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PROLOGUE

I did not start the journal that follows—more properly, the “common-
place book” —until I entered Harvard as a freshman at the age of 18 years
and 4 months. A great deal happened in the previous 18 years for which
I have only the most meager records; thus there is no sense in trying to
trace those years in any definitive manner. All I can do here is to elicit
haphazardly from memory whatever has survived there and can now be
evoked.

From the time of my parents’ first residence in Woodside, where my
father established his medical practice in 1927, we do have some old
16-mm. movies. My only personal memory of those years (ages zero
to about six) was of being horribly frightened by the stump of a man’s
amputated arm (or maybe leg) when I glimpsed it across the street. We
then moved to Sunnyside, on the other side of Queens Boulevard, oc-
cupying a sixth-floor apartment on the corner of 43rd Avenue and 46th
Street, the same building in which my father now established his pediat-
ric office, sharing the space with the obstetrical office of Dr. Bernard Da-
vidoff. I began my elementary school education at p.s. 150, a short walk
down 43rd Avenue to 41st Street. Luckily, this was one of the New York
City elementary schools that included, then as still now, a “gifted and
talented program” for students who qualified, which I did. I don’t re-
member any details, except that my sixth-grade teacher, Mrs. (or Miss)
Musnik (if I remember her name correctly) was exceptional.

What followed sixth grade was a problem. Normally, students from
P.s. 150 would go to Ps. 125 in Woodside, apparently not a good place
at all, and certainly one that lacked a gifted and talented program. My
parents, teaming up with four or five other sets of parents, applied to the
school superintendent, and amazingly the entire group received permis-
sion to send their children to a very special school (no. 69, I believe) in
Jackson Heights for grades 7 and 8. So I traveled there by “subway” (ac-
tually elevated) every day. This school was marvelous, at least for those
in the gifted and talented program. The “project method” was used.
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I still have the results: several books I completed owing to on-site re-
search, one on the horrors of tenement housing on the Lower East Side,
another on the excesses of people who apparently cared more for their
pet dogs than for human beings. In addition, the school prepared me to
do well enough on entrance exams to the Bronx High School of Science
to be offered admission there. Others in the Sunnyside group who were
privileged to go to p.s. 69 were Eugene Girden, Arthur Kaledin, Buzzy
Oppenheim. Allen Schleifstein, Freddy Mann, and Daniel Wilkes, if I
remember correctly.

Those years in what was then called “junior high school,” and later
in high school, were enlivened by Friday evening square dancing in
Manhattan at the headquarters of the Society for Ethical Culture on
Central Park West, lots of old-time movies at the Museum of Modern
Art, newscasts with parents at the Trans-Lux Theater on Madison and
6oth, horseback riding with my father, New York Philharmonic Chil-
dren’s Concerts in Carnegie Hall with my mother, followed by a Broad-
way soda in Schraftt’s, introduction to the Metropolitan Opera thanks
to Uncle Bill dressed in top hat and tails, bicycle rides to LaGuardia
airport to watch the PanAm clippers land on water, second row seats
at Lewishon Stadium with father whenever Artur Rubinstein played
Tchaikovsky, summers at Atlantic Beach until age ten, then Brant Lake
Camp beginning at age eleven, and lots of tennis in the club in Sunnyside
near our home—we had moved from the apartment on 46th Street to a
three-storey house, 3902 47th Street, on the corner at 39th Avenue, and
my father had established his own office in another house on the corner
of 43rd Avenue and 47th Street, both in the famous planned community
called Sunnyside Gardens, built between 1924 and 1929 and now listed
in the National Register of Historic Places. Our house was very special,
designed by Viktor Harasty: playroom in the cellar with a ping pong
table on which Paul Davidoft and I enjoyed 100-game matches; living
room, kitchen, and dining room on the first floor, with an open porch
extending into our small private garden in back, which was massively
extended by the block-long and block-wide communal garden behind
it; three bedrooms and bath on the 2nd floor; and, best of all, my huge
room with Harasty-designed furniture on the 3rd floor, a large writing-
table in front of the double windows that faced toward the Long Island
Railroad tracks and beyond them the huge boxing ring where Joe Lewis
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and others fought in those days. One very negative incident came when
I went to Allen Schleifstein’s birthday party and was maliciously fed
whiskey after whiskey by Allen’s father. I became hopelessly inebriated
but was able somehow to walk at least part of the way home, vomiting
constantly in the street, and also on the nice gray carpet of our house.
Two friends, maybe Buzzy and Arthur, got me upstairs to bed, where I
was discovered in the morning by my parents. That very good lesson has
kept me ever since then from overdrinking.

Starting, I think, at about age 13, I went every Easter vacation with
some of these same friends on an extended bicycle trip, sometimes ten
days in duration, staying overnight in youth hostels. One itinerary took
us from New Bedford up Cape Cod to Provincetown, to Boston by boat,
and then back to New Bedford. Another took us to Harrisburg and Get-
tysburg, still another from Danbury (I think) to Brant Lake Camp. An
aborted one was with Mickey Heyman and Max Steuer, starting at Buf-
falo, but the gears broke on their bikes and we had to come back by train.
Finally, probably in my junior year in high school, Buzzy and I cycled to
Oberlin to look over the college and, deciding that we could never exist
for four years on terrain that was so completely flat, turned around and
cycled back without going for any of the interviews we had arranged.

I have no memories of classes at the Bronx High School of Science,
one of New York City’s select schools then, as now. The principal was
Morris Meister, who founded the school in 1938 and headed it until
1958. I remember no other names. My father lectured there once in the
evening, probably on a pediatric subject. I do remember the swimming
pool, climbing the stairs to go to class, the long subway ride every morn-
ing and afternoon, and especially the tennis—I was on the school team.
There was a major problem: I had no interest in science. This was rem-
edied, thank goodness, when for some reason that eludes me, my father
managed to get me accepted to Deerfield Academy for my senior year.
There I found a wonderful teacher of English literature, Richard Warren
Hatch, and discovered my true interest—not in numbers, rocks, fauna,
flora, and certainly not in chemistry, but in words. Deerfield for me was
too good to be true, perhaps because I was there only for one exciting
year, and never suffered the ennui of boys enrolled there for all four
years. I debated in a tuxedo, played soccer and especially tennis (again
on the team), skied a bit, wrote fanciful pieces for the school newspaper
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such as one on the music of steam radiators, made good friends, and
graduated academically number 1 in my class. And of course that’s what
led to Harvard. Mr. Frank Boyden, the legendary headmaster, simply
informed me that I would be going to Harvard. I never applied in any
formal way; in those days headmasters decided who would go where. I
think I remember receiving four A’s in my first term at Harvard, which
speaks well for Deerfield’s training. Surely the love of reading and writ-
ing that manifests itself in the journal that follows was nurtured at Deer-
field by the general atmosphere and especially by Mr. Hatch.
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1948

Cambridge, Massachusetts November 28-December 31
Harvard College,
Sunday, November 28, 1948 Cambridge, Massachusetts

So much of real significance has been happening since I went to Deer-
field in September 1947 that I feel I will be doing myself an injustice if
some of it at least is not written down. Perhaps it is not that the things
that have happened to me at and after Deerfield are so much more ex-
traordinary than those that happened in the seventeen years before
Deerfield. But whether they are or not, I think it is true that only since
last year have I seriously begun to think about life and about myself and
my future. No doubt this awakening has come with maturity.

To evaluate my year at Deerfield would require extended thought and
analysis. All I can say now is that I think it completely changed me down
to the core—brought me out of my shell, so to speak. This is not surpris-
ing, for Deerfield was the first time I had been away from home—that
is, in an environment different in origin, makeup, and attitude from that
in which I was placed at home, at school previous to going away, and
at Brant Lake Camp. I have little doubt at this writing that what is typ-
ified by Deerfield is superior to all that was typified by my childhood
associations.

Harvard is still another world. Perhaps it mixes a little of the two en-
vironments of which I have spoken. I have been here a little more than
nine weeks, not a very long time. Although I feel very much at home
here I still have been unable to evaluate the school and my position in it:
Harvard is still an enigma to me. I think, however, that I have taken the
first step toward approaching a solution, which is one of the reasons that
have caused me to begin this log.

It is Sunday night and I have just finished quite a week. Last Saturday
was the Yale football game, which we won handily. I took Carolyn Taylor
to the game and then to a party in the room, supper, and the Fresh-
man Dance. It was good to see the boys from Yale: John Randau, Rick
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Verrill, Steve Warack, Bruce Geller, Steve Stulman, Jonathan Rinehart,
and Jerry Davidoft. We all, John Harvey and Steve Baran included, had
a rip-roaring weekend, although only Steve got drunk. Alan Fischel’s
roommate, a former Exeter squash player, John Koenig, came up, but
Alan neglected to drop in on either Artie Kaladin or myself, which
wasn't a very nice thing for him to do.

Coming fast upon the Yale game was Thanksgiving, Thursday the
25 T took the train home Wednesday night and got talking to an upper-
classman whose father is a Pittsburg pediatrician. This doctor had just
been at the Atlantic City convention. I knew Dad hadn’t gone. He is still
too disturbed to let himself go into the rah-rah of a convention. Too bad
he couldn’t have gone to Deerfield! I hope he will be convinced to make
the trip to Zurich in 1950, but right now I doubt it. Anyhow, I got home
about midnight. New York was quite nice at that hour. The next morn-
ing Laird Barber called, inviting me to the Philharmonic Friday after-
noon, and it was with regret that I informed him I would be going back
to Cambridge early Friday morning. Our conversation was cut short
because he had to go to church. How much our family has missed by
not observing, at least in act if not in conviction, the religious ritual. But
that is a gigantic topic. I hurried over to the Davidofts’ new apartment
at 880 Fifth Avenue, to see Paul. Their place is very nice, with a splen-
did view, but I still do not like apartments. A man has got to have some
ground at least. Paul apparently doesn’t fit in too well at Allegheny. He
expressed a desire to transfer for his junior and senior years. It's too bad.
If he can get a little serious study into him he can really go places. The
whole Davidoff family is very interesting. Despite Dad, I like them all
very much, especially Jerry, who, incidentally, has been spending a good
deal of time in Cambridge.

The purpose of my returning for Thanksgiving was, of course, to be
with the family for the big banquet. This was the first time in many years
that everyone was there: Abe & Irene with Emmys; Irv, Clarice & Amy;
Grandma; Will, Gertrude & Peter; Joan & Jimmy, and all of us Biens. It is
really a fine family, a credit to America and to Grandma’s seed. I cannot
say as much for the other side, except, of course, for Dad and perhaps
(although I wonder) Saul & Eddy. The dinner was superb, mother and
Grandma being up to their usual proficiency as chefs. Gertrude told me
she plans to send young Peter to Deerfield. I hope—I hope—that her
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wish may be consummated. After all, it will give me a wonderful excuse
to visit the school. Abe and Irene gave me a fine edition of Thoreau’s
Walden, about which I'll have more to say presently. I stayed up quite
late playing the piano—I must find some way not to let all my musical
training go to waste.

As I rode back on the plane—the best way to travel—I seemed to feel
a little more secure in my position at Harvard. The desire struck me to
do some study of my own. If it is within or relative to the scope of my
courses, all the better. If it is completely afield, no matter. First I must
finish Thoreau, then read The Education of Henry Adams and Albert
Schweitzer’s work on Bach. A fine project for an extended period is to
drive out my sublime ignorance in the field of religion. I'll never be at
peace with myself until my religious problems are solved one way or
the other. As it stands now, I plan to keep my eyes and ears open in that
respect (and others too, I hope) while I am in college, exposing myself
to all doctrines and denominations (this I have not carried out as the
Park Street Congregational Church is my constant Sunday night habi-
tat, along with the companionship of Johnny Taylor). Philosophy, too,
I must explore: right now everything that deals with the soul, not the
flesh, and therefore is more important, more profound, more satistying,
more worthwhile. I am floating further and further away from the safe
landing of medicine, law, etc., etc., and am now in a sea of question
marks and blindness—a precarious position—but if I float long enough
and in the right direction I believe I will arrive at the unfamiliar and far-
off destination: happiness and satisfaction. No, at least judging from my
opinion of my biology course, I shall never become a doctor, and I think
it is best that I do not.

Now that I'm back in Cambridge I think I had better get to work, at
least until Christmastime.

I decided to write my theme on “Was Henry Adams a Failure?” in the
form of a Town Meeting Forum. Yesterday I had the whole argument
clear in my mind before playing squash, but when I attempted to write
I was barren. The only thing left to do was what I always do when my
mind ceases to operate: study biology. I had hoped to get to bed early
and get up in time for breakfast today (Thoreau’s influence) but got in-
volved in a discussion over the merits of classical music and jazz with
John Harvey.
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Up at 10:00 this morning. Thank God this wasn't another wasted day.
I listened to the Philharmonic this afternoon while reading Thoreau
(at least the radio was on), and attended an evangelistic service at Park
Street. The fervor of this church and congregation, the vitality of the
ministers and the spontaneous response of the worshippers, is food for
one’s heart. Somehow I hope that some day soon I will share their enthu-
siasm (I have been enthusiastic over so few things), but right now I can
only look at religion with a coldly intellectual eye. I've got to learn more
about it, anyway, before accepting or rejecting it.

I'm sure that Thoreau will influence my thinking, at least temporarily.
Already (and I've only read a hundred pages so far) his ideas about the
value of money as opposed to freedom and study have taken hold. I
think I would like to go to Deerfield upon graduation, perhaps after tak-
ing a year’s postgraduate work for a Master’s degree. There, although the
salary would be meager, at least I could put most of it away, for expenses
could be brought down to a minimum. A few years of this would give
me enough money to travel about for several years, working in various
places, meeting new people, amassing ideas. Only then would I think
of settling down, but I do not think I shall ever settle so far down that I
cannot get up again.

Tuesday, November 30, 1948 Cambridge
The study of Thomas Aquinas has proved to be quite fascinating. Pro-
fessor Beer gave one of his most satisfying lectures today in trying to
explain and summarize the parts of Aquinas we are reading, but much
of it is still incomprehensible to me. One very nice thing, however, is
the correlation between this and Professor Demos’s philosophy lectures,
for Aquinas constantly refers to, and uses, the terminology of Aristotle.
Things like form and matter, particulars and universals, efficient, for-
mal, and final causes would be utterly meaningless to me if I were not
getting this smattering of Aristotle. The point of Professor Beer’s that
most struck me was his plea for tolerance. “When you read Aquinas,’
he said, “you must abandon your prejudices” He said this, of course,
because most of the class are Protestants. Now this is important—it is
reasonable and not unusual for an intelligent and sincere person, not a
superstitious or fearful person, honestly to believe in Christianity as the
Catholics see it. How different is this from what I was taught at home.
Now St. Thomas makes an excellent case, on a strictly intellectual level,
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for the existence of God (Question 2, article 3). He also shows insight
into everyday problems: “ . . from the remembrance of the past, and
understanding of the present, we gather how to provide for the future”
(Q. 22, a. 1). This pleases me, for I can honestly say I realized its truth
several months before reading Aquinas. When I first came to Harvard I
was quite confused, and even now still am. There’s nothing wrong with
my being in this state, provided that it does not last too long. Over the
years, I have had pushed into me various facts, figures, philosophies,
and other assorted ideas. There is no unity, no coherence among these
ideas. My task at Harvard is not primarily to gain new and additional
facts but to catalogue those that I already have, and to clean house.

A second point from Aquinas interests me. It is, strangely enough, a
point of theology (Q. 23, a. 6): “God does not permit some to fall with-
out raising others” (cf. Job xxxiv. 24: “He shall break in pieces many and
innumerable, and make others to stand in their stead. Thus men have
been substituted in the place of the fallen angels; and the Gentiles in that
of the Jews”). No comment needed.

A third point (Q. 48, a. 1): “Evil makes better known the greatness of
the good,” and similarly (Q. 48, a. 2), “God and nature . . . make what is
better in the whole, but not what is better in every single part, except in
relation to the whole” I question, therefore, the utopians, the Commu-
nists, the World Federalists. The desire to eliminate evil is unnatural and
therefore is evil itself. But you can carry this too far also.

A fourth point (Q. 48, a. 6): “Good consists in act, not in potential-
ity” By this I am led to believe that Henry Adams was a failure, Henry
Thoreau a success.

Wednesday, December 1, 1948 Cambridge
A fine day, except for squash. Professor Demos was provocative as
usual: The end is not living, but thinking. Living is a means to the end
of thought. Therefore, the biological necessities of life are inferior to and
less important than the continuance of thought. We are led to believe
that a life of contemplation is the highest pinnacle that man can reach.

Harry Osmer and I went to a fine performance of Handel's “Mes-
siah” This was by the Harvard-Radcliffe Chorus and Orchestra, and was
a truly professional performance. I liked several of the choruses better
than the renowned Hallelujah Chorus.

If Thad to choose whether to lose my sight or my hearing, what would
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my decision be? Blindness deprives you of things; deafness deprives you
of human relations. It would indeed be a difficult choice.

There are three ways of preparing a term paper. The first way is Rural
Free Delivery: We deliver in rain, sleet, or hail, but no material. The
second way is A & P: We have the goods but we don’t deliver. The third
(and best) way is Special Delivery.

I need a good night’s sleep; otherwise I'd catch up on my letter writ-
ing, which is now way behind schedule.

Saturday, December 4, 1948 Cambridge
Last night John told me about how Mr. Boyden came to be a religious
man. There were two incidents. (1) When he was an undergraduate at
Ambherst, Mr. Boyden found, one Sunday, that he was unprepared for
a Latin test the following day. But the Lord would not have him study
on Sunday! If he did not study, then surely the Lord would take care
of him. Monday morning, Mr. Boyden memorized one passage from
the long text for which he was responsible and, sure enough, the exam
was on that very same passage. (2) Soon after his arrival at Deerfield,
things looked terribly bleak for the school. Mr. Boyden received the in-
vitation from another academy to be its headmaster, at any salary he
should name. What was to be his decision? He flipped open the Bible
and let his finger come down at random on the page that happened to
be exposed. Just above his finger he read: “Stay in the land of adversity;’
and so he did. And look at Deerfield now!

Dad seems to feel that the trouble he has been having in his eye may
lead to blindness. I never realized it was that serious. It would really be
a terrible thing. I think in Dad’s case it would be better that he lost his
hearing than his sight, for contact with people has not played an overly
important role in his life. Anyhow, let’s hope and pray that his fears are
unrealized.

Aquinas’s treatise on law points up some differences between the old
and new testaments, or what he calls the Old Law and the New Law.
(1) It belongs to law to be directed to the common good. The Old Law is
concerned with sensible and earthly good; the New Law with intelligible
and heavenly good. Promises of temporal goods are contained in the
Old Testament, but the promise of eternal life belongs to the New Testa-
ment. (2) It belongs to law to direct human acts according to the order of
justice. The New Law directs our internal acts (Matt. 5:20), controls the
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soul, whereas the Old Law restrains the hand. (3) Most important, it be-
longs to law to induce men to observe its commandments. The Old Law
does this by fear of punishment, the New Law by love. This last point is
one that I surmised at Deerfield after reading selections from the Old
Testament and then expounded in a book review for Mr. Hatch. There
is no doubt of the differences between the two testaments, even though
traces of the New Law may be found in the Old Testament. Religion is
taking on more meaning for me since I have studied the Catholic doc-
trine of medieval times, Plato, Aquinas, etc. It is really not too different
from philosophy; at least Protestantism (which is of questionable “reli-
gious” makeup) is not. The outstanding difference of both Catholicism
and Judaism is that they ask you to accept the explanation of man’s exis-
tence on faith; philosophy depends on reason. That is why I do not think
I can ever accept Catholicism. As for Judaism, besides the argument al-
ready mentioned, there is another that makes it not for me. That is, that
it demands that I have some conception of a God—an invisible, immor-
tal, omnipotent, omniscient being who “patterned man after His own
image” Can I do this? The Christian means of bringing God into the
flesh through Jesus, making Him part of recognizable experience and
making Him credulous, is more acceptable. I have now arrived at the
point where I definitely think religion is of importance, but only religion
of the Protestant variety—that is, philosophy combined with ceremony
and tradition—and as such I think I was fortunate to have received my
religion from Protestant sources. Perhaps the greatest argument for the
importance of religion is that Dad, always the ardent atheist, is now
coming to believe in an organized ethical code—i.e., religion. I'm over-
joyed that he never insisted on my receiving Sunday School training or
the like. Religion is too fundamental a thing to have pushed into one at
childhood when no resistance is forthcoming. Just as infant baptism is
ridiculous, so is the installation of religion itself. A man must accept or
reject it on his own, when he has reached the mature, rational state.

I have two big themes coming up, one in English, the other in Social
Sciences. The latter of course will be on Aquinas. I'm afraid the English
theme will have to be also, although if I had time I would like to write on
Thoreau or Bach or on some of the other things that have been running
through my mind lately. My trouble is that I do not have even a small
grasp of real, genuine interest(s). I get approximately the same grades in
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all subjects, like or dislike them primarily because of the professor, and
have not followed up one field anywhere beyond the most elementary
stage. When will the “click” of which Dad speaks decide to click?

Bill King and a Washington friend came up from Yale for the weekend.

Sunday, December 5, 1948 Cambridge
Reinhold Niebuhr was guest preacher at chapel this morning. For some
inexplicable reason, everyone in Harvard became religious, Memorial
Church being literally filled to the rafters with standees three deep and
the aisles full of eager students who spent the hour on the floor. I do not
think that many came out disappointed. The sermon sounded more like
one of Professor Demos’s lectures than like a sermon. Niebuhr is evi-
dently a follower of Toynbee, for his entire expostulation echoed A Study
of History. Two problems were posed: Why do the righteous continue to
suffer, and how potent does the creative minority of a society have to be
to keep that society from disintegrating? We have come a long way in
rewarding the righteous and condemning the wicked, largely because
of our systems of justice. When every jury and every judge is honest,
no man has to be a coward. He can state his case and if he is righteous
he will not suffer punishment. Moreover, righteousness and historical
success do not always mean the same thing. The righteous man may be
“punished” in the narrow sense of the word by not being a success his-
torically, but in a larger sense he is being rewarded with the serenity and
opportunity for consideration of the finer and higher questions of life
that he so craves. Man must never have righteousness as an envisioned
end. Many spend their lives trying to convince others how righteous
they are. They see moral ambiguities in their own society and, instead of
courageously and humbly fighting same, they latch on to what to them
seems to solve these ambiguities—namely, Communism—but what in
reality poses much greater problems of discrimination and tyranny. The
same can hold true for World Federalists, although we agree that many
may be sincere. A society, in the last analysis, always breaks from within,
not from without. It happened to France, which has no internal prole-
tariat willing to carry the burden of her past sins and mistakes as regards
Vichy, etc. but is instead worrying about the outside. It can happen to us
if we get too excited about Russia.
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Thursday, December 9, 1948 Cambridge
The Union Committee held a big evening. First a jazz concert, then a
movie, then speeches by the candidates for the Smoker Committee. I
stayed for the jazz concert. It was really nice—all the boys getting “into
the swing”

Friday, December 10, 1948 Cambridge
Finished the first draft of a story about the owl, which is a complete
plagiarism from beginning to end, but I'm sure that Mr. Leacock will ex-
cuse me. This owl affair is really one of the bright spots here. Whenever
you pass by the tree it has taken for its home, people are staring up and
exclaiming “There he is!” This owl apparently left his country habitat
and took up residence in the Yard, where he slaughters pigeons mer-
rily every night. The Cambridge police offered to shoot it, or remove it
back to the country, but the ASPCA put up a protest. Interfering would
be “against God’s law”! So the owl stayed. Students’ owl and pigeon as-
sociations have been formed. The pigeon association announced that
it would appear in tuxedos yesterday at noon and shoot the owl with
bows and arrows, so as not to violate any firearms law, but an emergency
squad of policemen placed around the tree thwarted this attempt. The
owl so far is still marauding.

Got the first letter from Bobby Gerston today. I think Id like to go
back to Camp, provided I don’t have a bunk, so I will be able to do some
serious and enjoyable reading. Brant Lakes too wonderful a place to
lose.

December 31, 1948 Cambridge
Christmas vacation is almost over. This is New Year’s Eve and I am
upstairs in my study, the family, Uncle Abe, etc., downstairs, from the
sound of things, square-dancing. I have before me André Malraux’s bi-
ography of Benjamin Disraeli. I've never seen or read anything that so
closely approximates myself. Disraeli as a youth, and I, have a great deal
in common, except that he was a good deal more precocious.

“He was sent to school very young . . . to the charge of the Rev. John
Potticany . .. There, a surprising fact was revealed to him: he was not of
the same religion or the same race as his companions. This was difficult
to understand. Yet Ben’s house . . . was certainly an English house. His
father, with . . . his correct and pleasing speech, was an English writer.
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Ben had learned to read in English books, the songs that had cradled his
sleep were English songs, but here, in this school, he was made to feel
that he was not like the others. He was Jew, and his companions, with
one exception, were not Jews. How mysterious this was! The Jews, they
are the people the Bible speaks of, who crossed the Red Sea, lived in cap-
tivity in Babylon, and built the Temple of Jerusalem. Whatever had he to
do with them? . .. Once a week a rabbi came to teach them to read He-
brew, an incomprehensible tongue which was written backwards, with
characters like the heads of nails. The young Disraeli knew that these
practices held him apart from a mysterious communion. . . . This pained
him. He was proud. He would have liked to be admired in everything.
... But the pain came especially from the fact that he did not like Sergius
(the other Jew). It was hateful to be thus linked to an inferior being. The
boys to whom Ben attached himself had flaxen hair and blue eyes.

“In the evening, in their study, Sarah (his sister) and Ben used often
to talk of this strange problem of the Jews and the Christians. Why
were they seemingly reproached with an origin that had been none of
their choosing, and over which they were powerless? When they asked
their father for explanation, Isaac Disraeli, the Voltairean philosopher,
shrugged his shoulders. It was all meaningless. Superstitious. He, for his
part, felt no shame in being a Jew. On the contrary, he spoke with pride
of the history of his race. But he held it utterly ridiculous to maintain,
in an age of reason, practices and beliefs that had been adapted to the
needs of a tribe of Arab nomads several thousands of years earlier. Like
his own father, and to give him pleasure, he remained inscribed at the
synagogue and paid his dues. . . . But he believed in no dogma and prac-
ticed no rite”

Here the narrator relates how Isaac engages in a quarrel with the syn-
agogue that led to his request “that henceforward his name should be
deleted from the list of the faithful . . ” “Although he had ceased to be
a Jew, he had not become a Christian, and in this intermediate state he
was quite at ease. One of his friends, however, Sharon Turner the histo-
rian, pointed out to him that it would be advantageous to the children if
they conformed with the religion of the English majority. . . . Isaac Dis-
raeli let himself be persuaded. Catechisms and prayer books made their
appearance in the house, and one after another the children were led off
to St. Andrews Church and there baptized. Benjamin was then thirteen.”
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And further, along secular lines: “But first of all, what did he want?
[This at the age of fifteen.] With the turmoil of the little schoolboy world
... had come glimpses . . . of clear and vivid landscapes. . . . Life, it
seemed to him, would be intolerable if he were not the greatest among
men. . . . But who would explain life to him? Along which road should
he turn his steps? Writing? . . . But so many great poets . .. only achieved
fame after their death. For posthumous triumph Ben had no taste. . ..

“From the pitiless self-examination to which he gave himself over
during the weeks that followed his return [from school], he first con-
clusion was that he was completely ignorant. It seemed necessary to re-
construct his genius, starting with the foundations. He mapped out a
vast plan of work and allowed himself a year of retirement to rebuild his
studies. . . . He liked the precept ‘Develop yourself: not for enjoyment
but for action’ . . . He was filled with admiration for the organization of
the Catholic Church.

“[Mr. Disraeli] judged it necessary to intervene. He was anxious to
direct his son to simpler and more practical ends. A friend . . ., a solici-
tor, offered to take Benjamin with him as his secretary. . . . But Benjamin
shied at the prospect of being buried in lawyers’ chambers. “The Bar:
pooh! Law and bad tricks till we are forty and then, with the most bril-
liant success, the prospect of gout and a coronet. Besides, to succeed as
an advocate, I must be a great lawyer, and to be a great lawyer I must give
up my chance of being a great man’

“[Benjamins] reading had taught him that many great minds have
failed because they have wanted to think alone and disdained the study
of the mass of men. It was essential . . . to mix with the herd, to enter into
its feelings, and humour its weaknesses.”
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Cambridge, Massachusetts January-March 27
Bermuda April 2-8
Sunnyside April 10-16
Cambridge April 17-May 4
Brant Lake Camp Summer
Cambridge October 29-December 12
Sunnyside December 30-31
January 1, 1949 Cambridge

The following is part of a letter composed and supposed to go to Mr.
Hatch. Whether or not I will send it I do not quite know. I hope I have
enough courage to send it.

“One world was unmistakably opened to me at Deerfield, not only
opened but introduced. That, strangely enough, was the world of reli-
gion. This new world presented a problem—I like to call it a problem—
about which I have been thinking continually day and, I sometimes
believe, at night too, in my sleep.

“I realized that I was different from the other boys insofar as I had
not been raised in a Christian communion. That was all. It was entirely
negative. It was not that as Jew I opposed, positively, the concept of Jesus
as the Messiah or attended synagogue on Saturday instead of church
on Sunday. I do neither. When you hesitated to serve me bacon when
we lunched at your house, inquiring whether or not I was Orthodox, I
was reminded of the ridiculousness of the situation. I am no more Jew
than you are, except that I am born of Jewish parents or, to be truthful,
I should say descended from Jewish grandparents. My father told you
one morning that he was not religious but ir-religious. That was putting
it mildly. He came from a fanatic home where religion could only be
associated with unpleasantness. Every rule was observed. The head of
the house was a tyrant. No playing cards, back from dates at ten, a beat-
ing for every transgression of ritual or rule—all in the name of God or,
better, in the name of the utterly ignorant asses who run His affairs. As
soon as Dad grew old enough to escape the family he unconditionally
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renounced and rejected his ancestral faith. He has remained convinced
to date that theology is unnecessary and is more likely to harm than
help. Yet, like yourself, he subscribes to the ethics that religion teaches.

“As aresult of this, I had received no rites, no training, no indoctrina-
tion in any religion whatsoever—until Deerfield. True, I had played and
lived with many Protestants and Catholics, although most of our family
friends were and are Jewish, at least in birth or race or whatever you
wish to call it. Again, these people differ from myself in their intense fear
of the Gentile, so they are Jewish negatively, not positively, whereas I
am non-Christian negatively, not positively. But before Deerfield I never
regarded anyone as being Protestant, Catholic, or Jewish. Those terms
meant nothing to me, and in this secularized society religion was never
discussed, at least not among children of grammar school age. At Deer-
field, of course, I could not help feeling the difference. There I was in
church singing hymns and hearing the world Christian twenty times a
day and fifty times on Sundays. I must say I enjoyed every minute of my
baptism, as it were. The things spoken about at the sings sounded good,
the sermons, although sometimes infantile, echoed what I believed were
noble thoughts and ideals that I rarely heard from any secular source.
This should not be in the past tense, for my listening, my enjoying, and
my being stimulated by preachers did not stop with Deerfield. For the
most part (there have been exceptions) my religious experience has
been through the mind rather than the heart. I am partial to religion
because it does the most talking about issues that I consider vital today;
because I agree in large part with Toynbee in his condemnation of over-
secularization; because I think religion deserves the attention, at least
the exposure, of intelligent minds; because in all fairness to myself, I
must know and practice it before (and if) I wish to reject it. John Har-
vey’s father was a devout man. John examined the beliefs to which he
was expected to subscribe, and rejected them. My father is an atheist.
I am examining what was never in our household and I like it, for it is
new and different and, I think, more good than bad. If I had to choose
tomorrow I would accept it.

“Well now, that doesn’t sound like much of a problem. One might
say ‘If you want to be religious, be religious. It’s your own affair’ True
enough, but the religion I know and like is New England Puritanical
Congregational Calvinistic Protestantism. Yet I was most definitely
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down on Mr. Boyden’s list of Jews. There is nothing wrong with the
Jewish religion, and I am sure, although I know nothing about it, that
Judaism is every bit as good for its communicants as is Christianity for
Christians. There are several reasons, however, why I do not believe I
should join a Jewish congregation. There is my father’s boyhood misery;
the fact that Christianity includes the misery; the fact that Christianity
includes the whole of Judaism except as concerns the Messiah, and adds
the New Testament teachings as well. The efficacy of Christianity lies in
Jesus himself, whom I am willing to look up to as an example. I prefer
love to retribution. I feel no allegiance or connection whatsoever with
the Jewish people, although I am happy for them in the founding of Is-
rael and respect and admire their intellectual and artistic achievements.
I am living in a Christian country and a Christian civilization. Christi-
anity is much more important than Judaism for the simple reason that it
concerns ten times as many people.

“Naturally, there is a tremendous emotional conflict involved, for if
and when I join a Christian denomination it will be quite a blow to my
family and friends. I have more or less resolved to study and observe
until I am well enough informed and convinced to make a decision. In
any case, I am glad circumstances are what they are, for the decision will
be all my own as it should be. What do you think?” (Never sent.)

January 10, 1949 Cambridge
Tawney’s conclusion is momentous: “Such a philosophy . . . that the at-
tainment of material riches is the supreme object of human endeavor
and the final criterion of human success . . . may triumph or decline.
What is certain is that it is the negation of any system of thought or mor-
als which can, except by a metaphor, be described as Christian. Com-
promise is as impossible between the Church of Christ and the idolatry
of wealth, which is the practical religion of capitalist societies, as it was
between the Church and the State idolatry of the Roman Empire” I
thought it was communism and Christianity that were irreconcilable.
Listened to Don Giovanni excerpts today and want to see it.

January 11, 1949 Cambridge
I am now of the opinion that I must throw off everything I got at home
as being far from truth. Security was presented as the greatest goal. I
see how security defeats its end by stultifying. Frost says your life must
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be a wager—not your bottom dollar—but for moral stakes. Money was
presented as synonymous with security. It became an end; it is an end
at home. Not so. Plato knew it; Tawney after him. I'd like to make a lot
of money but I want it to be incidental to whatever else I am doing. It
seems now that I was often discouraged in my desires to do what I so
wanted to: read, play music, think in my room. No, go out and play
with the boys. Be normal. Who the hell wants to be normal? I see that
spiritualization was missing, too. No man can build a life around medi-
cine alone. Everything interpreted in psychiatric terms does naught but
make a neurotic out of the listener, although I suppose science would
call such a one normal. Bosh! Let psychiatry treat the mentally ill and
give the rest of the world freedom to speculate. It’s trying to take over
everything that biology, physics, and chemistry were kind enough to
leave to the poet, philosopher, and minister. I am a reactionary and want
little of it.

I must live on a farm. God give me strength enough to resist family
and American materialistic capitalism enough to enjoy life. The import-
ant thing is to do and say what I want to, as I want to, impulsively. A
little less rationalization and intellectualization about the future will go
a long way.

Right now I've got to get my mind functioning again. It is overloaded.
Evidence is the sudden loss of vocabulary and hesitation in speech. I'm
concerned with weightier matters at present.

January 29, 1949 Cambridge
The last two weeks—that is, since classes ended and the examination
period began—have been the best of the term. I have reconfirmed my
belief in that one gets more satisfaction and pleasure from good in-
tense work followed by a Friday or Saturday night off, than from the
dilly-dally, half-and-half existence that we led hitherto. I did a good job
on the Social Studies Review, but I'm afraid it won’t show too much on
the exam. Received word of exemption from the rest of English, which
pleases me very much even though I know honestly that it wasn’t de-
served. Here, however, it doesn’t matter too much, for that course was a
waste of time and I mean it. English C looks best to start in the fall and
do all at once, so I think I'll take Aikin’s philosophy with John. My biol-
ogy, as always, is a chore, especially at review time, but I guess I owe it to
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myself to do well in it. One cannot really study for music. I'll do that and
the bio exam more by intuition and faith than anything else.

Deerfield has figured prominently in the last week. First, I finally, after
about four months of procrastination, got a letter off to Mr. Hatch—
3000 words dealing mostly with my bewilderment here at Harvard and
touching briefly and superficially on the religious question. His answer
was superb; it lifted me up to hope, optimism, happiness; it reconfirmed
my desire to cease, at least temporarily, heading toward medicine. “And
I do not think that the reaction should be to feel an urgency to special-
ize: that also will be a later capability, specialization, and the inevitable
process of growing and maturing is something you cannot stop; it is
bound to happen, and with it the sight clears, the various ways seem
more distinct, and you find yourself able to make the choice. . . . The
reaction should be to try to throw off the urgency of haste and pressure
that is a part, an unfortunate part: that we must hurry, ever hurry, for
time is short and we must grow up, must get to work, must do. It is
the modern disease. . . . There will never be time enough for the ac-
tive mind—never. No life is long enough to do all we want to do. No
one who is athirst for knowledge ever slakes that thirst. Accept that,
draw a deep breath, stow the awareness of human limitation deep, and
calmly look around. Browse the field. And when and if you find reason
and urge for specialization, for mastering a small corner of the field of
human knowledge, then always also keep a section of the mind and a
portion of the energy free for endless experimentation and forays into
totally different and endlessly varied fields as a relief, as interim exploits,
while you are specializing. . . . Above all, do the thing joyously and live
while you do it”

Mr. Hatch indeed has a sane and wholesome religious attitude. .. . re-
ligion is not a church or denomination even if you chose to join one for
the sake of companionship in worship or some concrete definition of
creed; . . . religion is not a conversion. Because it is an inner alliance of
mind and spirit, it is in its essence one’s own core and self, and so no one
can create it for you. . . . The happiest people have a faith, and the feeling
of a need for a faith seems to be instinctive in us. Christ’s philosophy
sums up my beliefs, and the key word is LOoVE . . ” Ditto!

Secondly, there was the Boston Alumni Dinner, with Lewis Perry,
Mr. & Mrs. Boyden as speakers. Mrs. Boyden, in her charming sim-
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plicity and sincerity, spoke of her dogs, from Canute the Great Dane
to Peter, my contemporary. The Head mourned the loss of Ed Bundy,
who always called him “Frank” and left his estate, meager as it was at $1
a day, “to the boys” Mr. Boyden described the new buildings, especially
the electric-eye doors in the dining hall, which are there solely because
of the headmaster’s insistence. He also sketchily recounted plans for
the 150" anniversary—plans that were severely jolted by the defeat of
Tom Dewey in the recent elections. Lewis Perry appreciates Deerfield
and Mr. Boyden. I do too, I think. I wonder how many other alumni,
teachers, and students know the privilege given them in being able to
be associated with the School. “The Sons of Deerfield rally / in thoughts
of boyhood days, / when in PocumtucK’s valley / they sing thy songs
of praise. / Deerfield, Deerfield, Deerfield—Hail . . ” I certainly am a
sentimentalist.

The Brant Lake “Mirror” came today and was quite welcome. Goat
[Bobby Gerston] will be Head Counselor. A new era has begun. I think I
will go back again and see if I can’t do a lot of constructive reading. The
summer of 50 looks a good deal like Europe if we can get Dad to the
Ziirich conference. Perhaps that will whet my appetite for voyage and
discourage me from ever returning to the beautiful serene security of
BLC. I'd better get this one more year down in the Camp payroll. It may
be the last for quite a while.

The coming weekend will be a humdinger. 1000 miles—N.Y., Phil-
adelphia, Baltimore, Washington—in four days: parents, Tom Wilson,
Jeanne Dinsmore, Eudgby [Eugene Girden], then back to Boston pos-
sibly in time to catch Jerry and Paul Davidoff before they end their
Wellesley weekend.

Went to the Old Howard theater last night. Saw Rose la Rose do her
stuff. She went about as far as she could go—absolutely nude. I enjoyed
every minute of it and must go back. We sheltered college boys have
been missing something methinks! Touché!

February 8, 1949 Cambridge
Vacation is over. The second semester has begun and I have just returned
from an amazing weekend: rested, eager to begin correctly, happy, and
determined to do things the way they should be done. Wow! Jeanne was
wonderful. I like her immensely; she is vivacious, pleasant, intelligent,
uninhibited, emotional, a good little girl. I arrived at Goucher Friday
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afternoon, coming from Haverford where I had spent the preceding
eighteen hours with Tom Wilson, and Eugene and I had dinner with the
girls. The college’s facilities, at least the interiors of the dormitories, are
super deluxe; the atmosphere is like that of a prep school with the fac-
ulty making their stately entrance to the dining room before the school
body, the saying of grace, the student waitresses, the perfect decorum
at the meal. An informal dance Friday night was a “warm-up” for the
Cotillion. Eudgby and I drove back to Chevy Chase, where we spent the
night and were feasted the next day by Fritzy. We saw the Schiffs and
the University of Maryland at College Park, which strikes me as being a
glorified factory more on the order of Miami U. than of the great New
England educational institutions. I certainly would not want to be either
there or at Haverford, the wee tiny Quaker college, malgré its marvelous
reputation and the enthusiasm that Tom shows for it. Harvard is more
of a challenge. You have to fight to accomplish anything here, but if you
win then your accomplishments are magnified accordingly, and if you
lose then success at a place like Haverford is shallow.

I still—and I hope will continue to—enjoy dressing in a tux and lit-
erally bringing myself to a shine. The Cotillion was indeed fabulous,
held in Baltimore’s swank hotel. But the important thing was that I was
with Jeanne, for she, if I guess right, likes me very much, and what more
could one ask?

Perhaps the sole blot was my hurried departure at 2 a.m. This got
me in bed at Sunnyside by 6:30 a.m. Grandma and Irv were home.
Grandma told us how fine she considered the Melishes of the Protestant
Episcopal Church of the Holy Trinity, Brooklyn Heights, whom she has
heard preach. There is no doubt that what the vestry did was wholly
unwarranted.

It was an amazingly full weekend, for aside from 1000 miles of travel,
the reunions with Tom, Jeanne, and the Girdens, and a goodly visit
home, I read, and read well: Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam (3 times), The
Prophet by Kahlil Gibran, The Adventures of the Black Girl in Search for
God by Bernard Shaw (all from John Harvey’s library), a lengthy con-
densation of John Gunther’s Death Be Not Proud, and a short story by
Ben Ames Williams called “Steerageway.”

Perhaps the most memorable was Gunther’s. This was the story of
the illness of his son Johnny, who was forced to leave Deerfield in 46
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but graduated, owing to home study, shortly before a brain tumor killed
him. The boy was magnificent: courageous, hopeful, cheerful to the end;
determined to satisfy at least part of his tremendous intellectual curi-
osity before the inexorable finale. His “Unbeliever’s Prayer”: “Almighty
God / forgive me for my agnosticism, / for I shall try to keep it gentle,
not cynical, / nor a bad influence. / And O! / if Thou art truly in the
heavens, / accept my gratitude / for all Thy gifts / and I shall try / to fight
the good fight. Amen.” He did. How ironical, though, that such a one as
Johnny Gunther should die while the millions of worthless vulgar indi-
viduals survive. Gunther’s story makes one begin to appreciate the bless-
ing of being alive, and to try to make oneself worthy of that blessing.
Says the author of the Rubaiyat:

Ah, fill the Cup: what boots it to repeat
How Time is slipping underneath our Feet;
Unborn to-morrow and dead YESTERDAY,
Why fret about them if TODAY be sweet!
One moment in annihilation’s waste,

One moment, of the well of life to taste—
The stars are setting and the Caravan
Starts for the Dawn of Nothing—oh, make haste!
How long, how long in infinite pursuit

Of this and that endeavor and dispute?
Better be merry with the fruitful Grape
Than sadden after none, or bitter, Fruit.

Further are interesting hedonistic expressions:

You know, my Friends, with what a brave Carouse
I made a Second Marriage in my house;

Divorced old barren Reason from my Bed,

And took the Daughter of the Vine to Spouse.
For ‘Is’ and ‘TIs-Not’ though with Rule and Line,
And ‘UP-AND-DOWN’ by Logic I define,

Of all that one should care to fathom, I

Was never deep in anything but—Wine.

Shaw’s Black Girl is a sane and realistic view of religion by one who
questions not the teachings of Christ, but doubts that they have ever
been practiced. He vehemently objects to the modern view of the Bible
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as sacred, as divine revelation. . . the Bible, scientifically obsolete in all
other respects, remains interesting as a record of how the idea of God
.. . develops from a childish idolatry of a thundering, earth-quaking,
famine striking, pestilence launching, blinding, deafening, killing, de-
structively omnipotent Bogey Man, maker of night and day and sun and
moon, of the four seasons and their miracles of seed and harvest, to a
braver idealization of a benevolent sage, a just judge, an affectionate fa-
ther, evolving finally into the incorporeal word that never becomes flesh,
at which modern science and philosophy takes up the problem with its
Vis Naturae, it Elan Vital, its Life Force, its Evolutionary Appetite, its
still more abstract Categorical Imperative . . ” viz. The God of Noah, the
God of Job, The God of Micah, lastly Jesus, “who dares a further flight.
He suggests that godhead is something which incorporates itself in him:
in himself, for instance. . . . the unadulterated (e.g. Swedenborg’s—that
Jesus merely attempted to impersonate Jehovah) suggestion of Jesus is
an advance on the theology of Micah; for Man walking humbly before
an eternal God is an ineffective creature compared to Man exploring as
the instrument and embodiment of God with no other guide than the
spark of divinity within him. It is certainly the greatest break in the Bible
between the Old and the New Testament” Shaw proceeds to chronicle
the subsequent corruption of the man Jesus: “. . . we find Paul holding
up Christ to the Ephesians as ‘an offering and a sacrifice to God for a
sweet smelling savour’, thereby dragging Christianity back and down
to the level of Noah. . . . The death of Jesus helped to vulgarize his rep-
utation and obscure his doctrine. [Jesus] was tortured and killed . . . by
crucifixion . . . with the infinitely . . . hideous result that the cross, and
the other instruments of his torture were made the symbols of the faith
legally established in his name three hundred years later. . . . The case
was further complicated by the pitiable fact that Jesus himself . . . had
allowed Peter to persuade him that he was the Messiah . .. ‘Crosstianity’
became established on the authority of Jesus himself.

The conclusion indeed confirms Toynbee’s: “The whole business is
an amazing muddle, which has held out not only because the views of
Jesus were above the heads of all but the best minds, but because his
appearance was followed by the relapse in civilization which we call the
Dark Ages, from which we are only just emerging sufficiently to begin
to pick up the thread of Christ’s most advanced thought and rescue it from
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the mess the apostles and their successors made of it” It is not Christ’s
teachings which are at fault, but their interpretation.

I must read The Prophet again and take notes on it before trying to
extract its many theses.

“Steerageway” is a story based on Mr. Boyden and Deerfield that won
a $1000 prize. If this is the quality of money-writing, then the field looks
good.

Saw “Symphony Pastorale” with John last night—an excellent French
adaptation of André Gide’s story. Next week I shall take a vocational
aptitude text given for experimental purposes by the College.

Let’s see what I can do this term! A resumption of vocabulary study
would be a good sign. How about that, Pedro? Professor Demos had a
heart attack and will not be able to continue with Philosophy 1. I hope
Aiken’s course will suffice to replace the amazing Demos. I'll continue,
of course, with Bio, Music, and Social Science. Perhaps I'll audit History
1—at least it will get me up in the morning.

Cory [Freshman tennis coach] didn’'t send us to Linden Street after
all, but merely officially declared us ineligible for the fall match, which
I could not have possibly made anyway. We'll continue at Hemenway,
playing before 8:30 and receiving group instruction. This is more than
satisfactory, and I only hope that I can bring my game back to the high
level (for me) at which it was a month ago.

February 10, 1949 Cambridge
Read Platos Apology, Crito, and Phaedo at practically one sitting, and
was damn glad when Socrates finally died.

Books are inordinately expensive: $5 for zoology alone, $20 in all this
semester.

I'd like very much to finish the 450-page Voltaire “Age of Louis XIV;
though Professor Beer says we should read it selectively. I read every
word: 215 pages of battles, and still more to come.

My picture in the “Register” is disgusting. Now for a hot shower and
shampoo.

February 11, 1949 Cambridge
Dad sent me a copy of Death Be Not Proud, which I cannot refrain from
poring over, notwithstanding the lengthy condensation that I devoured
last week.
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Got my marks today, and do not know what to think. I just cannot
help thinking, however (sic), that something is wrong somewhere, ei-
ther with me or with the pace of the instruction or the method thereof,
when, with the absolute minimum of work that I did last term, the scads
of hours utterly wasted, I should emerge from the chaos of examina-
tions with four A’s: Biology A—, Social Studies A—, Music A, English A—.
Sometimes I wonder if it wouldn’t be a wonderful thing, just as a bit of
diversity, if I'd pull off a C or some such in a course instead of As and
B’s. Yet it is so easy to get these “honor” grades. Sometimes I consider
myself so utterly stupid. Now, how does this happen? What am I to be-
lieve, anyway?

Finally attended a History 1 lecture, this one being conveniently on
Louis XIV. John, Don Blackmer and I walked in ten minutes late, were
as conspicuous as possible while traversing the hall and ascending the
balcony, and, also, upon sitting down the silverware that John had un-
knowingly carried away in his jacket pocket from the Union tumbled to
the floor with an appropriate crash! Karpovitch was good.

Lester tells us that Professor Demos is due back shortly. Das ist gut.

I seem to be regaining my ability to speak fluently, without searching
so much for the proper word. I still, however, am in a spelling relapse.

Two beautifully split infinitives in my last SS essay. Conway caught
them, too.

Won an easy squash match today, defeating Menso Boissevain, whose
voice is exactly that of Bill Knox’s. I'll have to be on my toes to vanquish
Humphrey next week.

Varsity squash against Army (Charlie Oliver) tomorrow, and Frosh
VS. DEERFIELD!

Saturday, February 12, 1949 Cambridge
We beat Army 7-2, Charlie Oliver, their #1 man, living up to all expec-
tations. Saw Messrs. Poor & Read plus Bob Dewey, Soapy Symington,
Charlie Ufford, Dave Workman, Mike Riesner, Charlie Elliott. Only Ut-
ford won, but what a match! Jim Bacon really wanted to take it, too, as
Ufford beat him in the Interscholastics, and as he was undefeated to date.
With two games all, Jim spurted to a 14-10 lead, one point to victory. But
Charlie made three absolutely phenomenal recoveries and drew up to 14
all; then took three out of the next four to win. He fought beautifully. All
through it Mr. Poor remained perfectly poker-faced. He would.
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Read Euthyphro; part of Voltaire’s “Le Siécle de Louis XIV” in French
since I couldn’t get an English edition. (Read it in a 1780 edition yester-
day, where the s’s look like f’s and are terribly confusing. The old edi-
tions, however, on the good side, had the first word of the next page
placed at the bottom of each page, so in reading (aloud) one did not
need to hesitate while turning pages.)

Zoology will be worse than Botany.

I pronounced r-a-d-i-a-to-r with the a as in act or bat instead of cor-
rectly with a as in fate. John was critical. The dictionary has only the
latter pronunciation.

Should write Steve Stulman about Johnny Gunther. They were the
best of friends. Gil Doan, I understand, too.

Alfred North Whitehead seems to believe that modern science is
less rational than religion. Aiken touched on this last Friday (yester-
day). Must read Whitehead; also D. K. Chestertons “Father Brown” and
Shaw’s preface to “Androcles and the Lion” (religious critique). I never
even finished Thoreau. That’s bad.

I regretted today that I was not more than one year at Deerfield. See-
ing the contingent today made me wish I could be one of them still.
Don’t want to grow up, I guess. I wonder if I'd be accepted there as a
teacher?

Sunday, February 13, 1949 Cambridge
Played squash and had a long talk with Dick Becker. Johnny Taylor and
I went to church. Dr. Ockenga preached on Micah 4:1-10, “Power to see
the King and the Kingdom.” The organist played a “Festival Prelude” on
Eine Feste Burg by Faulkes, which struck me as being far inferior in in-
genuity and subtleness to the chorale prelude of Buxtehude on the same
hymn of Luther’s. Next week Ockenga will preach on Christianity and
Communism, which should be worthwhile.

John Taylor and I both have been thinking of spending the Easter
holidays at Brant Lake. A car, however, would be indispensable.

Monday, February 14, 1949 Cambridge
My squash is inspired. Beat Don Blackmer easily today. But the match
that counts is against Humphrey tomorrow. I'll play it with a racket split
down the handle and with 2 broken strings!
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The concept of Culture Configuration appears to me to be more and
more important.

It is very important that we look for the creditable aspects of the age
in which we live, as well as the disagreeable ones.

The Deerfield Scroll has discovered an excellent writer in Alan A.
Burns, who did a history of the Deerfield church in the last issue.

Rhinelander is no Demos. But Aiken is good, and intellectually stim-
ulating for the most intelligent student. He throws out ideas quite fast,
and it is necessary to concentrate constantly during his lectures in order
to benefit from them.

I can’t keep a secret. My four A’s are well known already.

Miriam Bien was very nice to bake a cake and cookies and send them
to me. Grandma also sent cookies. We won’t have to go to breakfast for
a week.

I see that my religious inquiries are beginning to incite a little alarm
in “les parents.”

Usual bull session tonight. It is impossible to study between 9:30 and
midnight, which is bad. The library should by all rights stay open an-
other hour.

Visited the Poetry Room for the first time and listened to recitations
by Lindsey (Congo) and Frost, as well as a good Scotsman reading
Bobby Burns. The man in charge of the room is a character to behold.

Tuesday, February 15, 1949 Cambridge
Amazing! Beat Humphrey 15-7, 15-12, 15-7. I never expected it to be that
easy.

Am caught up now on my work.

While I read, unless I make a specific point of concentrating, the
number and diversity of extraneous thoughts that enter my mind are
astounding. It is doubtlessly the subconscious awakened, and yet each
impression is so fleeting, so momentary, that there is great difficulty in
remembering it, more still in discovering a pattern or a purpose to the
thought. This evening, for instance, I happened to think back to the Se-
nior Banquet last year. John had promised to save me a seat. He did,
but I entered through waiting-room #2 and had trouble finding him.
Consequently, most everyone was seated while I still searched. And I
remembered tonight, for no apparent reason, that, having at last located
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John, I proceeded toward him, passing by Tom Wilson and Bob Mac-
Dougall, who requested me to sit with them. But I did not. That was all.

There have been perhaps half a dozen biology lectures to date that
have interested me. One of these was today’s and, sure enough, it
seemed to confirm an observation that I had already made: that those
lectures that found my interest were less concerned with biology than
with chemistry, were explorations into the territory of biochemistry. This
is significant.

I am developing, alas, another cold.

Sam Pascal now has an upright piano in his room. Why couldn’t I
next year?

Wednesday, February 16, 1949 Cambridge
Chased frogs around bio lab today. Section man tells dirty jokes. Zodl-
ogy promises to be much more interesting than Botany, which is en-
couraging. Wyman is a good lecturer.

Thursday, February 17, 1949 Cambridge
Dr. Davison is really amazing. He practically reads his lectures, has been
giving the same ones for 25 years. Yet, with subtleties of voice he can
put you into any mood he wishes. He lectured on Beethoven today, and
made the entire hall feel the despair which that genius felt upon learning
that he would be hopelessly deaf—then had us rejoicing at Beethoven’s
unbeatable spirit and gusto.

Took “Preference Test” tonight. Was quite inconsistent, except on see-
ing, which got a flat rejection every time. I think I have a secret ambition
to be a farmer. We'll get the official results next month.

Friday, February 18, 1949 Cambridge
Listened to most of Caesar and Cleopatra on records in Lamont. Also
folk songs, etc. I am ahead in my work and have had lots of spare time.

Saturday, February 19, 1949 Cambridge
This was a magnificent “summer” day. I couldn’t work. Walked along
the River Charles with Dick Becker; finished sooo-word letter home;
went square dancing with Tom Wilson’s friend Ann Pennington, a nice
Radcliffe girl, and a minister’s daughter to boot. Steves brother spent
the night with us. They are completely different. Howie is an excellent
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athlete, talkative, not overly intelligent. Steve is just the opposite. Vari-
ety, anyway.

If I only had a car, a convertible! Oh, I'd be in God’s country on a
day like this, to see rolling fields and running brooks again. I must talk
to Dad about withdrawing from the bank to buy one—something for
$200-400 dollars to begin with. Dreams! The only advantage of living in
the city is that it makes you appreciate the country all the more. I should
settle in Vermont or New Hampshire—on ten or more acres.

Sunday, February 20, 1949 Cambridge
I heard a flock of ducks outside this morning, a sound completely incon-
gruous with these surroundings but wonderfully redolent of Atlantic
Beach.

Caught up on my correspondence while listening to the Philharmonic.

Ockenga was truly inspired tonight. He was immensely sincere,
coldly intellectual, emotionally honest, and his discussion of the difficult
topic “Communism & Christianity” was done with I think a remarkably
sensible approach. Instead of lambasting communism, Ockenga showed
that in all outward respects it is a “religion,” with the same organiza-
tion and methods and goals as Christianity—e.g., prosperity, good-will,
plenty for all, peace. I think the place where his argument was not at all
convincing, however, was the attempt to differentiate between the two
C’s on the grounds of means, citing the communists’ willingness to kill
people for their cause. I cannot overlook the history of the Christian
Church, not only the Inquisition (which, as being Catholic, Ockenga
would recognize only as a perversion of the Church of Christ) but also
the persecutions that Calvin condoned, even ordered, and the intoler-
ance of the early Presbyterians. Communism, Ockenga continued, is
trying to do what Christianity has failed to do. It is a challenge to Chris-
tians, a call for those of them who are in reality just naturalists—the
Liberals—to join ranks with the Fundamentalists and against Roman-
ism, and work with God for the betterment of mankind. Now, I question
one point here. Ockenga deplored the fact that the Liberal Christians,
as they hold out the same ultimate objects as do the Communists, play
directly into their hands. Granted this is an ugly situation, is it not bet-
ter to stick by your ideals if you think them justifiable, no matter what
names you may be called? Should we reject social improvement simply
because it is something that Communists desire? Another point that is
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corollary: I would like to get Ockenga’s opinion of Tawney’s conclusion
to Religion and the Rise of Capitalism, viz.: that capitalism and Chris-
tianity are incompatible. I enjoy church very much, and think I get a
good deal from it. The singing at Park Street is the most resounding and
uplifting that I have heard. I only wish that I had a decent voice.

Monday, February 21, 1949 Cambridge
Dick Becker and I went to hear Professors Aiken and La Corbeiller dis-
cuss “The Limits of Science.” (John at the last minute found himself at
a John Reed Society meeting whose guest was Gerhard Eisler, and he
and Laci were photographed with the #1 American Communist—ac-
cidentally—, which bodes no good.) Aiken and La Corbeiller are both
exceptional men: warm, personable, intellectually honest, sincere, and
humble; excellent and provocative speakers. Aiken initiated the discus-
sion by reaffirming the view that he presented to us in class, viz.: that
science is limited by its first principles, like everything else. He affirmed,
however, that he is a believer in the scientific method and an ardent em-
piricist. La Corbeiller agreed with everything Aiken said, and the dis-
cussion resolved itself not to whether or not science is valid but to what
are its limits. Can the Social Sciences, for instance, properly be termed
science? Is it not true that true science deals with repeatable phenom-
ena whereas history, sociology, etc. are concerned with non-repeatable
events? Is there a point of differentiation here? No, says Aiken, for al-
though experience has taught us so far that H,SO4 + ZngZnSO, + Ha,
we cannot be sure that it will always be true in the future; and also, that
every time James Conant places H,SO4 + Zn together, a distinct and
non-repeatable operation is performed. Perhaps a better point of differ-
entiation, or marker of the limits of science, is the concept of quality vs.
quantity. Science is concerned with the latter, and interprets everything
it can in terms of quantity. As far as we now know, art, music, etc. are
by their nature essentially qualitative, and cannot possibly come into
the sphere of the quantitative. But La Corbeiller points out that, before
Lavoisier, chemistry was considered qualitative (noble metal, strong
and weak acids), that the mathematics of chemistry were at first laughed
away. It is therefore very conceivable for him that sociology, psychiatry,
even music and art may eventually become incorporated into science.
Aiken denies this, and as a philosopher I do not see how he can, for
when he says that music is essentially qualitative, is he not assuming that
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as a premise—i.e., defining music? I would say definitely that music and
art can evolve (or regress) into science. We see signs of it already with
the modern composers’ preoccupation with 12-tone scales and the cubist
painters’ emphasis on geometric design. Considering this, plus Mr. Aik-
en’s professed view that perhaps Plato’s conception of knowledge being
man’s only end is all wet, and the very possibility of there being limits on
science, I submit that although poetry, music, and art may be reduced
to sciences, do we want this? Is it not better to subsist under a delusion
concerning art if turning it into science will cheapen it? Although its
possible for atoms to be so arranged and manipulated so that they ex-
plode in an atomic bomb, would it not be better for man, subjectively,
if he subsisted under the illusion that they could not be so arranged? I
would ask Aiken if there should not be some branch of philosophy that
would attempt to determine a point beyond which the further search for
knowledge should be not suppressed but, better, re-directed? I know he
could rip me apart on this, but I believe, considering the atomic bomb,
that it is something to be discussed.

I got a flashing insight into the efficacy of home training during the
debate. I anticipated a qualification in Aiken’s analysis, and immediately
thereupon Aiken resolved that objection. Now, should I lean over to
my neighbor and inform him that I had anticipated Aiken or, as Dad
has tried to impress on my personality, be satisfied myself that this had
occurred? Is this a key to introversion?

Tuesday, February 22, 1949 Cambridge
It is often contended that our present-day society is the cause of egre-
gious social ills—psychological maladjustments and the like—and that
the simple rural agricultural existence of our ancestors was more con-
ducive to a stable personality. I wonder if this is true or if it is merely
a reflection on the fact that the science of psychiatry is new and just
beginning to grow. Is it not possible that the ancient Hebrews, the great
Greeks and Romans, the early Continental Christians, the medieval
nobles and villeins, the thinkers of the renaissance and Reformation,
those of the Age of Reason, as well as individuals who have lived under
the Commercial, Agricultural, and Industrials Revolutions, were dis-
turbed, unbalanced emotionally, and neurotic to the same extent, and
that the fact that there was no psychiatry does not mean that there were
no psychotics?
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What a horrible thing it would be if a person became convinced that
every time he or she went to sleep a frightening nightmare would be the
reward. Thus the person would be mortally afraid of falling asleep.

Talked with Leo, Tom, Pete E, John until 2:30 a.m. last night (this
morning). A water pipe broke in the basement, too. This is a dreary,
slushy Washington’s birthday.

I coined a new word: “incomperated,” an elision of “incorporated”
and “& Co”

Saturday, March 12, 1949 Cambridge
This hiatus is a good indication of my laziness. I remember in the dim
past of the preceding weeks a Freshman Smoker, which wasn't very sat-
isfactory at all; an ill-fated attempt to return to Deerfield last weekend,
ill-fated because of Laci’s argument with his guardian over the purchase
of a new suit—stubbornness carried beyond all extremes; a wonderfully
enjoyable evening at the cinema under the influences of Bernard Shaw’s
genius: Pygmalion with Leslie Howard and Wendy Hiller; a March of
Time, and to top it all, an excellent Technicolor documentary about Ad-
miral Byrd’s last Antarctic expedition.

My four A-minuses entitled me to meet and chat with Dean Leigh-
ton and scholarship director Von Stade, both wonderfully pleasant and
friendly individuals. We solved no great problems, but at last I have
begun to have some contact with the faculty. Carried this further yester-
day by skipping philosophy and spending two hours talking with Pro-
fessor Beer. John and I must tackle Aiken soon, but we'll have to “know
whereof we speak” (Rose-la-Rose).

Muzzey’s talk about Lincoln adds to my profound respect for the
Great Emancipator. He, Whitman, Twain, T. Roosevelt, Frost, Sandburg,
Thoreau represent the best that is in America, that which is not an im-
perfect imitation of European culture but rooted in the pioneer soil of a
new continent.

Random verses:
My object in living is to unite
My avocation and my vocation
As my two eyes make one in sight.

Only where love and need are one,
And the work is play for mortal stakes,
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Is the deed ever really done
For Heaven and the future’s sakes. . . .

The sun was warm but the wind was chill.

You know how it is with an April day

When the sun is out and the wind is still,

You're one month on in the middle of May.

But if you so much as dare to speak

A cloud comes over a sunlit arch,

A wind comes off a frozen peak,

And you're two months back in the middle of March.
(“Two Tramps in Mud Time,” Frost)

ZOOLOGY

The elephant’s a ghastly beast

That haunts the countries of the East;

The hippopotamus I think

Never gets enough to drink;

At any rate, I hear the dub

Never leaves his muddy tub;

The eagle dwells upon the steep

And feeds on savages and sheep.

What’s the good of having that

Awful rot beneath your hat?
—Samuel Hoffenstein

Sunday, March 13, 1949 Cambridge
John, Dick Becker, and I went to the Harvard-Yale basketball game in
the Boston Arena last night. The Freshman tussle was a thriller, being
won by a miraculous goal in the last 5 seconds of overtime. Jerry Murphy
played the whole time we were there, until taken out on fouls. The var-
sity game, however, was a farce. We lost 80-something to 40-something.
But Toni Lavelli was good to see: he’s a perfected Hooks Dillon. Levi
Jackson got in the game near the end. He lowers his head and charges as
though he were on a football field

Stepped in on Don Blackmer and Co. on the way back, and talked
until three in the morning. As a consequence missed Niebuhr this
morning and would probably still be sleeping now if Laci hadn’t come
in and awakened us at 1:00 in the afternoon.
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Wrote to Bob G. asking for $200 this summer.

Johnny Taylor and I heard Reinhold Niebuhr in Jordan Hall on world
government. It was very worthwhile because Niebuhr, who is versed in
Western philosophy, theology, history, politics, and current events, has
come to the conclusion that world government is impossible and even
undesirable. I think he upholds this view because by nature he looks
for the depths not the superfluities, the universals not the particulars,
the eternal not the evanescent. Government, he says, does not create
community, but presupposes it. Moreover, government cannot maintain
community except by tyrannical force. A world government, even if it
were possible, would have to be so ambiguous in order to beguile the
nations of the world into partially or wholly transferring their sovereign
power to it, that in the end it would be ineffective. And to unite without
Russia would be disastrous, for then the world would be divided into
two opposing forces, each endeavoring to become the “one”

I was glad that Niebuhr selected this topic, not so much because he
told me something I did not already know—I tried to convince Bobby
Johnston to leave United World Federalists for the same reasons—but
because it pointed up the fact that theologians are not isolated dreamers
or mystics, are not oblivious to what surrounds them, are not wholly
un-secular. Moreover, I see in Niebuhr’s case at least that he is a reli-
gionist not out of ignorance of all the secular forces in the world today,
and the many contradictions in theological belief, but because of them.
In the last analysis, he says, the insecurity in government is merely a re-
flection of a mass insecurity in individuals, an insecurity largely brought
about by the very technological progress that was supposed to have re-
moved it. He has his feet on the ground, even if he sometimes has his
head in the sky. He is one of the best arguments for a religious attitude.

