doing
and pitch in. But it is the writer’s job to minister unto the whole
man, not merely to a political being; and the subject of man in
conflict with or in pursuit of his destiny involves a great many
things that cannot be bought, sold or legislated. Man falls in love
without the advice and consent of his district leader. His friends
are people of his own choosing; and, like the woman he marries,
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they are the deepest influence in his life. His life in nature is the
product of his own perceptions: economics and politics cannot
influence his love of sea, land, and sky, or deprive him of the
glory of sunlight. When he dies he passes completely outside the
jurisdiction of government, which, incidentally, is one of the
pleasures of mortality. For the life of man has enormous latitude,
and the most vital parts of it burn in the hearts and minds of
private individuals. The essential impulses in it are a private con-
tract between man and God. Politics hardly scratch the surface.

20 Most writers do not think of themselves as men of influ-
ence on the thought and morale of the community. But dictators
attach a flattering importance to all forms of art. They require not
merely the silent acquiescence of writers and artists, but their
active support. It is not enough for the writers of the Soviet Union
to remain neutral politically. They must take an active part in the
political control of the state by praising their leader, glorifying
the political system and urging the people to make greater sacrifices
for the state and work harder at the forge, lathe, plow and desk.
For the leader must control not only the means of production but
the minds and souls of the people. Since it is dificult to make
everyone love him, the leader is not really secure until everyone
else in the world is dead.

Although dictators have demonstrable political cunning, their
taste in art and letters is appalling, and their influence on art and
thought is boring. Hitler very quickly reduced German art and
thought to a level of stupefying mediocrity. Mussolini flattened
out Italian art. As soon as his influence was removed, Italy under-
went a notable artistic renaissance. Although a dictator can bottle
up or pervert the creative impulses of a country, he cannot kill
them. Get rid of him end the genius of his country blossoms
again,

Since Stalin is the ablest of the dictators, he has obliterated
the culture of his country more thoroughly than Hitler and Mus-
solini swept away the art of their countries. It is true that Stalin
is cursed with gifted composers who seem to be constitutionally
unable to write popular melodies all the time. Stalin suspects that
their talents are perverse. He would be happier if their tastes were
as dull as his.
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Being an intangible art, music is hard to fit into a political
pattern. Something original or inspired is likely to creep in before
a vigilant dictator realizes what is happening. But in literature,
drama and journalism, which are written in terms of the common
speech, Stalin has been totally successful. He has reduced them
to the level of whining sanctimoniousness. In view of the brooding
beauty of Russian drama and literature before the Revolution,
Stalin’s success in destroying them is one of his mightiest achieve-
ments. No man of ordinary strength could wreck so much national
genius.

2 1 . In the Wall Street area the buildings, dedicated to money
and power, are massive and grim and as grave in appearance as a
checkbook. Most of the work done there is with pieces of paper—
innocuous in themselves, but symbols of decision and authority.
I suspect that the clerks and bookkeepers trapped in that dark
and ponderous area do not like their work. For there is no part
of the city where the noon hours are enjoyed so gratefully. For
so imposing a section of the city the street traffic is light. It can-
not compare with the roar and jangle of the Times Square traffic.
Uptown people take their lunch on the run. But downtown they
pour hatless into the streets, saunter along the sidewalks, loiter
on the street corners or in front of stores and restaurants, relax in
the Trinity churchyard or on the hundreds of City Hall benches,
browse in the bookstores, scowl into the sunshine and dream. The
tempo is torpid. Don’t count on these benchers and loungers for
the revolution. At noontime the custodians of capital are too
ruminative for action. Overhead where the office spires swim in
the golden haze business may be brisk and important decisions
made. But the streets are heavily laden with daydreamers.

Look at the stores in the neighborhood if you want to know
what these guardians of wealth are daydreaming about. In Cham-
bers Street are the small-boat chandleries, well stocked at this time
of year with ship’s paint, spar varnish, and cordage. In Park Row,
the hardware store of Patterson Brothers is jammed with cus-
tomers buying wood-working tools, brass hinges, prepared paints,
nails, screws and shelf-brackets, or handling the “week’s special”
in cross-cut saws. None of the clerks in Patterson Brothers’ em-
porium can begin to guess at the number of people who make
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purchases there every day. Every item, of which there are thou-
sands, is fascinating and worth taking home to play with. Between
Broadway and the North River piers there are hundreds of stores
for seeds, tomato plants, pansies, and forget-me-nots already in
flower, or lawn mowers, rakes, hoes and smartly painted labor-
saving tools for the conscientious suburbanite. Although Wall
and Pine streets are sober, the little hill running west to the ferry
terminals is bright and gay with small articles that can be wrapped
up and taken home with the evening newspaper. Close down Wall
Street and the whole financial district, and the thousands of clerks
who work there would not miss it. At this time of year their
hearts are far away.

22, In view of the power that money has in our society, it is
an astonishingly impotent thing. It cannot do anything of value
for the individual or the nation. It cannot plant a garden, build
a house, cook a meal, navigate a ship, write a play or symphony,
or paint a picture. It is merely a utilitarian medium of exchange—
more convenient than barter for goods and services. By law and
custom it has been artificially endowed with the ability to repro-
duce itself through the institution of interest. At one time in his-
tory, all interest was usury and unlawful. But for centuries, the
charging of interest has been lawful and the term “usury” applies
only to “exorbitant” interest which, under certain circumstances,
is unlawful. For society has found that it still has to protect itself
against interest. Without arbitrary control by the state, money
would eventually own the world.

Since money is in itself impotent, it has to be protected by the
law and given some rights equivalent to those of human beings.
This is an arbitrary extension of human authority into the inani-
mate world, and has no basis in philosophy or morality. As if
aware of its shaky foundations, money assumes an attitude of
grave respectability, like a whore who is trying to escape her past.
Banks try to look aristocratic. The counting-house is formal and
discreet. Bankers are expected to dress soberly and behave with
decorum and face the world with caution. Even though they can-
not afford it, they are expected to live like the privileged classes in
comfort and with style. They are abject conformists. By behaving
with respectability they compensate themselves for the awful fact
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that they cannot do practical and useful things, like the plumber
or carpenter; and also for the fact that their ability to make
money out of money has no validity except in the law.

Being impotent, money clings more desperately to its rights
under the law than industry, merchandising, or service. It cannot
afford to forgive or to forget. It must insist on the bond. Other-
wise, the devastating fact might leak out that it is not good for
anything and that the power it has is hollow and artificial.

23 At g p.m. the Great Dipper stands directly overhead, with
Cassiopeia crowding the north horizon. This is the reverse of the
positions they occupy in November, and it is the farthest distance
the Great Dipper travels from the north. The winter sky is falling
down the west horizon—Castor and Pollux and Capella dipping
out of range before midnight; and the summer sky is rising. Vega—
the prophet of summer—is already high in the east. Arcturus, the
fourth brightest star in our heaven, reaches the meridian at 10:15.
During the night every mate standing watch on every ship in the
North Atlantic and North Pacific will get a “fix” on Arcturus,
which is one of the most obliging beacons. Further south in the
constellation of Virgo, the white heat of Spica burns a hole in
the sky. This, too, is a good star for navigation, and many watch
officers at sea will hang on to it tonight.

The Little Dipper is standing on its head tonight, holding up
the North Star, which we regard as the immutable pivot of our
sky. But nothing is absolute. Between the Little and the Great
Dipper there is a faint star, Thuban, which was the Pole star in
the days when the Pyramids were built. There is a dark gallery
in the Great Pyramid with a small aperture that, at the time it
was built, framed Thuban, which the Egyptians regarded as the
immutable pivot of their sky. Five thousand years ago the sky
seemed to turn around Thuban. But the earth is not a perfect
globe. It bulges at the equator, and the gravitational pull of the
sun is therefore irregular. In the course of centuries our north
pole keeps swinging towards a different corner of the sky. Once
it was Thuban. Now it is Polaris. In another five thousand years
it will be a point in the constellation of Cepheus. Wait twelve
thousand years and it will be a point in Cygnus. Tonight Cepheus
and Cygnus in the northeast horizon appear to be modestly un-
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aware of the distinction that is in store for them. What interests
me is this: At some time in the future the North Star will be so”
obviously superseded as a practical pivot that the loyalties of star-
gazers will have to be transferred to another star now lying to the
east. But how will the change be made? And will the popular
Sunday newspaper supplements present it as something alarming
and as further evidence of doom?

24 A new worker has come to the city to begin his adult
career. At the moment the city is not impressed. He has a job.
But he has no place where his wife, his two children, and he can
live. The available accommodations are small and uninviting; the
rents are higher than he had supposed, and the landlords are not
sure that they want him. As a beginner he cannot guarantee them
all the security they require. No one really wants him in New
York. The new worker has no rights in our preoccupied commu-
nity. Everybody is busy or looking for a settled prospect.

But he comes to the great city bearing gifts. He has behind him
a good family which has given him moral character. He has a
good mind, a talent for working with people and friends who
admire him and regard him as one of the nation’s assets. Most
valuable of all, he has a dream. Ever since he was a boy he has
wanted to be a lawyer. When he was in early grade school he
explained in a classroom theme why he wanted to be a lawyer:
“Many times I have known inocent (sic) people to be convicted
on false charges. This is a very common happaning (sic). Death
has even overcome some inocent (sic) prisoners. May be I shall
save somebody who is not guilty from one of these unjust con-
victions.” That was what he dreamed twenty years ago. Since then
he has finished public school, gone through college, devoted
another four years of his life to defending his country, and now
he has finished law school. Unwilling to wait while the world was
obliging enough to make a place for him, he had the good sense
to marry a navy nurse at the end of the war; and as an earnest
of their faith in life and society, they have two children.

The new worker and his family are bringing qualities above
price to New York. New York is about to acquire something that
will strengthen and prosper the future. For the chazacter of our
future depends on acquiring thousands of enlightened men and
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women of courage and idealism, drawing, as usual, on the richness
of the rest of the country.

At the moment, however, New York has no place where they
can live in health, good humor, and contentment.

25 On this day in 1803, Ralph Waldo Emerson, the Concord
sage, was born in Boston. To this grand old parson and poet we
owe a great deal of the democratic faith. Independence from
monarchy had been won on the battlefield. Under the leadership
of Jefterson, Madison, Franklin, and Washington, democracy had
been written into the law; and by the time Emerson graduated
from Harvard College, political democracy had begun. Believing
in all this with the purity of a religious man, Emerson saw what
it meant in the hearts and minds of all kinds of Americans, in
scholarship, religion, art, farming, commerce, civil relations. He
could see no end to progress and enlightenment. As he phrased
it, he believed in “the infinitude of the private man.” Conserva-
tive people who had not yet thrown off the culture they had de-
feated in the Revolution, considered Emerson a radical. After
listening to his interpretation of the spirit of the brave new world
in religion, Harvard College shut the gates against him until, by
sheer force of goodness, he was recognized as respectable in his
old age.

He was a mild man to arouse so much rage in other people.
He was a preacher, descended from a line of Boston preachers, all
of whom were eminently respectable. He had had a sickly youth;
his health seemed dangerously frail. He was a sedate person, pru-
dent and modest in his habits. But he had a surprisingly resonant
voice; and after retiring from the ministry because of conscien-
tious scruples against administering the sacrament, he became an
illustrious lecturer and carried the gospel of American democracy
throughout the East and Middle West—encouraging people, en-
larging their minds, awakening their spirits, appealing to their
independence, self-reliance and strength. “Trust thyself,” he said.
“Accept the place divine providence has found for you, the society
of your contemporaries, the connection of events.” He prepared
the ground for Thoreau and Whitman, who built the foundations
under his dreams. For the inspiration he gave to others he drew
from God and nature and reading in his library. A mild man, he
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was a little shocked by some of the coarse uses to which his
thoughts were put. For his thinking had a sweep and fire far be-
yond his personal experience. But having said that everything alive
is good, he could not retreat into parochial respectability, nor
deny the noise and tumult of America.

26 After huddling all winter at their Forty-second Street
berth, the Hudson River Day liners are plying the river again.
Festive and gay with flags fore and aft and all around the ship,
these white steamers are a seasonal portent as certain as the for-
sythia and lilacs, for they mean that the holiday season has
opened. Only one of the four steamers, the 1,721-ton Peter
Stuyvesant, built in 1927, is driven by a propeller. The others are
old-fashioned side-wheelers, ideal for river work. Two of them are
venerable ships. The Hendrick Hudson, 2,847 tons, and still the
queen of the fleet, was built in 1906. The Robert Fulton, which
steams daily to Indian Point and Bear Mountain, was built in
1909. She has a walking-beam and three slender stacks in an odd
row set across ship. Incidentally, she carries the steam-whistle
that once served the Mary Powell, the finest steamer that ever
plied the Hudson. The Alexander Hamilton, 2,367 tons and sister
to the Hendrick Hudson, was built in 1924. Between them they
carry nearly a million and a half passengers a season to the mid-
river recreation points and upriver to the country. Built for out-
door enjoyment, they have wide, long decks and family state-
rooms with unobstructed views of the river. They also have an
unparalleled record for safety; the management has paternally
anticipated the wild vagaries of excited vacationists.

Since they were built in Chesapeake Bay or Camden, the ships
have all had one brief coastal voyage. But after arriving in New
York they have been confined to the Hudson River, which they
have mastered. They are steered by the most experienced Hudson
River pilots, perched high above the madding vacation crowd in
roomy pilot houses. The job of steering these long ships up the
snaky river channel through currents, tides, occasional fog, and
uncertain winds is not simple; and the ships have to make at least _
four landings a day. At least four times a day they have to be
brought alongside a pier and tied up to bitts and bollards. Some-
times a pile is broken or a plank crushed. But there have been no
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serious accidents. And in spite of capricious river and weather
conditions these happy ships ably maintain their schedules. They
are cheerful ships to see on any part of the river and it is pleasant
to hear the thunder of their paddle-wheels in the river gorge.
When our apartment windows are open on summer evenings we
can hear the rumble of the downriver ships returning to their
midtown berth.

27. Herewith I formally notify Congress and the Supreme
Court that I will not answer official questions respecting my po-
litical beliefs or affiliations or any of my opinions concerning art,
religion, culture, or friends. I will permit no government organi-
zation or authority to invade my private life. I will discuss these
matters informally with anyone—even with government repre-
sentatives when they are off duty; and any time the President
wishes to invite me for cocktails and a chat I will happily accept.
Since I take an almost ribald delight in gossip and personal affairs
I shall expect government representatives and the President to tell
me as much as I tell them, for I am interested in their private
opinions and affairs, which may, indeed, be more creditable than
mine. L wish to learn from the experience of others, and I am a
very garrulous person in convivial society. But I herewith warn
Congress and the Supreme Court to conduct their affairs in the
future on the premise that I will not be investigated formally.
Some rather ambiguous customs give Congress the right under
law to ask me impertinent questions without protecting me from
libel or slander, and the Supreme Court has sanctioned this prac-
tice by not judging it. But I do not recognize it. My personal bill
of rights exempts me from it. In matters of opinion and intel-
lectual judgment Congress in mass has less intelligence than a
dog. It is riddled with ignorance, prejudice, and political cunning.
The intelligence of the Supreme Court is higher, but, like all
human institutions, fallible. Even if it were infallible, I would
not recognize its authority respecting my opinions, but if it were
infallible, of course, it would not question them, and the argu-
ment would disappear. The government has not quartered any
soldiers in my house during times of peace. I commend the gov-
ernment for scrupulously obeying the law in this respect. But I
put Congress and the Supreme Court on notice not to inquire
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into my private opinions, which are dangerous because I believe
in America. I also warn them not to send me to jail. I should be
more dangerous incommunicado there than I am here at my
writing-table where I can speak my mind freely and defiantly and
contribute copiously to the normal boredom of society.

28 As we drive through the country, near New York or in the
Catskills, I keep hearing everywhere the thin, squeaking song of
the blackpoll warbler. If I hear ten or fifteen in the course of one
day, there must be millions of these warblers that I do not hear,
migrating north across the country. Towards the close of the
warbler migration they are everywhere in an abundance that stag-
gers the imagination. Only people who listen for bird notes hear
the blackpoll. Like the notes of the Savannah and grasshopper
sparrows, the song of the blackpoll is only a faint and unmusical
sound that hardly stirs the consciousness of the ear. And since he
is so tiny a bird and hides so successfully in the tops of the trees,
few people ever notice him. Although I have never seen more
than five or six blackpolls, I always know when they are around
for two reasons: 1. When I was first interested in birds thirty-
five or forty years ago, I saw one in the top of the oak tree that
brushed our attic windows. He stayed there a long time. When he
tipped back his head to sing, I could associate the bird with that
“cob-web thin” and feebly passionate sound that carries so far
and composes his song. If I had not seen him singing, I might
never have known that the “tsee, tsee, tsee, tsee” he utters is a
bird song. 2. Some years later amid the wind-stunted spruces on
the cone of Mt. Washington, I heard that elfin sound again, and
soon found a blackpoll on a spruce tip, apparently reveling in the
austere loneliness of those lordly heights. It seemed to me pathetic
that he should feel so rhapsodic about so dreary a neighborhood
of beaten trees, weather-beaten rock, fog, haze, and wind. How
feeble are his requirements of life if this bleak environment gives
him ecstasy. .

He nests in the spruce forests of Labrador and Alaska (to which
the top of Mt. Washington is climatically equivalent) and reaches
up into the Arctic zone. But he winters in South America; and
on the migration route, millions of blackpolls fly several hundred
miles across the Caribbean Sea. Now that I hear the wavering
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song of the blackpoll again, I realize that there is rapture in it. In
the middle of his faint serenade there is a vibrant measure of
ecstasy. Even this plain, secretive little creature who lives so much
to himself is intoxicated by the warmth and splendor of the
spring. When the quiet of the countryside is scratched by black-
poll singing, the migration season is almost over.

29. Ten years ago he was a normal human being. Since then
he has made four million dollars—net profit. He is haunted. His
eyes look terrified. He is restless and worried. He thinks he has
found a way to run up his four million to eight or ten by plung-
ing recklessly into a new venture which will yield a fabulous profit
if the public obligingly falls in with his plans. But he has less
confidence in himself now than he had ten years ago. There was
nothing at stake then: now four million dollars are in jeopardy.
Hoping for a stray word of encouragement, he sits down in my
office to tell me the plan. But he cannot sit still. He twists in his
chair, puffs nervously on a chain of cigarettes and pulls out charts
and blueprints designed to visualize the new operation. He is try-
ing to convince himself. Eight or ten million dollars would be
better than four million. But the four million might vanish as
quickly as it came. He is frightened and unhappy. Four million
dollars has taken possession of him.

50 Memorial Day. Although the common lilacs are just be-
ginning to fade, the white lilacs are at the peak of their glory, like
a celestial Easter flower; and the spirea is in bloom. In memory
of the soldiers and sailors who now lie silent and unseen in the
cemeteries or who died at sea, nearly every house in the state
shows the American flag on the porch or at an upstairs window;
and children still too young to know the anguish of death on the
battlefields, are dressed in white and are marching to the music of
a brass band in the company of veterans in uniform. This day
was set aside in 1868 by the commander in chief of the Grand
Army of the Republic, for decorating the graves of the soldiers
in the Civil War. Are we never to outgrow this day of respect and
memories? Must we go on forever sowing the broken seed for na-
tional mourning? )
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rial Day parade laid flowers and posted flags on graves that were
already a half century old. The Civil War veterans were already
beginning to forget the anguish. Memorial Day was a time for
reunion in the G.A.R. hall after the parade to the cemetery. The
veterans of the Spanish-American War, who also took part in the
parade, had very little to forget. To us boys, who ran beside the
band, envied the youngster who helped carry the bass drum and
marveled at the blue and gold uniforms, the service in the ceme-
tery was an inexplicable drawing together of the elders, like a
cabala. It seemed like a spiritless anticlimax to a splendid martial
ceremony. Hanging around on the fringes of the service, we were
impatient for the parade back to the veterans’ hall. The dead had
already buried the dead—long before we were born; the war was
swallowed up in the past, part horror but mostly heroism, and we
innocently imagined that every veteran in the parade had fought
at Gettysburg. We were not mournful; we were excited. As the
ranks of the G.A.R. veterans thinned year by year, we assumed
that Memorial Day would drop out of the calendar or become a
holiday for the first revels of the summer. How little we knew!
After 1917 we became the veterans, and after 1946 thousands of
other Americans had things to remember with sorrow and rever-
ence. Now the grass has to be cut and the flowers tended on hun-
dreds of cemeteries in Europe and on islands in the Pacific. I
remember a tiny American cemetery in the wretched interior of
China where hardly a man is learned enough to read the English
characters on the markers, and no one comes with flowers on
Memorial Day. The memories are bitter on this day of national
observance. Too much youth has been lost too many times. Too
many homes are desolate. Too many hearts are grieving.