I am getting a little more insight into my difficulties. I have never
really attacked a subject or hobby or study for all it is worth. All my
endeavors have been superficial and as a result there is no one thing or
group of things about which I can feel competent to discuss or perform
or what have you. I must begin to specialize—to take my chances and
throw away those things that I do not consider good for me. Certainly
I may make mistakes. But not to do this is a complete impossibility to
achieve the goal of expertness and competence. I must find something
that I can really be interested in and that I can follow up. It does not have
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to be an academic subject: amateur radio operation like Uncle Will’s
is the kind of thing I mean. It would be so important in relations with
other people. Specialties like that are what draw others to you. There are
too many ordinary people, too many students who do their required
work and nothing else. I am one of them. Why do I become disillu-
sioned with this academic life every so often? It is because for me it is
100% academic life, and nothing else. The addition of a great outside
interest would help me appreciate my academic work, however para-
doxical that may appear.

I will never be a student. I'm too restless. I like to work with things
so much more than with ideas. And yet what kind of an adult life will I
lead if I continue to hesitate to do what I want to do, or at least speed up
my operations? In high school it took me three years to wake up to real
extra-curricular activity. Perhaps that was too long. Perhaps, though, it
is best that way. Impulsiveness, blind attack, is almost as bad as no attack
at all, but not as bad. Enough.

Sunday, March 27, 1949 Cambridge
Kudor Preference Test Results:
Mechanical: high Computational: low Scientific: low
Persuasive: very low Artistic: high Literary: high
Musical: very high Social Service: high Clerical: low

Dined with Dr. & Mrs. Sidney Licht this noon. She is Will Schweitzer’s
sister, and very much unlike her brother; he is a remarkably successful
doctor and knows it. He teaches, writes, lectures. But I don't think he is
a very happy man; nor is he, in my eyes, a particularly attractive father.
His two little girls, potentially the sweetest tots, are hounded and reg-
imented, “adulterated” until they are submissive. That’s the worst part.
These kids don’t even rebel against their father’s directives. They obey
him implacably. He is not giving them a very good childhood. Children,
all children, deserve by natural right to spend their glorious youth (ah,
but it is so short) in the country, on a farm, a ranch, near meadows, hills,
lakes or an ocean, and near animals. On a beautiful Sunday afternoon,
what does Dr. Licht do but take his littlest to the movies. He doesn’t want
to see the picture, she doesn’t want to see it, but to the movies they go.
Passivity!

My tennis so far is extremely disappointing. Perhaps it is too early in
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the season to expect anything better, but if I do not pick up miraculously
fast, I shall undoubtedly be cut from the squad. There is always the man-
ager’s job, of course, but that would be a comedown.

John, Laci, and I have decided to room together next year and have
applied to Lowell House. We're counting on Mr. Pratt of Deerfield to
get us in. This means that Steve is dropped. It was difficult but perhaps
the best thing for all concerned. I never really did like Steve although I
never disliked him. It was/is more or less a passive relationship. Steve
is too much within himself to be really good company. And the irony
is that I sometimes fear that I am basically like him. Slowly, however,
ever slowly, I am emerging from introspection and inferiority, at least
superficially. Lester Ward, Tom Rogers, and Pete Flemming applied with
us for Lowell. We're aiming for two three-man suites but may have to
be satisfied with three two-man ones. Then, of course, there is a 60%
possibility that we’ll miss the target altogether and hit Wigglesworth,
Dudley, or Claverly.

My work is miserably behind schedule, and with a Social Science
essay due next Friday will not be caught up. Moreover, I've got two more
nights of aptitude tests.

The Bermuda trip next week should be quite an event: tennis, swim-
ming, bicycling, social life, sun, and exercise. Hallelujah!

April 2, 1949 St. George’s, Bermuda
We is here! Two hours and 35 minutes on Pan American for 660 miles.
Saw Sunnyside and Atlantic Beach from the air. Well planted in St.
George Hotel and raring to get a little sun, air, and exercise. Bermuda
is part of the green and pleasant land, except that most of the people
are American tourists. Flowers are everywhere, their delicate red and
yellow petals extending over and above green stone walls as if to be sure
of American approval. The cobblestone alleyways between the houses
of St. George’s are crooked, clean, and cleverly named. And everywhere,
in the foreground of a lime-white set, are the black natives, clean, de-
lightfully dressed, polite, happy, and speaking English that would put
many an American to perfecting his own. The Negroes here are so dif-
ferent from those in the Great Democracy: their brows show their free-
dom, they carry themselves in a manner complementing their dignity as
human beings. They lead the Good Life.

So do tourists: dancing, sightseeing, deep-sea fishing, deep-sea div-



34 PETER BIEN

ing; aquariums, art exhibits, argyle socks, tennis and rugby matches;
secluded beaches and mobbed night spots; bicycling and buggy riding.
Music, laughter, and song! God’s gift to man is Bermuda.

Why do we live for ten months of the year in the filthy city, trying to
compensate for the accumulated soot by two months of assorted vaca-
tioning. A man should live under the sky and on the earth, not under
plaster ceilings and apartments twenty stories above, and on top of con-
crete—live this way for his ten months, and spend the remaining two
in a metropolis. Bien will deserve no better if he makes the mistake of
so many millions of his fellows. We are conditioned largely into wrong
attitudes: but conditioning, thank God, can be unconditioned. A good
way to do that is to sojourn for a time in Bermuda. To bed, and a week
on the corals.

April 3, 1949 St. George’s, Bermuda
We explored in the vicinity of the hotel early this morning, visiting the
beach and St. Catharine’s Fort, and witnessing the British fleet returning
from a cruise. A very friendly colored waiter met us on our way and
acted as guide, pointing out the various trees and flowers: life plant, ba-
nana tree, palms, cactus, etc.

Returned in time to attend the morning service at St. Peter’s, the
oldest church in the Western hemisphere (Anglican). The rector deliv-
ered an exceptionally fine sermon, tracing the history of sacrifice from
the human sacrifice made by the early Anglo-Saxons to secure their
blood-kindred, to the substitution of animals (Abraham), to the final
symbol in the bread or wine of Communion. Perhaps the nicest thing
was that white and colored folks worshipped together, although even in
Bermuda schools are segregated. “God Save the King” concluded (sic!).

A twelve-mile jaunt to the tower of Hamilton followed, with the
Harvard-Barbarians rugby game as incentive. Harvard won, or better
the Barbarians lost. Theyd been out to sea for too long and were still a
bit wobbly. Rugby is really rough-and-tumble, and lots of fun. Judging
from what we saw in Hamilton, I am just in the wrong place. All of Har-
vard, Yale, Princeton, Vassar, Smith, and Wellesley seem to be in and
around Hamilton; all the old people are in St. George’s. Worse still, all
the tennis players are there; none are here.

The colored folk are amazing. They prove to me at least that race is no
final determiner of character, and that environment is. The Negroes at
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home are largely repulsive to me: even somehow those at Harvard. Here
they are the most charming people, well adjusted, happy, polite but not
at all obsequious, and as friendly and goodnatured as one could wish.
Besides, they speak with delightful, cultured English accents, and a darn
sight better than most Americans. I imagine that the Palestinian Jews
would be somewhat analogous to these Bermudian Negroes.

April 5, 1949 St. George’s, Bermuda
A long talk Monday night with Dad led into an extremely pleasant Tues-
day. Alice and I tried our skills on bicycles the day before, cycling to
St. David’s lighthouse while les parents followed in a horse and carriage.
Tuesday we switched to tennis, and although Alice does extraordinarily
well considering her age and lack of practice, the session only served to
drive home what I was missing by way of tennis. I would like to travel to
Bermuda again in a few years, but with a group of tennis-conscious boys
and girls of my own age and interests.

We cooled off with a swim in the ocean this time, in an ocean that is
green liquid air, veil-like, transparent—in a word, delightful.

A lazy afternoon culminated in the cinema: Anna Karenina done by
Leigh and Richardson, rather morbid and over-sensational. The second
feature, which we walked out on, was in reality the interesting one. It
was done by an all-colored cast. What we could not understand was that
this Negro production, probably made in a Harlem backyard, placed
the characters in the same stupid exaggerated “you is hep, chick” roles
that the NAACP complains so bitterly about when found in Hollywood
offerings. Here was an insipid plot, laid in a Jamaica banana plantation
and opening with a “tribal dance,” capitalizing on superstition and igno-
rance, and not even hinting at the social and economic problems with
which the Negro should be concerned. Perhaps, however, it is just as well
to forget those problems. We say so when so-called “social significance”
art is the topic of conversation. But at least the Negro characters should
have been represented in all their dignity as human beings and not as
the half-animal ignoramuses of this film. It was a grave disappointment
after the fine impression that we received from the real-to-life colored
folk of this island.

Family solidarity was established yesterday as it seldom has been. We
really began to enjoy each other’s company, perhaps the best indication
of this being Alice’s carefreeness, after two days of silent, stiff inhibition.
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Dad told me Monday night that she only clammed up when I came
home, and that otherwise she is the most uninhibited creature alive.
That doesn’t sound very good. However, Dad assured me that it was
the fault of nothing conscious on my part, but more akin to the normal
sister-brother jealousy over parental attention. Yesterday, of course, was
wonderful for me, as it saw Alice come out of herself into naturalness.
She really is going to be a delightful person when she grows up.

April 8, 1949 St. George’s, Bermuda
As departure time looms near and ugly, we begin to realize that this
vacation has been a perfect success.

Today was a rather lazy one, especially after lunch, but the sun was
out full force and was well appreciated. This morning I played a little
tennis with Dad, working particularly on my overhead, which is now
satisfactory providing I do not have to run back to intercept the lob.

Yesterday the four of us started out early, via cab, for Hamilton, where
we rented bikes. Four miles of cycling in nasty weather brought us to the
Government Aquarium and Zoo. There we viewed myriad tropical fish
and other creatures, including squids, octopi, parrots, emus, anemones,
brain coral, morays, rockfish. The sun peeked out long enough to add
to the pleasure of eating a box lunch on a rolling green lawn. But it did
not stay out for long, and by the time we had proceeded two miles fur-
ther on to Devil’s Hole, a near-hurricane was in the wind. This Devil’s
Hole was nothing much: a natural hole with some fish dumped in it. The
weather was merciful enough to permit us to enjoy the return trip to
Hamilton, about 6 miles, along the South Shore, which is less developed
and consequently prettier than that part of the island that we had hith-
erto seen. Our journey was completed with an inspection visit aboard
the Queen of Bermuda, a virtual floating palace.

On Wednesday, Dad and I went through the White School, here in
St. George’s. The headmaster is a young chap, just ascended, after having
replaced his predecessor, who retired at the age of 32. As is true with the
English schools, this one emphasizes history and English, probably to
the detriment of science, but that isn’t too much of a loss at that level
of education. A mixture of the old and the new, the classrooms are ar-
ranged like those at Little Red, with the chairs and tables movable and
in general disorder, while on the other hand caning is still practiced. Of
significance was the headmaster’s remark that his brightest students are
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the Americans. Not many of these schoolchildren go on to college, and
those that do go, of course, go to England or the USA.

April 17,1949, Easter Sunday Cambridge, Massachusetts
The return to the academic life was surely difficult after so fine, stimu-
lating, and revealing a vacation. Perhaps its most memorable factor was
the closeness and camaraderie among the family. We are not, never-
theless, a compact whole, and perhaps it is just as well. I don’t think
that Dad will ever change, or if he does it will be so slowly that by the
time he has reached a desired goal of personal and social development
his stay on earth will be of such a short order that the achievement will
seem in vain (in this world, anyhow). He is a very complex person, and
consequently a very difficult one to understand. Primarily, he is a par-
adox: his motivations are almost entirely emotional; straight objective
intellectual considerations play so small a part in his decisions; yet on
the other hand his emotions are stifled. In terms of a cliché he is largely
an introvert and must suffer the pangs of self-analysis and self-driving
to which that class of humans is relegated. Above all, he is not a man of
action; nor is he a man of impulse. Spontaneity is sadly missing in his
life. He is more concerned with avoiding evil than he is with achieving
truth: and life isn’t long enough for persons with that philosophy. Again,
he is a realist, a materialist, a humanist. Not that these are appellations
of derision—but realism without dreams, materialism without idealism,
and humanism without a little supernaturalism are empty concepts. The
best way to understand and appreciate a philosophy or a doctrine is to
understand and appreciate its opposite; otherwise one’s view is mere
dogmatism and cannot be intelligently supported by argumentation.
For father, New Deal liberalism is conservatism at its best; he can be
nothing but a conservative. Nothing for him can be a fighting, alive,
revolutionary doctrine because he is not alive to it; nor can he judge it in
any means other than the emotional. And for him especially, emotional
decisions can hardly be most often the correct decisions, since he is
emotionally weighted at one end and cannot therefore achieve balance.
It is extremely sad in one respect, but in another—and perhaps the
more intelligent one—he is extremely commendable. Subjectively, Dad
is a failure, a fact the impact of which is strengthened when one con-
siders that this failure has come not from inability or environmental
obstacles but from an internal inhibition that has prevented him from
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achieving the heights that intellectually and morally are his. Objectively,
however, although seemingly paradoxical, Dad has been a pioneer, the
courageous soldier who scouted the front lines, made attack possible,
but never returned to see the results of his handiwork. Of course, the
results have not yet been effected, and will not be until it can be deter-
mined whether or not Alice and/or I are successful. And by successful, I
do not necessarily mean wealth, fame, or power—although these should
come in the course of events as hangers-on—but essential happiness,
whatever that means.

We returned a week ago yesterday to find our house amateurishly
ransacked by a couple of youngsters who took two Racines(!), Alice’s
radio, and about $15 in cash.

Sunday was a fine day. Dad and I heard John Haynes Holmes at the
Community Church. Dr. Holmes attempted to prove immortality of the
soul in an address entitled “Life’s Eternal Challenge,” a sermon on John
Gunther’s Death Be Not Proud. And a masterful job it was! More im-
portant than the particular sermon, however, is the fact that it seems
to me that this church has the correct religious attitude, if by “correct”
I mean one that I can accept. I suppose that fundamentally its views
are similar to those of the Ethical Culture people, but unlike the latter
the Community Church retains the old forms of the Christian service
and retains the notion of a God, even a personal God. I think that this
is a prerequisite for a religion, as the value of religion can only lie in its
reminding us that we are merely finite beings in an infinite universe, in
extending our horizons a little beyond humanity, which Ethical Culture
does not do.

This is a religion that has benefited from the lessons humanity has
learned since the birth of Christ, one that realizes the futility of clinging
to dogmas that arose, and were proper for, an ancient tribe of nomads
whose lives were in few ways comparable to our own. The Doxology
goes: “From all that dwell below the skies / Let words of Love and Peace
arise; / Let joyful songs of Praise be sung, / Through every land by every
tongue.” It is followed by the Invocation, which concludes as follows:
“Unto the Church Universal, which is the depository of all ancient
wisdom and the school of all modern thought; which recognizes in all
prophets a harmony, in all scriptures a unity, and through all dispen-
sations a continuity; which abjures all that separates and divides, and
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always magnifies brotherhood and peace; which seeks truth in freedom,
justice in love and individual discipline in social duty; and which shall
make of all sects, classes, nations and races one fellowship of men—unto
this Church and unto all its members, known and unknown, through-
out the world, we pledge the allegiance of our hands and hearts.”

I went to church twice on this rainy, cold Easter Sunday. Both preach-
ers were stimulating, but in different ways. This morning Dean Bosley
of the Duke Divinity School spoke in chapel. After stating in his first
sentence a sentiment that I was delighted to hear—viz., that we were not
celebrating a miraculous occurrence in Christ’s resurrection, but a sym-
bolic one even with meaning in our lives—he somehow arrived at the
conclusion that capitalism and Christianity are incompatible, of which
Tawney had already convinced me. A tremendous problem faces our so-
ciety. We must cease to be hypocrites if we are to survive. That is the first
thing. But the dilemma seems insoluble. First, we have capitalism and
the regulation of production in the open market, an immensely compe-
tent mode of production that seems a shame to discard. Second, as over
against capitalism there is Christianity, our spiritual hope, the means of
keeping a balance between the materialistic and all other aspects of life.
Third, perfectly consistent with the best of Christianity, socialism stands
as the coming thing. But socialism is a false hope, and one whose frui-
tion will most certainly result in the destruction of mankind in contin-
ued global warfare. (Cf. my “Positive Stand”) I am confident that some
progress will be made toward either reconciling these three or inventing
a suitable substitute for one or more of them. But it will require some
fancy thinking, and must be done soon.

Ockenga’s Easter message was stimulating in a negative way. True to
his profession of fundamentalism, he attempted to convince this con-
gregation of the historical validity of the Resurrection, using as the Old
Testament counterpart Jonah’s sojourn in the stomach of the great fish.
He even went as far as to describe certain sharks that are large enough
to swallow a man. Naturally, I thought this was ridiculous, and, taking
up a reference to myriad historical proofs of Jesus’ resurrection on the
third day, wrote the following letter to Dr. Ockenga: “Dear Sir: In your
evening sermon on Easter Sunday you referred to a collection of proofs
of the Resurrection of Christ. Although I have been a fairly consistent
attender at Park Street Church, I have not heard you enumerate these
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proofs and would therefore appreciate it greatly if you could send me
a bibliography that will lead me to them. Naturally, it is extremely dif-
ficult for persons like myself, products of a secular society, to reconcile
such supernatural occurrences as Jonah’s deliverance from the great fish
and Christs rising from the dead with what we know about science.
Somehow I feel that if religion intends to battle science on science’s bat-
tlefield—on empirical evidence—it will inevitably lose the fight. That is
why I desire to examine these proofs. How can it be possible to prove
a supernatural event empirically? And is it not actually repugnant to
the concept of the supernatural that finite humans should be able to
comprehend it well enough to presume to prove it in light of their lim-
ited experience? I am willing to accept these miracles on faith if their
consequences are momentous, even though that faith is contrary to my
experience. For I know that scientific truth is only probable truth and
that the Resurrection, for instance, cannot be disproved. But I submit
that it cannot be proved, and I venture to say that the arguments that
you are able to advance, if examined not only from the view of logical
consistency but from that of the premises on which they are based, can-
not possibly stand against their refutations. Nevertheless, I would like
to see them. I would like to be convinced. Thank you for your trouble,
and for the many excellent sermons that have kept my religious train of
thought continually rolling along at a rapid pace. Respectfully yours .. ”
I hope that Dr. Ockenga does not commend me to the wrath of God for
this heresy, but provides an intelligent and stimulating answer to the
questions that I have asked.

Sunday, April 24, 1949 Cambridge
Instead of the usual service at Park Street Church this evening, Johnny
and I attended that of the Mother Church of Christ, Scientist. It was quite
an experience. One enters the huge, palatial “edifice,” to be escorted to
one of the thousands of seats by a stiff usher with a manufactured smile
and who, when he is not ushering, stands at perfect attention like a bell-
hop or usher in Radio City Music Hall. In fact, the essential atmosphere
is that of a sumptuous movie palace. Once seated and reconciled to the
stiffness and artificiality of the physical surroundings, one turns his at-
tention to a service of worship that is equally stiff and artificial. It is
infinitely worse than the High Church liturgy, for at least in the latter,
especially in the small parishes, some feeling of spontaneity remains be-
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cause of the simplicity of the worshippers. And again, the Christian Sci-
ence service is strictly intellectual, even the hymns being done with such
formality and coldness to veil their aesthetic qualities. The very nature
of the service is impossible. I cannot see how it has kept so many devo-
tees, for it is terribly difficult to take. Indeed, one needs to be extremely
healthy to be a Christian Scientist.

Of course, these outward manifestations, while important, are only
so insofar as they are manifestations: indications of an inner, essential
significance. Thus, it is in the basic premises that I believe Christian
Science has gone astray. First of all, it is a cult of idolization: the name of
Mary Baker Eddy is pronounced with infinitely more reverence and feel-
ing than is that of Christ Jesus Himself. Doubtlessly, and especially so in
the light of modern philosophy and psychology, Mary Baker Eddy did
have some basic insights into human nature and perhaps even into the
nature of the Eternal. But to worship her is just as insane as to worship
Shakespeare, who also had basic insights, and probably more of them at
that. Yet although her conclusions may in some cases be true, her prem-
ises are, I believe, false; and although it is sometimes pragmatically jus-
tifiable to entertain “true” conclusions even though their premises are
false, here it is not, for the damage done by the premises outweighs the
possibility of benefit from the conclusions. Christian Scientists assume
that disease is an illusion and, to prove this, uses the old argument that
matter is meaningless. They might go as far as to state that matter does
not exist, as did Berkeley; if so they are amply refuted in Hume. Again, if
they admit the existence of matter, condemning all the while its essential
sinfulness, they are dualists, and certainly would have been considered
outside the Christian fold in the days of the Manichean inquisition.

The difficulty with Christian Science is typical: it only has part of
the truth, yet believes that it has all of the truth. Certainly disease is in
some cases an illusion, but in those cases the disease is mental, or psy-
chosomatic, and although at least in the forms of the two the physical
symptoms are unreal, the illusion itself is very real, and is specifically
what constitutes the malady. Of course, in diseases caused by foreign
organisms and/or constitutional malfunctioning, Mrs. Eddy’s analysis
applies only in the case of the mental disease that may result from such
organic malfunctioning.

I must not, however, be doctrinaire about this. I must admit the pos-
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sibility of Christian Science’s validity. Nevertheless, it seems to me that
embracing this belief is a great mistake. This is because the choice is
a genuine option—luring, forced, and momentous. It is impractical to
await conclusive evidence one way or the other. One must choose on
what evidence there is, and on the satisfaction that is gotten. According
to these criteria, then, Christian Science would be, for me at least, an im-
possible choice because for every testimony of faith healing there are ten
of medical healing, and for every person who has derived satisfaction
from the doctrines of Christian Science there have been ten who have
died for lack of proper treatment.

When we examine and criticize so-called irrational, barbarian, un-
civilized societies, we ought to remember the Christian Scientists, espe-
cially since they are typically among the well educated and moderately
intelligent.

Genuine and harmless satisfaction can be obtained by revisiting your
old school, playing tennis against it, and winning. All this I did last Fri-
day at Deerfield as the tennis team won its third match of the year, 5-3. I
went officially as manager, but at the last moment Cory decided to have
me play second doubles with Dave Aldrich. We faced Charlie Neave
and Soapy Symington, and I honestly thought, when play began, that
we were in for a decisive defeat. But just the opposite happened. Dave
played his usual steady game, making a good number of the winners,
and I performed just about as well as I ever have, setting the play up for
Dave to make the kill. My serve, especially, was working well, and I only
double-faulted three times, once on the very first play of the match, and
then twice in succession at the beginning of the second set, when fatigue
was eating on me heavily. I got my second wind, however, in order to
help take the match in straight sets, 6-4, 6-4.

I was received magnificently, almost as the conquering hero come
home. Apparently, Mr. Poor had recited my scholastic and athletic
“achievements” with due exaggeration, so that many of the small Fresh-
men were oohing and aahing.

Mr. Pratt was extremely optimistic about acceptance into Lowell
House, and told me that if I was thinking of teaching, especially if at
Deerfield, I had better stay clear of history, as that field is overcrowded.
He plans to make a career of prep-school teaching.

Mr. and Mrs. Poor were very nice, but it was Mr. Hatch that I espe-
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cially wanted to see, if only for five minutes. Five minutes it was. I gave
him a T. S. Eliot recording in lieu of the Sandburg Musicraft Album
which, by virtue of the company’s bankruptcy, is no longer available.
I did not see Mr. & Mrs. Boyden, and regretted it. I also regretted not
being able to say hello to Mr. McKenny, whom I noticed was watching
my tennis match. He strikes me as being a lonely figure and somewhat
of an unappreciated martyr. For his sake, I hope my observations are
unfounded. I also saw, and chatted with, Don Dwight and others of last
year’s junior class.

Friday night we slept at Amherst. I saw Dick Aldridge, Ed Brun-
ning, Howie Burnett, Bill Burleigh, and Win Hindle, all of Deerfield, of
course; and Manuel Mayer, his wife and children, Andy Heine; and, of
all people, Stephen Clug, in with the Colgate track team. Steve, unfortu-
nately, was immediately repulsive to me. As I look back on our acquain-
tanceship, I don't think I ever did care very much for him. It was nice to
see Mr. Mayer, however. He has much goodness in him, although never
the sincerity and vitality of a Fritz Krause. He recited his admiration and
respect for Bob G., his lack of use for John Long, and his dislike of Eddy
Hayes. To a certain degree, he is right in all three cases, especially that
of Long John.

Howie is a great guy. Everything he touches turns to gold, yet spiri-
tually he is as poor and as wholesome as is possible. Rather, he is rich
spiritually, but spends so much that to the uninitiated he appears in the
character of a beggar. Oh, I also saw Marc Epstein, a fine fellow.

Ambherst is a glorified prep school and too much like Deerfield. Yet
is has many advantages over Harvard superficially, such as good food
and good views. But, intrinsically, I think that Harvard is the sounder
institution.

Our match with the Amherst Freshman was unfortunately rained
out, so we returned to a steak dinner, charged up to the H.A.A,, and a
rotten double-feature.

As I think through the catalogue, I find thirty courses that I would
like to take next year! Of these, 3 are in section 1, 3 in section 2, 8 in
section 3, 3 in section 4, 3 in section 5, 5 in section 6, none in section 7,
and 3 in section 8. According to this I suppose I should choose a field of
concentration from among anthropology, economics, geography, gov-
ernment, and social relations. This concentration business does not re-
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ally present a genuine option and should be postponed until it does. But
one must conform somewhat to the will of his fellows, and the superior
wisdom of his elders!

Must come up to date with philosophy this week, and start thinking
about the next S.S. essay. Also must see Professor Beer, some depart-
mental representatives, and Dr. Le Corbeiller.

Friday, April 29, 1949 Cambridge
I am now signed and delivered into the exalted concentration of History
and Science of America, and am therefore contemplating a course of
study next term that will be comprised of: English 123, Shakespeare; En-
glish 7, American literature (against my wishes); History 61, American
History, dull but necessary; Chemistry 2, pure asceticism; Music 150,
pure pleasure.

These Social Science essays come around with a rapidity that attests
to the pace here. If I only had three weeks with no obligations other than
an examination of romanticism, particularly Rousseau and Nietzsche, I
should feel qualified to write on that subject. But I shall have to do the
best I can in five days. Durant, Bertrand Russell, Mein Kampf, and Peter
Viereck have been of assistance.

Immanuel Kant’s categorical imperative is an excellent example of
the verbosity of philosophy. He takes the old concept of Natural Law,
divorces it from the concept of God, where it belongs, and attributes its
objective, universal, consistent tenets to human reason. His mistake is
that in order to do this he is obliged to credit reason with the attributes
of Infinite Reason, an assumed principle that is hardly plausible. More-
over, he also assumes that being rational is the highest form of existence
for mankind. This is more of a prejudice than a self-evident principle.

I think, however, that Kant had a fundamental insight when he stated
that moral validity resides in the will to act, e.g. the motive, rather than
in the act itself or in any utilitarian aspect of the act. Yet, this cannot
be the only answer to morality, for utility, ultimately, is the determin-
ing factor in action. Studies in social anthropology, psychology, and the
conditioned reflex confirm this over and over again.

I lost to Johnny (Skills) Davis in a raging wind, 6-4, 6-8, 6—4, a very
disappointing performance. Aldrich and I trounced a doubles team
from Brown 6-1, 6-4. Tomorrow we play Exeter. I am also managing—
singles in the JV match, doubles for the Freshmen. My tennis, as usual,
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is miserable. I was inspired at Deerfield but I'm afraid that a similar
inspiration will not be soon forthcoming.

Sunday, May 1, 1949 Cambridge
Dr. John Haynes Holmes spoke under the auspices of the Harvard
Square Interfaith Council tonight. He is a brilliant orator, delivering an
extemporaneous talk of exquisite consistency, clarity, forcefulness, and
sincerity. He is also one of the few speakers I have heard who answer
questions without attempting to escape from a predicament by slyly
changing the subject or other such devices.

If I had been born in a house nominally Christian, I don’t think that
there would be any question but that I would go into the liberal Prot-
estant ministry. Can I still do it? Will I be able to accomplish my aims
under the circumstances, or will it be merely a useless personal struggle,
one continued solely by pride?

Once again, the difference between Holmes and the Ethical Culturists
is manifest. He is entirely an emotionalist. He respects the three “proofs”
of God’s existence for their worth—whatever that may be—and, while
admitting that none is very convincing, even the teleological, still main-
tains that the sentiment that inspires them is sufficient to justify a faith
in Deity.

Holmes finds much that is commendable in scientific humanism. But
he takes the broad view: scientific humanism is analogous to a train that
never reaches its destination. It leaves one at a dead end, hopelessly lost
in the darkness of narrowness. To reject a priori the mystic experience
is as dogmatic an act as those to which science so vehemently objects.
Holmes told us of an interview he had with Gandhi during which that
magnificent spiritual leader declared that he could have accomplished
nothing in India if it weren’t for prayer. Can we throw away something
the truth of which is attested to by such an outstanding authority? (I
suppose “truth” must be in the pragmatic sense.)

Holmes, replying to the question “What should the Church do in the
way of social action?” felt that the prevention of war must be the first
and primary task. He is and always has been a pacifist of the Quaker
school, and cannot but be convinced of the validity of his position by
the fact that history has proved that no war has ever accomplished any-
thing permanent, certainly not permanent good. I liked especially the
(Toynbee) argument that one’s country isn’t worth dying for anyway,
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assuming that in the last century war has chiefly been an outgrowth of
nationalism. Indeed, war as a means is never justified, no matter how
fine the end. Of course, Holmes is ultimately right.

Another important stand he took was against creeds, whether they
be an Apostles’ Creed or any other, as a divisive rather than unifying
device. The Church, if anything, must take the lead in race relations.
Why aren't there black and yellow people abundant in every congrega-
tion where such individuals are potential members? Holmes is a fighter
to this day, forty-seven years after his graduation from Harvard. He will
be remembered as one of the great individuals of a decadent (alas) age.

May 4, 1949 Cambridge
Aptitude results, to be taken with a large grain of salt: Math, low; Physics,
average; Applied physics, average; Chemistry, average; Geology, high;
Biology, average; Anthropology, average; Psychology, high (!!!!); Social
Relations, average; Economics, average; Government, average; History,
average; Fine Arts, average; Architectural Science, average; Philosophy,
average; English, average.

SOPHOMORE YEAR

October 29, 1949 Cambridge
Benjamin Franklin on immortality: “I . . . trust in God . . . He has pro-
vided for the continual peopling his world with Plants and Animals,
without being at the trouble of repeated new creations, . . . or the Neces-
sity of creating new matter. . . . I say, that when I see nothing annihilated,
and not even a drop of water wasted, I cannot suspect the Annihila-
tion of Souls, or believe that he will suffer the daily waste of Millions
of Minds ready made that now exist, and put himself to the continual
trouble of making new ones. Thus finding myself to exist in the World, I
believe I shall, in some Shape or other, always exist; and with all the in-
conveniences of human life is liable to, I shall not object to a new Edition
of mine; hoping, however, that the Errata of the last may be corrected”
On religion: “Here is my creed. I believe in one God, Creator of the
Universe. That he governs it by his Providence. That he ought to be wor-
shipped. That the most acceptable Service we render to him is doing
good to his other Children. That the soul of man is immortal, and will be
treated with Justice in another life respecting its Conduct in this. . . . As
to Jesus of Nazareth . .. I think the System of Morals and his Religion, as
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he left them to us, the best the World ever saw or is likely to see; but I ap-
prehend it has received various corrupting changes, and I have . .. some
Doubts as to his Divinity, though it is a question I do not dogmatize
upon, having never studied it. . . . I see no harm, however, in its being
believed, if that Belief has the good Consequence, as probably it has, of
making his Doctrine more respected and better observed.”

Frederick May Eliot spoke on Albert Schweitzer at the Wesley Foun-
dation. In Schweitzer’s “Reverence for Life” we have a positive ethic, as
opposed to the negativism of a Schopenhauer. This is good. It must be
understood, moreover, that it transcends human needs—has nothing
to owe to utility—which the humanist ethic does not, as it is based on
utilitarianism, on human needs. A student brought up an interesting
question, to wit: If reverence for life is a positive ethic, and if it starts,
as Mr. Eliot stated, with a reverence for one’s own life, extending to the
lives of others and thence to all life, is it not irreconcilable with the goal
of “selflessness”? Eliot solved the paradox expertly, and in a manner that
gave me a stimulus for further thought. By having reverence for all life,
you gain more than you lose in selflessness. Reverence for Life implies
a form of selflessness, for as Emerson states in “Each and All,” “Beauty
through my senses stole; / I yielded myself to the perfect whole” This
yielding to the whole is then both an ethical principle of the utmost
importance, and a means of finding God or, as I like to say, of bringing
out the Godhead in oneself.

This Godhead idea needs development. Just as, by having a cosmic
outlook, by “yielding . . . to the perfect whole,” one comes nearer to God,
because one begins to exhibit in himself, however imperfectly, one of
God’s attributes; thus being a father is a way to God. God is looked to as
the Father: before you know God, the Father is your natural father, then
perhaps a teacher, friend, but ultimately (for those who find Him), God.
But, being a father yourself is bringing out the Godhead, for you are ex-
hibiting one of God’s attributes in a finite manner. Thus fatherhood is a
happy, righteous, and goodly situation when it is a duality of son (to the
true God) and father (to natural children). Here we have two persons in
one person, father and son, viz.: 2/3 of the Trinity. The Holy Ghost we
must leave for some other time!
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December 4, 1949 Cambridge
“First Day Thoughts”

In calm and cool and silence, once again

I find my old accustomed place among

My brethren, where, perchance, no human tongue

Shall utter words; where never hymn is sung,

Nor deep-toned organ blown, nor censor swung,

Nor dim light falling through the pictured pain!

There, syllabled by silence, let me hear

The still small voice which reached the prophet’s ear.

Read in my heart a still diviner law

Than Israel’s leader on his tables saw!

There let me strive with each besetting sin

Recall my wandering fancies, and restore

The sore disquiet of a restless brain;

And, as the path of duty is made plain,

May grace be given that I may walk therein,

Nor like the hireling, for his selfish gain,

With backward glances and reluctant tread,

Making a merit of his coward dread

But, cheerful, in the light around me thrown,

Walking as one to pleasant service led;

Doing God’s will as if it were my own,

Yet trusting not in mine, but in his strength alone!
—Whittier

» o«

From: “The Meeting”: “I regard Christianity as a life, rather than a creed;
and in judging of my fellow-men I can use no other standard than that
which our Lord and Master has given us. ‘By their fruits ye shall know
them.”

That love of God is love of good,
And, chiefly, its divinest trace
In Him of Nazareth’s holy face;
That to be saved is only this,—
Salvation from our Selfishness,
From more than elemental fire,
The soul’s unsanctified desire,
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From sin itself, and not the pain
That warns us of its chafing chain;
That worship’s deeper meaning lies
In mercy, and not sacrifice

Not proud humilities of sense

And posturing of penitence,

But love’s unforced obedience.

Saw yesterday an amateurish production of Sartre’s No Exit and fin-
ished the evening (which lasted until 3 a.m.) in deep and philosophical
discussion with John, Rudy Atcon, and Steve. Very exhilarating.

Dad tells me that there is no immediately danger of serious injury to
his eyes. Yet the specter of blindness looms constantly—with his moth-
er’s malady, his, and the sharply decreasing efficiency of my own eyes
year to year.

Tomorrow: Robert Frost and Deerfield dinner!!

Poet, enflame my soul

That I may scarce control

The life-illum’ning fire,

(The trusty guiding fire,)

That takes a poor dull wit

And shows him where to sit:—
Next all the worldly Graces;
Next all their beautous faces.

Heard John Haynes Holmes in his valedictory a week ago. A disap-
pointing morning, after my expectations; yet a confirmation of my belief
that the Community Church has a sane and commendable attitude. I'll
join it if ever I reside for a time in New York.

December 6, 1949 Cambridge
Frost yesterday was humorous, captivating, etc., etc., but most of his side
remarks were made last year, esp. those concerned with science. I liked
his stand against the New Critics, and his perennial cry against modern
methods of teaching poetry. (“You don't memorize a poem; it memo-
rizes itself. You don't stick to a poem; it sticks to you. You must have a
weakness for poetry.’)

Deerfield dinner was excellent. Mr. Boyden is very much like Frost:
both are completely genuine. Mrs. Boyden is perhaps the most remark-
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able of the lot. Pictures of the pageant. Messrs. Sullivan, Suitor, Bald-
win, Miller, Avirett, Lewis Perry, etc. the Deerfield alumni are a very
plain-looking bunch, with a few notable exceptions.

Finished day with Rose-La-Rose, who was better than ever.

Finally completed An American Tragedy today and couldn’t eat my
supper because of it. Dreiser lacks the sense of humor so important to
Frost, Boyden, and Dick Hatch.

I liked James Russell Lowell’s sneer against advanced education:
“Three-story larnins pop’lar now; I guess / We thrivez wal on jes’ two
stories less .. ”

December 12, 1949 Cambridge
Emerson’s Credo (and mine?) “O father, O mother, O wife, O brother, O
friend, I have lived with you after appearances hitherto. Henceforward
I am the truth’s. Be it known unto you that henceforward I obey no law
less than the eternal law. I will have no covenants but proximities. I shall
endeavor to nourish my parents, to support my family, to be the chaste
husband of one wife, — but these relations I must fill after a new and un-
precedented way. I appeal from your customs. I must be myself. I cannot
break myself any longer for you, or you. If you can love me for what I
am, we shall be the happier. If you cannot, I will seek to deserve that you
should. I must be myself. I will not hide my tastes or aversions. I will so
trust that what is deep is holy, that I will do strongly before the sun and
moon whatever . . . rejoices me, and the heart appoints”

Last night I had a feeling that true friends are those with whom you
are as if alone—those who preserve and heighten your solitude—who
are one with thyself. Who was it who recalled that he who announces “It
is I” is refused entrance, whilst he who announces “It is thyself” is gladly
received unto the hearth?

Laci and I left at 9 p.m. for Hartford and New Haven, got my car, left
it at Monarch, returned to Cambridge 7 a.m. A good night’s work!

December 30, 1949 Sunnyside
Olivier’s Hamlet did not wear as well this evening as it did for me last
year. His cuts are unmerciful—they confuse me more than they clarify
the plot for me (the last purpose undoubtedly being their major expla-
nation and excuse). Near the end, I was particularly struck with Ham-
let’s dying words to Horatio: “Absent thee from felicity awhile / And in
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this harsh world draw thy breath in pain / To tell my story” How ironic
is the message in this first line. What a biting commentary it is on man’s
unawareness, his carousing and petty wasted attentions to the tempta-
tions of civilization!

I, like Rousseau, long to be a savage. Yet I am held captive by soci-
ety with and among my family especially and my friends when I would
prefer to be off to Brant Lake to chop wood and freeze. But most of all I
am chained to my own indelible “mores”—my blasted culture pattern,
which, alas, is immune to all eradicators. Can I say as Huck Finn does
to his friend Tom Sawyer: “I've tried it, and it don’t work; it don’t work.
It ain’t for me; I ain’t used to it. The widder . . . makes me git up just at
the same time every morning; she makes me wash, they comb me all
to thunder; she won't let me sleep in the woodshed; I got to wear them
blamed clothes that just smothers me, Tom; they don’t seem to let any
air git through ‘em, somehow; and they’re so rotten nice that I can’t set

down, nor lay down, nor roll around anywher. . . . The wider eats by a
bell; she goes t’ bed by a bell; she gits up by a bell—everything’s so awful
reg’lar a body can't stand it. . . . And grub comes too easy—I don't take

no interest in vittles, that way. . . . No, Tom, I won't be rich and I won't
live in them cussed smothery houses. I like the woods, and the river, and
hogsheads, and I'll stick to em, too. Blame it all!” —not when I lapse
into a rationalization, an acquiescence in even a positive (but fleeting)
pleasure in shallow things. And yet, I would want to be a noble savage,
one with a natural inclination for music, art, poetry, literature, and some
degree of original inspiration in one or more of these. But they are natu-
ral to a savage. Man, in a way, comes a full circle around: from the prim-
itive, unpleasant savagery of our remote ancestors to the achievement of
the same freedom and joys they possessed, but for us this is through the
vehicle of wealth and the medium of art. Only millionaires and artists
are immune to the civilization of the mediocrity. But such a long way—
such an unnecessary detour through ages of stagnation and morals—to
reach what and only what the same journey commenced from.
“What a piece of work is a man”—and what a fool is the same!

December 31, 1949, New Year’s Eve Sunnyside
Mom and Pop are having a party. Eugby, Fred, Arthie, Buzz, Dan are
dateless and so am I. Alice and the Little Redders are in the cellar, sus-
piciously quiet. It is not quite clear to me just what everyone is so happy
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about with the closing of 1950. Things don't look too good to me. Har-
vard is unintellectual or sports crazy; America is war-mad; religion is
gaining more and more hypocrites as votaries (better they had stayed
out); same with universities: mass education is ruining education for
those few who should naturally have access to it. The one thing I would
rejoice over this night is the prospect of the Catholic holy year in 1950.
Catholics really have something that, I sometimes believe, adequately
balances those stinking Catholic beliefs and practices that Dad con-
tinually harps upon. I have a great appreciation of individual sincere
Catholics.

My prospects for 1950 are the worst of any previous year. This is as-
suming that the conditions of the past five months will not alter (and,
alas, there is little hope that they will). Stagnation, indecision, waste!
Meaningless and disinterested labor! Physical fatigue and emotional
tension! Accomplishments lost; vices acquired. All good opinion of
myself made questionable. Disgust, utter and complete (the more so
because outwardly and even at times inwardly I am enjoying this unnat-
ural state). Worst of all, and this is clear to me only recently: strained re-
lations with family, Alice especially, partly their fault, and much harder
on them than on me (so far).

I hope the Alaska job materializes. It may change things, add a little
reality, strengthen my miserable body, perhaps even leave a clue to the
whereabouts of the key to unlock my natural and predestined path.



1950

Cambridge January 5-March 28

Sunnyside April 1-8

Cambridge April 9-June 12

Brant Lake Camp July and August

Haverford September-December 6
January 5, 1950 Cambridge

Tonight I read for the first time some of the speeches of Mr. Justice
Holmes. They are gems—rare emeralds and rubies, sparkling diamonds
of metaphor and phrase, pearly clarity and consistency of wit. Out-of-
context quotations must lose greatly, but these few will not bear omis-
sion here:

“Every calling is great when greatly pursued” —(the main question
of a speaker) “What have you said to show that I can reach my own spir-
itual possibilities through such a door as this?” “If a man has the soul
of Sancho Panza, the world to him will be Sancho Panza’s world; but if
he has the soul of an idealist he will make—I do not say find—his world
ideal” “I say—and I say no longer with any doubt—that a man may live
greatly in the law as well as elsewhere; that there as well as elsewhere his
thought may find its unity in an infinite perspective; that there as well as
elsewhere he may wreak himself upon life, may drink the bitter cup of
heroism, may wear his heart out after the unobtainable” “To be master
of any branch of knowledge, you must master those which lie next to it;
and thus to know anything you must know all.” “No result is easy which
is worth having. Your education begins when what is called your educa-
tion is over” “No man has earned the right to intellectual ambition until
he has learned to lay his course by a star which he has never seen—to
dig by the divining rod for springs which he may never reach” “Most
men of the college-bred type in some form or other have to go through
that experience of sailing for the ice and letting themselves be frozen in”
“In plain words he must face the loneliness of original work. No one can

» <

cut out new paths in company. He does that alone” “It is one thing to
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utter a happy phrase from a protected cloister; another to think under
fire—to think for action upon which great interests depend.” “The joy
of life is to put out one’s power in some natural and useful or harmless
way. There is no other. And the real misery is not to do this” “Whatso-
ever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might” “ . . the chief worth
of civilization is just that it makes the means of living more complex;
that it calls for great and combined intellectual efforts, instead of simple,
uncoordinated ones .. ” “Life is an end in itself, and the only question as
to whether it is worth living is whether you have enough of it”

January 6, 1950 Cambridge
Holmes to William James: “I think the demands made of the universe
are too nearly the Christian demands without the scheme of salvation. I
long ago made up my mind that all one needed was a belief in the signif-
icance of the universe. And more lately it has come to seem to me that
even that might be ambiguous. For all I know ‘significance’ is an expres-
sion of finiteness and incompleteness, and the total, if there is one, is too
great a swell to condescend to have a meaning” “I have been in the habit
of saying that all I mean by truth is what I can’t help thinking” “It seems
to me that the only promising activity is to make my universe coherent
and livable, not to babble about the universe.”

Holmes’s opinion in Herbert v. Shanley Co. (1917) displays his admi-
rable sense of humor. I thought that his dissent in Northern Securities
Co. v. US. (1904) completely a-typical. Sounded much like Sutherland
or Field.

I noticed, last year, while reading some of William James’s letters, the
ease and apparent unaffectedness with which he wrote passages of ex-
treme intimacy to college, professional, or intellectual friends. Holmes
does the same thing in his letters to James—e.g.,, “Oh! Bill, my beloved,
how have I yearned after thee all this long time. How I have admired
those brave, generous and magnanimous traits of which I will not shame
thee by speaking. I am the better that I have seen thee and known thee—
let that suffice” Whether or not this type of attitude contributed to the
gradual cooling of their hot friendship is an open question and most
likely one incapable of being satisfactorily answered.
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January 11, 1950 Cambridge
Finished Cooper’s Deerslayer and Lerner’s Mind and Faith of Justice
Holmes yesterday. Read parts of Charnwood’s Lincoln today, also a poor
book on Shakespeare, by G. B Harrison, unfortunately worthless to me.
Tomorrow and a day or so afterward must be devoted to Beveridge’s Life
of John Marshall, and Bliss Perry’s Heart of Emerson’s Journals.

Wrote first decent letter this semester to Bobby Johnston: an indi-
cation that things are improving here, only natural at the end of the
term when a course assumes its full character in retrospect. I mentioned
Velikovsky’s book, for (if true) it does jimmy many stout locks to mys-
terious doors.

Mischa’s contention that Jesus’ contemporaries hardly noticed him is
apparently challenged in Fosdick’s new book, which I have purchased
and hope to read. I wonder how the supposed earthquake at the Resur-
rection fits in with Velikovsky’s biblical analysis.

I have become more and more impatient to come to some sort of an
end on this question of the universe! And particularly my relation to it.
Holmes gave up the search for the meaning of the universe, becoming
content to follow the call of his universe. But I am at no position to
fathom either. Einstein’s new theory may be of tremendous significance.
If thought is eventually prostituted to electrical impulses (though truth-
fully) and the universe is essentially electrical, gravitation now being
linked close to electromagnetism, then the spirit and all of nature and
matter are identical and subject to identical laws and regulations. In
this regard, more of Velikovsky’s speculation, namely concerning the
similarity of the atom (the smallest matter) to the systems of the uni-
verse (infinity)—[from Larrabee’s article}: “A charged body which ro-
tates creates a magnetic field. The sun is a charged body, and it rotates,
and charged particles arrive from it in a continuous stream; the earth is
a charged body, and it rotates, and it possesses a magnetic field. If the
magnetic field of the sun were to govern the earth’s motion, then after an
encounter with a comet the earth could resume its rotation, though on a
changed orbit. If it is true that the comet and the earth exchanged elec-
trical discharges, as Dr. Velikovsky maintains that they did, then there
may even be reason to suppose that the earth’s inertia is electrical in
character. How do we know that the earth and the planets are so differ-
ent from the electrons inside the atom? . . . Dr. Velikovsky willingly con-
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cedes that the behavior of the earth and the comet in his description is
not in accord with the celestial mechanics of Newton. Indeed, it invites
skepticism as to the infallibility of the Law of Gravitation, a law hereto-
fore so firmly established that it has never been successfully combined
into one system with the laws of electromagnetics. It is Dr. Velikovsky’s
contention that over three thousand years ago Nature performed a great
experiment in which it was demonstrated that the electromagnetic laws
are as supreme in the heavens as they are inside the atom.”

January 12, 1950 Cambridge

O gentlemen, the time of life is short!

To spend that shortness basely were too long

If life did ride upon a dial’s point

Still ending at the arrival of an hour.
—Hotspur, I Henry 1V, v.ii.82.

Expressed my anxiousness for finding a guiding principle to Stu
Flealage. He too is convinced that Harvard does little to encourage real
scholarship or learning among the undergraduates. Mischa sent me
Marcus Aurelius.

January 13, 1950 Cambridge
I would like very much to be a judge! (Finished Life of John Marshall.)

January 14, 1950 Cambridge
Thus speaketh Emerson: “Religion in the mind is not credulity, and in
the practice is not form. It is a life. It is the order and soundness of a man.
It is not something else to be got, to be added, but is a new life of those
faculties you have. It is to do right. It is to love, it is to serve, it is to think,
it is to be humble.” “The highest revelation is that God is in every man.”
“It is very easy in the world to live by the opinion of the world. It is very
easy in solitude to be self-centered. But the finished man is he who in
the midst of the crowd keeps with perfect sweetness the independence of
solitude” “You can never come to any peace or power until you put your
whole reliance in the moral constitution of man, and not at all in a histor-
ical Christianity. The Belief in Christianity that now prevails is the unbe-
lief of men. They will have Christ for a Lord and not for a Brother. Christ
preaches the greatness of man, but we hear only the greatness of Christ”
“It is greatest to believe and to hope well of the world, because he who
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does so quits the world of experience and makes the world he lives
in” [Interesting when compared with Holmes’s “my universe, not the
universe.” Both, because they put on the blinkers, because inveterate
optimists.]

Emerson selects the following as being representative of Words-
worth’s output: Fidelity, Tintern Abbey, Cumberland Beggar, Ode to
Duty, September, The Force of Prayer, Lycoris, Lines on the Death of
Fox, Dion, Happy Warrior, Laodamia, Ode.

Sunday, January 15, 1950 Cambridge
The Sabbath, sun clear and bright, throwing long shadows on the floor
of the Lowell House courtyard. Am sending mother a bible for her
birthday, since she has begun the task of reading that remarkable book.
On the flyleaf I inscribed: “There are more things in heaven and earth,
Horatio / Than are dreamt of in your philosophy” Hamlet, I,v.167-8. Also
Emerson’s passage beginning “Religion in the mind is not credulity . . ”

John and I conjured up extra sense organs and other characteristics
that would befit the Superman. We also wondered why space is arbi-
trarily measured by length, width, depth. Would not circular units, etc.
be better? Physics is so important these days.

Yesterday I sent the following letter to Mr. Hatch:

There is a strange fog settled over the courtyard this night at
Lowell House, much like the mists that hover above the sea on a
sultry summer’s day. But my mind is clear and sparkling contrary
to the weather. The past four months, however, have been a haze:
complete disillusionment with Harvard and myself, complete lack
of accomplishment.

I think the human machine must be unlike my new three-
speed Webster record changer. We seem—or I seem—to operate
only at high or low, 78 or 33Y3, without the intermediary 45.
Before Christmas vacation, when the academic schedule here
was routine, the daily obligations at a minimum, and when time
was plentiful—time to play the piano, to read sages, to write to
almost forgotten friends, to examine the new symphony conductor
or the most recent movie—nothing was done. Energy, health,
interest, enthusiasm disappeared in this irksome college. And
now—now when we are madly reviewing textbooks and class
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notes, scrambling to find the date of the incorporation of the
second United States Bank, the significance of Holmes’s dissent in
the Lochner case, or diligently searching for those parts of Hamlet
omitted from the current movie of the same name—now do we
miraculously operate at full speed. Now I play, I write, I even

think a little; now I hear Myra Hess; see the Ballet de Paris and the
Brattle production of Troilus; and best of all, madly converse with
my fellows, as we conjure up myriad consequences for the newest
gene from Einstein’s incredible story of genius, and for Velikovsky’s
amazing theories.

In short, the depression doubtlessly evident when John and I last
visited you, and many times magnified since then, has left me. I
am much the wiser for it, for I think I have learned the lesson that
American-style mass production education must claim as its sole
worthy precept: that to become learned in the wisdom and ways of
the world one must cease depending on classes or reading lists and
teach himself.

Whenever I pass oft Harvard in this way, I receive a raised
eyebrow, saying in effect, “But is it not our greatest university?”

Yet I am not by any means alone in my feelings. John is in much
the same situation and Steve Baran has arranged to spend next
year at the Sorbonne. Rudy Atcom (A Greek who lived with the
Houghtons the year before you returned and is now a postgraduate
student of philosophy here) joins with us all in saying that the
university provides no direct stimuli to interest or effort, that the
unwieldiness of the large plant has rendered personal tutoring,
section meetings or what-have-you a sham. This is, of course,
most disheartening; yet the real damage is done only to those who
continue vainly to seek encouragement and incitement. We who
“know” are safe, but are staggered by the realization that now we
are really out of prep school and will have to make our way alone.
It is a challenge to be answered in full armor.

This awakening reveals anew that monster ignorance that still
haunts me. “Where have I been these nineteen years?” I ask. “How
many hours of self-improvement can stand against the pile of
time given to indolence and waste?” But the major concern I have
had (things must be pretty bad by the sound of all this, eh?) is the
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sense of a loss of acuteness and a deterioration of what I used to
think was a fine memory. These last puzzle me. I do not know what
they mean. I have read of similar lapses in men who later became
significant enough for me to have read of their lapses. But as we
must live in the present, I cannot but be worried.

It is interesting how courses seem meaningless all through the
term and then at review time suddenly register in one’s mind.

I have found this many many times. It is like the momentary
crystalline symmetry that I sometimes see after concentrating
long hours on a problem that thitherto was an amorphous
muddle. These cosmic visitations (that is what I call them—Dbut
no matter) are so penetrating, yet so fleeing, that if you asked me
to describe just how I felt or just what I saw during one, I could
not. (I suppose that request could be fulfilled only by a great poet
or a great musician.) They do not come gratis—that is certain. In
religious terminology (alas, but it is the best), God rewards only
those with abiding and deep faith. So I find that, whether in the
contemplation of the Divine Essence, Nietzsche’s Anti-Christ, or
anything else, only deep and concentrated thought will fulfill the
conditions apparently prerequisite to the cry of Eureka.

But enough of this prattle.

You may remember that I mentioned my dislike for Harry
Levin, who teaches Shakespeare here. My judgment was premature
and based on superficial considerations such as his lack of
spontaneity and his affected way of speaking. I now realize full well
that Levin is brilliant. He displayed this best in the Hamlet lectures.
It is interesting that he said nothing to the effect that Polonius’s
“To thine own self . . ” speech is a copy and therefore somewhat
ridiculous, as you intimated. (I keep the Deerfield Crofts Classics
edition next to my brand new Harvard Crofts Classics edition.) It
is evident that Olivier considers it so; and Kittredge cites Euphues
by Lyly as containing the original.

The rapid survey of constitutional law that I have nearly
completed has, if nothing else, added the bar—better still,
the bench—to my endless list of possible pursuits. I've read
biographies of Holmes, Marshall, and Darrow. Perhaps this is
setting the sights too high.
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American history is still pretty much worthless the way they
teach it here; but American literature has led me to Emerson,
which is something. The trouble is that once there they do not give
you time to stop. Imagine: two lectures on Emerson, both horrible.

Next term I hope to resume my study of philosophy. And first
thing in September: music.

The Freemans visited me both here and at home. I gave John
what little advice I could about small vs. large colleges. They
seemed impressed with Harvard’s physical plant, which is fine, but
I hope I cured Mrs. Freeman’s false impression that all its students
are extra-intelligent and extra-eager to improve their minds.

My best to Mrs. Hatch and Deerfield, etc.

Heard Myra Hess this afternoon in Symphony Hall. She played the
little Mozart Fantasia in D minor that I have been dabbling with. How
convenient, as I never knew quite how it should be played. Now I know.
She plays with the grace, wit, and touch of a sublime angel.

January 22, 1950 Cambridge
I am inflexible. Last night I could not enjoy the very fine entertainment
offered by Les Ballets de Paris because I had expected classical ballet
and found something entirely different, but perhaps equally as beauti-
ful. This afternoon Dad & Mother called, but I could not talk with them
joyously or sincerely because the ring of the phone had drawn my mind
and soul as it had my body from Evans Cases of Constitutional Law.

When I visited Mr. Hatch last year the thought occurred to me that it
was paradoxical that this man—who professed disdain for his fellows at
Deerfield, who is in all things the supreme individualist—should be so
dear to all. Tonight I came across the following in Emerson: “Welcome
evermore to gods and men is the self-helping man. For him all doors
are flung wide. Him all tongues greet, all honors crown, all eyes follow
with desire. Our love goes out to him and embraces him, because he did
not need it. We solicitously and apologetically caress and celebrate him,
because he held his way and scorned our disapprobation. The gods love
him because men hated him. “To the persevering mortal, said Zoroaster,
‘the blessed Immortals are swift”’

I would like to work for a few years in this Hindman Settlement
School. Wonder if they would accept me.
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Two thought-provoking passages from T. S. Eliot, speaking of Hamlet
and his relationship with Horatio: “Such morbidly introspective char-
acters are neither truest to themselves in solitude nor very likely to be
happy in the intimacy of love—when their egoism may be either over-
fed, if they are the more loved, or if they are the more loving, starved.
But they may find relief from the obscure and warping tyranny of self in
the generosities of friendship. With their friends they can be confidently
and forgetfully and transparently themselves.” “The only way of express-
ing emotion in the form of art is by finding an ‘objective correlative’; in
other words, a set of objects, a situation, a chain of events which shall
be the formula of that particular emotion, such that when the external
facts, which must terminate in sensory experience, are given, the emo-
tion is immediately evoked.”

Dave Bevington’s mother has a poem in this month’s Atlantic Monthly.
I don’t understand it.

January 26, 1950 Cambridge
Rose early this morning. Realized that I am happiest when alone with
my thoughts and God.

February 1, 1950 Cambridge
For some reason, I cannot help thinking of little Freddy Parker at the
Brant Lake graduation exercises this past spring. Mr. Doyle’s forgetful-
ness, Freddy’s disappointment at not receiving the attendance award,
and the principal’s repentance would make a touching short story.

Charnwood says this about William Tecumseh Sherman: “[He] was a
man of quick wits and fancy, bright and mercurial disposition, capable
of being a delightful companion to children and capable of being sharp
and inconsiderate to duller subordinates.” Just like the Hatch.

Contributed $15 to Deerfield’s Alumni Fund. I would rather see it go
to the lending library there.

February 5, 1950 Cambridge
I must convince my parents to adopt one or two orphaned boys—a lad
who started life in the Hitler Youth Movement, or an Italian waif roam-
ing the streets of Rome, or a sharp-faced Greek boy with no home. To
this effect I wrote a letter home just now. I hope something comes of it.

Skiing at Bridgton was tip-top; living in, on, and “off of ” the snow was
a new experience. Friday night our eggs froze, for I foolishly left them
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outside. We peeled the shells off and beheld the raw egg, frozen as it was,
with yolk and transparent white surrounding it. It looked very much
alive this way, and I felt a sickening feeling when I thawed, cooked, and
ate that potential chick.

Steve was mopey—made things difficult most of the time. I imagine
it was because of his total unpreparedness (if that is a word). We were
right on a lake frozen one foot through, in a little shack with plenty of
blankets, and an indispensable pot-bellied stove that we kept well-fueled
with wood. The country is in many ways even more enticing in winter-
time than in the heat of August. I cannot wait until I own my first acre-
age! But now it is 2 a.m. and I must sleep, against the rigors of another
academic day. I learned more from Thursday-Friday-and-Saturday shiv-
ering in the Maine wilderness than I did all last term. “Fie on this quiet
life; I want work”

February 6, 1950 Cambridge
Arthur Levitt wants me to climb Redfield next week. The crazy loon!
Since it has never been scaled in the winter, the Adirondack Mountain
Club is offering a trophy for the first party to accomplish this insane feat.
Where are my boots?

February 9, 1950 Cambridge
Bishop Neill awakened my slumbering sensibilities. He made religion so
real, so gripping, so sublimely beautiful, so important. I emerged from
Memorial Church wallowing in my thoughts, solely engaged with the
realization that I must soon choose the way of God and regulate my life
in the perspective of eternity. I emerged in a brooding mood, and, not
waiting for those who had accompanied me, set out almost in a trance
for Lowell House, hoping that when I got there John would be gone. But
he was not, and to my astonishment, upon seeing him I felt a great joy,
not only for John but for all things; and as I walked out again into the
courtyard I held my face high into the misty air, thrust my hands deep
into my pockets, and walked confidently on into the world. Everything
seemed fine and beautiful, especially the statue of Christ on the cross
that I had passed so many times before without having had any partic-
ular reaction to it. I proceeded to Putnam Square, got into my car, and
just drove—to Concord and back—thinking and turning this matter
over and over again in my thoughts.
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February 10, 1950 Cambridge
More than anything else, I crave acceptance; yet where I am accepted I
do not wish to go. I am closer to being or becoming a Christian tonight
than I have ever been.

February 11, 1950 Cambridge
The psychiatrist shies from that word, “sin” He has done wonders to-
ward the discovery and remedy of imaginary sin in human beings; yet
this does not mean that there is no such thing as real sin. —Lady Mac-
beth’s sleepwalking scene.

Immortality is viewed by many as a convenient escape from the far-
dels of the present world; or as an excuse for indulgence and lasciv-
iousness. But just as one works his hardest in college—and therefore
“lives” during those four years at a constantly high intensity when he
regards it as a preparation for fifty-odd years to come—so it must be
with mortal life. Compared to eternity, our sojourn here is infinitesimal,
and therefore we must endeavor to use every minute of it profitably and
constructively; and direct our actions with a glimpse of the everlasting
future always in the corner of our eye.

Truth, justice, and mercy are the three pillars of the state. When one
of these disintegrates, the superstructure begins to fail.

Our complex society breeds “the little man”—the Charlie Chaplins
of all races and nationalities. This little man is an extremely active com-
pound; so, when combined with a dash of nationalism or hero-worship,
he combines with it explosively to form a Nazi or Fascist compound.
These days, men must be respected for their humanness, so that the
little-man complex disappears, for no man is little in the eyes of God.

Society in 1950 is a travesty of what society should be.

February 12, 1950 Cambridge
Thoreau, speaking of his stay at Walden Pond: “I learned this, at least,
by my experiment; that if one advances confidently in the direction of
his dreams, and endeavors to live the life which he has imagined, he will
meet with a success unexpected in common hours. He will put some
things behind, will pass an invisible boundary; new, universal, and more
liberal laws will begin to establish themselves around and within him; or
the old laws be expanded, and interpreted in his favor in a more liberal
sense, and he will live with the license of a higher order of beings. In
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proportion as he simplifies his life, the laws of the universe will appear
less complex, and solitude will not be solitude, nor poverty poverty, nor
weakness weakness. 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.”

February 13, 1950 Cambridge
He is rich who can afford to do without many things.

Penned the following verses to Paul [Davidoff], who will probably
never live down the fact that he is a “Valentine baby”:

On February ten and four

Jack sends Jill a Barricini.

(Only one thing shed like more

And that ain’t Hylers, please believe me).

But if to you I plainly blurted

“Will you not my Valentine be?”

Folks would sure think me perverted—
Or even worse, as you can see.

So I'll just send the usual greeting,

And in the same old hackneyed way:

To you, age twenty (oh, time is fleeting),
“A happy birthday,” that’s all I'll say.

February 14, 1950 Cambridge
Last night John Sears offered Allston Flagg and myself a ride home
from Hemenway. Both Allston and I found ourselves in the back seat,
leaving John alone up front, as though he were a hired chauffeur. Yet
this situation resulted merely from the fact that neither Allston nor I
was willing to let the other sit alone in the back, and thus appear “in-
ferior” This unwillingness, of course, was subconscious, but it taught
me that as we grow older and more experienced our stupidity increases
proportionately.

February 15, 1950 Cambridge
Up early, 7 a.m. Ten inches of snow fell during the night. Thinking of
this weekend made me shiver.

This afternoon I had my first “clear and present” idea of the horri-
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bleness of a soul’s eternal stay in Hell, if indeed there is such retribution
after death; and I was sore afraid.

February 16, 1950 Cambridge
They say that the physico-chemical components of the body after death
are worth $3.00, which at the present level of inflation would most likely
swell to $5.00 or even $6.00. I suppose if you could take a dead leg, for
instance, and sell it to a poor legless living man, the value of corpses
would rise considerably. Doubtless, the interchangeability of dead for
living parts in the machine world accounts for the grand sum of $13.50
which I received today for the body of my dear Ford, deceased yester-
day; for I am sure that otherwise it would not and should not bring twice
the sum now quoted for dead man-machines.

February 17 1950 Cambridge
Shakespeare A-minus; History 61a B-plus; Government B-minus; En-
glish 7 C. Dean’s List by a hair.

February 21, 1950 Cambridge
Our little mountain climbing group got within 100 feet of the summit of
Marcy, and turned back. Levitt being seized with panic upon losing his
snowshoe, and several others complaining of real or imagined frostbite;
plus the lack of visibility and our unfamiliarity with the proper trail up
the summit—all these made this turning back probably the wisest thing,
although certainly not the most heroic.

“And all things change them to the contrary” says the elder Capulet.
Artie Levitt, the organizer, leader (?) and most energetic of the group
going up, was the first to give way before the real test, the least stable in
the face of unpleasant conditions, and the most troublesome during the
descent. I remember that he acted the same way this summer when we
overturned the sailboat. When the situation required real calmness and
rapid action, he became a burden to all enterprise. He tipped the boat.
Buddy and I pulled it (and Artie) to shore.

Cast of characters: Arthur Levitt, Williams ’52; Don (“Charlie”) Rog-
ers, Williams ’50; Joe Hastings, Williams ’51 (Deerfield ’47); Don Mac-
Donald, Williams ’52; Bud Friedman, Dartmouth ’52; Jay Angevine,
Williams 49 (instructor at Cornell); Peter Bien, Harvard ’52.

Evolution of the plot, temporally: Saturday 1 p.m., leave Williams-
town for Heart Lake; 9:30-11:00, to Marcy Dam. Sunday 8:00 to 11:00,
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to Indian falls; 12:00 to 3:00, to Plateau lean-to; 3:00 to 4:00, up and
back—failure!; 4:00 to 5:30, to Indian Falls; 7:30-11:00 to Heart Lake.
Monday 12 midnight to 5 a.m., to Williamstown.

February 23, 1950 Cambridge
I scoffed at Buddy’s fears of frostbite atop Marcy while I exposed my
hands in order to replace my snowshoes. It is I who have ended up with
frostbite, alas—in my right index finger: I cannot play the piano, type-
write, and I can hardly write this entry. But the doctor says it will disap-
pear in time.

February 25, 1950 Cambridge
Two interesting observations in Bradleys lectures on King Lear:
(1) “Good, in the widest sense, seems thus to be the principle of life
and health in the world; evil, at least in these worst forms, to be a poi-
son. The world reacts against it violently, and, in the struggle to expel
it, is driven to devastate itself” (2) “And here adversity, to the blessed
in spirit, is blessed. It wins fragrance from the crushed flower. It melts
in aged hearts sympathies which prosperity had frozen. It purifies the
soul’s sight by blinding that of the eyes. [“I stumbled when I saw; says
Gloucester.] . . . The judgment of this world is a lie; its goods, which we
covet, corrupt us, its ills, which break our bodies, set our souls free; ‘Our
means secure us, and our mere defects / Prove our commodities. Let us
renounce the world, hate it, and lose it gladly. The only real thing in it is
the soul, with its courage, patience, devotion. And nothing outward can
touch that” [The pessimistic theme of King Lear.]

Short-story subjects; 1. Jerry Parker’s disappointment—a fable. 2. Lev-
itt’s panic on Marcy trip—contrariness. 3. Controversy over adopting
DP—crushed idealism.

Sunday, February 26, 1950 Cambridge
Up early to hear E. Power Biggs' organ recital. I know so little about
Bach that I could get naught but the barest minimum satisfaction. Must
study Bach—and Beethoven’s quartets.

Frostbitten finger is making me miserable. Can hardly write.

As flies to wanton boys are we to th’ gods.
They kill us [frostbite us] for their sport.
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What I need is diligent work, hard work, steady work, serious work,
meaningful work, sweat-producing work, muscle-building work—work,
work, work, work, work.

Edward Markham plowed 20 acres of rough ground at $1.00 an acre
in order to be able to buy his first copies of Bacon & Shakespeare. My
Shakespeare sold for half an acre.

March 3, 1950 Cambridge
My finger is encased in a fat bandage, but I have mastered penmanship
with the thumb and third finger.

Williams invited Swami Akhilananda to lecture to us. A suave, pleas-
ant Indian whose delightful accent no doubt added to the “numinous-
ness” (sic) of what he had to say. He pictured the true Hindu religion as
believing in an intensely personal religious experience for each individ-
ual; and sanctioning the communal phase—churchtianity—only insofar
as it makes possible to communicate the joy of this experience from one
who has experienced such joy personally to the many who have not.
Religion and philosophy in India, says the Swami, are nearly identical,
for religion is the search for truth. The test of a religious experience is its
expression in life. Thus theology is secondary to psychology in Hindu-
ism. If a mans life is not changed, although he may be the profoundest
theologian and believe in an intellectual God, this is not true religion.
As to the nature of the Hindu God—Reality-Truth—its attributes are
familiar to us Westerners. The infinite nature of God forever prohib-
its finite man from approaching Him in any way; but we evade this by
personalizing God. Thus God loves, God is powerful, God does this,
God does that. Jesus, Buddha, Moses are God personalized. Thus they
are walking metaphors. This is perhaps the most succinct argument for
worshipping Jesus (or Buddha, or Moses) that I have heard. Indeed, it
is almost blasphemous to speak and think of God directly and not in
the form of this metaphorical Person or Son of God. Different people
worship Jesus, Buddha, etc. because one or another is in a more familiar
tradition and means more as a person, and therefore as a personification
of God.

Now I am a nothing. “Nothing will come of nothing” No personality,
no direction, no purpose, no reason. Yet perhaps throughout my first
ten to fifteen years this was not the case. I literally must be born again
and become as a little child!
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When the mind’s free, The body’s delicate; the tempest in my mind
Doth from my senses take all feeling else Save what beats there.

Sunday, March 5, 1950 Cambridge
Spent yesterday and this morning with Dave Tyack at his home in Ham-
ilton. Skied, talked. A warmly delightful family. Perfect understanding
between mother and son, son and father, father and mother. They sing
their way through life, and succeed admirably.

Saw Hawthorne’s Custom House in Salem.

March 11, 1950 Cambridge
How unexpected comes compliment. On what I considered a mediocre
job at best of exam writing, this comment: “Good job. Your generaliza-
tions are sound and well documented, a nearly ‘lost art’ on big, trend
questions.” And a nice A for this first History 61b hour exam.

March 13, 1950 Cambridge
Melville illustrates Hazlitt's remark that any author worthy of the name
must have an apprenticeship in Shakespeare and the Bible. Moby Dick
is the apocrypha of those two works. And Ahab’s soliloquies during the
three-day chase approach Lear’s in their ferocity, and this hard captain’s
treatment of Little Pip smacks only of Lear’s of the Fool. The figure, en-
tangled and mangled, of the Parsee’s corpse against Moby’s thick blub-
ber skin is the most hideous in all literature. It makes blind Gloucester a
red-painted child, ringing his eyes in jest and tomfoolery.

March 17 1950 Cambridge
First piano lesson with Chester Fanning Smith: Chopin’s Nocturne Opus
55, no. 1, and the thirteenth 2-part invention of Bach.

March 19, 1950 Sunnyside
We can never know anything about persons or ideas until we have come
close to them. Gentiles hate Jews because they have never established a
bond of sympathy between Jews and what is Jewish in themselves. Dad
despises Christianity as humbug because he has never tried for a year or
two to be a Christian. I think we must always act out a part nowadays.
Anyone can be a sturdy lad from Vermont or New Hampshire, and all
should give it a try. This business of “be thyself” is the real humbug, for
this is what sets one man up in opposition to his brother. Every great
man has been a play-actor—“All the world’s a stage”—and has started
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out in life by fooling those around him to a degree; but each has learned
that other men fool, and end up by playing the fool generally. Thus by
indirections do we find directions out.

Every time I hear John Haynes Holmes I am re-convinced that sub-
lime beauty controls his soul. Tonight he spoke of Rabbi Stephen S.
Wise—spoke of him as a Jew and as a humanitarian, as the greatest hu-
manitarian of the century and as a great Prophet of Israel. Our age has
had great souls: Gandhi was probably the most outstanding according
to amount accomplished, but I would place Oliver Wendell Holmes,
Jr., Wise, Rufus Jones, the Quaker, Norman Thomas, and especially
Dr. Holmes by his side. Holmes began by stating and extolling Wise’s
Jewishness: his rabbinical status, his enthusiasm for Zionism, and his
championship of the threatened Jewry of Europe. And Holmes declared
that he loved Wise because he was a Jew and because he adhered to the
Jewish tradition (which he didn't), adding that Jew & Christian can exist
side by side as Wise and Holmes did, exchanging pulpits or marching
arm-in-arm down Eighth Avenue afore 30,000 protestors against the
Nazi threat. Wise never forgot he was a Jew and he would never let any-
one else forget it, or that his father was a rabbi, his grandfather a rabbi,
his great-grandfather a rabbi, etc. And Holmes declared that he could
see no virtue in the attempt of Jews to appear indistinguishable from
other people. How unexpected from Holmes, and yet how characteristic
of him! Later on in the question period I was about to ask him to rec-
oncile this statement with what—at least as I understand them—are the
principles of the Community Church, but someone beat me to it. The
answer was more Holmsian than what provoked the question, for its es-
sence was that the process of unification is going on, that at best it is an
extremely slow process, and that it should be encouraged. There Holmes
said something that I think offers the whole solution for the future: that
we must endeavor to extract from the various religious traditions those
portions that are mutually agreeable and that tend to enhance one an-
other, at the same time discarding and abrogating those portions that
stand as a wall or stumbling block between man and man. This is what
must be done. Distance, time, etc., no longer being a factor separating
peoples, and America being the conglomeration that it is, with this ten-
dency becoming increasingly evident in other nations as well, the old
traditions must go: parochialism is no longer a reality, it is a fantasy,
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and universalism is being thrust on us whether we like it or not. It is
incumbent on all people nowadays to know, and to form a bond of sym-
pathy with, all other people. And the best way for this to come about is
for people to worship as a community, since most communities, at least
urban ones, are microcosms in that they contain a fair sampling of the
races and religions of this earth.

March 22, 1950 Cambridge
Story: Harry Scripture’s supposed intrigue to poison John Hayes’s and
Eddy Hayes’s mind. I wonder if this is true.

Milton Steinberg died. His poor wife.

March 24, 1950 Cambridge
Dimmy feels that men today are dead because they are imprisoned each
in a specific frame of reference—daily routine, maze, rut—where all
their actions are conditioned and habitual. Thus responses are no longer
fitting and proper, considering the objective stimulus. The way out of
the maze is to develop a psychologically mature personality, for which
nothing is ever static, which experiences something new and unique
each day. A person with such a personality would have nothing to do
with absolutes; he would not even be absolute in his aversion to ab-
solutes; and if he were forced to act in an absolutist way in order to
accomplish a specific task he would leave one corner of his being open
nevertheless to the reality outside of his particular niche.

I recalled Toynbee’s idea of stimulus and response, withdrawal and
return. The reason why a place like Harvard is so stale and static, and
why Deerfield is becoming so, and why the Community Church will
become so also, is that these institutions, although developing originally
from a flush of freshness and enthusiasm, and having represented an
attempt to establish something extraordinary in their fields in order to

« »

meet a certain situation “a”, have, after they succeeded in this endeavor
and established themselves, forgotten that the original situation “a” is
no longer a factor. When an institution persists under such delusion or
ignorance, it is doomed to rigidity and eventual death. The best example
is the Puritan movement in Massachusetts.

The psychologically mature person would realize, first that situation

a” need no longer be considered and that the institution no longer has
any virtue in relation to its remedying this situation; secondly, that the
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institution itself, let us call it “a’”, now becomes a “situation” “b”, necessi-
tating a new institution “b'” or at any rate a modification of the old one
if the life of the movement is to continue with undiminished vigor.

Toynbee has shown that this realization is prerequisite to the progress
of civilizations. His reasoning applies, I think, to all institutions, big or
small, or at least to all that at one time succeed in establishing them-
selves or becoming dominant in any way.

March 25, 1950 Cambridge
Fine evening of talk with Johnny Taylor. Spouted more idealism: he has
a very sober mind and isn't fooled. We two could manage a splendid
camp or school. I must end my yearly epistle to Bobby Gersten: that fool
place Brant Lake has such possibilities and so little to show. One little
nature counselor! A genuine nature counselor! So little and yet so much.

John has written some poetry. I thought some of the individual stan-
zas and lines really excellent, although he often sacrifices all to rhyme.
College doesn't give him time to continue writing!!! College doesn’t give
us time to think!

Received an unexpected letter from Eddy Bien. He is on the faculty
of the Bellevue Medical School, apparently doing exceedingly well. Must
be talented. This is fine—very fine.

Hatch’s article on Deerfield that was in the Ford Magazine was re-
printed in the Alumni Journal. I was somewhat disappointed. Although
done with craftsmanship, it is banal and unimaginative. Sounds more
like something I would write for the Scroll!

March 26, 1950 Cambridge
Now what could be more wonderful writing that this from Huck Finn:

Soon as it was night, out we shoved; when we got her out to about
the middle we let her alone, and let her float wherever the current
wanted her to; then we lit the pipes, and dangled our legs in the
water, and talked about all kinds of things—we was always naked,
day and night, whenever the mosquitoes would let us—the new
clothes Buck’s folks made for us was too good to be comfortable,
and besides I didn’t go much on clothes, nohow.

Sometimes wed have that whole river to ourselves for the long-
est time. Yonder was the banks and the islands, across the water;
and maybe a spark—which was a candle in a cabin window; and
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sometimes on the water you could see a spark or two—or a raft

or a scow, you know; and maybe you could hear a fiddle or a song
coming over from one of them crafts. It's lovely to live on a raft. We
had the sky up there, all speckled with stars, and we used to lay on
our backs and look up at them, and discuss, about whether they
was made or only just happened. Jim he allowed they was made,
but I allowed they happened; I judged it would have took too

long to make so many. Jim said the moon could @ laid them; well,
that looked kind of reasonable, so I didn’t say nothing against it,
because I've seen a frog lay most as many, so of course it could be
done. We used to watch the stars that fell, too, and see them streak
down. Jim allowed theyd got spoiled and was hove out of the nest.

March 27 1950 Cambridge
Henry Adams writes about America and Americans: “The American
character showed singular limitations which sometimes drove the stu-
dent of civilized man to despair. Crushed by his own ignorance—lost
in the darkness of his own groping—the scholar finds himself jostled
of a sudden by a crowd of men who seem to him ignorant that there is
a thing called ignorance; who have forgotten how to amuse themselves;
who cannot even understand that they are bored. . . . The American was
ashamed to be amused; his mind no longer answered to the stimulus of
variety; he could not face a new thought. All his immense strength, his
intense nervous energy, his keen analytic perceptions, were oriented in
one direction, and he could not change it”

Dad is really in a predicament, for the drug apparently does not have
a permanent effect, nor will his constitution stand up to a continued
application of it. Thus if he is treated, his sight returns but his body be-
comes useless, it is so weak; and if treatment is abandoned, the eyes be-
come opaque as before. I shudder to think what the outcome of this will
be. Pray God that Dad does not lose his spirit: that is most important,
infinitely more so than sight.

“All the steam in the world could not, like the Virgin, build
Chartres” —Henry Adams.

The other day during rush hour in the Boston subway, two middle-
aged dames were talking incessantly to one another of the current gossip
and similar trash; whereupon an adorable blonde little girl, of about five
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years old, I should say, who was standing in the aisle next to their seats
and whose towhead therefore was level with their faces, stepped in front
of the woman nearest the aisle and simply stared—fascinated—at the
latter’s mobile face, with the distance of perhaps three or four inches
separating the two. The two women feigned a sickening smile each, the
“isn’t she cute!” smile, and continued their gab, literally giving their ad-
mirer the cold shoulder. The little girl, deeply hurt at such a rejection,
appeared extremely bewildered for a time, as if desperately trying to
decide what to do next. Evidently, she concluded, in her little way, that
since they would not play with her she would play with herself, where-
upon she commenced the most perfect and hilarious pantomime of
these two gabbers, imitating their mouth movements, shoulder shrugs,
and ridiculously exaggerated motions of hands, all of which could have
proceeded only from such childish innocence.

March 28, 1950 Cambridge
Henry James: “Humanity is immense, and reality has a myriad forms.. ..
Experience is never limited, and it is never complete; it is an immense
sensibility, a kind of huge spider web of the finest silken threads sus-
pended in the chamber of consciousness, and catching every air-borne
particle in its tissue. It is the very atmosphere of the mind; and when the
mind is imaginative—much more when it happens to be that of a man
of genius—it takes to itself the faintest hints of life, it converts the very
pulses of the air into revelations.”

April 1, 1950 Sunnyside
Matthiessen committed suicide. Murdock reports, according to the pa-
pers, that he was depressed for some time. A note was left, reporting
something similar to: I have been most disturbed at world events; I am
a Christian and a socialist, and believe in world peace.

Tonight I played the Chopin Nocturne (Op. 55, #1) before an “audi-
ence,” It was a miserable job indeed, proving to me how far I have yet to
go on the piano.

Grandmas sister was here tonight and told us something of the family
genealogy. My great-grandmother lived in Wilkes-Barre, Pennsylvania
and then moved to New York, where she married Adolph Honigsberg,
an Austrian by birth. My great-great grandparents lived and died in
Boston. Their parents, my great-great-great grandparents, came from
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Europe: one was Dutch, the other Prussian. This induced Dad to think
back a bit, but he could not remember ever having been told of his fore-
bears. His mother’s family, however, that is her brothers and sisters, have
achieved some distinction in California, and all of them are extremely
well-oft. Dad thinks that we are the only Biens in the world: viz., that all
others are related to us in some way.

Sunday, April 2, 1950 Sunnyside
What I like about John Haynes Holmes, Stephen Wise, Justice Holmes,
and perhaps FDR is that they have been living contradictions to Nietz-
sche: not so much because they deny in their lives and beliefs that power
is the chief motivating force, but rather because they take power and use
it in constructive ways. Especially power in religion. Wise and Holmes
cannot be termed weaklings; yet they preach brotherhood and humility.
If I were to select an inscription to place over the edifice of my aspi-
rations, I might very well chose the following by Justice Holmes: THE
JOY OF LIFE IS TO PUT OUT ONE’S POWER IN SOME NATURAL AND
USEFUL OR HARMLESS WAY. THERE IS NO OTHER. AND THE REAL
MISERY IS NOT TO DO THIS.

I should like some day to write a book showing how the essential
truth of Nietzsche and Dreiser need not be the cause for pessimism. For
they can be fulfilled in the person of a Holmes just as well in that of a
Hitler. I should also like some day to do a philosophical approach to the
history of religion, Toynbee style.

April 4, 1950 Sunnyside
This afternoon I went up to see John Haynes Holmes at his home. He
is a very simple person, and thus has very simple physical needs: his
apartment is sparsely furnished indeed. But Holmes’s mind and person-
ality are cluttered with thoughts and ideas, thoughts and ideas that he
knows how to express. One of the things that delighted me most during
this visit was his statement that it is difficult for one to realize with what
ease people become attuned to the Community Church’s program. I
know that Holmes’s personal magnetism is perhaps largely responsible
for this; still I feel that underneath people really desire to establish con-
nections with all mankind and with all the universe, and that they are
simply waiting for someone to unlock the lock that keeps them enclosed
in a particular tradition or a particular set of beliefs.
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I told Holmes all, beginning with Dad’s early experiences in the syn-
agogue and ending with the ideas of (1) the withdrawal and return nec-
essary for progress, i.e., the escape from rigidity, (2) Justice Holmes’s
power doctrine, (3) the true view of tradition—i.e., the insight that the
pre-Maccabean times throws on the nature of the Jewish tradition,
(4) the necessity for personifying God’s characteristics in the great re-
ligious leaders; how the Hindus expand this into a world view. In be-
tween, of course, came the story of my constantly increasing awareness
of the religious truth, and of the religious experience.

Holmes seemed impressed, and said as much. He was particularly
interested in the swing of the pendulum, as he put it, from grandfather
to father, to son; and also from the home atmosphere to Johnny Taylor’s
and Ockenga’s stark fundamentalism. His father, said Holmes, although
a Unitarian and connected with the Unitarian Church in Malden, Mas-
sachusetts, used to take little John into Boston on Sunday mornings to
hear the great preachers of the day: and those were the days of great
preachers. The elder Holmes evinced not the slightest concern if one
was an Episcopalian, or another a Methodist. Thus John received a great
desire to preach, and at the same time a universal view of religion instead
of a sectarian one, at least insofar as the Boston area was his universe.

I think, after all this, that the Community Church is a truly unique
institution in its attitudes; moreover, that I belong there—and Holmes
thinks so too.

April 9, 1950 Cambridge
The other day I remarked to a Harvard grad, Jack Stewart 40, that Mat-
thiessen must have been a petty cockeyed person to have ended his life
as he did. Stewart retorted that anyone who does not commit suicide
these days is cockeyed.

Dick Becker spent Easter vacation with me.

April 12, 1950 Cambridge
I found the following paragraph in the preface, by Rufus Jones, to Kaga-
wa’s book on Jesus and Love: “Kagawa is one of the striking phenomena
of the Christian world of today. He is not a man behind a pulpit; he is
a demonstrator in a laboratory. He is showing, once more, that Chris-
tianity is not talk, it is action; it is not words, it is power. He exhibits it
as soul-force, creative energy, redemptive might. We see at once how
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little is expressed by a census of Church membership or by an array of
numbers. What counts is unquenchable personal conviction, invinci-
ble faith, an unconquerable spirit of adventure and demonstration. And
here they are revealed in this man.”

Dowden, speaking of Brutus: “It is idealists who create a political ter-
ror; they are free from all desire for blood-shedding; but to them the
lives of men and women are accidents; the lives of ideas are the true
realities; and, armed with an abstract principle and a suspicion, they
perform deeds which are at once beautiful and hideous:

"Tis a common proof
That lowliness is young Ambition’s ladder,
Whereto the climber upwards turns his face;
But when he once attains the utmost round,
He then unto the ladder turns his back,
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees
By which he did ascend: so Caesar may;
Then, lest he may, prevent!

Hussah! Shakespeare knows the Arthur Levitt type:

There are no tricks in plain and simple faith;
But hollow men, like horses hot at hand,
Make gallant show and promise of their mettle;
But when they should endure the bloody spur;
They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades,
Sink in the trial.

Julius Caesar, 1V, ii, 23-27

April 12, 1950 Cambridge
From Coriolanus, IV, v, regarding war:

2 serv. Why, then we shall have a stirring world again. This
peace is nothing, but to rust iron, increase tailors, and breed
ballad-makers.

1serv. Let me have war, say [; it exceeds peace as far as day does
night; it’s spritely waking, audible, and full of vent. Peace is a
very apoplexy, lethargy; nulled, deaf, sleepy, insensible; a getter
of more bastard children, than wars a destroyer of men.

2 serv. ‘Tis so: and as wars, in some sort, may said to be a ravisher,
so it cannot be denied, but peace is a great maker of cuckolds.



FROM 18 TO 85 77

1 serv. Ay, and it makes men hate one another.
2 serv. Reason; because they then less need one another. The wars
for my money. . . .

April 14, 1950 Cambridge
Today I purchased a bouncing venerable automobile for $125. Weight,
upwards of two tons; body black; race Packard; year of conception 1937;
horsepower 120; tires all new, etc. No windshield wiper.

April 16, 1950 Cambridge
Mischa says that Marc Antony’s “eulogy” of Caesar is the outstanding in-
stance of demagoguery; that Antony was an opportunist, Brutus a fool,
and Cassius a knave. He also says that I should catalogue the various
pieces of information that come my way; should memorize Shakespear-
ian passages and recite them aloud; should obtain a basic discipline in
mathematics!

April 18, 1950 Cambridge
“No one who has sought God as spirit to Spirit can do a selfish or a cal-
lous act while the radiant power of that effort lasts” —Barbara Spofford
Morgan.

“All the while my breath is in me, and the spirit of God is in my nos-
trils; my lips shall not speak wickedness, nor my tongue utter deceit.”
—Job 27: 3—4.

Did not I experience this immediately after Bishop Neill’s talk? But
for such a fleeting moment!

April 19, 1950 Cambridge
A young creative mind is like a seedling: step on it and it is destroyed.
But an oak can be stepped on.

Attended convention of the American College of Physicians. Ken-
dall read a paper on cortisone—out of my range. Clinics from various
hospitals were broadcast over color television, very effectively. This may
revolutionize teaching methods.

April 22, 1950 Cambridge
Billy Graham found a critical and unresponsive hearer in me this eve-
ning. He made Christianity a securer of everlasting bliss, and that is all.
Accept Christ or, sure as he was standing on his two feet, you will roast
in hell. Though this is too doctrinal for me, it is true that I have not
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yet thought about religion from the viewpoint of what happens to the
individual after death. To me so far, the important thing has been the
possession of the Spirit of God and Truth in one while he is living this
life. Knowledge of such a possession remakes a man; he becomes as a
little child, and he automatically radiates love toward all of nature. The
Gospel of John catches these feelings better than anything else I have
read. It is truly a divinely inspired document.

I suppose that on the level of the masses Billy Graham performed an
identical function to that of Bishop Neill on the level of the intelligent-
sia. But the ugly daemon power looms before Billy Graham. There is a
man who has the talents of a demagogue, yet who puts them to better
use. Working up the emotions of the mob, however, is not only some-
thing that can—and has—led to Nazism or Huey Longism; but seems to
me to be a relatively poor way of leading to Christism as well. I do not
see how a conversion under Graham’s influence can be a secure, lasting,
and fruitful one unless it is based on a serious inquiry and a rational
faith (no, this need not be an inconsistency: rational faith is grander and
infinitely more efficacious than irrational faith). Perhaps Billy’s great
justification is that he gives the final nudge to people who have long
considered their relation to God but who have never reached the point
of openly testifying to this relationship—which is the sublimest and no-
blest in all of life.

John Mansfield is certainly not as blind as I. As we both walked
through the countyard, he stopped and smelled the dogwood blossoms,
whereas I had not even noticed that they were there. No wonder so few
people see, feel, and smell the Rose of Sharon.

April 26, 1950 Cambridge
From Portrait of a Lady: “Madame Merle tossed away the music with a
smile. ‘What’s your idea of success?” “You evidently think it must be a
very tame one. It’s to see some dream of one’s youth come true.”

April 30, 1950 Cambridge
“Everywhere in this tragic world, man’s thought, translated into act, is
transformed into the opposite of itself. . . . And whatsoever he dreams of
doing, he achieves that which he least dreamed of, his own destruction.”
(From Bradley’s lectures on Tragedy)
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May 9, 1950 Cambridge
Billy Graham, interestingly enough, seems to have the same ideas about
Christianity as Kagawa; yet I hardly think that Billy is furthering the
cause of religion. I suppose this leads to the conclusion that the only
stable reality is the individual—and not the system or philosophy. The
identical thoughts may produce progress in a Kagawa and retrogres-
sion in a Graham. Perhaps when people begin to realize this they will
not only cease turning to authoritarianism or other isms, but will also,
however paradoxical it may seem, accept the fact that individuals die,
and instead of using this as an argument for futility, will begin to see the
grandeur, miraculousness, continuity, and divinity of Life.

On this line of thought I have come to believe that the one lasting
(sic) reality of religion is the mystic adventure—perhaps the most fleet-
ing experience of any; and that churches, ritual, dogmas, and creeds
are justified (1) only insofar as they induce this experience or provide
the proper conditions for it, and (2) only insofar as they translate into
social action the logical manifestation or result of the mystic experi-
ence—namely, love. The big question seems to be whether anything can
“induce” a union with the infinite, or whether, like a mutation, it just
happens. Ah, but what of mutations brought about by x-rays? Perhaps
the great preacher is one whose mind is constructed like a cathode tube.

There are only two levels of education: the preparatory school level
and the graduate school level. (Frank Boyden)

A college student is like a dancer doing a pirouette. While his body
makes a steady and continuous advance in time and space, his head re-
mains stationary until the body is % of the way around, and then, in the
two summer months, catches up with it.

May 11, 1950 Cambridge
“Ten minutes before she [Isabel Archer (Osmond)] had felt the joy of
irreflective action—a joy to which she had so long been a stranger . . ”
Et moi aussi!

I am first beginning to know the character Hamlet: for reflection over
this disillusion is preventing action.

Knowledge is the penetration of the truth into the entire personality.

Ambherst? Harvard? Haverford? Oxford? Cambridge? St. Andrews?
Princeton?
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May 12, 1950 Cambridge
From Winesburg, Ohio, The Philosopher: “Doctor Parcival began to
plead with George Willard. “You must pay attention to me, he urged. ‘If
something happens perhaps you will be able to write the book that I may
never get written. The idea is very simple, so simple that if you are not
careful you will forget it. It is this—that everyone in the world is Christ
and they are all crucified. That’s what I want to say. Don’t you forget that.
Whatever happens, don’t you dare let yourself forget.”

Max Steuer’s younger brother, a sophomore at Deerfield, hanged
himself from a tree in the meadow. Spring Day was glorious!

May 16, 1950 Cambridge
Confucius said: . . . The true man has no worries; the wise man has no
perplexities; the brave man has no fear.

Confucius said: . . . The things that trouble or concern me are the
following: lest I should neglect to improve my character, lest I should
neglect my studies, and lest I should fail to move forward when I see the
right course, or fail to correct myself when I see my mistake.

Confucius said: . . . I won't teach a man who is not anxious to learn,
and will not explain to one who is not trying to make things clear to
himself.

Confucius taught four things: Literature, personal conduct, being
one’s true self, and honesty in social relationships.

Confucius denounced or tried to avoid completely four things: ar-
bitrariness of opinion, dogmatism, narrow-mindedness, and egotism.

Confucius cannot be belittled. Other great men are like mounds or
hillocks which you can climb up, but Confucius is like the moon and the
sun, which you can never reach. A man can shut his eyes to the sun and
the moon, but what harm can it do to the sun and the moon?

Confucius said: To know what you know and know what you don’t
know is the characteristic of one who knows.

Confucius said: Do not worry about people not knowing your ability,
but worry that you have not got it.

Confucius said: A gentleman blames himself, while a common man
blames others.

Someone said, What do you think of repaying evil with kindness?
Confucius replied, Then what are you going to repay kindness with?
Repay kindness with kindness, but repay evil with justice.
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Confucius said: ... Learning prevents one from being narrow-minded.

Tselu asked about the worship of the celestial and earthly spirits.
Confucius said, We don’t know yet how to serve men, how can we know
about serving the spirits? What about death? was the next question, and
Confucius said, We don't know yet about life, how can we know about
death?

Tsekung asked, Is there one single word that can serve as a principle
of conduct for life? Confucius replied, Perhaps the word “reciprocity”
will do. Do not do unto others what you do not want others to do unto
you.

Confucius said: To find the central clue to our moral being which
unites us to the universal order (or to attain central harmony), that in-
deed is the highest human attainment.

Confucius said: If a man is not a true man, what is the use of rituals?
If a man is not a true man, what is the use of music?

Confucius said: The gentleman broadens himself by scholarship or
learning, and then regulates himself by i (proper conduct or moral
discipline).

Confucius said: Reading without thinking gives one a disorderly
mind, and thinking without reading makes one flighty (or unbalanced).

Confucius said: A man who goes over what he has already learned
and gains some new understanding from it is worthy to be a teacher.

Confucius said: That type of scholarship which is bent to remember-
ing things in order to answer people’s questions does not qualify one to
be a teacher.

I am a smiler with a dagger.

May 19, 1950 Cambridge
Taoist scraps, from Waley’s book (“Chuang Tzu”):

The crowd cares for gain,

The honest man for fame,
The good man values success,
But the wise man, his soul.

Therefore we talk of his simplicity, meaning that he keeps his soul free
from all admixture, and of his wholeness, meaning that he keeps it intact
and entire. He that can achieve such wholeness, such integrity, we call
a True Man.
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There are those who ‘betake themselves to thickets and swamps, see
their dwelling in desert spaces, fish with a hook or sit all day doing noth-
ing at all’; but the Taoist knows how to live in the world without being of
the world, how to be at leisure without the solitude of ‘hills and seas’ If
he ‘buries himself away’ it is as a commoner among the common people.
... The Taoist knows how to follow others without losing his Self’

To someone who knew how to make his mind travel into the illimit-
able, the ‘lands that are in communication’ would seem a mere insignif-
icant speck.

The objection of the Taoist to war is not based on moral or humani-
tarian grounds. “To love the people is to harm them; to side with those
who are in the right in order to end war is the way to start fresh wars’
It is based on the absolute insignificance and futility of the utmost that
conquest can gain or that defense can secure, when compared with the
limitless inward resources of the individual.

We must ‘bind the fingers’ of the technicians, ‘smash their arcs and
plumb-lines, throw away their compasses and squares’ Only then will
men learn to rely on their inborn skill, on the ‘Great Skill that looks
like clumsiness’ But the culture heroes were not the only inventors who
‘tampered with men’s hearts. Equally pernicious were on the one hand
the Sages, inventors of goodness and duty, and of the laws that enforce
an artificial morality, and on the other the tyrants, inventors of tortures
and inquisitions, ‘embitterers of man’s nature’

In the Golden Age (utopia), the two vital principles of Yin and Yang
worked together instead of in opposition.

May 20, 1950 Cambridge
From William James, Varieties of Religious Experience:

... Not its origin, but the way in which it works on the whole, is the
final test of belief. By their fruits ye shall know them, not by their roots.
[Cf. Jonathan Edwards’s Treatise on Religious Affections.] The roots of
a man’s virtue are inaccessible to us. No appearances whatever are in-
fallible proofs of grace. Our practice is the only sure evidence even to
ourselves that we are genuinely Christians. [I wonder. I would place the
motive behind the act as paramount—after Kant. Utilitarian ethics are
not sufficient; thus the deficiencies of humanism.]

The nature of genius has been illuminated by the attempts to class it
with psychopathical phenomena. When a superior intellect and a psy-
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chopathic temperament coalesce in the same individual, we have the
best possible condition for the kind of effective genius that gets into the
biographical dictionaries. Such men do not remain mere critics and un-
derstanders with their intellect. [Too many of these at Harvard.] Their
ideas possess them; they inflict them upon the companions of their age.

In the psychopathic temperament we have the emotionality which
is the sine qua non of moral perception; we have the intensity and ten-
dency to emphasis which are the essence of practical moral vigor; and
we have the love of metaphysics and mysticism which carry one’s inter-
ests beyond the surface of the sensible world. What, then, is more natu-
ral than that this temperament should introduce to regions of religious
truth?

Religious awe is the same organic thrill which we feel in a forest at
twilight, or in a mountain gorge; only this time it comes over us at the
thought of our supernatural relations.

Religion . . . is the feelings, acts, and experiences of individual men in
their solitude, so far as they apprehend themselves to stand in relation
to whatever they may consider the divine. . . . Religion is a man’s total
reaction upon life. Total reactions are different from casual reactions; to
get at them you must go behind the foreground of existence and reach
down to that curious sense of the whole residual cosmos as an everlast-
ing presence, intimate or alien, terrible or amusing, lovable or odious,
which in some degree every one possesses.

May 21, 1950 Cambridge
At bottom the whole concern of both morality and religion is with the
manner of our acceptance of the universe. . . . Morality pure and simple
accepts the law of the whole which it finds reigning, so far as to acknowl-
edge and obey it, but it may obey it with the heaviest and coldest heart,
and never cease to feel it as a yoke. But for religion, in its strong and
tully developed manifestations, the service of the highest never is felt as
a yoke. . . . It makes a tremendous emotional and practical difference to
one whether one accept the universe in the drab discolored way of stoic
resignation to necessity [cf. Marxism], or with the passionate happiness
of Christian saints. . . . Compare Marcus Aurelius’s fine sentence, “If
gods care not for me or my children, here is a reason for it,” with Job’s
cry: “Though he slay me, yet will I trust in him!” and you immediately
see the difference I mean. The anima mundi, to whose disposal of his
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own personal destiny the Stoic consents, is there to be respected and
submitted to, but the Christian God is there to be loved; i.e., “Where
men are enlightened with the true light, they renounce all desire and
choice, and commit and commend themselves and all things to the eter-
nal Goodness. . .. Such men are in a state of freedom, because they have
lost the fear of pain or hell, and the hope of reward or heaven, and are
living in pure submission to the eternal Goodness, in the perfect free-
dom of fervent love” (Theologia Germanica) [This answers the question
as to the utilitarian motive in Christ’s ethic of the Mount.]

A story which revivalist preachers often tell is that of a man who
found himself at night slipping down the side of a precipice; at last he
caught a branch which stopped his fall, and remained clinging to it in
misery for hours. But finally his fingers had to loose their hold, and with
a despairing farewell to life, he let himself drop. He fell just six inches. If
he had given up the struggle earlier his agony would have been spared.
As the mother earth received him, so, the preachers tell us, will the ever-
lasting arms receive us if we confide absolutely in them, and give up the
heredity habit of relying on our personal strength, with its precautions
that cannot shelter and safeguards that cannot save.

The results of the combined optimism and expectancy—the regener-
ative phenomena which ensue on the abandonment of effort—remain
firm facts of human nature, no matter whether we adopt a theistic, a
pantheistic-idealistic, or a medical-materialistic view of their ultimate
causal explanation. The theistic explanation is by divine grace, which
creates a new nature within one the moment the old nature is sincerely
given up. (Lutheran justification by faith; Wesleyan acceptance of free
grace.) The pantheistic explanation [cf. Christian Science?] is by the
merging of the narrower private self into the wider or greater self, the
spirit of the universe (which is your own ‘subconscious’ self), the mo-
ment the isolating barriers of mistrust and anxiety are removed. The
medico-materialistic explanation is that simpler cerebral processes act
more freely where they are left to act automatically by the shunting-out
of physiologically (though in this instance not spiritual) ‘higher’ ones
which, seeking to regulate, only succeed in inhibiting results.

An idea, to be suggestive, must come to the individual with the force
of a revelation. It lets loose the springs of higher life. The force of per-
sonal faith, enthusiasm, and example, and above all the force of novelty,
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are always the prime suggestive agency in this kind of success. If mind-
cure should ever become official, respectable, and entrenched, those
elements of suggestive efficacy will be lost. In its acuter stages every re-
ligion must be a homeless Arab of the desert.

What are we to think of all this? [mind-cure] Has science made too
wide a claim?

I believe that the claims of the sectarian scientist are, to say the least,
premature. The universe is a more many-sided affair than any sect, even
the scientific sect, allows for. Why in the name of common sense need
we assume that only one system of ideas can be true? The obvious out-
come of our total experience is that the world can be handled according
to many systems of ideas. Science and religion are both of them genuine
keys for unlocking the world’s treasure-house to him who can use either
of them practically. Just as evidently neither is exhaustive or exclusive of
the other’s simultaneous use. And why after all may not the world be so
complex as to consist of many interpenetrating spheres of reality, which
we can thus approach in alternation by using different conceptions and
assuming different attitudes, just as mathematicians handle the same
numerical and spatial facts by geometry, by analytical geometry, by al-
gebra, by the calculus, or by quaternions, and each time come out right?

May 22, 1950 Cambridge
“There is indeed one element in human destiny,” Robert Louis Steven-
son writes, “that not blindness itself can controvert. Whatever else we
are intended to do, we are not intended to succeed; failure is the fate al-
lotted” He adds with characteristic healthy-mindedness: “Our business
is to continue to fail in good spirits” [cf. Hatch’s sense of humor.]
Sadness lies at the heart of every merely positivistic, agnostic, or nat-
uralistic scheme of philosophy. For naturalism, fed on recent cosmo-
logical speculations, mankind is in a position similar to that of a set of
people living on a frozen lake, surrounded by cliffs over which there is
no escape, yet knowing that little by little the ice is melting, and the in-
evitable day drawing near when the last film of it will disappear, and to
be drowned ignominiously will be the human creature’s portion.
Stoicism and Epicureanism mark the conclusion of what we call the
once-born period, and represent the highest flights of what twice-born
religion would call the purely natural man—Epicureanism showing
his refinement, and Stoicism exhibiting his moral will. They leave the
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world in the shape of an unreconciled contradiction, and seek no higher
unity. Compared with the complex ecstasies which the supernaturally
regenerated Christian may enjoy, or the oriental pantheist indulge in,
their receipts for equanimity are expedients which seem almost crude in
their simplicity. The securest way to the rapturous sorts of happiness of
which the twice-born make report has as an historic matter of fact been
through a more radical pessimism.

One can live only so long as one is intoxicated, drunk with life; but
when one grows sober one cannot fail to see that it is all a stupid cheat.
What is truest about it is that there is nothing even funny or silly in it; it
is cruel and stupid, purely and simply.

“ .. Isought like a man who is lost and seeks to save himself, —and I
found nothing. I became convinced, moreover, that all those who before
me had sought for an answer in the sciences have also found nothing.
And not only this, but that they have recognized that the very thing
which was leading me to despair—the meaningless absurdity of life—
is the only incontestable knowledge accessible to man” —Tolstoy. [He
was revived by a thirst for God.]

When disillusionment has gone as far as this, there is seldom a restitio
ad integrum. One has tasted of the fruit of the tree and the happiness of
Eden never comes again. The happiness that comes when any does come
is not the simple ignorance of ill but something vastly more complex,
including natural evil as one of its elements, but finding natural evil no
such stumbling block and terror because it now sees it swallowed up in
supernatural good. The process is one of redemption, not of mere re-
version to natural health, and the sufferer, when saved, is saved by what
seems to him a second birth, a deeper kind of conscious being than he
could enjoy before.

Here is the real core of the religious problem: Help! Help! No prophet
can claim to bring a final message unless he says things that will have a
sound of reality in the ears of victims such as these. But the deliverance
must come in as strong a form as the complaint, if it is to take effect; and
that seems a reason why the coarser religions, revivalistic, orgiastic, with
blood and miracles and supernatural operations, may possibly never be
displaced. Some constitutions need them too much.

The completest religions would seem to be those in which the pes-
simistic elements are best developed. Buddhism, of course, and Chris-
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tianity are the best known of these. They are essentially religions of
deliverance: the man must die to an unreal life before he can be born
into the real life.

The psychological basis of the twice-born character seems to be a
certain discordancy and heterogeneity in the native temperament of
the subject, an incompletely unified moral and intellectual constitution.
Now in all of us the normal evolution of character chiefly consists in the
straightening out and unifying of the inner self. Unhappiness is apt to
characterize the period of order-making and struggle.

The process of unification may come gradually, or it may occur
abruptly; it may come through altered feelings, or through altered
powers of action; or it may come through new intellectual insights, or
through mystical experiences. But to find religion is only one out of
many ways of reaching unity. For example, the new birth may be away
from religion into incredulity; or it may be from moral scrupulosity into
freedom and license; or it may be produced by the irruption into the
individual’s life of some new stimulus or passion, such as love, ambition,
cupidity, revenge, or patriotic devotion.

Little by little, Tolstoy came to the settled conviction—he says it took
him two years to arrive there—that his trouble had not been with life in
general, not with the common life of common men, but with the life of
the upper, intellectual, artistic classes, the life which he had personally
always led, the cerebral life, the life of conventionality, artificiality, and
personal ambition. He had been living wrongly and must change. To
work for animal needs, to abjure lies and vanities, to relieve common
wants, to be simple, to believe in God, herein lay happiness again. “I
gave up the life of the conventional world, recognizing it to be no life,
but a parody on life, which its superfluities simply keep us from com-
prehending”—and Tolstoy thereupon embraced the life of the peasants,
and has felt right and happy, or at least relatively so, ever since.

To say that a man is ‘converted’ means that religious ideas, previously
peripheral in his consciousness, now take a central place, and that reli-
gious aims form the habitual center of his energy.

The crisis in conversion is the throwing of our conscious selves upon
the mercy of powers which, whatever they may be, are more ideal than
we are actually, and make for our redemption. [Thus] self-surrender
has been and always must be regarded as the vital turning-point of the
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religious life, as far as the religious life is spiritual and no affair of outer
works and ritual and sacraments. One may say that the whole develop-
ment of Christianity in inwardness has consisted in little more than the
greater and greater emphasis attached to this crisis of self-surrender.

There are only two ways in which it is possible to get rid of anger,
worry, fear, despair, or other undesirable affections. One is that an oppo-
site affection should over-poweringly break over us, and the other is by
getting so exhausted with the struggle that we have to stop—so we drop
down, give up, and don’t care any longer. Our emotional brain-centers
strike work, and we lapse into a temporary apathy. This state of tempo-
rary exhaustion not infrequently forms part of the conversion crisis. So
long as the egoistic worry of the sick soul guards the door, the expansive
confidence of the soul of faith gains no presence.

But beyond all question there are persons in whom, quite inde-
pendently of any exhaustion in the subject’s capacity for feeling, or even
in the absence of any acute previous feeling, the higher condition, hav-
ing reached the due degree of energy, bursts through all barriers and
sweeps in like a sudden flood.

“The ultimate test of religious values is nothing psychological, noth-
ing definable in terms of how it happens, but something ethical, definable
only in terms of what is attained” What is attained is often an altogether
new level of spiritual vitality, a relatively heroic level, in which impossi-
ble things have become possible, and new energies and endurances are
shown. The personality is changed, the man is born anew, whether or
not his psychological idiosyncrasies are what give the particular shape to
his metamorphosis. ‘Sanctification’ is the technical name of this result.

Personal religious experience has its roots and center in mystical
states of consciousness.

Characteristics of the mystical experience:

1. Ineffability: A mystical state of mind cannot be expressed in
words; thus it must be directly experienced.

2. Noetic quality: They are states of insight into depths of truth
unplumbed by the discursive intellect.

3. Transiency: A half hour’s duration is rare.

4. Passivity: The mystic feels as if his own will were in abeyance,
and indeed sometimes as if he were grasped and held by a
superior power.
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The simplest rudiment of mystical experience would seem to be that
deepened sense of the significance of a maxim or formula which occa-
sionally sweeps over one. “I've heard that said all my life,” we exclaim,
“but I never realized its full meaning until now.”

For those who believe in the anaesthetic revelation, it is a monistic in-
sight, in which the other in its various forms appears, absorbed into the
One. —i.e., “The subject has known the oldest truth, and he has done
with human theories as to the origin, meaning or destiny of the race.
He is beyond instruction in ‘spiritual things’ The lesson is one of central
safety: the Kingdom is within. We reduce the distracting multiplicity of
things to the unity for which each of us stands.”

Certain aspects of nature seem to have a peculiar power of awakening
such mystical moods. Most of the striking cases which I have collected
have occurred out of doors; e.g., “I was alone upon the seashore as all
these thoughts flowed over me; I was impelled to kneel down, this time
before the illimitable ocean, symbol of the Infinite. I felt that I prayed as
I had never prayed before, and knew now what prayer really is: to return
from the solitude of individualism into the consciousness of unity with
all that is, to kneel down as one that passes away, and to rise up as one
imperishable”

Whitman: “There is, apart from mere intellect, in the make-up of
every superior human identity, a wondrous something that realizes
without arguments, frequently without what is called education (though
I think it the goal and apex of all education deserving the name), an
intuition of the absolute balance, in time and space, of the whole of this
multifariousness, the revel of fools, and incredible make-believe and
general unsettledness, we call the world; a soul-sight of that divine clue
and unseen thread which holds the whole congeries of things, all history
and time, and all events, however trivial, however momentous, like a
leashed dog in the hands of the hunter”

In India, training in mystical insight has been known from time im-
memorial under the name of yoga. Yoga means the experimental union
of the individual with the divine. The yogi who has overcome the obscu-
rations of his lower nature sufficiently, enters into the condition termed
samddhi, “and comes face to face with facts which no instinct or reason
can ever know. Just as unconscious work is beneath consciousness, so
there is another work which is above consciousness. There is no feeling
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of I, and yet the mind works, desireless, free from restlessness, object-
less, bodiless. Then the Truth shines in its full effulgence, and we know
ourselves for what we truly are, free, immortal, omnipotent, and identi-
cal with the Atman or Universal Soul” —Vivekananda

When a man comes out of samddhi, the Vedantists assure us that he
remains “enlightened, a Sage, a prophet, a saint, his whole character
changed, his life changed, illuminated.

Incommunicableness of the transport is the keynote of all mysticism.
Mystical truth exists for the individual who has the transport, but for no
one else.

May 25, 1950 Cambridge
Mystical states in general assert a pretty distinct theoretic drift. It is pos-
sible to give the outcome of the majority of them in terms that point in
definite philosophical directions. One of these directions is optimism,
and the other is monism.

Denial of the finite self and its wants, asceticism of some sort, is found
in religious experience to be the only doorway to the larger and more
blessed life.

In mystic states we both become one with the Absolute and we be-
come aware of our oneness. This is the everlasting and triumphant
mystical tradition. The mystic range of consciousness is on the whole
pantheistic and optimistic, or at least the opposite of pessimistic. It is
anti-naturalistic, and harmonizes best with twice-bornness and so-
called other-worldly states of mind.

Mystical states break down the authority of the non-mystical or ra-
tionalistic consciousness, based upon the understanding and the senses
alone. They show it to be only one kind of consciousness. They open out
the possibility of other orders of truth, in which, so far as anything in us
vitally responds to them, we may freely continue to have faith.

If the mystical truth that comes to a man proves to be a force that he
can live by, what mandate have we of the majority to order him to live
in another way? Faith, says Tolstoy, is that by which men live. And faith-
state and mystic-state are practically convertible terms.

[Re: theology] I believe that the logical reason of man operates in this
field of divinity exactly as it has always operated in love, or in patriotism,
or in politics, or in any other of the wider affairs of life, in which our
passions or our mystical intuitions fix our beliefs beforehand. It finds
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arguments for our conviction, for indeed it has to find them. It amplifies
and defines our faith, and dignifies it and lends it words and plausibility.
It hardly ever engenders it; it cannot now secure it.

(Cardinal Newman gives us scholastic philosophy ‘touched with
emotion, and every philosophy should be touched with emotion to be
rightly understood.)

(What is the particular truth in question known as? In what facts does
it result? What is its cash-value in terms of particular experience? This
is the characteristic English way of taking up a question. When all is
said and done, it was English and Scotch writers, and not Kant, who in-
troduced the ‘critical method’ into philosophy, the one method fitted to
make philosophy a study worthy of serious men. For what seriousness
can possibly remain in debating philosophic propositions that will never
make an appreciable difference to us in action?) [Wow! Pragmatism.]

Pierce on pragmatism: “Only when our thought about a subject has
found its rest in belief can our action on the subject firmly and safely
begin. Beliefs, in short, are rules for action; and the whole function of
thinking is but one step in the production of active habits”

If we apply the principle of pragmatism to God’s metaphysical attri-
butes I think that, even were we forced by a coercive logic to believe
them, we still should have to confess them to be destitute of all intelligi-
ble significance. How do such qualities (i.e. God’s aseity, immateriality,
indivisibility) make any definite connection with our life? And if they
severally call for no distinctive adaptations of our conduct, what vital
difference can it possibly make to a man’ religion whether they be true
or false?

What is the theologian’s deduction of metaphysical attributes but a
shuffling and matching of pedantic dictionary-adjectives, aloof from
morals, aloof from human needs, something that might be worked out
from the mere word ‘God’ by one of those logical machines of wood
and brass which recent ingenuity has contributed as well as by a man of
flesh and blood. They have the trail of the serpent over them. One feels
that in the theologians’ hands they are only a set of titles obtained by a
mechanical manipulation of synonyms; verbality has stepped into the
place of vision, professionalism into that of life. Instead of bread we have
a stone; instead of a fish, a serpent. Did such a conglomeration of ab-
stract terms give really the gist of our knowledge of the deity, schools of
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theology might indeed continue to flourish, but religion, vital religion,
would have taken its flight from this world. What keeps religion going
is something else than abstract definitions and systems of concatenated
adjectives, and something different from faculties of theology and their
professors. All these things are after-effects, secondary accretions upon
those phenomena of vital conversation with the unseen divine, of which
I have shown you so many instances, renewing themselves in soecula
soeculorum in the lives of humble private men.

“Is there, then,” Principal Caird continues, “no solution of the con-
tradiction between the ideal and the actual? We answer, There is such
a solution, but in order to reach it we are carried beyond the sphere of
morality into that of religion. It may be said to be the essential charac-
teristic of religion as contrasted with morality, that it changes aspiration
into fruition, anticipation into realization; that instead of leaving man
in the interminable pursuit of a vanishing ideal, it makes him the actual
partaker of a divine or infinite life”

In all sad sincerity I think we must conclude that the attempt to
demonstrate by purely intellectual processes the truth of the deliver-
ances of direct religious experience is absolutely hopeless.

May 26, 1950 Cambridge
Prayer in the wider sense as meaning every kind of inward communion
or conversation with the power recognized as divine is the very soul and
essence of religion.

“Religion is nothing it if be not the vital act by which the entire mind
seeks to save itself by clinging to the principle from which it draws its
life. This act is prayer, by which term I understand no vain exercise
of words, no mere repetition of certain sacred formulae, but the very
movement of the soul, putting itself in a personal relation of contact
with the mysterious power of which it feels the presence. Wherever this
interior prayer is lacking, there is no religion; wherever, on the other
hand, this prayer rises and stirs the soul, even in the absence of forms
and doctrines, we have living religion. One sees from this why ‘natural
religion’ so-called, is not properly a religion. It cuts man oft from prayer.
It leaves him and God in mutual remoteness, with no intimate com-
merce, no interior dialogue, no interchange, no action of God in man,
no return of man to God. At bottom this pretended religion is only a
philosophy” —Auguste Sabatier.
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“The devout feel that wherever God’s hand is, there is miracle: and it
is simply an indevoutness which imagines that only where miracle is,
can there be the real hand of God. The customs of Heaven ought surely
to be more sacred in our eyes than its anomalies; the dear old ways, of
which the most high is never tired, than the strange things which he
does not love well enough to repeat” —James Martineau.

Knowledge about a thing is not the thing itself. You remember what
Al-Ghazzali told us in the Lecture on Mysticism, —that to understand
the causes of drunkenness as a physician understands them, is not to be
drunk. A science might come to understand everything about the causes
and elements of religion, and might even decide which elements were
qualified, by their general harmony with other branches of knowledge,
to be considered true, and yet the best man at this science might be the
man who found it hardest to be personally devout. Tout savoir cest tout
pardoner. The name of Renan would doubtlessly occur to many persons
as an example of the way in which breadth of knowledge may make one
only a dilettante in possibilities, and blunt the acuteness of one’s living
faith. If religion be a function by which either God’s cause or man’s cause
is to be really advanced, then he who lives the life of it, however nar-
rowly, is a better servant than he who merely knows about it, however
much. Knowledge about life is one thing; effective occupation of a place
in life, with its dynamic currents passing through your being, is another.

The faith-state is a biological as well as a psychological condition, and
Tolstoy is absolutely accurate in classing faith among the forces by which
men live. The total absence of it, anhedonia, means collapse.

The faith-state may hold a very minimum of intellectual content. It
may be a mere vague enthusiasm, half spiritual, half vital, a courage, and
a feeling that great and wondrous things are in the air. When, however, a
positive intellectual content is associated with a faith-state, it gets invin-
cibly stamped in upon belief.

Not God, but life, more life, a larger, richer, more satisfying life, is,
in the last analysis, the end of religion. The love of life, at any and every
level of development, is the religious impulse. [Cf. Albert Schweitzer.]

Is there, under all the discrepancies of the creeds, a common nucleus
to which they bear their testimony unanimously? Yes. It consists of two
parts: 1. An uneasiness, and 2. Its solution. 1. The uneasiness, reduced to
its simplest terms, is a sense that there is something wrong about us as
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we naturally stand. 2. The solution is a sense that we are saved from the
wrongness by making proper connection with the higher powers.

In those more developed minds which alone we are studying, the
wrongness takes a moral character, and the salvation takes a mystical
tinge. I think we shall keep well within the limits of what is common
to all such minds if we formulate the essence of their religious expe-
rience in terms like these: The individual, so far as he suffers from his
wrongness and criticizes it, is to that extent consciously beyond it, and
in at least possible touch with something higher, if anything higher
exist. Along with the wrong past there is thus a better part of him, even
though it may be but a most helpless germ. With which part he should
identify his real being is by no means obvious at this stage; but when
stage 2 (the stage of solution or salvation) arrives [Remember that for
some men it arrives suddenly, for others gradually, whilst others again
practically enjoy it all their life.] the man identifies his real being with
the germinal higher part of himself; and does so in the following way. He
becomes conscious that this higher part is conterminous and continuous
with a MORE of the same quality, which is operative in the universe out-
side of him, and which he can keep in working touch with, and in a fashion
get on board of and save himself when all his lower being has gone to pieces
in the wreck. The practical difficulties are 1. to ‘realize the reality’ of one’s
higher part; 2. to identify one’s self with it exclusively; and 3. to identify
it with all the rest of ideal being. Does that ‘MORE of the same quality’
really exist, or is it merely our own notion? If so, in what shape does it
exist? Does it act, as well as exist? And in what form should we conceive
of that ‘union’ with it of which religious geniuses are so convinced? All
the theologies agree that the ‘more’ really exists, and that it acts. It is
when they treat of the experiences of ‘union’ with it that their specu-
lative differences appear most clearly. Over this point pantheism and
theism, nature and second birth, works and grace and karma, immor-
tality and reincarnation, rationalism and mysticism, carry on inveterate
disputes. [In Christianity, the ‘more’ is Jehovah, and the ‘union’ is his
imputation to us of the righteousness of Christ.] Let me then propose,
as an hypothesis, that whatever it may be on its father side, the ‘more’
with which in religious experience we feel ourselves connected is on
its hither side the subconscious continuation of our conscious life. This
explanation, however, is only a doorway into the subject, and difficul-
ties present themselves as soon as we step through it, and ask how far
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out transmarginal consciousness carries us if we follow it on its remoter
side. Here the over-beliefs begin: here mysticism and the conversion,
rapture and Vedantism and transcendental idealism bring in their mo-
nistic interpretations and tell us that the finite self rejoins the absolute
self, for it was always one with God identical with the soul of the world.

Although the religious question is primarily a question of life, of liv-
ing or not living in the higher union which opens itself to us as a gift, yet
the spiritual excitement in which the gift appears a real one will often fail
to be aroused in an individual until certain particular intellectual beliefs
or ideas which, as we say, come home to him, are touched. These ideas
will thus be essential to that individual’s religion; which is as much as to
say that over-beliefs in various directions are absolutely indispensable,
and that we should treat them with tenderness and tolerance so long as
they are not intolerant themselves. As I have elsewhere written, the most
interesting and valuable things about a man are usually his over-beliefs.

The further limits of our being plunge, it seems to me, into an alto-
gether other dimension of existence from the sensible and merely ‘un-
derstandable’ world. Name it the mystical region, or the supernatural
region whichever you choose. So far as our ideal impulses originate in
this region (and most of them do originate in it, for we find them pos-
sessing us in a way for which we cannot articulately account), we belong
to it in a more intimate sense than that in which we belong to the visible
world. When we commune with it, work is actually done upon our fi-
nite personality, for we are turned into new men, and consequences in
the way of conduct follow in the natural world upon our regenerative
change. But that which produces effects within another reality must be
termed a reality itself, so I feel as if we had no philosophic excuse for
calling the unseen or mystical world un-real.

May 27 1950 Cambridge
“The labour we delight in physics pain” —Macbeth ILii,55.

May 31, 1950 Cambridge
Claud.: I humbly thank you.

To sue to live, I find I seek to die;
And seeking death, find life. Let it come on.
—Measure for Measure I11,1,41-43.
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Shakesepeare moralizing:

He who the sword of heaven will bear

Should be as holy as severe;

Pattern in himself to know,

Grace to stand, and virtue go;

More nor less to others paying

Than by self-offenses weighing.

Shame to him whose cruel striking

Kills for faults of his own liking!

Twice treble shame on Angels

To weed my vice and let his grow!

Oh, what may man within him hide,

Though angel on the outward side!
(M for M IILii,275-286)

More on death (M for M V,1,398-404):

Duke: O most kind maid,
It was the swift celerity of his death,
Which I did think with slower foot came on,
That braind my purpose. But peace be with him!
That life is better life, past fearing death,
Than that which lives to fear. Make it your comfort,
So happy is your brother.

Isab. 1 do, my lord.

From Edith Sitwell:
“Are not all things generated out of their opposites?” (Socrates)

It is certain that from Lear (the element of fire, the will, the pride,
the passion, which are the essence of fire), generated the endless cold
of Goneril and Regan. To become greater, Lear became less. Out of his
madness was born his wisdom. . . . The great King who has known all
splendours, all the richness of life, and their true worth, comforts the
destitute—him from whom even the sight of the world has been taken:

Thou must be patient: we came crying hither:
Thou know’st the first time that we smell the ayre
We wail and cry. I will preache to thee: Mark . . .
When we are borne we crie that we are come

To this great stage of fools.
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“Are not all things generated out of their opposites?” Patience from
madness, the richness of the spirit from the destitution of the body.

Further, re: The Tempest (Milton Luce): He [Shakespeare] condemns
the doctrine which would make knowledge an end rather than a means.
. . . Whatever tends to sunder us from our human relationships and
responsibilities must be wrong . . . Therefore he tells us that knowledge
may be power, but a power that calls for a most careful discretion: “It is
excellent / to have a giant’s strength; but it is tyrannous / To use it like a
giant. (M for M ILii,108) Accordingly at the close of the play Prospero’s
knowledge has become the wiser power that seeks ever to disclaim itself,
is exercised only for the general good, and will even be laid aside if it can
subserve that good no longer.

Hazlitt, speaking of Caliban: Vulgarity is not natural coarseness, but
conventional coarseness, learnt from others, contrary to, or without an
entire conformity of natural power and disposition; as fashion is the
common-place affectation of what is elegant and refined without any
feeling of the essence of it.

Received from R.-W.H.: “I not only received the essays but have read
them all and found them very well done. But my ignorance of Plato and
Aquinas and lack of enthusiasm for dialogs for the purpose of exposi-
tion leave me a poor judge. I put Henry II and the Meditations at the
top; and I would like to see you try some unfootnoted, unstudded-with-
quotations exposition in a warmer manner, that is, addressed less to the
professor and lecturer and more to the thinking layman. More anon . . .
I heartily approve your decision. I go right along with your father. Your
analysis of Ambherst is shrewd and accurate. The percentage of serious
students in most of our colleges is lamentably small. Everything I have
heard in recent years about Haverford, near which I once lived, leads me
to believe that you will find there the scholastic atmosphere you seek. I
am very happy about it, and you know how strongly I hope you will find
what you want. I am sure you will. I'll see you in June.”

June 8, 1950 Cambridge
I already think that there will be too few years left for me to do that
which I would. At twenty I have the intellectual attainments of a
fifteen-year-old.
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A death-flow is a life-blow to some
Who, till they died, did not alive become;
Who, had they lived, had died, but when
They died, vitality begun.

—Emily Dickinson

June 10, 1950 Cambridge
“Thoreau’s journal is the place where he taught himself to write” What
is mine?

FIRE AND ICE

Some say the world will end in fire,

Some say in ice.

From what I've tasted of desire

I hold with those who favor fire.

But if it had to perish twice
I think I know enough of hate
To say that for destruction ice
Is also great
And would suffice.
—R. E (from memory)

The end of “Birches” is a fresh statement of the mystical experience, cou-
pled with a hearty avowal that this world isn’t at all bad, and need not be
abandoned completely in the mystical flight:

I'd like to get away from earth awhile

And then come back to it and begin over.

May no fate willfully misunderstand me

And half grant what I wish and snatch me away
Not to return. Earth’s the right place for love:

I don’t know where it’s likely to go better.

I'd like to go by climbing a birch tree,

And climb black branches up a snow-white trunk
Toward heaven, till the tree could bear no more,
But dipped its top and set me down again.

That would be good both going and coming back.
One could do worse than be a swinger of birches.

Youth and Age-a—euthanasia. — I must stop it!



FROM 18 TO 85 99

Whitman’s mystical elegy:

Swiftly arose and spread around me the peace and knowledge that
pass all the argument of the earth,

And I know that the hand of God is the promise of my own,

And I know that the spirit of God is the brother of my own,

And that all the men ever born are also my brothers, and the
women my sisters and lovers,

And that a kelson of the creation is love . . .

Stanza 16 of “Song of Myself” reveals Whitman the true Artist—i.e.,
a man with the catholic tastes of a Shakespeare, a man without antipa-
thies, and therefore no moralist.

“I am of old and young, of the foolish as much as the wise,

Regardless of others, ever regardful of others,

Maternal as well as paternal, a child as well as a man,

Stuff'd with the stuff that is course and stuft'd with the stuff that
is fine,

One of the Nation of many nations, the smallest the same and the
largest the same,

A Southerner soon as a Northerner, a planter nonchalant and
hospitable down by the Oconee I live,

A Yankee bound my own way ready for trade, my joints the
limberest joints on earth and the sternest joints on earth,

A Kentuckian walking the value of the Elkhorn in my deer-skin
leggings, a Louisianaian or Georgian,

A boatman over lakes or bays or along coasts, a Hoosier, Badger,
Buckeye;

At home on Kanadian snow-shoes or up in the bush, or with
fishermen off Newfoundland,

At home in the fleet of ice-boats, sailing with the rest and talking,

At home on the hills of Vermont or in the woods of Maine, or the
Texan ranch,

Comrade of Californians, comrade of free North-Westerners
(loving their big proportions),

Comrade of raftsmen and coalmen, comrade of all who shake
hands and welcome to drink and meat,

A learner with the simplest, a teacher of the thoughtfullest,
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A novice beginning yet experient of myriads of seasons,
Of every hue and caste am I, of every rank and religion,
A farmer, mechanic, artist, gentleman, sailor, quaker,
Prisoner, fancy-man, rowdy, lawyer, physician, priest.

Sunday, June 11, 1950 Cambridge
More Whitman:

31

I believe a leaf of grass is no less than the journey-work of the stars,

And the pismire is equally perfect, and a grain of sand, and the egg
of the wren,

And the tree-toad is a chief-doeuvre for the highest,

And the running blackberry would adorn the parlors of heaven,

And the narrowest hinge in my hand puts to scorn all machinery,

And the cow crunching with depressd head surpasses any statue,

And a mouse is miracle enough to stagger sextillions of infidels . . .

32

I think I could turn and live with animals, they’re so placid and
self-contained,

I stand and look at them long and long.

They do not sweat and whine about their condition,

They do not lie awake in the dark and weep for their sins,

They do not make me sick discussing their duty to God,

Not one dissatisfied, not one is demented with the mania of
owning things,

Not one kneels to another, nor to his kind that lived thousands of
years ago,

Not one is respectable or unhappy over the whole earth.

Whitman’s method: “I do not ask the wounded person how he feels, I
myself become the wounded person.”

Monday, June 12, 1950 Cambridge
Thoreau: “To be a philosopher is not merely to have subtle thoughts,
not even to found a school, but so to love wisdom as to live according
to its dictates, a life of simplicity, independence, magnanimity and trust.
It is to solve some of the problems of life, not only theoretically, but
practically. . . . When he has obtained those things that are necessary



FROM 18 TO 85 101

to life, there is another alternative than to obtain the superfluities; and
that is, to adventure on life now, his vacation from humbler toil having
commenced”

Wednesday, June 14, 1950 Brant Lake Camp
Stopped at Deerfield. Mr. Boyden wants MacLeish, himself, and me to
talk over the decision next month. I am to spend two or three days with
him and at MacLeish’s place.

Hatch wasn't in, but from what Mrs. Hatch reports, he was delighted
at the thought of my going to Haverford.

Ah...BrantLake.... AsIlook out through the window, white needles
with green umbrella tops sway with the eternal motion of the immov-
able. These stately birches rival the accomplished dancer as he pirou-
ettes; and they nod their heads in a manner that I imagine only Socrates,
among humans, could equal for philosophic calm and assurance.

Doris Bibby married Jack Cronin—the event of the year. But there’s
more to it: a veritable Romeo and Juliet story; the Bibbys and the Cron-
ins have been like the Capulets and Montagues, only sans violence. But
the proposal angered Tom Bibby and he refused to give the bride away,
turning, not to the sword in order to externalize, but to the bottle, with
which modern society has largely supplanted the barbarous practices of
old. Relations pleaded that for the sake of the girl he relent, and he did.
But at the ceremony, just as father and daughter were to walk the aisle,
father walked out the door instead. But Jack got Jill anyway.

Sunday, June 18, 1950 Brant Lake Camp
“ .. what is medicine for one man may be pisen for another, as I have
noted in animils, for the bark that fattens the beaver will kill the rat. .. ”
Trapper John Norton

Spent Friday night with Kitty Barton and a neighbor, Bernard Mc-
Carthy, who lives on Route 8 out of Riverside toward Utica. We talked
farm life and country vs. city until midnight. Kitty’s got no electricity,
no running water—and loves it. Their six colts have kept them busy.
She lives better now on $25 a week than years ago in a small town when
Red made $125. Farmer McCarthy tries to be as self-sufficient as possi-
ble without making a fetish out of it. He sells no farm produce except
lumber, his sole means of cash income. He has been in all the States, in
Europe, and Asia, but retains his primary allegiance to the Adirondacks
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and to the non-commercialized life. His father is 87 and in perfect health
and spirits—no gall bladder or ulcers in the mountains.

Kitty says the local people are extremely reluctant to accept outsiders
at first, because they suspect that the newcomers will be out to cheat
them. But Kitty found that after she allowed herself to be cheated, and
did not complain but instead told farmer so-and-so that he had taught
her a valuable lesson that she would not forget, she and Red were ac-
cepted as brothers. And up here brotherly love is really practical and
is the basis of the economy, for when one man has special or pressing
work to be done, all the neighbors come to help and he is expected to
reciprocate. Mac walks % hour through the woods to milk Kitty’s cow
when Red is gone.