:.7)]1 On this day in 1819 Walt Whitman was born in West
Hills, Long Island. Five years later his family moved to Brooklyn,
where he attended the public schools. After working in printing
offices and at newspaper desks he published the first edition of
Leaves of Grass in 1855. After reading it, Emerson “hailed him at
the beginning of a great career.” For America had acquired her
greatest native singer. Lying on the beach in Orient on the sea-
beaten shores of Long Island Whitman dreamed of expressing in
poetic form “my own emotional, moral, intellectual and esthetic
Personality in the midst of, and tallying, the momentous spirit
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and facts of its immediate days, and of current America.” The
second half of that pronunciamento is important. Although Whit-
man sang of himself with an egoism seldom equaled, he sang of
himself as a democratic American. Sixty-six years after constitu-
tional government had been founded, he was intoxicated with the
stupendous idea of a free country of equal men and women, en-
riched by immigration from abroad. Everything took on fresh
significance from this lyric point of view—ordinary men and
women going about their workaday affairs, crossing on the cosmic
Brooklyn ferry, cutting wood, mining gold, digging potatoes, writ-
ing poems, and making love. A great democrat, he discarded as
useless for his purposes the poems of Europe, Greece, and Rome
which had been conditioned by social organizations in which he
did not believe. “Does not the best thought of our day and Re-
public conceive of a birth and spirit of song superior to anything
past or present?” he inquired. If that is braggart, so was Walt
Whitman and America. But it was not vain boasting. For by some
miracle he had caught the great, exultant fact of democracy, and
he sang for comradeship, for love, good cheer, content and hope.
It was not pretense. He knew the ideal uses of literature, and he
always worked towards the grand subject of the ages: “In the
center of all, and object of all, stands the Human Being, towards
whose heroic and spiritual evaluation poems and everything di-
rectly or indirectly tend, Old World or New.”

If the good gray poet with his abundant beard and long hair
were alive today, he would be the bard of One World. Even then
he knew what must be, and he saluted it exuberantly. “Salut au
Monde!” he shouted:

“I see the steppes of Asia,

I see the tumuli of Mongolia, I see the tents of Kal-
mucks and Baskirs,

I see the nomadic tribes with herds of oxen and cows,

I see the table-lands notch’d with ravines, I see the
jungles and deserts,

I see the camel, the wild steed, the bustard, the fat-
tailed sheep, the antelope and the burrowing
wolf.”

All this and much more he saw in the deep bowl of the heavens as
he lay on the yellow beaches of Long Island.
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INCE THE STANDARD CONTRACT for employing actors expires on
May 31, the theatrical season is officially over today. The
transition from one season to the next is not visible to the naked
eye. Every production that is earning a profit will continue as
long as that rare and happy situation continues, and all the actors
now employed in them will continue to draw pay checks at the
end of the week. Profitable productions have no problems that
cannot be solved speedily, for a profit is such a rare thing in the
theater that everyone eagerly conspires to preserve it.

People who are not familiar with the business of the theater
can hardly imagine the chaos it is in. Those of us who are familiar
with it are constantly astonished that the commercial theater sur-
vives. Variety, scandal-sheet of the theater business, estimates that
$6,500,000 has been invested in the last theater season. Of that
colossal sum, Variety estimates that $4,535,000 has been lost. Of
the sixty-three regular commercial productions, forty-eight have
been financial failures. There have been a number of uncommer-
cial productions by co-operative groups of actors who want to act
for the good of their souls. It is safe to assume that all the un-
commercial productions have been financial failures.

The business record of the season has therefore been catas-
trophic. But it has been one of the finest seasons I can remember.
There were three works of art. Three of the productions have been
creative expressions of some of the immortal truth about hu-
manity. In comparison with the total amount of work that has
been done by—let us estimate roughly—three thousand experi-
enced theater people, this seems like a pitiful record of achieve-
ment. But a genuine work of art has a value that cannot be esti-
mated, since it transcends all commercial considerations. Three
works of art in one season comprise a fabulous treasure. What is
the value to you of a play that adds a cubit to your spiritual
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stature and enriches your knowledge of man and God? It perma-
nently widens your capacity for happiness. It stretches your soul.
From the point of view of an inquiring theatergoer, four and a
half million dollars (of other people’s money) is a trivial price to
pay for three works of art. ¢

2. Lucky is the neighborhood that has bobolinks dancing in it.
For the bobolink behaves as though spring had been invented for
his special pleasure, and for more than twenty years he has lived
joyously in our back field in the country. He has a conspicuous
carnival costume—black below, white with buff stripes on the
wings and back and a handsome buff patch on the back of the
neck. His song lacks the beauty of the thrushes’. There is a me-
tallic quality in it. But it is long, lyric, and irrepressible and it
sprays the neighborhood with a cascade of wild music. The male
bobolinks arrive in our country in the middle of May with enor-
mous enthusiasm. Since late March they have been flying steadily
from their winter quarters in southwest Brazil; and they behave
as though this long journey had been worth-while. Their delight
in our spring meadows is ecstatic. They dance all day—shooting
into the air and sprinkling music over the fields, or perching con-
spicuously on the tops of trees and singing with rapture. There
are always several families in the fields around our house. During
the mating season there is hardly a minute in the day when they
are not singing. Even on rainy days their singing is undiminished.
No one else serenades the spring with such joy. No one makes so
much of a carnival out of the growing season.

Towards the end of July the nuptial plumage fades into an un-
distinguished brown. By September the decorative bobolink has
become the drab rice bird of the South Atlantic states; and when
rice was a big crop there, the rice bird was a menace. ‘“Beaters”
had to be employed in the rice fields to shoot and drive the birds
away. The annual damage they did to the rice crop was estimated
at two million dollars. Millions of rice birds were killed every
year to keep them out of the fields. They were shipped to the
market like pheasants. But rice is no longer a big crop in that area,
and the birds are now protected by law. By late autumn they take
off from Florida over the Caribbean and arrive in their winter
fields east of the Andes where they spend about five months feed-
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ing and relaxing. They cover about eight thousand miles a year
in their migrations. I am glad that they never forget our lush
spring meadows. It is a happy day for all of us when the bobo-
links arrive and enclose us in a sparkling network of song

3. Like art and religion, old friendships endure without motive
or advantage. External events seem to have very little effect on
them. Today Gilbert and Ada Gabriel, our oldest friends, spent
their thirtieth wedding anniversary with us. We have not seen
each other for three months. But nothing has been lost; nothing
has depreciated in value. As soon as they drive in the yard, the
old warmth and gaiety begin again, and we settle down to an
appreciative and convivial visit, some of it serious, some of it
hilarious, but all of it comfortable, sincere, and affectionate.

We are very different people with different experience, points
of view and personality, and different systems of friends. There
have been periods, especially during the war, when we have been
‘'separated for years and wholly concerned with our individual af-
fairs. I do not doubt that we have all disappointed each other at
times. In similar circumstances other friendships have imper-
ceptibly ended. But the Gabriels and we have enjoyed each other
too long, we have seen each other through too many anxieties, we
have taken delight in too many of each other’s pleasures to pay
much attention to anything specific that happens now. Nations
rise and fall, administrations come in and go out of office, news-
papers fail, books succeed, and everything changes. But our fyjend-
ship goes on, like the ivy the Gabriels planted when they built
their house and that now covers one end of it in a deep bank of
tenacious greenness. Having gone through the feverishness and
instability of youth together we now talk of spending our old age
with each other.

For we know all about each other and the score is good. In
middle age people lose the rapture and animation of youth. But
while visiting with the Gabriels on their thirtieth anniversary I
am mercifully unaware that anything has been lost. It seems to
me that we have always been like this together—talking politics,
discussing art, comparing household notes, gossiping and guffaw-
ing. We are middle-aged now. But the friendship is young. Per-
haps old friendships have a vitality of their own.
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4. Someone from the suburbs has brought into the office today
the first rose of the season from his garden. It is tenderly received
by the staff, put into a glass of water and displayed on our office
table. Although the office represents work, and work is supposed
to be drudgery, most of us would rather go to the office than not.
The office is a remarkably interesting place, full of interesting
people, most of whom, being married and parents, are full of
problems and experiences. There is a lot of work to be done, some
of it under pressure. But the office is well organized for work.
Every part of the organization works expertly under pressure at
the critical moments of the day and night. And it is not an organi-
zation of robots. Every pivot in it has personality. Even the copy
boys, most of whom are just beginning in our shop, collect and
deliver copy in styles that vary from friendly to automatic. When
I am racing through my stint at midnight and anxiously engrossed
in what I am doing, I am always aware of the individual who
silently collects the copy from my desk although I scarcely see
him. He is like a good nurse in a hospital, busy, quiet, efficient
but friendly.

But the work is only a small part of the office, which is also a
social place. It is riddled with gossip. Our day’s work at the tele-
phones and typewriters is affected by many intangible outside
influences. A sick wife upsets the equilibrium of the staff. A birth
wrecks things for days. Of course, all our office births are normal,
successful, and brilliant, and mother and child progress famously.

Don’t tell the union, but most of us spend more time in the
office than is necessary or legal. It is more hospitable than a
saloon, and the conversation is funnier. I am glad we can get into
the office free, and stay as long as we like. For it would run into
money to pay for the companionship and chaffing of the normal
working day.

5. Today the locust petals are fluttering down from the week-
old blossoms and accumulating in soft, white drifts along the
driveway. Their brief, entrancing garland season is over. The
black locust leaves out later than the other shade trees. When
the foliage of the maple trees looks dark and thick and fairly well
settled for the season, the black locust is just coming into bloom.
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It is a member of the pea family. Hundreds of delicate, cream-
white blossoms hang like garden-party lanterns from the sharply
twisted branches of the shaggy-barked tree. In a day or two the
air is laden with heavy, sweet perfume, and the bees work by the
thousands in the blossoms. The hummingbird moves swiftly from
flower to flower, gathering the sweets in his long bill, his wings
buzzing like an insect. But this is the carnival season for the
bees. The amber locust honey is the clearest and most delicately
flavored of the year. In the flowering season the hum of the bees
lasts from early morning until after sundown. On the one day
when the blossoms are at their height, the hum of the bees over-
whelms all the other sounds out of doors. It sounds like an old-
fashioned trolley car passing at high speed. Never again, I believe,
do the bees work so frantically in shock-troop brigades. Yesterday
they were working hard, but today only a few of them are clear-
ing up their great project for the year.

When the black locust reaches maturity, it has a certain hard,
resolute majesty. But it is not an altogether likeable tree. It is
brittle, and it constantly strews broken twigs over the lawn. It is
so prolific that it is almost like a weed; it is so heavily armed with
thorns that it angrily resists anyone who tries to cut a young locust
thicket. Since it grows rapidly it overwhelms trees that grow
slowly, like the spruce—steals sunlight, absorbs most of the nutri-
ment in the soil and, I am told, emits a noxious gas that kills
other young trees. The race of the black locust to take over un-
cultivated fields has the implacable speed and voracity of an armed
invasion. But once a year the black locust in its only beguiling
mood hangs out its nodding, white lanterns and sweetens the
countryside. The blooms are edible. Some people fry them in deep
fat and regard them as a delicacy.

©. In a hundred years the human race has changed in many
ways, but the race of woodchucks has remained unaltered. The
woodchuck we see feeding in the fields this evening near the shop
is identical with the one Thoreau saw in Concord on May 8,
1860. Thoreau’s sketch of the woodchuck he saw on that day is
vivid and accurate: “I see a woodchuck in the middle of the field
at Assabet Bath,” Thoreau wrote. “He is a heavy fellow with a
black tip to his tail, poking about almost on his belly, with a great
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heavy head. He is very wary, every minute pausing and raising
his head, and sometimes sitting erect and looking around. He is
evidently nibbling some green thing, maybe clover. He runs at
last with an undulating motion, jerking his lumbering body along
and then stops near a hole.” Exactly! The woodchuck we see this
evening is identical. Throughout the centuries nature remains the
basic standard, for the changes in nature are slow and imper-
ceptible.

Since the time when Thoreau saw and described his woodchuck,
which cannot be distinguished from ours, the human race has
changed remarkably. Clothes are gayer and more comfortable,
manners are easier, ideas are more tolerant and flexible, the stand-
ards of living have improved and, on the whole, people are less
provincial. If we could step back into Thoreau’s Concord, we
would find the people odd and quaint, like figures in a museum.
We would be curiously aware of many differences. But the wood-
chuck of Concord would look the same and behave the same as
the one we see today. We would not be aware of any difference
in period in the trees, flowers, birds, fish and animals.

7. The kindest and gentlest man in our country village is
Charles Jenkins. He is seventy-four years of age now, and his
lameness cripples him a little more seriously every year. When he
was a boy he cut a cord in one foot, which has always made his
walking unsteady, and in his old age he has more difficulty than
ever in getting around. But his loyalties remain unchanged, his
good will shines steadily and he never forgets his friends. As we
come and go in the spring and autumn Charlie keeps an eye out
for us. If he does not meet us in the village he drives up to the
house with many expressions of welcome and sociability. “Glad
to see you all well,” he says. “I'll stay by you,” he says reassur-
ingly. “I'll look in tomorrow.” Like as not he gives us a chicken
for Sunday dinner.

Charlie is a Negro, son of a Hudson River steamboat cook. In
his youth he and another Negro boy, John Whitbeck, were
adopted by a white doctor and his wife. When the old folks died
they left the house in the village and some other property to both
their wards, who have lived there ever since and kept the house
in good repair and the grounds attractive. It would be too much
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to say that they have never experienced race discrimination in this
town. There is a certain reserve in some of the neighborhood
associations. John and Charlie never take the initiative in social
matters, for they do not invite resistance. But on the whole this
odd adventure in race equality has been remarkably successful;
and both Charlie and John are important members of the village.
The village could hardly get along without them.

Although Charlie is naturally less vigorous than he was ten or
fifteen years ago, he is still active, and can mow a lawn if he has
to. “I have always worked and always expect to,” he says sweetly
and patiently. He is more than a little proud of his sound health.
He takes a sort of moral pride in it. Perhaps in some obscure way
it is his revenge for the shadow of race prejudice that has always
lurked in the back of his mind and tested his character. When one
of his contemporaries is ill Charlie feels considerably superior, and
virtuously recalls that he hag never taken more than a few tea-
spoonfuls of medicine in his life and has always worked hard and
kept going.

“We'll get her, we'll get her,” he says when he is trying to do
something that is really beyond his strength. Willingness and
ability to work are the standards by which he judges the quality
of people. “He’s a good worker,” is the finest thing he can say of
anybody. A good worker commands his admiration and loyalty.
Charlie now spends most of his time roaming slowly around the
town in his car, taking someone to the station, delivering milk
and mail, making life a little more agreeable for people who need
help. He is so kindhearted that everybody rushes to him with
little troubles, and he never turns his back on anyone. Through
native strength of character Charlie maintains a tranquillity and
spirit of good neighborliness that are unequaled here. He is the
most Christian man in town.

8. The drumming in the chimney is the chimney swift. Al-
though the chimney is in use on cool days when the flue is choked
with wood smoke, the swifts stick their nests of twigs there every
year; and when the eggs hatch the birds fill the chimney with
cheeping and chattering. When they come and go the flue roars
with the vibration of their wings and the soot tumbles down on
the hearth. For birds that live so close to the family hearth, they
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are antisocial. We can catch glimpses of their activities by laying
a mirror against the back of the fireplace. But from dawn to dark
the chimney swift lives in the sky, hawking, racing, veering and
swooping at incredible speed. The falcons may fly faster, but not
much faster and perhaps not so fast. No one knows exactly. The
chimney swift never perches out of doors. His day is spent in
sweeping through the upper air for insects, which provide his
food, and also, I suspect, for fun and enjoyment. In the evening
he races through the sky in the company of other swifts from the
neighborhood. You have to watch sharp to see him dive into the
chimney; after circling around it, flying over it, skimming across
it and indulging in other gay maneuvers he disappears into it so
swiftly you are not sure that he has gone.

Long spells of rainy weather are hard on the swifts. Rain washes
the air clean of insects. It also dissolves the sticky saliva with
which the swift cements his shell-like nest to the flue.

There has been no rain recently. Probably we can look forward
to lively fireside company for two or three weeks more.

90 Among our major blessings, let’s not overlook the English
language. It is versatile, vigorous, and lyric. It can say anything.
Of modern languages, only Russian, as far as my knowledge goes,
equals or exceeds English in music, variety, and subtlety. Like
English, Russian is a sturdy language, but it can also express fa-
miliarities of affection and family loyalty that are austere and self-
conscious in English. Like English, again, Russian can convey the
eloquence of poetry.

But no one can be impersonal about his native language. It con-
tains the history of his race. It is no accident that the English
language is eminently practical, that it expresses exact facts and
is useful in science, industry, and economics. It derives from the
Anglo-Saxons, who were practical people with a native capacity
for looking after themselves. In Beowulf the language was not
lovely, although it was plain and forceful. By the time of Chaucer
it had acquired beauty. Within the next three or four centuries
it reached the peak of beauty and vigor. The fiery magnificence
of Shakespeare, the grave simplicity of the King James Bible, and
the melodious nobility of Milton are still the grand- treasures of
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our language. The purity it had then was natural; the use of words
was pithy. The language had the tang of homely living.

After Milton, the language became a conscious art. It drew more
and more from southern Europe and the Near East, where there
was a tradition of learning and culture. Addison, Steele, and Dr.
Johnson were writing a bastard jargon that valued form above
content. The language grew further and further away from the
lives of people. The great stylists of the nineteenth century—
Lamb, De Quincey, Carlyle, Macaulay—were artificial writers. In
fact, Carlyle wrote gibberish which is virtually unreadable today.
Some of his American contemporaries were writing sincerer Eng-
lish—Thoreau, Whitman, and Melville, for example. Like Beo-
wulf, these three Americans were writing close to human experi-
ence. For language does not come out of books. It comes out of
the mouths of people. By listening to the conversation of ordinary
people, Synge wrote some of the most glorious prose ever put into
English. The crowning beauty of English is its strength and sim-
plicity. There are only two words of more than one syllable in this
line from the King James Bible: “Glory to God in the highest,
and on earth peace, good will toward men.” But nothing else for
centuries has set so many hearts ringing. Even the most unedu-
cated people understand it because it is frank and true.

1@ Even totalitarian governments need the support of public
opinion. They look secure, remote and powerful to us, but they
long for the spontaneous “Aye.” Although they have the police
power to do whatever they wish, they put a high value on the
illusion of public approval. They need the respectability that only
the consent and good will of the public can provide. For the in-
fallibility of Stalin is no more than an intellectual postulate unless
the public recognizes his genius. He must be cheered by the
masses in person. They must see him and he must personally ac-
knowledge their enthusiasm with -a smile and salute, as he does
at stated intervals in the Red Square. For the forms of legitimacy
are particularly important to governments that treat their people
like rather worthless cattle. Stalin and his associates have the
power of life and death over their people. Thousands have been
assassinated to keep the government in office; millions have been
rounded up by the police and sent off to the penal labor camps.
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Stalin and his associates are safe now unless they betray each other.
This is not security enough. Without the appearance of public
consent their dictatorship looks exactly like what it is—a bloody
tyranny. But if it appears to have behind it the awe and love of
the people it gives the illusion of being benevolent paternalism.

If the public did not have to be wooed the administration of
a totalitarian state would be much simpler. The forms have to be
scrupulously, even fearfully, observed. There has to be a constitu-
tion, guaranteeing more rights than any other constitution does.
There have to be elaborate court trials in which the enemies of
the people are fearlessly denounced, persuaded to confess and then
sacrificed to the gods of wrath. Newspapers have to be filled with
praise of the government and expressions of obsequious devotion
from the people. Thousands of party workers have to associate
with the people. At safe and convenient intervals, public elections
—complete except for the privilege of choice—have to be held to
endorse the candidates who are ofhcially regarded as deserving.
Totalitarian governments are obsessed with public opinion, for
they are in desperate need of respectability. And the wellsprings
of respectability are not the lords, dukes, teachers or bishops, but
all the people of all kinds who do the work of the world. Even
the man who is swindling them longs for their approval. He ap-
peases them with ceremony and festivals. The protection of a vast
army of secret police does not give him security. Having once led
the people to revolution he knows how terrible they can be when
they are choking the streets and building barricades.

11. At the Greasy Spoon on Broadway, the day begins without
enthusiasm. No one is glad to see anybody else at breakfast time.
The cashier by the door gives a contemptuous glance at anyone
who comes in; to him it is a matter of indifference whether or not
you take breakfast there. Along the windows there are a few white-
topped tables. But if there are any vacant stools at the counter,
you will not be waited on at the tables. There is no margin of ele-
gance at the Greasy Spoon. Climb up on a stool, lean morosely on
the counter and stare at the bill-of-fare posted on the wall. It has
not changed for years. At first you may suspect that the counter-
man is deliberately ignoring you. Perhaps he is; perhaps he wants
to assert his importance before acknowledging yours. But presently
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he drops a knife, fork, spoon, and paper napkin in front of you
so swiftly that it looks like an accident and he looks at you with
faint hostility. He does not acknowledge the order except the one
item he has to bawl into the kitchen. Otherwise, he gives no in-
dication of having heard it or of intending to act on it. His atti-
tude is one of sullen disinterest. But in a few minutes your break-
fast starts accumulating, item by item, before you, with the check
flung down at the end with a gesture of surly dismigsal.

Since people must take food occasionally, the Greasy Spoon is
in the business of supplying it as though it were merchandise, and
the food is of satisfactory quality. But no one enjoys serving it and
no one enjoys eating it. The customers are just out of bed; they
are heavy-lidded and resigned to a day that is going to be no better
than yesterday or the day before. They are literally breaking fast
before lunging angrily into the hot, humid, overstuffed downtown
subway train. In a peevish daze they glance mechanically at the
morning newspaper; they are not interested in it or in anything
else. The general spirit of the Greasy Spoon is just right for early
morning; it wishes that it had never been bormn.

12. Today I open the ventilating louvres at each end of the
blind attic above my room in the country. Circulation of air
through the attic helps to cool the upstairs rooms. For the attic
gets fiercely hot when the sun beats on the roof. Before we opened
ventilating ducts there ten or fifteen years ago the attic was like
an oven all summer, and the wupstairs rooms were five degrees
warmer than the rooms downstairs. Now we sleep comfortably ex-
cept in the hottest weather. Making these four small, triangular
openings under the eaves was a simple job. But for about one
hundred and twenty-five years no one who lived in this house
had taken the trouble to make them. People were born, lived and
died without enjoying relief from heat accumulated in the attic.

There is a sentimental American superstition that old houses
were well built. The old manor houses were well built with dry
and sturdy cellars, heavy oak beams and fine oak floors. But houses
of solid construction were rare exceptions in colonial days or in
the first era of the republic. In this neighborhood, at least, the or-
dinary houses were poorly built. The foundations were loose and
the cellars wet. Ells were built on foundations laid on the top of
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the ground. Every house in this region has been tossed and heaved
by the frost every year of its life. Although our house is the prod-
uct of average workmanship, the walls were almost incredibly por-
ous until we resided them. The original outside layer was of thin,
unbeveled boards lapped and nailed to the studding. There was
nothing between the clumsy, makeshift siding and the plaster of
the interior. Since the north and west winds streak across this hill
savagely in the winter, I don’t know how the people who lived
here in the first century of the house managed to keep warm unless
they burned an enormous pile of wood every day. The outside
walls of the house now consist of one layer of flat boards, a layer
of building paper, and beveled siding, which makes a good wall,
though not the best.

I do not look back with reverent admiration on the early settlers
in these mountains. They were shiftless house builders. Granted
that we have materials that were not available a century ago, the
old settlers suffered cold and heat through lack of initiative. No-
tice those “fine, old beams.” They are cracked. The tenons, which
are about half the size of the beams, have to carry all the weight.
Half of the “fine, old beam” is wasted. The pioneers used their
backs more than their heads.

13. Every summer I rediscover one of the fundamentals of hu-
man activity. It is easier and more satisfying to work with the
hands than the brain. In the country it is more natural to mow,
hammer, saw, dig, and paint than to put words on paper; and the
results are more enjoyable. Nothing a man writes can please him
as profoundly as something he does with his back, shoulders and
hands. For writing is an artificial activity. It is a lonely and pri-
vate substitute for conversation, which is social and stimulating,
since it draws excitement and magnetism from the personalities
and ideas of the other people in the room. In comparison with
conversation, writing is abstract, austere, slow, colorless, exhaust-
ing—and, most of all, lonely. When the house is full of people
and also surrounded with odd jobs that need doing, I have to make
nothing less than a heroic decision to retire into an empty room
and sit down to write. Nor is writing a pleasant afterthought to
a busy day. You can plunge into physical work after finishing a
job of writing. But you cannot plunge into writing after finishing



JUNE 165

a job of physical labor. Writing needs all the freshness you can
bring to it. Writing needs your best thought, energy and enthu-
siasm.

Physical labor is like dissipation. It is an escape from the elusive
things. It is completely engrossing. Although it is physically ex-
hausting, it is a release from nervous tension; and the exhaustion
is soothing, like the tranquil aftermath of a thunderstorm. And
I confess that I enjoy inordinately the fruits of my physical labor.
They flatter my ego. I become lord of the manor. During the past
week I have built and painted a bathroom cabinet, fixed a door
that did not close tightly, set out four clothes posts and braced
the cross-pieces, freed the kitchen drain that was plugged, and
mown the lawn. I cannot remember writing anything that gave
me such a bland sensation of accomplishment. It will be weeks
and maybe months before I cease taking pride in the way the
cabinet doors fit. They are real and simple. They are constructive.
They completely solve the problem of keeping dust out of the
shelves and of helping to give the bathroom a single, immaculate
appearance. Writing is never that complete, useful, final or beau-
tiful.

14 Flag Day. Every house in the village is flying the Stars and
Stripes. On New Year’s Day, 1776, Washington raised the Con-
tinental or Grand Union flag on Prospect Hill outside Boston.
Although the Continental flag had thirteen stripes it showed the
British Union Jack in the upper left corner, for even the Revo-
lutionary army had not completely thrown off its emotional ties
with England. But the flag adopted on this day in 1777 by the
Continental Congress made a complete break with old ideas and
introduced thirteen stars in a blue field. Between 1794 and 1818
one more stripe as well as one more star was added for every new
state. In 1818 there were twenty states and therefore twenty stripes.
Since the flag was becoming unwieldy, Congress voted to revert
to thirteen stripes and represent the number of states by stars.

The first American flag ever raised was over Fort Stanwix after
the bloody battle of Oriskany, August 6, 1777. By ingenuity, en-
terprise and stubbornness, some American rebels had routed a
mixed force of Tories, British soldiers, anid Indians in a terrible
pitched battle in the woods. Among the British stores the Amer-
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icans captured five British flags. Although there were no American
flags available, apparently the design of a national flag was already
known in the woods of New York State less than two months after
Congress had adopted it. Elated over the victory at Oriskany, the
Americans improvised one out of a white shirt, a blue jacket and
stripes of red torn from the petticoat of the wife of a soldier.
Having been sewn together the flag was then raised above the
captured British standards.

No doubt every man loves best the flag of his native country.
This is one of the natural loyalties that go deeper than reason.
But in all modesty it seems to me that the American flag is extraor-
dinarily vivid. The colors combine brilliance with loveliness, and
the design is dynamic. When seen abroad by a foot-loose American
it is a thrilling sight. After sloshing down the Burma Road for
three cold, wretched days during the war I saw an American flag
on a staff outside Tali, where five American soldiers were posted.
I cannot sort out the different elements in the emotion that sud-
denly possessed me—relief, hope, eagerness, confidence, with some
prospects of a bath and clean food included. State seals are grave,
but flags are gay and lively. They symbolize a million human im-
pulses and ideas that cannot be analyzed or spoken.

].5 After two or three years of stubborn labor, the settlers on
our farm over a century ago cleared seven acres at the break of the
hill. Out of the wilderness they created a cultivated field with a
pleasant slope and a beautiful view. They were putting a solid
foundation under their future. When I took possession of the
farm the old field was worn and almost imperceptibly slipping
back into the wild. With the friendly co-operation of several
neighbors it was planted in 1935 to about nine thousand Norway
pine seedlings that came from the nursery neatly tied and packed
in a small box. For two or three years after the seedlings were
planted it was almost impossible to find them again. They were
so tiny that they were lost in the tangle of weeds and grass. Now
the seedlings have grown into a young pine forest. The trees are
twelve to fifteen feet high. The trunks are six to eight inches in
diameter and are covered with rough bark. The branches are long
and bushy, and so intertwined that I have to push a way through
as if I were not father of the forest but an intruder. Already the
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ground under them is soft with needles. A forest in miniature i
growing there. Fair land that bore hay and crops for more thar
a century has begun to slip over the edge of civilization back intc
the wilderness, back into the silence and loneliness of history. Nc
man controls it now.

The Norway pine is a handsome tree. The lumber is inferio
to that of the white pine. But the Norway pine has long needle:
and an aura of abundance. Now that the roots are settled it grow:
two or three feet a year, for the trees are so closely spaced that
they all race for the sunlight. The leaders have already grown :
foot this season. Although the mature leaves are dark green, the
new growth in the spring is light and willowy. All the new shoot:
reach towards the sky. As you look down the hill the thousand:
of new shoots give an impression of lift and rise as if the little
forest were eager to leap into the blue of the sky and tie the eartl
to the heavens with a living bond of greenness. Foxes and wood
chucks live all through the pine lot, and the deer have worn path:
through the trees. The sparrow hawk hunts through it. The Mary
land yellow-throat nests there. The great crested fly-catcher be
haves as though he were the resident monarch. Partridges anc
pheasants occasionally raise families there. They have forgotten
if they ever knew, that this green empire that hums and sings ir
the wind was once a cultivated field where farmers laboriously
cropped the land in the heat of the summer. In a rock pile in the
center of the young forest, two tines from a wheelrake and the
blade of a broken plow are rusting. They are aging relics of a deac
civilization.

16. 1t is difficult to find a bird that is neither interesting no
beguiling. But the house, or English, sparrow (really a weaver
admirably fulfills these specifications. He is not only lacking i1
charm, but he swarms across the world like a scourge, driving ou
other birds, wantonly destroying the eggs of other birds, and in
festing the city like a pest. With his vivid black throat, the mal
is more distinguished than many of the other sparrows. But hi
only note is a dull and irritating “cheep.” He is dirty. The hous:
sparrow nest is only an accumulation of waste material, and the
house sparrow’s habits are filthy. Like gangs of hoodlums, hous
sparrows usurp bird baths and bird houses and fight other birds
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It would be pleasant to have wild birds in the city. But the house
sparrow has learned the worst traits of the city and debases the
normal spirit of bird life.

The house sparrow has conquered the world by aggressiveness
and numbers. In Europe, Africa, Persia, India, Russia, and China
the house sparrow is thoroughly established like a true internation-
alist. He has lived in America for about a century. Eight pairs
were introduced in 1850 in Brooklyn by some directors of the
Brooklyn Museum in the hope that the house sparrow would ex-
terminate caterpillars and insects. More were imported in 1852,
and those that survived were released in the Greenwood Cemetery.
For the next twenty years others were imported in Portland, Maine,
Peacedale, Rhode Island, Boston, and New Haven and many other
places in the United States and Canada. Within a quarter of a
century house sparrows had spread across the country to San Fran-
cisco. They spread from the cities to the country. They killed
native birds by driving them away or appropriating their nests.
Birds that nested in holes, like the house wrens, purple martins
and cliff swallows found themselves evicted from their nests and
began to disappear. By 1887 people who had welcomed the house
sparrow were trying to exterminate him, fearing that our song birds
might not survive. Michigan paid a bounty for dead house spar-
rows. Attempts were made to poison them in the winter when few
of our song birds were around. Now the house sparrows seem to
be decreasing, especially in the cities where the automobile has
replaced the horse and the streets are now clean of horse manure,
which used to be the house sparrow’s chief food supply. But he
is still abundant in Riverside and Central parks, and firmly es-
tablished in the country. Although the house wrens are flourishing,
the cliff swallows and purple martins have never grown in num-
bers again. Probably the unlovely house sparrow has permanently
replaced these gentler and more beautiful birds.

17. It is easy to share the bobolink’s ecstasy just now. Almost
anyone would like to sing in praise of June fields. Although men
are living anxiously from day to day, the wide fields are flourishing
with their normal expectations and rising to the peak of spring-
time glory as though nothing mattered except the turn of the
season. The lush green of new grass is sprinkled with white by
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the blossoming daisies; a sheen of gold sweeps across it where the
hawkweed is in bloom. Color will not be so abundant in the fields
again all season.

To the farmer the color is a mixed delight. When his fields
maculate the green with careless banners of white and gold he
concludes that they are running out and must be plowed and
seeded before another year. Although the pink of the clover
pleases him, the white of the fleabane, wild caraway and yarrow
show that the stand of grass is thinner than it ought to be on a
well-worked farm. But the farmer is the original nature lover, since
he puts her principles into practice; and perhaps he, too, will be
forgiven for marveling at the extraordinary wealth of the flowing
grasslands. Life often seems stale and meager in the parts of the
world men have set apart for their own uses. Where men do nof
much intrude, vitality wells up from the roots. Out of the browr
earth the sunlight engenders wonderful colors that give a man :
heady feeling. When the June fields are at the height of thei
splendor it is worth walking around them to try the different
angles of light that mass the colors, changing the scattered white
of the daisies into pure radiance and transforming the greenist
yellow of the hawkweed into a solid gold that a painter mighi
hesitate to copy.

No wonder the bobolinks overflow with song. Sometimes they
sing from the topmost spray of a tree near the fence line. Some
times they bathe in the color by singing from the bending cres!
of a clump of weeds. Sometimes the beauty of the June fields in
toxicates them and they hover above it on fluttering wings, run
ning over with song, ringing with melody. For the bobolinks are
the minstrels of the fields. They are all rapture now.

].8¢ About this time of year we look for a visit from Eg Frank
lin. Driving from Chicago to Norwalk, Connecticut, to see hi
sister, he stops by to spend a day or two with us, much to ow
delight. Although Eg is well on into middle life now, he has neve
lost his love of games. There is a kind of whimsical sportivenes:
about his visits. He pops in at the door unannounced, looking ex
ceedingly casual, and he plunges into conversation where he lef
off when he disappeared last year. This is a game which puckishl
skirts around the main fact that we are all overioved to see eacl
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other again. We all take pleasure in the game and with a glow
of delight settle back into a familiar and well-loved situation. For
it is Eg’s genius to fall into the rhythm of any household he visits.
Wonderfully perceptive, he instinctively understands what is go-
ing on. While the rest of us are working at one thing or another,
he finds the things he wants to do. Without having to ask where
the tools are kept he starts pottering around by himself—mowing
the weeds, clearing deadwood out of trees, stringing up an aerial,
finding an old kettle in the garage, filling it with a great mass of
daisies and setting it on the lawn. When he has gone there are
tangible evidences of his visit, apart from the glow and the en-
couragement which he leaves behind him wherever he travels.
And since he has friends in Tennessee, Alabama, and all through
the Middle West, he leaves these tokens of approval and affection
over a large area of eastern United States. Johnny Appleseed’s
trail of blooms and fruit did not spread through so wide an area.
Johnny did not have an automobile for his pilgrimages.

19 Eg is a tall, broad-shouldered man with an open face,
bright and humorous eyes and gray hair cropped close and brushed
back impulsively. He talks slowly with a ruminative drawl that is
tinged with raillery. He believes in friendship, and his ideas of the
world in general are a larger projection of his personal relations.
He judges men and nations by the standards he applies to his per-
sonal life. He admires loyalty, probity and candor in nations as
passionately as he admires them in the people he knows. Although
he has lived for years on Michigan Avenue, Chicago, where he at-
tends to his business, his heart has always been in the woods and
fields and particularly in the duck club where he watches ducks
all through the year and in the hunting season shoots a few—a
little reluctantly, it seems to me, as though good taste required
him to join the annual slaughter by braggart citizens. Since duck
clubs are organized for shooting, he has to conform to the general
usage, although it violates the friendly interest he has in ducks
during the rest of the year. He has always been fascinated by In-
dians. The Indian woodcraft appeals to him as the triumph of
a way of life; and his life in the automobile age is in many respects
merely an extension of the Indians’ great talent for adaptability to
the prevailing conditions. In his Chicago apartment he has man-
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aged to create his own way of life. He can camp on a fire escape
almost as well as in the woods, and he practices archery on the
roof of the apartment house. Accepting the world as of one piece
he understands animals as he understands human beings; and
sometimes it seems to me that his adventures among people and
places are scouting excursions motivated by an Indian-like curios-
ity and keenness of observation. Eg is rare and original, apprecia-
tive and approving. He is a man of strong likes. He does not en-
cumber his life much with the things and people he dislikes. He
leaves them to look out for themselves as best they can. Life is
simple for him because he dominates it and presses it into some-
thing resembling his own image. At this time of year, and again
at Christmas, we feel rich and secure because we know Eg will
pop in at any moment, picking up the conversation where he left
it the last time we were together.

20 Although only a few people realized it at the time, the
French Revolution began on this day in 1789. It has been going
on ever since all over the world. Now we can appreciate more than
the contemporary Frenchmen could how terribly crucial were the
homely, accidental things that happened on a chilly, rainy day
more than a century and a half ago. When the deputies to the
States-General went to their hall at Versailles, they found the
doors closed and carpenters working inside. The captain of the
guards officiously told the president of the States-General that the
hall would be closed for two days while the carpenters were build-
ing a platform from which the king would address the assembly.
Deliberately or unconsciously, the king, by this rude maneuver, was
indicating that the States-General, or National Assembly, as they
had just decided to call themselves, had no independent authority.
Instead of submitting to the royal whim, however, the Assembly
found shelter in a tennis court and took an oath not to disband
until it had framed a national constitution. This clash of tem-
peraments between king and national deputies began the revolu-
tion that roared on through blood and treachery for a decade and
vomited up one of the world’s most cynical military despots.
The history of the French Revolution was incredibly cruel and
violent. Sooner or later the revolution murdered most of those
who led it, for the power it released was too terrible for anyone
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to channel and control. But it grew out of nothing worse than a
general uneasiness about the incompetent management of national
affairs by an amiable, weak monarch and his unimaginative min-
isters. Voltaire, Rousseau, and Montesquieu had supplied the idea
of liberty, which appealed to educated people. For many years
there had also been a shortage of grain in France. Capitalists, offi-
cials, and privileged classes had cornered what grain there was and
made a profit out of general suffering. Specifically, the economy
of France had broken down and the country was financially bank-
rupt. The king and his controller had called the States-General
to approve of tax reforms and unconsciously to appeal to public
opinion. Although the States-General was on the whole loyal to
the king, it instinctively began to search for causes, to reform the
feudal organization of society and to fill the vacuum caused by
the incompetence of the crown. Instead of making use of the
brains and progressive ideas of the States-General, the crown fell
back on royal etiquette, and on June 20, 1789, closed the assembly
hall by royal decree in the most insulting fashion possible. Aprés
Louis, le déluge. In due time the weak king gave rise to a terrible
emperor who drenched the whole of Europe in blood and carnage.
Nothing worked out as anyone had foreseen.

2].. Summer begins today at 7:11 A.m. The sun rises at 4:28;
sets at 7:34, giving us fifteen hours, six minutes of daylight in this
latitude. T'oday, when the sun appears at its highest point in the
northern sky, the sun’s rays fall vertically on the Tropic of Cancer,
which just about touches the northern tip of Cuba. On December
twenty-second, which is the winter solstice, the sun will rise here
at 7:21, and set at 4:36, giving us then nine hours, fifteen minutes
of daylight—practically the reverse of today’s sun schedule. In this
house we gauge the swing of the sun by measuring it in the eve-
ning on the east wall of the dining room. On March twenty-first,
which is the spring equinox, the setting sun just steals in through
the north window for a minute or two. Today it lights eight feet,
ten inches of the east wall. “Solstice” is the Latin word for “the
sun stands still.” For the sun does not start back to the south with-
out an effort. It seems to stand still for one day. For all practical
purposes it seems to stand still for five days, for it rises and sets
at 4:28 and 7:34, respectively, on the nineteenth, twentieth, twen-
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ty-first, twenty-second, and twenty-third. Having great momentum
the sun takes five days to shift into reverse. Perhaps it goes south
reluctantly and with friendly regrets. At any rate those are our
sentiments.

Since the earth gathers warmth slowly, our hottest days and
nights will not come for another month. There is this much time
lag between the majesty of the sun and the response of the earth.
But there is evidence on earth that the most ecstatic part of the
year has already slipped by. The hawkweed, which spread a won-
derful golden carpet across the fields a few days ago, has just be-
gun to fade. The locust blooms, which were full of honey and bees
a week ago, have fallen and blown away. Already the bird songs
are less exultant than they have been for a month. The courting
season, which is the most joyous, is over; the singing is less rhap-
sodic. In the morning and evening the birds sing well, but the day
is filled with household cares which evidently are not worth sing-
ing about. From now on we are sliding down the year through the
heat and harvest into the darkness of the winter.