—When the small toads come out, it is going to rain.

—If you can stick both fists into the depressions on a mare’s rear,
she is going to give birth to her foal within 24 hours.

—If you can get the second and third finger up between a hen’s
pelvis bone and her tail, she’s a good layer.

—Locust twigs have two spines at the nodules.

I saw two snakes, a bunk-trapped robin, and a ground hog, and read
Herodotus.

Finished Murray’s second-rate Tales.

Art Levitt wrote the Williams show and sold two songs for $700.

Monday, June 19, 1950 Brant Lake Camp
Mr. Hatch on my Social Sciences 2 essay, and on ME: “My objections to
the papers you have done are that they seem to be without style, written
sort of in vacuo, so to speak, by the light of the late burning student
lamp. I would like to see evidence of Bien. And I would like him to re-
tain and develop his sense of humor and be easy and agreeable, even if
knowing, and not quite so serious and well-read. . . . In due time report
to me on the Haverford business. Let fancy and imagination have some
play in your mind; be not of all seriousness made”

Harold Scripture will sell me his property for $5000. It is worth
maybe $3000 and even then has many limitations. But the taxes are less
than $50 a year.

I looked a chipmunk square in the eye today, and watched it chaw
away. Its face was very English. (Mr. Perkins should see this!)
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Tuesday, June 20, 1950 Brant Lake Camp
This work is as yet too much for me. For about five hours of actual work-
ing, John and I find it necessary to sleep ten hours each night; and then,
like just now, after meals we find it no trouble sleeping again for another
hour.

Mr. Boyden wants me to come down as soon as possible. This is going
to be difficult. MacLeish is willing to partake, according to the Head.

The little wild flowers here are superb. I followed a fly in his pollen-
collecting chores. His coloring in the sun blended with the flowers per-
fectly. We filled in a hole in the tennis court, a chipmunk’s hole. He,
rightfully indignant at this trespass, dug out his home once more as soon
as we had turned our backs; but we, forgetful of the Frostian maxim
“need before play;’ filled it up again.

This robin I encountered the other day was very interesting. It per-
sisted in flying full force against the opened, but screened, windows,
denting the screen with its beak, but suffering a terrible shake-up each
time. I thought, as I stood in the doorway, that these birds just don't see
very well, or that the poor thing had flown into the bunk and, consid-
ering itself trapped, was hysterically attempting to free itself. But as I
stepped into the bunk to get a better view, the bird unhesitatingly flew
right out the open doorway. It knew its way right well, for, as I now dis-
covered, it had been building its nest on one of the shelves (not knowing
of course that this shelf would soon be the nesting place of some tooth-
brush and comic book) until I appeared in the doorway, at which time
it began to try to hack away at an exit for fear of being captured. And
they say that the will to live and to give suck is not the primary instinct!

Saw Bobby Hayes mowing his lawn. Have not seen Bobby Hill yet.
Freddy and Jerry Parker are two little birds, as Fred says. He might send
them to camp. All four Parkers combine to make a delightful family.
The Hayes boy is just like his father: a little queer. Perhaps these two are
simply too smart for their surroundings, and can compensate only by a
pitiful kind of unsociability. But I wonder. Ed says, “You meet the nicest
people around here!” in his sarcastic way. I believe he sees through most
everybody’s exterior (What a field day hed have at Harvard) and, seeing
most often very little within, does not waste his time even being civil to
these people. His is he opposite extreme to the tea-party philosophy, and
of the two I'd take his without hesitation.
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Perhaps I could start a New England type academy here, taking both
day students and boarders. That would be great fun. Or even teach in
the Horicon school. Must see Mr. Doyle—about the future of course.
Two more years of book-larnin’ and activity will have to be endured, or
will they?

Wednesday, June 21, 1950 Brant Lake Camp
I hiked along the trail marked out years ago by Ed Hayes, starting just
below Scripture’s and going, supposedly, to Lily Pond. It is not actually a
trail at all, but merely a series of white circles painted on the forest trees.
I'm sure no one has been over it in years. After walking for about two
hours I came to a tree with a “T” instead of a circle, and could find no
markers beyond. So I was forced to return. I encountered two brooks
and three clearings, but otherwise the trip was rather drab, the predom-
inant sight being decayed or decaying trees.

Ed Hayes has been stopping each night before going home to pick the
red rambling roses that are just below “our” house. This man is certainly
not insensitive to beauty.

This morning I laid some sod, and helped unload a shipment of 350
cases of groceries. Then I hiked after lunch, taking a penknife and a
compass, both of which I used.

Friday, June 23, 1950 Brant Lake Camp
Watched some swallows while moving trunks this morning. They are
blue above and brownish-orange-yellow below, very pretty, with a
forked tail. They build their nests of mud and twigs usually in eves or on
rafters. These were on the lighting fixtures of the clubhouse. The male
and female chase each other and alternate in bringing food to the young.
I understand that in the winter these birds fly to South America.

The last of my term marks arrived. Record them for this term: Full
courses: English 123 (Shakespeare) A minus; English 7 (American liter-
ature) B. Half courses: History 61a (American history) B+; History 61b
B minus; Government 124 (Constitutional Law) B; History of Religions
101b B. How utterly ridiculous that I should get such good marks this
year. Dean’s List and no lectures—pretty incongruous!

Sunday, June 25, 1950 Brant Lake Camp
John and I went to church this Sabbath morning—Wesleyan Methodist
in Horicon. The building is so small and the congregation so intimate
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that one could not help but feel a sense of fellowship; yet the service
inspired me little. It was rigorous to a Puritanical degree: a hymn or
two, some announcements, a prayer, collection, sermon, and benedic-
tion. And no organ, just a piano. Rev. Jock explained that he worked
in a creamery until he was converted, after which time the love of God
constrained him to preach the Word. (Converted in a Salvation Army
encampment.) The sermon was strict exegesis throughout, skillfully
done, but of course suffering from what I would term self-imposed lim-
itations. The pastor has no pretentions: he is not a learned man, but a
humble one before his God. His grammar and diction are often broken
or incorrect, but his heart is sound and firm in the faith. Bobby Hill
and I exchanged greetings. He looked very uncomfortable in his Sunday
School best.

Looked at Heer’s development this afternoon, but it is not worth fur-
ther consideration: strictly tourist, summer resident.

Also visited Schonberg’s new home. This too was disappointing to
me. Although it is solid enough, as far as taste is concerned I found it
somewhat hideous. I think this whole venture is a lesson in how not to
go about building a country home.

Hans and Amand came today and lost no time setting down to work.
38 people for dinner. Somehow the atmosphere is stifling. I am about
ready to go home, and wish I could. John feels the same way. Hilton and
Rudd drive one luney. Only the Point of Pines chef and his family seem
to be fine people.

Hans tells me some very interesting things, especially if they be true!
Viz.: that practically all mass-produced food is so treated that it is either
dangerous to eat, or else loses much of its nutritive value. He traces the
great incidence of sickness and feebleness to this. For instance, com-
pare the old home-baked brown bread with the white bread of the 1950
markets. Then everything is treated to improve its appearance and last-
ing quality. Prunes and figs are sulfured, grapes, etc. are coated with
all kinds of sprays, oranges are doctored up, apples are sprayed half a
dozen times and invariably picked before they are ripe, milk loses all
the good cream and butterfat during pasteurization, store meats are full
of syringe-injected preservatives. This is certainly a vital argument for
growing one’s own foodstuffs and raising one’s own cattle on a farm.
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Tuesday, June 27 1950 Brant Lake Camp
Horicon Central graduated four last night. Jim Cronin, president. Elton
Ross’s son was salutatorian—whatever-you-call-it. But Cronin was vale-
dictorian and better. All were better than the guest speaker, an over-
blown egotistical ignoramus from Sienna College where he “teaches”
(Sienna: Catholic school). This man told jokes and clowned round on
the platform. Hardly J. Edgar Park! A Mr. Allen, new this year, proved
what enthusiasm and talent can do, for he produced out of last year’s
fairly miserable band a successor that I must say deserves credit. And
today he accomplished the feat of having musically ignorant ten-year-
olds sing Humperdinck in harmony, with pleasing results.

Jerry Parker got his attendance award this time, and it wasn't last
year’s forgotten one because Jerry didn’t miss a day all this year either.
But he managed to get sick each vacation, which I think is cheating.

Met Arthur Hofstrader (? no, this is Charlie) Welfogel ?? something,
from Pilgrim Camp. He tells me how the Pentecostals brought a family
of four Yugoslav DPs, all brothers and sisters, over here and placed them
with a Brant Lake family that has six children of its own. When I think
of these parents (Sailor, their name) of six, taking four more, I wonder at
my family’s inaction. Man is born in sin.

We met and chatted with Mr. Doyle, principal of the school, who
assured us that one gets maximum satisfaction from teaching in this en-
vironment. He declared an especial liking for the type of child found in
these parts and remarked that all four of this graduating class—Cronin,
Ross, McClure, and Miss Wilson—are of above average intelligence.

Mrs. Pohl tipped John s2 for waiting on table. He feels terrible. I sug-
gest he give it to the Methodist collection.

Tonight I feel like a murderer. After having failed to convince our
tennis court groundhog to move, we are forced to exterminate him. I:
the executioner.

Friends of the Steuers here tell me that religious difficulty was the
basis of Clarky’s suicide.

Thursday, June 29, 1950 Brant Lake Camp
Albany and back this morning. Lunch drive to Kennedy’s. Riverside to
BLC via horse (20 miles) with Red Barden, Mac McCarthy, his niece,
and Larry Ten Eyck. I am more and more decided to live up here. Red
tells me of a neighbor of his who was an editor of Reader’s Digest, and
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who gave it up for farm life. He now writes for a Warrensburg paper and
loves it.

Bobby Hill tells me that the reason he didn't like camp was that he
could never be alone, but always was forced to do what the group was
doing. This is a most valid complaint.

Bob McDougal returned my letter. He left Princeton because of an at-
mosphere of New York sophistication, and the general artificiality. And
he does not regret the change, for Oberlin is just right for him. This is all
very nice to hear. Also, that he is still destined for the ministry.

Haverford College has accepted me, my status to be determined at a
later date.

Red Barden’s ancestors settled Western Canada and his relatives are
wealthy cattle people there. His father was Canadian of Irish stock, and
his mother half-Indian. He tells me that the McCarthys were the orig-
inal settlers in this section of the Adirondacks. Mac still has the deeds
to the King’s land grants. According to Irish custom, Mac’s father, being
the oldest of several sons, worked the farm so that his brothers could
go to college. One is now a lawyer and the other a real estate man, and
both are miserable. At 87, Mac’s father still saws his quota of wood. Mac
himself is fabulous. He can do anything, including knit his own socks.
He will drop his own work at an instant if someone asks him for help,
and when the lumbermen are out of work they stay with Mac, who feeds
them and sleeps them. And he makes less than $1000 a year. He learned
how to do Indian bead-work strangely enough from an Indian. Now
whenever he makes a belt for anyone he is sure to include his name in
the work, for according to old Irish lore, it is bad luck for the recipient
of a gift to pass that gift on to someone else, and the name makes this
rather unfeasible. . . . And so it goes.

July 8, 1950

MacLeish: “Having discovered as much as you already have about Har-
vard, you stand a better chance staying there for the next two years than
by going to Haverford, where you will have to repeat the process of ori-
entation.” No English M. MacLeish has noted the lack of articulation in
the Harvard product. He could not get lively discussions going. . . . Mac-
Leish’s house atop the hill at Conway; uphill farm and down dale. Boy-
den’s degeneracy. Growing old. Ostentation—e.g., oak and maple chairs.
Getting out of the mess: Hatch. MacLeish’s relaxed and magnificently
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intoned voice. The ease of his vocabulary. Plethora. His smooth and gra-
cious manner. “Well, my boy . . ” His frankness: “At first I thought you
were one of those people who want other people to provide the interest
you lack, but I now see that this is not the case” MacLeish’s attempt
to introduce the various disciplines to one another in his essay course
(now sadly lamented). Each student to use material from his particular
specialty, the criterion of the essay’s excellence being the facility with
which it conveys the author’s knowledge and enthusiasm in his own par-
ticular field.

Friday, July 14, 1950 Brant Lake Camp
Back from 3-day Haystack climb. Rain. Made two fires with wet wood.
The amazing comfort of a fire when you have nothing else.

Thursday, July 20, 1950 Brant Lake Camp
One-day climb up Algonquin peak of MacIntyre range. Marvin Schnei-
der along. We build (rather, he builds) a Chippewa ice-box: Slow drip-
ping wets down ferns. Evaporation cools meat. Will last for many hours.

Saturday, July 22, 1950 Brant Lake Camp
Saw a white-tailed fawn on the road to the Gooley Club, Newcomb. Carl
Pirkle and I checked Indian and Cedar Rivers, and the Hudson.

August 17, 1950 Brant Lake Camp
“There is nothing certain, nothing at all except the unimportance of ev-
erything I understand, the greatness of something incomprehensible but
all-important” —Prince Andrew, War and Peace, Book III, chapter 13.

August 20, 1950 Brant Lake Camp
Yesterday I learned that Jules Girden, rather than declare himself bank-
rupt, committed suicide.

This Sabbath morning I read this in War and Peace:

‘.. Aslur on my name? A misfortune for life? Oh, that’s nonsense,” he
thought. “The slur on my name and honor—that’s all apart from myself.”

“Louis XVI was executed because they said he was dishonorable and
a criminal” came into Pierre’s head, “and from their point of view they
were right, as were those too who canonized him and died a martyr’s
death for his sake. Then Robespierre was beheaded for being a despot.
Who is right and who is wrong? No one! But if you are alive—live: to-
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morrow you'll die as I might have died an hour ago. And is it worth
tormenting oneself, when one has only a moment of life in comparison
with eternity?” Pierre, Book IV, chapter 6.

August 23, 1950 Brant Lake Camp
“During the first weeks of his stay in Petersburg, Prince Andrew felt
the whole trend of thought he had formed during his life of seclusion
quite overshadowed by the trifling cares that engrossed him in that city”
(Book VI, chapter 2)

“We often think that by removing all the difficulties of our life we
shall more quickly reach our aim, but on the contrary, my dear sir, it
is only in the midst of worldly cares that we can attain our three chief
aims: (1) self-knowledge, for man can only know himself by compar-
ison, (2) self-perfecting, which can only be attained by conflict, and
(3) the attainment of the chief virtue, love of death. Only the vicissitudes
of life can show us its vanity and develop our innate love of death or of
rebirth to a new life” Spoken by Joseph Alexeevich Bazdeev, in War and
Peace, Book V1, chapter 3.

Dad and Mother, even Uncle Abe, have sent discouraging letters re-
garding Mac’s farm. What am I to do? Jules’s suicide, the insight in War
and Peace, Russell West’s plans—everything increases my desire (my
passion?) to own this land. Grandma will see it tomorrow. If she sends a
favorable report perhaps Dad will relent.

Sunday, October 1, 1950 Haverford
The first sunny day here at Haverford. An Indian summer day, hazy and
close (some say from the smoke of the great Canadian fire), but reassur-
ing nevertheless, and redolent of the crisp fine infecting pinpricks of a
New England or Riparius autumn morn.

I have experienced a week of classes, two Collections, one Quaker
meeting, some new friends and acquaintances, but without any feeling
of the meaningfulness of these things. I am in the calm after the storm,
free of mind, healthy and vigorous of body, and wary of anything that
would injure this state. I feel a bit proud, I surmise, and very old and
worldly, for I can say that some of life’s battles have already been fought,
and that at the age of twenty and one-half I am experienced and learned
in affairs of body and spirit. The rejection of Harvard, the great mystical
revelation and knowledge through it that God is love, the acquisition of
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Triple Echo and the satisfaction in this acquisition of having completed
a full circle of the rational process—i.e., the discovery and realization
of a problem, the solution thought out abstractly and objectively, and
finally the conversion of the abstract conclusion, via an exercise of the
will and volition, into reality (Haverford and the farm)—Ileaves one op-
timistic and in a sense proud, proud that those strange electrical feelings
in the brain can bring about such changes. And the optimism involves
All, for the thinker now realizes his participation in the great Spirit of
Everything, a consistent Spirit that, in allowing him to do such wonders,
must surely not begrudge other men the same privilege and ability.

And so the world is transformed, as it was on that night in Cambridge,
from a dim gloomy collection of conflicting self-centered atomistic
Wills, into one grand comprehensive Spirit, governing all for the best,
and integrating the (apparently senseless) activities of individual men.

I am first coming to realize all this, and yet I look to the future with a
certain anxiety and dread. Certainly this cannot be the culmination, the
be-all and end-all of life! Will not the rational circle be traveled again?
Will not new experience create new doubts? Must not this glee and joy
and Oneness that I feel meet trials in the courts of society?

Certainly a social program must come of it all. To glory in these
events in the solitude and peace of Riparius would be to become a fiend.
No, action on the social front will come as action on the individual front
has come. And it will involve repetitions of this antithetical progression
of doubt and reassurance, searching and knowledge, misery and happi-
ness. The intensity and value of life must then be measured by the fre-
quency and number of these stages; so that I am secretly already hoping
for the next. Prolonged content of the spiritual sort brings upon itself
spiritual lethargy; all things give way to their opposites.

This sense of dedication will come, I believe, but I am not yet ready
for it. For I see the old self creeping under my own legs at times, so
that (for instance) in my weaker moments I visualize an English-type
country manor at Riparius, with magnificent gardens, etc., instead of the
utter simplicity that I know (and yet will not fully believe) is requisite for
the Better Life, that of the Spirit, of contemplation and study, and of vig-
orous social action resulting from this life. (Or perhaps the social action
is the Life and these other things the preparation for it. This is a question
of transcendent importance!)
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Already I am inclined toward the latter alternative, and feel that one
reason that so much action today is misdirected or self-consuming is
because of a lack of preparation for such action, a lack of preparation for
Life itself; and by preparation I do not intend to include formal classroom
education, for the best that this can do is to act as the first guide, stim-
ulus, or aid to one’s own efforts toward self-preparation. No, this prepa-
ration involves the acquisition of knowledge of Life and of the Spirit
that is the substance and energizing factor of Life; it involves Living:
living basically and fully so that what primordial man experienced our
twentieth-century apprentice experiences likewise and as well, and what
great thinkers and teachers thought our apprentice thinks as vividly and
passionately, and does not merely learn about what they thought. This
is why man in his apprenticeship to Life must be a play-actor, and must
ignore the moralist who screeches “Be thyself, do not imitate!” We must
imitate; we must become others in order that we may incorporate the
thought and being of these others, and through them all, of the Great
Spirit, into ourselves. He who does this is the civilized man; he who does
not is the barbarian, for he starts in Life where the most primitive head-
hunter started, and he ends no more advanced (unless he stops some-
where and goes through the apprenticeship) than this his despised and
readily forgotten ancestor. But one remark must be added to this, and
that is: Whereas our prehistoric barbarian hunted heads, there being a
limit to the number of heads he could secure, that limit set not only by
his physical makeup but also by his desire, our modern barbarian does
not hunt heads, but starts wars, racial purges, sweatshops, and the like.
And his power is fiftyfold that of his counterpart and ancestor, nor is
his desire ever satisfied, for he is now “necessitated” not only to meet
his own requirements for food and shelter, but to satisfy society that he
should be an esteemed and valued member of it, which esteem, as in
days of yore, is still unfortunately measured according to the number of
heads he can render useless to their owners.

So play the play-actor, I say; become, even for a day, Jesus on the
Mount, Socrates drinking the hemlock, Moses on Sinai; and (no less
important) become a Russian serf mowing his field of rye, or an Ameri-
can pioneer building his cabin of logs and mud. Still less fear to play the
criminal in his cell and about to be hanged; or the martyr on the pyre.

And then, become thyself. And it will be a self rich in the knowledge
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of why and how and wherefore, a self resplendent in a complex of per-
sonalities, beliefs, thoughts, yet all harmonized and inter-activating, and
expressed in You; just as the great complex of Yous, each with its great
complex of experiences, personalities, and passions, is harmonized in
the one sublime Him.

Monday, October 2, 1950 Haverford
Had the very pleasant feeling today of knowing that I had thought out
by myself last year what turned out to be practically the whole of today’s
lecture by Hocking—on the criticism of Marx.

October 22, 1950 Haverford
Jacques Barzun in Life Magazine:

“Now the educated man as we have known him in the past has roots
in an entirely different soil and breathes a different air. He is a product
of leisure and independence, of established institutions and quiet ma-
turing. His destination is a society of his own kind, in which his role is
private and his superiority welcome. He does contribute to others’ en-
joyment of life by sharing with them the pleasures of conversation and
friendship and spoken wisdom, but the enrichment of his own mind is
his chief concern. He can attend to this, not only because he has the time
and the means but also because he does not have to justify his existence
nor to issue progress reports on his life-long ‘individual project What-
ever he does to earn fame or money, from winning battles to farming
estates, he is not so bedeviled by it that he lacks time to engage in the
fundamental activities of the educated, which are: to read, write, talk
and listen.

“It staggers he imagination to conceive what would happen to man-
kind in its present state if it were left to its own resources like our forefa-
thers, in caves without canasta and tents without television.

“For some few mavericks, however, there is no alternative to despair
or boredom except the pleasure of making one’s life a means to one’s ed-
ucation. Young men and women continue to be born with an insatiable
desire to know, and among those, not all are bent on knowing the things
that are negotiable. These marked souls manage somehow, in spite of all
they see around them, to make themselves into educated persons. They
show a remarkable power to survive unfavorable environments, such
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as advertising agencies, movie studios, and teachers” colleges. But the
oddest thing about them is that without any clear guidance from soci-
ety at large, and in the teeth of all the disturbing forces of the day, they
all develop very much the same interests and rediscover for themselves
the original humanities. Literature, philosophy, and the arts, religion,
political theory and history become the stapes on which they feed their
minds. And with sleight variations in diet expressive of different tem-
peraments, they ultimately come into possession of the common knowl-
edge and the common tongue. . ..

“Alone though they may be much of the time, they are not so much
to be pitied as the sociable creatures who must have ‘people around’ or
a movie to go to. For the educated person has appropriated so much
of other men’s minds that he can live on his store like the camel on his
reservoir. Everything can become grist to his mill, including his own
misery, if he is miserable, for by association with what he knows every-
thing has echoes and meanings and suggestions ad infinitum. This is in
fact the test and the use of a man’s education, that he finds pleasure in
the exercise of his mind.

“Pascal once said that all the trouble in the world was due to the fact
that man cold not sit still in a room. He must hunt, flit, gamble, chatter.
That is man’s destiny and it is not to be quarreled with, but the educated
man has through the ages found a way to convert passionate activity into
a silent and motionless pleasure. He can sit in a room and not perish”

Hocking told of a time in Bombay when a Swami visited him, an-
nouncing that he had come to instruct the American professor in re-
ligion. After explaining the Hindu way to “salvation,” the Swami was
asked this question: “Have you achieved salvation?” He was silent, and
would not answer. Afterwards, the Indian interpreter explained the Swa-
mi’s silence. “If he had said “Yes, he would have been boasting, and call-
ing attention to his own achievement, and thus to his own self, which,
at salvation, ceases to exist; and if he had said ‘No,” he might have been
telling an untruth!”

I have been nourishing myself with Tolstoy (extra-curricular).

November s, 1950 Haverford
Meeting today was fine: all speakers reinforced one theme, freeing one-
self from material desire. Freedom from want is one thing, says Hock-
ing, but freedom from wanting quite another. . . . He who shall lose his
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life shall save it. Current political trends indicate that spiritual freedom
is no longer the prime consideration, but a freedom to earn money and
increase one’s material possessions. This, at best, is a very poor species of
freedom; most often it is an instrument for enslavement.

Quakers and others are being jailed in 1950 for preaching and prac-
ticing the first kind of freedom: freedom of spiritual and intellectual
development.

I thought, during this Meeting, of my own spiritual progress, and how
far it has yet to go. The old desires come up every day. I miss the (useless)
petty diversion that harassed me so at Harvard; I dream of the farm (in
my unguarded moments) as a producer of wealth, and the future sight
of an English-like manor estate, whereas it must be a protest against all
these things, and provide a means whereby they may be disregarded or
at least reduced to a minimum.

What hope is there for the future when immediately after this Meet-
ing the student body’s prime interest is in whether or not the Rhinies
are wearing the proscibed black socks! This hurts to the point where it
is nauseating.

Campus Day yesterday. I helped build a new bridge across the creek.
A wonderfully successful and “constructive” tradition.

My weekend at home was a mixture of pleasure and sorrow. On the
pleasurable side, the increased realization of the solidity and integrity
of our family, and the joy of being part of it; on the other side, Dad’s
eyes. He apparently has a hemorrhage in one, which, I understand, is
extremely serious. But I was heartened by the signs that seem to show
that if blindness comes Dad will be prepared emotionally and psycho-
logically, as well as economically. This is really all that matters. We have
no choice as to what happens to us in life, but we most certainly do as
to what attitude we shall take toward these happenings. And with the
right attitude many misfortunes will cease to appear so. Gloucester: “I
stumbled when I saw. . . . I see feelingly”” The great paradox: that when
we lose we gain, and when we gain we lose. Perhaps this truth is the
essence of the Gospels.

November 8, 1950 Haverford
Professor Hocking gave a particularly fine analysis of the teachings of
Jesus. The great insight of Christianity is the recognition of a chain re-
action of forgiveness. It is this forgiveness cycle that makes possible the
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impossible and anti-moral invocations of the Sermon on the Mount,
such as love thine enemy, be ye therefore perfect, etc. For forgiveness
creates a new spirit in the person who is forgiven. Christianity is a moral
of creativity, not of justice or of purity. This new spirit enables the per-
son who has been forgiven to love his enemies—i.e., to likewise forgive.
And so the chain reaction continues; forgiveness is contagious. The re-
action started, of course, because God so loved the world that He sent
His only begotten Son. God suffered for our sins, and forgave those who
repented and followed Him. And forgive us our trespasses as we forgive
those who trespass against us.

In my essay I tried to express what is (to me) the essence of religion—
union with the Infinite, thou shalt love the Lord,—resulting in “rebirth”
and universal Love. This is contrasted to the moralistic approach, the
desire for right living, conceived as a cosmic demand, which seems to
me to be at best a pragmatic religion, which must suffer therefore from
the well known defects of the pragmatic faith.

Read Aeschylus’s Agamemnon. Magnificent. The pathos and despair
and disillusionment are reinforced by every skill the writer can muster.
And such skill he has: “Why tell the woes of winter, when the birds /
Lay stark and stiff, so stern was Ida’s snow?” Could any other expression
send such a cold shiver throughout the body, convey the woes of winter
with such completeness and vividness, and in two lines? The hymn to
Zeus is justly famous:

Zeus—if to the Unknown
That name of many names seem good—
Zeus, upon Thee I call
Thro’ the mind’s every road
I passed, but vain are all,
Save that which names Thee Zeus, the Highest One,
Were it but mine to cast away the load
The weary load, that weighs my spirit down.

Mal Brown, Dick Sundry, John Hitchcock dislike Haverford, and I
think their complaint is well founded. Here, one floats around on his
own individual cloud, blown this way and that at the whim of the breeze.
And all the little clouds go in different directions. The academic work
is presented to the student more than adequately, and yet the fact that
it—the whole of life here—is as if surrounded by a vacuum, detracts
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from the advantages of having excellent professors, facilities for uninter-
rupted study, etc. Nothing is delectable to the student unless he needs to
fight to get it, to extract it, in its clarity, out of a mass of seeming chaos.
In this process, the student learns to choose, and to place first things
first. My complaint about Harvard was that it offered too much, that the
complexity and immensity vitiated the individual parts of which it was
made, so that, even immersed in such an ocean, the student could not
drink. But perhaps it was my error not to realize that this was a chal-
lenge, a challenge to select certain things and completely neglect others,
however hard that may have been.

One thing is sure: there is no vitality here, no dynamic quality. People
do not get intellectually excited, or even excited over football games.
There is no dinner-table education; there is hardly dinner table conver-
sation. And vyet, there is still the fact that one can immerse himself in
books and become oblivious to the world. I thought that this was what
I wanted. But, as Toynbee so well says, I am seeing that this “method of
study makes one inclined to think of life in terms of books instead of
vice versa. The opposite method, which is the Greek line of approach
[the first being the Rabbinical], is to study books not just for their own
sake, but also because they are the key to the life of the people who wrote
them?”

I have been asked to write a letter of “advice” to one Conrad Kaplow-
itz, whose best friend here at Haverford, Roger Euster, has explained
how he (Kaplowitz) was not admitted to Harvard last September, though
assured of admittance next year, and how in the interim he is attending
Colgate. Now he is not quite sure that he wants to go through with his
original plans, for he is facing the problem of small versus big colleges,
the alternation being Harvard and Haverford. I really don’t know how I
can vote for either one wholeheartedly.

Labron Shuman also has the Sophomore blues. It seems almost
universal.

I can of mine own self do nothing: as I hear, I judge: and my
judgment is just, because I seek not mine own will, but the will
of the Father which hath sent me. —John 5.30

How can ye believe, which receive honor one of another, and seek
not the honor that cometh from God only? —John 5.44
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Frank Flannery and I took in the 100 masterpieces at the Philadelphia
Art Museum. Beautiful Renoirs. Flannery transferred from Holy Cross.
At the age of 19, he has already been through a nervous breakdown,
etc. A genius-brother committed suicide. Father died. Mother a narrow-
minded Catholic. A tale of woe. He is very perceptive, very serious. He
lacks a sense of humor, the most necessary of all qualities, the saving
remnant of an otherwise disintegrated personality.

Sunday, November 12, 1950 Haverford

To you, Tom Wood, I chant my hymn of praise
For deeds of virtue and devotion, tact
Supreme, a taste unquestioned: To the bread,
So dry, so plain you are the mayonnaise,

And to the uninitiate, the sorry
Tribe—vestless, tieless barbarians all—

The gentle goddess Athene, in male disguise
Are you, with culture, poise, propriety

Come, the finer points of etiquette,

The part of hair, the twist of tie to teach.
Your only mission is that they may learn
How and where to go, for what to reach.

For femmes délicieux, the registrar

Of that fair college, dear Bryn Mawr
Holds not a candle to our Tom Wood
For juicy descriptions of what is good.

Mimi Tripletoe nor Fifi Grew

Know hardly a jot of what is true

Until told by one who knows more than he should,
Haverford’s goddess, our Tom Wood.

For marriage, love, sexual perversion,
Naught but one acceptable version:

Whose could it be, do you suppose—

Why Woods, of course, the man who knows.

So is it amiss that I should sing my song
To thee, the director of my destiny?
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Sound out, oh strains of praise, and rightly honor the
Goddess of form, Tom Wood, who does no wrong.

We went to Swarthmore to hear Bertrand Russell read a paper on
neutral monism. Not very convincing I must say, but with further de-
velopments in physics, etc., his theory may take on better form. Russell
objects, of course, to the dualism of mind and matter, and likewise to the
theories that mind is really matter, or matter really mind. Both are one
and the same: a series of groups of events in experience and the appar-
ent form—whether a thing appear matter-like or mind-like—depends
on the arrangement of that series. Russell prefaced these conclusions
with a recitation of the problem as conceived by Descartes and others,
and with a methodical breaking down of Descartes’ basic contribution,
cogito ergo sum.

Monday, November 13, 1950 Haverford
Hocking gave my paper an A+ and an oral “well-done” We shall have a
chance to talk with him this week.

An example of “telepathy” that has happened before to me, and hap-
pened tonight. At precisely the instant I thought of putting in a call
home, I received a call from home! I am not past believing in spiritual
communion. This has happened too often to be coincidental.

Laci and Pete Flemming came to Princeton last Saturday, where I saw
them. I think I shall journey to Cambridge this weekend. Will see peo-
ple and buy books.

Wednesday, November 15, 1950 Haverford
Professor Hocking and I chatted this afternoon for an hour; no one else
appeared at his long-awaited open house, which gives a fairly accurate
indication of how much the latter-day student desires to be educated. At
close range, I really for the first time became aware that Hocking is very
very old. He sits in his armchair like a serene Buddha, never making a
bodily movement, or adjusting his position in the slightest particular.
Yet his mind has not lost its agility as has the body, although there is
evidence in it of the same sereneness and desire for peace. Mrs. Hocking
on the other hand is perhaps on the verge of dotage. It is marvelous to
see how this wise old philosopher humors her. The two seem to me to
embody the most poetical relationship of two brave souls who have very
little else but each other, and know it.
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We discussed Harvard. Hocking told of how he felt the encroach-
ments of the University upon the College, with a subsequent squelching
of real liberal non-professionalized courses; and how he fought this en-
croachment. He commented on the volume of work required at Har-
vard, especially in the law school—it represents the American fetish for
bigness, for quantity at the expense of quality. Schopenhauer’s education
was of an entirely different sort. When he attended the university, he
was told to select two great thinkers and to get to know and understand
them. He chose Plato and Kant. This education produced one of the
clearest thinkers and most brilliant stylists that we have had.

Hocking also expressed that to entrust a student’s grade, etc. to a sec-
tion man was downright immoral and unjust; but something that is un-
avoidable in big universities. Conclusion: big universities must go.

Ideal educational system: that of Holland, where there are no courses
and no exams except a final comprehensive for the degree, which the
student takes whenever he feels prepared. Whether or not this would
work here with the level of maturity of our college students as it is, is
entirely another question.

Thursday, November 16, 1950 Haverford
I came across the following in a back copy of the Haverford News: part
of an address by Rufus Jones to the Freshmen of 1916, and well worth
recording here:

“I hope that this year may bring out the deepest that is in us. . .. There
are three concerns in the busy present-day college life which we should
all keep before us: the care, development, and culture of our minds, the
care and training of our bodies, and the care, development and endow-
ment of our souls with power.

“The motto of an old Oxford Man: ‘Be a whole man to the one thing
you are doing now, will be of great help in striving for these ideals. As
for the first, the Haverford idea is not expressed by the sentiment that
“Tis better to have come and loafed than never to have come at all; or by
the admonition ‘Don’t let your studies interfere with your college educa-
tion. One of the greatest things that you will be able to look back upon
is that you are a Haverfordian, and that here you have learned to deal
accurately with facts, to see the other fellow’s point of view, and have
acquired magnanimous aims and persistence.

“In the second line we have some big jobs this year. We must beat
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Swarthmore, we must keep the soccer championship, we must ‘lick’
Pennsylvania in gym and cricket. It will take the best that is in each one
of us.

“The concern for the welfare of our souls, however, is the greatest of
all. If you are a whole man to the rest of your work, be one here. No man
has reached complete living unless he has dedicated his soul to the high-
est aims. Until you are kindled, awakened, until the divine has gripped
you, you are not working toward the greatest efficacy.

“There are two important aspects of religion, the cultivation of our
souls through the appreciation of God, and the cultivation of the spirit
of service. However your mind and body my be developed, you have not
reached the fullness of manhood unless you appreciate God”

Friday, November 17, 1950 Haverford
The anonymous author {Mal Brown) of last week’s “Across the Desk”
has raised a controversy to which no thoughtful Haverford student can
fail to respond. If Haverford is intellectually sterile, that is very serious
indeed, and the causes must be rooted out with great haste; if it is not,
we must refute the assertion that it is.

Several things are quite clearly present at Haverford: its “serenity, its
so-called lack of spirit, its apparently ineffectual weekly Meeting. And
to this list it is probably permissible to add a certain absence of serious
discussion—of the give and take of ideas among students—especially at
dinner table. Harvard takes great pride in what it calls “breakfast table
education” Haverford’s table is notoriously non-educational, perhaps
because the food here is so much better, perhaps because of the absence
of tutors who eat with the student body. The question that one must ask
is, “Is there nothing to talk about?” Hardly anyone will dare answer this
in the affirmative. Haverford does offer stimulation and inspiration. The
fault is in the student for turning a deaf ear to this stimulation.

The presence of this deaf ear is proved in a sense by what happens
nowadays to the persons (and they exist) who do not turn the deaf ear.
These people are always a small minority because they must be not only
intelligent but also brave and religious. These rare souls are driven un-
derground, a very unpleasant place to be. This accounts for the obvious
discrepancy implied in the assertion that Haverford is non-intellectual.
Haverford is not non-intellectual, nor is it lacking in brave and religious
spirits, but its intellectuality is imperceptible because it is underground,
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introverted. This is a particularly bad state of affairs. On the one hand it
deprives those who are potentially alert and inquiring from that added
stimulation from their fellows that might actualize their potential; on
the other, aside from the impossibility of our small minority acting as
a leaven for the rest, it is itself prohibited from realizing to the fullest
extent its own potentialities. The introverted, socially unacceptable in-
tellectual is all too prevalent, with his morbid pessimism and desire to
retreat into the esoteric for esotericism’s sake, into a world where pat-
tern, form, and mechanical considerations overshadow the great moral,
religious, artistic, and humanitarian values.

What we must realize is that the intellectual is in a very difficult po-
sition during his impressionable and formational years—i.e., while he is
at school and college. And when we condemn his morbid introspection
we must first consider the fact that perhaps he has been pushed in this
direction by the large group of not-so-brave, not-so-religious, and per-
haps (although not necessarily) not-so-intelligent people with whom he
is forced to live in some sort of harmony.

Good hunting at Starr Book Company last weekend in Cambridge.
Renewed acquaintance with Dick Becker, Don Blackmer, Dave Tyack,
etc. Laci is unhappy, living the life of a hermit. Dick is well-adjusted and
making strides into the mathematical unknown. Harvard is still big, ac-
tive, and pleasant—but bewildering.

Stopped to see Hatch. He was at the vineyard. Mrs. H. says a new
novel is brewing.

December 1, 1950 Haverford
This evening I overheard someone talking about me—and not at all
complimentarily—as the “Harvard intellectual” who wears a jacket and
tie, etc. Such things as this hurt very much but, as Aeschylus would say,
through suffering comes wisdom. I have a good mind, and it is the cross
that I must bear. Perhaps the social non-acceptance is the least of it.
What is truly miserable for the intelligent person is his constant meeting
up with the fact that his intelligence is limited, that he, of all people, is
perhaps one of the stupidest. It takes a good mind to comprehend its
own limitations, and the better the mind the greater these limitations
seem; thus unhappiness is increased. One cannot help but think that
God or whoever conceived of life and human intelligence determined to
make it tragic and miserable, that the thing which we esteem the highest
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and expend most energy in cultivating is the very thing that is most
unbearable.

I could not help thinking of Mal Brown in this connection. He has
a good mind and he is just now realizing that such possession places
him in a separate category in society. This realization hurts him, just as
my critic’s remarks hurt me, and his response to this hurt is the obvious
response: he is attempting to place himself in a society where he will be
in the “normal” and not the “special” category. He has not yet come to
know, as I have, that this is impossible. He is deluded in his belief that
people anywhere else will be more receptive to intellectuality than they
are here. His cross is weighing down his chest, but he thinks he can
throw it off. He cannot, because it is inside.

We can never hope to feel at home in the crowd. If we retire into
ourselves—God forbid!—we are despised as introverts and supercilious
rejecters of what other people consider important. “Why doesn’t he do
such-and-such, as we do, or does he think he’s too good to do it?” And
if we embody the dynamic, inquisitive, enthusiastic intellectuality that
Mal (and I) so admire, then we are despised as enthusiasts, as teachers’
pets, busybodies who refuse to conform to the accepted lethargy and
blindness of the rest. In a word, we are different, and different we must
stay.

December 6, 1950 Haverford
Read T. S. Eliot’s magnificent Murder In the Cathedral.



1951

Sunnyside January 1
Haverford February 19
Sunnyside June 10
Riparius July 3-25
Sunnyside July 26
Washington, DC July 27
Riparius August 25
Haverford October-December
January 1, 1951 Sunnyside

New Year’s present: I'm drafted!! The bastards.

January 2, 1951 Sunnyside
I've been drafted (shafted)
In the infantry oh misery
Or shall I enlist insist
On corps of air so fair
Or guard of coast no toast-
Ing then 'neath desert sun nor gun
Poked down my neck—  Correct?

All receipts kindly advised.

January 3, 1951 Sunnyside

Can I make a breastwork of my knowledge,
Roll into a ball the themes of college

And place them oer my heart—a subtle charm
To fend away and exorcise all harm?

Do bullets have an affinity
For ignorance?  If reality
Is in a book, why can it not
Meet the reality of a war?

Why are theories, logical proofs of fact,
Dismissd in the passionate heat of act
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If theories are real? And how can the hopes,
The visions of a war-torn age that gropes

For peace, be forgotten with such ease

If they be more than the fantasies

Of unrealistic minds. I askit!

But if wars and murder to commit,

If these be real or true, naught of them

Shall I see, but with my book and pen

Shall my own world make, shall close my eye
To what is real, and love my fantasy.

January 28, 1951

Tonight the wistful fog settled itself

Over and through and in-between our buildings,
Breathing in their substance ’till forms alone—
Square or gabled prominence of black—
Remained to break its gray monotony.

Forms of buildings and trees in a plane of gray:
Sycamore and gnarléd oak, the pylon

Elm, the greenish pine whose spines defy earth’s
Yearly call: all on tiptoe stood as though

To push this shroud up and off, or to rest

It daintily on their fingertips, whilst

With archeéd back they stretchd to fullest height.
Phantom trees, immersed in a wistful sea;

Black forms aloft, in gray monotony.

January 29, 1951
Poetry doesn’t sell very well
But it casts a spell for Jimmy and Nell.

Oh what a crime
To be a slave to rhyme.

February 19, 1951 Haverford
Pete Gardner and I have spent the last three weekends together, and
all were delightful—the first with his marvelous family at their Cum-
berland Hill farm, the second at Riparius and climbing Marcy (blizzard
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made Indian Falls the point of return this time), the third at George
School, where we heard a trio of finely competent Bennington College
musicians.

Pete visited the Service Committee headquarters today. Two weeks
from now he may be in Mexico on a rehabilitation project. I am a perfect
fool not to act in the natural and not overly ruminated way Pete does: I
am every bit as conscientious in my objection to war as he is—and he is
entirely so—yet I seem to have too much of Hamlet in me. I fear to move
and act; I think too much on the matter.

One thing is certain. I have lost Hocking and Post. What remains
in sum total presents the lowest educational level possible: lectures and
passivity. As at Harvard during the second half of last year, music alone
lifts the spirit. (I am finally taking lessons again.) At least I do not seem
to have the absolute disgust and dislike for Haverford that Harvard re-
ceived from this her ungrateful son. This school is still extremely pleas-
ant, especially in my friendships. But I am not too sure that it isn't a
pleasantness because of a vacuum, a sort of busy idleness. Indeed, I have
stopped writing almost entirely—as witness this journal. Life without
writing is empty, so very empty; for writing gives concreteness to ex-
perience; it is like the precipitation of sulfur in our chemistry exper-
iments—the ingredients are all present in the beaker but it takes an
added pinch of something to precipitate precipitously something that
you can see, feel, and contemplate. Thus the everyday round fades into
meaningless robot-like action unless it is captured and held/seen/felt
and contemplated—unless it is written about.

Through everything runs this ogre of the army. I have four months
only before this unpleasant form of death. And Dad is no better at all.
He will go to that blasted psychiatrist (at $15/hour) for a year or two, and
will snap out of this no sooner for it. If anything, his illness will be pro-
longed. It is sad, sad, sad. When we come to this world of fools, we cry.
This world of fools. But why must the fools control the rest?

February 20, 1951 Haverford
Today I wrote to the draft board signifying my conscientious objection
to war. I feel as though the labors of Hercules have been lifted from me;
I just hope they are not to be exchanged for those of Sisyphus.
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February 24, 1951 Haverford
A beautiful and delightful day, a day devoted to the most glorious of
the arts: King Music—composing, practicing (Beethoven’s 32 variations,
C minor); listening. Climax: concert of sacred music by Haverford and
Bryn Mawr glee clubs: Palestrina, Schiitz, Bach, Gerald Keenan (a first-
rate mass), Gabrieli.

Dad (as was to be expected) was shocked and thrown into the depths
of despair by my CO avowal, but Bill Schweitzer helped to quiet and
reassure him. Mother seems to be understanding and sympathetic as
usual, but neither has the slightest idea about acting on principle and
not on expediency. Dad’s illness of course has been a revelation of many
things, among them the fact that his cultural inclinations and moral
doggedness were all shams. I think that the man simply attempted to go
too far in one generation, from poverty, ignorance, and boorishness to
suavity, restrained dignity, culture, and intellectual pursuit, completely
skipping the intermediate stages (nouveau riche, etc.). All the aristo-
crats of the past have been proof that it takes a heritage and long line
of ancestors progressing toward cultural stability and ease before one
can be the true gentleman and not merely the fake actor who seeks cul-
ture because it is the “thing to do” Where does this leave me? Am I
over-intellectualized, super-saturated with culture? Perhaps not, but I
most assuredly must build the earthy foundation so necessary for flights
into the higher regions, and there we have that worker of miracles, that
transformer, reformer: the Farm. O Lord, grant that I may spend many
happy years in peace there, and that I may be released from the desire
for power, position, wealth, and above all, respectability. Strengthen me
to live rationally but always subject to Thy mystical and transcendent
will, that I may acquire wisdom in Thy ways and in the ways of men, and
act accordingly. Strengthen me especially to see through the declaration
of conscientious objection that has so lightened my heart. And, dear
Ruler, heal my father, breathe unto him understanding and above all
fortitude, that he may be born again into a life happy and dedicated. Do
so to this good man, for he knew not what he did.

February 25, 1951

From Pickwick Papers, chapter XXVII: “Wery, sir,” replied Mr. Weller,
“if ever I wanted anything o’ my father, I always asked for it in a wery
‘spectful and obligin’ manner. If he didn’t give it me, I took it, for fear I
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should be led to do anythin’ wrong, through not havin’ it. I saved him a
world o’ trouble this way, sir”

In Book Review article: The great events of life are birth, the discov-
ery by the youth of love, and the discovery by the adult of religion and
art. Bravo! But where is the love?

February 28, 1951 Haverford
Gleanings from Carlyle, Past and Present:

¢ This successful industry of England, with its plethoric wealth, has
as yet made nobody rich; it is an enchanted wealth, and belongs yet to
nobody. We might ask, which of us has it enriched? We can spend thou-
sands where we once spent hundreds; but can purchase nothing good
with them. In Poor and Rich, instead of noble thrift and plenty, there is
idle luxury alternating with mean scarcity and inability. We have sump-
tuous garnitures for our Life, but have forgotten to live in the middle of
them. It is an enchanted wealth; no man of us can yet touch it.

¢ Insurrection usually ‘gains’ little; usually wastes how much! One of
its worst kinds of waste, to say nothing of the rest, is that of irritating
and exasperating men against each other, by violence done, which is
always rue to be injustice done, for violence does even justice unjustly.
[my italics—bravo!]

¢ What is to be done? Thou shalt descend into thy inner man, and see
if there be any traces of a soul there. . . . O brother, we must if possible
resuscitate some soul and conscience in us, exchange our dilettantisms
for sincerities, our dead hearts of stone for living hearts of flesh. . . .
[then] Quacks shall no more have dominion over us, but true Heroes
and Healers.

¢ When a Nation is unhappy, the old Prophet was right and not
wrong in saying to it: Ye have forgotten God, ye have quitted the ways of
God, or ye would not have been unhappy. It is not according to the laws
of Fact that ye have lived and guided yourselves, but according to the
laws of Delusion, Imposture, and willful and unwillful Mistake of Fact;
behold therefore the Unveracity is worn out; Nature’s longsuffering with
you is exhausted; and ye are here!

¢ Fiction, Imagination, Imaginative Poetry, etc., etc., except as the
vehicle for truth, or fact of some sort—which surely a man should first
try various other ways of vehiculating, and conveying safe—what is it?

¢ Alas, what mountains of dead ashes, wreck and burnt bones, does
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assiduous pedantry dig up from the Past Time, and name it History,
and Philosophy of History; till as we say, the human soul sinks wea-
ried and bewildered; ’till the Past Time seems all one infinite incredible
grey void, without sun, stars, hearth-fires, or candle-light; dim offensive
dust-whirlwinds filling universal nature.

¢ By the law of Nature, all manner of Ideals have their fatal limits and
lot; their appointed periods, of youth of maturity or perfection of de-
cline, degradation, and final death and disappearance. There is nothing
born but has to die.

¢ Ballot-boxes, Reform Bills, winnowing-machines: all these are good,
or are not so good; —alas, brethren, how can these, I say, be other than
inadequate, be other than failures, melancholy to behold? Dim all souls
of men to the divine, the high and awful meaning of Human Worth and
Truth, we shall never, by all the machinery in Birmingham, discover the
True and Worthy. It is written, ‘if we are ourselves valets, there shall exist
no hero for us; we shall not know the hero when we see him’;— we shall
take the quack for a hero; and cry, audibly through all ballot-boxes and
machinery whatsoever, thou art he; be thou King over us!

¢ What boots it? Seek only deceitful Speciosity, money with gilt
carriages, fame’ with newspaper-paragraphs, whatever name it bear,
you will find only deceitful speciosity; godlike Reality will be forever
far from you. The Quack shall be legitimate inevitable king of you; no
earthly machinery able to exclude the Quack. Ye shall be born thralls of
the Quack, and suffer under him, till your hearts are near broken, and
no French Revolution or Manchester Insurrection, or partial or univer-
sal volcanic combustion and explosion, never so many, can do more
than ‘change the figure of your Quack’; the essence of him remaining,
for a time and times. — ‘How long, O Prophet?’ say some, with a rather
melancholy sneer. Alas, ye un-prophetic, ever till this come about, till
deep misery, if nothing softer will have driven you out of your Specios-
ities into your Sincerities; and you find that there either is a Godlike in
the world, or else ye are an unintelligible madness; that there is a God,
as well as a Mammon and a Devil, and a Genius of Luxuries and canting
Dilettantisms and Vain Shows! How long that will be, compute for your-
selves, my unhappy brothers!

¢ To learn obeying is the fundamental art of governing. How much
would many a Serene Highness have learned, had he travelled through
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the world with water-jug and empty wallet; and, at his victorious return,
sat down not to newspaper paragraphs and city-illuminations, but at
the foot of St. Edmund’s Shrine to shackles and bread and water! He
that cannot be servant of many, will never be the master, true guide and
delivered of many; — that is the meaning of true mastership.

March 1, 1951 Haverford
¢ In those days [Middle Ages] a Heavenly Awe overshadowed and en-
compassed, as it still ought and must, all earthly Business whatsoever.

¢ Thus does the Conscience of man project itself athwart whatsoever
of knowledge or surmise, or imagination, understanding, faculty, ac-
quirement, or natural disposition he has in him; and, like light through
coloured glass print strange pictures ‘on the rim of the horizon’ and
elsewhere! Truly, this same ‘sense of the Infinite nature of Duty’ is the
central part of all with us; a ray as of Eternity and Immortality, immured
in dusky many-coloured time, and its deaths and births. Your ‘coloured
glass’ varies so much from century to century; and, in certain money-
making, game preserving centuries, it gets so terribly opaque! Not a
Heaven with cherubim surrounds you then, but a kind of vacant lead-
en-coloured Hell. One day it will again cease to be opaque, this ‘coloured
glass. Nay, may it not become at once translucent and un-coloured?
Painting no Pictures more for us, but only the everlasting Azure itself?
That will be a right glorious consummation!

¢ Justice and Reverence are the everlasting central Law of this Uni-
verse; and to forget them, and have all the Universe against one, God
and one’s own Self for enemies and only the Devil and the Dragons for
friends, is not that a ‘lameness’ like few? . . . I say, thy soul is lamed, and
the God and all Godlike in it marred: lamed, paralytic, tending towards
baleful eternal death, whether thou know it or not; nay hadst thou never
known it, that surely had been worst of all!

¢ The great antique heart: how like a child’s in its simplicity, like a
man’s in its earnest solemnity and depth! Heaven lies over him where-
soever he goes or stands on the Earth; making all the Earth a mystic
Temple to him, the Earth’s business all a kind of worship. . ..

¢ Is not this comparative silence of Abbot Samson as to his religion,
precisely the healthiest sign of him and of it? “The Unconscious is the
alone Complete’
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March 2, 1951 Haverford
¢ The manner of men’s Hero-worship, verily it is the innermost fact of
their existence, and determines all the rest. . . . Have true reverence, and
what indeed is inseparable therefrom, reverence the right man, all is
well; have sham reverence, and what also follows, greet it with the wrong
man, then all is still, and there is nothing well. Alas, if Hero-worship
become Dilettantism . . . how much, in the most Earnest Earth, has gone
and is evermore going to fatal destruction, and lies wasting in quiet lazy
ruin, no man regarding it!

¢ My friend, all speech and rumour is short-lived, foolish, untrue.
Genuine wORK alone, what thou workest faithfully, that is eternal, as
the Almighty Founder and World-Builder himself. Stand thou by that,
and let ‘Fame’ and the rest of it go prating.

Heard are the Voices,
Heard are the Sages,

The Worlds and the Ages:
‘Choose well, your choice is
Brief and yet endless.

Here eyes do regard you,

In Eternity’s stillness;

Here is all fulness,

Ye brave, to reward you;

Work, and despair not. (Goethe)

¢ There is no longer any God for us! God’s Laws are become a Great-
est-Happiness Principle, a Parliamentary Expediency. . . . Man has lost
the soul out of him and now, after the due period, begins to find the want
of it.

¢ The Infinite is more sure than any other fact. But only men can
discover it; mere building beavers, spinning arachnes, much more the
predatory vulturous and vulpine species, do not discern it well!

¢ . .. the faith in an Invisible, Unnameable, Godlike, present every-
where in all that we see and work and suffer, is the essence of all faith
whatsoever; and that once denied, or still worse, asserted with lips
only, and out of bound prayer books only, what other thing remains
believable?

¢ The only happiness a brave man ever troubled himself with asking
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much about was, happiness enough to get his work done. . . . It is, after
all, the one unhappiness of a man, that he cannot work; that he cannot
get his destiny as a man fulfilled. Behold, the day is passing swiftly over
our life, is passing swiftly over; and the night cometh, wherein no man
can work.

¢ The spoken Word, the written Poem, is said to be an epitome of the
man; how much more the done Work.

¢ Under the sky is no uglier spectacle than two men with clenched
teeth, and hellfire eyes, hacking one another’ flesh; converting precious
living bodies, and priceless living souls, into nameless masses of putres-
cence, useful only for turnip-manure.

¢ Know thy work and do it. ‘Know thyself’: long enough has that
poor ‘self” of thine tormented thee; thou wilt never get to ‘know’ it, I
believe! Think it not thy business, this of knowing thyself; thou art an
unknowable individual: know what thou canst work at; and work at it,
like a Hercules!

¢ Properly thou hast no other knowledge but what thou hast got
by working. The rest is yet all a hypothesis of knowledge; a thing to be
argued of in schools, a thing floating in the clouds, in endless logic-
vortices, till we try it and fix it. ‘Doubt, of whatever kind, can be ended
by Action alone’

¢ Liberty, I am told, is a Divine thing. Liberty when it becomes the
‘Liberty to die by starvation’ is not so divine!

¢ . . . the one end, essence, use of all religion past, present and to
come, was this only: to keep that same Moral Conscience or Inner Light
of ours alive and shining.

¢ The Universe, I say, is made by Law. The great Soul of the world
is just and not unjust. Look though, if thou have eyes or soul left, into
this great shoreless Incomprehensible: in the heart of its tumultuous
Appearances, Embroilments, and mad Time-vortexes, is there not, si-
lent, eternal, an All-just, an All-beautiful; sole Reality and ultimate con-
trolling Power of the whole? This is not a figure of speech; this is a fact.

¢ My brother, thou must pray for a soul; struggle, as with life-and-
death energy, to get back thy soul! Know that ‘religion’ is no Morrison’s
Pill from without, but a reawakening of thy own Self from within.



132 PETER BIEN

March 7 1951 Haverford
¢ Love of men cannot be bought by cash-payment; and without love,
men cannot endure to be together.

¢ The wealth of a man is the number of things which he loves and
blesses, which he is loved and blessed by!

¢ Despotism is essential in most enterprises; . . . And yet observe too:
Freedom, this is indispensible. To reconcile Despotism with Freedom:
well is that such a mystery? Do you not already know the way? It is to
make your Despotism just. Rigorous as Destiny; but just too, as Destiny
and its Laws. The Laws of God: all men obey these, and have no ‘Free-
dom’ at all but in obeying them.

¢ In this world there is one godlike thing, the essence of all that was
or even will be godlike in this world: the veneration done to Human
Worth by the hearts of men. Here—worship in the Souls of the heroic,
of the clear and wise,—it is the perpetual presence of Heaven in our
poor Earth.

¢ It is an endless consolation to me. . . to find that disobedience to the
Heavens, when they send any messenger whatever, is and remains im-
possible: shew the haughtiest featherhead that a soul higher than himself
is here; were his knees stiffened into brass, he must down and worship.

¢ All misery is faculty misdirected, strength that has not yet found
its way.

¢ When Mammon-worshippers here and there begin to be God-
worshippers, and bipeds-of-prey become men, and there is a Soul felt
once more in the huge-pulsing elephantine mechanic Animalism of this
Earth, it will be again a blessed Earth.

March 12, 1951 Haverford
From Vanity Fair, re: the victory at Waterloo: “All of us have read what
occurred during that interval. The tale is in every Englishman’s mouth;
and you and I, who were children when the great battle was won and
lost, are never tired of hearing and recounting the history of that fa-
mous action. Its remembrance rankles still in the bosoms of millions of
the countrymen of those brave men who lost the day. They pant for an
opportunity of revenging that humiliation; and if a contest, ending in a
victory on their part, should ensue, elating them in their turn and leav-
ing its cursed legacy of hatred and rage behind to us, there is no end to
the so-called glory and shame, and to the alternations of successful and
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unsuccessful murder, in which two high-spirited nations might engage.
Centuries hence, we Frenchmen and Englishmen might be boasting and
killing each other still, carrying out bravely the Devil’s code of honour”

How similar is this to the teaching of Euripides: killing is a chain-
reaction whether on an individual or a national level.

March 20, 1951 Haverford
Professor Tillyard spoke here tonight on “Milton: Conformist and
Rebel” His superbly modulated voice rang out the lines of Milton with
all the solemnity, force, and inspiration of a fine organ’s intonation of
Bach. Here is a lecturer worthy of his audience, one who reserves the
best of his thought and performance for the platform; not like Mr. Sar-
gent, who dribbles daily, on the ten-year-old level or lower.

And Milton—lover of beauty, mystic, courageous rebel, yet basically
conservative: could there be a finer idol to emulate?

Tillyard spoke of Milton as, on the one hand, the inheritor and ex-
pression of the Renaissance spirit; and, on the other, the Puritan moral
sternness. But rather than a person torn between these dual positions,
alternating from one to the other, and constantly fighting with his own
soul, Milton was a man who fused them into a single ordered, stable
personality. He was one of the few men of the race to whom no one
dictated beliefs. Milton saw problems and acted accordingly, always ac-
cording to his best conscientious conviction, and forever contemptuous
of the consequences: in short, he was a brave and noble soul.

Another brave and noble soul (I think; I hope) is Michael Millen—
priest, pacifist, mystic, evangelist—who represented the FOR peace car-
avan here last week. He has definitely had some contact with what he
describes as the higher level of consciousness of the mystic—Paul’s “third
heaven” The lessons and truths perceived therein are his sole guide.
Thus, he will pay no taxes, own no property, nor will he marry. Instead,
he preacheth pacifism and the living Christ to the multitudes—to all
and sundry—whoever will but hear. Do we have the makings of a saint
in this ex-Methodist middlewestern (coin, Iowa) Harvard graduate?

I was especially interested to hear that Millen, upon leaving Harvard,
started a small preparatory school in Maine, and achieved a unique
spirit of fellowship there among both students and faculty. This he was
forced to discontinue, first because the graduates all refused to pay taxes,
register for the draft, etc., which does not win one new applications; and
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second because Millen felt that the present crisis was a real one and de-
manded his undivided efforts to help alleviate it. Let us hope that he and
his kind will succeed. They are the Light of the world.

Mr. Swan thought the beginnings of my sonata to be good! He an-
alyzed the thematic material and found that each unitary idea lasted
about 8 measures, and that in several instances the first 4 were a state-
ment and the second an answer or afterthought. All this of course is to
the good, and conforms to the rules. But it was all done subconsciously,
it never having occurred to me to limit phrases to a specified number
of bars.

I had the identical experience with the little fog sonnet. I wrote it as it
came, quickly for the most part, and making the verses conform to little
more than what the ear and instinct demanded. And when all was done,
I found each line to be ten syllables exactly, with but two exceptions,
where an eleventh syllable was appended. These experiences give added
meaning to the rules and dogmas of form, and in a way they prove the
rules to be just and natural.

March 22, 1951 Haverford
I wrote to AFSC in this wise, applying for a position in their Mexican
project:

¢ 1 believe that love has power to redeem and regenerate; and more-
over, that the process by which it acts is one of chain reaction, precip-
itated by God and logically ending in the City of God on Earth. The
chain reaction is opposed and often stopped by ignorance, Mammon-
ism, dilettantism, prejudice, poverty, and hatred. Thus these must be
diminished to a point where the language of love can be heard. Educa-
tion is the greatest potential force for accomplishing this. Love operates
constantly, if we would only see it. Educators must open myriad eyes.

¢ I have had no direct experience in the type of work you are doing.
Since I have been able to think for myself I have spent most of my time
and energy in strictly academic pursuits and in music. In recent years
I have “discovered” art and beauty and religion and have had an over-
whelming conviction that because of these things this life is not a veil of
tears—that it can be beautiful and happy and peaceful, and that we must
work to make it so.

¢ During the summers I have worked at Brant Lake Camp. This
camp, unfortunately, is a profit-making organization and believes that
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if it keeps its boys well fed, healthy, and saturated with baseball, that it
has done its duty by them. As director of trips, I have tried to counter-
act this tendency, to take the boys away from electricity, toilets, and
chef-prepared meals to introduce them to the woods and mountains,
to force them to utilize their ingenuity, and to undergo certain physical
hardships—above all, to open their eyes to the beauty and fascination
everywhere about them, to open these eyes shut by nursemaids, passive
amusements, Mammon-worshipping parents. And I have found that
once the natural resistance and inertia is overcome, the boys have clam-
ored for more.

¢ This job was two-fold. One aspect was administrative. Two hun-
dred boys left camp each week for a day-trip, divided into groups of
about twenty, each group going to a new place each week. All this had
to be arranged: transportation provided, destinations and personnel
selected, menus chosen, food ordered and packed, etc. For the older
boys, the trips were made progressively more difficult each week, and
culminated in several overnight journeys ranging in length from three
to ten days. This again was all my responsibility. The second aspect,
of course, was personal leadership. I took the mountain-climbing trip
each week. We stayed out an average of three days each week during the
summer, climbing different mountains in the high peak region of the
Adirondacks.

¢ Although I have felt for the most part that this work has been con-
structive and worthwhile, I think I now realize the greater need of the
underprivileged (though in many ways the rich lads of NYC are far
poorer than the most abject Mexican peon). Also, I have come to think
that the community, united in a non-sectarian community church, is
the answer to the evils of nationalism: the self-sufficient self-respecting
community cooperating with others like it—and not world federalism.
Thus I am particularly interested in Mexico, where you are working with
a community as a whole, and with one that has not known what we call
“the good things of life” These of course are not the really good things
of life, but I think they are often a necessary prerequisite to the latter.
Certainly in a scientific and material-minded age, the very least we must
do is to insure material security for all. Perhaps spiritual will follow.
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March 23, 1951 Haverford
The draft board has classified me 1A again. I am beginning to realize
what I am in for here, and I am apprehensive. But I think I see the direc-
tions that I must take. My stand seems more and more sensible, more
and more imperative, and right. Yet it is so hard to convey these feelings
and to know positively that you are doing what is best. I know that I have
a long long road ahead before I reach the City of Bliss. It seems to me
at times that I have just started—nay, that I have not even started, that I
merely have a desire, sometimes stronger than the strongest, sometimes
dilute and nebulous, to start on this road, to take this pilgrimage and to
loosen the bundle from my back.

I have certainly been a most undutiful son, for I am as yet incapable
of real self-sacrifice, or even of compassion, for my family. It seems as
though there is little or no bond between us. I have never known them.
Our bond has been a “cash nexus” but it wants to be more.

Death is life, and Life is death.

March 25, 1951, Easter Sunnyside
I have been reading “The Imitation of Christ” with great satisfaction,
especially in some of the following:

¢ For no worldly good whatsoever, and for the love of no man, must
anything be done which is evil. . . . Without charity no work profiteth,
but whatsoever is done in charity, however small and of no reputation
it be, bringeth forth good fruit; for God verily considered what a man is
able to do, more than the greatness of what he doth.

¢ He doth much who loveth much He doth much who doth well. He
doth well who ministereth to the public good rather than to his own.
... He who hath true and perfect charity, in no wise seeketh his own
good, but desireth that God alone be altogether glorified. He envieth
none, because he longeth for no selfish joy; nor doth he desire to rejoice
in himself, but longeth to be blessed in God as the highest good. Oh, he
who hath but a spark of true charity, hath verily learned that all worldly
things are full of vanity. (I, XV)

¢ The clothing and outward appearance are of small account; it is
change of character and entire mortification of the affections which
make a truly religious man.

¢ Thou art called to endure and to labour, not life of ease and trifling
talk. Here therefore are men tried as gold in the furnace. No man can
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stand, unless with all his heart he will humble himself for God’s sake.
(I, XVII, 2, 3)

¢ Be mindful of the duties which thou hast undertaken, and set al-
ways before thee the remembrance of the Crucified. Truly oughtest thou
to be ashamed as thou lookest upon the life of Jesus Christ, because thou
hast not yet endeavored to conform thyself more unto him, though thou
has been a long time in the way of God. A religious man who exercises
himself seriously and devoutly in the most holy life and passion of our
Lord shall find there abundantly all things that are profitable and neces-
sary for him, neither is there need that he seek anything better beyond
Jesus. Oh! if Jesus crucified would come into our hearts, how quickly,
and completely, should we have learned all that we need to know!

I wrote to Judge Hill, who sentenced a Quaker pacifist to ten years in
jail for failing to report for induction:

“I write in behalf of Robert Michener, whose unhappy fate is begin-
ning to stir so many liberal-minded people, here and elsewhere.

“Having studied some U.S. Constitutional Law, I think I can appreci-
ate your feeling that the draft law—qua law—must be properly admin-
istered and obeyed. But in cases like this, we must be doubly sure that
the whole purpose and function of the Law be not overshadowed by the
zealous defense of one of its statutes. That purpose can be none other
than this: to codify and express in terms of society the noblest aspirations
and ideals of individual men. To these aspirations and ideals the law it-
self must be forever subservient; otherwise it will degenerate into the
type of inflexible legalism so easily appropriated by tyrants or dictators,
who then maintain that their rule is one of “law;” that they have been
“legally” elected, chosen by the people!