22 The serenity of the evening is shattered by the radio. Con-
gress wants to adjourn in time to attend the Republican conven-
tion in Philadelphia tomorrow, and is behaving more abominably
than usual. Here on the hill where our farm is located everything
seems to be under control—the garden flourishing, the grass get-
ting thick and green, the porch painted, the newspapers read.
Congress is the only exception to the natural order. Amid a storm
of ignorant, bombastic oratory, it is murdering intelligence and
destroying common sense. In the beginning no one foresaw that
the United States would be governed in the atmosphere of a bear
garden combined with a wild West show. No one believed that
laws would be discussed in the atmosphere of bedlam and that
our presidents would be nominated in a mood of carnival and
charlatanism. No one foresaw that the biggest voice would be
that of the ignorant, the vicious and the prejudiced. Democracy
conducts its affairs noisily as though America were populated ex-
clusively by wild men with no honor or intelligence. You seldom
hear anything anywhere more thick-headed than you hear every
day in the Capitol where humbugs concentrated in one place in-
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toxicate each other and speak more cant and evil than they would
think of speaking at home.

The success of representative government depends on the abil-
ity of the lawmakers to make reasonable compromises at the last
moment. That was not written into the Constitution, but it is
the unwritten genius of the agreement. Without reason, generated
through the guts if not through the head, the apparatus of gov-
ernment collapses and opens the gate to anarchy. Tonight, as I
listen to the savage bark of the radio report from Washington,
I would happily agree to help abolish Congress which behaves as
though it wanted to destroy the world out of hatred, cupidity and
mindlessness. But never despair of Congress. It is not a formless
assembly of knaves and swindlers as it appears to be. It represents
all the people in the correct proportions—not only the worst but
the best. Some day the vicious elements may get the upper hand
and reduce the nation to primordial chaos, for there is no way of
guaranteeing reasonable compromises in extremis. But over the
years the record is as good as the people are, and the alternative
is the government of supermen like Mussolini, Hitler, and Stalin,
or the mythical sages whom Plato and Goethe foolishly dreamed
about.

To-believe in democracy is to believe that the collective wisdom
of all the people is in the long run superior to the wisdom of any
group of people. Neither labor nor capital, neither the politicians
nor the lawyers, neither the preachers nor the journalists can make
as sound decisions as all the people can. Not to believe this is not
to believe in democracy. This is the hazard we have agreed to take
in the belief that the other hazards are more dangerous. It is as-
tonishing how many people who regard themselves as democrats
do not believe in the democratic credo. Although they acquiesce
in democratic government, they are not fully convinced. By being
aggressively stupid, like boys recently let out of a reform school,
Congress frequently seems bent on proving that the people can-
not govern themselves. But the people can. Congress is seldom
as irresponsible and stupid as it tries to be. At the last moment,
intelligence mercifully breaks in, or there is always one more
chance.
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2:.7). From any rational point of view, the nominating conven-
tion that breaks out every four years at this season, is a colossal
cliché. Although it has the solemn mission of selecting a candi-
date who may be president of the country, the oratory is bun-
combe and bombast, the pretense of hilarity is sophomoric and
spurious and the general tone is low. As a matter of fact, it is part
of the American folklore. Rational criticism does not obtain. No
one would dare alter the routine or the ritual of the political con-
vention. It is as standard as coffee and doughnuts. The form of
the oratory is more important than the content. Although no one
believes that the opposition party is as crooked and vicious as the
keynote orator declares, tradition requires a violent, scornful pour-
ing out of billingsgate on this simplest of the themes. And although
no one is as jubilant as the parading delegations pretend to be,
tradition requires long, noisy, barbaric demonstrations by rival
states, like the mummery between the halves of college football
games. In fact, nothing is more traditional than this quadrennial
pretense that the United States is still a wild frontier country full
of clowns, braggarts, and showmen. Out of this gaudy exuberance
the nation got McKinley, Harding, and Coolidge. But out of the
same snake-oil milieu the nation got Lincoln, Cleveland, Theodore
Roosevelt, Wilson, and Franklin Roosevelt. The convention that
selected Lincoln was one of the gaudiest. The man of destiny was
selected by practical politicians amid the hoopla and skulduggery
of a show.

The candidate is also willy-nilly a figure in American folklore.
He takes part in a masquerade. He must try to fit a traditional
pattern which the American people expect, although they are
not deceived by it. To play the part well, he should be presented
as a former small-town boy, because American people still regard
city people as unreliable. Although he may be a city lawyer, he
may have small-town relatives, which are an asset; or he can buy
a farm where he can be photographed. He should have a folksy
hobby, like fishing, which is regarded as honest. He should be a
family man of sound moral character with a presentable wife and
blameless children, and a churchgoer—Protestant. He should be
a good fellow with a hearty manner and homely sentiment. He
should be prudent and thrifty. He should have a sly sense of hu-
mor. In some respect he should be Lincolnesque, if possible. Al-
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though he may be almost out of his mind with desire to be presi-
dent, he should never acknowledge that he is seeking the office.
He must maintain the fiction that in becoming a candidate he is
submitting to a spontaneous public mandate. We have had some
remarkable presidents whom the people have chosen with wise
deliberation. But the people think they want an unobjectionable
nonentity left over from the last century. They don’t; they want a
moderately progressive man whom they can respect. But the pre-
liminary presidential masquerade is part of the American folklore
to which, consciously or unconsciously, we subscribe every four

years.

24. Thank God the phoebes have flown. They have been com-
mitting nuisance on the porch for three weeks. Every April they
plaster a muddy nest over the door that opens directly into the
dining room. Remembering the phoebe’s filthy habits, O. wants
to chase them away. But I am flattered by their sociability and I
find their industry disarming; I cannot bring myself to destroy
the work they have done in building up the mud foundation so
slowly and persistently. At that stage of the season the phoebes
are humble. But as soon as the eggs are laid they become posses-
sive. When we use their door they fly off the nest with an injured
manner that appeals to our better natures. Gradually we stop
using the dining-room entrance to the house. When the eggs
hatch the phoebes go one step further. They complain querulously
by yelling at us. They not only want us to use another entrance;
they want the dining-room door closed. If we open it for light and
ventilation they scream at us until we close it again. Property be-
longs to whoever is using it, according to the phoebe code; and
we comply with it, although sardonically.

But now the trouble begins. As the young birds grow they feel
more and more contemptuous. Young phoebes especially have
wonderful digestive tracts, and as they swell in size they start
dropping bird lime over the side of the nest. At first it looks like
an unfortunate accident, and it can be cleaned away easily. But
the phoebes eat more and more, digest more and more and the
volume of their elimination grows daily. It not only makes a pile
on the porch floor; it runs in white streaks down the screen door
and spatters. At this stage the lice begin to appear. They cover
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the door, and the door has to be sprayed to keep them out of the
house. Meanwhile, the five young birds have grown ugly little
beaks. Peering fatuously over the nest they look like gangsters.
They are hideous and filthy and voracious, and we are heartily
disgusted with them.

Today they flew. It took me an hour with soap, water, a scrub-
bing brush and rag to clear away the noisome mess, wash the
screen door and woodwork, and get rid of the lice. I don’t think
we shall let the phoebes build there next spring. After about ﬁf
teen years I have had enough—I hope.

25 Eighty-nine degrees in town. The city is lost in fog until
late morning. Throughout the afternoon the humidity is high. In
the evening a wild thunderstorm attacks the city savagely with
cracks of lightning, roars of thunder, and floods of rain. As usual,
the people are surprised and are caught unprepared. For New
Yorkers are inclined to assume that it will never rain, and certainly
not on New Yorkers. Unless it is raining hard when they leave
home in the morning, they go without raincoats or umbrellas. The
distances are short from the house to the subway and from the
subway to the office. If New Yorkers are caught unprepared they
can skip along close to the buildings, which break the force of the
rain; and they can hurry from doorway to doorway or from one
sidewalk canopy to another, or take short cuts through buildings
or walk for blocks through underground passages that feed the
subway routes. They can buy cheap umbrellas at high prices in
the comer cigar stores, or from street hawkers who mysterious]y
appear in the crowded districts almost as soon as the first rain
falls, or they can buy compact cellophane bags that cover the head
and shoulders and give the illusion of protection. In an emergency
they can hold a newspaper over their heads. New Yorkers are
never far from shelter. They do not want to be encumbered with
rainy weather gear, and imagine in some mystic way that they are
impervious to weather. Rain is something for the farmers. Except
for a few uncomfortable moments when they have to leave
shelter on the way home, New Yorkers ignore it.

Even when the rain is heavy and savage, New Yorkers instinc-
tively belittle it. When the thunderstorm suddenly leaps on the
city this evening I am talking with some friends in a mid-town
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penthouse. A wild gust of wind shoots through the windows and
presently the rain sweeps into the room. Distracted for a moment
from what we are saying, we close the windows and peer out
equivocally. “Oh, I guess it’s just a little cloudburst,” someone
says with a kind of casual superiority. Anything sturdier than a
drizzle is a cloudburst in New York. But the true New Yorker is
convinced that even a cloudburst would not be impudent enough
to inconvenience the greatest city in the world.

260 Charter of the United Nations signed in San Francisco on
this day in 1945. While the war against Japan was still being
fought, the United Nations determined to save succeeding gen-
erations from the scourge of war, afirmed their faith in funda-
mental human rights and social progress, agreed to practice toler-
ance as good neighbors and to unite their strength to maintain
international peace and security. It was a brave and sincere decla-
ration. It represented the longings of every human in every corner
of the world, and still does. Since the conclusion of the war
did not stop the shooting and since the struggle for political vic-
tory has broken the world into two warring camps, most people
would agree that the United Nations has failed. Even in wartime,
political power was no more contemptuous of “fundamental
human rights and the dignity and worth of the human person”
than it is today. Since the armistices were signed, nations have
been betrayed, statesmen and political leaders have been assas-
sinated, children have been torn away from their homes and
massed in concentration camps abroad and the world has become
a nightmare of lies, treachery and violence. None of those who
signed the United Nations Charter foresaw this bloodshot anarchy,
and the United Nations has not been able to stop it.

Through all this postwar agony, however, something extraordi-
narily progressive and creative has been going on. Representatives
of sixty nations have been meeting every day to discuss the prob-
lems of the world. The die is cast, the great step has been taken.
For public opinion is a weapon of formidable strength, and pub-
lic opinion stands behind the idea of the United Nations like
a solid army with high morale. Most of us did not realize that the
voice of the world was so crude and angry. The sound it makes
in the U.N. sessions is shattering and alarming. But no one wants
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to cancel the United Nations Charter because the world talks so
wildly. For the idea has conquered the minds of the people. No
matter what happens, the idea will never be forgotten or sur-
rendered or dismissed as impracticable. No one talks of filing the
Charter away in the library of lost causes.

27 After the metallic clangor of the city the countryside seems
quiet. To many city people on vacation the silence of the country
is distracting at first; it rings in their eardrums like a preter-
natural void at night and is disturbing to nerves accustomed to
rumble. But particularly at this time of year, which is the height
of the growing season, the exultation and expansion of life keep
the earth overflowing with waves of sound. The breathing earth
gives off a steady murmur. Many of the individual sounds, espe-
cially at night, are too faint to be caught in human eardrums,
which are less sensitive than the eardrums of highly developed
animals. But in the mass the sounds of myriad insects and of the
earth cooling after the heat of the day create a long, tremulous
hum that overlays the sentient world and vibrates through the
damp air.

The birds, being endowed above all God’s creatures with the
glory of song, are the most audible instruments of the daytime.
Song pours out of them by instinct in the spring and early summer;
from dawn to dusk they bless the earth with the joy of being and
increasing. The day is interwoven with their melody. Some of the
bird voices, like that of the red-eyed vireo, are so voluble that they
are absorbed into the subconsciousness; and some, like that of the
grasshopper sparrow, are too trivial to evoke conscious hearing;
or like the chattering of the chimney swift, they seem like the
common speech of the air and are not worth remarking. But the
great singers transform the countryside into a mighty choir loft.
The gushing ecstasy of the bobolink above the meadow, the full,
round enthusiasm of the oriole in-the elms and maples, the cool,
lonely meditation of the hermit thrush in the depths of the woods
are the charms of life on earth in the season of green and glowing
abundance.

Beneath and beyond the bird chorus, however, there is the low-
pitched sound of the earth preoccupied with growing. It is diffi-
cult to hear. The bird songs break into it and overwhelm it with
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volume and beauty. The breeze streaming silently across the face
deadens the ears to it. The chattering anxiety of the aspens and
the deep breathing of the ancient pines are too majestic to let it
through. A man’s own breathing or the pulsing of the blood in his
temples may prevent his hearing it. But occasionally there is an
interlude in the bird songs or in the fluttering of the leaves, and
then the busy stir of the growing earth reaches the ear that strains
to listen. The quivering wings of countless insects absorbed in
their affairs, the stretch of the ground in the noonday heat, the
infinitesimal bustle of all kinds of life fill the air with an under-
hum of song. Perhaps some of the sounds are the overtones of
silence; perhaps the grasses and twigs swelling up from the roots
and unfolding in the sunlight set up a wave of sound that the
human ear can catch if it listens acutely. If the music of the
spheres can be heard, the song of the earth ought to be equally
ravishing. Day and night the countryside is softly wrapped in
sound.

28. On this day in 1860 the epochal and hard-luck steamship,
the Great Eastern, arrived in New York after a voyage of eleven
days. She was the chief character in one of the great annals of the
sea. Built to carry 3,600 passengers, she carried thirty-five paying
passengers on her first voyage. Never did such a fine ship have
such a tragic career. She was a pioneer in longitudinal construc-
tion with longitudinal frames and bulkheads, and she had a com-
plete, watertight inner skin. All the big ships of today owe some-
thing to her hull designed by Scott Russell who, like nearly every-
one who had anything to do with her, went bankrupt. She was six
hundred and eighty feet long, and displaced 27,384 tons. It was
nearly a half century before another ship of that length was at-
tempted. She had two paddle-wheels and a propeller, driven by
three steam engines. She had five funnels. She had six masts, and
one hundred and twenty sailors to handle the sails they carried.
There were one hundred and forty-nine men in the engine room.
She was built to go East by way of the Cape of Good Hope to
India and Australia, and to carry enough coal for the round
voyage. It had been estimated that she would pay for herself in
three voyages.

But almost nothing worked out according to plan except the
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engines, which were notably able. Built to be launched sideways,
she resisted three attempts in three months to slide into the water.
The job of launching her added £120,000 to the cost of construc-
tion. On her first trial trip, in September, 1859, an explosion in
the engine room killed six men, injured several others, and wrecked
the saloon. By the time she was ready to leave Southampton for
New York, June 17, 1860, people were afraid of her, and only a
handful of hardy and adventurous souls bought passage. On her
second outward voyage she lost her steering gear and nearly foun-
dered. Too big for any of the contemporary piers or dry docks,
she continually presented huge practical problems, and she was
too costly to operate. She wrecked the fortunes of everyone who
at one time or another had her. Finally, she was sold at a tremen-
dous loss to the Trans-Atlantic Cable Company. Beginning in
1865 she started laying cable; and whatever glory she had, she won
in that tedious job. But naval architects respected her highly and
studied her plans long after she was broken up. The Lusitenia and
Mauretania owed much to her design and construction; and the
Queen Mary and Queen Elizabeth would doubtless be proud to
acknowledge the pride and majesty they have inherited from the
Great Eastern.

29 Strange how the academic world carries on its stooping
back so much that is obsolete. In the scientific world we have
gotten rid of a vast heap of dead weight, like the movement of
the sun around the earth. But the academic world reluctantly
yields up its cultural myths, like the perfectibility of Greek civili-
zation. Even today the maxims of Aristotle are quoted as authority
for judgments about drama, and thousands of educated people
genuflect before him. Aristotle was one of the world’s great
scholars. He was a pioneer in the field of knowledge. But his
scientific and mathematical mind was hardly flexible enough for
judgments about art and his industrious attempt to codify the
laws of the drama—the celebrated Poetics—made the obtuse
blunder of putting technique ahead of creation. That may have
been a valid point of view in a civilization, founded on slavery,
that produced state drama, as totalitarian states do now. But it
does not apply to a free society that places a high value on inde-
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pendence, originality, and humanitarianism. There are no laws to
which a writer has to conform today.

Take Aristotle’s thoughtful and conscientious definition of the
tragic hero: “A man who is highly renowned and prosperous, but
who is not pre-eminently virtuous and just, whose misfortune is
brought upon him not by vice and depravity but by some error
of judgment or frailty.” “Highly renowned and prosperous”’—that
is the myth of the master-man. Since we reject it in politics we
should reject it in literature also. For ordinary people can suffer
as terribly as kings, merchant princes and military leaders. Not to
think so is to be lacking in knowledge of human nature and lean-
ing on arbitrary authority. I personally am not moved by tragedy
based on situations that I cannot accept. I am moved only by the
tragedy of people. The gods of the Greeks never threaten me.
But there are wild forces loose in the world today that threaten
all of us, and I am purged and terrified by them. They do not
inquire into a man’s ancestry or bank account before they over-
whelm him with tragedy. He need not be renowned or prosperous;
and he does not have to have a college education to know that
he is suffering. No system of thought or code of values has any
validity today unless it recognizes the ideals of this century.

50. John Kieran, the talking encyclopedia, drops in with his
wife, Margaret, who is handsomer. Sitting on the divan, he
plunges with infectious enthusiasm into an explanation of the
difference between clock time and sidereal time, tossing in some
humorous anecdotes about odd people he has known. “Is the
Henslow’s sparrow around this year?” he inquires, getting down to
serious business. The Henslow’s is interesting chiefly because he is
rare. He would probably be overlooked entirely except for the
commonplace, snapping “fleesic”’ he utters when he is sitting on
the stalk of a weed or a bunch of grasses. I have not heard a
Henslow’s sparrow all season. One field where he used to nest is
plowed this year. He is not in the other field he generally occu-
pies. Since the presence of the Henslow’s is one of the few ornitho-
logical distinctions of this area, I have been vaguely disturbed by
his absence this year.

After lunch John starts for the fields, preoccupied and stub-
born. In the circle of the farm we see a deer, sparrow hawk,
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scarlet tanager, wood thrush, chewink, catbirds, Maryland yellow-
throats, meadowlarks, bobolinks, and many other familiar birds.
Through familiarity with the bird’s habits, John locates and shows
me a prairie warbler, which I have heard and tried in vain to see
two or three times this year. We stroll up the road, looking for
a grasshopper sparrow and listening as we go. John pulls up short.
“I think I hear a Henslow’s,” he says. I hear nothing except a field
sparrow. For about a half hour we slowly advance through the
high grass a rod to the north. John is searching the grass with
his binoculars. “I see him,” he exclaims. A Henslow’s is sitting
quietly and silently near the top of some bent grass stems. After
supper we are standing by the garage, talking quietly. “I hear
another Henslow’s,” says John. In fact, three Henslow’s are sing-
ing “fleesic” from different parts of the field. In the space of
about five hours John has found four Henslow’s sparrows within
a quarter-mile of the house. He has extraordinarily keen ears. But
his greatest asset as an ornithologist is persistence. No matter
what other things he may be doing or thinking, there is a sensitive
area at the core of his being that is constantly looking and listen-
ing. Every time he pops in for a fleeting visit, John finds two or
three birds here that I have overlooked. He introduces me to my
own neighbors.

John and I have agreed not to discuss politics for a very prac-
tical reason: I am invariably right, but he invariably wins the
argument.
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_%Y NOONTIME the subway is choked with vacationists who are
carrying suitcases and paper-covered parcels. The great hall
of the Grand Central Terminal is roaring with the talk of excited
people leaving the city. For this is the Fourth of July week end,
and it is estimated that more than two million people will leave
by bus, railway, airplane, and automobile. Tomorrow will be a
frantic day, and hundreds of thousands of tired New Yorkers will
be in a state of nerves. The nervous tension is mounting now. Any
mass exodus from the steaming city is highly competitive. When
the gates are opened for the upriver train, the crowd rushes down
the platform and piles impatiently into the cars. People labori-
ously lift their luggage into the racks and sit down triumphantly.
The excitement is infectious. Even a half-hour before the time for
departure, people scurry down the platform and burst into the cars
breathlessly, and some of the children are overwrought and fretful.
For there is something about a long train standing in the station
that seems urgent and ominous, as though it were not going to
accommodate the passengers but treacherously escape them. The
cars on the train are old, dirty and uncomfortable, and the plush
seat coverings are hot. Although the electric locomotive pulls the
train easily, the steam locomotive that takes over at Harmon has
the greatest difficulty in moving it. The engine backs violently
into the train to take up the slack between the cars, and then
tries to get underway slowly, the driving wheels slipping on the
rails before they take hold. Since the passengers are overloaded it
seems logical for the train to be overloaded and for the locomo-
tive to be hot, breathless, worried and cross. Nobody enjoys the
ride along the river. The cars are dirty with soot and buck angrily
when they travel fast, and the whole train bangs and clatters.
Getting out of the cars with baggage at the stations 1s 2 slow and
exhausting process, and the station platforms are swirling masses
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of bus-drivers, taxi drivers and anxious vacationists. The highways
that were not crowded yesterday are clogged today with lines of
crawling cars driven by hot, tired, frustrated people. The happy
holiday week end has begun.

2 « City is city and country is country, and never the twain shall
meet. For a few tense weeks in the summer they mingle super-
ficially. But the association seldom goes beyond tolerance. For
the country has a settled society that looks after its needs twelve
months a year; it is permanent and it is held together by common
experience based on fundamental elements like food, water, heat,
and weather. No hurried visitor from the city can enter the for-
midable ranks of country society, which is mobilized according to
the principle of defense in depth. He cannot share the experience
on which country society is founded. The experience is ancient; it
has roots that go back to Adam. Many of our country people are
descended from the original colonial settlers, and carry in their
bones a long history of communal living. Even if he settles in the
country for the rest of his life, the city immigrant can never assimi-
late that history or absorb the myriad, intangible thoughts, tradi-
tions and myths that hold the country people together. Most of
the dead weight of country society lies, like ice, under the surface.
The city immigrant never knows about it until he bumps into it.

City people are not qualified to understand the principles of
country living. City life is highly organized on an impersonal
basis; the various services stand between the city dweller and the
raw materials of life—running water, so abundant that it appears
to be valueless, mail and newspaper deliveries, deliveries from the
grocery and department stores, steam heat, gas piped in from the
street, painting and repairs, rapid transportation, garbage collec-
tion, professional fire fighters. The city dweller grows up amid the
illusion that those things are automatic. With all this organiza-
tion and equipment behind him, he is likely to patronize the
country people who have to improvise these things for themselves
or go without. He is ignorant of the facts of life. No one has
abundant running water in the country without making a delib-
erate and costly choice which is beyond the means of most people.
Most country people have to call for the mail, look after their own
stoves or heating plants, disposing of their garbage and refuse in
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some way that is safe and sanitary, and bring home the things
they buy at the store. Over the years they acquire knowledge,
facility and self-reliance; living involves a daily routine and disci-
pline that set them apart from city people. The pace is slower and
more purposeful. No wonder they are indifferent to the casual city
visitors who bumble around the country in gay sports clothing a
few weeks in the pleasantest part of the year. At home in the city,
city people do not commonly throw their doors open to casual
visitors from the country. At home city people are preoccupied,
too.

3. The cult of nature flourishes among people who live apart
from nature and in countries that have succeeded in neutralizing
nature with railroads, airplanes, telephones, heating systems, and
water supplies. Most of the members of mountain clubs and bird
clubs live in the cities. There is more popular interest in birds in
countries like England and America than in countries like China
and Russia, which are not industrially developed and cannot pa-
tronize nature yet. For the cult of nature is a form of patronage
by people who have declared their materialistic independence
from nature and do not have to struggle with nature every day
of their lives. Primitive people may love nature, consciously or
unconsciously, but they do not make a cult of nature because
it is a fundamental part of their lives.

When I was in China during the war, I had to climb over the
lofty Kaolikung mountains that bathe their green feet in the Sal-
ween River. The passes over the Kaolikungs are at an elevation of
about ten thousand feet. Having climbed mountains in America
and Switzerland, I instinctively approached the Kaolikungs in a
sporting frame of mind. I looked forward to invading the remote
privacy of the lofty ridges and standing triumphantly above the
world. But climbing mountains was no sport for the Chinese. It
was part of the drudgery of their daily lives. And the rocky trails
by which my party ascended and descended were the normal high-
ways from the east to the west, used every day by Chinese trav-
elers and accepted as part of the burden of life. Rich merchants
were carried over in sedan chairs. Long trains of pack animals
loaded with salt were driven across, and one Chinese farmer was
driving a flock of little pigs across, urging them on with the Chi-
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nese hog call, “Oo, la, 1a, 00, la, 1a.” In a wind-swept hut at the
top of the pass, some Chinese porters were assuaging the pain of
their fate by smoking opium. My sentimental communion with
the forests and the lordly heights was repeatedly shattered by na-
tives engrossed in the unromantic toil of getting over a terrible
barrier as quickly as possible. Mountain climbing is not a sport
for people who have no easy way of neutralizing the obstacles of
nature.

4. Independence Day. It used to be the most boisterous day of
the year. We celebrated it with a midnight bonfire on the com-
mon, firecrackers, torpedoes, miniature cannon, patriotic speeches,
and fireworks after dark. We behaved as though we personally
had delivered a peremptory ultimatum to George III; and I sup-
pose we assumed that democracy was irrevocable and universally
admired. Nations that were not as democratic as America seemed
to us rather silly; and socialism seemed like a sinister plot by evil
and envious men to embarrass the prudent, the thrifty, and the
virtuous. I am writing of the days when I was a boy.

If we celebrate Independence Day less chauvinistically today it
may be, not only because firecrackers are dangerous, but chiefly
because after more than a century and a half democracy prevails
in only small areas of the world. Only a small fraction of the
world’s 2,231,716,000 people adhere to the Philadelphia declara-
tion that “governments are instituted among men, deriving their
just powers from the consent of the governed.” Freedom does not
seem so easy to us now. In our lifetime freedom has been lost in
many places. If we derive our thinking from facts, uninfluenced
by political and religious faith, we must recognize the tragic fact
that freedom is shrinking in the world. There is a tone of anxiety
in the Fourth of July speeches today. The flag looks more like a
beautiful symbol of faith than a swagger token of victory.

History gets foreshortened as the years increase. The Declara-
tion of Independence looks now like a spectacular incident in a
well-conceived and ingeniously integrated design of action by
heroic statesmen whose minds were clear. Now we are inclined
to assume that the Declaration was unanimously adopted in the
morning and that the Liberty Bell—already named and cunningly
held in reserve for the purpose—started to ring in the after-
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noon. But the Americans of 1776 were no different from Ameri-
cans today: they were not unanimous about anything; they were
afflicted by doubts and many of them were reluctant to make
irrevocable decisions. For eleven years the thirteen colonies had
been trying to find a method of government that would be just
and would also foster the development of a new, rich, vast coun-
try; and since so many of the colonists had roots in England, many
of them wanted to remain inside the framework of English rule.
But the fifteen months that preceded the Declaration made in-
dependence inevitable whether everybody wanted it or not. The
English government had been fighting the colonists during that
period, and to a large extent with German mercenaries, which
was the crowning insult. In January, 1776, Thomas Paine pub-
lished his fiery Common Sense, which could not be printed fast
enough to satisfy the public demand. On April twelfth, the pro-
vincial assembly of North Carolina instructed its delegates to the
Continental Congress to join other states in formally declaring
the independence of the colonies. On May fourteenth, Virginia
went one step further by instructing its delegates to propose a
declaration of independence. Massachusetts, which had been dis-
cussing the question by means of general town meetings, came
next and took the initiative with Virginia. Maryland, which had
suffered little under English rule, joined the movement after
public opinion had been consulted. By July first, twelve of the
thirteen colonies had instructed their delegates to consider a dec-
laration of independence. New York was the sole dissenter. It had
a large Tory population; Lord Howe had already landed troops
in New York, which was strategically in the front-line trenches.
A trading center then as now, New York was looking after its
pocketbook and convenience, although the New York delegates to
the Continental Congress were personally sympathetic, as were
the people of New York.

Anticipating the congressional decision, a committee in Phila-
delphia had been at work for thrée weeks framing the declaration.
When the question of drawing up a declaration was taken up on
July first, nine states voted for it. New York was excused from
voting, since the delegates had not yet been instructed. South
Carolina voted “No.” Pennsylvania voted “No” by a vote of four
to three. The Delaware vote was tied one to one—one delegate
being absent. On July second another vote was taken. New York
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was still unable to vote. But the remaining twelve colonies were
unanimous for the declaration. South Carolina voted “Yes.” The
third delegate having arrived, Delaware voted “Yes.” John Dick-
inson and Robert Morris having stayed away, Pennsylvania voted
“Yes.” The Declaration of Independence was adopted by the
twelve colonies on the evening of July fourth. It was not read
until noon on July eighth to a crowd of people assembled before
the State House. On July ninth it was read to the American sol-
diers in the presence of George Washington near New York City
Hall, and formally adopted by New York, making the decision
unanimous for the thirteen colonies. It was published in the Penn-
sylvania Journal on July tenth. It was not signed until August
second. Not all who had voted for it signed, and some who signed
had not voted for it, and several did not sign until two or three
months later. Thomas McKean, of Delaware, who fought through
the Revolution, did not sign it until 1781.

Even after so many years of conflict with the King, some pru-
dent and earnest Americans had thought that a formal declara-
tion of independence would be rash, and that the colonies were
not yet sufficiently organized to support and carry forward a sepa-
ratist movement in the face of British armed resistance. From the
legal and practical point of view they may have been right. The
colonies were not competently organized and the Continental
Congress did everything short of wrecking Washington’s leader-
ship in the field. But when people are genuinely aroused against
tyranny, practical considerations are secondary. The Declaration of
Independence represented the tone and temper of public opinion.
It came out of the hearts of the people. In grave and lucid prose,
it expressed what they felt, though most of them were not so clear
in their minds as Thomas Jefferson who wrote it in a second-story
room of a private residence in Philadelphia.

5. Since human beings and animals must eat, the provender of
the fields seems normal. The fields of hay and grain and the
kitchen gardens look handsome and give us a feeling of security.
But the fecund womb of nature not only provides food at this
time of year but also blesses the earth with beauty. Out of the
damp soil come delicate flower textures and splendors. Wave after
wave of brilliant color sweeps across the meadows and pastures.
Six weeks ago the cinquefoil made a yellow bed under the green
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grass. Then came the hawkweed that banked the hills with gold.
Now the buttercups and the daisies sprinkle the green fields with
yellow and white. In swaley ground on the lowlands the Canadian
thistle—a vicious weed—reflects the color of the sky like a lake,
making pools of deep blue in the hollows. Along the hedgerows
the wild grape is in bloom; and the roadsides bear lavender and
white fleabane, meadow-rue and sweet clover. The milkweed, a
coarse plant, is in bloom and perfumes the summer air extrava-
gantly. The colors throughout the countryside represent the abun-
dance and ecstasy of creation. Nature is not satisfied with neces-
sity. As lovers are transfigured by happiness, so the fields today are
transfigured by the joy of creation.

In the spruce lot the wild rose returns the daily greeting of the
sun with scattered pink blossoms. The rose garden beside the
house does better than that. After centuries of cultivation through-
out the world the rose is the queen of flowers—soft and lustrous
in texture, dainty, gorgeously colored in myriad shades and pat-
terns. None of the wild roses can equal the abundance and glory
of those that have been cultivated. Like all cultivated life, they
cannot be neglected. From April to November, O. tends ours
assiduously—pruning and spraying, and applying the proper fer-
tilizer where it is needed. She knows them; she watches them day
by day with a mixture of affection and anxiety. After the middle
of June they reward her with a daily burst of rich blossoms, and
some of the plants continue blooming until the snow settles on
them.

Cultivated roses have been an ornament of civilization for cen-
turies. Dried roses have been found in the tombs of Egyptian
Kings. The word “rose” is international. It is also the symbol of
all that is loveliest—to “gather roses” is to seek pleasure; a “bed
of roses” represents ease and luxury; a “rose without a thorn” rep-
resents impossible happiness, an ideal that cannot be achieved.
We bring roses as a silent offering to all the major ceremonies of
life—graduations, weddings, anniversaries, funerals. In their grace,
softness, color and fragrance they are the finest tokens we can give
when words seem foolish and trifling. Although they can be culti-
vated and bred, they cannot be created. They stand as close to
immortality as anything we know or can touch.
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6. Nothing should be dismissed as devoid of interest until it has
been investigated. In the ideal sense, nothing is uninteresting;
there are only uninterested people.

About a hundred yards from this house lies an insignificant cat-
tail swamp which is about seven hundred and fifty square feet in
area. In the spring a foot of water stands there. The peepers sing
there in the early spring, and the frogs take bass possession of it
now. The red-wings nest there, drowned in reeds, and enjoy it. In
dry summers the water in the swamp disappears, leaving a bed of
ooze. Beyond taking a casual glance into it, I have never paid
much attention to this miniature marsh. After supper this evening
the children are searching around the edges of it for frogs. Sud-
denly a Virginia rail flops up from under my feet and drops back
into the cat-tails a few yards away. Later I manage to put him up
again and get a good look at him as he teeters on inadequate
wings to the opposite end. To me this is astonishing. It moves out
the walls of my universe a little further.

The Virginia rail is one of the most difficult birds to see.
Small, undistinguished and thin, he commonly runs through cat-
tail swamps that seem to be impenetrable. Since his wings are
less developed than his feet, he rarely comes out of the obscure,
slimy thicket of the swamp and is seldom seen. Years ago 1 saw
a Virginia rail during the migration season in the outskirts of
New York. But I had never seen another until this evening; and
since he lives such a solitary life and is so difficult to see I have
fallen in the habit of never looking for him. During the past two
months, particularly at twilight, I have been hearing an un-
musical, stuttering note from the swamp. It has puzzled me, but
I had put it aside as a swamp mystery hardly worth the trouble
of solving. Twice I have heard it from other places—from a pas-
ture beyond the swamp to the east, and from the west-lot swale,
and this was perplexing, for swamp sounds should be confined to
swamps. When I caught these two glimpses of the rail this eve-
ning I quickly understood the whole experience. For the past two
months a Virginia rail has been raising a family only a hundred
yards from my house and, moreover, telling the whole neighbor-
hood about it at the top of his voice. Occasionally he has wan-
dered out of the swamp to look for seeds and locusts in the fields;
that accounts for the fact that his voice has come-from other
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places. By being lazy I have almost missed one of the most fasci-
nating episodes in the life of this ancient farm. Thanks to the
elastic enthusiasm of the children, whose minds have not become
routine, I discover that the swamp is one of the most interesting
corners of the neighborhood. I thought I knew the neighborhood
thoroughly.

7. During the course of the evening three planets now look out
on our hillside farm. Venus appears like a ball of white light in
the flaming glow of the sinking sun, sliding down behind the
mountain wall before ten o’clock (daylight time). Saturn pairs with
Regulus in the west as soon as the night darkens, and sets about
a half an hour before midnight. In the meantime, Jupiter rises in
the east at half past nine, becoming visible just about the time
Venus disappears.

Although Saturn is next in size to Jupiter, it looks like an ordi-
nary star—brighter than Regulus, but nothing like so handsome as
Vega. Lying far outside the earth’s orbit, it is visible only because
it is so large. I have never seen Uranus, although it is just within
the limits of normal vision, or Neptune and Pluto, which are out-
side it. The three flat rings of Saturn, being now end on to the
earth, are not visible through the binocular this evening. They
were in this position when Galileo first looked at Saturn through
his new telescope, and he did not see them at that time. Being
only ten miles thick, they cannot be seen at this distance. The
rings are spinning in space seven thousand miles from the equator
of Saturn and extend forty-five thousand miles into space. They
are composed of sand, pebbles and rocks—the debris of a satellite
that got inside Saturn’s zone of danger, as once our sun, wander-
ing through space, entered inside the danger zone of some big,
massive star and was broken up into the present system of planets.
Some day our moon will come inside the danger zone of the earth
and will be broken into luminous fragments, like the rings of
Saturn. This incident will be worth waiting for, because it will
give the earth continuous moonlight.

8° Criticism is parasitical. It has to have something to cling to,
since it has neither the originality nor the energy to flourish by
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itself. There are good critics and bad creative writers—a fact that
complicates the situation. But in any useful code of values, first
things come first; and it is obvious that poets, dramatists, and
novelists come before their critics.

But all writers, whether creative or critical, have one thing in
common: a passion for the health and well-being of contempo-
rary life. “Literature is big only in one way—when used as an aid
to the growth of humanities,” said Walt Whitman. Since all
serious writers have the same goal, it follows that they need the
same equipment and resources, whether they are critics or creative
writers. In addition to energy (“the life force,” Shaw called it)
they need a wide, deep, practical experience of life. I do not sub-
scribe to the notion that some people know what is good in art
and others do not. There are no final authorities, for there are no
absolute standards save the ultimate one that cannot be defined
because, like God, it goes deeper than articulate human experi-
ence. But some opinions are more valid than others. I respect the
opinions of interesting people who bring to the appreciation of
art the same vigor, sanity and independence that they apply to
the whole range of their personal lives.

Traditional opinions are full of cant. From one generation to
another we carry over a lot of piety about the good and the beau-
tiful. It clutters up our spiritual lives. Qur mental furniture
always needs rearranging, clearing out and dusting. Traditional
opinions are hardly worth the labor of writing. There should be
a large dash of the amateur in criticism. For the amateur is a man
of enthusiasm who has not settled down and is not habit-bound.

Opinions are the electricity of the mind. “What do you think?”
Is there a more profoundly social question than that? It assumes
that we are all living together and have within ourselves the power
to sort things out and create a civilization. It is the function of
the critic to pitch in to the intellectual life of the community and
express his opinion with force and clarity. His knowledge of the
community, mark you, is as vital as his knowledge of art. No art
can exist in a vacuum.

9. - In the country peace consists of little things. They are almost
too familiar to be noticed. Over the rim of the calm earth the
sun rises with glory and the comfort of day wraps us in security.
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This is how the world was intended to be—unhurried, full of
light, expectant, green. A slow routine frames the day and gives
it foundation. The cows leisurely appear in the pasture before
breakfast. The road gang goes off to work with a clatter of trucks
and tools. The carpenter and his assistant turn the corner on the
way to the house they are building. The putter of the tractor
comes from a valley hayfield. In midmorning the heavy milk truck
rolls down the hill. Toward noon there is a general gathering at
the postoffice for the mail and conversation, and a few people go
on errands to the store.

Nearly everything that happens can be anticipated. Even the
changes in routine, like the appearance of the truck from the mill
or the passing of a load of lumber, can be fitted into the general
pattern of a community looking after its affairs. Someone is
planting buckwheat and needs fertilizer, or someone is building
a shed. If the garage car shoots up the hill in a cloud of dust it
is certain that someone’s car is desperately ailing.

In a baleful world that is booming and crashing and sick with
foreboding, these are not important things, and no one thinks
about them much. But they are the warp and woof of peace in
the country, and infinitely precious as tokens of the world as it
was intended to be. Little things have an ancient lineage that is
honorable.

10 Excepting a series of evening showers, there has been no
rain for over a month in the country. Pastures and lawns are
browned. The grass in the hayfields is prematurely dry. Although
the stuff in the kitchen garden has not died, it stands still. The
earth is parched and gasping, living anxiously on its reserves.
Today the temperature rises to 91°; and with the humidity high,
the weight of the sunlight in the fields is almost unbearable. But
every now and then a puff of breeze out of the south smells wet.
Since this has happened frequently during the length of the
drought, we dare not hope. But a rumble of thunder shakes the
heavens in the early afternoon, the clouds gather and at three
o’clock the rain begins to fall. In normal times we might accept it
casually. But today we go out on the porch to be near it, to hear
the silent rain pipes gurgling again and carrying away the dirt from
the roofs, to see the limpid rainwater collect in the hollows of the
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bluestone doorstep and to see the rain wash the dusty leaves and
drench the grass.

The birds serenade it joyfully. A catbird yells with more excite-
ment than he has displayed for weeks. A goldfinch breaks out
into an endless rhapsodic song that trails through one happy
measure after another. Now that the flies and insects are beaten
close to the ground, the phoebe comes out of the trees and perches
on a stump, shouting his name and swinging his tail. The barn
swallows swing low, stuttering as they skim the fields.

Although the rain lasts only three hours, it refreshes the ailing
country and fills the air with merciful dampness. In the garden
the peas get off the ground and stand up eagerly. I could swear
that there are more blossoms on the beans. The lawn looks
brighter. A baby rabbit in the road throws himself into the air
for the sheer joy of being alive. A woodchuck, his fur dark and
wet, climbs on a stone wall and looks around peacefully, as if he
were enjoying the cool evening air. The summer haze is washed
out of the mountains; and after dark the stars are brighter than
they have been for a month, and Jupiter looks as huge and near
as an airplane preparing for a landing. We need two days of solid
rain. But the tenth of an inch that falls this afternoon relieves the
strain a little and sweetens the burden of growing.

l]. In our political life nothing is more dangerous than the
task of deciding whether or not a political opinion is a crime.
Murder and larceny are crimes; since they are concrete acts, they
can be identified and judged. But the criminal quality of a po-
litical opinion is in itself a political opinion. And the judging of
political opinions is therefore a competition between opposing
political ideas and is likely to be decided in favor of what is famil-
iar, unimaginative and old. The leaders of the American, French,
and Russian revolutions had one thing in common: they were all
criminals.

Over the century and a half of our constitutional life we have
miraculously managed to reserve the tradition of free opinion
through the bloodless revolutions of the Jefferson, Jackson, Theo-
dore Roosevelt, and Franklin Roosevelt administrations. In those
instances the competition between opposing political ideas was
decided at the polls and not in the courts. The polls are a franker,
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simpler and more flexible device than the courts for the decision
of political affairs, for the polls draw on the accumulated wisdom
of the nation. The courts are narrower, technical, and sancti-
monious. In the courts political ideas are examined under abnor-
mal pressure and are made to seem criminal before the evidence
has been heard. In the sphere of politics the judicial process in
itself has the stigma of a conviction.