“I entreat you to reconsider the case of Michener, for after all he is a
man who respects the Law on which all just statutes must ultimately be
based. A ten-year prison term might very well deprive society of a man
who no one can deny will be a constructive influence therein, even if his
views be entirely wrong. For Michener, if nothing else, is honest.

“It is indeed tragic when the Law respects not honesty”

More from a Kempis:

¢ He who loveth Jesus, and is inwardly true and free from inordinate
affections, is able to turn himself readily unto God, and to rise above
himself in spirit, and to enjoy fruitful peace.
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¢ He who knoweth things as they are and not as they are said or seem
to be, he truly is wise, and is taught of God more than of men. He who
knoweth how to walk from within, and to set little value upon outward
things, requireth not places nor waiteth for seasons, for holding his in-
tercourse with God. The inward man quickly recollecteth himself, be-
cause he is never entirely given to outward things. No outward labour
and no necessary occupations stand in his way, but as events fall out,
so doth he fit himself to them. He who is rightly disposed and ordered
within careth not for the strange and perverse conduct of men. A man
is hindered and distracted in so far as he is moved by outward things.
(IL, 1, 6.7)

¢ Make no great account who is for thee or against thee, but mind
only the present duty and take care that God be with thee in whatever
thou doest. (IL, II, 1.)

¢ First keep thyself in peace, and then shalt thou be able to be a peace-
maker towards others. . . . Be zealous first over thyself, and then mayest
thou righteously be zealous concerning thy neighbor. (11, III, 1)

¢ If thou wert good and pure within, then wouldst thou look upon all
things without hurt and understand them aright. A pure heart seeth the
very depths of heaven and hell. (I, IV, 1)

¢ The testimony of a good conscience is the glory of a good man. . ..
If thou considerest well what thou art inwardly, thou wilt not care what
men will say to thee. “Man looketh on the outward appearance, but the
Lord looketh on the heart” (Isaiah lvii, 21); men looketh on the deed, but
God considereth the intent. (II, V1, 1, 3)

¢ When spiritual comfort is given by God, receive it with giving of
thanks, and know that it is the gift of God, not thy desert. Be not lifted
up, rejoice not overmuch nor foolishly presume, but rather be more
humble for the gift, more wary and more careful in all thy doings; for
that hour will pass away, and temptation will follow. When comfort is
taken from thee, do not straightway despair, but wait for the heavenly
visitation with humility and patience, for God is able to give thee back
greater favor and consolation. This is not new or strange to those who
have made trial of the way of God, for with the great saints and the an-
cient prophets there was often this manner of change. (I, IX, 4)

¢ The more a man dieth to himself, the more he beginneth to live
towards God. (IL, XII, 14)
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March 29, 1951 Haverford
I read Romain Rolland’s biography of Gandhi. Here was brought out
Gandhi’s conception of nonviolence as a powerful positive instrument,
not an unrealistic refusal to participate in the army or other governmen-
tal activities. Rolland puts it well: “Faith is a battle. And our nonviolence
is the most desperate battle. The way to peace is not through weakness.
We do not fight violence as much as weakness. Nothing is worthwhile
unless it is strong, neither good nor evil. Absolute evil is better than
emasculated goodness. Moaning pacifism is the death-knell of peace; it
is cowardice and lack of faith. Let those who do not believe, who fear,
withdraw! The way to peace leads through self-sacrifice”

March 31, 1951 Haverford
From John XVI, 33: “These things I have spoken unto you, that in me ye
might have peace. In the world ye shall have tribulation: but be of good
cheer; I have overcome the world.”

John X, 10: “The thief cometh not, but for to steal, and to kill, and to
destroy. I am come that they might have life, and that they might have it
more abundantly”

April 7, 1951 Haverford
From the preface to Culture and Anarchy: “In the following essay we
have discussed . . . the tendency in us to Hebraise, as we call it; that is, to
sacrifice all other sides of our being to the religious side. This tendency
has its cause in the divine beauty and grandeur of religion, and bears
affecting testimony to them. But we have seen that it leads to a narrow
and twisted growth of our religious side itself, and to a failure in perfec-
tion” Arnold goes on to state that culture is the harmonious perfection
of the whole man, of all the tendencies we reveal, of which religion is
but one. He applies this in defense of the Established Church, which, he
says, keeps religion always in the main stream of events, and thus helps
to bring about the adaptation of religion’s moral teaching to politics and
government, etc.

In this vein are the following observations:

“Mr. Albert Réville . . . says that the conception which cultivated and
philosophical Jews now entertain of Christianity and its Founder, is
probably destined to become the conception which Christians them-
selves will entertain. Socinians are fond of saying the same thing about
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the Socinian conception of Christianity. Now, even if this were true, it
would still have been better for a man, during the last 1800 years, to
have been a Christian and a member of one of the great Christian com-
munions, than to have been a Jew or a Sociniani because the being in
contact with the main stream of human life is of more moment for a
manss total spiritual growth, and for his bringing to perfection the gifts
committed to him, which is his business on earth, than any speculative
opinion which he may hold or think he holds. . . . The worth of what
a man thinks about God and the objects of religion depends on what
the man is; and what the man is depends upon his having more or less
reached the measure of a perfect and total man.

“Culture, disinterestedly seeking in its aim at perfection to see things
as they really are, shows us how worthy and divine a thing is the reli-
gious side in man, though it is not the whole of man. But while recog-
nizing the grandeur of the religious side in man, culture yet makes us
also eschew an inadequate conception of man’s totality. Therefore, to the
worth and grandeur of the religious side in man, culture is rejoiced and
willing to pay any tribute, except the tribute of man’s totality”

I wonder if Arnold has not substituted the term “Culture” for the
term “religion.” Religion demands the harmonious expansion and de-
velopment of all of man’s powers, and is forever against restrictive spe-
cialization. At the same time, it recognizes the psychological and social
need for each man to “find his niche”; but if this is the proper niche, it
will, paradoxically, be the means through which its occupant can de-
velop and express all his powers to the fullest. (Expand this sometime.)

“ .. for culture is the eternal opponent of the two things which are the
signal marks of Jacobinism—its fierceness, and its addiction to an ab-
stract system. Culture is always assigning to system-makers and systems
a smaller share in the bent of human destiny than their friends like”

“ .. the true grace and serenity is that of which Greece and Greek art
suggest the admirable ideals of perfection, —a serenity which comes
from having made order among ideas and harmonized them?”

April 8, 1951 Haverford
Truth is “that which is” When we say that something “exists,” we merely
say that that something is true. Truth can have no meaning apart from
reality. One cannot say, “Truth exists” without implying the tautology,
“What exists exists.” The tendency to talk of Truth as a separate some-
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thing that has the characteristic of existing along with various other
portions of the universe, such as cows or stones, the tendency that
will produce the two statements, “Truth exists,” and “cows exist” and
allow them to stand together unquestioned, arises, strangely enough,
from what was once a legitimate use of the term Truth—that is, where it
equaled “that which is”

The transition from the legitimate to the illegitimate use of Truth
takes place when the object whose existence we wish to affirm is such
that our senses cannot comprehend it. When the vast limitations of our
senses are appreciated, it becomes evident that perhaps the greater num-
ber of objects fall into this category of the unperceivable. A rock occu-
pies space and has solidity. It can be felt and seen; therefore we conclude
that it exists. So likewise with a cow. Both are portions of the Truth by
virtue of their existence. The Life that is in the cow, however, cannot be
felt or smelt or seen. Yet, we are quite sure that it is there and that it is
something different from that part of the cow that can be seen and felt:
for when the cow dies, it is still a cow albeit a dead cow, and its existence
as a cow cannot be questioned. The life, however, that was manifest in
the cow is most definitely there no longer. To say, “That cow lives” is to
depart from Truth, whereas the statement, “That is a cow” is undeniably
true.

Thus we are faced with Life as a something that exists or does not
exist in a particular medium. Yet when we attempt to describe Life as
an object, we fail hopelessly. We can only talk around it, speak of it in
terms of a beating heart or responsive brain, but we can never actually
contemplate Life itself. Thus when we try to speak of Life in terms of
truth or untruth, we falter. We can say, “Life exists,” yet this tells us little
indeed about the nature of this something, Life, which exists. Again, we
can speak of “living principles”; but here the term “living” is so vague
that it becomes virtually meaningless.

Yet the expressions “full life,” “shallow life,” “good life,” “bad life” do
have some meaning for us, however vague. Through these expressions,
and countless others, we begin to give qualities to the unknowable ob-
ject and, inevitably, to begin to think we know if, when all that we know
are the qualities. And even these we know but imperfectly—for we
define qualities such as these in terms of the object they are supposed
to describe: thus goodness is the quality that fosters life, badness the
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quality that takes life away. All in all, then, when we say “life is good” we
say little more than “life is life,” and we are no more edified than before.

Continue: each person searches for truth, perceives it in a state of
wholeness absolute for him, relative to him. Sum: absolute—norms—al-
ternation: faith—skepticism—renewed faith—knowledge that the term
truth describes real objects.

April 10, 1951 Haverford
Matthew Arnold:

“The final aim of both Hellenism and Hebraism, as of all great spir-
itual disciplines, is no doubt the same: man’s perfection or salvation.
... Still, they pursue this aim by very different courses. The uppermost
idea with Hellenism is to see things as they really are; the uppermost
idea with Hebraism is conduct and obedience. . . . The governing idea of
Hellenism is spontaneity of consciousness; that of Hebraism, strictness
of conscience.

“Christianity changed nothing in this essential bent of Hebraism

to set doing above knowing. Self-conquest, self-devotion, the follow-
ing not our own individual will, but the will of God, obedience, is the
fundamental idea of this form, also, of the discipline to which we have
attached the general name of Hebraism. Only, as the old law and the net-
work of prescriptions with which it enveloped human life were evidently
a motive-power not driving and searching enough to produce the result
aimed at,—patient continuance in well-doing, self-conquest,— Chris-
tianity substituted for them boundless devotion to that inspiring and
affecting pattern of self-conquest offered by Jesus Christ.
“...in nine cases out of ten where St. Paul thinks and speaks of
resurrection, he thinks and speaks of it in the sense of a rising to a new
life before the physical death of the body, and not after it. . . . The pro-
found idea of being baptized into the death of the great exemplar of
self-devotion and self-annulment, of repeating in our own person, by
virtue of identification with our exemplar, his course of self-devotion
and self-annulment, and of thus coming, within the limits of our present
life, to a new life, in which, as in the death going before it, we are iden-
tified with our exemplar,—this is the fruitful and original conception of
being risen with Christ which possesses the mind of St. Paul, and this is
the central point round which, with such incomparable emotion and
eloquence, all his teaching moves.”
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Bravo! I had already been convinced that Jesus thought in this way—
evidence John’s gospel—but never looked sufficiently into Paul, whom
most people consider a dogmatist rather than a poet.

A speaker here today touched on the insufficiency of all our normal
opinions, their being limited by our relative perspectives—and offered
the knowledge of Godhead as emancipation from this relativism. The
general impression seemed to be that this sort of talk would be accept-
able in church, but here not so. To rise and talk of God or spiritual things
is tantamount to antagonizing your audience. What we need is a new
poetical expression of religion, which will supersede the vocabulary so
excellent, yet so tedious through overuse, now in vogue. Prophet, where
art thou?

Sunday: attended Radnor Meeting with Pete G.

Sunday, April 15, 1951 Haverford
Read Freud’s Outline of Psychoanalysis. Re-reading Wuthering Heights.
Beginning Schumann’ first novelette, in F. The duet from Bach’s 78
Cantata is constantly in my mind. It is ethereal.

Wrote to Holmes and Harrington about my concern over the proba-
bility of not getting 4E. Saw Jack Cadbury of AFSC—very pleasant—and
got virtual acceptance as regards the Mexican project.

Walked.

Had period of self-pity yesterday. Dad’s eyes and mind, Mother’s
uterus tumor, my imminent prison sentence—but realized that brood-
ing is the worst answer. Must work hard and courageously!

Met Peasy Laidlaw at a square dance last week. She’s peculiar but
pleasant.

It seems ironic and perhaps tragic that at this time of crisis I can ex-
pect no aid, advice, or consolation from home. Perhaps this also applies
vice versa.

“To act is easy, to think is hard” —Goethe. “Necessity is the father of
destruction.” —Bien

China’ in hot water,

Chang, he’s mighty glum,
Korea’s getting worser,

Like Wrigley’s chewing gum.

Rot.
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Tuesday, April 17 1951 Haverford
Today’s Collection program consisted of student music. My little Son-
atina in B-flat for 3 strings was performed—rather poorly—by 3 pro-
fessional musicians: nevertheless, a great and marvelous event, one’s
creation made manifest.

The great joy in life is to create—to apply the power, which God
breathes into us, in the devising of new life in terms of music, art, po-
etry, literature.

Wednesday, April 18, 1951 Haverford
Our Wednesday morning silent meetings are now in the Skating House,
and appropriately so. Starting the day in this way of consecration is in-
deed fine. We realize how thankful we must be each and every morn,
that death has given way to renewed life, replenished vigor, and we vow
that the short span of life afore the setting sun shall not be spent in vain,
but rather in the service and interest of truth, beauty, courage, wisdom:
of God.

I have started examining “Hero and Leander” and find it delightful
indeed. Read Volpone also tonight, with identical reaction.

Pete G. and I attacked the De Soto, removing the head, etc., in prepa-
ration for a complete motor job. These excursions into mechanical mys-
teries, though belated, are delightful and edifying—also, they serve the
sovereign interest of economy.

Sunday, April 22, 1951 Haverford
Reading Return of the Native. Hardy’s prose is flowing, and his thought
reacheth unto the depths. Viz:

¢ Was Yeobright's mind well-proportioned? No. A well-proportioned
mind is one which shows no particular bias; one of which we may
safely say that it will never cause its owner to be confined as a madman,
tortured as a heretic, or crucified as a blasphemer. Also, on the other
hand, that it will never cause him to be applauded as a prophet, revered
as a priest, or exalted as a king. Its usual blessings are happiness and
mediocrity.

¢ We can hardly imagine bucolic placidity quickening to intellectual
aims without imagining social aims as the transitional phase. Yeobright’s
peculiarity was that in striving at high thinking he still cleaved to plain
living.
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¢ In Clym Yeobrights face could be dimly seen the typical counte-
nance of the future. Should there be a classic period to art hereafter, its
Pheidias may produce such faces. The view of life as a thing to be put
up with, replacing that zest for existence which was so intense in early
civilizations, must ultimately enter so thoroughly into the constitution
of the advanced races that its facial expression will become accepted as
a new artistic departure. . . . Physically beautiful men—the glory of the
race when it was young—are almost an anachronism now. The truth
seems to be that a long line of disillusive centuries has permanently dis-
placed the Hellenic idea of life.

¢ ... the more I see of life the more do I perceive that there is nothing
particularly great in its greatest walks, and therefore nothing particu-
larly small in mine of furze-cutting. If I feel that the greatest blessings
vouchsafed to us are not very valuable, how can I feel it to be any great
hardship when they are taken away? So I sing to pass the time.

Monday, April 29, 1951 Haverford
Donne perceives a universal law and knows that the same law governs
the unperceivable as well:

From Rest and Sleep, which but thy [i.e. Death’s] picture be,
Much pleasure then from thee much more must flow. . .
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,

And Death shall be no more: Death, thou shalt die!

Tuesday, May 1, 1951 Haverford
The Collection speaker told of the present dilemma of the physicists
arising from their conviction that the very act of observing an object
changes the object; thus we can never examine the operations of the
world and perceive them in the state they would be in if we did not ex-
amine them. This is generally accepted as part of the quantum theory,
with a lone dissenter: Einstein.

A good day, at last. I need constant inspiration and compulsion, or
else I do nothing at all.

Wednesday, May 2, 1951 Haverford
Dad wrote of the splendors of spring in Sunnyside, and added: “In pro-
portion to my eyes having lost their full capacity to see clearly, I find
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myself noticing things that I formerly either didn’t pay any attention to
or took for granted” This to me means a cure! Hooray!

May 6, 1951 Haverford
An insect alighted in my pocket. It was an exact replica of our modern
helicopters.

Saw a movie about Mr. Justice Holmes—entertaining, but did not do
justice to the Justice.

May 16, 1951 Haverford
The fresh upsurge of cool air from a running stream as one crosses it on
a footbridge.

May 19, 1951 Haverford
Shaw: “ .. where there is danger, there is hope. Our present security is
nothing, and can be nothing, but evil made irresistible.

“Thus, you see, a man may not be a gentleman nowadays, even if he
wishes to. As to being a Christian, he is allowed some latitude in that
matter, because, I repeat, Christianity has two faces. Popular Christian-
ity has for its emblem a gibbet, for its chief sensation a sanguinary exe-
cution after torture, for its central mystery an insane vengeance brought
oft by a trumpery expiation. But there is a nobler and profounder Chris-
tianity which affirms the sacred mystery of Equality, and forbids the
glaring futility and folly of vengeance, often politely called punishment
or justice. The gibbet part of Christianity is tolerated. The other is crim-
inal felony. Connoisseurs in irony are well aware of the fact that the only
editor in England who denounces punishment as radically wrong, also
repudiates Christianity; calls his paper the Freethinker; and has been
imprisoned for two years for blasphemy” —Preface to Major Barbara,
after seeing the movie last night.

May 22, 1951 Haverford
The great artist achieves unity of conception because he can conceive
in terms of blocks, not individual notes, phrases, words or sentences. I
cannot do this, and both my music and my writing thus show an inco-
herence. I am good only for a spurt at a time; if that spurt is insignificant
to complete the work, then my subsequent completing will be inevitably
faulty and below the standard of the original.

Heard Norman Thomas, Johnson of Howard U., Senator Flanders,
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and Rev. Crane talk on peace. All excellent, reaffirming for me my own
beliefs, and being a bright spot in representing a section of the adult
world that still has ideals and courage. My parents and relatives unfor-
tunately are not of this select company. My alienation from them pro-
gresses apace.

Pete G. and I are now coming to the trying part of a friendship; we
are re-discovering each other’s faults, and have drifted apart, to return, I
hope, re-bound with hoops of steel.

May 23, 1951 Haverford
Trevelyan, commenting on the Scottish uprising of 1635-40: “the Cove-
nant with God was renewed in 1638 and embraced all ranks from high-
est to lowest. In every parish men signed it, weeping and lifting their
right hand to heaven. When the Scots display emotion, something real
is astir within them.

Again Trevelyan: “Was it . . . impossible for Parliamentary power to
take root in England at a less cost than this national schism and appeal
to force, which, in spite of many magnificent incidents, left England hu-
manly so much the poorer and less noble in twenty years time? It is a
question which no depth of research or speculation can resolve. Men
were what they were, uninfluenced by the belated wisdom of posterity,
and thus they acted”

Adams on the Puritan Revolution in 1640: “In the reaction which
naturally followed, the work of the revolution was undone. Constitu-
tional development linked itself back to the results of its more natural
processes in the stage which it had reached at the end of the first session
of the Long Parliament in 1641. Nearly everything for which the revolu-
tion strove is now a part of the English constitution, but not as a result of
its endeavor. Rather as a result of the slower and more normal process of
growth, out of which in a sense the revolution indeed came but which it
for a moment interrupted. In the puritan and quaker colonies of Amer-
ica the ideas of the revolution created the natural political atmosphere.
There they were not revolutionary but became the material from which
the normal constitutional life of these little states drew its strength.”

Samuel Butler: “He [Ernest] did not yet know that the very worst
way of getting hold of ideas is to go hunting expressly after them. The
way to get them is to study something of which one is fond, and to note
down whatever crosses one’s mind in reference to it, either during study



148 PETER BIEN

or relaxation, in a little notebook kept always in the waistcoat pocket.
Ernest has come to know all about this now, but it took him a long time
to find it out, for this is not the kind of thing that is taught at schools
and universities.”

May 24, 1951 Haverford
Samuel Butler: “I mean that he was trying to give up father and mother
for Christ’s sake. He would have said he was giving them up because he
thought they hindered him in the pursuit of his truest and most lasting
happiness. Granted, but what is this if it is not Christ? What is Christ if
He is not this? He who takes the highest and most self-respecting view
of his own welfare which it is in his power to conceive, and adheres to it
in spite of conventionality, is a Christian whether he knows it and calls
himself one, or whether he does not. A rose is not the less a rose because
it does not know its own name.”

May 29, 1951 Haverford
Optimist: “a man who has had no experience” (?) —Archy.

May 30, 1951 Haverford
The artist is one who has developed his powers of intellectual mimicry.

June 3, 1951 Haverford
Non-pacifists tell us that we are neglecting our obligations to society.
But when the Marxists say that society is greater than the individual,
these same non-pacifists are the first to reach for their guns.

Reading such arguments from Mr. Hatch—who is in truth infinitely
above them—makes me realize how really weak they are. It is impossible
to make a good argument for wrong. Even when strong men so argue,
their arguments are weak, and the discrepancy between the level of the
argument and that of the speaker indicates that the speaker does not in
any full measure believe in the position that he advocates. It is his duty,
then, publically to renounce this erroneous position—and the perfor-
mance of this duty is the real indication of his inner strength.

Non-pacifists also say that it is wrong—or at least unrealistic—to
take a position that is clearly ahead of one’s time. Together with this,
they extol our American independent democracy, and the liberties it
bestows. Yet they forget that the leaders of the revolt against Britain were
also clearly ahead of their time. Had these non-pacifists existed then,
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they would have counseled: Do not rush things, freedom will come in
time, when the world’s ready for it—just as they say today—do not rush
things, peace will come when the world’s ready for it. No doubt it will,
but the world’s “readiness” in such a way will be a euphemism for its
exhaustion. What I say is not meant to be a justification of the Ameri-
can Revolution, for no violence can be justified. But it is meant to be in
praise of the “anachronistic” ideals of some of its leaders—ideals of indi-
vidual self-respect and dignity—even if those ideas were implemented
wrongly, and through a continuation of this wrong war-mindedness
stand the chance of being obliterated forever.

From Rudolf Ottos The Idea of the Holy, a first-rate work, which I
have finally gotten around to reading, in connection with a Marlowe
paper. Otto prefaces his chapter “The Elements of the Numinous” with:
“The reader is invited to direct his mind to a moment of deeply-felt re-
ligious experience, as little as possible qualified by other forms of con-
sciousness. Whoever cannot do this, whoever knows no such moments
in his experience, is requested to read no further; for it is not easy to
discuss questions of religious psychology with one who can recollect
the emotions of his adolescence, the discomforts of indigestion, or, say,
social feelings, but cannot recall any intrinsically religious feelings. We
do not blame such an one, when he tries for himself to advance as far as
he can with the help of such principles of explanation as he knows, in-
terpreting ‘Aesthetics’ in terms of sensuous pleasure, and ‘Religion’ as a
function of the gregarious instinct and social standards, or as something
more primitive still. But the artist, who for his part has an intimate per-
sonal knowledge of the distinctive element in the aesthetic experience,
will decline his theories with thanks, and the religious man will reject
them even more uncompromisingly.”

Bravo! If the English teacher does not evoke the artistic experience—
the distinctive artistic experience, viz. the numinous in art—he fulfills
not his function. Teachers concentrate on the socio-historical aspects
of their subject because they themselves have never had the artistic
experience.

Otto remarks later that the Quaker silent meeting is the most spir-
itual form of worship, its character being threefold: the numinous si-
lence of Sacrament, the silence of waiting, and the silence of Union or
Fellowship. On the last, Otto says: “The silent worship of the Quakers is
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in fact a realization of Communion in both senses of the word—inward
oneness and fellowship of the individual with invisible present Reality
and the mystical union of many individuals with one another” And, of
extreme interest: “In this regard there is the plainest inward kinship be-
tween the two forms of worship which, viewed externally, seem to stand
at the opposite poles of religious development, viz. the Quaker meeting
and the Roman Catholic Mass. Both are solemn religious observances
of a numinous and sacramental character, both are communion, both
exhibit alike an inner straining not only ‘to realize the presence’ of God,
but to attain to a degree of oneness with Him.

I admire and like the Quakers more and more, and especially the
silent Meeting. Today at Radnor I again felt the inner strength that
comes of calm meditation and thought—the withdrawal from action,
whose subsequent return is marked with renewed vigor and dedication.
I wonder if joining the Society of Friends would be inconsistent with the
ideals of the Community Church. Clearly a good case could be made ei-
ther way, but as I recall my comments on Hocking’s Absolute Relativity,
they would clearly sanction joining another group, and using its doc-
trines, beliefs, and traditions as the expression of the true universality
that underlies all true religious belief.

¢ Otto: “. .. Above and beyond our rational being lies hidden the ul-
timate and highest part of our nature, which can find no satisfaction in
the mere allaying of the needs of our sensuous, psychical, or intellectual
impulses and cravings. The mystics called it the basis or ground of the
soul”

June 10, 1951 Sunnyside
From “Song of the Flower;” Gibran:

... I'look up high to see only the light,
And never look down to see my shadow.
This is wisdom which man must learn.

From “Song of the Rain™:

The heat in the air gives birth to me,
But in turn I kill it,

As woman overcomes man with
The strength she takes from him.
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From “Vision™:

¢ I am the human heart, prisoner of substance and victim of earthly
laws.

In God’s field of Beauty, at the edge of the stream of life, I was impris-
oned in the cage of laws made by man.

In the center of beautiful Creation I died neglected because I was kept
from enjoying the freedom of God’s bounty.

Everything of beauty that awakens my love and desire is a disgrace,
according to man’s conceptions; everything of goodness that I crave is
but naught, according to his judgment.

I am the lost human heart, imprisoned in the foul dungeon of man’s
dictates, tied with chains of early authority, dead and forgotten by laugh-
ing humanity whose tongue is tied and whose eyes are empty of visible
tears.

¢ I am a poet, and if I cannot give, I shall refuse to receive.

¢ Humans are divided into different clans and tribes, and belong to
countries and towns. But I find myself a stranger to all communities
and belong to no settlement. The universe is my country and the human
family is my tribe.

Human kinds unite themselves only to destroy the temples of the
soul, and they join hands to build edifices for earthly bodies. I stand
alone listening to the voice of hope in my deep self saying, “As love enliv-
ens a mans heart with pain, so ignorance teaches him the way to knowl-
edge. Pain and ignorance lead to great joy and knowledge because the
Supreme Being has created nothing vain under the sun.”

I have a yearning for my beautiful country, and I love its people be-
cause of their misery. But if my people rose, stimulated by plunder and
motivated by what they call “patriotic spirit” to murder, and invaded my
neighbor’s country, then upon the committing of any human atrocity I
would hate my people and my country.

I love my native village with some of my love for my country; and I
love my country with part of my love for the earth, all of which is my
country; and I love the earth with all of myself because it is the haven of
humanity, the manifest spirit of God.

Humanity is the spirit of the Supreme Being on earth, and that hu-
manity is standing amidst ruins, hiding its nakedness behind tattered
rags, shedding tears upon hollow cheeks, and calling for its children
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with pitiful voice. But the children are busy singing their clan’s anthem;
they are busy sharpening the swords and cannot hear the cry of their
mothers.

Humanity is the spirit of the Supreme Being on earth, and that Su-
preme Being preaches love and good-will. But the people ridicule such
teachings. The Nazarene Jesus listened, and crucifixion was his lot; Soc-
rates heard the voice and followed it, and he too fell victim in body. The
followers of the Nazarene and Socrates are the followers of Deity, and
since people will not kill them, they deride them, saying, “Ridicule is
more bitter than killing”

Jerusalem could not kill the Nazarene, nor Athens Socrates; they are
living yet and shall live eternally. Ridicule cannot triumph over the fol-
lowers of Deity. They live and grow forever.

July 3, 1951 Riparius
From New Wars for Old by John Haynes Holmes:

¢ The supreme example of the antagonism of militarism and civiliza-
tion is in the case of Germany. For centuries, the German people were
peaceful traders, hard-working peasants, and raptured dreamers. Politi-
cal power was unknown to them, and military greatness undesired. And
these were the days when her life was purest, and her spirit at its zenith
of achievement. It was feeble and divided Germany which gave us the
long line of noble mystics from Tauler and Meister Eckhart to Herder
and Schleiermacher, Martin Luther and the Reformation, the literature
of Lessing, Schiller, Goethe, and Heine, the music of Bach, Beethoven,
Haydn, Mozart, and Schubert, the scholarship of Wolf, Strauss, Bauer,
Niebuhr, and Ranke. Then, in the 18t century, came the Great Elector
and Frederick, and the beginnings of Prussian militarism. Then came
the Napoleonic wars, with their poisonous progeny in the persons of
Stein, Scharuhorst, and Gneisenau. The days of 48 were a brief awak-
ening from the creeping hypnotism of the times. But Bismarck and
Moltke, the veritable incarnation of blood and iron, soon came upon
the scene, and Germany was lost. From that day to this Germany has
been obsessed with the ideal of force, greediness, power; and from that
day to this her true life has atrophied and slowly died. If 1870 marks the
beginning of German imperialism, it marks as well the close of German
culture.

¢ Nothing is more impressive in evolution than the gradual supplant-
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ing of the struggle for self-preservation by the struggle for the life of oth-
ers. Mutual aid is the determining factor of survival. Not the claw of the
tiger but the love of the tiger for her cubs is the thing that really makes
for the preservation of the species. “The strength of the wolf is the pack,”
says Kipling. The weaker animals, which, because of their inadequate
strength, have learned the lesson of co-operation are the ones which
are winning out the battle for life, and the savage animals, on the other
hand, like the lion and the bear, which rove the jungle alone in the proud
glory of unconquerable power, are the very ones which are losing and
thus gradually disappearing. Physical force, in other words, is for some
reason or other showing itself to be a failure in the struggle for survival.

¢ The struggle [of life] is not for physical survival but for spiritual
fulfillment. Jesus urged, therefore, upon all those who would truly live,
the great end of love.

¢ President Monroe, re: Canadian-US border disarmament: “The in-
crease of naval armaments on one side upon the Lakes, during peace,
will necessitate the like increase on the other, and besides causing an
aggravation of useless expense to both parties, must operate as a contin-
ual stimulus of suspicion and ill-will upon the inhabitants and local au-
thorities of the borders against those of their neighbors. The moral and
political tendency of such a system must be to war and not to peace.”

¢ The non-resistant, in the highest and best sense of he word, is not
the man who endures passively, nor yet fights rationally, but the man
who loves profoundly. [Cf. Bishop Myriel in Les Miserables, when Jean
Valjean has stolen his silver.]

¢ Non-resistance means one thing, — the lifting of resistance to evil
from the physical to the moral plane.

¢ “With mercy and forbearance shalt thou disarm every foe. For want
of fuel the fire expires: mercy and forbearance bring violence to naught””
—Buddha.

¢ “To those who are good, I am good; and to those who are not good,
I am also good—and thus all get to be good. . . . To recompense injury
with kindness, this is the law of life” —Lao-tse.

¢ “The man who foolishly does me wrong, I will return to him the
protection of my ungrudging love; the more evil comes from him, the
more good shall go from me. . . . Let a man overcome anger by love, let
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a man overcome evil by good, let him overcome the greedy by liberality
and the liar by truth” —Buddha.

¢ “Bless them that persecute you. . . . Recompense to no man evil for
evil” —Paul (Romans 12)

¢ “Men say that Christ bade his disciples sell their coats and buy them
swords. But Christ taught not his apostles to fight with the word of iron,
but with the sword of God’s word, which standeth in meekness of heart
and in the prudence of man’s tongue” —Wyclifte.

¢ “The religious man is guided in his activity not by the presumed
consequences of his action, but by the consciousness of the destination
of his life. . . . For him there is no question as to whether many or few
men act as he does, or of what may happen if he does that which he
should do. He knows that besides life and death nothing can happen,
and that life and death are in the hands of God whom he obeys. The
religious man acts thus and not otherwise not because he desires to act
thus, nor because it is advantageous to himself or to other men, but be-
cause, believing that his life is in the hands of God, he cannot act other-
wise” —Tolstoy (“Bethink Yourselves”).

¢ The Quakers exemplify everything that is beautiful in the moral
and spiritual life; in many ways they must be regarded as the very flower
and fruitage of our Christian civilization.

¢ Successful instances of non-resistance exemplify the workings of
two absolute spiritual laws. The first of these laws is this: that like always
produces like. Reason conduces to reason, hate stirs up hate, love gener-
ates love. ‘Cast your bread upon the waters, said Jesus, ‘and it will come
back to you again’ ‘As ye sow; said Paul, ‘so shall ye also reap. ‘Love your
enemies, and you will have none! And the second spiritual law is that
the spirit is always superior to the flesh.

¢ “I come that they might have life, and have it more abundantly;,”
said Jesus, defining the standard by which he wanted his career to be
measured.

*Tis life of which our nerves are scant;
O life, not death, for which we pant;
More life and fuller that we want. —Tennyson.

¢ War is never justifiable at any time or under any circumstance. No
man is wise enough, no nation is important enough, no human inter-
est is precious enough, to justify the wholesale destruction and murder
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which constitute the essence of war. Human life is alone sacred. . . . In
the name of life and for the sake of life, do I declare that war must be
condemned universally and unconditionally.

It is with war today exactly as with similar abominations yesterday.
Plato thought that human slavery was justifiable, since it enabled the free
citizens of his ideal republic to live the good life. Torquemada thought
persecution justifiable, since it gave protection to the true faith. . .. In
the same way we deceive ourselves today into believing that war is justi-
fiable, when it is fought on behalf of political liberty, or in defense of the
integrity of a nation. But some day men will awaken from this illusion
to see that war is never justifiable.

¢ “Let not a man glory in this, that he loves his country, says
Bahd&u’llach, “let him rather glory in this, that he loves his kind.”

From Aldous Huxley’s Ends and Means:

¢ People prepare for war . . . because they live in a society where
success, however achieved, is worshipped and where competition seems
more “natural” (because under the present dispensation it is more ha-
bitual) than co-operation.

¢ Because of indolence, the disinherited are hardly less conservative
than the possessors; they cling to their familiar miseries almost as tena-
ciously as the others cling to their privileges.

¢ Non-attachment in the midst of activity is the distinguishing mark
of the ideally excellent human being.

¢ The political road to a better society is decentralization . .. [But] no
society which is preparing for war can afford to be anything but highly
centralized. . . . A democracy which makes or even effectively prepares
for modern, scientific war, must necessarily cease to be democratic.

¢ Self-transcendence, escape from the prison of the ego into union
with what is above personality, is generally accomplished in solitude.
That is why the tyrants like to herd their subjects into those vast crowds,
in which the individual is reduced to a state of intoxicated sub-humanity.

¢ The line of least resistance: living unconnected, atomistic lives, pas-
sively obeying during working hours and passively being entertained by
machinery during hours of leisure.

¢ Soldiers must not think or have wills. “Theirs not to reason why;
theirs but to do and die’

¢ In our societies men are paranoiacally ambitious, because para-
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noiac ambition is admired as a virtue and successful climbers are adored
as though they were gods. More books have been written about Napo-
leon than about any other human being. So long as men worship the
Caesars and Napoleons, Caesars and Napoleons will duly rise and make
them miserable.

¢ Certain biologists consider that war ensures the survival of the fit-
test. This is obviously nonsensical. War tends to eliminate the young and
strong and spare the unhealthy.

¢ It is one of the tragedies of history that the Westernization of China
should have meant the progressive militarization of a culture which, for
nearly 3000 years, has consistently preached the pacifist ideal.

¢ For Buddhists, anger is always and unconditionally disgraceful. For
Christians, there is such a thing as righteous indignation (which, unfor-
tunately, justifies war, so they think).

¢ War is not a law of nature, nor even of human nature. It exists be-
cause men wish it to exist.

¢ The state is loved because it panders to the lowest elements in
human nature and because men like to have excuses to feel pride and
hatred, etc.

¢ The new moralities (Communism, Fascism, etc.) inculcate the
minor virtues, such as temperance, prudence, courage, and the like; but
all disparage the higher virtues, charity and intelligence, without which
the minor virtues are merely instruments for doing evil with increased
efficiency.

¢ Desire is the source of illusion. Only the disinterested mind can
transcend common sense and pass beyond the boundaries of animal or
average-sensual human life. The mystic exhibits disinterestedness in the
highest degree possible to human beings and is therefore able to tran-
scend ordinary limitations more completely than the man of science,
the artist or the philosopher. . . . The ultimate reality discoverable by
the mystics is not personality. Since it is not personal, it is illegitimate
to attribute to it ethical qualities. ‘God is not Good; said Eckhart. ‘T am
good. Goodness is the means by which men can overcome the illusion
of being completely independent existents and can raise themselves to a
level of being upon which it becomes possible to realize the fact of their
oneness with ultimate reality. The ultimate reality is ‘the peace of God
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which passeth all understanding’; goodness is the way by which it can
be approached.

¢ Good is that which makes for unity; evil is that which makes for
separateness.

¢ European and American children are brought up to admire the so-
cial climber and worship his success, to envy the rich and eminent and
at the same time to respect and obey them. In other words, the two
correlated vices of ambition and sloth are held up as virtues. There can
be no improvement in our world until people come to be convinced that
the ambitious power-seeker is as disgusting as the glutton or the miser.

July 12, 1951 Riparius
Tolstoy uses an unusual figure in Anna Karenina: “He [Serioja] was only
nine years old, only a child, but he knew his own soul and guarded it as
the eyelid guards the eye” (Part V, Chapter XXVII)

I played the Eine Kleine Nachmusik duet with Merrill Brockway at
Brant Lake Camp assembly.

Possible story-subject: Mrs. McCarthy’s part in informing on activ-
ities of the previous postmistress (who illegally solicited business from
neighboring hotels, etc.). Also Mrs. McCarthy and her rapist husband,
Francis, whom she apparently drove to frustration. Post-office conversa-
tions, dilemma over new money-order forms; the children; talking too
freely, etc. Closing up to drive the children home.

July 25, 1951 Riparius
75 log!!!

—the 80-odd year old logger who broke his leg when he was 76, walk-
ing from Warrensburg to Luzerne. “Guess I'll stop in Eldridge’s store. . ..
Never seen in Eldridge’s store. . . . Been in Morehead’s”

July 26, 1951 Sunnyside
Dad much better. Interested in record-collecting and listening again.
Physically active to an extent. But still won't leave Sunnyside.

Drawing-room conversations. “Oh, have you seen — ? Wasn't it sim-
ply grand!” Ad infinitum.

July 27 1951 Washington, DC
Friends Work Camp. We shall be painting, plastering, puttying old slum
tenements. 13 girls, 5 boys. Nice group—varied, at least geographically.
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At Riparius I learned to talk to and with myself. Now I shall commu-
nicate to others what has been stored up over the past six weeks. But
one can never communicate! If he manages to understand himself it is
commendable; making others understand is phenomenal.

August 25, 1951 Riparius
I feel as though my foundations were a piece of sculpture, and should be
unveiled before each new visitor.

December 4, 1951
God: the force, not ourselves, that makes for righteousness.
Sex: the force, not ourselves, that makes for copulation.



1952

Haverford January—June
mid-Atlantic, Paris, Amsterdam, Brummen July
Brummen; England August
Leeuwarden, chez Kleefstra; Assen (chez Oort) September
Sunnyside & Riparius October—December
January 3, 1952 Haverford

They tell me that it is now fashionable to be a Kierkegaardian. This is
all very well, but in the end it will be not so well for Kierkegaard. For
now that he is “popular” and “accepted,” S.Ks doctrine and message face
the probability of being distorted, just as every other noble system of
thought has been mangled by popular acceptance. This is because al-
though the majority of men are willing, let us say, to “adopt” the Kierke-
gaardian point of view, still very few of them indeed are willing to take
the leap that S.K. requires. Thus the core of S.K’s message is ignored
while its periphery is discussed, edited, translated, tea-tabled, and ser-
monized until the core disappears right out altogether, and the force of
superior numbers triumphs.

So, we must guard against the fashion and against accepting S.K. as a
prophet whose every word is scripture. Still, on the other hand, we must
not be so overly critical as to insure ourselves as it were against being ed-
ified by the preacher, whether he offers little or much. S.K. requires this
much of his reader—that he become one with the talk, at least at first,
and that he lay down the categories of critical judgment. I say bravo for
S.K. and for play-acting. (3:00 a.m.)

January 25, 1952 Haverford
From Allen’s Life of Phillips Brooks, referring to the religious skepticism
of the 1870s (cf. Arnold’s “Dover Beach”) that resulted from the shatter-
ing by Biblical scholarship of the infallibility of the Bible, and by science
of other commonly accepted religious standbys: “Under these circum-
stances, the pressing question was, Where lay the authority? . . . Some
fell back upon the authority of tradition expressed by General Councils
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and long-established usage. The Roman Church was alive to the situa-
tion, and the year 1870 was considered opportune for declaring the in-
fallibility of the Pope, in the expectation that a distracted world would
be moved by the announcement. Others asserted the inward authority
of the soul as divinely endowed to speak with finality upon religious
truth—the attitude which was then known as Transcendentalism.”—I
have read and loved Emerson, and Murdock lectured galore, but never
before this did I have the slightest appreciation of the force that gave rise
to Transcendentalism. Now it means so much more.

February 5, 1952 Haverford
Lines composed for mother’s birthday, January 1949 (just found):

Away, indeed oer lands and fields
Spaceéd far and near,

Strides one in search of loveliness,
Life’s requisite so dear.

Alas, in vain, though worlds be roamd,
Expecteth he another

So loving, kind, and beautiful

As his devoted mother.

(PS. (1952): Ugh!)

February 14, 1952 Haverford
Lunch with Horace Alexander, friend of Gandhi’s.

February 20, 1952 Haverford
Lunch with Robert Penn Warren. He said that American’s agrarian civ-
ilization, not her metropolitan, is the key to her greatness, but that it is
hardly so simple a question as the nice little farm vs. the big mean city.
Ralph Sergent asked him what lectures he listened to at Oxford, where-
upon the “great man” replied that in the course of his two years he went
to one lecture, and regretted that. I had immense difficulty repressing
what would have been the most undignified of guffaws.

February 24, 1952 Haverford
This morning I heard some of the most dynamic, vivid, and moving
preaching in my experience: Rev. Cunningham, at a Negro Baptist
Church, 10* and Wallace, Philadelphia. Here is in all respects a match
for Phillips Brooks: intellectually as well as emotionally. Also met David



FROM 18 TO 85 161

Richie, who radiates love and compassion. P.S. Perhaps I am too senti-
mental. Donald Blackmer thinks so.

March 9, 1952 Haverford
Knowing that all considerations of logic and expediency direct one to
take a certain action, and then taking the opposite action is much better
than taking said opposite action and being ignorant of the consider-
ations of logic and expediency that speak against it. (Thought growing
out of Pete G’s deliberations about going home this afternoon.)

Mr. Sergent told me yesterday that, due in part to my article in the
Review, he has redesigned the Elizabethan literature course, leaving out
historical and sociological data, examining fewer works, etc.

Must write a short story based on Rusty’s encounter with the mud.

March 18, 1952 Haverford
Lord Boyd-Orr spoke here. He said that the challenge that our civiliza-
tion must meet is the challenge of becoming One World: “Let’s join the
Human Race” This is the challenge in the sense that Toynbee speaks
of challenges and responses. If this challenge does not bring a creative
response, then the civilization of the West is doomed. The challenge can
be met, said Boyd-Orr in his Scottish brogue, by an effort on the part
of the technologically advanced West to help provide know-how and
implementation for starving Asia, to keep production at a high level this
way rather than by the stimulus of war and the destructive method of
re-arming.

Dee and Dave announce the arrival of young Christopher, “a monster
to help start schools and build houses.”

March 25, 1952 Haverford
Chatted with Charles Malik, Lebanese UN delegate, and “philosopher
statesman.” He is a student of Greek through and through, especially
Aristotle. I asked him about the old problem pointed up in the slaying of
Caesar by the philosopher Brutus: metaphysics may act as a justification
for what otherwise would be considered a moral wrong. But Malik in-
sisted that every statesman must model his actions on a metaphysics—
and, despite my objection, naturally Malik was basically right.
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March 29, 1952 Haverford
Watched Kovacs upset Gonzales, Kramer eke out a close one against
Segura; then Segura-Gonzales beat Kramer-Kovacs. All were three sets
and very exciting. Played on canvas at St. Joseph’s College on City Line
Avenue.

April 26, 1952 Haverford
Schweitzer entitles his autobiography Out of My Life and Thought. Some-
one should try Out of My Mind.

Douglas Steere is off to Africa to see Schweitzer.

Heard Paul Henri Spaak. Supper with A. J. Muste. Television, the my-
opiate of the masses. What is the wisest word in English: Sydygy. Am
going to Holland this summer. Heard Art of the Fugue at the First Pres-
byterian Church.

April 29, 1952 New York Cit
Attended dinner at the Waldorf in honor of Frank Boyden. The Head
was presented with a horse and buggy. Claude Fuess, Dodds of Prince-
ton, and Lewis Perry spoke. A miraculous tribute to a miraculous man.

April 30, 1952

Paul Henry Lang: “Like Carlyle, Renan, and Taine: Wagner felt that
modern life is opposed to the creative mission of man; that it is passive,
lacking in will, and therefore inhuman. He felt that man was gradually
becoming a servant of life, whereas his destiny was to be life’s master. He
felt that the divergence between action and thought was swinging man
to his doom, and he resolved to lead mankind back to the unity of action
and thought, of body and soul, to creative action which does not know
problems separate from life”

May 2, 1952 Haverford
Peter tells me: “You can’t work well unless you get a little relaxation.” I
tell him: “For you the formula should be reversed, viz: You can’t relax
well unless you do a little work?”

July 10, 1952 S.S. Waterman, mid-Atlantic
Halfway to Europe. Looking back over the past two months, I see many
important events, many busy days. In preparation for Comprehensives
I read Lang through and through, also Prunieres, Nef, etc., learning just
about the whole gamut in the six weeks allowed me. Naturally, I could
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hope to know little more than names, trends, and dates. But apparently
this was enough for the peculiar Haverford standards, and I graduated
with High Honors and npx along with Townsend. Loblenz got simple
Honors only, which grieved me immensely, since his knowledge and
musical talents are far superior to mine. Dr. Swan thought my exam
fugue very good, and this helped—also, of course, the quartet move-
ment, the issue of my study of the first of the Rasumovsky quartets. I
have recently also listened more carefully to Opus 59, no. 3, opus 18, #s 4
& 5,and op. 135, the 16, All superb works, although the 16t so far leaves
me mystified. I must study the score in a more detailed way.

It is impossible for me to know just how good or bad my composi-
tions are, especially since I have no way of hearing them over and over
in good performance. While writing the variations, the other trio move-
ments, etc., I thought them very good; but after I had progressed to the
quartet, I thought them very bad. Now, when and if I progress further, I
shall probably feel the quartet very bad. But despite it all, Swan’s enthu-
siasm has been very encouraging. I owe it to myself to begin to regulate
my life with a little more direction and forethought, instead of grasping
things as they turn up, as I did with this European trip and with next
year’s program at Harvard. I must discipline myself to study music in-
tensively for a year at least, as a test, practicing well and regularly, and
undergoing some basic training in ear, sight singing and reading, etc. If
I could only have some surer idea of what will be best for me in life—
whether my present idea of withdrawal and my present opposition to all
the current values of success, is the best way. I feel on the one hand that I
must simplify and simplify, that I am so poorly constituted emotionally,
so poorly endowed in the basic values of the non-intellectual, that to
pursue the typical intellectual life as a college professor or the like would
merely intensify the gap between my mind’s attainments and my heart
and soul, and would pass on the same immense difficulties to my chil-
dren as my father passed on to me and his father to him. When I read
a passage such as the following—in Sons and Lovers—it immediately
strikes home: “The difference between people isn't in their class, but
in themselves. Only from the middle classes one gets ideas, and from
the common people—life itself, warmth. You feel their hates and loves”
(p. 316 Modern Library edition).

So, I graduated; but the event was hardly a consummation in my
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mind—rather a mystery: a mystery that ended one mystery and began
another.

I had been at Riparius, and immediately returned—my parents per-
turbed as usual with my short stays at Sunnyside. A few days later I
returned to Park Avenue for Paul Davidoft’s wedding, on June 12%, to
Rusty Miller, who impresses me not very much. Then to Cumberland
Hill, where I felt very guilty in merely eating supper at the Gardners’ and
then taking Peter with me to the farm. The few days with him were de-
lightful. We finished the sheathing on the overhang, then put the roof-
ing paper over it. Next we completed the outside nailing for chinking,
and Pete helped me with most of the oakum. Two nights, after having
worked steadily from 8 a.m. until 8 p.m., we went horseback riding,
once as far as the Black Hole, with Clare Carman. Before Pete came,
I had put on most of the roofing paper, filled in the two gables with
boards from the barn, and laid the two floors. After he left, I completed
the chinking, including the outside cementing, all but a few logs directly
under the overhang, where rain cannot enter; put in all the windows,
planeing them to size and securing each with a sash lock; made and
hung two doors, only temporary ones, however; and creosoted the out-
side up to the level of the windowsills. It was a grand month at Riparius.
I worked very well, largely I think because of the relaxation and com-
panionship in taking meals with the Carmans instead of preparing them
myself, as I did the summer before. I enjoyed their conversation, simple
as it was, much more than that at the Gerstenzangs, where Arthur Lev-
itt and Karen invited me one evening for a steak dinner. The desolate,
meaningless, parasitic life of those people, with their constant round of
tennis, swimming, golf or boredom stands in sharp contrast with the
constructive activity and deep human contact I knew over at Riparius.
Even a slight incident binds people and destroys all the sophisticated
superficiality that characterizes so many of the people I grew up among.
Alvin Millington cut his leg with an axe, and the blood gushed out so
fast that he had to apply a tourniquet (lucky thing he thought to do it).
I drove him down to Carmans; where he had left his car, and offered to
drive him to Chestertown, but he thought he could make it by himself.
As T expected, he began getting faint down the hill, and stopped in home
so that his wife could accompany him. An hour or so later he was back at
Carmans, and his childish smile when I happened to drive by was some-
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thing to warm the coldest heart. “Ten stitches,” he said, with pride; and
he looked like a great honor had been given him instead of a near-great
misfortune. He thanked me profusely, although all I did was drive him
half a mile (at the end of which drive he had presence of mind enough
to apologize for the pool of blood on the floor of my truck).

What real part the farm will play in my life yet remains to be seen.
I think truly that it will always remain a place that I love and to which
I will always long to return. Whether or not I shall actually live there
for any extended time of course depends on many things—the most
important of these being marriage. At any rate I shall have a home, for
you cannot call Sunnyside or New York City a “home” and really mean
anything.

The creosoting took me to 3 p.m. and it was 1 a.m. before I finally got
back to Sunnyside. Dad and mother had expected me earlier and ap-
parently had gotten perturbed when I did not show up. Mother actually
came down when I arrived. I for some reason was angry because she
had stayed awake. I don’t know why I felt that way. So our meeting came
off very poorly. And in the morning, Dad wouldn't even speak to me,
which was a very nice send-off indeed. True, I should have come home
earlier; but he instead of pouting and acting like an infant, should have
tried to make the best of whatever time I was at home. Luckily the AFSC
slipped up on boat tickets, I had an unexpected five days that I spent at
home very pleasantly—except for Dad’s idiotic taking us to Chambord
restaurant, because it was the most expensive in NYC. The food was me-
diocre, the waiters hovered over you constantly and made everyone un-
comfortable, and the bill for three of us was $30, which really made me
cringe. We went to a pleasant show afterward, however, and returned
home quite satisfied—that is, with the only kind of satisfaction or love
or unity our family knows: external satisfaction, which wears off in an
hour or two.

The week at Pendle Hill was exciting. It is a community in the fullest
sense, and a school in the fullest sense, too. It gives no degrees because
it does not want students who come for degrees; it encourages inde-
pendence and individual work; it brings together people of nations and
thoughts diverse; and everyone washes dishes, hoes the corn.

Henry Cadbury of Harvard was there—one of those irresistible salty
New Englanders, twang and all; and Chakavarty from India. Dorothy
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Day was to come later; I would have liked meeting her since she advo-
cates subsistence farming. Our group heard lectures from these people,
from workers in the AFSC office, and from some recently returned from
Europe. We also had all the diversions—a party, square dancing, sing-
ing, walks, etc.

I am never satisfied with knowing people superficially, and therefore
get to know no one, superficially or otherwise. It is the same here on
the boat. I seem to remember a passage in Lawrence’s book concerning
this—very appropriate: “There was always this feeling of jangle and dis-
cord in the Leivers family. Although the boys resented so bitterly this
external appeal to their deeper feelings of resignation and proud hu-
mility, yet it had its effect on them. They could not establish between
themselves and an outsider just the ordinary human feeling and un-
exaggerated friendship; they were always restless for the something
deeper. Ordinary folk seemed shallow to them, trivial and inconsider-
able. And so they were unaccustomed, painfully uncouth in the simplest
social intercourse, suffering, and yet insolent in their superiority. Then
beneath was the yearning for the soul-intimacy to which they could not
attain because they were too dumb, and every approach to close con-
nection was blocked by their clumsy contempt of other people. They
wanted genuine intimacy, but they could not get even normally near to
anyone, because they scorned to take the first steps, they scorned the
triviality which forms common human intercourse” (pp. 183-184, Mod-
ern Library edition).

Conversations with all sorts of people at Pendle Hill, including a self-
styled reformer who had everything “worked out” What we need (!) he
said, is “mutual freeing”; then he gave lengthy and involved definitions
of “mutual” and of “freeing,” reading of course from his notebook. It was
ridiculous.

July 13, 1952 S.S. Waterman off the southern tip of England
Final day of a ten-day trip that seems to have passed very quickly. Our
passage was “uneventful,” as they say—no storms, no fog, no emergency
at all. I met and chatted with many people—boys and girls—but never
passed beyond the chatting stage. Read Lawrence’s Sons and Lovers, and
Turgenev’s Fathers and Sons; heard lectures on existentialism, French
theater, Camus, French music, neo-Fascism in Italy, Spain, and Ger-
many; on student life in England, Holland, Germany; attended language
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classes in French and Dutch; heard Mme. Oosthous do dramatic pre-
sentations: Shaw’s Saint Joan and a Chinese melodrama called The Chalk
Circle—both very fine, especially since she played all the parts herself.

I did not get any real feeling for the power or even the immensity of
the ocean. The ship is big enough so that on calm seas such as we have
had, you hardly know that you are sailing—there is no excitement to it. I
do hope that on the return voyage there will be at least one severe storm,
so we rock a bit and a little water comes on deck. Also, the weather the
past ten days has been almost continually overcast, so we have not been
able to admire the beautiful sunsets that one is supposed to be able to
view at sea. The whole idea, once again, is full and complete comfort;
they fill you full of food, served a la Chambord by delightful Malayan
boys; then you do nothing in a physical way; then you eat again. I would
like very much sometime to travel the seas in a small boat, not as a guest,
a boat where one can work and fish and feel a little salty and where the
sight of land will mean more after ten days or so than it does now.

The passengers on this boat, aside from the handful of lecturers and
group leaders, are almost all students, mostly going on tours or pro-
grams like NSA, Experiment in International Living, Travel and Study,
etc., etc. They are a good lot, these students, serious for the most part, I
think, and generally concerned about the world situation. Only I think
that few would pass beyond the concern stage. Above all—and this
must certainly impress the Europeans—they are all remarkably healthy-
looking, fresh, pert, and well-dressed. And a remarkable number of both
girls and boys are quite beautiful in face and body. I am anxious to see
how the Europeans compare in all this. Also one notices the unabashed,
natural sexiness of both sexes, the girls in their shorts, with beautiful
(shaven) legs; the boys in tight-fitting pants. A wonderful thing all this,
so like the Flizabethans in their freedom, and so much better than the
prudishness and Victorian neurotic fear that sadly characterize the un-
conscious attitudes that my father has left with me. If I can only break
the chain in this respect, and rear children whose thoughts and emo-
tions agree naturally, I will have done a great deal.

18 juillet, 1952 Paris
Cette ville est vraiment remarkable. Je suis ice depuis Mardi et il faut que
je partirai demain matin pour Michaelshoeve. Lundji, tous les QIVS sont
allés a Delft, oll nous avons mangés, puis 8 Amsterdam. Delft est petit
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et tres joli; Amsterdam et grand, pleins des bruits, comme des autres
grandes villes. Nous avons fait un voyage par bateau parmi les canaux,
qui sont trés intéressants. Le prochain matin, Andy a parti a Finland,
Clif a I'Allemande, etc. Cinq jours étaient libres pour moi; donc, jai
monté le train a Paris.

La, je suis allé au bureau des Amis, et puis ici 8 Camp Volent, un
grand ville des tentes, 7 rue Barbet-Jouy, pres d’ Invalides. On paye 380
francs pour se coucher et manger deux repas, mais le nutriment est tres
mauvais. Donc, je mange le petit déjeuner ici, achete le déjeuner dans
un restaurant, et a 18 heures, jachete un petit bagette pour 30 fr., a peu
prés 100 g. du fromage Suisse, un or deux bananes, et un demi-litre du
lait—tout coute a peu preés 150 francs, trés bon marché et trés delicieux.

Jai recontré deux Belges, étudiants de la mathematic a 'Université
de Ghent. Nous avons habités la meme tente. Mardi soir nous sommes
allés a la Place Pigale; et le prochain soir au Quatier Latin, ol sont les
existentialists. Pendant la journée, nous nous avons promenés, sur les
Champs Elysées, etc., et nous avons vus Notre Dame, le Louvre, 'Arc de
Triomphe, les Tuilleries, etc. Hier, jai monté le train a Versailles, et jai
passé presque toute la journée la. Il ne faut pas le dire, mais Versailles est
formidable. J’ai aimé tous les deux, le chateau et les jardins. Hier soir, jai
acheté un billet pour le théatre—une comedie musicale: le mettre-en-
scene était le “star” veritable. Il y a aussi beaucoup de nus, trés tres belles.
Elles sont remarquables, les nus: on pense de la beauté, et pas de le sexe.
Ce soir, tot, jirai voir Maurice Chevalier et Collette Marchande, la tres
belle danceur que jai vu en 1949 a Boston, dans le ballet de Roland Petit.

Mais le chose que jaime le mieux de tout, cest de parler le francais.
Jessaye le faire tous les temps, et souvent les frangais rirent & mon ac-
cent. Quand je comprends quelqu’un, je suis trés heureux, mai je ne
comprends pas beaucoup. Je ne porte pas des appareils photographique,
et je m’ habille trés simple—donc, cest vrai.

July 27 1952 Michaelshoeve, Brummen (G1), Holland
Work camp at Michaelshoeve, a home for mentally retarded children:
Mongolian idiots, encephalitics, etc. The directors believe in anthro-
posophy, a theory of metempsychosis, and they minister to the souls
of these children with loving care because they believe the souls will
survive these useless bodies, and in the next incarnation will inhabit
normal homes. Here is an application of the pragmatic dictum: “What
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works is true” Metempsychosis works at Michaelshoeve. It gives the
staff the necessary devotion and patience in very trying work. Therefore
I do not begrudge the belief. Here they combine Hindu metaphysic with
Christian ethics: the sense of duty toward the unfortunate.

The camp has gone very well this past week. We are living in that
routinized sort of life that is very acceptable every so often and that cer-
tainly tends toward bodily health and regularity.

July 28, 1952 Michaelshoeve
Piet Tuinman left today, to enter two years of military service in the
Dutch army medical corps. He is one of those very articulate chaps
whose keen mind can always find something to say. A typical Dutchman
in appearance—thin, not too tall, with a prominent nose and a sort of
scavenger look softened by a kind smile. He says he is a sort of humanist,
and that his religion is very inexpensive, since he always avoids collec-
tion boxes (in the Dutch Reformed service I attended yesterday, they
collected money four times from each person). We struck up a quick
friendship that softened a bit as the week drew on. He likes Nietzsche
and I could go along with him there, for he thinks that the usual inter-
pretation of Nietzsche (Nazi, etc.) is wrong, and I agree of course. Piet is
studying to be a sociologist, especially from the angle of economic plan-
ning. He will work in a sociological institute somewhere and will always
be very clever and very likable. He and Brad Foulds, an American girl
from West Hartford, became tied with hoops of steel. She has the same
Connecticut twang as Frank Pyle, only with him it was delightful, with
her disgusting. It is hard to know how much there is in her, but my first
impression says to me: not much, aside from all the social graces.

Riek Kleefstra plays the violin—well for a girl of 18. She is as sweet
as can be, and I'm only sorry we cannot speak to each other very much
because of language difficulty. White hair, typical of Friesland, where
she lives.

Reinoud Oort, age 19, is extraordinary. When he first came he hardly
said a word, and did not even look too intelligent. But now I have gotten
to know him a bit (as well as language barriers permit). He seems to be
of a noble species of humans: first in appearance—that haunting type
of beauty, so different from the brazen handsomeness of the actors and
movie stars: a strong, expressive face topped with curly dark hair, a face
that suffers not from the first outgrowths of beard (which should be
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shaved) or from an occasional pimple, a face that seems constructed for
every situation—for love, for concentration, for joy and laughter, for hard
work—, a face of absolute individuality, once you come to know it. And
a body to match: small and muscular, perfectly proportioned, brown,
and always alive; a body that carries all types of clothes as any manu-
facturer could picture in his dreams. But behind this physical frame is a
soul of utmost delicacy, a sensitive soul, a musical soul. And a soul with
its element of mysteriousness, of secretness, a soul that says it likes to be
alone, to think, to philosophize, to think while working, to philosophize
while playing piano—with delicacy, always with delicacy. He plays very
well, very well indeed; sight reads with perfect assuredness, and with
real musicianship; sings the same way; and plays organ and violin as
well. A lover of Bach. A lover who must play Bach. An original thinker
perhaps not, a rebel neither—I do not know. More likely a faller into
tradition who is not hurt thereby. A prospective minister whose father
is a minister and whose grandfather was minister and professor both.
Men are curious: they think too much, they go into the metaphysic; they
seek beauty and are lost without it. But this makes them—I see that now,
for I see here at Michaelshoeve—men without minds, and they are pets,
like Pinky and Maggie—pets, no better than dogs—and really worse, for
dogs can take care of themselves.

August 3, 1952 Michaelshoeve
Reinoud and Riek and I cycled toward Deventer to visit his uncle and
aunt, who weren’t home. The uncle is a retired doctor who writes books
on Chinese poetry and keeps bees. We left rather late and were caught
in a rainstorm, so had to beg for sleeping quarters in a farmer’s barn. On
Sunday we went to a big church in Zutphen; then played piano.

Gibran’s chapter on work in “The Prophet”: extraordinarily import-
ant and appropriate for work camp. Read at silent meeting.

August 27,1952 Ambleside, Lake Region, England
Today Donella and I visited Wordsworth’s cottage at Grasmere, and I
translated several of the MS’s for her into French. I was more impressed
with Grasmere than with Shakespeare’s home at Stratford-on-Avon,
which we saw two days ago. Of course, the Lake Country is beautiful —
physically like the Adirondacks, perhaps inferior—but the man-made
factors are far superior to the tourist cabins and billboards of America.
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Allis nicely uncommercial and genuine, and it is still clearly evident that
this country here is ample inspiration for the poetic muse.

Donella Gandolfi of Rome, and I left Michaelshoeve Thursday after
lunch, and reached Rotterdam by hitch-hiking, that night. Next day
through Brussels, to Lille. Saturday to Dunkerque, by boat to Dover,
and by a lift to a town near Oxford, where we slept in a field for want
of a youth hostel. The next morning, Sunday, unshaved and unwashed,
we went to an inn for breakfast and overheard two very proper British-
ers agree that we were the “two most savage-looking people” they had
ever seen. Thenceforth we referred to ourselves as “les deux sauvages.”
Then to Birmingham on Sunday to visit Woodbooke College, where I
have made application. (Exchanged Waterman ticket at Rotterdam for
an open one, good until June.) Then to Stratford and a pleasant Mon-
day writing letters. Saw a performance of Macbeth that night with Ralph
Richardson, a good but not extraordinary job. Yesterday to Kendal.
Today here in the lakes. Tomorrow to London, I hope, to visit Lionel.
Then soon back to Rotterdam, where I hope Reinoud and Riek will meet
us. I wrote to Dad to send money, etc., and told him of my plans to
stay here in Europe to study organ and perhaps German, to travel a bit,
and then to spend either three or six months at Woodbooke. Now my
greatest fear is the draft board. Hope to convince them that my studying
is legitimate. I think that parents will be a bit angry perhaps—but now
this is my life—and while I have control of it, I must do what is most
important for me.

Arrived late last night chez Lionel, 39 Longfield Ave., Mill Hill, to
find him not yet returned from the continent. His mother wailed a bit—
the “only son” business, etc.—but was generous and hospitable. This
morning met Brad and an American and an Australian in Piccadilly
for lunch. Went to the National Gallery, where Donnella m’a fait une
explication—they have an extraordinary Michelangelo. The others were
mostly interested in finding the next bench to sit down. Donella and I
later found this horrible temporary hostel and walked a bit along the
Thames, where we saw the Parliament buildings, Westminster Abbey,
and the idiot guards in front of Buckingham Palace. London in all is a
horrible place, clean and pretty in places, but entirely too big and un-
wieldy. It is very much like New York, only worse, I think.

Donella and T have talked much and with mutual pleasure. Her par-



172 PETER BIEN

ents were, and still are, fascists. But she, of course, is definitely the oppo-
site. She is a free-thinking gal! But I miss Riek.

The English are truly insular. Everyone thought we were French, de-
spite my accent. And one bank clerk, after seeing Donella’s passport and
mine, and then hearing us converse in French, said to me, “You speak
Italian very well”

Sunday, August 31, 1952 Canterbury
Donella and I visited the extraordinary cathedral here this afternoon.
It far surpasses Westminster and all the others I have seen, perhaps be-
cause the history of Thomas a Becket is very real for me. The antiquity
of buildings such as this is unbelievable for Americans; parts still stand-
ing were built during Norman times. We left to reach the hostel, which
required a 2% mile walk through lovely countryside. All in all, Canter-
bury, both center and environs, is exquisite. No time for supper, for we
just managed to get back at 6:30 for Evensong. Dean Hewlett Johnson
preached the sermon. He had just returned from China, which he had
also visited twenty years ago. His text was from the gospels, describing
how Jesus’ first service to mankind was the healing of the sick. Then
he gave a very vivid description of the unbelievably bad conditions of
health and sanitation in China twenty years ago, and after that described
how the new [Communist!] government has succeeded in improving
these conditions remarkably. For instance, he spoke of the five-mile-
long open sewer in Peking, immediately behind a magnificent temple, a
sewer full of dead animals, rotting flesh and human excretion, a breed-
ing place for flies, mosquitoes, for diseases of all descriptions. And how,
recently, many thousands of volunteers dug out that ditch, laid sewer
pipes, and covered the whole over with dirt.

He also described the rat-killing campaigns, the fly-catching, and the
great mass vaccinations that have recently taken place, with of course
untold effect on cleanliness and health.

Johnson spoke with remarkable sincerity and fervor. He was concise
above all; effective. The whole service for me was a memorable one. It re-
called the simple peasant folk who sat in the same places to hear Thomas
preach also the brotherhood of man and the virtues of healing the sick.
In all, this was a grateful relief from the bustle of London and from the
atmosphere of Westminster Abbey, the grand showplace and cemetery.
Thank goodness that there are not such monstrosities in America.
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One of the people who gave me a lift described how, during the war,
the barriers of class were forgotten, how wealthy manufacturers took
humble laborers to work in limousines, and how toute de suite apres la
guerre all this amitié was forgotten, how the class differences suddenly
returned, and how of course they have remained.

Also talked last week with many truck drivers, a coal miner, a gen-
tlemanly army instructor, petty manufacturer, gentleman farmer, real
farmer, etc., etc. Spent one day with a German, another with an Austra-
lian.

Inquired about nursing opportunities for Riek. Looks good. A girl
can start when she’s 18, and she is paid £200 per year. It will really be
funny if Riek actually lands in London to study. Her whole life will be
changed because of going to what seemed to be a quite innocent work
camp. Our kisses, and our night locked together naked in my sleeping
bag in the rain, but protected a bit by the trees near Brummen, is still
to me a sort of fantasy. I cannot really comprehend that I was a “partic-
ipant,” so to speak. Was it wrong? No, it was beautiful. But I'm glad that
we decided not to have intercourse, because if the relationship does not
develop further we would both regret the incident terribly. She says she
loves me. Perhaps she does. Yes, I think she does. But I think it is the first
love of a child. She is really still a child. I know that I don’t love her—yet.
But it is really too soon to know. Actually, we only began our “friend-
ship” with the first kiss, a short week before I left. How I wish she were
with me on this trip! But I shall see more of her in Holland, and then we
shall see what happens.

September 1, 1952 English Channel
I must write more about Riek and me because I understand nothing
really. We worked together quite a bit starting about the second week of
the camp, cutting branches, with Reinoud also. One weekend Reinoud,
Riek and I cycled toward Deventer: talked much, and all felt very free
and natural because we were among free and natural surroundings. All
this time I had no inkling that Riek liked me in any special way, and I
don’t think she did either. Most of the conversation was between Rein-
oud and me, about music, or between Reinoud and Riek because then
they could speak Nederlands. And even when we three made music in
the evenings, the coupling was precisely the same: Reinoud and I with
the Mozart 4-hands, and Reinoud and Riek with the violin and piano
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works. I liked Reinoud immensely. We had talked much, and frankly,
about the individual’s search for faith and inner meaning, about war
refusal, inner philosophy, and I liked his manner, his individualism, his
spontaneity and inner strength. But of Riek I thought nothing in partic-
ular. Of course I liked her very much, her white hair and clear face, her
innocence and youthfulness.

Then, the following Saturday, Reinoud left. The next day Riek and I
biked, alone to the Van Gogh Museum, all the others going by bus be-
cause of the threatening weather. We talked freely and well. We arrived
too early and lay down close to one another on the grass, but I never
even thought of kissing her. In the museum she showed an amazingly
acute appreciation of the paintings, and I enjoyed seeing them with
her. On the way back she suddenly started talking about her relation-
ship with boys, how she liked them to be “friends,” not “boy-friends,”
and how when one tried to kiss her she became angry. How she didn't
believe in kissing—only when the husband-to-be was found, etc., etc.
All extremely school-girlish. That was all. Soon she became a little self-
conscious and we changed the subject.

A few days later we worked with Lionel. Gloria had spoken to Riek
about her troubles, how she loved Lionel, etc., and Riek told Lionel. It
came out that Lionel had kissed Gloria and this led Riek to again speak
of kissing. She said, rather cryptically, that she had changed her mind. I
said, jokingly to Lionel, that this must have implications!

The following Saturday we took a long walk, finally landing in a pretty
park and forest. We lay down and slept a bit. I wanted very much to kiss
her all the time but was afraid that she would be angry. We returned and
played music.

The next day, Sunday, we decided to go to Arnhem by auto-stop. But
luck was bad and we then decided to take bikes. Riek drew me aside and
said that she wanted to tell me something, and that she hoped it would
not be the end of our friendship. Of course she said that she wanted to
kiss me. I said that I wanted the same. We went back to the same bit of
forest outside Brummen, lay down, and kissed and embraced, long and
passionately. She said that she never knew it was so delicious to kiss a
boy. I don’t know what I felt. I felt the warmth of another body close-by;
I felt the attractiveness of sex, of the opposite sex. But I felt no lust. Lust
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would be impossible with Riek. She is too pure. We talked much, and
deliciously, about ourselves.

The next day, Monday, a work-day, we wanted very much to embrace
again, and I told her: after supper. When the time came she thought I
had forgotten; she put the frontlet on, and pretended she was going alone
to Brummen. I said she was silly, and we went to the gardens and kissed
again, but it was unpleasant because we feared that people would come.
I told her that we must wait until Wednesday, the free night. All Tuesday
I could not help but think of the next night. And she too. I thought how
innocent and beautiful our relationship was, how wonderfully youthful
and spontaneous. I thought of Longus’s Daphnis and Chloe, of Hero and
Leander, and the other tales of pure, unabashed love. I wanted to experi-
ence this myself. I especially wanted to be naked, but I did not want, or
at least did not think it wise, to have intercourse. So I made a G-string
so that Riek should not be afraid. Meanwhile, Donella and I had decided
that we must leave on Thursday, so my desire increased, as Wednesday
should be perhaps our last night together.

All day Wednesday it rained, but toward evening it cleared a bit. We
left after dark. I brought my sleeping bag as protection against rain and
cold. When we arrived in the forest I said that it would be more beautiful
to kiss naked. She drew back a bit but I assured her that she had nothing
to fear. She agreed, and we both squeezed into the sack. It began to rain,
but we noticed it not, locked in embrace and kisses. We talked, we kissed
more; it was delicious. A dream, unbelievable, that two people should be
so! It came time to return, but we noticed it not. We tried to sleep, but
could not. We preferred kissing. But finally the rain came too hard; we
had to return. Everything a mess and wet. We dried off, and I changed
into pajamas so that she could see me naked. Mr. Hoek then came in
(it was 1:30 a.m.) and chided us a bit for worrying everybody. We didn’t
mind too much; it didn’t matter what other people thought!

But she is just a child. Perhaps I am, too.

On the boat, chatted with a group of English school children going to
Belgium. They thought us French of course, and then one of them saw my
USA address on the rucksack. “Youre not an American,” he said. “Yes,
But you can’t be” “Why not?” “Well, you're not chewing gum.

» <«

Iam.
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September 5, 1952 Wilhelminestraat 19, Assen (Drente)
Chez Reinoud. I can stay here until I receive letters from England, and
then perhaps afterwards, too. Will seek an organ teacher tomorrow.
Talked with Max Kleefstra, Riek’s brother, a chemistry student at Gro-
ningen. He is very voluble on politics and other subjects. Last night at
RieK’s in Leeuwarden. I don't like the family. The father is very Bab-
bittish; one brother is a moron; the mother is plain, but I cannot re-
ally judge her, for she speaks only Dutch, and we cannot talk. Reinoud’s
family is quite the opposite. The mother, one of those solid women who
keep a household together; the father a pastor and delightful person,
very unclerical; sisters and brothers all very smart, pert, and pleasant.
I do not know what I must do about Riek. I do not love her, and to en-
courage her would be wrong. And yet when she kisses me I enjoy it so!
It is wonderful simply to know that there is someone in the world who
wants to kiss you!

I want very much now to begin really studying again: the organ, more
Greek and French, and a beginning of German. Can I do it without out-
side pressure?

September 6 1952 lunchroom in Leeuwarden
Arranged to take organ lessons with Mr. Batenburg, organist of Mati-
nikerk, St. Janstraat, Groningen, at the Stedelijke Muziekschool. A one-
hour lessons each week, for one year, costs f. 150, or about $0.75 for each
lesson. This compares rather favorably with the $7.00 I paid last year.

Returned to Leeuwarden. Last night walked with Riek. I absolutely
do not know what to do about this relationship. Reinoud says to break it
off immediately, and he is undoubtedly right. But I do not seem to have
the desire, or the courage. Last night, Riek and I talked quite frankly.
I told her that it is too soon for me to know if I love her, but when she
suggested that probably the least painful way to continue would be to
stop seeing each other, I said no: that we must continue. I am so afraid
of really hurting her, and yet I know that the day will come when I shall
have to do so, and the longer I wait the more it will hurt. Damn it, why
can’t I love her? Then we would be married fout de suite, and it would
be over. But when I think of the family, I draw back in horror. It is so
small and (I don't like to say it) so trés petit bourgeois! And not overly
intelligent, I think.

And the difficulties mount. Since the camp, of course, she has
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changed, and now she does not like her parents, especially because she
has to go to the office. I shudder to think that I could be the cause not
only of personal misery for her, but of a permanent rift between her and
the parents. If this happens, Michaelshoeve will be for Riek the most
damaging remembrance of her life.

I have no doubt that she loves, but I think now that unconsciously
mingled with her love is the feeling that I am a kind of deliverer, that I
will rescue her from the office, from her parents; that I am the means to
England, to America. This is all childish, I think. But it is so difficult to
know what is this and what is that; and what must a body do!

I think I have too much of a feeling that we can talk, do things to-
gether, sleep naked, etc., for a certain length of time, and then stop and
forget. She said last night that perhaps the boy can forget but never the
girl. I do not rightly know, but I think she is right. She is righteous,
and the thought of doing these things with another boy after I am gone
would be impossible for her, at least for a long time.

Tuesday, September 9 Assen
From Eliot'’s Murder in the Cathedral

Thomas:

We do not know very much of the future
Except that from generation to generation
The same things happen again and again.
Men learn little from others’ experience.
But in the life of one man, never

The same time returns. Sever

The cord, shed the scale. Only

The fool, fixed in his folly, may think

He can turn the wheel on which he turns.

First tempter, after Thomas refuses to be temped to return to his youth-
ful indulgences:

Then I leave you to your fate.

I leave you to the pleasures of your higher vices,
Which will have to be paid for at higher prices.

If you will remember me, my Lord, at your prayers,
I'll remember you at kissing-time below the stairs.
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Thomas:

Temporal power, to build a good world,

To keep order, as the world knows order.
Those who put their faith in worldly order
Not controlled by the order of God,

In confident ignorance, but arrest disorder,
Make it fast, breed fatal disease,

Degrade what they exalt.

Now is my way clear, now is the meaning plain:
Temptation shall not come in this kind again.
The last temptation is the greatest treason:

To do the right deed for the wrong reason.

Thomas (to the priests, who would save him from the assassins):

You think me reckless, desperate and mad.

You argue by results, as this world does,

To settle if an act be good or bad.

You defer to the fact. For every life and every act

Consequences of good and evil can be shown.

And as in time results of many deeds are blended

So good and evil in the end become confounded.

It is not in time that my death shall be known;

It is out of time that my decision is taken

If you call that decision

To which my whole being gives entire consent.

I give my life

To the Law of God above the Law of Man.

Unbar the door! unbar the door!

We are not here to triumph by fighting, by stratagem, or by
resistance,

Not to fight with beasts as men. We have fought the beasts

And have conquered. We have only to conquer

Now, by suffering. This is the easier victory.

Now is the triumph of the Cross, now

Open the door! I command it. OPEN THE DOOR!
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Chorus:

... those who deny Thee could not deny, if Thou didst not exist;
and their denial is never complete, for if it were so, they would not
exist.

They affirm Thee in living; all things affirm Thee in living; the bird
in the air, both the hawk and the finch; the beast on the earth, both
the wolf and the lamb; the worm in the soil and the worm in the

belly.

Therefore man, who Thou hast made to be conscious of Thee, must
consciously praise Thee, in thought and in word and in deed.

Even with the hand to the broom, the back bent in laying the
fire, the knee bent in cleaning the hearth, we, the scrubbers and
sweepers of Canterbury,

The back bent under toil, the knee bent under sin, the hands to the
face under fear, the head bent under grief,

Even in us the voices of seasons, the snuffle of winter, the song
of spring the drone of summer, the voices of beasts and of birds,
praise Thee.

Forgive us, O Lord, we acknowledge ourselves as type of the
common man,

Of the men and women who shut the door and sit by the fire;

Who fear the blessing of God, the loneliness of the night of God,
the surrender required, the deprivation inflicted;

Who fear the injustice of men less than the justice of God;

Who fear the hand at the window, the fire in the thatch, the fist in
the tavern, the push into the canal,

Less than we fear for the love of God.

We acknowledge our trespass, our weakness, our fault; we
acknowledge

That the sin of the world is upon our heads; that the blood of the
martyrs and the agony of the saints

Is upon our heads.
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Lord, have mercy upon us.

Christ, have mercy upon us.

Lord, have mercy upon us.

Blessed Thomas, pray for us.

Finis

Today, first organ lesson with Mr. Batenburg. The organ I play on was
built in 1500 (!) and is the oldest organ in Holland. Just manual work
thus far: Pachebel, Cabezon, Kerll, etc. I must practice long and hard
this week, for he has given me much to prepare.

Donella left this morning for Italy. Reinoud, Riek, and I have stand-
ing invitations to visit her in Rome.

I definitely must do something about Riek. This mustn’t go any fur-
ther. I really think I am playing the game very foul—taking advantage of
a splendid opportunity for sex, but without (yes, I am sure of it) really
loving the girl.

I am anxious to hear from home. My family means more to me here
than it ever did when I was in the United States.

I want to write music for the Oort family to play, for two violins, cello,
voice, piano.

I am studying Nederlands a bit. It is not too difficult at the beginning.

September 10, 1952
Things move too rapidly now. Today I received an acceptance from
Woodbrooke College for the term beginning September 26" and end-
ing December 13t. This gives me a safer position as regards the draft
board, but I am sorry to have to leave Mr. Batenburg so soon. Perhaps
I shall return here to study in January. This latest turn of events throws
yet another light on the already multiform picture of Riek. I must make
good my “escape” to England without her feeling that I am in any way
obliged to her. Perhaps I am a fool—when a girl loves you like that it is
a rare thing. But to marry her without loving would be disastrous to us
both. It is a tragic situation: one-way love. Better no love at all.

It is a bit difficult to begin study again, but truthfully I enjoy it.

My thoughts now turn to the ministry as a profession. I wish I or
someone could objectively balance pros and cons (with the Jewish ques-
tion a heavy weight indeed) and render me a verdict. One thing is sure:
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my family will be horrified, and perhaps it will mean a break, though I
don’t think a permanent one. I must write to Donald Harrington and to
Meadville Theological Seminary again. Now!

From: “The Peace Testimony of the Society of Friends” by Howard
Brinton:

“Fox and his fellow preachers were not peace propagandists. They
were wary about teaching what they called ‘notional religion, that is a
religion based on ideas rather than on experience. They felt that a no-
tional religion resided in that part of the mind which was, to use an-
other Quaker phrase, ‘afloat on the surface’ Robert Barclay writes of this
insight in his treatise called Universal Love: ‘Friends were not gathered
together by unity of opinion or by a tedious and particular disquisition
of notions and opinions, requiring an assent to them, and binding them-
selves by Leagues and Covenants thereto; but the manner of gather was
by a secret want, which many truly tender and serious souls in sundry
sects found in themselves which put each sect in search of something
beyond all opinion which might satisfy their weary souls, even the rev-
elation of God’s righteous judgments in their hearts’

“ .. The Quaker objection to war was based primarily on feeling and
intuition rather than on rational arguments or Scriptural authority. This
intuition was dynamic; it was an enhancement of life rather than a part
of doctrine. The Light Within gives more than knowledge of moral val-
ues. It gives also power to act on knowledge. . . . Such direct insight into
the nature of goodness combined with a sense of obligation to behave in
accordance with it, is usually called conscience, but for the Quakers the
Light Within is not conscience but rather that which shines into con-
science. Conscience is influenced by training and environment as well
as by the Light. For this reason it may reveal one way of behaving to one
person and another way to another person. The individual must there-
fore educate and enlighten his conscience by sensitizing himself to the
Light of Truth in his soul. This process of sensitizing conscience takes
place most thoroughly in a meeting for worship. Yet, though conscience
is an imperfect instrument for transmitting the Light, its claims are ab-
solute and must always be obeyed, for conscience gives us the highest
knowledge of the Light that we have at any one time. Because clearer
and clearer knowledge may be progressively attained as the virtue of
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obedience grows, Friends have never declared any doctrine to be a final
and unalterable creed.

““Whensoever such a thing shall be brought forth in the world it must
have a beginning before it can grow and be perfected. And where should
it begin but in some particulars [individuals] in a nation, and so spread
by degrees. Therefore whoever desires to see this lovely state brought
forth in the general, must cherish it in the particular’ (Isaac Penington)
Such a statement expresses the willingness of a minority to take an ad-
vanced position not only for the principle involved but also to point the
way to others”

September 11, 1952

Yesterday I wrote Riek about my having to leave for England, and pro-
posed that we meet next weekend. This morning she phoned, that we
must meet this weekend also. And I had wanted to have some time with
Reinoud. Now what shall we do, and how can we sleep together without
arousing all the world’s suspicions?

Letter from mother: how all things seem to conspire into the instant!
As if she knew my thoughts. Viz.: “T have felt very badly about your stay-
ing away, but am trying very hard to understand what you are feeling
about yourself. I do hope that in pursuing the studies you have men-
tioned that you will gradually have a clear goal in mind as to your future
vocation. I must mention here and now that I hope and trust that you do
not have the ministry in mind, for that would hurt me to the core. You
remarked in your letter that if you make mistakes they will only hurt
you, and not us. Peter, you'll probably not be fully aware of the fact that
parents feel the impact of everything concerning their children—until
you are a parent yourself!”

How much can one person take? And how am I really ever to know
whether my absolute rebellion from everything in my background will
be my emancipation or my destruction? It is best to cling to roots—yes,
I know—but I have no roots, and in all that I do I try to find new ones,
to create a life, outlook, personality and way of living absolutely different
from that of my parents; to be continually alive as they are not; to thrill
in life’s instincts, without shame; and yet to cultivate and adore all the
nobility which man can attain, also without shame (and without pride).
Above all, to raise children into the kind of human beings that human
beings can be: beautiful in body, mind, and spirit; fearless of tradition
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or of radicalism; with strong consciences; and yet healthy consciences;
with the will, power, and talent to accomplish whatever the Spirit within
demands. But above all, I would see in them a constant seeking and
questioning, a constant endeavor to beautify and ennoble their lives and
the lives of others. Can such people exist?

September 12, 1952

Practiced on the organ last night and 3% hours this morning. Finished
Turnbull’s novel “The Bishop’s Mantle”—surprisingly good considering
the plot is sort of a patch-up affair with no real ending, merely a succes-
sion of events, with Hilary Laurens, Episcopal priest, as the common
focus. All the usual human problems enter: love, death, morals, so the
book is tear-pulling. But it adds little to the world’s store of literature.
The one really interesting idea is that all action, including that called
spiritual, is really determined by fleshly beauty—by woman’s allure. I
am still unsophisticated enough a reader to have been able to fall in
completely with the little that the book did have to offer, so on the whole
it was not a waste of time.

Walked around Assen a bit. The Dutch towns are all extremely pros-
perous-looking, extremely clean, and they have their own sort of beauty.
I watched the children going to and from school, all on their bikes, a
very pleasing sight. Yes, everything here is pleasing, everything is just
right. Yet behind it all I think there is an over-powering sense of conser-
vatism, of tradition. Life is really quite standardized. With only minor
variation all Dutchmen of each economic stratum eat the same, dress
the same, and live in the same kind of houses. But more important, I
think they cherish more or less identical goals, the most important of
which is a good family life. For everything is the family and the family is
everything. Children return home after school; parents and children live
together in the fullest sense, and to keep such a life going the Dutchman
must have his culture: not a passive “listener” culture but an active one,
especially musically. The family plays and sings together. Father the vio-
lin, son the piano, daughter studies voice, youngest son begins the cello.
Also, the father helps the young son with his studies; the mother busies
herself most of the day with housework and cooking. I don’t think there
are very many hired servants here.

At the edge of Assen is a wood, with lovely paths, ponds, lanes, every-
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thing done with precision, symmetry, and exactness, as befits the Dutch
character.

September 15, 1952
Slept again with Riek. I told her that I do not love her. Her response was
to ask me to sleep with her. We agreed that when I go away we will both
come to know if we need the other—so in this way I will break off with
the least pain.

Catastrophe! From the draft board. I most likely will have to return
now as soon as possible. I listed farm work 1%t choice, office 274, and
AFSC 314 because AFSC is not on the list of accepted work.

From Pearl Buck’s Dragon Seed:

“This youngest son did not often come home, either, but when he
came it was always to tell of some success he had had, and he told of it,
laughing and proud, and he grew vain of his success and luck, and he
came to believe that luck was his because he had some favor of Heaven.
He would boast, ‘Heaven chose me to that work, or he said, “To that
place Heaven led me’ or he said ‘Heaven put power in my hand, until
one day Ling Tau burst out, ‘Do not say Heaven this and Heaven that!
I tell you what happens on earth now is not the will of Heaven. It is not
Heaven’s will that men kill each other, for Heaven created us. If we must
kill, then let us not say it is Heaven who bids it. This he said as a father
may speak to a son, and he was not pleased when he saw his handsome
son lift his lip at him and sneer at him and say, “This is old doctrine and
by such doctrine we are come to the place where we now are. We have
lain dead with our ancestors instead of living in the world and while we
slept others prepared weapons and came to attack us. We who are young
know better!”

“Now this was such impudence as Ling Tau could not bear and he let
fly his right hand and slapped his son full on his red mouth. “Talk to me
like that!” he roared at him. ‘By the doctrines of our ancestors we have
lived for thousands of years and longer than any people on this earth! By
peace men live, but by war they die, and when men live the nation lives
and when men die the nation dies’

“But Ling Tau did not know this son of his now. For the son stepped
forward and raised his hand against his father, and he said in a bitter
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voice “These are other times! You may not strike me! I can kill you as
well as another!”

“This Ling Tau heard with his own ears, and his hands fell limp at
his side. He stared at that handsome angry face which he himself had
begotten and at last he turned away and sat down and hid his own face
with his hand.

“I think you can kill me, he whispered. ‘T think you can kill anyone
now.

“The young man did not answer, but he did not change his proud and
sullen look. He left the house and went away and Ling Tau did not see
him for many days.

“They were not good days for Ling Tau and the nights were sleepless

and he thought to himself, ‘Is this not the end of our people when we
become like other war-like people in the world?” And he wished that this
younger son of his would die rather than live beyond this war.
“A man who kills because he loves to kill ought to die for the good
of the people, though he is my own son, Ling Tau thought heavily. ‘Such
men are always tyrants and we who are the people are ever at their mercy’
““Tdo feel our youngest son is dead, he told Ling Sao one night. ‘He is
so changed that I feel that tender boy we had is now no more—he who
retched with horror when he saw the dead, even!’ . ..

“‘Are we not all changed?’ she asked.

“‘Are you changed?” he asked in his surprise.

“Am I not?’ she replied. ‘Can I ever go back to the old ways? Even
when I hold the child on my knee I do not forget what he has done and
must do’

“‘Can we do differently?” he asked.

“‘No, she said.

“He pondered a while and then said, ‘And yet in these days we must
remember that peace is good. The young cannot remember, and it is
we who must remember and teach them again that peace is man’s great
food.

“‘If they can be taught anything except what they have now heard,
she said sadly. T wish it were not so easy to kill people! Our sons grow
used to this swift and easy way of ending all. I sometimes think that if
you and I oppose them, old man, they will kill us as easily, if they have
no other enemy, or they will fall upon each other’
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“He could not answer this, but he lay sleepless long after that and so
did she, for he did not hear her steady snore that always told him when
she slept. And he made up his mind then that though he would oppress
the enemy as bitterly as ever, he would not let it be his life. Each day,
whatever he did, he would take a little time to remember what peace
was, and what the life here in this house once had been.

“And the more he remembered the more he knew that for him to kill
a man was evil.

“‘Let others kill, he thought. T will kill no more’

“Thereafter he reasoned to himself that in his own way he served, be-
cause he kept alive in himself the knowledge that peace was right. With-
out excuse he gave no more the sign of death in his own village, and if
any wondered, he let them wonder, and he made amends by putting poi-
sons in his pond and killing all the fish so that the enemy gained nothing
from it, and when the rice was ready for harvest, he threshed by night
inside the court and hid more than half of what he had, and when that
crop was reaped, what the enemy took was scarcely worth their fetching
and to their anger he gave only silence and made silence his weapon.”

September 16, 1952 Assen
I was stupid to send the draft notice directly to the board, for now they
will see that I am in Europe. But I don’t like being “under cover” anyhow.

Letter from Carl Sibler. We can get electricity at the farm: $230 for
installation with s$100 refunded if I or Sibler become annual residents
within five years; minimum $54 per year for the first five years; after that
$12. I wrote to go ahead. The more I think of that farm, the more I love it.

Letter from Riek, which must be recorded here because it is so ex-
traordinary, viz.:

“You shall be very surprised to receive so soon a letter but I must
write you a letter now. I never felt me so lonely and so sad as I do now.
I miss you terribly and I don’t know what to do when you return to
America. Then I'd have nobody to whom I can speak as I did with you.
This is one reason I wrote this letter, the other is, that my friend Annie
talked with my father and my father told her that he had not objections
that I become a nurse in January or in March. That’s good news for me.
I think my parents were a bit angry because I returned so late, and I dare
not ask them if I can come to Assen. But one thing is better when you
come here. Here we always can go together and when I stay in Assen it’s
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not comme il faut never to be at house. So we only are here at the meals.
This afternoon at 1:00 I went to my violin-teacher and he was very con-
tent even when he heard I didn’t study hard this weekend. I didn’t really
weep for weeks, but now I did. But still there is a little hope in me that
perhaps you can stay ’till January in Europe. This is again a very bad
written and sad letter, but I hope I can write you later on more letters.

“My parents are very kind towards me now and that consoles me a
bit. I think when you come this weekend they will be it also towards you.

“You always think I'm only 18 and that I can soon forget what is be-
tween us, but that’s not true, it’s the opposite.

“I've never been like I am now. I feel me terrible hopeless.

“I hope you will write me very soon and I hope you will explain your
feelings too.

“Again the word hope. Now it is that I hope you had a good organ-les-
son and that you study hard.

“Ilook very . .. very forward to this weekend and I hope you come as
soon as possible.

“Yours most affectionately,

Riek”
What am I to do!

It is much easier and less complicated to have a friendship with me,
for then sex does not enter. I would like now just to be friends with Riek,
but when you have slept with a girl and kissed her and felt her all over
naked and she you, a certain obligation exists, and one cannot simply
return to how it was before physical contact. But as I wrote to Pete, mar-
riages can no better be based on obligation than on “assurance” (see his
letter below), so the best thing is to break off completely and never see
the girl again. This will be the second time for me. I hope the time comes
when I don’t want to break off (perhaps then the girl will—such is love
and life).

But friendship with men can wax and wane freely and always be
renewed and strengthened without the knowledge of bodily intimacy
hanging over your heads. What I feel with Riek is that in our nights
together we were animals: not that I am ashamed to be so, because we
are animals and cannot deny it. But if you've once been an animal with
someone and then stop it and try only to have an intellectual or spiritual
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friendship, the remembrance of the animal time spoils it all. Now I un-
derstand why the Church requires celibacy.

The beauty of a friendship with a man is that it's more spiritual than
that with a woman; that it’s untainted. Even if you admire his body you
do so for its beauty and so this, too, is a spiritual admiration. A woman’s
body you admire for its beauty, yes, but you think it is beautiful because
it stimulates the animal in you.

Pete’s letter made me feel the warmth of real friendship. It follows:

“You never cease to amaze me. Every time I turn around your [sic]
doing something entirely different from what was expected. However,
it’s just that element in you which explains yourself and makes you what
you are. I'm tickled pink that you’re so happy—that you've met someone
whom you think you're in love with [alas! editor’s note] and that you are
at last getting a chance to study in the type of environment that you've
longed for. I'm envious as all hell, but still I'm glad that it’s your chance.
I had a feeling when you left that I probably wouldn't see you for quite a
while. It seems that I was right. I'm sort of selfish in that respect because
I would have liked to have you here. The closer I get to another college
year, the more I wish you were around because I've sort of depended on
you. However, it will do me good to manage on my own resources.

“Your gal sounds like quite a wonderful person. I hope that you can
make it work and bring her back to the Bien Plantation to set in motion
a few of our dreams. Or maybe one day soon I'll come over there and
see for myself the girl and the places you've raved so much about. It is
so queer to read in your letters that you are heading for Calais, Rome,
Paris, Rotterdam, etc. It sounds like a beautiful dream. Maybe that’s only
an illusion on my part, but from here it sounds wonderful.

“I'm at home now, for how long I don’t know. I'm due back at school
the 2274 but for a number of reasons which I'll explain, I might leave
much earlier. Work this summer was just wonderful. I got $400 for
being there and I had a great time. . . . However, having returned from
there, I now have a great discomfort at staying home. One reason for
that is because I've got a bit of wanderlust and want to get away. This
part was caused by our letters, but not wholly. Another reason is—you
guessed it—a woman. Yes, Pierre, I've sort of half done it again. I don't
know what the reason is either. For three years I've been completely sat-
isfied and in love with Bobbie. Yet for the past 4 months I've noticed
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and denied within myself any sort of dissatisfaction at our relationship.
My denying it to myself was a grave error for it just prolonged any sort
of mix-up. However, as things stand now, I'm trying first to reestablish
in my own mind and heart some sort of stability which will help me to
determine what it is I'm after. For all I know at this point, there may
be nothing at all wrong in Bobbie’s and my relationship. However, it
was progressing toward a point “assumption” so that I assumed all sorts
of things, I never really wondered or doubted my position. This both-
ered me because love and marriage must never run on assumption but
rather on consideration. In that standpoint I missed the boat, for even
in consideration I had “assumed” it. At any rate, Bobbie and I are not
finished, but are biding our time. One reason is Rasa. She was a waitress
at the Inn, up until six years ago a native of Lithuania and now a resident
in Michigan and a student at Oberlin. From the very beginning of the
summer we discovered all sorts of mutual interests and concerns which
resulted in a good deal of hiking, constant playing of tennis, a very great
amount of square and folk dancing, and last but certainly not least a love
of music. All these activities we did together and with all the other kids
up there, never realizing any special significance or emotion until the
last two weeks. We then discovered that what we thought was a marvel-
ous platonic relationship had elements of more than that. Consequently,
at this point she is in Michigan and I am in R.I.—a situation which I
don’t enjoy. However, you can now see why I'm doubtful as to how long
I'll be here.

“As you can see, everything is a bit confused but I have high hopes for
everything turning out in one amalgamated piece. Qui le sait?

“Yes, Pete, I did receive your book and I do appreciate the thought
behind it and the book more than this paper can convey. I haven't read
it all yet, but when I do, and when I've finished my Mass, you can rest
assured that it will be done for you. . ..

“I must close now, friend, and I hope to see you either here or there
sometime soon. Regards are sent to you by Bobbie, family, Rasa, and me.

Pete—Ile premier ou deuxiéme, 'un ou l'autre”

Thursday, September 18, 1952

Finished Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World. 1 think Orwell’s 1984 is
better. Huxley always seems to say the most obvious things—though,
granted, about strange subjects. I felt the same about Ends and Means,
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and remember distinctly that the writing, qua writing, left much to be
desired. I wonder if Huxley would have ever been read if he hadn’t borne
such a famous name. Nevertheless his is a good voice to have, but I don’t
think that many people take him seriously. He is a sort of minor (very
minor) Carlyle.

Letter from Holland-Amerika Lijn. I can sail on October 29, not be-
fore. Still no word from home. Perhaps I will forget England and travel
until the 29t*. But I must get information soon, for I don’t wish to go all
the way to Birmingham unless I can stay there until January.

When I left America I thought it would be to see all the advantages of
Europe and of European culture over the crudeness of the New World.
But the longer I stay in Europe the more I realize how really better it is to
live in America. For everything here is fixed. Patterns of life, standards
of success or failure, motifs of behavior, even diet—and fixed ten times
as strongly as in America where, too (granted), there are the “normal”
ways of behaving. Even the education here has its drawbacks (and no
wonder, for it is the education that creates and preserves the fixedness).
Whereas I once unreservedly admired the European’s grasp of language,
the Classics, literature, etc., his real cultural training, I now see that al-
though all this is duly admirable, the education does little to instill a de-
sire for new things, for new ideas, and certainly directly does nothing to
help students equate all the literature, etc. they study to their own lives
in 1952. In Holland at the gymnasium there are six years of language,
geography, mathematics, history, gymnastics, little else. After this, if the
student is qualified for the university, he applies to a specific faculty—
say, chemistry, theology—and then for 7 years does all his work under
that faculty. Thus there is no general education at all, not in the Amer-
ican sense (which has its great faults) or in any other sense. Macaulay
or somebody tells how Schopenhauer’s education consisted of knowing
but two philosophers, Plato and Kant, but really knowing them. This
was certainly better for Schopenhauer than Mr. Aikins Phil. 3 because
the secret is that such specific work is really general. You cannot study
Plato without a knowledge of Aristotle, or Kant without Hegel, etc. At
the same time, you absorb all the teachings of the two principal men,
instead of just glossing over names as in Phil. 3.

But the catch is that the non-philosophy-in-Europe-student studies
no philosophy unless he reads on his own. And the non-literature stu-
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dent studies no literature besides the few books he had to struggle with,
dictionary in hand, in conjunction with language classes. At least the
American education system gives a taste and an acquaintance with what
is available. Unfortunately, the American way of life does not cater to
the leisurely existence needed to follow up such beginnings. But in total
I think the American picture superior to the European, for at least in
America, once stimulated by books, a person can carve out the type
of life he desires with more facility than here in Europe, if it is at all
possible here. I am glad I am not a European. For at 19 years of age
or thereabouts, the student must definitely select a faculty—viz. must
choose a life work—and there he is, stuck, perhaps. Oh yes, it’s good for
the majority. But not for “that solitary individual.” The American system
enables the majority to fall into their slots also, but it provides as well for
the others and, I think, secretly admires them.

I am really for the first time beginning to realize that the “ideal” edu-
cation of a country like Holland, which so surpasses American school-
ing with its thoroughness and culture-giving, is perhaps a delusion and
a sort of sedative against any real progress in the arts or in thinking. It
may explain why Holland has been so significantly unproductive in this
respect for the last few hundred years. Latin and Greek are fine, but I
wonder if they are really a sufficient basis for education. It seems that if
you are too busy rehearsing continually the glories of other peoples and
other literatures, you will not produce too much yourself.

America, I really believe and hope, can be soon the site of great origi-
nal strides in the arts, in philosophy, even in religion. The place and time
are ripe. We are civilized enough to appreciate our intellectual heritage,
and yet raw enough not to be slaves to it and not to be afraid to deviate
and produce something peculiar to our own genius.

Francis Bacon:

“Crafty men contemn studies, simple men admire them; and wise
men use them; for they teach not their own use: that is a wisdom with-
out them, and won by observation. Read not to contradict, nor to be-
lieve, but to weigh and consider. Some books are to be tasted, others to
be swallowed, and some few to be chewed and digested. Reading mak-
eth a full man, conference a ready man, and writing an exact man. And
therefore if a man write little, he had need have a great memorys; if he
confer little, have a present wit,; and if he read little, have much cunning
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to seem to know that he doth not. Histories make men wise, poets witty,
the mathematics subtle, natural philosophy deep, morals grave, logic
and rhetoric ready to contend”

Sunday, September 21, 1952 Leeuwarden
Chez Riek. I dreaded having to come here, but actually once here en-
joyed being with Riek, although not with the family, which is oppressive.
Today it is raining and I shall probably have to pass the entire day “thus,”
which I don't relish. For these people life must be appallingly dull. I
think every day is exactly the same: a constant round of eating, combing
the child’s hair, perhaps a bit of petty conversation (but not much), then
sleep. On Sundays there are biscuits and black bread for breakfast in
addition to the usual fare. That marks Sunday. No religion, no belief or
excitement about anything intellectual or non-intellectual, except per-
haps for football. The house miserably cramped and over-furnished. No
taste, no originality, no suggestion of something clever or cute, but som-
ber dark drab carpets and drapes, somber furniture, somber people. A
depressing semi-poverty with nothing of the nobility that some people
can attach to poverty. Poverty here is a constricting factor instead of a
liberating one because the man of the house always says how poor he is,
and how terrible that situation is, and how he would like to be a Rocke-
feller. Such an ass!

September 22, 1952 Assen
Yesterday I told Riek again that she must try to forget, that I could not
marry her, etc., ad infinitum. But she still holds out hope and insists
that we write until January and see if we miss each other immensely.
Naturally it was a sad time for her, and for me, too. But I have learned
much, for after talking in this way I thought it would be best to leave,
and planned to take a 10:30 p.m. train. She, when she heard this, sug-
gested that she could come to bed with me (which she had previously
thought too dangerous in her own house). So I stayed, and when she
came up I, as a matter of course, being naked, asked her to take off her
clothes also, as she had done on the previous nights. She did, but what
startled me was what she said on doing so: “You see, Peter, I will do
anything you wish.” This really disgusted me, and brought home to me
just what was happening: that she was in effect offering up her body as
an inducement for me. How stupid! I was thoroughly repulsed by the
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whole affair, and was more or less bored with the endless embracing,
petting, kissing, and the like. It’s better to do as the cocks do—1,2,3, jump
on the female, fertilize, finish.

Shaw sums it up in the provoking preface to Androcles and the Lion:
“In our sexual natures we are torn by an irresistible attraction and an
overwhelming repugnance and disgust. We have two tyrannous physical
passions: concupiscence and chastity. We become mad in pursuit of sex;
we become equally mad in the persecution of that pursuit. Unless we
gratify our desire the race is lost; unless we restrain it we destroy our-
selves” After last night I no longer need Shaw to teach me this, for I was
too weak to refuse the pleasure even though it was nine-tenths disgust
and only one-tenth pleasure.

September 26, 1952 Assen
Today I should be in England but for the draft board. Instead, I am still
here, playing the organ, and reading French and English. Thus: From
Rabindranath Tagore’s “Gitanjali” (Song-offerings), #4: “Life of my life,
I shall ever try to keep my body pure, knowing that thy living touch
is upon my limbs. I shall ever try to keep all untruths out from my
thoughts, knowing that thou art that truth which has kindled the light
of reason in my mind. I shall ever try to drive all evils away from my
heart and keep my love in flower, knowing that thou hast thy seat in the
inmost shrine of my heart. And it shall be my endeavor to reveal thee in
my actions, knowing it is thy power gives me strength to act”

#14: “My desires are many and my cry is pitiful, but ever didst thou
save me by hard refusals; and this strong mercy has been wrought into
my life through and through. Day by day thou art making me worthy of
the simple, great gifts that thou gavest to me unasked: this sky and the
light, this body and the life and the mind, saving me from perils of over
much desire. There are times when I languidly linger and times when I
awaken and hurry in search of my goal; but cruelly thou hidest thyself
from before me. Day by day thou art making me worthy of thy full ac-
ceptance by refusing me ever and anon, saving me from perils of weak,
uncertain desire.”

#35: “Where the mind is without fear and the head is held high; where
knowledge is free; where the world has not been broken up into frag-
ments by narrow domestic walls; where words come out from the depth
of truth; where tireless striving stretches its arms towards perfection;
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where the clear stream of reason has not lost its way into the dreary
desert sand of dead habit; where the mind is led forward by thee into
ever-widening thought and action. Into that heaven of freedom, my Fa-
ther, let my country awake.”

#43: “The day was when I did not keep myself in readiness for thee;
and entering my heart unbidden even as one of the common crowd,
unknown to me, my king, thou didst press the signet of eternity upon
many a fleeting moment of my life. And today when by chance I light
upon them and see thy signature, I find they have lain scattered in the
dust mixed with the memory of joys and sorrows of my trivial days for-
gotten. Thou didst not turn in contempt from my childish play among
dust, and the steps that I heard in my playroom are the same that are
echoing from star to star”

#46: “I know not from what distant time thou art ever coming nearer
to meet me. Thy sun and stars can never keep thee hidden from me for
aye. In many a morning and eve thy footsteps have been heard and thy
messenger has come within my heart and called me in secret. I know not
why today my life is all astir, and a feeling of tremulous joy is passing
through my heart. It is as if the time were come to wind up my work, and
I feel in the air a faint smell of thy sweet presence.

#58: Let all the strains of joy mingle in my last song—the joy that
makes the earth flow over in riotous excess of the grass, the joy that
sets the twin brothers, life and death, dancing over the wide world, the
joy that sweeps in with the tempest, shaking and waking all life with
laughter, the joy that sits still with its tears on the open red lotus of pain,
and the joy that throws everything it has upon the dust, and knows not
a word.

#59: Yes, I know, this is nothing but thy love, O beloved of my heart—
this golden light that dances upon the leaves, these idle clouds sailing
across the sky, this passing breeze leaving its coolness upon my fore-
head. The morning light has flooded my eyes. This is thy message to my
heart. Thy face is bent from above, thy eyes look down on my eyes, and
my heart has touched thy feet.

#69: The same stream of life that runs through my veins night and
day runs through the world and dances in rhythmic measures. It is the
same life that shoots in joy through the dust of the earth in numberless
blades of grass and breaks into tumultuous waves of leaves and flowers.
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It is the same life that is rocked in the ocean-cradle of birth and of death,
in ebb and in flow. I feel my limbs are made glorious by the touch of this
world of life. And my pride is from the life-throb of ages dancing in my
blood this moment.

#75: Thy gifts to us mortals fulfill all our needs and yet run back to
thee undiminished. The river has its everyday work to do and hastens
through fields and hamlets; yet its incessant stream winds towards the
washing of thy feet. The flower sweetens the air with its perfume; yet its
last service is to offer itself to thee. Thy worship does not impoverish
the world. From the words of the poet men take what meanings please
them; yet their last meaning points to thee.

#79: If it is not my portion to meet thee in this my life then let me ever
feel that I have missed thy sight—let me not forget for a moment, let me
carry the pangs of this sorrow in my dreams and in my wakeful hours.
As my days pass in the crowded market of this world and my hands
grow full with the daily profits, let me ever feel that I have gained noth-
ing; let me not forget for a moment, let me carry the pangs of this sorrow
in my dreams and in my wakeful hours. When I sit by the roadside,
tired and panting, when I spread my bed low in the dust, let me ever feel
that the long journey is still before me. Let me not forget for a moment,
let me carry the pangs of this sorrow in my dreams and in my wakeful
hours. When my rooms have been decked out and the flutes sound and
the laughter there is loud, let me ever feel that I have not invited thee to
my house; let me not forget for a moment, let me carry the pangs of this
sorrow in my dreams and in my wakeful hours.

#84: It is the pang of separation that spreads throughout the world
and gives birth to shapes innumerable in the infinite sky. It is this sor-
row of separation that gages in silence all night from star to star and
becomes lyric among rustling leaves in rainy darkness of July. It is this
overspreading pain that deepens into loves and desires, into sufferings
and joys in human homes; and this it is that ever melts and flows in
songs through my poet’s heart.

From “Fruit-Gathering™:

#VIII: Be ready to launch forth, my heart! And let those linger who
must. / For your name has been called in the morning sky. / Wait for
none! / The desire of the bud is for the night and dew, but the blown



196 PETER BIEN

flower cries for the freedom of light. / Burst your sheath, my heart, and
come forth.

#L: In the lightning flash of a moment I have seen the immensity of
your creation in my life, creation through many a death from world to
world. I weep at my unworthiness when I see my life in the hands of the
unmeaning hours, but when I see it in your hands I know it is too pre-
cious to be squandered among shadows.

#LI: I know that at the dim end of some day the sun will bid me its
last farewell. Shepherds will play their pipes beneath the banyan trees,
and cattle graze on the slope by the river, while my days will pass into
the dark. This is my prayer, that I may know before I leave why the earth
called me to her arms. Why her night’s silence spoke to me of stars, and
her daylight kissed my thought into flower. Before I go may I linger over
my last refrain, completing its music, may the lamp be lit to see your face
and the wreath woven to crown you.

#LXXIX: Let me not pray to be sheltered from dangers but to be fear-
less in facing them. Let me not beg for the stilling of my pain but for the
heart to conquer it. Let me not look for allies in life’s battle-field but to
my own strength. Let me not crave in anxious fear to be saved but hope
for the patience to win my freedom. Grant me that I may not be a cow-
ard, feeling your mercy in my success alone; but let me find the grasp of
your hand in my failure.

Sunday, September 28, 1952 Assen
Last night: to the meeting at Reinoud’s school for recitations, music, etc.,
then criticism of each performance. Reinoud and Meika sang, and Rei-
noud played Grieg on an incredibly bad piano. The Dutch speakers have
a great amount of poise, and they don’t go to the absurdity of memoriz-
ing as in America; rather, they learn to read creditably, which is a much
more useful skill.

This afternoon: bicycled with Reinoud and had pleasant conversa-
tions as always. He is a delightful combination of the haughty egotistical
artistic-type, unsocial, working in starts and bounds, according to inspi-
ration, and of the simple frank lovable searching philosopher, anxious
not only to teach but to learn.
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I have been thinking and making drawings of the kitchen to my
house. Perhaps it will look like this:
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Gleanings from Carlyle on Heroes:

¢ Re: Norwegian paganism: “I feel that these old Northmen were
looking into Nature with an open eye and soul: most earnest, honest;
childlike, and yet manlike; with a great-hearted simplicity and depth
and freshness, in a true, loving, admiring, unfearing way. A right valiant,
true old race of men. Such recognition of Nature one finds to be the
chief element of Paganism: recognition of man, and of his Moral Duty,
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though this too is not wanting, comes to be the chief element only in
purer forms of religion. Here, indeed, is a great distinction and epoch in
Human Beliefs; a great landmark in the religious development of man-
kind. Man first puts himself in relation with Nature and her powers,
wonders and worships over those; not till a later epoch does he discern
that all Power is Moral, that the grand point is the distinction for him of
Good and Evil, of Thou Shalt and Thou Shalt Not.

¢ “The first duty for a man is still that of subduing Fear. We must get
rid of Fear; we cannot act at all till then. A man’s acts are slavish, not
true but specious; his very thoughts are false, he thinks too as a slave and
coward, till he have got Fear under his feet.

¢ [Re: Islam] “It has ever been held the highest wisdom for a man not
merely to submit to Necessity,—Necessity will make him submit,—but
to know and believe well that the stern thing which Necessity has or-
dered was the wisest, the best, the thing wanted there. To cease his fran-
tic pretension of scanning this great God’s-World in his small fraction of
a brain; to know that it had verily, though deep beyond his soundings, a
Just Law, that the soul of it was God;—that his part in it was to conform
to the Law of the Whole, and in devout silence follow that; not question-
ing, it, obeying it as unquestionable.”

P.S. Regarding Necessity (though not the sort having very directly to
do with the “Law of the Whole”), I feel a bit good and proud now that I
stop to think what my reactions have been concerning the draft board’s
forcing me to come home. I naturally was excited over the prospect of
spending the year in Europe, of studying at Woodbrooke, traveling to
Italy and Sweden, etc. But when it became clear that I should have to
return, if only for such a stupid reason as to take a second physical exam,
I accepted the fact instead of rebelling against it, and immediately began
think of all the exciting things I could do in the U.S. prior to starting
C.O. service: viz.: get the Haverford piano and bring it to the farm; live
at Riparius until the weather gets too uncomfortably cold; work on the
house; really work on improving my piano playing, and writing music;
then return to Sunnyside and find a good piano- and/or organ-teacher;
work hard at this, and also perhaps find a good job so that I won’t be
completely parasitic. I hope that throughout my life, as with this small
incident, I shall be able to take things as they come, to really live from
day to day instead of always worrying about the future; and to make
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something exciting, productive, and noble out of any outward situation
that may thrust itself upon me.

September 21, 1952
More from Carlyle:

¢ “The ... Prophet has seized that sacred mystery rather on the moral
side, as Good and Evil, Duty and Prohibition; the . . . Poet on what the
Germans call the aesthetic side, as Beautiful and the like. The one we
may call a revealer of what we are to do, the other of what we are to
love. But indeed these two provinces run into one another, and cannot
be disjoined. The Prophet too has his eye on what we are to love: how
else shall he know what it is we are to do? The highest Voice ever heard
on this earth said withal, ‘Consider the lilies of the field; they toil not,
neither do they spin: yet Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like
one of these A glance, that, into the deepest deep of Beauty. “The lilies
of the field—dressed finer than earthly princes, springing-up there in
the humble furrow-field; a beautiful eye looking-out on you, from the
great inner Sea of Beauty! How could the rude earth make these, if her
Essence, rugged as she looks and is, were not inward Beauty? In this
point of view, too, a saying of Goethe’s, which has staggered several, may
have meaning: “The Beautiful,” he intimates, ‘is higher than the Good;
the Beautiful includes in it the Good. The true Beautiful; which how-
ever I have said somewhere, ‘differs from the false as Heaven does from
Vauxhall!” So much for the distinction and identity of Poet and Prophet.

¢ “A vein of Poetry exists in the hearts of all men; no man is made
altogether of poetry. We are all poets when we read a poem well, the
‘imagination that shudders at the Hell of Dante, is not that the same
faculty, weaker in degree, as Dante’s own?

¢ “Sceptical Dilettantism, the curse of these ages, a curse which will
not last forever, does indeed in this the highest province of human
things, as in all provinces, make sad work; and our reverence for great
men, all crippled, blinded, paralytic as it is, comes out in poor plight,
hardly recognizable. Men worship the shows of great men; the most
disbelieve that there is any reality of great men to worship. The dreari-
est, fatalest faith; believing which, one would literally despair of human
things. Nevertheless high Duchesses, and ostlers of inns, gather round
the Scottish rustic, Burns;—a strange feeling dwelling in each that they
never heard a man like this; that, on the whole, this is the man! In the
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secret heart of these people it still dimly reveals itself, though there is no
accredited way of uttering it at present, that this rustic, with his black
brows and flashing sun-eyes, and strange words moving laughter and
tears, is of a dignity far beyond all others, incommensurable with all
others. Do not we feel it so? But now, were Dilettantism, Scepticism,
Triviality, and all that sorrowful brood, cast-out of us,—as, by God’s
blessing, they shall one day be; were faith in the shows of things entirely
swept-out, replaced by clear faith in the things, so that a man acted on
the impulse of that only, and counted the other non-extant; what a new
livelier feeling towards this Burns were it!”

Cf. also Carlyle’s emphasis on the unconscious nature of Shakespeare’s
genius, and of that of other great poets, etc.

¢ “. .. Scepticism, as I said, is not intellectual only; it is moral also; a
chronic atrophy and disease of the whole soul. A man lives by believing
something; not by debating and arguing about many things. A sad case
for him when all that he can manage to believe is something he can but-
ton in his pocket, and with one or the other organ eat and digest! Lower
than that he will not get.

¢ “Men speak too much about the world. Each one of us here, let the
world go how it will, and be victorious or not victorious, has he not a life
of his own to lead? One Life; a little gleam of Time between two Eterni-
ties; no second chance to us forevermore! It were well for us to live not
as fools and simulacra, but as wise and realities. The world’s being saved
will not save us; nor the world’s being lost destroy us. We should look to
ourselves: there is great merit here in the ‘duty of staying at home’! And,
on the whole, to say truth, I never heard of ‘worlds’ being ‘saved’ in any
other way. That mania of saving worlds is itself a piece of the Eighteenth
Century with its windy sentimentalism. Let us not follow it too far. For
the saving of the world I will trust confidently to the Maker of the world;
and look a little to my own saving, which I am more competent to!

¢ “The Life of Burns is what we may call a great tragic sincerity. A sort
of savage sincerity,—not cruel, far from that; but wild, wrestling naked
with the truth of things. In that sense, there is something of the savage
in all great men.”

Tuesday, September 30, 1952
Riek will not leave me in peace. Yesterday she called here and insists that
I come again to Leeuwarden before I return to the U.S. My whole soul
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rebels against going there again, yet I do not know if perhaps it is not
better to save her the utter dejection that my refusal would occasion.
I want this thing to be over and done with. The way I left Jeanne was
the best. No questions asked, but a perfect tacit understanding on both
sides.

More from Carlyle:

¢ “All substances clothe themselves in forms: but there are suitable
true forms, and then there are untrue unsuitable. As the briefest defini-
tion, one might say, Forms which grow round a substance, if we rightly
understand that, will correspond to the real nature and purpose of it,
will be true, good; forms which are consciously put round a substance,
bad. I invite you to reflect on this. It distinguishes true from false in
Ceremonial Form, earnest solemnity from empty pageant, in all human
things.

¢ “The nakedest, savagest reality, I say, is preferable to any semblance,
however dignified.

¢ “Looking round on the noisy inanity of the world, words with little
meaning, actions with little worth, one loves to reflect on the great Em-
pire of Silence. The noble silent men, scattered here and there, each in
his department; silently thinking, silently working; whom no Morning
Newspaper makes mention of! They are the salt of the earth”

Thoughts of Beethoven (from Rolland’s Vie de Beethoven):

¢ “Parmi les anciens maitres, seuls Handel I'Allemand et Sébasien
Bach eurent du genie.

¢ “Mon coeur bat tout entire pour le haut et grand art de Sébasien
Bach, ce patriarche de 'harmonie.

¢ “La musique est une révélation plus haute que toute sagesse et toute
philosophie. . . . Qui pénétre le sense de ma musique doit saffranchir de
tout la misere que trainent apres eux les autres hommes.

9 [sur la critique]: “Je pense comme Voltaire ‘que quelques piqures de
mouches ne peuvent retenir un cheval dans sa course ardente”

October 2, 1952 Assen
I congratulate myself. I have called Riek and have told her that I will not
come tonight as planned, and I have told her that our relationship will
be finished, although I agree to continue to write, and to remain friends.
But unfortunately the motivation for this did not come entirely from
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inner strength; it came rather from the horrible news just received from
Dave Tyack, that young Christopher died suddenly and unexpectedly
of pneumonia, at the age of 11 weeks. To play the hypocrite in a lasciv-
ious bed after this would have been too much even for my weak moral
fortitude.

Dave’s letter (written June 25, not seen by me until today): “I'm sorry
that this long overdue letter brings heavy news. Two weeks ago Christo-
pher died of virus pneumonia, very suddenly. Christopher was a mon-
ster of health, weighing over 15 pounds at 11 weeks when he died, and
his death was completely unexpected and unavoidable. Of course, this
made it harder to understand, but in a way easier to accept since he has
given us, in life and death, a far greater love and respect for life.

“One real bright spot in next year’s picture is that we will be study-
ing together, you and I. Dee has been very brave, even jolly, and now is
keeping busy at Mass. General Hospital doing language therapy work.
The three of us—and in the spring the four of us, we hope—will have to
see a good deal of you.

“This summer I have been working on construction again, taking
the old delight in the sun and exercise and new friends. I'm outnum-
bered by Italians and am making a stumbling beginning in their tongue,
corrected in grammar with delight by those who find they can tell a
Harvardman something.

“We enjoyed hearing from you a great deal. Write again when the
spirit moves. Wed like to plan to visit you in upstate N.Y. in late August
if youd be there.

Affectionately,
D&D”

October 3, 1952 Assen
Follows: schedules for Dutch and Danish gymnasia. The Dutch gymna-
sium has two divisions and emphasizes classics, & B has more science
and math. But in general the gymnasium is where you study classics.
The ABS school has no classics; it too has two divisions: A emphasizes
modern languages and math, B includes these but has more science. The
hours of study in the gym: Mon, Tues, Thus, & Sat, 8:30 a.m. to 1:05 p.m.,
Tues. & Fri: 8:30 a.m.—12:05 p.m., and 1:30 p.m. to 4:00 p.m. Normally,
children start the gym or ABS when they are 12 or 13, and therefore
graduate when 18 or 19. However, if, as a result of periodic quizzes, their
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marks are not good enough, they must repeat the entire year. There is no
large exam until the end of the 6 year. Also, there is the lyceum, which
is a combination of ABS and gym. After 27¢ year you choose. Schedule
in pencil on reverse is if you choose gym part. Note that Latin and Greek
are postponed to 37 yr.

Sunday, October 12, 1952 Sunnyside
Good sermon by John Haynes Holmes: “Whom Shall I Fear” Holmes
listed the following: hysteria, universal armament, the degrading of eth-
ics and morals; the passing of militant religion.

Tuesday, October 21, 1952 Riparius
Warmed by a pot-bellied tin stove, illumined by a kerosene mantle lamp,
and enjoying the fruits of much labor, here in my cabin.

Soon after returning from Europe, I drove to Philadelphia. to see
AFSC about alternative service. They had opportunities in Mexico,
Flanner House self-help housing program, Internesin Community Ser-
vice in Chicago, and a mental hospital in Iowa. Actually, I don’t think I
could stand the communal living for two years. This summer’s experi-
ence showed that for me two months is enough; then I must again have
opportunity to be alone. But the problem of AFSC work is easily solved,
for the government has not accepted them. I returned, after seeing Pete,
who has a real sinecure with an elderly heiress in a 26-room Victorian
monstrosity. He pays nothing, has delightful living quarters, with Bob
Hinshaw, and earns $15 upwards per week by puttering around house
and garden. We have made a tentative date to tour Europe together by
bicycle. When and if! I also saw and chatted with Douglas Steere, Pres-
ident White, etc. Haverford now has a certain enchantment for me. I
actually was a bit jealous of the others for their secure academic life
as students. But I collected my remaining possessions, chiefly the old
Cunningham piano, and returned. The piano came to a bad end. At first
I thought to have it in my room at Sunnyside, but the movers refused to
take it up. So it sat on the truck for a week or so. Then I decided to take
it to Riparius. But it got only as far as 48t Street. I turned a corner too
sharply, and off it went—ruined. I had to pay $20 to have it carted away.

Dad sent me to a Dr. Sverna, pathologist, who in turn offered me a job
as medical stenographer in the morgue at $2300 per year. But the gov-
ernment (Major Matthew Dwyer) refused on grounds that COs must
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work away from the home area. Now I have written to various places
and await replies: World Health Organization, Brethren and Mennonite
Committees, hospitals at Glens Falls and Ticonderoga, State Directors
in Connecticut and Maine, and to the Hinman Settlement School, Leslie
County, Kentucky. In choosing a job, I must weigh many factors: first,
the nature of the work itself (and the pay), 274 whether the location and
living arrangements will allow me to pursue independent studies of
reading and music; whether the job can perhaps be the gateway to some
further career (e.g. the W.H.O)—or work on a farm, which would give
the necessary practical experience for entrance into Cornell Agriculture
School. I do hope these two years will be fruitful ones. But it is up to me
to make them so, despite all external unpleasantnesses.

But now I am at Riparius and feasting on the fall colors, the ever-
bright stars at night, the bend of trees to the wind. Since Saturday, I have
been laying the finish floor downstairs, of 5" Canadian spruce. Only five
rows left. I have also filled up a few more holes, around windows, etc.,
in an effort to get the place reasonably ready for winter living. But the
fireplace will have to wait now, for it is too cold for cement work; the
mortar most likely will freeze at night and crumble to bits.

I have new neighbors, Curly Massey and wife. He is a lumberjack by
trade and by all accounts one of the best there is. He works so fast and
well that his typical weekly pay is $150-$200. Then comes the weekend;
he goes to the bars in North Creek and buys drinks for everyone, all
weekend long. He calls a taxi to bring him to the Creek and, once there,
ifhe feels like a drink in Ti he orders a taxi to bring him there, at a cost of
$25. In short, by Monday morning he has nothing, literally nothing, so
that his wife often has to borrow $5 or $10 for food, from the Carmans,
who employ Massey. He lives in the old Waddell blacksmith shop across
the way, which Hal fixed up for the Greens. Curly has made all kinds of
offers to help me—help me with the fireplace (he was a mason), help me
with plowing, with this, with that. But I asked him to screw on the pipe
to the pump, so he can use the pump (his well is dry), and this he has not
done as yet. But he is very nice withal; showed me pictures of his son,
keeps a Bible well-thumbed, and probably has lots of stories in his head
that I would enjoy hearing.

Bardens are away in Darien, where he is riding master at a school.
Mac is having a hard time socially, as everyone is angry at him, and he
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with everyone. He changed his mind at the last minute about the elec-
tricity petition and refused to sign, because by signing he would have
been helping Sibler, with whom he is at odds because Sibler doesn’t want
any pulp cut; Dr. Barnard, with whom he is angry, and Carman, with
whom he is angry. He is not yet angry with me, but I should be with
him, because according to eye witnesses, he stole a whole load of barn
lumber from me, even taking the boards I had carefully piled up. I told
him that the lumber was missing, and he feigned amazement that any-
one would do such a thing! But I didn't carry it further. Actually, he is
more than entitled to what he took, because he helped me so willingly
and well when I asked. It is only the way in which he took his due that is
questionable. Also, however, it appears that someone entered the house
(though I see no signs of a break-in), for a saw and hammer are missing.
This perhaps is not to be laid at Mac’s door. I still think he is basically
honest.

I finally met Carl Sibler, who talks and talks fast. His mother is very
interesting, and a pacifist to boot.

Wednesday, October 22, 1952 Riparius
Curly Massey is quite a preacher—believes every word of the bible is
Law, and that scientists and their atom smashing will possibly mean the
end of the world because they are meddling in God’s business.

“Why, Pete, just think if one of them bombs landed in Turner Valley.
When I worked there, 9oo oil wells, must be 1500 by now, and under-
ground natural gas that develops 700 pounds rock pressure, why if all
that blew up there wouldn’t be nothin’ left” He told me a bit of his life:
“Three years I lived in Boston and made $40,000 and that’s just as true
as that I'm standin’ on your land” “What happened?” I asked. “Well,
Pete, I got sick. My wife, she wanted my money. That’s all she wanted:
money and money. She figured I'd die and shed get the business. Well,
I lost most all to the fellows I got to run the business. All they wanted
was that Saturday check. And when I got better I just walked out. “Take
what’s left, I said; ‘you can have it all” My wife and I separated, and then
got divorced. I raised an orphan boy, Bob, since he was 14. He was the
one who really taught me to be a Christian. He was a good boy, never
swore, never drank, went to a dance once and when he came home he
said he felt like going back and shooting em all dead. And he prayed,
Pete, sometimes an hour at a time, and when he was in the house you
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really felt God’s presence, in the heart. Well, when he was about 20 he
came home and said, ‘Curly, there’s a girl I like very much. Would it
be all right if I married her?’ I said, ‘Bob, you know well enough if you
like her enough to get married. Well, they got married, and two weeks
later he got called to the army. He said to me, ‘T ain’t goin’ in there t kill
anybody. And when he got to the camp they drilled him and drilled
him, but he kept tellin’ 'em that he wasn’t goin’ to kill. They laughed, of
course, but after a while they saw that he really believed the Bible, and
they apologized to him. And he talked and preached and told how kil-
lin’ was wrong and how prayer would end that war, if everyone would
pray from the heart; and I've seen two officers walk away after hearin’
him, with tears in their eyes. So, they put him in the medical corps and
I heard from him from England. But after he got back, Pete, he was a
gamin, cussin’ woman-chaser. That ole army knocked religion right out
of em. I'd thought hed stand up, but he fell. And he left his wife and kid,
and went back to Arkansas where he came from. But my son hears from
him still, and I think that Bob’s coming back to the Lord. God, I hope he
does. He was the nicest, finest, best-looking boy that ever lived”

Thursday, October 23, 1952 Riparius
I went up to the high field today to cut some trees for firewood and to
bring to Abe on Saturday. I wanted yellow birch, and seeing a clump
of what I thought was this type, cut away. Later on I asked Curly for a
horse to skid the logs down with. He came after work and went up with
me and the horse. One look at the trees and he asked, “What you want
these for, Pete?” “Firewood.” “Well, you'll never burn that!” “What do
you mean?” “Why, them’s popple. Just don’t burn. You could leave em
out here to dry all winter and they still wouldn’t burn” “I guess, then,
that all my work’s for nothing.” “Pete, you're young. You'll learn. Give me
the axe, I'll cut you down some white birch. That burns good, and looks
purty in the fireplace” So he proceeded to fell some birch. In the process
I learned that he had been raised on a 2000-acre farm in Vermont, run
by his brother now. “Why that land was so flat, you could stand right
in the middle of a go-acre field and see every rock on it. . . . I didn’t get
along very good with my brother. He threw me out, like I was a dog, to
make my living. Well, I guess I've always made it” I also learned that
he cared for a little girl from a broken home, and loved her so that she
always called him Papa, and when the courts demanded that her real



FROM 18 TO 85 207

father take care of her she cried and cried because she wanted to stay
with Curly.

Called home. Several things have come in. A friend of Saul’s offers me
lab work for a blood bank in Indiana; Joe Bien has given me an intro-
duction to the head of the Episcopalian charities, etc. I have also written
to the Glens Falls and Ticonderoga hospitals, with the thought of living
here at Riparius and driving, which would have lots of advantages: good
set-up for uninterrupted piano practice; a chance to keep the farm in
order; no rent to pay; and a saving on food after next summer, when I
will plant a garden. The biggest disadvantage: 9o-100 miles of driving
each day, which means at least two hours and much expense, plus ter-
rific wear on the truck.

Dad wanted me to come home Friday. He seems always terrifically
resentful of the farm and is firmly convinced that the time that I spend
here should be marked down as wasted time. Half the time I speak with
him he makes me angry, which is a percentage a bit too high for good
parent-son relationship. What I must really do now is establish financial
independence. Then he will have no recourse on me at all, as he does
now. For instance, he feels that it is his money that I throw away on the
farm, and of course he is right, except for the throwing-away part. I
think that basically the farm represents to him all my claims of indepen-
dence, especially as I have been in the habit of giving it as my permanent
address.

Yesterday I finally finished the floor and what a difference it makes!
Now I really feel protected in this house, and even confident that it will
see me through a hard Adirondack winter.

November 17 1952 Sunnyside
Reading (all at once) Anthropology by Sir E. B. Tylor; Gilbert Murray’s
Five Stages of Greek Religion, Thoreau’s Walden, Kafka’s The Trial, André
Gide’s Le Procés, Moliere’s Les Fourberies de Scapin and Amphitryon,
Dorothy Day’s On Pilgrimage.

Visited the Catholic Worker today, to meet Mike Harrington, ex law
schoolmate of Jerry Davidoff’s, and a C.O. He gave me the Dorothy Day
book, which is splendid: heroic, down-to-earth radicalism rooted in the
soil instead of in ideologies. She is at her best when advocating subsis-
tence farming and that, of course, is what interests me the most.

I have been severely temped during these weeks in New York by the
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money economy, so that I have thoughts of myself as becoming wealthy
and thus being able to indulge in the privileges of wealth that this city
offers, as do all other cities. But this temptation wears off, I am happy
to say, quickly. It has taught me to be more on my guard and to think
and act more on those principles and ways of life that I know to be far
superior. I again feel the yearning for divinity school, for simplicity on
my farm, for the cultivation of spirit, mind, and body as a full-time oc-
cupation, at the sacrifice of respectability. It is hard to think this way
here at home. My father thinks of everything in terms of money, and
likewise with all the other people with whom we associate. Worst of
all, Dad pays lip-service to the other way, but his lips do not reveal his
heart. I am very anxious to leave here and finally to break the bonds of
childhood. Still, no job.