Despite the Constitution and its Bill of Rights we, as a nation,
are always on the verge of abandoning the principle of political
freedom whenever political developments abroad threaten our
security. The ink was scarcely dry on the Bill of Rights before
Congress passed the Alien and Sedition acts in 1798 to outlaw
the enthusiasm in this country for the reckless egalitarianism of
the French Revolution. The French destroyed the enthusiasm
more decisively than the Alien and Sedition acts by proposing
corrupt negotiations with our representatives in Paris. A century
and a half later, the power of the Soviet idea is again inhibiting
our tradition of freedom of opinion. Anybody who is not an old-
line Republican or who believes in hot lunches for schoolchildren
is likely to find himself summoned by Congress to answer for
treason.

12 Henry David Thoreau was born in Concord, Massachusetts,
on this day in 1817. During most of his lifetime most people who
knew him dismissed him as an irritating eccentric, for he was in-
tolerant and antisocial. Even those who knew him well and ad-
mired him found him difficult to associate with. Emerson, his
greatest champion, remarked: “Henry is—with difhiculty—sweet,”
and that he would as soon think of grasping an oak limb as Henry’s
arm. To preserve his social independence Thoreau had to erect
many stiff barriers around himself. But he is known today through-
out America, England and France, and in many other parts of
the world as one of the great American writers, as one of the great
philosophers of freedom, as a man of courage, wisdom and in-
tegrity; and many of the apothegms that most of his neighbors
regarded as wry whimsies have become principles of life: “The
mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation.” “I love a broad mar-
gin to my life.” “Simplicity, simplicity, simplicity!” The core of
his social philosophy is expressed with tingling strength and candor
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in his essay “On the Necessity of Civil Disobedience,” which is
one of the fundamental papers on freedom. Gandhi regarded it as
a vital part of human truth and acted on it deliberately.

It would be a mistake to assume that Thoreau fashioned this
philosophy out of pure reason. He was an extraordinarily sensitive
youth, hurt more by the opinions of his townsmen than he ad-
mitted even to himself. His family was eminently respectable, but
poor; it lived a life of quiet desperation. Although it managed to
give Henry an education at Harvard College, he was unable to
make the usual social applications of what he had learned. From
the social point of view, he was a failure; and he knew it, and
the bravado of his writing compensated for the private agony of
his soul.

From 1845 to 1847 he lived alone in a small house he built for
himself on the shore of Walden Pond, and this was the greatest
thing he ever did. It was dramatic, it was poetic and practical,
and since it suited him perfectly, it brought him into harmony
with the universe. He could understand it; after he had published
Walden, or Life in the Woods in 1854 people generally began to
understand it and him, and they still do. For this was the concrete
base of his philosophy. “If you have built castles in the air, your
work need not be lost: that is where they should be. Now put the
foundations under them,” he wrote in the last chapter. His “ex-
periment” at Walden, as he chose to call it, perfectly illustrated
that principle.

If he had not been able to express himself, the Walden her-
mitage might have been no more fruitful than other similar enter-
prises before and after his. But he was a great prose stylist—the
greatest this country has produced. For he could catch in a vivid
phrase or pithy sentence the illusory impressions that sweep over
sensitive people and become to most people experience that can-
not be described, defined or shared. Although most of his verse
was rude, he was a poet. Fortunately, he was also a workman, jack
of all trades—surveyor, carpenter, mason, gardener and fisherman,
which are trades that are practical and some of them exacting.
And his proficiency as a workman helped to make Thoreau a
writer who was plain, accurate and forceful. Like a good workman,
he despised sloppy, pompous or sentimental writing. Walden is
his great work. Since many people understood and appreciated it
in the last eight years of Thoreau’s life, it relieved him of a good
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deal of his loneliness and softened the austerity out of which it
had come. Thoreau had won his battle for freedom. It gave some
peace to his perturbed spirit. He died in Concord on May sixth,
1862, with full knowledge of what was happening to him and
willingness to add one more episode in experience to his incom-
parably responsive career. “There is more day to dawn. The sun
is but a morning star.” These are the final sentences in Walden.

15 . Bobbing around on the flexible seat of his mowing machine,
Judson Moss drives his pair of horses around the “house-lot,” as
he calls it, and begins the job of haying on our place. He has fin-
ished the haying on his own farm, and now comes to ours. There
is a certain element of home-coming about his appearance here.
For Jud was born more than sixty years ago on what is now our
farm in another house that burned to the ground a quarter of a
century ago. And he knows more about our farm than I shall ever
know, for he has plowed it, cultivated it, and mowed it for years
and has an intimate knowledge of every acre. Every part of it re-
calls a story or an episode, for he has sprinkled the whole of it
with his own sweat.

For many years Jud was town road superintendent—an office
calculated to make enemies. No one can keep the roads in a con-
dition satisfactory to everyone, especially in the winter when all
the roads are in need of plowing at the same time, and frequently
are blown full of snow three or four hours after they have been
cleared. Since the town’s snow equipment is limited and the road
gang is not large, most people have to wait to have their roads
cleared. No matter how the road superintendent arranges his
schedule, nearly everyone in town feels at one time or another
that he is being neglected. After two particularly savage winters
in succession, Jud declined to run for road superintendent again
and returned to civil life. He was a good road superintendent, but
the pressure of public opinion during the snow and the mud sea-
sons wore down his resistance.

Living in the village in a small house that was a tiny bank
years ago, Jud now keeps a few cows, raises a few crops, cuts and
saws wood and drives a school bus. He makes out without having
to yield up much of his private independence. He has a thorough
knowledge of the town, a love of its history, and a wry sense of
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humor. It is always a pleasant morning when Jud hitches Dan
and Snip to the mowing machine and cuts the first swath through
our grass.

14 Despite the romantic myths that have grown up, for the
most part fraudulently, about the subject of haying, let us joy-
fully celebrate the modern mechanization of that ancient chore.
Yesterday Jud cut about half of the grass in two adjoining fields.
This morning one of the neighbors rakes it in endless windrows
behind a tractor. As soon as he has well started, another neighbor
starts bailing it mechanically with a bailing machine that is new
this season in our community. In previous seasons it has taken
Jud and his son, Leslie, a week to cut, rake, stack and pitch on
this much grass. But by noon today the bailing machine has gath-
ered up, bailed, tied and tossed out all the grass cut yesterday,
and no one has broken his back, strained his heart or raised a
sweat. The mechanical process is less thorough than the old hand
process. It does not get into the corners and it leaves grass scat-
tered on the fields. Another load or two can be gleaned. But that
is small price to pay for the merciful relief from the killing drudg-
ery of haying by hand.

The mythical romance of haying doubtless derives from the days
when a farmer could put ten men into the fields at once. They
could do the work fast and probably have some fun. But it has
been years since most people around here could get as many as
four men at once, and the chore of haying has gone on wearisomely
two months, and occasionally into September—even October.
Most of the hay has passed its prime by the time two or three
men could get round to it. Haying is dirty, heavy, violent work
that has to be done in the hottest time of the year. Some of it
has to be done in the hottest place in the region—just under the
heat-crackling metal roof of the barn in a dust-laden, airless mow.
Traditionally sweet as new hay is, mowing away in hot weather is
a form of torture. It is one of the chief causes of heart diseases.
There is nothing romantic about it. The most romantic thing I
have seen all summer is the bailing machine devouring man-hours
in the hayfield and rolling cheerfully away at noon to devour some
more man-hours on another farm. ~
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At this rate Jud will finish the haying on our place in another
four days—three weeks ahead of average schedule.

15- “St. Swithin’s Day, if thou dost rain,
For forty days it will remain;
St. Swithin’s Day, if thou be fair
For forty days it will rain nae mair.”

It does rain today, but we all know that it will not rain every day
between now and August twenty-fourth. For the tradition of St.
Swithin’s Day, already nearly a thousand years old, has no basis
in fact and never has had. St. Swithin, a bishop of Winchester,
England, died on July 2, 862. Loving people as much as he loved
God, he asked to be buried outside the cathedral “where the feet
of passersby might tread and the rain of heaven will fall.” He was
buried according to his wishes. His memory was particularly ven-
erated. People believed that miraculous cures came from visiting
his grave. He became a saint by popular devotion. About a cen-
tury later the clergy of the cathedral concluded that so illustrious
a saint should be reburied inside the cathedral and they moved
his remains inside on July 15, 971. The tradition is that it rained
on that day (although there is testimony to the contrary) and for
forty days thereafter and that the reburial had to be postponed
for that length of time. Another tradition is that after forty days
the clergy decided to let the body remain where it was and then
built a chapel over it. At any rate, the body was definitely removed
in 1094 inside a new cathedral.

The tradition of St. Swithin’s Day comes stralght out of the ig-
norant superstitions of the Middle Ages. But during the recent
drought I have several times heard it cited as a possible solution
to the most immediate calamity of the year in this neighborhood.
After nearly a thousand years, St. Swithin is still regarded as one
of the “healing saints.” We still reach for symbols to protect us
from things we cannot control and do not understand.

]6. He is five years old. He weighs forty-five pounds. If he can
be persuaded to stay in one place long enough, he stands three
feet, eight and one-half inches. Nearly everything in the world
towers grandly above him and looks down at him with a patron-



204 Once Around the Sun

izing air. But by evening he has exhausted two adults in their mid-
fifties who are strong enough for nearly anything. For he is pos-
sessed by gods and demons of civilization; and every day he in-
stinctively repeats the history of the human race. Like primitive
man he wakes up in full possession of his faculties with the rising
of the sun; and he goes to bed, dropping to sleep instantly, at sun-
set. Like primitive man, he has a dance for everything—for the
rites of rising and bathing and for the joy of being alive. His play
is largely a dance usually full of drama. He is fascinated by food;
he calls for it at regular hours; he discusses it at length, and his
feeding habits are not fastidious. Like the human race widening
its culture, he is full of wonder and inquiry. The world is his play-
room, crammed with treasures and surprises. He sees them all,
peers at everything closely and tries to fit everything into the pat-
tern of his own experience. All the things in the world are to him
terribly important—birds, dragonflies, frogs, blueberries, lawn
mowers, pumps, sawdust, grindstones, the new moon, songs, caves,
tall grass. “Wow,” he says a thousand times a day when something
new staggers his imagination. Dimly aware of the stupendous em-
pire of reading, he learns a new word every day. After supper he
reads aloud from his Polly book, squirming, scratching and wrig-
gling, but slowly spelling out the few words he knows as he gently
lifts the heavy, mysterious curtain to learning. In the course of
the day he is likely to make a poem or two:

“Save the icing, save the cake,
Save the lady with the big, fat shake.”

He talks to himself continuously; he tells himself long and won-
derful tales. He is combative and belligerent. When he plays with
his sister he scratches, pummels, and yells, and he races through
the house, slamming doors and knocking over furniture. He has
a strong will, and he is experimentally trying to fit it into the an-
cient will of the race. He is also bursting with energy. His eyes
are bright, his legs are swift and sturdy and his mind is active.
This daily chore of reliving the long history of the race is terribly
exciting and seems to be a fresh experience every day. It exhausts
the adults, who have become cautious because they have learned
some of the perils of experience. But it never exhausts him. It is
not his fault that he is overjoyed to be alive.
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17. Along the Hudson River flocks of white herons are as-
sembling. Tall, slender, wary, with long legs and long necks, they
paddle through shallow water, looking for fish and frogs. In some
poses they look roundshouldered. When they fly they look squat
and neckless. They have a melancholy appearance like something
left over from primeval times. It is difficult to identify the herons
accurately from a railroad train window. But they are mostly Amer-
ican egrets and little blue herons in summer plumage, which is
white. Both species nest in the South from Florida to North Caro-
lina or Virginia. When their nesting season is over and the hot
weather settles down they start wandering north, like summer
tourists, and get as far as Canada. Since white herons are a con-
vention of Japanese prints, they are admired in this country as
figures in art by people not particularly interested in birds. In
Asia—in China and Java, as I know from my own knowledge—
white herons are a common ornament of the hillside rice terraces
and the paddy fields. Although they are less well known in Amer-
ica, we have them in abundance.

The heron civilization is like all swamp life, secluded and self-
contained, or possibly seems so because it is relatively inaccessible.
At the time when other birds are going south the herons idly drift
north and relax along the Hudson River. Later in the season hun-
dreds of great blue herons, who are majestic birds, stand like odd-
shaped posts in the Hudson flats.

Our summer association with American egrets represents a tri-
umph of conservation legislation, proposed and fought for by the
National Audubon Societies. The egrets were the source of the
handsome white plumes that women wore in their hats in the late
nineteenth century. Thousands of egrets were slaughtered by plume
hunters in the swamps of Florida. Although Florida passed pro-
tective legislation, it was difficult to enforce. At least one warden
was killed, and all the wardens risked their lives policing the plume
hunters. The battle to save egrets went on for twenty years, and
involved legislation to make the sale or possession of egret plumes
illegal. But the battle was won long ago, and one of the results
is the constant increase in the numbers of egrets. Since New York
took specific action to protect herons from slaughter and destruc-
tion, it is especially gratifying to see so many of them visiting the
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Hudson River every summer. Nothing along the river is lovelier
than those tall, white, mysterious yet self-confident water birds.

18 During the night the temperature drops only to 74°. At
eight o’clock in the morning the thermometer reads 82°. The air
1s stale and stagnant. At breakfast time the sun is hot in the east.
It burns through the trees and bushes, and the neighborhood sur-
renders to it. The world is dead. Nothing fundamental moves; and
if nothing changes the world will get hotter and hotter, and the
air will get more and more stifling until we are all prostrate. The
hayfields are baking. The children are querulous. The birds are
silent and morose. Even the bird bath, which usually refreshes
them, has become lifeless and tepid. A robin walks around it dis-
dainfully, looking at the house with a suggestion of reproach.
Taking the hint, I replenish the bath with cool water from the
pump, and the robin bathes enthusiastically. The thermometer
rises steadily to 91°. In the middle of the dank afternoon, thunder
begins to rumble in distant places. During the next hour the sky
darkens, the thunder increases and the wind rises. The lightning
strikes somewhere in the neighborhood; the black clouds open and
the rain begins to spill down. Since the house is hot, we close the
windows tentatively on the west. But the thunder crashes nearer
all the time, the telephone bell jingles nervously, the wind rises
and presently the trees are bowing and screaming with fright, and
the rain beats savagely on the roof and at the windows. No rain
comes through the north windows, but the wind is so cold that
we close them, too. The thermometer drops to 67°. After ten min-
utes of crash and fury, the storm gradually moves towards the
northeast, and finally the sun flames through the scattering clouds
and sparkles on the wet leaves and grass. The thermometer starts
climbing again towards a hot, close night. Over the radio in the
evening we hear that the thermometer rose to 94° in Albany and
96° in Schenectady. Our high of 91° seems like a triumph by com-
parison. But the air is dead again and the upstairs bedrooms close
and confining. No one escapes hot weather in July.

19 Think twice before venturing on the highway in a car on

week endc thic manth On Saturdave and Sundave the citv drivere
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are tearing along the road like gangsters. Having jumpy nerves,
no knowledge of the road, and no driving imagination, they reck-
lessly weave in and out of traffic and pass on curves. They never
know what may happen to them or to us until it is too late. People
accustomed to country driving have learned never to take the
initiative when the Sunday drivers are on the road. Strangers to
the country, they drive competitively as though it were a reflection
on their self-respect to remain in line. Even though you are driving
fifty or fifty-five miles an hour, they whizz by impatiently with
nervous twists of the steering wheel and the squeal of hot tires.
They will risk your life as well as their own to get to the head
of the line.

On the way to town on business this morning, I reached a long,
straight, safe stretch of road where two cars had collided. Two city
cars were wrecked in the ditch. One woman, who looked dead,
was lying on the side of the road while a doctor examined her,
and a group of people, oblivious to the state police, stared at her
morbidly. Only a week ago another woman was killed by an auto-
mobile a couple of miles north of this point; and a month ago a
young man was killed five miles to the north on the same road,
leaving, incidentally, a mother whose husband had died only a
fortnight earlier. With these calamities fresh in mind, we who
live in the neighborhood drive as carefully as possible. We do not
feel like masters of the road; we feel insecure. And we regard with
a mixture of fear and anger the drivers who race in and out of
traffic as though the rest of us were aimless fuddy-duddies with-
out enterprise or daring.

Last year 28,600 Americans were killed by automobiles. About
one million more were injured. Americans commonly buy auto-
mobiles without counting the cost of operation, and many of them
also drive without counting the hazards. There are plenty of reck-
less country drivers. But the Sunday drivers from the city are the
most ignorant and inexperienced and have the least skill. It will
not be safe to drive on week ends until after Labor Day.

2@ Now is the most relaxing time of year in town. Although
the oily, steaming city is uncomfortable, the mood is bland. In the
perennial drive for progress and expansion this is the interlude
that does not count; and the people who are not on vacation do
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not pitch into their work aggressively. They dress affably. Most
of the men go hatless and many go in shirt sleeves without ties,
and those who adhere to the ancient punctilio wear lightweight
suits in pleasant colors. The women wear fresh, washable dresses
that have a holiday air. Since the temperature outdoors and in-
doors is practically the same, people go in and out casually as
though the city were a unit and the whole area equally inhabitable.
Even for those who are indoors it is an outdoor season, for the
windows are open and the hiss and whirr of the traffic comes in.
With the doors and windows flung open, New York seems more
congenial in the summer. Everybody is caught in the same heat
and feels it the same and slips through it in the same rhythm.
For nothing is being settled in the summer. The great decisions
are made in the autumn, winter and spring when everybody is on
the job. Just now the grand executives are either out of town or
dreaming wistfully of the country. They cannot put their minds
on big business projects.

The evenings are the triumph of the year. After the sun sets,
the temperature falls agreeably and a fresh breeze flutters across
the river, trickling down the side streets and almost imperceptibly
cooling the city. The Goldman band plays stirring music in Cen-
tral Park. People ride the ferryboats, sit on the cramped front
stoops of the dingy brownstone-front houses, or sit on the benches
in the middle of uptown Broadway or along Riverside Park. Sit-
ting quietly amid the trees and with each other, they are lost in
meditation. The beating, exhausting drive of a great metropolis
has subsided into an effortless holding operation. Cosmopolis has
become a big outdoor town of leisurely burghers. Nothing im-
portant will happen until mid-September when the attendance
will be complete again.

21. Although the thunderstorms are so violent that they drown
the Independent subway system and interrupt the service for six
hours, I am only dimly aware of rain and thunder outside. For Al
Hirschfeld, the bearded artist, is arguing pithily on both sides of
several questions, and his wife, Dolly Haas, and I are agreeing,
disagreeing or introducing evidence like passages of counterpoint
to the main theme. Lightning cracks all around the neighborhood,;



JuLy 209

driving the rain across the room. But these are only external in-
cidents. We hardly notice them. For after an exhausting day that
has left most of New York pale and enervated, Al is crackling with
arguments—improvising as he goes along, and we are huddled to-
gether in a self-contained world of passion and humor on the roof
of a mid-town apartment house.

There are many themes—American and Russian political rela-
tions, the theater, the futility of psychoanalysis, the basic arrogance
and obtuseness of the German national character, the unworldli-
ness of Siam, the irrational behavior of human beings. But the
themes are only incidental to Al's stream of improvisations that
flash more vividly than the lightning outside and flood the room
with energy. Al does not argue for victory. The impulse is social.
He likes the sting and pitch of ideas discharged helter-skelter
around the room. Some of his resounding conchusions are not so
final as they sound, but are offered as tentative points in a good-
humored inquiry.

Once every five or ten years Al takes a trip somewhere to ex-
amine the world. He goes to California, Europe, the East Indies,
or around the world. This refreshes his knowledge of the back-
ground and stimulates his mind. It gives him something to argue
against. But his miniature apartment amid the aerials and blazing
electric signs of Manhattan is a microcosm and he could live a
full life without even stirring outside it. The newspapers and maga-
zines bring him an abundance of material every day. Since his
outside door is unlocked and displays a hospitable sign reading
“Please don’t knock,” people stream in and out all day and night
with recent facts, startling opinions and fresh arguments. They
provide all the leg-work Al needs. What they bring, Al swiftly
absorbs, adding it to the mass of material he has already assembled
and revising his ideas accordingly. Ordinarily he argues until two
in the morning, though sometimes until three or four. Since Nina,
his daughter, commonly lifts up her voice at five or five-thirty in
the morning, this raises the question, when do Al and Dolly sleep?
For the argument room is also the sleeping, dining, and living
room. There is no escaping the talk, which is vibrant and brilliant.
This year’s most furious thunderstorm goes almost unnoticed by
comparison.
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22 In the evening the hermit thrush sings in the woods near
Mr. Dring’s sheep pasture up the hill from our house in the coun-
try. Once I did catch a glimpse of the hermit in the binocular—a
plain, brownish bird with a streaked breast. But usually I do not
intrude on his solitude, but sit on an old hemlock stump near his
choir loft and listen to his evening music. It is the finest sound
in nature in this neighborhood. It is pure meditation by an in-
spired anchorite of the woods who lives at peace with the world,
loves the fragrant hemlocks, oaks, maples, beeches, and basswoods
that enclose him in greenness and loves the silence of the evening.

This is natural wood thrush country. The hermit is a more
northerly species. Only an occasional pair of hermits lives as far
south as this. The wood thrush is—like all the thrushes—an ex-
cellent singer, and his voice rises out of the woods everywhere in
this region. It is a full, rich song with extraordinary range. But the
liquid tone of the hermit has a glory beyond anything the wood
thrush can achieve, and the open, rounded fluted phrasing of his
central theme is the grand song of nature. Nothing more beautiful
and nothing more profound can be said on this subject. Music is
pure expression; it is at once more simple and more eloquent than
words, and comes spontaneously from the emotions. Even the
poet, who is the king of writers, cannot pierce the truth so exactly.
His bow is clumsier and his aim is less sure. But the singer does
not take thought; he lifts his voice and sings and the truth pours
out of it.

Good and bad, pleasing and painful, there is a great deal more
to life than the hermit gets into his evening song in the old sheep
pasture. But as I sit on the hemlock stump beside the wood road,
I marvel at the completeness and the slow, effortless beauty of
what he is saying. He is looking forward gratefully to the next
three or four centuries.

23. Strange how the imperious discipline of the city reaches
deep into the country, setting apart those who have business to
do. On the days when I go to the office, the authority of the city
reaches into my home and detaches me from the country, as an
army sergeant picks the kitchen police for the day. I rise an hour
earlier than usual, put on a tie and jacket, which are essential
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parts of the uniform of the kept man. In the village no one is
working hard at this hour. But I am a man of destiny, called
abroad and responsive to an alien tempo. At Andy’s, where I stop
for breakfast, the cooks and the cashiers are sleepily cleaning the
restaurant and getting ready for a busy day. But I am busy already;
I am on railroad time and eat breakfast by the clock. At the sta-
tion I buy the Times, Herald Tribune and News; and when the
train comes in, I find a seat in the smoking car on the river side
and start to read the news of the day. Ah, yes, the news is ominous.
Revolution, war, political crises, deficit financing, business reces-
sion, threats to civil liberties—the whole structure of the world
appears to be collapsing. The Hudson River looks normal—brown
water burnished by the sun, green hills, cat-tail marshes, black
ducks, egrets and herring gulls. But the swaying train rushes on
towards one of the world centers of catastrophe. Neither the river
nor I can control it. At the beautiful Grand Central Terminal with
its walls of lovely marble, I hurry into a squalid shuttle-train to
Times Square and the office and I read the mail. It is the same
mail I answered last year and the year before. In an hour or two
it will be time for lunch in the air-conditioned dining room.

24. There is one star of minor magnitude that we can see by
daylight. The sun, which is pouring in like a stream of gold through
this west window, is one of the innumerable stars of the Milky
Way, which is a great trailing luminous cloud that we are inclined
to regard as something far away although we are in it. The sun
is the major fact in our existence. It warms the earth. It supplies
the water vapor we breathe. It has given us the store of coal and
fuel that supply us with energy. It provides the plant life on which
we and the animals are dependent. We are living off the accu-
mulated energy that the sun laid down before the days of man.
By our modest standards, the energy of the sun is incredible. Its
interior heat is upwards of forty million degrees centigrade. For
millions of years it has kept the earth’s temperature within rela-
tively few degrees of what it is now. Everything alive desperately
strains towards the sun. Plants grown indoors reach towards the
windows where the sunlight shines. No one knows how much
energy the lordly sun radiates, since the earth absorbs only a small
part of it. By raising or lowering the temperature only a few de-
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grees, the sun could destroy all the life on the earth. It is a blazing
holocaust, but so benign on the earth that we gratefully bathe in
its rays. No wonder men worship this majestic ball of fire that
seems to cross our world every twenty-four hours and turn the ter-
rible darkness of night into the beating glare of noon. For there
is nothing we know that can compare to the great king of the
skies in whose radiance we humbly wear out our little lives.

But the sun is only an irregular variable star of minor magnitude,
hardly worth noticing amid the colossal treasures of the universe.
It is so close (93,000,000 miles) that it looks bright to us. But if
it were removed to the distance of Aldebaran, it would look only
as bright as those celestial pin points of life in the Pleiades, charm-
ing, exquisite but insignificant. Aldebaran gives ninety-five times
more light than our sun. Canopus gives thousands of times more
light—perhaps hundreds of thousands of times more light. Al-
though the sun is one hundred thousand times bigger than the
earth, Antares is four hundred and fifty times bigger than the sun.
To keep us warm the sun consumes itself and shrinks two hundred
and hfty feet a year in diameter. In seven million years it will be
half its present size, and you and I shall not be nearly so com-
fortable. There is not much time left to straighten out the world
before.a new ice age crawls down from the Poles. The last one
had New York worried. On a clear day it could have been seen
from any of the tall buildings.

25 It is Sunday. Although the stock has to be fed and the
cows have to be milked, all the enterprises of the fields are sus-
pended and the countryside takes a deep sigh of relief. For six
days the work has been heroic. Haying began every morning as
soon as the dew was off the grass; once or twice it continued into
the evening after the chores were finished. But now it is Sunday
and a man can see what he has done and, behold! it is very good.

Most of the fields have been cut; they look clean, crisp and tidy.
There are a hundred things to be done in the next two months.
During haying the crop lands are never worked as thoroughly as
they need. But on Sunday, after the chores have been done and
the milk cans sent down to the creamery, it restores a man’s
strength to walk leisurely over the farm, seeing how gloriously the
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corn has tasseled out this week and how heavy the potato tops
have become.

All through the town there is a pleasant ritual on Sunday. Al-
though the store is officially closed, the proprietor will emerge if
a car draws up at the gas tank, and a few of the village cronies
are lounging inside. The post office is firmly closed; letters can be
dropped in the slot in the door, but the curtains are drawn. The
door and the windows of the church have been open for some time.
Presently the chairwoman of the flower committee will hurry down
the street with blooms from her garden and an armful of wild
flowers to decorate the pulpit. At ten o’clock the bell begins to
ring. The sound is a little brazen close by and the machinery in
the tower rasps and groans, but up on the hill the ringing of the
bell is the loveliest note of the day. Now the preacher and his
wife walk down the street together. Cars draw up from all parts
of the town and the neighbors, who are scarcely recognizable in
their scrupulous Sabbath dress, chat at the door and disappear
inside.

The newsdealer is busier than usual until early afternoon, and
the village inn looks for a heavy run of outsiders for dinner and
supper. But the rest of the town accepts Sunday with the gratitude
of a community that has been working hard during the most ex-
hausting time of year. The afternoon is good for visiting and the
evening is long enough for sitting under the trees. Although the
sun and the sky and the hills are just as they have been all week,
they look fresher on Sunday. A man has time to look at them with
admiration in his heart.

26 George Bernard Shaw, born July 26, 1856, died November
2, 1950. Our most illustrious ancient was the world’s foremost man
of letters. Let it be recorded of us as a permanent distinction that
we were contemporaneous with G. B. S. Although he wrote in a
hard, sparkling, iconoclastic, comic style he was a profoundly seri-
ous man—an eminent teacher, a great and original scholar, a much
finer artist than most intellectuals are, and a brilliant stylist. No
pedant knew more than he about the social sciences, religion, and
art. But unlike most students, he played out his life in the role
of a knock-about comedian—enjoying the spectacle of G. B. S. in
performance. On the spur of the moment he said a million things,
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most of them witty. His only consistency was the radiant and sar-
donic image of an intellectual clown. He liked to épater le bour-
geois, as he phrased it. No doubt there was a lot of humbug in the
part he played, for no clown can be pertinent in every improvisa-
tion. But he was no trifler; he, too, had a passion for the well-
being of the race and faith in vitality, evolution, and creation.

“Never believe anything a person tells you about himself,” Shaw
said. “A man comes to believe in the end the lies he tells about
himself to himself.” The brassy part Shaw played became second
nature to him during half a century. But he, too, had his humilities,
though he did not make a point of them in public. He believed
in art. “God created the world as an artist,” he said, and con-
cluded that artists are the world’s only qualified interpreters. Al-
though he was a pioneer in the scientific analysis of human na-
ture, he declared: “I would rather be led by a poet than a scien-
tist any day.” And despite the mask of crackling omniscience he
wore when he discussed public questions, he had this to say about
his venerable career: “I am ending as a sage with a very scrappy
and partial knowledge of the world.” No man knows enough. Even
the Jovian Shaw had to rely on faith to piece out his inadequate
knowledge.

27. No one’s judgment is worth much unless it is well sea-
soned with humility, as Shaw’s was in the last years of his long
life. For humility becomes people who are only human. The pro-
foundest reason for humility is obvious: we inhabit a tiny corner
of the universe, and as a race we have lived only about a second—
hardly long enough to be sure of survival. “After all, ours is a very
minor little planet,” as some astronomer has remarked drolly. But
the practical reason for humility is easier to understand: no man
knows enough to set the affairs of the world straight. For knowl-
edge is not enough. It is only a way of laying foundations, leaving
all the creative work still to be done. Since every man’s knowledge
is incomplete and may be erroneous, it may not even lay a sound
foundation.

Knowledge impregnated with love and faith grows into wisdom
which is something worth respecting. For the wise man, steeped
in knowledge, is lost in hope and wonder over the things that pass
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his understanding. Wisdom and humility are synonymous. Even
God may not know all the answers.

28. Something of extraordinary interest happens this moming.
A fisherman near the Seventy-ninth Street yacht basin catches an
eel. Such things happen now and then. But it is the first time I
have happened to see a fish caught in the stinking, polluted river
at Riverside Park. Since some New Yorkers insist on fishing, how-
ever dim the prospects may be, the paternal Park Department has
closed off a brief section of the walk for fishermen and women.
At this time of year about twenty-five or thirty of them lean
thoughtfully on the rail, staring at their lines, or sit gossiping on
the benches in the sunshine, cooled a little by the river breeze.
Life is very relaxed at the riverside; the rhythm is slow and easy.
Only about fifty feet back of the river, automobiles are streaming
along at thirty-five or forty-five miles an hour. Planes roar overhead
on the southern course to Washington and Florida, and the bed-
lam of the city fills the sky. Except on this thin margin of the
river, people are sweating and looking anxious. But the river
loungers, dressed in their old clothes and battered hats, move
slowly if at all. Occasionally one of them winds in his line to
look at the bait and sinkers and then casts it out into the foul
water again. Sometimes a man pulls his pole up sharply, fancying
that the bait has been nibbled. This quick motion is instantly re-
marked in a group of people who normally do not move at all.
The talk stops. Everyone looks eagerly or skeptically at the man
who has moved quickly. I have seen this sort of incident innumer-
able times. But today is the first time I have seen a fish come out
of it. Amid general excitement a man pulls out a fat eel about
fourteen or fifteen inches long. The other fishermen stand around
it, looking and discussing for about ten minutes. Despite the sew-
age in the river and the obscene trash that floats on it close ashore,
fish do come in here. One was caught today, his senses possibly
dimmed by the sewage that pours in to the lordly Hudson at Nine-
tieth Street.

29 At the conclusion of every thousand miles, take your auto-
mobile to the garage for greasing—“servicing” some people call it
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in the language of bulls. I am always glad when the thousand miles
terminate when my car is in the country. For I like to have it
greased in Hyatt Field’s garage. It will be thoroughly greased, no
doubt of that; and I can watch it and talk about it, which are im-
possible in a city garage. But I also enjoy loitering around Hyatt’s
garage which is the mechanical center of the community. Some of
his friends call him “Dr. Field” because he is always on call and
looks after the mechanical health of the neighborhood—not only
the automobiles and trucks, but tractors, mowing machines, baling
machines, gas engines, buzz saws, lawn mowers and any machinery.
Hyatt has a genius for machinery. He can diagnose mechanical
troubles and cure them if there is anything healthy to build on.
At any time of day, and occasionally at night, you can see Hyatt
driving his repair truck to the home of some ailing machinery.
Complaining happily and swearing affectionately, he looks it over
and either applies the proper remedy on the spot or undertakes the
preliminary measures of an extended convalescence. This town
could not operate without Hyatt. He knows it and acknowledges
statements to that effect with a wry grin and a good-natured blast
of obscenity.

Don’t go to Hyatt’s garage for any dilettante services like wash-
ing a car or scrubbing whitewall tires. He and his assistants, sur-
rounded with the mechanical calamities they normally work on,
will look at you with an air of horrified incredulity. They do not
like to have their manhood impugned in this fashion. Hyatt is so
conditioned to old machinery that he has a prejudice against new
cars. Drive a bright, gleaming new car to his garage with all the
gadgets the salesman has loaded on to it, and Hyatt will look up
from his greasy work with scorn and contempt. All automobile
manufacturers he regards as crooks and fools; there is something
incredibly wrong about every brand of cars currently manufac-
tured. But go to him with mechanical trouble of some kind and
he will listen to you, examine the ailing member and cure it. A
man of honest character, he takes pride in charging an honest
price. He never takes advantage of the innocents who need his
services. I'm not sure but that Hyatt is the most important man
in town. ‘
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30 For the first time in my memory the exact boundaries of
our nine-acre wood lot have come into question. Stanley Ingalls
has bought all the standing saw timber in the wood lots of Arthur
Dring and Potter Scott, whose lands abut upon ours. The timber
consists of hemlock, maple, basswood, and oak. Since Mr. Ingalls
wants to be sure that he cuts none of our timber, which we want
to keep standing, he asks me to show him where our north and
west lines are located in the thick of the woods. Now, this is quite
a problem. Except for a little cutting for stove wood, these lands
have not been used for years, and never by the three families who
now own them. The lands have not been surveyed for at least a
century, and the present owners know the boundaries only as their
predecessors pointed them out from memory. There has not been
a new name in my deeds for seventy-five years. At the time of every
transfer the county clerk has slavishly copied the descriptions in
the original deeds which mention Pharez Chittenden, Emeline
Chittenden, Edwin Hubbard, and Zelotes Brand—all of them dead
long befare we ventured into this country. All the Chittendens
were descended from Captain Jairus Chittenden, a Revolutionary
Woar veteran, who took up four hundred acres on this hill in 1787
and founded a dynasty that lasted more than a century, cleared
land, and built numerous houses and barns. The one romantic
note in all the deeds refers repeatedly to “lands occupied by Eme-
line Chittenden” and “to a stake in the north line of said Emeline’s
garden.” The stake and garden have long since disappeared. Alas,
“said Emeline” has disappeared also with her spades, forks, rakes,
hoes and sunbonnets, for I have a deed of October 29, 1890, signed
by Arlane H. Chittenden, “Executor of the Estate of Emeline
Chittenden, deceased.” I wonder if the deer, woodchucks, coons,
and rabbits poached on her garden as they do on mine.

Since the deeds refer to worthy people long since dead and
stakes long since rotted away and stones indistinguishable from
other stones, they do not help much in defining the boundaries
of our wood lot. Only the measurements in chains, links, roods,
perches, and acres are valuable now. But Mr. Scott knows a beech
tree that marks one corner. I know a maple that marks another,
and there is Mr. Dring’s barbed-wire fence that defines the west
boundary. Pooling our respective bits of folklore, we agree on a
north boundary that, as the deeds say, is “more or less” satisfactory
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to everybody and saves us the expense of surveying. I hope Emeline
Chittenden will farcive me if T have made a mictake T am cnre
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HERMAN MELvILLE was born at 6 Pearl Street on this day i1
1819. At the age of thirty-two he finished the great Amer
ican epic Moby Dick at his farm in Pittsfield, Massachusetts. 2
wild, terrible dance on the rim of chaos, it was, he said, “broilec
in hell-fire.” It gutted him and wrecked his health. It was also :
complete publishing failure. Two years after he had finished thi
mighty work, all the plates and unsold copies were burned in th
fire that destroyed the Harpers’ publishing plant. That was th
final stroke of evil that killed the genius of Melville. He lived fo
forty more years like a ghost—a quiet, solitary man, walking i1
limbo, perhaps haunted by dreams more malefic than Captair
Ahab’s obsession with the white whale. Nothing else he wrott
found a public, and he was not wanted as a lecturer. In 1866 the
man who had wrestled with the angry sea got a routine clerk jol
as a custom’s inspector and walked every morning down Ganse
voort Street to an office at the waterside. For nineteen years he
kept his blameless accounts as a petty bureaucrat and drew hi
stipend—a man damned by the indifference of other men, bu
denied the consolation of death. Finally death did deliver him ir
1891 at 104 East Twenty-sixth Street. About a quarter of a cen
tury later America woke up to the grandeur of his achievement.
Inhuman as the sea is, it gave him the only comfort he eve
had. His father died when he was twelve. A bitter, austere woman
his mother hated him. He went to work as a clerk when he wa
fifteen. Two years later he went to sea as cabin boy in the High
lander, bound for Liverpool, and for eight adventurous years he
lived with the exultation of a man who had joined the universe
on its own terms. In 1841 he sailed out of Fairhaven, Massachu
setts, in the Acushnet, bound for whaling in the South Seas. Tha
was the transcendent experience of his life. After eighteen month:
in the Acushnet he deserted in the Marquesas Islands, and livec
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with cannibals. He escaped from them to the Australian whaler,
Lucy Ann, and deserted from her at Papeete, and worked as a farm
laborer on Tahiti. On August 17, 1843, he signed on as ordinary
seaman on the frigate, United States, and was discharged at Bos-
ton on October 14, 1844. Out of these rude and roving four years
came Moby Dick, Typee, Omoo and White Jacket—books of won-
der and knowledge. With one final outburst of energy and passion,
he poured everything that he had into Moby Dick a decade after
the Acushnet put out from Fairhaven. After that supreme effort
he was burned out, although he had not yet reached middle age.
He had nothing but flesh and bones to hold him together for the
forty long years he stayed above ground in the uncharitable light
of the sun.

2. A tiny red-haired girl of three comes for a visit. Up to this
moment our boy of five has been the baby, since he is four years
younger than his sister. But now he suddenly acquires the dignity
and prestige of the conquering male. His sister exudes maternal
patience. She is elaborately sweet and kind. After a day or two
the boy accepts the responsibilities of a courtier, and he, too, is
sweet, kind and responsible, squiring his red-headed tot almost
obsequiously. “Don’t you want to do this or that?” he inquires
with a solicitous air. But his first instinct is to exhibit his prowess;
he runs and jumps with superhuman bravado; he struts extrava-
gantly. He dazzles his redhead with feats of daring, riding his tri-
cycle round and round a tree, calling attention to his speed and
skill by rolling his head joyously and trumpeting a bizarre tune.
He audaciously breaks a few household laws to establish his male
independence. It must be confessed that his gallantry is a little
unreliable. For he also teases the little girl by tickling her; and
once in a while he hauls off and bats her one that makes her squall
and run to her mother. This bewilders him; he had not realized
that a cuff is not so winning as a tender overture. He is genuinely
sorry, for he sees that his redhead is not to be subdued by a beat-
ing—or rather, not by a beating alone. It takes a little time to
learn how to be a gallant. But not much time—two days are long
snough.
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5. No, realism is not the solution to the problems of art and
philosophy. The truth escapes realism, too. For realism does not
lead to the ultimate objective reality. There are as many realistic
truths about New York as there are observers. Which is the truth:
that the citadel of skyscrapers downtown is beautiful or that it is
monstrously inhuman; that the city is stimulating or exhausting;
that New Yorkers are cosmopolitan or provincial; that the Broad-
way drama is enlightened or decadent and depraved; that the
Times is the greatest and most thorough newspaper in the country
or that it is boring; that Greenwich Village is bohemian or bogus?
There are no definitive answers to these questions. There are only
valid points of view.

Some of the abstract facts about New York are definitive and
truthful. Manhattan is twelve and a half miles long, and two and
a half miles wide at the broadest point; it comprises an area of
31.2 square miles, and has a population of 1,906,000 (according
to a Board of Health estimate). But these facts, although realistic,
do not indicate whether New York is a success or a failure, whether
life in New York is good or bad, and whether New Yorkers are
happy or wretched. There is no realistic way of arriving at truthful
answers to these fundamental problems. There are only opinions,
based on experience.

In art, the realistic method therefore has no special virtues.
After the austerity of classicism and the emotional extravagance
of romanticism, realism in art looked like a divine deliverance
from formalism and distortion. But realism merely continued in
another style the perennial expressions of opinion and character.
The realism of Strindberg expressed his psychopathic suspicion of
women, the realism of Ibsen expressed his pessimism, and the
realism of Chekhov expressed his compassion for the limpness of
Russian society. For realism is only one of the artistic methods.
Neither the artist nor the thinker can escape the warmth, vigor,
hope or despair of his personality.