These past weeks I have been thinking almost twenty-four hours a
day. It is good to have an interim period like this, if only because it is a
glowing proof to the law that says that man must work. Well, I am edu-
cated enough to keep myself busy and “gainfully occupied” even when I
do not work. And without the aid of radio, movies, or television. Quite
a feat these days. Barzun says somewhere that the mark of an educated
man is that he can sit still in a room. I have been doing much of this. I
am expert at sitting still.

Riek finally wrote that she now realizes that she doesn’t love me after
all! T was a little surprised that even under the circumstances of our af-
faire, which should have rendered such a letter a welcome relief to me,
nevertheless my pride suffered. It is always easier to think that you have
done the rejecting and have not been the one done to.

I have had some correspondence with Piet Tuinman, mainly about
the mechanics of studying here. He regrets that he did not declare his
C.O. position. I see that the weight of a moral obligation unfilled is
heavier than that of prisons or unfavorable public opinion.

Also received a nice letter from Bobby Johnston. He is like John Tay-
lor in that he basically wants to direct his life spiritually but has fallen
prey to our money society. It is pathetic to see and hear at every turn the
unconscious evidence of their dissatisfaction with their weakness in this
respect, and yet to see nothing done about it except perhaps some vain
or deluding self-promise that “in the future,” after security is won, they
will chuck overboard the insurance company or U.S. Rubber and begin
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to “do the things they’ve always wanted to do.” Life is too short for this
sort of a plan. Really, the life of a protestor, of a radical—call it what you
will—is really so much fun that it is quite surprising that so few people
indulge in it.

Music: continuing with Bach two-part inventions. Very discouraging
progress. I have started a composition for piano, in modern idiom, and
really don’t know what kind of a monstrosity it will turn out to be. I may
buy the Kaledins’ piano and take it to Riparius. Of course my parents
think this is insane and the first thing my father says (thinking as always
in terms of you-know-what) is, “Well you can be sure I'm not going to
pay for it”

Today I saw 250 men wait three hours for the daily bowl of pea soup
that the Catholic Worker gives them free, and then had to come home
and hear a person complain that the chicken was too dry.

Went to the UN last week and heard the Trusteeship Council blow
hot air for three hours while the British were whipping Mau-Maus in
Kenya and Malin enforcing white supremacy in Cape Town. If the Ne-
groes throw down white civilization it will serve us right.

November 18, 1952 Sunnyside
Scapin: “Je hais ces coeurs pusillanimes qui, pour trop prévoir les suites
des choses, nosent rien entreprendre.”

November 24, 1952 Sunnyside
Started The Brothers Karamazov. Finished the exposition of my piano
sonata and yesterday worked from 3:00 p.m. until 10:30 on the develop-
ment, in the form of a fugue. After all that time, I wrote about 8 mea-
sures only, and today even scrapped 2 more. But what was done was
good, and now I can proceed at a faster clip. On the whole, musical ideas
now come to me faster than I can write them down. It is the technical
aspects of a strict form like the fugue that seem to require endless ma-
nipulation of melodies, and revisions. What is readily apparent is the
great growth in originality, continuity, and musicality since I wrote the
other sonata two years ago. I hope to finish this before Christmas and
send it to Dr. Swan and perhaps also to Reinoud.

Another letter from Riek establishes the fact that we are now on
workable terms—no illusions about marriage and yet no regrets regard-
ing nights between the sheets. Her letters are cute.
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I finally received a reply from the World Council of Churches in Ge-
neva: “no places” This leaves the Fort Wayne job, and the possibility
of something with a radiologist in San Francisco. I will most probably
choose the latter if it is available and acceptable. Going to California is
almost like going to Europe.

I think constantly about my future, subject as I continuously am here,
either by word or implication, to repeated reminders about the need for
making money and in adequate amounts. I am glad that I am using this
period to try to think out how alife should be led; and that I am not going
more or less unthinkingly into an “accepted” profession. One thing that
seems important is that in order to taste life you should not be tied to the
same work for all your working years. Looking forward to retirement is
a great fallacy in planning; it is better to die with your boots on. A better
way of doing “all the things you've always wanted to do” (that horrible
saying) is to make enough early in life to give financial independence to
the rest of it. But here the difficult question is where to stop. You subject
yourself, of course, to the temptations that show their victorious mark
everywhere in our society. The opposite extreme is safer: comparative
poverty, living for the day only, working when needed, taking chances.
This, I think, is the Christian way. And more fun!

Aldous Huxley (newspaper clipping discovered after I wrote the
above): This I Believe: “In every one of the higher religions there is a
strain of infinite optimism on the one hand and, on the other, a pro-
found pessimism. In the depths of our being, they all teach there is an
Inner Light—but an Inner Light which our egotism keeps, for most of
the time, in a state of more or less complete eclipse. If, however, it so
desires, the ego can get out of the way, so to speak, can dis-eclipse the
Light and become identified with its divine source. Hence the unlimited
optimism of the traditional religions. Their pessimism springs from the
observed fact that though all are called, few are chosen, for the sufficient
reason that few choose to be chosen.

“To me, this older conception of man’s nature and destiny seems
more realistic, more nearly in accord with the given facts, than any form
of modern utopianism.

“In the Lord’s Prayer we are taught to ask for the blessing which con-
sists in not being led into temptation. The reason is only too obvious.
When temptations are very great or unduly prolonged, most persons
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succumb to them. To devise a perfect social order is probably beyond
our powers; but I believe that it is perfectly possible for us to reduce the
number of dangerous temptations to a level far below that which is tol-
erated at the present time.

“A society so arranged that there shall be a minimum of dangerous
temptations, this is the end towards which, as a citizen, I have to strive.
In my efforts to achieve that end, I can make use of a great variety of
means. Do good ends justify the use of intrinsically bad means? On the
level of theory, the point can be argued indefinitely. In practice, mean-
while, I find that the means employed invariably determine the nature
of the end achieved. Indeed, as Mahatma Gandhi was never tired of in-
sisting, the means are the end in its preliminary stages.

“Men have put forth enormous efforts to make their world a better
place to live in; but except in regards to gadgets, plumbing and hygiene,
their success has been pathetically small. ‘Hell, as the proverb has it, ‘is
paved with good intentions. And so long as we go on trying to realize
our ideals by bad or merely inappropriate means, our good intentions
will come to bad ends. In this consists the tragedy and irony of history.

“Can ], as an individual, do anything to make future history less tragic
and less ironic than history past and present? I believe I can. As a citizen,
I can use all my intelligence and all my good will to develop political
means that shall be of the same kind and quality as the ideal ends which
I am trying to achieve. And as a person, as a psycho-physical organism,
I can learn how to get out of the way, so that the divine source of my life
and consciousness can come out of eclipse and shine through me”

Frost: “Full half of our lives can’t be made a science of; the better half
of our lives can’t be made a science of. . . . I have learned that the upper
classes in a ‘democracy’ must take care of the lower. I have to withhold
a certain amount from each paycheck, so the worker can be insured”

Headlines, all in one day: Continued race tension in South Africa;
British shoot 15 Kenya rioters; U.S. Information Service and British Em-
bassy in Bagdad stoned and burned; Egypt to give franchise to women;
Tunisian and Indo-Chinese struggles continue. The East seethes!

In his “Reminiscences,” Gorky reports the following conversation
with Tolstoy:

“And suddenly he asked me, exactly as if he were dealing me a blow:
‘Why don’t you believe in God?” ‘T have no faith, Lev Nikolaevich. ‘It is
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not true. By nature you are a believer and you cannot get on without
God. You will realize it one day. Your disbelief comes from obstinacy,
because you have been hurt: the world is not what you would like it to
be. There are also some people who do not believe, out of shyness; it
happens with young people; they adore some woman, but don’t want
to show it for fear she won’t understand, and also from lack of courage.
Faith, like love, requires courage and daring. One has to say to oneself,
“I believe”—and everything will come right, everything will appear as
you want it, it will explain itself to you and attract you. Now, you love
much, and faith is only a greater love; you must love still more and then
your love will turn to faith. When one loves a woman, she is unfail-
ingly the best woman on earth, and each loves the best woman; and
that is faith. A non-believer cannot love: today he falls in love with one
woman, and next year with another. The souls of such men are tramps
living barren lives—that is not good. But you were born a believer and
it is no use thwarting yourself. Well, you may say, ‘Beauty—and what is
beauty? The highest and most perfect is God’ He hardly ever spoke to
me on this subject, and its seriousness and the suddenness of it rather
overwhelmed me. I was silent. He was sitting on the couch with his legs
drawn up under him, and, breaking into a triumphant little smile and
shaking his finger at me, he said: “You won't get out of this by silence,
no. And I, who do not believe in God, looked at him for some reason
very cautiously and a little timidly. I looked and I thought: “This man is
godlike”

Tolstoy: “Take care of yourself first, and you will have plenty of care
left for other people”

From The Brothers Karamazov, the Elder, Zossima:

¢ “If I seem to be happy to you, you could never say anything that
would please me so much. For men are made for happiness, and any
one who is completely happy has a right to say to himself, T am doing
God’s will on earth All the righteous, all the saints, all the holy martyrs
were happy”

¢ [How can I prove immortality?] “There’s no proving it, though you
can be convinced of it. . . . How? . . . By the experience of active love.
Strive to love your neighbor actively and indefatigably. In as far as you
advance in love you will grow surer of the reality of God and of the
immortality of your soul. If you attain to perfect self-forgetfulness in
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the love of your neighbor, then you will believe without doubt, and no
doubt can possibly enter your soul. This has been tried. This is certain.”

¢ “Love in dreams is greedy for immediate action, rapidly performed
and in the sight of all. Men will even give their lives if only the ordeal
does not last long but is soon over, with all looking on and applauding as
though on the stage. But active love is labor and fortitude, and for some
people too, perhaps, a complete science.”

November 26, 1952

Three things that I must do: (1) Develop musically and intellectually.
This means practice, study, reading and writing, and talking. (2) De-
velop my body. I think that this will mean a series of exercises, pre-
scribed by someone with knowledge in the field, and diligently followed
by me. (3) Develop my voice: its timbre, resonance, pitch, etc., and its
interpretative qualities in the reading of poetry and prose. Perhaps this
will also involve further language study. A fourth and all-inclusive aim:
Develop my soul. Cultivate the desire and capacity for loving, heighten
spiritual perceptions, follow the example of great religious and reli-
gio-philosophical leaders of the past. Above all, guard against the pit-
fall of letting “making a living” become the chief striving of adult life,
as it is with so many. If necessary, live from hand to mouth; this is by
far the better alternative. Avoid being placed in a niche, whether it be
the academic world, the lawyer’s or doctor’s office, or that slavery that
comes from owning too much. Keep the farm as a refuge and hostel, but
from it travel far intellectually. Live like and associate with the common
man, but cultivate and preserve at the same time the manners, mor-
als, and spiritual grace of the aristocrat. Be 0 &piotog. Make 1} dpetr
the time-consuming factor, not the simple needs of the body. Cultivate
these things and the body will be healthy despite (or perhaps because
of) plain food.

Do not do anything simply because it is acceptable. Rather, spend the
early years building. People will say that you are wasting your life, but
heed them not. Build, build. Do not jump immediately to “setting the
world right”; rather build, and when your life forces are so vibrant and
full and tingling that you can contain them no longer, then spill them
out and teach, and preach, and act.

You have made a very poor beginning in all this. You are ruled by
sex and by anger; you have a great deal of inner peace, but don't quite
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know how to show it to others. You waste too much time; and, alas,
you are a bit lazy. Life is too short and can be too sweet to waste on the
Chambord. “As a full and virtuous day gives rise to a contented sleep, so
a full and virtuous life will lead one to lay it down without fear or regret”
(Da Vinci, perhaps a bit sententious here).

Tagore: The civilization of the West will not succeed because it “has
lost faith in the personality of man and it trusts in a mechanism of
power”

Twelfth Rock-Edict of Emperor Asoka, reigning in India from 273
B.C. to 232 B.C. (condensed): “There should be a promotion of the es-
sential elements of Religion in all religions. This promotion of the es-
sentials of Religion is possible in many ways. But its root is restraint of
speech; that is to say, there ought to be no exaltation of on€’s religion and
finding fault with another’s on improper occasion, and there ought to be
no depreciation of another’s religion on this and that occasion. On the
contrary, others’ religions should be honored in every way. By so doing
one exalts one’s own religion and does service to another’s religion. By
doing otherwise one injures one’s own religion and harms another’s as
well. For whosoever does honor to his own religion and condemns an-
other’s—all through attachment to his own religion—in order to glo-
rify his own religion, is in very truth severely injuring his own religion.
Concourse, fellowship with members of other faiths, is therefore com-
mendable, to the end that they may hear and desire to hear further one
another’s Dharma [religion]. .. . Emperor Asoka values neither gifts nor
honors so highly as that there should be a promotion of the essential
elements of Religion in all religions and mutual appreciation as well”

I am beginning to think with regard to my attitudes in this job-
hunting that I have been too much simply on the lookout for the de-
sirable place, located well, befitting my education, with adequate pay,
vacations, etc., etc. I wonder now if it wouldn't be more consistent with
my professed belief and philosophy to be an attendant, for instance,
rather than a laboratory technician, since the attendant can bring cheer
and comfort to the spirit, whereas the technician is merely another cog
in the mechanical or scientific processes of helping the sick. Now the
question of teaching comes up. Is it not too easy a way, involving no sac-
rifice, and certainly not teaching me humility, as a menial task would?
And yet the teacher can make his impression too, especially with the
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young and with parents, so that perhaps it does not really matter what
you do so long as it is done in the spirit of love and service. I hope that
this isn’t mere rationalization.

November 28, 1952
From Hindemith’s “A Composer’s World™:

¢ This [i.e., the composer’s] approach to a problem is magnanimously
comprehensive; it is at the same time stubbornly one-track. In short, it is
the typical artistic way of understanding the world. It is entirely opposed
to the approach of a scientific mind. To the scientist our method—or,
in his eyes, non-method—of looking at everything without ever funda-
mentally comprehending it must seem utterly amateurish, its distinc-
tion from the amateur’s point of view being merely a considerably wider
panorama. We must be grateful that with our art we have been placed
halfway between science and religion, enjoying equally the advantages
of exactitude in thinking—so far as the technical aspects in music are
concerned—and of the unlimited world of faith.

¢ Music has to be converted into moral power. We receive its sounds
and forms, but they remain meaningless unless we include them in our
own mental activity and use their fermenting quality to turn our soul to-
wards everything noble, superhuman, and ideal. It is our own mind that
brings about this conversion; music is but a catalytic agent to this end.
The betterment of our soul must be our own achievement, although
music is one of those factors which, like religious belief, creates in us
most easily a state of willingness towards this betterment. In short, we
have to be active; music, like humus in a garden soil, must be dug under
in order to become fertile. Composers, performers, teachers, listeners—
they all must outgrow the mere registration of musical impressions, the
superficial and sentimental attachment to sound.

¢ [We must begin to] understand our world as a tiny spot in the uni-
verse, its life of a moment’s duration, its matter a particle of dust. . . .
[Musicians] must not become the victims of such tyrants as technique,
success, pleasure. If they recognize in their greatest achievements the
vanity of all earthly efforts, only then are they worthy to contribute with
the full weight of their conviction to the eternal values of music. This is
their genuine intellectual approach.

¢ What are the emotional reactions music releases? The composer
faces the problem of musico-emotional relations with utter directness;
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he is always forced to solve it technically in some way or other, con-
sciously or instinctively. The performers’ and listeners’ experiences are
not essentially different from the composer’s. They repeat what he antic-
ipated, in a weakened, diluted, less concentrated manner.

November 30, 1952
Fine concert last night. Cantelli did Two Choric Dances by Paul Cres-
ton, high point of the program. “Processional” by Frank Miller, first cel-
list, was also done. Insignificant music, but it was good to see Miller’s
joy after it was over. Schoenberg’s violin concerto day on Philharmonic:
horrible music. Much better were the recorded bird calls presented
during intermission and slowed down to % and % speeds for more de-
tailed hearing. This is something I could do at the farm.

Met Margo Geiger, Sarah Lawrence senior, a thinker with an artistic
personality. We were much in agreement over the basics in life.

Hindemith:

¢ In all the other arts it is our power of reasoning that has to be sat-
isfied first, before an aesthetic enjoyment of an artist’s creation can be
had: the words of a poem must be understood in their verbal meaning
before its structural beauty or spiritual loftiness can be appreciated; the
subject of a painting or its abstract lineations must enter our conscious-
ness before any emotional reaction can take place. With music it is dif-
ferent. It touches our emotions first and we are the helpless victims of
its attacks. Only after the emotional reaction has been released by the
sounds of music can our power of reasoning take possession of the ar-
tistic impression and transform it into aesthetic satisfaction—by way of
mental co-construction, as we know. This reverse mode of action in the
impressional stimulation of a musical composition is the reason for the
comparatively low level on which music makes its initial appeal, as has
just been mentioned.

¢ What is musical vision? We all know the impression of a very heavy
flash of lightning in the night. Within a second’s time we see a broad
landscape, not only its general outlines, but with every detail. Although
we could never describe each single component of the picture, we feel
that not even the smallest leaf of grass escapes our attention. We experi-
ence a view, immensely comprehensive and at the same time immensely
detailed, that we never could have under normal daylight conditions,
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and perhaps not during the night either, if our senses and nerves were
not strained by the extraordinary suddenness of the event. Composi-
tions must be conceived the same way. If we cannot, in the flash of a
single moment, see a composition in its absolute entirety, with every
pertinent detail in its proper place, we are not genuine creators.

¢ You may manage the few basic rules of construction with all their
combinative possibilities pretty well, and yet the highest degree of sub-
tlety, in which each technical item is in congruence with the respective
part of the vision, again may be obtained by no one but the genius. There
are relatively few masterworks in which this ultimate congruence can be
felt. Even in our stockpile of classical music, which by common agree-
ment consists of works written by superior composers, not many pieces
fulfill those highest requirements. True, there are many other great and
excellent works which in their artistic value are by no means less im-
portant. They may in their ability to speak as human creations to human
beings be closest to our hearts, but it is in those few uncontested master-
pieces that we feel the breath of universality and eternity, because their
particular kind of perfection, the absolute coincidence of intention and
realization, is almost superhuman. . . .

¢ The more the composer feels impelled by his moral determination
to drive the technical part of his work as close as possible to the goal of
congruence, the higher seems to us the work’s convincing quality. Other
works, in which the composer’s moral effort cannot be perceived, need
not be bad music. They may have a pleasant, entertaining, touching ef-
fect. As mere technical mechanisms they may be without flaw. They may
evoke wonderful emotional images in our mind, they may readily lead
us to mentally reconstruct their forms, yet they may not impress us as
works of art.

¢ ... One of the leading theses of the American way of life: enjoyment
plus enjoyment gives you more enjoyment.

¢ Routine and fashion—these are the worst snarls that can entangle
the creative mind.

¢ The extra-musical reason for the somewhat disproportionate regard
[given to conductors] seems to be based on the following fact. In an era
that leaves little opportunity in the individual’s life for the application
and the display of overt despotism, the demonstration of some refined
and stylized form of oppression seems to be imperative. The listener in



218 PETER BIEN

the audience who in his normal behavior has to suppress, thousands of
times, his most natural human desire of governing, ordering, dictating
to, and even torturing his fellow men, projects himself into the conduc-
tor’s personality. Here he sees a man who with the consent of human
society exercises a power which we would look upon as cruelty if we
saw it applied to dogs or horses. Identifying himself with these activities
the listener enjoys the perfect reaction of his own suppressed feelings:
he now swings the teacher’s cane, the king’s scepter, and quite contrary
to the effects such dictatorial manners have in real life, the result seems
to be pleasant to all concerned.

¢ A world-famous instrumentalist, talking with a colleague who
played chamber music as a means of musical recreation, expressed envy.
Asked why he could not do the same, he said, “I cannot afford it” Either
he would have lost money wile devoting his time to nonprofit music, or
his hopelessly professionalized mind could not be distracted without
his losing his direction. It is the most depressing statement a musician
ever made: it expresses the horrible emptiness of fame; it is the perfect
illustration of the utter senselessness of a musical specialism that has
lost all ground and reason.

December 3, 1952
¢ It is extremely dishonest to give every student the education that is
meant to turn out a Beethoven, while we know that he will never be
more than a medium-sized commonplace composer. Would it not be
better, more honest, and even more economical, to provide him with an
all-round technique of general validity, on which his talents may thrive?

¢ Of course, we know the difference between good and bad trian-
gulists and nobody wants the triangle’s violent trill of the last tutti to
appear in the following pianissimo subito. But one refuses to see in a
sporadic triangle tinkling the ultimate purpose of a human being’s
earthly existence.

¢ Something must be wrong with our teaching system. What is it? We
are teaching each pianist or violinist as if he had the chance to become
a Horowitz or Heifetz, although we know that the entire concert life
of the civilized world can hardly absorb more than ten or twelve great
soloists in each field. . . . Among those taught by our endless phalanx
of pedagogues the non-professional, the man who wants instruction
for his own amateurish fondness of playing with musical forms, hardly
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counts at all. He who normally ought to be the music teacher’s best cus-
tomer has as a numerical factor dwindled to almost nothing, and as a
musical factor he usually wilts away after several years of a training that,
instead of flattering and fostering his layman instincts, has administered
an indigestible virtuoso treatment. Thus the clan of music teachers is
now living in a state of ever growing artistic isolation and infertile self-
sufficiency—their teaching of teachers who in turn teach teachers. A
profession based on the resentments of the frustrated concert virtuoso
and not aiming at any improvement of human society’s civilization, by
its very activity removed from the actual demands and duties of a real
musical culture, must inevitably lead to the sad goal reached by every
other kind of indiscriminate and large-scale inbreeding: after a short pe-
riod of apparent refinement a gradual degeneration and slow extinction.

[Note the applicability of this analysis to other fields of teaching: En-
glish, for instance. I expressed the idea of inbreeding of teachers in my
Review article last year.]

¢ Summer music clinics are a continuation of our school system’s ten-
dency to release everyone from personal responsibility for failures. Your
school teachers were entrenched behind a wall of marks and grades.
They never developed a fairly accurate system of correspondences be-
tween grade numbers and the artistic and technical quality of musical
exercises, yet they believe in their own arbitrary numerical decisions as
they do in celestial manifestations. It is never thought to be the fault of a
teacher or a teaching system if you leave school insufficiently instructed,
nor is it your lack of talent or your laziness or your aversion to the way in
which the material is presented that makes you an unsuccessful student;
you just “didn’t make the grades”” In this purified paradise of numerical
evaluation nobody will ever be responsible for his decisions. Individu-
alities vanish behind numbers, and your college record as the inevitable
forerunner of your applications for jobs gives as clear an indication of
your intellectual and artistic capacities as your portrait drawn by a baby
would give of your physical constitution.

¢ There is one germ that has infected our musical life and has weak-
ened it to an alarming degree. I am speaking of the inclination towards
entertainment—a trend similar to the demand for sensation, but less
violent and therefore more ruinous in the long run. By entertainment
we mean not only the cheapest and most easily accessible satisfaction of
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a desire for sensual pleasure; we include in this term our entire complex
system of distributing and receiving any kind of music up to superior
compositions, if it is used for the sole aim of gratifying the listeners with
the amenities of sound. Music as a science has been dead for centuries.
Music as an agent of moral elevation seems to have lost its position; the
ethic power of music is left unused. Music as a part of religious devotion
has become an empty shell. Sound and its effect on our auditory nerves
apparently is the only factor considered essential.

¢ A further loss of competent listeners must be prevented. The com-
poser’s most efficient means of accomplishing this will be to write music
for the singing and playing amateur.

¢ Piano playing, keyboard playing in general, is of no use for the am-
ateur. Amateurs’ music is essentially community music. Not only does a
piano forbid any community of players—except in the professional’s or
semiprofessional’s playing of quartets and quintets; it isolates the ama-
teur pianist psychologically. Whatever your ability as an amateur pia-
nist is, you will never enjoy it fully. You will be dissatisfied, because you
know how the pieces you are playing are supposed to sound and you
never have enough technique to play them with perfection. If you have,
you are as good as a professional and cannot be counted among the am-
ateurs with their peculiar desires and enjoyments. On the other hand,
though you may be the worst fiddle player in the world, there will always
be a seat for you in the second violin section, where you can play your
few scratching tones with full enthusiasm, can improve from session
to session, and will not be looked at with scorn and contempt. On the
contrary, once you join an amateur group, you are a member of a great
fraternity, whose purpose is the most dignified one you can imagine: to
inspire one another and united in building up a creation that is greater
than one individual’s deeds. Amateurs of this kind, when listening to
music, will not be the stupid receivers, the targets of virtuosity, the idle
gourmands of which our audiences predominantly consist. They cannot
merely be fed with music of a conductor’s or a concert agents choice.
They know what they want, and they intend to get it.

¢ The life in and with music, being essentially a victory over external
forces and a final allegiance to spiritual sovereignty, can only be a life of
humility, of giving one’s best to one’s fellow men. This gift will not be like
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the alms passed on to the beggar; it will be the sharing of a man’s every
possession with his friend.

I now sent this brilliant book very appropriately on to Reinoud, as a
Christmas present. I hope that the language difficulty will not cancel out
his understanding of Hindemith’s lofty ideals.

December 11, 1952

“For a man to write well, there are required three necessities: to read
the best authors, observe the best speakers, and much exercise his own
style” —Ben Jonson.

December 15, 1952
Socrates says that an idler is not only a person who does nothing, but a
person who does nothing worthwhile.

I wrote to Austin Hood concerning my idea about a page-turner for
musicians, specifically asking about adhesives that might serve the con-
tradictory functions of both holding on and letting go. He offered some
suggestions, but the most interesting part of the letter related that he
had given up chemistry altogether and was working for a stamp dealer,
ajob heliked very much and hoped to make permanent. Strange after so
many years of chemical training, but for him, I think, a very wise move.
It would have been a very disagreeable situation for him to have gone
struggling along in chemistry, always with the knowledge that his natu-
ral endowments would forever limit him to the role of a lackey. Now in
the business world he can bring into play other factors besides abstract
intellectualization, and perhaps will make a success of it.

Spent an evening with Tom Forsythe (since Margo was busy). He is
a farm-bred intellectual who thinks my farm plans entirely practical.
Whew! One, at least. It is gratifying that with some people, like Tom,
Reinoud, Margo, Pete G., it is possible to come to a level of deep mutual
knowledge almost immediately. These are people who have their souls
exposed as it were. How Carlyle would love them! Sartor Resartus. With
them I can talk of deepest desires, hopes, and frustrations, talk freely
and joyfully. Yet with others I wouldn’t dare talk above tea-party level.
The factor is not how long you have known a person. Some of my oldest
friends remain in the tea-party category whereas with these others com-
munication is instantaneous and spontaneous. More of them!
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December 16, 1952
William Chapman White tells a typical Adirondack story in his delight-
ful column in the Tribune:

“Les Hathaway died the other day. He was an old guide, one of a breed
that was unique in the Adirondacks. Almost all are gone. ‘Guides like
me, he would say, ‘the real genuine authentic hundred percent wood-
ticks, there aren’t many left. We was the kind that used to take a city
feller into the woods, shoot his deer for him, drag it out and cut it up,
then knock down any one who dared say he hadn’t shot it.

“Like many old guides, Les had a stock of stories, good stories.
Whether or not the truth was in them wasn’t so important. In his time
Les had been an ‘outlaw; as he admitted. T grew up before there was
any conservation laws and when a man was hungry he went and shot a
deer. And I've been hungry many times’ Les used to pride himself on
outwitting the game wardens. “They never had me once!” he liked to say.

“He often told one story about the way some young warden kept
after him, as Les knew, and finally caught him ten miles back in the
woods, sitting besides a pack-basket full of fresh meat. “This time I got
you with the evidence, the warden said. ‘Off we go to the judge. “Yep,
Les agreed, ‘but you got to carry the evidence. The law can hang a man
but it don’t say he has to tote his own gallows. The warden picked up the
pack-basket, which weighed about seventy pounds, and lugged it out of
the woods. Les followed behind like an obedient beagle. They got to the
judge. The warden was about to present his case when Les said: Judge,
is there any law about not letting a man buy a calf, skin it out, and take
the meat into the wood just to have handy in case a nosey warden comes
along?’ At that Les opened up his basket and took out the meat. ‘You can
see for yourself, judge, Les said, ‘that’s veal, not venison. Sorry it was so
heavy, warden.”

Socrates’ wording was better than mine. “He is not only idle who does
nothing, but he is idle who might be better employed.” (Clipped from
that great dispenser of wise sayings and worthwhile reading—the La-
dies’ Home Journal.)

Margo has agreed to spend a weekend with me at the farm. I am in
ecstasy: I have wanted to show the place off for a long time now, and
am glad that she will be the first one to whom I shall do so. I suppose
my going away with a woman in this fashion isn’t exactly moral in the
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Victorian sense, but I'm not sure I have those kinds of morals, at least I
hope not. I have ideals, not morals. And I have desires!

Received a Christmas card from Laird Barber, who is studying En-
glish at Cambridge University, England. Jack Piotrow of Haverford was
awarded a Rhodes Scholarship this year. He seems hardly of that caliber.
How subtly fate determines our ways! Had I been class of ’53 perhaps I
would have received the scholarship over Piotrow, and then would have
been oft to Oxford. What glory! But perhaps I am better off this way, for
Oxford may have placed me in a “safe” teaching job and left me there
for life.

I finally completed the movement for piano—i130 measures—and
sent it off to Professor Swan. It is a very poor piece of work, even vulgar,
at least the first subject. But the introduction and second subjects are
good, and the whole thing, I think, is quite original. The fugal exposition
that begins the development section is nicely worked out, but I could
not continue it, and had to fall back on passage work over suggestions of
the second theme. And like everything I have written, it probably ends
too soon, as I am always in a hurry simply to put three measures of coda
in practically anywhere, and have it done with. I found, as usual, that it
is difficult for me to write for piano, a cause de lack of technique; and
quite impossible to think in large units, an inability that, of course, spells
my doom as a composer of real worth. Nevertheless, I enjoy composi-
tion and hope some day to be able to turn out a continuing stream of
quartets, piano trios, etc., for a small group that shall love to play them
with me.

December 17 1952
From Les Lettres du voyant, of Rimbaud, preface to Les Illuminations:

“The first study for a man who wants to be a poet is the knowledge of
himself, entire. He looks for his soul, inspects it, learns it. As soon as he
knows it, he cultivates it: it seems simple: in every brain a natural devel-
opment is accomplished: so many egoists proclaim themselves authors;
others attribute their intellectual progress to themselves. But the soul
has to be made monstrous, that’s the point:—like comprachicos, it you
like! Imagine a man planting and cultivating warts on his face.

“One must, I say, be a seer, make oneself a seer.

“The poet makes himself a seer through a long, a prodigious and ra-
tional disordering of all the senses. Every form of love, of suffering, of
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madness; he searches himself, he consumes all the poisons in him, keep-
ing only their quintessences. Ineffable torture in which he will need all
his faith and superhuman strength, the great criminal, the great sick
man, the utterly damned, and the supreme Savant! For he arrives at the
unknown! Since he has cultivated his soul—richer to begin with than
any other! He arrives at the unknown: and even if, half crazed, in the
end, he loses the understanding of his visions, he has seen them! Let him
croak in his leap into those unutterable and innumerable things: there
will come other horrible workers: they will begin at the horizons where
he has succumbed.”

December 19, 1952

Today, if all had gone well, I should have been on my way to the farm,
with Margo. She had promised to go with me, and we had made all ar-
rangements earlier in the week. I thought of little else for several days.
I gathered together everything worthwhile that I have written over the
past years, plus a lot of music, and looked forward to a receptive ear, and
to the quiet and remoteness necessary. She, in turn, promised to bring
her stories, which I haven't seen yet. I wanted her to see the house, and
the life that I have carved out up there; and I thought that she would be
interested in meeting my neighbors. Somehow, I thought that we were
due to leave yesterday. So I got up at 5 a.m., as planned, packed, loaded
the truck, and was to Greenwich Village at 6:45. But no Margo. I gave
her % hour grace and then rang. She appeared in pajamas, quite sur-
prised, and said, “But, Peter, you're a day too soon!” Oh heavens! I asked
her if she couldn’t just up and go on the spot, but no, she was needed in
school and then had an appointment at the doctor’s. Tomorrow, same
time. But last night she called to say that the doctor forbade her to go
because of a virus infection she had during the week. So that dream,
after a series of anticlimaxes, was shattered. Today I am meeting her for
lunch, and we shall go ice skating.

Well, the day wasn't wasted. I spent most of it writing a 10,000 word
letter to Bobby Johnston, something I have been meaning to do for
some time. I put in my say against insurance companies and against
business in general, excepting perhaps a Woolman-like business, strictly
limited in size, and very undemanding in time required. Then I spoke a
bit about Europe, and about my draft status and plans for the future—
viz.: There still remains the question of what I am going to do in life. In
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my enforced “idleness” here I have been thinking of this constantly. I
am getting a little more realistic and know that one must have a way to
earn money, not only in spurts, but more or less regularly. I get about
$250 a year interest on some invested funds, but this could hardly be
termed an independent income! Besides this I have the farm, which is
worth about $2000, and several hundred in cash. But I find that I have a
completely irrational urge to spend money when I have it in my pocket,
and so it goes very very quickly. Right now my plans are something like
this: You will see that they are very vague, very dangerous, and perhaps
very stupid. When I work these two years I'll probably make another
$3000 or so, a little more, a little less. If I can save most of it (I think
room and board will be provided) and invest it, it will bring the annual
return close to $500. At this rate it really won't take too long to bring it
up to, let’s say, $1000, because after the settlement work I can get a job
that pays much better. I know very well that I can live extremely well on
the farm, eating like a king, having exercise, being with my library (now
about 1000 volumes), maintaining a car to get to the city with, etc., all
this quite easily on $1000 cash income, and probably on less. And in
any case it is very easy to supplement the cash income by cutting wood,
which now brings $23 a cord (an inexperienced man can cut about a
cord and a half in a day). On this I can also support a wife and family,
which I sincerely hope to do to the best of my ability. With this as a sort
of stop-gap against inflation, I think I can be entirely free to do what I
want to do, which is—to write. I will fall into that non-descript category
of the free-lance writer. I hope to try my hand at fiction, but am fairly
certain that my forte will lie in the familiar essay, which can cover prac-
tically anything. I would like to do biographies, accounts of movements
like the work-camp one; perhaps something on subsistence farming, on
education, etc. The subjects will take shape in time. As I say, I have my
own library and hope to add to it. There is really no worthwhile book in
the English language that cannot be obtained in good condition second-
hand for under a dollar, if you know where to look. But besides this,
the farm is exactly equidistant from Boston and New York, neither a
very great trip; and so in reality I can add the collections of the New
York Public Library and of Widener Library at Harvard to my own. By
this reasoning I should have about 15 million volumes. As for traveling,
I know from this summer’s experience that it is possible to get a nice
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room, with meals, in Europe for about $25 a month, or $300 a year.
Add $300 round-trip boat fare to this, and you still have $400 to spend.
And if you stay two years in a row, the second year it will be $700, since
there will be no fare additional. $700 in Europe has the buying power of
about $2000 here, so you see, you are quite well oft! All this, of course, is
figuring at absolute minimum; in actuality I hope and expect that there
will be additional sources of income from the writing, from the farm,
or perhaps from a small Woolman-like business that will consume only
two or three months’ time in a year. If success comes, then, of course,
it will be clear sailing: lecture offers, newspaper columns, perhaps even
an invitation to a university. But now my sights are too high. All I really
want is intellectual and physical stimulation, variety, periods of exertion
and wandering balanced by periods of rest and staying at home; the ne-
cessities of life and not the superfluities. If I'm a failure, and don’t have
enough brains or guts or will-power or stamina to write what I want
to, well then, I tried; I'll manage somehow and probably be happy into
the bargain. Of course, I could enter medical or law school tomorrow
and insure a nice cozy future of unquestioned success and upwards of
$50,000 a year, but this is too easy. You may think that this is all loony.
No, I don’t think you will. But it is a bit loony, after all—and who cares?
I don’t know if I have any religion. But I like to project myself outside
of my society and look in on it, seeing in one glance a whole life span:
and already death does not seem so far off, even if it is incomprehen-
sible to us young ‘uns. When I see a life-span as a unit, where real liv-
ing ceases at the age of twenty, where from twenty to sixty-five is mere
bread-winning, complicated with a lot of sham culture, superfluous an-
imalistic gratifications such as gourmet meals, nude-women night clubs
(yes, I like them, too); where the ideal of a good vacation is . . . sleep:
then this seems to me a mockery of life, truly a tale told by an idiot, sig-
nifying nothing—point blank zero. “Science was in error,” someone has
said, “when it allocated man to a separate species. Rather it should have
categorized us in the cat family, for we are tigers who stalk our prey with
an almost erotic pleasure, and small kittens who fruitlessly toy with a
ball of twine or lounge languidly on our backs, hoping that some benign
hand will feed us or tickle our stomachs” This is too horrible to con-
template; but not half as horrible as those countless thousands of newly
arrived fashionables who have convinced themselves and their fellow
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travelers that they have risen above all this into the realm of gentility
and culture. They are ten times worse than my country neighbors, rude
drunken, barbarians, but without pretense, always honest with them-
selves (and often strangely and warmly human on a plane much higher
than that of the neurotic upside-down-valued middle class).

So, what is there to do? Just this: I know, from my own experience
and from the similar experiences that I can read about in literature,
that man can live in some sort of mystic fashion on a plane entirely
and beautifully human: the full man, not denying his instincts, not pre-
suming anything either. It isn't so much the life of intellect as we tend
to think of that life—its horrible degeneracy into compartmentalized
investigations, and the abominable application of the scientific method
to every field of endeavor, including literature and the arts—but rather
I think a life of devotion to something outside of oneself, and preferably
something bigger and more important than oneself. It is disinterested-
ness, detachment, serenity: all antithetical to 99% of the lives and jobs in
America today. It is perhaps something as commonplace as the raising
of a family, for this is a form of immortality; but not raising one the way
it is done now, with the father gone at 8:00 a.m. and back for supper,
then out to a meeting; with the big “family” day on Sunday when all
entomb themselves in an automobile and stand for hours bumper to
bumper on the parkway, escaping the carbon monoxide atmosphere of
the Bronx only to enjoy that of Westchester. No, I mean where a father
can be with his sons, can teach them, build their bodies, have them work
alongside, get to know them and they him. I don’t think many fathers do
this nowadays, least of all the successful and respectable ones.

I think that if we try to regard our lives objectively and plan realis-
tically and courageously to insure and cultivate our spiritual wellbeing
and the exercise of our intellects (if we are fortunate enough to have
intelligence), then the purely physical necessities will take care of them-
selves. Who, after all, need starve in America today? It is stupid to be
concerned about this and never to give the other a thought, as is so
often the case. Through science and prosperity we have the best tools in
history for reducing the time spent for necessities to the absolute mini-
mum, leaving the rest free for work for others and for the full life. I don't
think this need be naught but words; it can be practiced. There are those
who have done so. You can do it; I can do it, and I intend to.
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With this crash-bang ending, it is time for the concert to come to a
close, but not for the conductor to take his last bow: he will be back for
more later. . ..

December 20, 1952
So far, my house has cost as follows, exclusive of tools and things stolen:

cement for foundation $15.00
floor joists 18/2" x 6" X 16' @ .080 23.00
corner posts 4/2" x 6" x 125 4/2" x 4" x 12 6.50
windows and sash 108.00
door & window frames 150 r,f. 2" X 6" 12.00
plate 2/2" x 4" x 20' 2.00
spruce flooring, tongue & grooved @ 140 57.00
shiplap flooring 35.00
rafters 36/2" x 6" x 16' 46.00
sheathing 45.00
asphalt roofing paper 24.00
oakum 15.00
cement & lime for chinking 10.00
nails 15.00
creosote 5.00

$418.50

I have passed through a series of anticlimaxes, but have learned a lot.
Yesterday I went ice skating with Margo, whom I had pictured as a re-
ceptive and enthusiastic listener to all my writings, and for whom I had
brought along the recent letter to Weasel. I said jokingly that she was
lucky she couldn’t have gone to Riparius because once there I was going
to make her listen to reams of my writing. Her comment was: “Oh, you
write too,” as though to say: “Another one. There are too many already.”
I never brought up the subject again, and wouldn't dare giver her the
letter. I don’t know whether I am simply living in a dream world, spend-
ing half a week picturing to myself gratifying scenes of other people’s
interest in and appreciation of what I have done; then only to find that
they show not the slightest interest; or, perhaps I am not in the wrong,
for I know—turn the situation around—that I am very anxious to see
something that she has written, and consider that when a person has
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gone to the trouble of putting down his or her thoughts, those thoughts
deserve perusal and at least a fair appraisal on my part.

So, we went to the zoo, where the chimps behave, sound, and act like
our Michaélshoeve boys; then we ice-skated very pleasantly, and then—
simply—parted. We ate lunch in the Automat, where she paid her own
way owing to my lack of gallantry. If women have to be emancipated,
they will need to suffer some of the consequences.

December 21, 1952 Sunnyside
Somerset Maugham in “The Summing Up™: “I do not believe that ge-
nius is an entirely different thing than talent. I am not even sure that it
depends on any great difference in the artist’s natural gifts. For example,
I do not think that Cervantes had an exceptional gift for writing; few
people would deny him genius. Nor would it be easy in English litera-
ture to find a poet with a happier gift that Herrick and yet no one would
claim that he had more than a delightful talent. It seems to me that what
makes genius is the combination of natural gifts with an idiosyncrasy
that enables its possessor to see the world personally in the highest de-
gree and yet with such catholicity that his appeal is not to this type of
man or that type, but to all men”

Mason Morrell was here last night—the old school friend of Dadss.
He is a long-time socialist, and has a home in the cooperative colony at
Shrub Oak. He was born with the name Johnson but changed it in order
not to appear to be hiding the fact that he is Jewish. Quite the opposite
from most name-changing that goes on nowadays.

December 28, 1952
Jacques Maritain in “the Range of Reason”: “The only authentic civiliza-
tion is one where man has released the idea of knowledge in its objective
purity and developed in himself the sense of truth. If civilization, which
is profoundly shaken today, is to be reborn, one of the basic conditions
for this rebirth must be that . . . knowledge must cease being ordained
to power or being confused with power—the intellect must recognize
in the whole expanse and diversity of its domain the sacred nature of
truth?”

From Canby’s introduction to the short stories of Erskine Caldwell:
“Erskine Caldwell is one of those rare men in human experience who
have done both what they wanted and what they have thought that they



230 PETER BIEN

wanted. He thought that he wanted most of all to ‘go places, to see people
in a living experience of the sociology he picked up at the University of
Virginia. However, he began his travelling—more accurately described
as vagabondage—long before he ever heard of sociology. Then, when his
reputation was made, he travelled in a big way as a correspondent, nota-
bly in Russia. But something in him wanted all this time to write. . .. The
inexplicable urge which forces the born writer to symbolize life in words
and create the significance which actual experience hides in a confusion
of events, has done the rest. . . . Caldwell left the University of Virginia
... after two years . . . to become a cub reporter on The Atlanta Journal,
which had been his ambition, married, and began a family. But he dis-
covered, as so many journalists have done, that newspaper work is not
creative writing, and that if to write in a creative way is what you want,
journalism is the wrong profession. The only way to write creatively is to
write creatively. . . . So, with admirable audacity, Caldwell got as far away
from his old environment as possible, perhaps subconsciously feeling
the need to get it into perspective. For years he ‘holed it in Maine, raised
potatoes and chopped wood to feed his family, ‘vowing not to come out
until I had got myself published’ But in three years he had sold a story
for $350, though he would have willingly taken $50 for it if necessary,
and his public career had begun?”

It seems that this volume of my journals is closing out coincident with
the calendar year. A very good year for it to do so, for starting with 1953
I must reckon by the calendar and no longer by the academic season.

Read the Grand Inquisitor chapter in Dostoevsky, a brilliant and co-
gent piece of sustained invective, much lifting my opinion of Dostoevsky.

I practiced the recorder for a few hours, and it has become a conta-
gion. Alice, Mother, even Dad are now blowing tunes on this very sim-
ple but lovely instrument.

Resolution for 1953: read, read, read; write, write, write.

It would be nice to build a studio at Riparius something like the one
at Reinoud’s uncle’s house in Holland: round, and fanning out from a
central pole or perhaps a central chimney; with but one window and
one door, and with the entire circumference lined (and insulated) by
books; with a desk, lamp, stove for heat, perhaps a hotplate for coffee; a
couch for relaxation; and maybe a harmonium. Now that I have the barn
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wood, I really should continue building as much and as soon as possible,
if only over weekends while I am fulfilling my two-years’ service.

In the past year I think my interests have settled down a bit, mostly
in music, but not as a separated phenomenon as much as a particu-
lar way to express a general urge for creative and artistic activity. How
can I know if I've grown at all in wisdom? In five years perhaps I shall
look back on this period and be able to tell, just as now I look back on
my freshman year at Harvard. At least, I have, I think, learned to value
strictly academic pursuits at their true worth, and to place above them:
living—in the most full and varied way possible. Now I sit here and long
to start!

On the debit side: the whole sexual problem, which, I think, will solve
itself very quickly and simply as soon as I find someone to marry. But the
situation as it is now is not at all good. I refuse to employ prostitutes; I
am not a homosexual; and I have no one with whom to have intercourse.
Yet my body burns, feels all slippery inside, and wants to come apart
at the seams. How futile it is to try to make our minds forget what our
bodies never stop remembering. The only answer is self-gratification, a
moral, physical, and mental dead end. I waste too many hours with this,
and all the energy goes for naught. Sex should procreate, or at least bind
a couple together. This does nothing but give temporary relief—for a
day, perhaps.

The Brothers Karamazov now has me completely entranced. In reading
certain sections I feel as though I were undergoing a sacrament, espe-
cially the deathbed sayings of Father Zossima. Some sections must be
recorded here:

¢ . .. even those who have renounced Christianity and attack it, in
their inmost being still follow the Christian ideal, for hitherto neither
their subtlety nor the ardour of their hearts has been able to create a
higher ideal of man and of virtue than the ideal given by Christ of old.
When it has been attempted, the result has been only grotesque. (Father
Paissy)

¢ Till ’'m thirty I know that my youth will triumph over everything.
... 've asked myself many times whether there is in the world any de-
spair that would overcome this frantic and perhaps unseemly thirst for
life in me, and I've come to the conclusion that there isn’t, that is till I am
thirty, and then I shall lose it of myself I fancy. Some driveling consump-
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tive moralists . . . often call that thirst for life base. But why is it base? The
centripetal force on our planet is still fearfully strong, Alyosha. I have a
longing for life, and I go on living in spite of logic. . . . It’s not a matter
of intellect or logic, it’s loving with one’s inside, with one’s stomach. One
loves the first strength of one’s youth. (Ivan)

¢ I cannot expect to understand about God. . . . All such questions
are inappropriate for a mind created with an idea of only three dimen-
sions. And so I accept God and am glad to, and what’s more I accept
His wisdom, His purpose—which are utterly beyond our ken; I believe
in the underlying order and the meaning of life; I believe in the eternal
harmony in which they say we shall one day be blended. (Ivan)

¢ The stupider one is, the closer one is to reality. The stupider one is,
the clearer one is. Stupidity is brief and artless, while intelligence wrig-
gles and hides itself. Intelligence is a knave, but stupidity is honest and
straightforward. (Ivan)

9 Chapter IV, “Rebellion””

¢ Chapter V, “The Grand Inquisitor”: Dost thou know that the ages
will pass, and humanity will proclaim by the lips of their sages that there
is no crime, and therefore no sin; there is only hunger? ‘Feed men, and
then ask of them virtue!” § When man rejects miracle he rejects God too.
¢ There have been many great nations with great histories, but the more
highly they were developed the more unhappy they were. ¢ Freedom,
free thought and science will lead [the people] into such straits and will
bring them face to face with such marvels and insoluble mysteries, that
some of them, the fierce and rebellious, will destroy themselves, others,
rebellious but weak, will destroy one another, while the rest, weak and
unhappy, will crawl fawning to our [the Church’s] feet, and whine to us:
‘Yes, you were right, you alone possess His mystery, and we come back
to you, save us from ourselves. . . . And they will be glad to believe our
answer, for it will save them from the great anxiety and terrible agony
they endure at present in making a free decision for themselves.
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Sunnyside January
Rochester February—December
January 1, 1953 Sunnyside

Dostoevsky, continued:

¢ The first birds of spring were flitting in the branches, chirruping
and singing at the windows. And looking at them and admiring them he
began suddenly begging their forgiveness too, “Birds of heaven, happy
birds, forgive me, for I have sinned against you too.” None of us could
understand that at the time, but he shed tears of joy. “Yes,” he said, “there
was such a glory of God all about me; birds, trees, meadows, sky, only I
lived in shame and dishonored it all and did not notice the beauty and
glory” (Father Zossima about his brother)

¢ From the house of my childhood I have brought nothing but pre-
cious memories, for there are no memories more precious than those of
early childhood in one’s first home. And that is almost always so if there
is any love and harmony in the family at all. Indeed, precious memories
may remain even of a bad home, if only the heart knows how to find
what is precious. (Zossima)

¢ And what is the use of Christ’s words, unless we set an example?
(Zossima)

¢ We are each responsible to all for all, it's only that men don’t know
this. If they knew it, the world would be a paradise at once. (Markel,
Zossima’s brother)

¢ “To transform the world, to recreate it afresh, men must turn into
another path psychologically. Until you have become really, in actual
fact, a brother to every one, brotherhood will not come to pass. No sort
of scientific teaching, no kind of common interest, will ever teach men
to share property and privileges with equal consideration for all. Every
one will think his share too small and they will be always envying, com-
plaining and attacking one another. You ask when it will come to pass; it
will come to pass, but first we have to go through the period of isolation”
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“What do you mean by isolation?” I asked him. “Why, the isolation that
prevails everywhere, above all in our age—it has not fully developed, it
has not reached its limit yet. For everyone strives to keep his individual-
ity as apart as possible, wishes to secure the greatest possible fullness of
life for himself; but meantime all his efforts result not in attaining full-
ness of life, but self-destruction, for instead of self-realization he ends by
arriving at complete solitude. All mankind in our age have split up into
units, they all keep apart, each in his own groove; each one holds aloof,
hides himself and hides what he has from the rest, and he ends by being
repelled by others and being repelled by them. He heaps up riches by
himself and thinks, ‘How strong I am now, and how secure, and in his
madness he does not understand that the more he heaps up, the more
he sinks into self-destructive impotence. For he is accustomed to rely
upon himself alone and to cut himself oft from the whole; he has trained
himself not to believe in the help of others, in men and in humanity,
and only trembles for fear he shall lose his money and the privileges that
he has won for himself. Everywhere in these days men have, in their
mockery, ceased to understand that the true security is to be found in
social solidarity rather than in isolated individual effort. But this terrible
individualism will inevitably have an end, and all will understand how
unnaturally they are separated from one another. . . . But until then, . ..
even if he has to do it alone, and his conduct seems to be crazy, a man
must set an example, and so draw men’s souls out of their solitude, and
spur them to some act of brotherly love, that the great idea may not die”
(The mysterious visitor to Zossima)

¢ The world has proclaimed the reign of freedom, especially of late,
but what do we see in this freedom of theirs? Nothing but slavery and
self-destruction! For the world says: “You have desires and so satisfy
them, for you have the same rights as the most rich and powerful. Don't
be afraid of satistying them, and even multiply your desires” ... And
what follows from this right of multiplication of desires? In the rich,
isolation and spiritual suicide; in the poor, envy and murder; for they
have been given rights, but have not been shown the means of satisfying
their wants. . . . To have dinners, visits, carriages, rank and slaves to wait
on one is looked upon as a necessity, for which life, honor, and human
feeling are sacrificed, and men even commit suicide if they are unable
to satisfy it. We see the same thing among those who are not rich, while
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the poor drown their unsatisfied need and their envy in drunkenness.
(Zossima)

¢ How can a man shake off his habits, what can become of him if he
is in such bondage to the habit of satisfying the innumerable desires he
has created for himself? He is isolated, and what concern has he with the
rest of humanity? They have succeeded in accumulating a greater mass
of objects, but the joy in the world has grown less. The monastic way is
very different. Obedience, fasting, and prayer are laughed at, yet only
through them lies the way to real, true freedom. I cut oft my superfluous
and unnecessary desires, I subdue my proud and wanton will and chas-
tise it with obedience, and with God’s help I attain freedom of spirit and
with it spiritual joy. Which is most capable of conceiving a great idea
and serving it—the rich man in his isolation or the man who has freed
himself from the tyranny of material things and habits?

¢ If you have no God, what is the meaning of crime? (Zossima)

¢ And how many ideas there have been on earth in the history of man
which were unthinkable ten years before they appeared? (Zossima)

¢ If you love everything, you will perceive the divine mystery in
things. . .. Love children especially, . . . they live to soften and purify our
hearts and as it were to guide us. (Zossima)

¢ It may be senseless to beg forgiveness of the birds, but birds would
be happier at your side and children and all animals, if you yourself were
nobler than you are now. It’s like an ocean, I tell you. . .. Do not say, “Sin
is mighty, wickedness is mighty, evil environment is mighty, and we are
lonely and helpless, and evil environment is wearing us away and hin-
dering our good work from being done” Fly from that dejection. There
is only one means of salvation; then take yourself and make yourself
responsible for all men’s sins. (Zossima)

¢ What grows lives and is alive only through the feeling of its contact
with other mysterious worlds? If that feeling grows weak or is destroyed
in you, the heavenly growth will die away in you. Then you will be indif-
ferent to life and even grow to hate it. (Zossima)

¢ You are working for the whole, and you are acting for the future.
(Zossima)

¢ Whatis hell?. .. It is the suffering of being unable to love. (Zossima)

¢ In some cases it is really more creditable to be carried away by an
emotion, however unreasonable, which springs from a great love, than
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to be unmoved. And this is even truer in youth, for a young man who is
always sensible is to be suspected and is of little worth—that’s my opin-
ion. (concerning Alyosha, Book VII, Chapter II)

¢ He did not stop on the steps either, but went quickly down; his soul,
overflowing with rapture, yearned for freedom, space, openness. The
vault of heaven, full of soft, shining stars, stretched vast and fathomless
above him. The Milky Way ran in two pale streams from the zenith to
the horizon. The fresh, motionless, still night unfolded the earth. The
white towers and golden domes of the cathedral gleamed out against
the sapphire sky. The gorgeous autumn flowers, in the beds round the
house, were slumbering till morning. The silence of earth seemed to
melt into the silence of the heavens. The mystery of earth was one with
the mystery of the stars. Someone visited my soul in that hour, he [Aly-
osha] used to say afterwards, with implicit faith in his words.

January 3, 1953 Holidays Hills, Pawling, New York
AFSC conference. Bayard Rustin spoke tonight with an effectiveness that
few speakers can match. Having just returned from Africa, he described
the nationalist upsurgings there, and the use of nonviolent techniques
by Manilal Gandhi in South Africa. He offered nonviolence as the goal
of the future, and the only chance left for averting war. Negotiation, he
said, is fine; but every practical negotiator, including Stalin, knows that
it is meaningless unless backed up with power. The amount of power
represented by each side automatically determines the outcome of the
negotiation. This means the continuing increase of military resources,
in order to be ahead of the enemy, and because we are convinced that
the only thing Stalin can understand is force. It is true that the only
thing Stalin can understand is force, but this can be nonviolent power
as well as violent. What the world must do, then, is to train itself slowly
and systematically in the techniques of nonviolent resistance: for there
are only three ways out of conflict situations: (1) by force, which destroys
the destroyer as well as the destroyed; (2) by nonviolent power; (3) by
cowardice, which is the worst of the three.

One of the things that the conference seemed to bring out was the
difficulty of helping out in backward areas, for instance, unless one is
really technically trained as well as rightly motivated. I am going to have
to think this whole problem out very carefully, and soon, while it is still
feasible for me to go back to some sort of graduate school, if I so choose.
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Bobby Johnston came with me to the conference and spoke up very
admirably. I think that his thinking has changed quite a bit, so that now
he is beginning to feel a sense of motivation to devote his talents to a
vital public good. I suggested that an acquaintance with world problems
as they really exist and not as the newspapers report them, plus a knowl-
edge of the efforts of Quakers, FOR, etc., to act positively against the evil
forces, might be a valuable thing for Dave Johnston, Bob’s brother. Dave
seemed to have a sincere and deep-rooted desire and need for some
kind of positive orientation, for something as a goal worth striving for.
Bob tells me that now his brother does very poorly at school because
“he can’t seem to get interested in any of his courses.” A moral and phil-
osophical sense of direction could give these courses their raison détre,
now lacking.

January 6, 1953 Sunnyside
“It is not upon thee to finish the work; neither art thou free to abstain
from it” (Talmud)

January 7 1953
Mother and Dad left for Miami. They have realized now that the era of

child raising is over and that they must face old age together. I think they
will do very well.

I bought Dick Hatch’s Leave the Salt Earth, republished as a pocket-
book with a new title, Go Down to Glory. Hatch used to tell us that after
the relative failure of several novels in which he sincerely tried to speak
his mind, he vowed to write something that would contain every sure-
fire formula for popular success: thus, this book. There is passionate
love, rape, incest, naked couples all over the place, and even an attempt
of mob castration. Well, Hatch was right in his judgments—witness the
reprinting.

The Alsops reported today a new slant to the H-bomb and the prob-
lem of scientific war. Apparently, each H-bomb explosion releases an
amount of c-14, a heavy carbon isotope with a half-life of 5600 years.
The amount of c-14 naturally present on the earth is harmless, but in
increased quantities the isotope has been found to affect human genes,
causing sterility, or the birth of “monsters.” Scientists do not agree, say
the Alsops, on just how many bombs need be exploded in order to reach
the radiation threshold for c-14, above which it will have these disas-
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trous effects. But the conservative estimate is several hundred. Let us
hope that discoveries of this nature will make us a bit more wary of our
macabre play.

I think I am beginning to feel more my kinship with the Jews, and to
have the desire, long absent, to read more fully in the tradition. Rustin
brought out the fact that on every jury for a case condemning commu-
nists, the prosecution was careful to include a number of Jews and Ne-
groes because these minority groups are almost sure to vote against the
defendants. Since they already have one strike against them, they do not
wish to have two. Thus in Germany the Jews were the first to help Hitler
purge the communists, little realizing that they would be next, regard-
less. Now in turn, the Communists abroad are everywhere purging the
Jews—witness the Prague trials and now the dismissal of Gerhardt Eis-
ler. Of course, the unfortunate thing is that these people really deserve
their fate, for in their time of power they murdered and purged as well.
Those who live by the sword shall die by the sword. André Weill men-
tioned that Eisler deserves no sympathy merely because of his rejection
of the liberty and fair play that America offered. Thus, he jumped into
the lion’s mouth of his own free will, to coin a phrase.

I have been reading, simultaneously, the following along with The
Brothers Karamazov: The Folks at Home by Margaret Halsey, a rather el-
ementary outburst against our business environment; Wittle’s biography
of Freud; Male &~ Female, by Margaret Mead; and Dick Hatch’s sex novel,
“Leave the Salt Earth,” in pocket book republication under the new title,
Go Down to Glory.

I am getting a taste of what it means to be responsible for a house-
hold, since mother and dad are away, and Alice is at school most of the
day. It is not a very pleasant occupation.

Also read in Byron: “Don Juan.”

January 9, 1953

I can build a novel out of McCarthy, father and son: their relationship,
the prosperous farm neglected, Francis McCarthy’s raping of a local
girl, desertion of his wife, and successful evasion of detection; the su-
perciliousness of the “successful” brothers—lawyers and businessmen;
Marie’s scheming to secure the post office job; the animosity between
her children and Uncle Bernard; Bernard’s relations with the Bardens;
with Charlie—poaching, the lame excuse of tool retrieving, the car-
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smashing; with Curly over the horse; Curly’s character; the Carmans;
tensions between city and country folk; the episode with Rusty; Mac’s
helping with the logs, then stealing wood; the Millingtons vs. McCarthy;
Bucky, who smashed in old Sam’ jaw, and was protected by the priest;
Sibler’s nervousness; the electricity question; Bernard and English—the
daughter; Abe—a month’s free vacation, his attempt to secure a double
bed in the hotel for himself and his girlfriend; Pop’s life: log running,
16-hours a day mowing with a scythe; the episodes with Cornell men:
Mac and the White Horse ranch; Carman and the sheep; Joe Green, the
Rabbi and his wife. Problem: how to make a coherent and dramatically
evocative whole out of this mass. I must think everything out clearly be-
fore writing a word: each scene, each development of plot, each strategic
event, each climax; then, when this is done, think out the chapters and
write them one by one, only after every detail is in its place beforehand.
Work slowly, and have patience. Perhaps something will come of it.

Today has been a day that has been fully used. I have been so weak
of will in the past, sleeping 12 hours, getting up at 10 or 11 in the morn-
ing, wasting the afternoon, and then feeling so fatigued in the early eve-
ning so as to waste that too. Dan Wilkes writes from Cambridge that
“the more active I become the less time work takes, the more work I get
done” I guess some people just stagnate when there are no eddies or
cataracts. Or perhaps it can be explained on Bernoulli’s principle: the
faster one goes, the less pressure from backlogs, conscience, conflicts
of desires, etc., and the net result (like on top of an airfoil) is a lift. Just
this I have experienced today (and other days and periods in the past).
On less sleep I have done more: played piano all morning, traveled to
Manbhattan after lunch to get tickets for the Toscanini concert tomorrow,
had a haircut, finished The Brothers Karamazov, sight-read with unusual
alertness, cooked supper with Alice, again sight-read, read 125 pages of
Hatch’s novel. Oh, also: exercised and showered in the afternoon, and
snoozed for % hour, which was all I needed to make we now, at 1 a.m.,
still feel wide awake. Hatch’s book is very strong, and the sex episodes
are done with a wonder at the beauty of young love, not just for exhibi-
tionism. It would be hard to find two different techniques more opposed
than those of Dostoevsky and Hatch. I would like to take Dostoevsky’s
expansiveness and relaxation and combine it with Hatch’s terseness and
constant tension.
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January 10, 1953

Mr. Green, the music teacher at Brant Lake; Slavin, the girl, and the
murder. Barden and Addison Kingsley. The hen-pecked husband and
his “talking woman.”

January 14, 1953

The squeaking bed at Oorts. Edmund Wilson’s Memoirs of Hecate
County is the most suggestive book sexually I have ever read; it puts
Hatch with the Puritans.

January 15, 1953
The story Bob Gerstenzang tells about Collins’ fight against TB, his ex-
cursions with the Horicon Indian guide, his building of the “Hermitage”
on the way back toward Pharaoh Lake (now the site of Camp Mead, a
boy scout camp).

Margo comes for dinner tomorrow night.

I am reading Maria Chapdelaine, this time in the original French.
Hémon’s explanations of life in French Canada coincide very nicely with
what I have seen of life as it still exists in the Adirondacks.

January 17, 1953
From Hémon:

¢ Pour les enfants, Jésus de Nazareth était toujours “le petit Jésus’,
lenfantelet bouclé des images pieuses; et en vérité pour les parents aussi,
cétait cela que son nom représentait le plus souvent. Non pas le Christ
douloureux et profond du protestantisme, mais quelqun de plus familier
et de moins grand: un nouveau-né dans les bras de sa mere, ou tout au
plus un tres petit enfant quon pouvait aimer sans grand effort desprit et
meme sans songer a son sacrifice futur.

¢ Maria regardait par la fenétre les champs blancs que arclait le bois
solennel; la ferveur religieuse, la montée de son amour adolescent, le
son remuant des voix familiéres se fondaient dans son Coeur en une
seule emotion. En vérité, le monde était tout plein d'amour ce soir-la,
d’amour profane et damour sacré également simples et forts, envisages
tous deux comme des choses naturelles et nécessaire; ils était tout mélés
I'un a lautre, de sorte que les priers qui appelaint la bienveillance de
la divinité sur les étres chers nétaient guére que des moyens de mani-
fester lamour humain, et que les naives complaints amoureuses étaient
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chantées avec la voix grave et solennelle et I'air dextase des invocations
surhumaines.

... Je voudrais que la rose

Fat encore au rosier,

Et que le rosier méme

A la mer fit jeté.

I1'y a longtemps que je taime,

Jamais je ne toublierai . . .

Margo came last night at 6 and stayed until 2 a.m. We are two spirits
united with ease, through that mysterious feeling that makes you know
another person almost automatically and immediately, though in point
of view of time or external experience you hardly know him or her at all.
It is a union of souls and an affirmation of the occult belief that under-
lying each individual is a basic ingredient that is universal in character
and composition.

When two such persons come together conversation turns unasham-
edly to innermost hopes and fears, achievements and frustrations. You
talk—fast—and without faltering as though holding a conversation with
yourself. She in particular spoke out, and mentioned that there were few
people to whom she could speak as she spoke to me last night.

She is a little wisp of a girl, almost frail; her arms especially look de-
ficient in flesh and thickness. Yet her face bears that unique expressive-
ness that comes from intelligence and that is accented by thinness and
perhaps even gauntness. Withal, she is pretty, not in the sexy way of
Hollywood, but hers is a face that you must look at twice, and you might
expect to find it in Michelangelo; indeed, it is a trifle Italianate. She is not
Italian, however; her father came from Austria when he was 14, never
was able to continue very much educationally after the European gym-
nasium, and ended up as a salesman for Dunhill Company. The mother
was a dancer, and this interest carries over to Margo’s sister.

She surprised me by saying that she is undergoing intensive analysis.
I admire her for it because she was really in trouble and was intelligent
and brave enough to try to cure it early. She arranged for the analyst
entirely on her own, through a clinic, and did not inform her parents
until it was a fait-accompli. Her troubles certainly sounded familiar to
my ear: primarily sexual, the conflict between an upbringing that taught
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that “there are certain things that nice girls don’t do,” and on the other
hand the display of sex all over the place today in books, movies, ads,
etc., plus of course natural desires that could not be repressed. She had
an affaire that terminated unhappily, and then in her sophomore year
at Skidmore (how familiar the following!) withdrew into herself, shut
herself off from the opposite sex, and even began to go in the direction
of homosexuality. It was this last that probably made her realize that the
situation was getting out of her conscious control. Somehow tied into
this emotional picture was also the intellectual one of dissatisfaction
with Skidmore, where practically none of the girls were at all interested
in learning. So, at the end of the sophomore year, Margo transferred to
Sarah Lawrence and began the analysis soon thereafter.

She has a delightful mind and is assuredly past that definite thresh-
old of intelligence that divides the original and abstract thinkers and
the people really capable of conceiving life forces and problems in an
intellectual way, from the run-of-the-mill academic types, pedants, tea-
partiers, theater-goers, and second-rate professional men. Here she and
I share something, and also in our mutual realization that we are not
geniuses, although we have the necessary intelligence to have a “clear
and present” idea of how genius functions—and yet we both also have
faith in our capabilities, feel the need, desire, and ability to contribute
creatively, and know that we are much better qualified to do so than a
great many people active in artistic pursuits, now and in the past.