4. Free Press Day. In 1735, John Peter Zenger, publisher of the
Journal, was tried and acquitted of libeling the governor of New
York in articles that had criticized the administration. According
to tradition, this verdict by a jury established freedom of the press
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in America. But the tradition was a long time in the making.
Governors and members of governments were slow in acknowl-
edging the right of the press to criticize them. Even in the admin-
istration of John Adams, sixty-one years later, editors were jailed
or put out of business by ruinous fines under the Sedition Law.

Despite the guarantees in the Constitution, the freedom of the
press is not a natural right, like the use of air, but a gift from the
people, who can withdraw it whenever they think it has been mis-
used. Contrary to common assumption, the most powerful threat
to the freedom of the press does not come from political, economic
and religious groups who would like to control it. It comes from
the cynicism and ignorance with which many newspapers get
through their daily task. For let us admit that a large section of
the free press is irresponsible and some of it pours a horrifying
stream of malice and stupidity into the life of the country. Not
many newspapers make a conscious attempt to give an honest,
balanced report of the day’s activities. These are negative failings,
based on a willingness to conspire for gain with the most unen-
lightened people in the community. But some of the press is more
vicious than that. It assassinates the characters of people it does
not like. It harries people. It slants the news in its own interest.
It creates public hysteria by accenting the statements and opinions
of hysterical people, and then lives off the hysteria it has helped
to foment. Given two choices, it selects the more unworthy. For
business reasons it assumes an omniscience that it does not have;
and having once made an error, it persists in error to protect its
reputation. Some newspapers, taking a leaf out of the propaganda
books, are more concerned with the effect of the printed word on
the mind of newspaper readers than about the truth of the printed
word. Many newspapers give free rein to a few journalists who are
personally ambitious or corrupted by power to influence the mind
of the public. No wonder that the public generally repudiates the
political leadership of the press, the press sets the public such a
bad example.

The Constitution guarantees a free press on the assumption that
an informed public can govern itself and that truth will destroy
error in an equal competition. But the responsible newspapers
that make a sincere attempt to print the truth objectively, and
thus fulfill the code of journalistic morality, are few in comparison
with the newspapers that operate on the level of demagoguery
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and huckstering. Honest news and responsible opinion have to
compete with the venom and dishonesty of ignorant and evil
people.

Where there is a free press there is hope. Where the press is
controlled there is none. But the paradox of the situation today
is that the principle of the free press is endangered most by the
ignorance, prejudice and irresponsibility of many successful news-
papers and magazines.

5. After an absence of several weeks, I visit Pier 43 at the foot
of Barrow Street in the hope of seeing Captain Bill Westervelt,
retired skipper of his own tugboat. A huge barrier and peremptory
police signs block the entrance of the pier. But all pier barriers
can be penetrated. Although two policemen are dozing in their
car at the corner of the barrier I slip around it with no trouble.
The police can usually be circumvented. Except for seven Italian
boys fishing successfully for crabs, the crumbling pier is deserted
and the dock beside it is empty. The metal shack, where for more
than a quarter of a century Captain Westervelt has dispatched
his tugboat, is a fire-blackened, empty relic, with a burned account
book or two abandoned in the wreckage. Some of the piles have
rotted off at the water level. Some of the dry, splintering string-
pieces have come loose, and the decking is full of dangerous holes.
Only a few weeks ago Bill and his associate, George, kept their
daily vigil here—talking, quarreling, playing poker and answering
the telephone; and tugs were constantly tying up to the old bol-
lards to take water or receive orders. But now Pier 43 has finally
collapsed and the watermen have abandoned it, and I have lost
my last personal association with the water front. Standing in-
credulous amid the wreckage I realize that an epoch has ended,
and that another section of our battered water front has died—
killed by high shifting fees, gangster tyranny and graft. It took
Pier 43 over a quarter of a centuty to die, but now even the corpse
is disintegrating—the lesions open, the bones poking through, the
limbs dropping off one by one.

A quarter of a century ago the Royal Mail steam packet, Ohio,
fresh from the builder’s yard, berthed at the adjoining pier; and
some splendid vessels have lain here—German liners in their hey-
day, white naval sloops from Denmark and Brazil, the huge Luck-
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enback freighters from the West Coast, and refrigerator vessels
from South America. Once this dock was so congested that a junk
.boat could hardly find room enough for petty pilfering. Every day
a river boat from Catskill arrived in the morning with upriver
produce, and left in the evening with city freight. The Farrell
barges bunted in and out with coal brought downriver from Edge-
water. The Rosalie May, James Watt, E. P. Haley, and N. John
Barrett lay here with steam up or fires banked according to the
volume of harbor business; and droves of Barrett and Meseck tugs
hung on to the pier between jobs or at mealtimes and a noisome
gang of water-front vagrants slept off their “smoke” jags in the
corners.

6. Sitting at a disheartened desk by the dirty windows, with an
old straw hat on his head and paper cuffs to protect his wrists
from the soot, Charlie Volk kept track of the tugboats, and hos-
pitably relayed orders to their skippers, and sometimes he signaled
with a huge white cloth to the N. John Barrett pufiing solemnly
along the distant Jersey coast. But the business began to melt
away almost imperceptibly twenty years ago. The Catskill Night
Line closed down. The Rosalie May and the James Watt (worth
$100,000 each when new) were silently towed away to the bone-
yard; and in a year or two the Haley followed. Stealing and rack-
eteering drove off the freight ships from the adjoining pier, and
eventually the Farrell Coal Company abandoned its barge traffic.
During the war Charlie retired, shrewdly picking the best time to
get some of his money out of the business; and Captain Bill
Westervelt sold his last remaining tugboat to Meseck. For another
four or five years, the Meseck tugs lay their rope-bound noses
against the crumbling pier and George sat in Charlie’s chair,
monitoring the telephone and dreaming of the days when he
cooked in schooners out of New York in the coastal trade. But
Pier 43 was obviously doomed and the Dock Department no
longer patched the holes in the decking. Now the old metal shack,
which was stifling in the winter and baking in the summer, is
gutted and deserted and Pier 43 has succumbed to economics.
Fishing through the great holes in the planking today, the
Italian- boys have caught enough crabs to half-fill. three wriggling
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gunny sacks. The police are still sleeping in their scout car when
I slip around their barrier on the way to my office.

7. In 1942 the U. S. Marines on this day landed at Guadal-
canal, and thus began the three-year assault that drove the Japa-
nese out of the Pacific islands. There has never been such an
implacable and stupendous naval and army assault over so wide
an area and against so many fortified positions. In their advance
analysis of fighting the Americans, the Japanese had counted on
superior spiritual resources. They dismissed the American civiliza-
tion as materialistic. In the sort of tedious, intricate personal
combat that conquest of the Pacific islands would entail, the
Japanese believed that personal bravery and spiritual tenacity
would win and that the Americans, dependent upon materialistic
superiority, would not have the heart for exhausting and mur-
derous physical combat. Being largely Asiatic, many Russians now
believe the same thing.

But the Japanese analysis of American civilization proved to be
superficial and calamitous. Older cultures, like those of the Orient
and some of the European, frequently make the same mistake. For
the materialistic variety and abundance of the American civiliza-
tion are not the American spirit but one of the products of the
American spirit. Machines are the products of ideas and imagina-
tion. They have to be conceived, invented, made, and operated
by man. And the material of a civilization is not an end in itself.
Its function is to conserve and to free human life. We hold the
life of our people dear. We do not believe it should be debased
or wasted.

Contrary to Japanese expectation, the Pacific war vividly proved
the point. It was won by free spirit. During the three years, the
manufacture of war materials at high speed seemed incredible
even to Americans accustomed to industrial operations. Ships
were built at high speed in tremendous numbers, and goods of
all kinds were produced in staggering quantities and delivered
thousands of miles away. The supply service was so perfected that
on Okinawa some lucky marines under fire in advanced positions -
had hot meals of steak and French fried potatoes. But all this
should not be regarded as the mechanical ingenuity by robots. It
was the expression of the American spirit. For the whole of
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America had been enflamed by the savagery and treachery of a
barbaric civilization that was ignorant enough to think it could
conquer the world. Behind the deadly fire power that swept the
Pacific was the tenacious spirit of free men who will never submit
to tyranny. It is tyranny that is decadent and degenerate. That
was decided long ago.

8° Suddenly in the midst of summer there is a foretaste of
autumn. For today is exactly midsummer—forty-seven days since
the summer solstice and forty-seven days before the autumnal
equinox. Yet there is more autumn than summer in the look and
feel of things. Last night the thermometer dropped to 51°, and
stands at 59° at nine in the morning. The oil bumer, set at 65°
in the dining room, automatically comes to life. There is a fresh
wind out of the northwest that is buoyant and tonic, that blows
the summer haze out of the mountains and drives the clouds
swiftly through the blue sky. In the fields some of the grass is
already brown, and would not be worth cutting if the corn crop
were not so short this year. The ox-eyed daisies have lost their
luster; the yellow petals are drying up. Some of the Queen Anne’s
lace blooms are folding into frayed and dried skeletons. Locust
leaves are beginning to scatter on the grass. Most of the birds have
either gone away or lost their enthusiasm. The red-winged black
birds, who flew around so anxiously when we crossed the field a
fortnight ago, have gathered in flocks and patrol the neighborhood
together. The Henslow’s sparrow keeps up his monotonous chatter
in the tall grass. But the household birds are few and desultory—
a robin or two, a catbird or two, and the bluebirds still loitering
around their box where the last brood is ready to fly. The song
sparrows are virtually silent. The goldfinches have lost their yellow
splendor although they still toss out a cheery note or two as they
swing across the meadows.

On June twenty-second the sun set at 7:34 (8:34 daylight-saving
time) and we came home from our evening walk when the sun
was just slipping behind the mountains. Now we have lost nearly
a half hour at the time of day when we notice it. Tonight the
sun sets at 7:08 (8:08 daylight-saving time), and we come home
in the twilight. Although we are midway in the summer, there is
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less of June than of September in the texture of the day. The
pitch and lean of the seasons are forward.

9. People from abroad listen with some incredulity to the com-
mercial advertising on the American radio. Since we are accus-
tomed to it, we are less astonished. To a considerable extent we
listen to it without hearing it. We are constantly acquiring a
degree of immunity to this most loathsome of the commercial
diseases. But complete immunity is impossible. For as people
acquire immunity the disease becomes more virulent. In order to
leave some impression on the toughening consciousness of the
listener, the advertising writers grow more desperate and resort to
baser means. They have long since prostituted their self-respect.
“LSMFT. ... LSMF.T.,” shouts the Lucky Strike tobacco
announcer with an excitement that is purely bogus. “Lucky Strike
Means Fine Tobacco!” he concludes on a note of spurious tri-
umph. If he is normally fastidious, he is ashamed of himself—
balancing his shame against the bribe the advertising company
gives him. The radio listener is ashamed to be within earshot of
such tasteless adolescence. But the “L.S.M.F.T.” slogan sinks
into the listener’s consciousness, nevertheless, and justifies the
antic.

There are radio advertising devices that are more obnoxious
than “L.S.M.F.T.I”"—singing commercials in a nursery-book style,
bizarre sound effects; and on the lowest rung of a very short ladder
there are the “give-away” programs that bribe listeners with a
fabulous junk heap of unrelated products. Advertising cannot go
lower than that, and the radio cannot more candidly adopt the
midway charlatanism of the fly-by-night carnival show, nor is the
greed of human beings ever much more obscene or swinish than
on the nights when “give-away” programs clog the airwaves. Since
the radio as an industry performs a number of admirable public
services, like the transmission of news, discussions and music, the
whoring mentality of its commercial spiels is revolting—especially
because it is deliberate. The alliance of radio and advertising is
a malignant one; they debase each other.
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10 Not the narrowness of hackneyed men but the bitterness
of enlightened men is the disheartening thing in politics. There is
something in politics that seems to poison judgment. Last evening
I dined with a congressman of unusual ability and exceptional
experience. He has been well educated and he has lived abroad.
Since Congress is naturally overwhelmed by professional politi-
cians with narrow interests, the country is fortunate when it ac-
quires the services of unusual men whose experience has shaken
them out of provinciality. But the congressman with whom I
dined is imprisoned within a hazd shell of rancor. His judgment
1s distorted by hatred of the other party, and he talks like an edu-
cated charlatan. For hatred acts in opposite directions against him
who hates as well as those he hates. Hatred walls him around with
dark barriers that kill his independence.

The success of the two-party system assumes the existence of
men independent enough to think for themselves and cross the
party lines. If all men were party hacks, nothing would ever
change; there would be no need for argument, investigation,
thought and discussion; and all the decisions would be mechanical
in the interest of party instead of people. Since neither of the two
great parties holds a monopoly on ideas, the vitality of the nation
depends on the judgment of men who are intellectually disinter-
ested and courageous enough to break party discipline. They have
to risk their party future for the good of the nation, and usually
they succeed, for people admire courage and integrity.

But the congressman I sat with is no longer a free agent. He
lives in a world of negations. He believes that nothing can be
done on most of the vital problems of today because of the stu-
pidity or malice of the opposite party. He even votes against
measures in which he believes because his political opponents have
sponsored them. Party regularity is his platform. His triumphs are
petulant. His pleasures are acid. He is more polished than a hack,
but no more useful.

11 The shower of Perseid meteorites occurs every year after
midnight on the tenth, eleventh, twelfth, and thirteenth of Au-
gust—or for about a week at this time of the summer. Enthusiastic
astronomers spend the morning hours from midmright on, staring
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towards the constellation of Perseus in the northeast where these
meteorites streak across the darkness like “shooting-stars” when
they enter the earth’s atmosphere. There are likely to be three or
four an hour, and sometimes fifty or sixty. Since a shooting-star or
two can be seen almost every night, the Perseid shower appeals
to me more in theory than in practice because, in the first place,
I like to be in bed by midnight and, in the second place, I have
never been lucky enough to see more than four orfive meteorites
on the nights I have stayed up to look for them. The word
“shower” to describe the Perseids is overdramatic.

I prefer reading about the Perseids to staying up all night to
see them. They are, it is supposed, the debris ot a comet that was
destroyed by either the sun or Jupiter in 1862—Tuttle’s Comet
that passed close to the earth at that time and was never seen
again. The debris—meteorites about the size of a grain of sand—
is still traveling in the same path. In its annual cycle around the
sun, the earth moves through this orbit for several nights at this
season. Every year many meteorites are caught in the earth’s
atmosphere about seventy miles up. Since the meteorites are trav-
eling fast, the resistance of the earth’s atmosphere is like friction
that heats them to a white heat that, in turn, burns them up. The
streaks of fire across the black sky are the funeral pyres of the
meteorites, which are reduced to the size of cosmic dust. None of
the Perseids reaches the earth. They burn out before they fall
that far.

The air we breathe is, we usually think, so light as to be almost
imperceptible. “Light as air” we regard as the symbol of nothing-
ness. But the air has enough body, structure and texture to set a
fast-traveling meteorite on fire. And although the meteorite is
only as big as a grain of sand, the fire is brilliant enough to be
visible thirty or forty miles away.

12 On this day in 1941, when the scourge of Nazis was over-
running Russia and sweeping south into the Mediterranean,
Franklin Roosevelt and Winston Churchill drew up and signed
the Atlantic Charter on board the U.S.S. Augusta anchored off
the coast of Canada. It is difficult now to recall the emotions of
terror and sadness with which we had watched the Nazis advance.
Memaries of pain vanish quickly. But I can easily recall the grate-
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ful enthusiasm with which I read the Atlantic Charter. It was one
of the victorious moments of the war. The grass has grown over
the graves that received those who died on the battlefields of
August 12, 1941. But the hopes of the Atlantic Charter live in the
minds of men who still believe in a better world. Good ideas
penetrate deeper than bullets. Bullets cannot kill good ideas.
For so memorable a document, the Atlantic Charter is modest
and simple. It is not an agreement or a treaty. It is only an in-
formal statement of certain common principles on which two
statesmen based “their hopes for a better future for the world!”

FIRST, their countries scek no aggrandizement, territorial or other:

SECOND, they desire to see no territorial changes that do not accord
with the freely expressed wishes of the peoples concerned:

THIRD, they respect the right of all peoples to choose the form of
government under which they will live; and they wish to see sovereign
rights and self-government restored to those who have been forcibly
deprived of them:

FOURTH, they will endeavor, with due respect for their existing obli-
gations, to further the enjoyment by all States, great or small, victor
or vanquished, of access, on equal terms, to the trade and to the raw
materials of the world which are needed for their economic pros-
perity:

FIFTH, they desire to bring about the fullest collaboration between
all ‘nations in the economic field with the object of securing, for all,
improved labor standards, economic adjustment and social security:

sixTH, after the final destruction of the Nazi tyranny, they hope to
see established a peace which will afford to all nations the means of
dwelling in safety within their own boundaries, and which will afford
assurance that all the men in all the lands may live out their lives in
freedom from fear and want:

SEVENTH, such a peace should enable all men to traverse the high
seas and oceans without hindrance:

EIGHTH, they believe that all of the nations of the world, for realistic
as well as spiritual reasons, must come to the abandonment of the
use of force. Since no future peace can be maintained if land, sea or
air armaments continue to be employed by nations which threaten,
or may threaten, aggression outside of their frontiers, they believe,
pending the establishment of a wider and permanent system of gen-
eral security, that the disarmament of such nations is essential. They
will likewise aid and encourage all other practicable measures which
will lighten for peace-loving peoples the crushing burden of armaments.

The United Nations as war allies never forged a mightier weapon
than this unrhetorical statement of principles which shook more
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of the earth than an atomic bomb. Echoes of it reverberated back
almost immediately from remote places, and the whole earth is
still impregnated with it.

The principles of the Atlantic Charter have not been estab-
lished in the practical relationships between nations. They were
first violated when England and the United States handed Poland
over to the Russians in 1945, thus traducing a valiant ally. In the
materialistic world the whole structure of the Atlantic Charter
began to topple then, and all that remains of it lies in the charter
of the United Nations. But in the world of human spirit the
Atlantic Charter is still strong and vital. From now on it estab-
lishes a moral standard by which the actions of nations will be
measured. It cannot be repealed. Every nation—including the
United States—that violates it stands guilty before the world.
There is no way now of escaping the high moral judgments of
the Atlantic Charter.

15 The marshes along the river have come into their supreme
glory. The puiple loose-strife is in bloom. Probably it has been
blossoming for two or three weeks, without being conspicuous.
But now the profusion of purple spikes fills the marshes with
royal color that represents the inexhaustible vitality of nature.
The summer heat of the sun produces the boldest colors of the
year. There are other flowers along the railroad track. The golden-
rod is in its prime. Joe-Pye weed lifts its domes of crimson flowers
four or five feet above the mud and rocks, swaying with terror
when the heavy train rushes by. But the purple loose-strife is the
king of the river swamps. It rules an extravagant empire that
reaches deep into the city as far as the Bronx River, and turns the
Hudson Valley into a long corridor of splenidor. The loose-strife
blossoming in August is like a second spring. In abundance and
color it is more imposing than the daintier flowers of May and
June. '

]14, The genius of America is growing and ripening now
throughout the country in the cultivated fields, the pastures, and
the kitchen gardens. Although the wayward genius of America
has many sources, the chief one is the abundance of food grown
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here every year. Good food produces energy: energy produces
enterprise, independence, and a self-confidence that verges on
bumptiousness and irritates the rest of the world. If these are
creative virtues, thank God for the food we are able to produce.

The people of most nations have to live on slender margins.
Anxiety about the food supply always hovers somewhere in the
back of their minds. The dread of famine permeates their think-
ing. In many nations a crop failure goes beyond disappointment:
it is a major and immediate catastrophe. People have to go
through the long, harrowing, demoralizing ordeal of starvation,
which in extreme instances induces the horror of cannibalism. All
through the growing season people in these countries watch the
weather and the crops apprehensively, for their lives depend on
this year’s harvest in their neighborhood. People who are afraid
of famine cannot plan boldly or dream great dreams.

For more than two hundred years Americans as a nation have
never had to worry about the food supply. There is always enough
food somewhere in the country to keep all the people fed. When
starvation occurs here it comes from other causes, chiefly the lack
of money; and this can be remedied, and generally is. To judge by
the current state of the crops in the Catskills, this is going to be
a disastrous year for the farmer here. Because of the drought, the
crops that mature the last of August and in September are prob-
ably going to be failures. No one here worries about starving,
however. For the national grain harvest this year is now estimated
at 3,506,000,000 bushels—more than a quarter of a billion bushels
above the last record crop, which was only two years ago. Despite
the crop shortage in the drought area, there will be more food
than Americans can consume, and more than ever will be shipped
to the English, the Europeans, and the Asiatics. The whole worl