January 20, 1953 Rochester, New York
I may be able to get a job in the General Hospital here, probably as an
attendant. Will know more definitely tomorrow morning. I practically
burst into uncontrollable laughter in the Employment Office here this
morning. A very cute girl (she looked just like the ward in The Impor-
tance of Being Earnest movie) did the preliminary interviewing. In a
tone betraying the fact that she had asked the same questions in the
same way several hundred times before, she proceeded: What type of
work do you wish? What is your previous employment service? What
is your educational background? And then in exactly the same manner,
as though the next question was of a nature exactly similar to the ones
preceding: How tall are you? This just hit my funny bone, and she is
probably still wondering why.

So far, in all my dealings both with employment service personnel
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and hospital officials (and I have seen quite a few of both varieties in the
past four months) I have found that when they learn that I am a C.O,,
instead of becoming antagonistic, as one is led to expect will happen,
they seem, on the contrary, to become more friendly, or at least not to
become less friendly. This almost universal reaction in my experience
has been most heartening.

As a rebuke to those who conclude that the lower classes don’t think,
or think differently from the intelligentsia, I overheard one waitress say-
ing to another that she was glad that Eisenhower was finally in office
(today was inauguration day) but felt, after all the shouting was over that
Truman hadn’t done so badly. But her one fervent wish, and this is the
point I noticed especially, was that Eisenhower should continue in good
health to prevent the catastrophe of having Richard Nixon as president.

Peter Gardner showed up last Sunday afternoon and spent the night.
We had a delightful reunion, talking until 3 a.m., hearing and playing
each other’s music, etc. Our friendship, instead of diluting or slipping
away because of separation, seems to have strengthened from the sure
knowledge, born of retrospect, of how mutually meaningful and bene-
ficial our common living had been. With Pete now, I feel no hesitancy
whatsoever of opening my heart, nor do I doubt that he does either.

Well, I feel very much alone here in this room in an unknown city,
and I only hope that if I do finally work here the feeling will not con-
tinue. I imagine that between the hospital itself, and whatever work I
may do on the outside, in the university and or the Eastman School of
Music, I will be able to gather together some friends. Life without love
is not life. Perhaps in this room I will write a novel, perhaps I will share
myself with others in talk, or perhaps I will dissipate all my energies and
waste my precious life. Two years hence I must look back and see which
alternative was taken.

January 25, 1953 Sunnyside
The job as operating room orderly in Rochester General Hospital was
OKd on the spot, and I have received official notice to report for work
on February 274. I view that date with dread.

I enjoyed the drive from Rochester to Riparius Wednesday night, since
it had just snowed and I felt very pioneerish as I moved continuously
onward along the unpopulated roads. Even a flat tire outside of Bakers
Mills was not too much of a calamity. At Riparius, I met “Frenchy;” and
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old fellow-worker of Curly’s, who had come up, slightly drunk, for a
visit. He looked 50-ish, but told me he was 68 and still a healthy lumber-
jack. Curly also turns out to be French. His father emigrated to Canada
and married a French-Canadian. Curly seemed rather more solemn and
contemplative than usual, perhaps because both Sam and Tennyson had
left several weeks ago, leaving Curly to carry on alone in the woods.
Even his “woman” walked out on him one day, but soon returned.

Carman told me the amusing story of how McCarthy, dead drunk,
let his car slide over the road bank so that all four wheels were com-
pletely off the ground. He walked back to Carman’s for help, reporting
that all he needed was a slight push, since he could rock the car, but just
couldn’t seem to get any traction! When Carman returned to the bank,
Mac actually got in, started shifting and rocking himself vigorously in
the driver’ seat, the car of course staying perfectly still. It took a team of
horses to pull him out.

Pete Gardner came here again yesterday, and we went to the Tosca-
nini concert. A fine reading of the Ravel orchestration of Pictures at an
Exhibition, a very imaginative work. Mrs. Gardner wants to buy a place
in the Adirondacks, so I am hoping to have the Gardner clan as near
neighbors.

When in Rochester I must establish a very definite schedule and
make the best use of my time. If I can only convince Margo to come
some weekends, or better still, to take her summer job there!

January 26, 1953
Margo is thinking not to go to Europe next year. I concur.

From the “summation” of Maria Chapdelaine:

“Maria se demandait encore: pourquoi rester 13, et tant peiner, et tant
souffrir? Pourquoi? . . . Et comme elle ne trouvait pas de réponse voici
que du silence de la nuit, a la longue, des voix séleverent.

“Elles navaient rien de miraculeux, ces voix; chacun de nous en en-
tend de semblables lorsqu’il s'isole et se recueille assez pour laisser loin
derriére lui le tumulte mesquin de la vie journaliere. Seulement elles
parlent plus haut et plus clair aux coeurs simples, au milieu des grands
bois du Nord et des campagnes désolées. Comme Maria songeait aux
merveilles lointaines des cités, la premiere voix vint lui rappeler en chu-
chotant les cents douceurs méconnues du pays quelle voulait fuir.
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“Lapparition quasi miraculeuse de la terre au printemps, apres les
longs mois d’hiver . . . La neige redoubtable se muant en ruisselets ex-
piégles sur toutes les pentes; les racines surgissant, puis la mousse en-
core gonflée deau, et bientot le sol délivé sur lequel on marche avec
des regards de délice et des soupirs d’allégresse, comme en une exquise
convalescence . . . Un peu plus tard les bourgeons se montraient sur
les bouleaux, les aunes et les trembles, le bois de charme se convrait de
fleurs roses, et aprées le repos forcé de I'hiver le dur travail de la terre
était presque une féte; peiner du matin au soir semblait une permission
bénie . . .

“Le bétail enfin délivré de létable entrait en courant dans les clos et
se gorgeait d’herbe neuve. Toutes les créatures de I'année: les veaux, les
jeunes volailles, les agnelets batifolaient au soleil et crossaient de jour en
jour tout comme le foin et lorge. Le plus pauvre des fermiers sarrétait
parfois au milieu de sa cour ou de ses champs, les mains dans ses poches
et savourait le grand contentement de savoir que la chaleur du soleil,
la pluie tiede, l'alchimie généreuse de la terre,—toutes sortes de forces
géantes,—travaillaient en esclaves soumises pour lui . . . pour lui.

“Apres cela, cétait [été: leblouissement des midis ensoleillés, la mon-
tée de lair bralant qui faisait vaciller 'horizon et la lisiére du bois, les
mouches tourbillonnant dans la lumiére, et a trois cents pas de la mai-
son les rapides et la chute,—écume blanche sur leau noire,—dont la
seule vue répandait une fraicheur délicieuse. Puis la moisson, le grain
nourricier, sen pilant dans les granges, I'automne, et bient6t ’hiver qui
revenait . . . Mais voici que miraculeusement I'hiver ne paraissait plus
détestable ni terrible: il apportait tout au moins I'intimité de la maison
close, et au dehors, avec la monotonie et le silence de la neige amoncelée,
la paix, une grande paix. . .

“Dans les villes il y aurait les merveilles dont Lorenzo Surprenant avait
parlé, et ces autres merveilles quelle imaginait elle-méme confusement:
les larges rues illuminées, les magasins magnifique, la vie facile, presque
sans labeur, emplie de petits plaisirs. Mais peut-étre se lassait-on de ce
vertige a la longue, et les soirs ou Ion ne désirait rien que le repos et la
tranquillité, ou retrouver la quietude des champs et des vois, la caresse
de le premiére brise fraiche, venant du Nord-Ouest apres le coucher du
soleil, et la paix infinie de la campagne sendormant tout entiére dans le
silence”
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January 29, 1953 Riparius
I arrived to find that on Tuesday night at 9:30, old Charlie McCarthy had
died, aged 88. Bernard, sobbing uncontrollably, ran immediately to the
Carmans; Harold returned with him and stayed until Walt Lee came and
took Bernard down to sleep at his house. Earlier in the evening, Pop had
gone to the kitchen, then returned and sat in the rocker by the fire. Ber-
nard had asked, “Do you feel any better, Dad?”, to which Pop answered,
“Yes” Then Bernard went back to his reading. A few minutes later Pop
said: “Boy!” Then his head fell back against the top of the rocker, his eyes
rolled up, and he was dead. There had been no signs beforehand, except
perhaps that the day before Pop was seen lying on the sofa, his face com-
pletely covered by his hands. When asked if he felt all right he said Yes,
but still wouldn’t show his face.

Bernard was really very bereaved. I thought the two didn’t get along
well, judging from their remarks to one another, but Clare assures me
that they were actually very closely bound. On Thursday we went to the
wake—in the store-front funeral parlor in North Creek. Pop lay in a
plain coffin, specially chosen by Bernard. It was at the head of an oblong
room, and Pop looked extremely unnatural as a result of the embalm-
ing. There were perhaps 40 people present, one or two of whom looked
much deader than the deceased, and none of whom seemed to be
talking about anything concerning the death or the departed. Bernard
had been given $30 by the McCarthy estate to buy a dark suit with, but
he didn't like the idea, since hed never wear it again and since it would
continuously remind him of his father. Harold had come to the rescue
by lending Mac a suit which had originally been a “preaching suit” of
Green’s, but which had been passed on by that rather obese reverend
when his tummy outgrew it. Dressed in this suit, Bernard stood near the
coffin while we waited in the anteroom. Harold was frightened, and had
almost backed out completely as we were driving in the truck from Ri-
parius. I noticed that he did what I had once done when driving for that
first time to Deerfield—he went slower and slower as we approached, as
though that would ease the ordeal, and even finally parked at the fur-
thest end of town from the funeral parlor. Clare, as a Catholic, had long
ago learned to accept death and even find something beautiful in it. She
had been to the wake of her girlfriend’s mother, and commented after-
wards that the Boston embalmers seem to be more skillful than those in
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North Creek. As for me, I wasn't afraid of seeing Pop, though I had no
idea how he was going to look; but I was anxious about what I should
say to Bernard.

The doing proved much simpler than the contemplating. We didn't
have to wait in the anteroom more than a minute before Bernard saw
us and came out smiling. He greeted Hal knowingly (Hal had been the
first to whom Bernard had come after the death), and asked me when
I arrived. Clare commented that he looked much better than he had
(which had been quite bad indeed) and he said that he had managed to
sleep three hours the night before. Tuesday night he had stayed up right
through. We followed him to the coffin, and stood for a moment in si-
lence. Hal and I were fidgety, passing our gloves and cap from one hand
to the next. But Clare, again the Catholic, knew how to give outward
form to her inner feeling; she knelt on the little stool provided, crossed
herself, and said the proper prayer, whatever it is. We were hoping that
Mac wouldn't break down. He had said outside that he had been able
to control himself mostly, just choking up every so often. Now he said,
“He looks good, don't he?” pointing to the painted face. We all answered
an obedient Yes. “Only his hair;” Mac continued, “it used t’ kinda fall
over his forehead, but the undertaker brushed it all back straight” As he
said this he passed his hand over the forehead and hair, but just missed
touching them. At this point he did choke up, but soon recovered. Then
he accompanied us back to the anteroom. “The burying’s tomorrow
morning,” he told us, “’cause Earl Waddell’s in the afternoon.” None of
us went to the funeral.

On my last visit, just a week ago, I had stopped in to see Charlie Mc-
Carthy, exchanged a few words, and left. As I was driving to the post
office I remember thinking that it was too bad I hadn’t asked him to tell
me about the old log drives. Oh well, I thought, next time. A few days
later he was dead. On that same visit I went to see Earl Waddell about
the George Davis place. He, too, was dead when I returned yesterday.
He had gone to the grain store to get some feed. As he picked up the
first bag he simply fell over on his back, the life in him completely flown.

The bitter and the sweet were mixed. Hal told me that the electricity
will probably come free, since the whole Millington clan has decided to
hook on to the line. Also, Curly, the Carmans, and I spent a nice evening
of talk, even though the burden of the conversation was on the hard-
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ships of the Adirondack life. The interesting point was Hal’s, that you
don’t ever own anything. Even when your farm is all paid up, you pay
“rent” each year in the form of taxes, and if you can’t meet just one year’s
payment your home is sold out from under you. Curly said that it was all
because of socialism, and I agreed, but probably gave myself a subver-
sive label by adding that socialism is inevitable, and that the real cause
is that our country is too big and too complex. You don't have to preach
distributionism to these fellows, for theyre distributed all right (!), but
you do have to convince them that their woes are not caused simply by
a group of “foreigners” who are giving our country over to the Russians.

January 31, 1953 Rochester, c/o Mrs. E. K. Simon, 1 West Avenue.
Alone again in this room, and now here for good (2 years and not a day
more). I forget to take my galoshes oft downstairs, and I got too much
water on the bathroom floor—this is what I must learn to put up with
from Mrs. Simon and boarding house life. On the very first day I made
a discovery that will be disastrous to my finances: a well-stocked book-
store selling out everything at 20% oft! Today I limited myself to Crax-
in’'s book on modern art and to a little distributionist tract by Aldous
Huxley. But I shall go back!

Sunday, February 8, 1953

Took Seashore test yesterday: a physiological exam in intensity, pitch,
time, rhythm, consonance, and memory. But I am still having difficul-
ties finding practice facilities. I can play at the Unitarian church until
5:00, but I must work until 4:30. I went to the Unitarian service this
morning and found it lifeless. The choir was magnificent, however, since
most of it comes from Eastman.

Nice letter from Dave Tyack.

I think often of Margo and wish she could sleep with me here in this
big double bed. Meeting on blind date, the farm fiasco, lunch in automat
when I made her pay, talk of Rimbaud and art, with a stranger at the
table; ice skating; Toscanini; Howard Johnson’s; the strange people; Zero
Mostel; the TV script; carriage ride in Central Park for $6.00. I didn't
kiss her till the very end. She posed for nude photographs.

The hospital nurses are uncommonly beautiful and very sexy in their
tight form-fitting uniforms. But they are also very businesslike; more
interested in doctors than orderlies. One of the regulars is, I think, a Les-
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bian, judging how she pinches the other girls; her exaggerated friendli-
ness; her fatness.

I haven’t practiced since Tuesday, but I've done 13 pages so far on a
short story—or better: a chapter from an unwritten novel—about Rusty
and the mud. Writing is great fun. If I attempt a novel here, it would per-
haps be better to try to fashion something from the summer experiences
instead of Riparius scandals, which I know only second-hand.

Finished Hemingway’s Across the River and Into the Trees. His crafts-
manship is obvious; yet the novel doesn’t attempt enough to really come
off.

I mentioned to Miss Newell my desire for technical training, perhaps
as a surgical technician. She says in 2 or 3 months they will consider it.
The orderly job is tolerable; at least it doesn’t revolve around bedpans.
But I explained to her how much more worthwhile the two years would
be for all concerned if I could be given some definite skill usable in the
future and needed in war relief.

In inquiring about other rooming houses I have met up with several
old ladies. One forced me to listen to her life history, her musical “com-
positions,” and ended by giving me evangelical leaflets. Another told me
to keep my mind clean and I'd live to ninety! She also said (not knowing
that I was one) that she didn't like Jews because they always act superior.
A third was a nice Catholic woman who out of a Christian spirit would
have listened to my banging on her living-room piano every day. Out of
Christian spirit, I refused, but may take the piano if I can find another
place. In these houses there are many lonely men who lead lives of quiet
desperation—unsuccessful this-and-thats now existing as post office
workers, theater ushers, etc., with liquor and perhaps prostitutes as their
only companionship.

Friday, February 13, 1953
More widows and sundry boarding house keepers. On Joseph Ave-
nue, in a shack, I met up with a 300-pound woman, so heavy she could
hardly move, her daughter, practically an imbecile, and husband, as thin
as a beanpole, and almost totally deaf. For $6.00 per week they offered
me an upstairs room—a shambles, rather—and use of the piano. If the
piano got too annoying, Mrs. Big told me, she would simply turn up the
television. No sale!

Television has made unbelievable inroads judging from the homes
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I visited. Every laborer has a set and turns it on as soon as he returns
from work. Then the family sits silently in front of the screen, night after
night, until they go to bed. There was a prize fight the other night for
which probably fifty million people had ringside seats. Fortunately, I
abstained.

Then there was Mrs. Keys at 106 Meigs. She greeted me dressed, or
rather wrapped in, a coarse burlap covering, full of patches and holes.
For shoes she had some leather flaps, held together by adhesive tape. In
this costume she was about to go out into the snow in search of a large
smelly cat, her only companion. We talked for several hours. She was a
musician, teacher at Eastman, painter, interior decorator, aviator, pot-
tery maker, etc., the widow of a wealthy lawyer, very pretty in her day, I
should judge; a liberal in religion; objects to literalness and hypocrisy;
won't let anyone in the house who smokes or drinks. A Presbyterian, but
presently studying Hebrew at Jewish Sunday School, at age of 73. She
had just finished painting most of the house, but complained that she
couldn’t move the large pieces of furniture. Used to have three servants.
Now lives in a dingy mess, completely alone. Has a grand piano given to
her by George Eastman. A sweet old woman, living a rich life of study
and work.

Sunday, February 15, 1953

Attended Quaker Meeting and was invited to dine with a young mar-
ried social worker who had been in C.P.S. The reception given me again
points up what extraordinary people the Quakers are. The Meeting is
held in the home of Mrs. Fish, which she gave to the society. During
the week she provides open house for neighborhood children. I got a
room on Plymouth Avenue South and had the piano moved over, but
it wouldn't go up the stairs. Now it sits in the hall. If I can find one or
two others with whom to share Mrs. Keys’s flat, I'll go there. It’s $69 per
month and very attractive.

Bayard Rustin told at Holiday Hills how once in the south a Negro,
pursued by a lynch mob, sought refuge in a home. The mob knocked an-
grily and demanded that the culprit be given up to them, or they would
come in forcibly. The owner of the home opened the door calmly and
said, “I'm ready. Take me”” The mob, taken completely by surprise by this
act of sacrificial love, turned sheepishly and departed.

At the hospital, entirely on company time, I finished a collection of
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magnificently written short stories by Caldwell. They have terseness,
while what I write is all over-padded and full of superfluities.
No word from Margo.

February 16, 1953

Dad and Mother telephoned. It was the familiar story: righteous indig-
nation that I hadn’t written in over a week. (Actually, I sent a card oft
yesterday, and had only held off because I thought I'd be able to include
a new address.) This situation is really intolerable. I told them that I
refused to be tied to a schedule of writing, and would write when I had
something to report or when the spirit moved me. Of course this was
entirely unacceptable at the other end and merely indicated a lack of
interest or love. The one thing I know for certain is that I must be on
my own entirely. It is one reason I came this far from New York. At my
new address, if I ever find one, I shall not have a phone, and will then no
longer be subject to these calls that were perhaps justified when I was at
summer camp or even at college, but now are entirely out of place. I am
very much tempted now to refuse all assistance and to pay for my own
lessons, even though Dad said I should send the Eastman bills to him.

February 17,1953

A long, thoughtful letter from Margo. She is always full of surprises.
Now she wants to give up writing—not entirely, but as a “commercial”
or professional career.

March 10, 1953

Fourth finger of right hand still in a splint, result of falling asleep at the
wheel while returning from Syracuse AFSC conference several weeks
ago. I left Syracuse at 11 p.m., found the right road but went in the wrong
direction as far as Rome. Returning to Syracuse, with just ten miles to
go, I bounced off a stump and landed in a ditch. The whole front end
was ripped off, but I suffered no injury other than the sprained finger.
A farmer and family woke up and made up a bed for me, then gave
me a hearty breakfast. The younger son sat dreamily at the table, little
interested in his food, but raptly intent on the birdhouse he had built
outside. As soon as a bird alighted, the boy rapidly identified the species.
The man and wife seemed not the least bit disturbed at being wakened
at 3:30 a.m. They got up as usual at 5:00, although it was Sunday morn-
ing, and had great fun trying to pull my truck out with their tractor. A
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winch had to be secured, and I sold the corpse to the tow-man for $75,
including chains, tools, rope, etc. The next day I bought a bicycle, and
am healthier and richer for it.

Another letter from Margo, unexpected. Now she had regained con-
fidence in her writing and feels that she can enter objectively into the
lives of other people, thus being able to find subject matter outside of her
own personal experience. She described beautifully the New York Phil-
harmonic Stravinsky concert, which I had heard on the radio. I hope she
listened to Cantelli last Sunday. He played Beethoven’s 7" more electri-
tyingly than I have ever heard it.

Finished Gregg’s powerful Power of Nonviolence. He quotes some in-
teresting lines from Whitman (from “Over the Carnage Rose Prophetic
a Voice”):

Be not disheartend—affection shall solve the problems of Freedom

yet;

Those who love each other shall become invincible—

Were you looking to be held together by lawyers?

Or by an agreement on a paper? Or by arms?

Nay, nor the world, nor any living thing, will so cohere.

March 15, 1953

Last night I introduced “A Time for Greatness” to an FOR audience and
a group of exchange high-school students, then was invited out to West
Webster by Rev. Horton to introduce it to his church group (pitifully
small). My entire sympathy with this film and especially with Brinton’s
book, 300 Years of Quakerism, tell me that I an unwise staying outside
of Friends’ membership. The Friends have all the elements that I would
want in religion: mysticism, rationality (as regards the Bible, etc., and
the historical Jesus), social conscience. Unitarianism leans too much to-
ward the rational and is thereby sterilized of ardor.

An acquaintance from the Young Friends, Dirk Spruyt, talks like
Dave Bevington and even has Dave’s big head. He joined the Swarth-
more Meeting several years ago and is now at the University of Roches-
ter’s Medical School. (Connaissance de Paris?)

I am reading Coghill’s “translation” of the Canterbury Tales.
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I must work, work, work, work. Enough drifting. I must learn to do
something: concentrate, eliminate, narrow down!

“Aspiring Ape” by Sir Osbert Sitwell, in England Reclaimed and Other
Poems:

I love in man the ape, and not the angel,

The transience that clothes abiding bones!

Kin to the sun and earth, to green things growing,
He’s not content—oh, torment of time flowing!—
With dusty chanting before timeless thrones.

To man, the ape has given love and courage,
Dexterity and patience, wit and fire,

A nameless aching of the heart with wonder,

That humble, idiot longing to aspire

Which blossoms in the arts’ vast world of thunder.
Where did the angel lurk in Helen of Troy!

(The monkey’s skull was structure for her beauty.)
What does the angel bring for our fulfilling,
Except a sense of righteousness in killing,

And brag of abnegation and of duty?

To man, the monkey brings an animal warmth,
The lovely gift of life not everlasting,

And talk and laughter and the seeing eyes;

So let no man this ancestor despise,

Who brings the arts, the customs and the trades,
And when he kills, talks never of crusades!

March 22, 1953
Aldous Huxley makes this comment in his The Perennial Philosophy:
“Choosing Luther and Calvin instead of the spiritual reformers who
were their contemporaries, Protestant Europe got the kind of theology
it liked. But it also got, along with other unanticipated by-products, the
Thirty Years’ War, capitalism, and the first rudiments of modern Ger-
many. ‘If we wish, Dean Inge has recently written, ‘to find a scapegoat on
whose shoulders we may lay the miseries which Germany has brought
upon the world . . . I am more and more convinced that the moral evil
genius of that country is not Hitler or Bismarck or Frederick the Great
but Martin Luther. . . . It [Lutheranism] worships a God who is neither
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just nor merciful. . . . The Law of Nature, which ought to be the court of
appeal against unjust authority, is identified [by Luther] with the exist-
ing order of society, to which absolute obedience is due.”

This observation is particularly interesting in light of Tawney’s work,
and of Northrop’s belief that every action of a society can be traced ul-
timately to the society’s metaphysic. I think that a good case could be
made for the connection not only of capitalism (Tawney) with the rise
of Protestantism, but also of materialism in other spheres, mass war and
brutality, state-worship, etc. The all-importance of Faith in Lutheran-
ism, of Predestination in Calvinism, of literal adherence to the Bible or
even to a single verse, by the small fundamentalist schism groups, and,
at the other extreme, the overly rational humanistic religion of the liber-
als, seem to provide ample sub-strata for the ugly weight of present-day
“secular” practices and beliefs.

March 29, 1953 1199 Park Avenue, Rochester
“At certain periods of our life we long to stop the inexorable ticking hand
of time and mediate upon our whole destiny. But alas, in the turmoil of
today it is well nigh impossible to drop out of the line and halt awhile.
Our sense of honor and duty forbids us to be laggard in the fierce race.
... Today our duty to the state forbids us to renounce the burden of life
in the world, and everywhere youth is being educated in the idea that
it is selfish and unpatriotic to relinquish obligations and retire from the
struggle. The tyranny of the state and society will soon deprive us of all
the individual’s greatest rights. We must live amid the noise and shouts
of the world, and our houses must be open for all the world to see. Soon
it will no longer be allowed to possess a secret room closed by a hidden
key, for then the guardians of law and order would cry out that it was
Bluebeard’s closet. ‘He is like a cat that walks alone, they will cry, ‘and
we are sure that he is a suspicious character’ And yet never was there
a time when humanity more needed its moments of silent meditation.
The greatest reformer of today will be the man who founds the League
of Silence” —Walter Starkie, in “Spanish Raggle Taggle.”

Toynbee (The World and the West): “The truth is that, in offering
[Asians] a secularized version of our Western civilization we have been
offering them a stone instead of a bread, while the Russians, in offering
them communism as well as technology, have been offering them bread
of a sort—gritty black bread . . . but still an edible substance that con-
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tains in it some grain of nutriment for the spiritual life without which
Man cannot live” This is exactly what the Michaélshoeve director told
me this summer: that European youth look first to America for a way
out of devastation, but finding there only technology, materialism, and
money, reject these things for that which is always more appealing to
youth, ideological and idealistic plans, offered up in abundance by the
communists.

I prepared and conducted a discussion at Young Friends on “The
relation between instinct, reason, conscience, and the Inner Light” I
worked these topics up as parts of a gradual conversion process on dif-
ferent levels.

On Wednesday night Bob Horton drove us down to Olean, where
he gave his excellent work camp lecture for a Methodist Center church
supper. Good food, but such Fraternal Order nonsense: singing Down
By the Old Mill Stream and similar items; the “election” of new trustees,
which, as one girl commented, was just like in Russia. A bloated politi-
cian arose with a prepared speech, jokes and all, saying that two of the
previous trustees would be glad to succeed themselves, and Cyrus Hill
would be just the man to replace the third. Other nominations were
called for, of course, but were not offered. The congregation responded
by electing the slate unanimously.

April 16, 1953
Muriel Lester of the International FOR, speaking at Batavia:

In case of great catastrophe because of war, the white race will die out
while the orientals, accustomed to starvation, will survive. In India, at
certain times, the water in which rice is boiled, taken once every three
days, is the only nourishment. Even if we “win” World War III, Europe,
Japan, etc. will be so impoverished that the surviving communists will
have ripe ground for sowing their seeds of discontent all over again.
Why do idealistic students become stodgy, reactionary adults? Because
they have not been disciplined to believe that God is stronger than
Mammon. Read objective news reports, what the people think, and not
just what prime ministers think. Cf. World Interpreter (De Vere Allen),
Wilton, Conn.; Between the Lines, Demerest, NJ; Peace News, 3 Black-
stock Road, N4 London. We are so sensitized that when a person does
a Christian act (e.g., peace pilgrims, Cos) we either laugh or put him
in prison. Need for understanding of non-Western peoples. We often
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boast of “our Western religion” but Jesus was an oriental and many ori-
ental non-Christians follow Jesus better than we do. Need for training
in nonviolence—body, mind, and spirit. Conquering of bitterness, re-
sentment, self-pity. Four Indian teenagers decided to unfurl the national
flag, which was forbidden. They informed the authorities and were met
on the day by a battalion of British soldiers, young boys taken by con-
scription away from their homes, boys who would hesitate to show cru-
elty towards their pet cats or dogs but who might be commanded to kill
these Indian patriots. The British officers, seeing that the presence of
the soldiers was not going to stop the boys, begged them to have pity on
the British soldiers, who would have to shoot them. The four said they
would have to go ahead but would hold no resentment against the sol-
diers. Two were killed. And our people place respectability, good busi-
ness, conformity above Truth. This is utter cowardice. Read the gospels
as a way of life. The price we have to pay for peace is economic and
social. There will be no peace while there are such terrible contrasts in
living standards, social classes. While we make atom bombs, can we say
“our” Father? He was also the father of the slain people of Hiroshima.
Can we ask “give us our daily bread” without also asking for bread for
India? We must remind ourselves every hour that God is and that He is
greater than all the evils. The Communists have a large army of volun-
teer workers, much larger than that of the Christian Church. With all
the money and nice churches in the world, we will not bring Heaven on
Earth until we identify ourselves with the poor, the sinners, even with
communists and atheists. Christians have to have faith that Christian-
ity will work better than communism. 50% of Russians go to church,
despite strong government pressure against religion. When Christians
are persecuted, they grow in strength. American foreign policy often
plays right into the hands of the communists. “Help Asians fight Asians.”
Think what the effect of this must be in Asia, compounded with our
throwing Chiang Kai-shek back into the laps of the multitudes who hate
him, just as if some power had set up George III to rule the Colonies im-
mediately after the Revolution. Asians think naturally: “They want us to
kill each other, and yet they say they’re Christians. If that’s what Chris-
tianity is, we will be better off with Communism” In India, 10 cents can
keep a man alive for 10 days.
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April 18, 1953

One Nature, perfect and pervading, circulates in all natures,

One Reality, all comprehensive, contains itself within all realities,

The One moon reflects itself wherever there is a sheet of water,

And all moons in the waters are embraced within the One Moon.

The Dharma-body [the Absolute] of all the Buddhas enters into my
own being.

And my own being is found in union with theirs. . ...

The Inner Light is beyond praise and blame;

Like space it knows no boundaries

Yet it is even here, within us, ever retaining its serenity and
fullness.

It is only when you hunt for it that you lose it;

You cannot take hold of it, but equally you cannot get rid of it;

And while you can do neither, it goes on its own way.

You remain silent and it speaks; you speak and it is dumb;

The great gate of charity is wide open, with no obstacles before it.

(from Huxley’s The Perennial Philosophy: Yung-chia Ta-shih.)

April 19, 1953
Tom Forsythe writes a letter of distress: that he is losing faith in the
Quaker testimonies, that he does not think he will be able to stand the
sterility, pedantry, and jealous competition of the academic world; that
he is interested in living “the intellectual life on a farm.” Tom seems to
be completely in a dither, and in need of some reassurance and help. I
replied right away.

David Lurie seems to call up and want to go to a movie every time
I look forward to sitting still and writing or reading. Then he is always
planning great escapades with women, climaxing of course in “a piece
of ass” as he puts it. Of course they never take place. I find that he has
great difficulty even getting a date. He thinks that everyone from a small
town is stupid, that all “Papists” are—well—why say more: “Papists” is
sufficient. And he lives under the illusion that rationality can solve and
understand everything. I have tried very gently to dispel these illusions,
but this is rather difficult to do solely through conversation and rational
argument.

I was elected vice-chairman of the House of Peace.
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Reading: Laubach’s “Wake Up or Blow Up,” which I just lent to Dotty
Mills, plus “Aideen MacLennon,” a poorly (very poorly) written novel
about Cos in CPS and mental institutions. I could certainly do much
better. Why don’t I!'!!! As I explained to Pete in a long letter, I am getting
so mixed up in committee meetings, social activities, etc., that I haven’t
had a chance to write anything since I left Mrs. Simon’s furnished room
almost two months ago.

Steve Baran wrote from B.U. He is doing pre-medical work. John
Harvey is in the army at Fort Dix, Tom Rogers does sports reporting
for the NY Times, Pete Flemming is in the Navy, Les Ward, Carrington,
Dick Button are at Harvard Law, Niel Hastie is at Episcopal Seminary,
Laci at B.U. Medical School.

Nancy Hosenpflug played for me last night. I am so angry that I
dropped piano and wasted all those college years with so much dribble
and compartmentalized literature that I could read for myself later on.
But the piano—now I can do nothing on it. Well, I have started lessons
again. Who knows what will come of them?

April 26, 1953

“Our civilization is not only a leisure-seeking, but a masturbative so-
ciety. Pleasure is relentlessly exploited for itself, without regard for the
purpose, the original intent of our varied appetites.” (Wilson in Aideen
MacLennon, a horribly written novel about CO experience in CPS.)

Spent yesterday with Norman Wilson, Byron Fox, and others at Syr-
acuse, planning next year’s activities at New York State Peace Council.

Finished short story about Mac’s axe murder of Charlie Gagnon’s car.

Long intellectual letter from Margo.

One of the nurses at the hospital possesses a madonna-like face: the
most spiritual type of beauty. I have admired her from a distance many
times, but never got to speak to her until last Friday. I came for a patient
and she started preparing the chart. Then she discovered that I was after
another patient from the one she had thought. The first words I heard
issue from this madonna were not exactly madonna-like: “Judas Priest,”
she said, “what a hell of a mix-up!”

Rufus Jones: Spirit in Man:
¢ There is a stage in this upward climb of our strange Jacob’s ladder of
spirit when we can see and can enjoy realities which to a certain degree
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are spiritual in their own sovereign right. I mean of course the intrinsic
values of Beauty, Truth, Goodness, and Love. A mind which can see and
appreciate those realities has already transcended the realm of time and
space and matter and sense and the biological order, and belongs already
to an intrinsic, that is, an eternal order. These ideal values are the un-
moved movers which shape our destiny; and in the realm of spirit they
are eternal, i.e., they are time-transcending realities.

¢ Experienced time involves a comprehensive system of experience
with a backward-looking aspect and a forward-looking aspect in the
pulse of a living present. . . . In felt duration-time, past, present, and fu-
ture blend into a momentous duration which we feel going forward, not
on a measured dial, but with inward significance. . . . Significance is what
counts here rather than length. The mind in great moments of decision
seems to be operating as a whole rather than as a thing of parts—seri-
atim. The conclusion, the decision, often seems to roll out ready made,
as though in this vital duration-time our accumulated wisdom suddenly
functioned as a unit, without intermediate steps. . . . This comprehen-
sive system of time-experience in us is utterly unique and cannot be
explained in terms of geological or biological or physiological processes.
It is known and can be known only in terms of the inner experience of
persons of the spirit type.

¢ There is no use thinking of the possibility of immortal life unless we
can discover something in man that is unique—viz. this comprehensive
system of time-experience.

¢ If we are to have values of the intrinsic and eternal type, we must
take by faith as real the kind of world in which they can be, and that is
an Over-World of higher order than the one we see and touch and de-
scribe. If we are to have an immortal destiny there must be some such
over-world to which we may belong and in which we may find our ful-
fillment of life.

¢ If our problems are ever to be solved, we must begin with a universe
which includes mind—mind and nature in mutual and reciprocal corre-
spondence. It is not a spectator mind I am talking about here—a mind
observing an outside show that goes on unaffected by the peep-hold
observer. It is mind that has emerged out of the process of Nature and is
kindred throughout with the world of deepest reality and is in give-and-
take relations to it.
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¢ We are already participating in this Over-World when we are im-
mersed in the experience of the intrinsic values of Beauty, or of moral
Goodness which ought to be, or of Truth which is eternally, inevitably
true, or of Love for Love’s sake. These are all typical realities which come
into view only when there is a co-operating mind of what I have called
the spirit-type. Only an interpretative mind, endowed with imagination
and supplied with creative forms of judgment and appreciation, can cre-
ate and enjoy Beauty, or have the conviction of Ought, or experience
the necessary character of Truth, or love with a Love that suffers long,
never lets go, is not provoked, endures and abides when everything else
is “done away.” Not only do these supreme realities involve a peculiar
type of mind of the subjective side; they equally involve a peculiar kind
of world on the objective side. The Nature that presents the occasions
for Beauty, Goodness, Truth, and Love is a Nature no longer exactly de-
scribable and explainable as a congeries of atoms and molecules and vi-
brations. It is a Nature deeply interfused with Spirit—Coherence, Order,
Significance, and Meaning. It is a sacramental universe through which
Deep calleth unto Deep and significant realities of the impalpable and
intangible sort “break in” on us and answer to our deepest being. We
reach through the veil of what we call matter and are in a higher World
which is kin to our minds and to which, as great amphibians, we really
belong. In fact we lie open-windowed to it and partake of it. This Over-
World of Beauty, Goodness, Truth, and Love is as truly and obviously
beyond the welter and storms of the processes of matter and the basic
stuff of the universe as our minds are above and beyond the swirl of the
brain paths which somehow correlate with minds and appear to be the
occasion for thought.

¢ We need first of all to begin with the Intelligence that does the
observing rather than with atoms or molecules or genes or vibrations
which are too often taken as ultimate. We must come back to the na-
tive land of our own observing and organized mind, and start with the
supremacy of the Person. The grandeur of the Jungfrau or of the Matter-
horn is not to be mistaken for the sublimity of the mind of the person
who feels and appreciates the grandeur of these Alpine mountains. If
we could properly enlarge the empire of our spiritual estate, we should
recover a new installment of faith in an eternal destiny.

¢ If consciousness were nothing but a function, a secretion, of the
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physical brain, the hope of immortality would receive a heavy body
blow. But the evidence for a theory of brain secretion is meager and
slender. Certain mind processes undoubtedly correlate with certain
specific brain processes, but we are completely in the dark about the
ultimate nature of matter—it may be much more spiritual at its core
than we now suspect—and we are completely in the dark as to the real
origin of consciousness, mind, spirit, as we know it from within, and its
relation to matter.

¢ On the contrary, there are high intimations of immortality. Every
stage of the life of a person carries a Beyond within it. Life itself of our
kind has a principle of advance in the onward flow of it. The World that
has given us our convictions of eternal values, the World that has im-
pressed us with its Beauty and its Ends of Good, its Truth, and its Love,
gives us ground to expect that there is more where that comes from.
And our ineradicable belief in the final intelligibility of that World sends
our minds “on loft,” as Chaucer would say, with a profound conviction
that the gates of the future are open.

¢ The Universe is essentially, as Keats in one of his letters said it
was—"“a realm of soul-making,” a sacramental system for the nurture of
persons, rightly fashioned persons, with creative and responsive spirits,
co-operative with the Spirit of the Whole.

¢ A sacrament means a spiritual reality breaking through a material
medium.

¢ Our famous word “individual” means something that resists “di-
vision.”

¢ “With all your science, can you tell one how, and whence it is, that
light comes into the soil?” —Thoreau (Journals).

9 “When the mind returns into itself form the confusions of sense, as
it does when it reflects, it passes into another region than the sensuous
one, the region of that which is pure and everlasting, immortal and un-
changing; and feeling itself kindred thereto, it dwells there under its own
control and has rest from its wanderings, and being in communion with
the unchanging is itself unchanging” (Plato, Phaedo 79¢)

Margo: “One can feel oneself part of something bigger—working
in phase with the things that Be, as you said, without losing oneself in
them. I think the ability to lose oneself is something that belongs to cer-
tain moments, not to be embraced as a way of life. When contemplating
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beauty, as in the poem [Emersons “Each and All”], one forgets one’s
small self and is only aware of this tremendous force around one. In
ecstasy, in passion, in religion the same is true. But one has to be some-
thing other than a part of a whole, something more than an engulfed
microcosm. One can be oneself, a distinct entity, and live in relation to
something bigger. Relationship means being a part of, but also a whole
within this something. (I'm having an awful time with terms!) I don't
think a person can be happy or feel at all significant without a sense of
self and a certain appreciation of what he is”

John Rutherford wants to marry Nancy Hosenpflug and take her
back to West Virginia, where he will work for the Carbide Company. He
wants her, in short, to give up her career. She, on the other hand, expects
to take a Masters at Juilliard, and then go on a Fulbright to study in
Europe. John, 'm afraid, would make her a poor husband, as he is quite
indifferent to music. After they get tired of their rub-fests and tickling,
etc., there will be very little left.

April 27,1953
From Aldous Huxley’s marvelously written novel Point Counter-Point:
¢ Had he ever really been happy with Marjorie—as happy, at any rate,
as he had imagined he was going to be, as he ought to have been in the
circumstances? It should have been like “Epipsychidion”; but it wasn't—
perhaps because he had too consciously wanted it to be, because he had
deliberately tried to model his feelings and their life together on Shel-
ley’s poetry.

“One shouldn’t take art too literally” He remembered what his
brother-in-law, Philip Quarles, had said one evening, when they were
talking about poetry. “Particularly where love is concerned.”

“Not even if it’s true?” Walter had asked.

“It’s apt to be too true. Unadulterated, like distilled water. When truth
is nothing but the truth, it's unnatural, it’s an abstraction that resembles
nothing in the real world. In nature there are always so many other ir-
relevant things mixed up with the essential truth. That'’s why art moves
you—precisely because it's unadulterated with all the irrelevancies of
real life. Real orgies are never so exciting as pornographic books. In a
volume by Pierre Louys all the girls are young and their figures perfect;
there’s no hiccoughing or bad breath, no fatigue or boredom, no sudden
recollections of unpaid bills or business letters unanswered, to inter-
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rupt the raptures. Art gives you the sensation, the thought, the feeling
quite pure—chemically pure, I mean,” he had added with a laugh,—“not
morally”

April 28, 1953

I must re-write the ending to the car-smashing story. Have McDonald
return to Farrell’s several weeks later, say, after black eye has disappeared,
and there he finds another would-be helper, whom he accosts with the
same line as before: “Barton and Gagnon both just upd and left because
I figures a man deserves one or two days’ rest a year!”

More Huxley:

¢ Love, he had then believed (for he was twenty-two at the time, ar-
dently pure, with the adolescent purity of sexual desires turned inside
out, just down from Oxford and stuffed with poetry and lucubrations of
philosophers and mystics), love was talk, love was spiritual communion
and companionship. That was real love. The sexual business was only
an irrelevancy—unavoidable, because unfortunately human beings had
bodies, but to be kept as far as possible in the background. Ardently
pure with the ardour of young desires taught artificially to burn on the
side of the angels, he had admired that refined and quiet purity which,
in Marjorie, was the product of a natural coldness, a congenitally low
vitality.

¢ “One should be loyal to one’s tastes and instincts,” Philip Quarles
used to say. “What's the good of a philosophy with a major premise that
isn’t the rationalization of your feelings? If you've never had a religious
experience, it’s folly to believe in God. You might as well believe in the
excellence of oysters, when you can’t eat them without being sick.”

¢ “People talk of the tribute vice pays to virtue,” John Bidkeke went
on incorrigibly. “But everything’s permitted nowadays—there’s no more
need of moral hypocrisy. There’s only intellectual curiosity now. The
tribute philistinism pays to art, what? Just look at them all paying it—in
pious grimaces and religious silence!”

¢ Lord Edward preferred to sit at home and read, vaguely, desultorily,
a little of everything. But even reading seemed to him unsatisfactory.
The best that could be said of it was that it kept his mind from brooding
and killed time. But what was the good of that? Killing time with a book
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was not intrinsically much better than killing pheasants and time with
a gun.

¢ Illidge knew that he was ugly and looked undistinguished. And
knowing, he liked to remind himself of the unpleasant fact, like a man
with an aching tooth who is forever fingering the source of his pain just
to make sure it is still painful.

¢ “A great artist,” [Burlap] went on aloud, “is a man who synthesizes
all experience. The cynic sets out by denying half the facts—the fact of
the soul, the fact of ideals, the fact of God. And yet we're aware of spiri-
tual facts just as directly and indubitably as we’re aware of physical facts”

¢ She took it for granted that he should be bolder with the pen than
face to face. All his love—all of it, at any rate, that was articulate and all
of it that, in the days of his courtship, was in the least ardent—was in
his letters. The arrangement suited Marjorie perfectly. . . . She liked the
idea of love; what she did not like was lovers, except at a distance and in
imagination.

¢ All the same, it would be good to know what it’s like to believe in
something to the point of being prepared to kill people or get yourself
killed. It would be an experience . . .

¢ She took a perverse pleasure in the retrospective disparagement of
her felicity.

¢ [Philips] intelligence—that quick, comprehensive, ubiquitous in-
telligence that could understand everything including the emotions it
could not feel and the instincts it took care not to be moved by. Once,
when he had been telling her about Koebler’s book on the apes, “You're
like a monkey on the superhuman side of humanity;” she said. “Almost
human, like those poor chimpanzees. The only difference is that they’re
trying to think up with their feelings and instincts, and you'e trying to
feel down with your intellect. .. ”

¢ But of course,” Molly went on, “intelligence ought never to marry
intelligence. That’s why Jean is always threatening to divorce me. He says
I'm too stimulating. “Tu ne mennuies pas assez, he says; and that what he
needs is une femme sedative. And I believe he’s really right”

9 “Blake was civilized,” Rampion insisted, “civilized. Civilization is
harmony and completeness. Reason, feeling, instinct, the life of the
body—Blake managed to include and harmonize everything. Barbarism
is being lop-sided. You can be a barbarian of the intellect as well as of
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the body. A barbarian of the soul and the feelings as well as of sensuality.
Christianity made us barbarians of the soul and now science is making
us barbarians of the intellect. Blake was the last civilized man.”

¢ He knew, of course, that she liked and admired him; but to know
and to be told are different things.

¢ He remembered those lines of Walt Whitman about the animals:
“They do not sweat and whine about their condition. They do not lie
awake in the dark and weep for their sins” To be a perfect animal and a
perfect human—that was the ideal.

¢ “She had no right to bring me up like that,” he said. “Like a Japanese
gardener deliberately stunting a tree. No right”

¢ “Your only alternatives are promiscuity or asceticism. Two forms of
death. Why, the Christians themselves understood phallism a great deal
better than this godless generation. What’s that phrase in the marriage
service? “‘With my body I thee worship. Worshipping with the body—
that’s the genuine phallism. And if you imagine it has anything to do
with the unimpassioned civilized promiscuity of our advanced young
people, you're very much mistaken indeed.”

¢ “But there is an insight that sees deeper than the mere facts”
“Deeper insight” was Burlap’s pet name for his own opinion.

¢ “Well, as a matter of fact,” said Philip, “all these camisoles en flanelle
and pickled onions and bishops of cannibal islands are really quite to
the point. Because the essence of the new way of looking is multiplicity.
Multiplicity of eyes and multiplicity of aspects seen. . . . Each sees a dif-
ferent aspect of the event, a different layer of reality. What I want to do
is look with all those eyes at once.”

¢ The amoeba, when it finds a prey, flows around it, incorporates it,
and oozes on. There was something amoeboid about Philip Quarles’s
mind. It was like a sea of spiritual protoplasm, capable of flowing in all
directions, of engulfing every object in its path, of trickling into every
crevice, of filling every mould, and having engulfed, having filled, or
flowing on toward other obstacles, other receptacles, leaving the first
empty and dry. At different times in his life and even at the same mo-
ment he had filled the most various moulds. He had been a cynic and
also a mystic, a humanitarian and also a contemptuous misanthrope;
he had tried to live the life of detached and stoical reason and another
time he had aspired to the unreasonableness of natural and uncivilized
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existence. The choice of moulds depended at any given moment on the
books he was reading, the people he was associated with. . . . The moulds
were emptied as easily as they had been filled, the obstacles were passed
by. But the essential liquidness that flowed where it would, the cool in-
different flux of intellectual curiosity—that persisted and to that his loy-
alty was due.

¢ Love produced a desire to be loved. Desire to be loved begot
a strained precarious belief that he was loved. The belief that he was
loved strengthened his love. And so, self-intensified, the circular process
began again.

¢ “I must resent being condemned to extinction because these imbe-
ciles and scientists and moralists and spiritualists and technicians and
literary and political uplifters and all the rest of them haven't the sense
to see that man must live as a man, not as a monster of conscious brain-
iness and soulfulness”

¢ Spandrell: “Work’s no more respectable than alcohol, and it serves
exactly the same purpose: it just distracts the mind, makes a man forget
himself. . . . No wonder the Samuel Smileses and the big businessmen
are such enthusiasts for work. Work gives them the comforting illusion
of existing, even of being important. If they stopped working, theyd
realize that they simply weren't there at all, most of them. Just holes in
the air, thats all. . . . No wonder they daren’t stop working. They might
find out what they really are, or rather aren’t. It's a risk they haven’t the
courage to take.

¢ “I like to think of the bureaucrats . . . Scribbling away, scribbling
from morning till night in order that we may live in freedom and com-
fort. Scribble, scribble—the result is the British Empire. What a comfort
to live in a world where one can delegate everything tiresome, from gov-
erning to making sausages, to somebody else”

¢ She re-opened the book in the middle. “Every English liberty has
been paid for by a new slavery. The destruction of feudalism strength-
ened the crown. At the Reformation we disposed of Papal infallibil-
ity, but we saddled ourselves with the divine right of kings. Cromwell
smashed the divine right of kings, but imposed the tyranny of the land-
owners and the middle classes. The tyranny of the landowners and mid-
dle classes is rapidly being destroyed, in order that we may have the
dictatorship of the proletariat. A new infallibility, not of the Pope, but of
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the majority, bas been propounded—an infallibility which we are com-
pelled by law to believe in”

¢ Everything’s incredible, if you can skin off the crust of obviousness
our habits put on it.

¢ A novelist modulates by reduplicating situations and characters. He
shows several people falling in love, or dying, or praying in different
ways—dissimilars solving the same problems. Or, vice versa, similar
people confronted with dissimilar problems. In this way you can mod-
ulate through all the aspects of your theme, you can write variations on
any number of different moods. Another way: the novelist can assume
the god-like creative privilege and simply elect to consider the events
of the story in their various aspects—emotional, scientific, economic,
religious, metaphysical . . .

¢ “If you want to get rid of industrialism, you've got to get back to
where you started. That’s to say, you've got to slaughter half the existing
number of men and women.” . . . “But the next war and the next revo-
lution will make [that] only too practical” “Possibly. But one shouldn’t
count on wars and revolutions. Because, if you count of them happening,
they certainly will happen” “They’ll happen,” said Rampion, “whether
you count on them or not. Industrial progress means over-production,
means the need for getting new markets, means international rivalry,
means war. And mechanical progress means more specialization and
standardization of work, means more ready-made and unindividual
amusements, means diminution of initiative and creativeness, means
more intellectualism and the progressive atrophy of all the vital and
fundamental things in human nature, means increased boredom and
restlessness, means finally a kind of individual madness that can only
result in social revolution. Count on them or not, wars and revolutions
are inevitable, if things are allowed to go on as they are at present.” . . .
“The root of the evil’s in the individual psychology; so it’s there, in the
individual psychology, that youd have to begin. The first step would be
to make people live dualistically, in two compartments. In one compart-
ment as industrialized worker, in the other as human beings. As idiots
and machines for eight hours of every twenty-four and real human be-
ings for the rest” “Don’t they do that already?” “Of course they don't.
They live as idiots and machines all the time, at work and in their lei-
sure. Like idiots and machines, but imagining they’re living like civilized
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humans, even like gods. The first thing to do is to make them admit that
they are idiots and machines during working hours. ‘Our civilization
being what it is’—this is what you’ll have to say to them—‘you've got
to spend eight hours out of every twenty-four as a mixture between an
imbecile and a sewing machine. It’s very disagreeable, I know. It’s humil-
iating and disgusting. But there you are. You've got to do it; otherwise
the whole fabric of our world will fall to bits and we'll all starve. ... Don’t
be deceived by the canting rogues who talk of the sanctity of labour and
the Christian service that businessmen do their fellows. It’s all lies. . . .
Don't try to cheer yourself up by pretending the nasty mechanical job
is a noble one. It isn’t; and the only result of saying and believing that
it is will be to lower your humanity to the level of the dirty work. . . .
Admit it’s dirty, hold your nose, and do it for eight hours, and then con-
centrate on being a real human being in your leisure. A real complete
human being. Not a newspaper reader, not a jazzer, not a radio fan. The
industrialists who purvey standardized ready-made amusements to the
masses are doing their best to make you as much of a mechanical imbe-
cile in your leisure as in you hours of work. But don't let them. Make the
effort of being human?”

¢ “The only thing they're all agreed on—Tories, Liberals, Socialists,
Bolsheviks—is the intrinsic excellence of the industrial stink and the
necessity of standardizing and specializing every trace of genuine man-
hood and womanhood out of the human race”

¢ “It isn’t a question of myah personalities,” he pronounced. “It’s a
question of general principles” “I can't see any difference,” retorted
Gladys, abolishing at one stroke all the solemn pretensions of all the
philosophers and moralists, all the religious leaders and reformers and
Utopia makers from the beginning of human time.

¢ “The chief difference between us, alas, is that his opinions are lived
and mine, in the main, only thought. Like him, I mistrust intellectu-
alism, but intellectually, I disbelieve in the adequacy of any scientific
or philosophical theory, any abstract moral principle, but on scientific,
philosophical, and abstract-moral grounds. The problem for me is to
transform a detached intellectual skepticism into a way of harmonious
all-round living”

¢ “The whole of modern civilization is based on the idea that the
specialized function which gives a man his place in society is more im-
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portant than the whole man, or rather is the whole man, all the rest
being irrelevant or even (since the physical, intuitive, instinctive, and
emotional part of a man doesn’t contribute appreciably to making
money or getting on in an industrialized world) positively harmful and
detestable. The low-brow of our modern industrialized society has all
the defects of the intellectual and none of his redeeming qualities. The
non-intellectuals I'm think of are very different beings.”

9 “I perceive now that the real charm of the intellectual life—the life
devoted to erudition, to scientific research, to philosophy, to aesthetics,
to criticism—is its easiness. It’s the substitution of simple intellectual
schemata for the complexities of reality; of still and formal death for the
bewildering movements of life. It’s incomparably easier to know a lot,
say, about the history of art and to have profound ideas about metaphys-
ics and sociology than to know personally and intuitively a lot about
one’s fellows and to have satisfactory relations with one’s friends and
lovers, one’s wife and children. . . . The intellectual life is child’s play;
which is why intellectuals tend to become children—and then imbeciles
and finally, as the political and industrial history of the last few centuries
clearly demonstrates, homicidal lunatics and wild beasts. The repressed
functions don’t die; they deteriorate, they fester, they revert to primitive-
ness. But meanwhile it’s much easier to be an intellectual child or lunatic
or beast than a harmonious adult man.

April 30, 1953
¢ In two hours the muscles of the heart contract and relax, contract
again and relax only eight thousand times. The earth travels less than
an eighth of a million miles along its orbit. And the prickly pear has
had time to invade only another hundred acres of Australian territory.
Two hours are as nothing. The time to listen to the Ninth Symphony
and a couple of the posthumous quartets, to fly from London to Paris,
to transfer a luncheon from the stomach to the small intestine, to read
Macbeth, to die of snake bite or earn one and eight pence as a char-
woman. No more. But to Illidge, as he sat waiting, with the dead body
lying there behind the screen, waiting for the darkness, they seemed
unending.

¢ “...Very brief and neat and complete. And, my God, what a horror.
No body, no contact with the material world, no contact with human

»

beings except through the intellect, no love . . ” “We've changed that a
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little since 1901,” said Philip, smiling. “Not really. You've admitted pro-
miscuous fornication, that’s all. But not love, not the natural contact and
flow, not the renunciation of mental self-consciousness, not the aban-
donment to instinct. No, no. You stick to your conscious will. Every-
thing must be expessément voulue all the time. And the connections
must be purely mental. And life must be lived, not as though it were life
in the world of living people, but as though it were solitary recollection
and fancy and meditation. An endless masturbation, like Proust’s horri-
ble great book. That’s the higher life. Which is the euphemistic name of
incipient death”

¢ “If men went about satisfying their instinctive desires only when
they genuinely felt them, like the animals youre so contemptuous
of, theyd behave a damned sight better than the majority of civilized
human beings behave today. It isn’t natural appetite and spontaneous
instinctive desire that makes men so beastly—no ‘beastly’ is the wrong
word; it implies an insult to the animals—so all-too-humanly bad and
vicious, then. It’s the imagination, it’s the intellect, it's principles, it’s tra-
dition and education. Leave the instincts to themselves and they’ll do
very little mischief. If men made love only when they were carried away
by passion, if they fought only when they were angry or terrified, if they
grabbed at property only when they had need or were swept off their
feet by an uncontrollable desire for possession—why, I assure you, this
would be a great deal more like the Kingdom of Heaven than it is under
our present Christian-intellectual-scientific dispensation. It’s not instinct
that makes Casanovas and Byrons and Lady Castlemaines; it’s a prurient
imagination artificially tickling up the appetite, tickling up desires that
have no natural existence. If Don Juans and Don Juanesses only obeyed
their desires, theyd have very few affairs. They have to tickle themselves
up imaginatively before they can start being casually promiscuous. And
it’s the same with the other instincts. It’s not the possessive instinct that’s
made modern civilization insane about money. The possessive instinct
has to be kept artificially tickled by education and tradition and moral
principles. They money-grubbers have to be told that money-grubbing’s
natural and noble, that thrift and industry are virtues, that persuading
people to buy things they don't want is Christian service. Their posses-
sive instinct would never be strong enough to keep them grubbing away
from morning till night all through a lifetime. It has to be kept chron-
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ically gingered up by the imagination and the intellect. And then, think
of civilized war. It’s got nothing to do with spontaneous combativeness.
Men have to be compelled by law and tickled up by propaganda before
they’ll fight. Youd do more for peace by telling men to obey the sponta-
neous dictates of their fighting instincts than by founding any number
of Leagues of Nations.”

May 1, 1953
¢ “And all perverted in the same way—by trying to be non-human.
Non-humanly religious, non-humanly moral, non-humanly intellectual
and scientific, non-humanly specialized and efficient, non-humanly
the businessman, non-humanly avaricious and property-loving, non-
humanly lascivious and Don Juanesque, non-humanly the conscious
individual even in love. All perverts. Perverted towards goodness or
badness, towards spirit or flesh; but always away from the central norm,
always away from humanity”

¢ “Don’t allow your theoretical knowledge to influence your prac-
tical life. In the abstract you know that music exists and is beautiful.
But don’t therefore pretend, when you hear Mozart, to go into raptures
which you don't feel. If you do, you become one of those idiotic music
snobs one meets at Lady Edward Tantamounts. Unable to distinguish
Bach from Wagner, but mooing with ecstasy as soon as the fiddles strike
up. It’s exactly the same with God. The world’s full of ridiculous God-
snobs. People who aren't really alive, who've never done any vital act,
who aren't in any living relation with anything; people who haven’t the
slightest personal or practical knowledge of what God is. But they moo
away in churches, they coo over their prayers, they pervert and destroy
their whole dismal existences by acting in accordance with the will of an
arbitrarily imagined abstraction which they choose to call God. Just a
pack of God-snobs. .. ”

May 3, 1953
The following incident, reported by Sir Oliver Lodge in Why I Believe in
Immortality (Doubleday Doran, 1929) might be good for a story-subject:
[Abstracted from documents received by the British Society of Psychical
Research]:

¢ James L. Chaflin, the Testator, was a farmer in Davie County, N.C.
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He was married and had four sons, in order of age John A. Chaffin, James
Pinkney Chaffin, Marshall A. Chaffin, and Abner Columbus Chaffin.

¢ On the 16" Nov,, 1905, the Testator made a will, duly attested by two
witnesses, whereby he gave his farm to his third son, Marshall, whom
he appointed sole executor. The widow and the other three sons were
left unprovided for. Sixteen years afterwards, on the 7t Sept., 1921, the
Testator died as the result of a fall. His third son, Marshall, obtained
probate of the 1905 will on the 24 Sept. of that year. The mother and the
other 3 brothers did not contest this will as they knew no valid reason
for doing so. But afterwards, in 1925, some odd events happened, which
are thus narrated:

¢ Extract from Statement of James Pinkney Chafin, Testator’s second
son: “In all my life I never heard my father mention having made a later
will than the one dated 1905. I think it was in June of 1925 that I began to
have very vivid dreams that my father appeared to me at my bedside but
made no verbal communication. Some time later, I think it was the lat-
ter part of June, 1925, he appeared at my bedside again, dressed as I had
often seen him dressed in life, wearing a black overcoat which I knew to
be his own coat. This time my father’s spirit spoke to me. He took hold of
his overcoat this way and pulled it back and said, “You will find my will
in my overcoat pocket,” and then disappeared.

¢ Next morning I arose fully convinced that father’s spirit had vis-
ited me for the purpose of explaining some mistake. I went to mother’s
and sought for the overcoat but found that it was gone. Mother stated
that she had given the overcoat to my brother John who lives in Yadkin
Country about 20 miles northwest of my home. I think it was on the
6 of July, which was on Monday following the events stated in the last
paragraph, I went to my brother’s home in Yadkin County and found the
coat. On examination of the inside pocket I found that the lining had
been sewed together. I immediately cut the stitches and found a little
roll of paper tied with a string which was in my father’s handwriting and
contained only the following words: “Read the 27 chapter of Genesis
in my daddie’s old Bible.”

¢ At this point I was so convinced that the mystery was to be cleared
up I was unwilling to go to mother’s home to examine the old Bible
without the presence of a witness, and I induced a neighbour, Mr. Thos.
Blackwelder, to accompany me, also my daughter and Mr. Blackwelder’s
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daughter were present. Arriving at mother’s home we had a considerable
search before we found the old Bible. At last we did find it in the top bu-
reau drawer in an upstairs room. The book was so dilapidated that when
we took it out it fell into three pieces. Mr. Blackwelder picked up the
portion containing the Book of Genesis and turned the leaves until he
came to the 27 chapter of Genesis, and there found two leaves folded
together, the left hand page folded to the right and the right hand page
folded to the left, forming a pocket, and in this pocket Mr. Blackwelder
found the will’—an informally worded document dated 16 Jan., 1919—
which ran as follows: “After reading the 27" chapter of Genesis, I, James
L. Chaffin, do make my last will and testament, and here it is. I want,
after giving my body a decent burial, my little property to be equally
divided between my four children, if they are living at my death, both
personal and real estate divided equal, if not living, give share to their
children. And if she is living, you all must take care of your mammy.
Now this is my last will and testament. Witness my hand and seal. James
L. Chaffin, this January 16, 1919.” This second will, though unattested,
would, according to the law of North Carolina, be valid as being written
throughout by the Testator’s own hand on sufficient evidence being ad-
duced that it was in fact in his handwriting. [The 27* chapter of Genesis
tells how the younger brother Jacob supplanted the elder brother Esau,
who won his birthright and his father’s blessing. The sole beneficiary
under the first will was, it will be remembered, a younger brother.] The
Testator never before his death, so far as can be ascertained, mentioned
the existence of this second will to anyone. . . . Soon after its discov-
ery this document was tendered for Probate as the Testator’s real will.
The case came for hearing in Dec., 1925. A jury was sworn, the hearing
began, and the court then adjourned for lunch. When the hearing was
continued, one of the lawyers announced that during the interval an
amicable adjustment of the issues had been arrived at and that the new
will would be admitted to probate without opposition. The following is
taken from an official copy of the minute of the Judge presiding: “Judge-
ment by consent. In Re Will of J. L. Chaffin Decd. North Carolina, Davie
County. In Superior Court, Dec. term 1925. Judgement Decree: This
cause coming on to be heard, and being heard, and the following issues
having been submitted to the Jury “Is the paper writing dated Jan. 16,
1919, and every part thereof the last Will and Testament of the deceased,
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Jas. L. Chaffin? Answer: Yes. And the Jury having answered said issue
Yes, it is now (on motion of E. H. Morris, A. H. Price, & J. C. Busby,
attorneys for the plaintiffs) ordered, Decreed, and Adjusted that the said
last Will and Testament of James L. Chaffin deceased be recorded in the
office of the clerk of the Superior Court of Davie County in the Book of
Wills, and that the will dated Nov. 16, 1905, and probated on Sept. the
24" 1921 Will Book no. 2, page 579, purporting to be the last Will and
Testament of the decd. James L. Chaffin is hereby cancelled, rescinded,
annulled, and made void”

¢ When the trial commenced Marshall the original heir had died, but
Marshall's widow and son were prepared to contest the 2°¢ will. How-
ever, during the luncheon interval they were shown the second will. Ten
witnesses were prepared to give evidence that the second will was in the
Testator’s handwriting, and the widow and son themselves seem to have
admitted this as soon as they saw it. At any rate they at once withdrew
their opposition.

¢ Mr. James Pinkney Chaffin’s statement concludes as follows:
“During the month of Dec. 1925 my father again appeared to me, about a
week before the trial of the case of Chaffin vs. Chaffin, and said, “‘Where
is my old will?” and showed considerable temper. I believed from this
that I would win the lawsuit, as I did. I told my lawyer about this visita-
tion the next morning. Many of my friends do not believe it is possible
for the living to hold communication with the dead, but I am convinced
that my father actually appeared to me on these several occasions and I
shall believe it to the day of my death.”

See also: Society for Psychical Research, Proceedings, Nov. 1927,

pp. 5171L.

May 5, 1953

One of the operations today was to remove a tattoo. I had to get the pa-
tient, and was surprised to find that the tattooed creature was a woman.
The tattoo was on her shoulder, and spelled out her name. She told me
that her brother had inflicted it on her when she was 8 years old, using
a penknife and ink. She had a most pleasant manner, assuring me that
it was I who brought her up for an appendectomy the week before, al-
though really I couldn’t remember her at all. She had the most mag-
nificently clear blue eyes, and was obviously of a rather low mentality.
Altogether a most charming creature.
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A colored man came visiting the orderlies’ room, as a relief in the
vigil he had been keeping for the prospective birth of a grandson, as yet,
at that hour, undelivered. He had worked as an orderly at General for
some time, also spending 8 hours at Sears. Now he continues the two-
job program, but he is better paid as a bus mechanic, and thus can get
away with 4 hours orderly work in addition, at the Genesee Hospital.
He looked incredibly young to be a grandfather, but I remembered that
it is often quite impossible to guess a colored person’s age from his ap-
pearance. Their skin doesn’t seem to wrinkle up like ours. But Richard
told me afterwards that he was 36. His pregnant daughter was 18, and
she was born when her father was 18. He, by the way, has had 6 other
children, and for all I know, may still be going strong. If each of the six
promises to marry and proliferate as early as their seventh sibling, pretty
soon this proud parent shall have gathered around him a brood of per-
haps 36 grandchildren—all on $1.05 an hour at Genesee! More power to
orderlies!

Kafka’s story “In the Penal Colony” practically turned my stomach as
I read it. And yet I wanted very much for the “apparatus” to be used. An
article in the Times book review last Sunday, commenting on the fact
that Benj. Britten is a pacifist, goes on to comment that pacifist tenden-
cies often hide deeply hidden and repressed sadomasochistic desires.
No doubt! But everyone has them. This article also spoke of “the resex-
ualization of music.” Incredible!

May 8, 1953

Started exercising according to Charles Atlas’s course on physical
strength and health. The first two “lessons” seem extremely well-
informed and serious. This is not the work of a charlatan, as many, dis-
mayed by the “commercialization” and advertising techniques which
Atlas uses, would believe.

May 9, 1953

Off to Niagara Falls with mom and dad. Dad characterized the good
surgeon as unreflective: he must have absolute confidence in the accu-
racy of his diagnosis and in his skill and general infallibility. He must
believe himself a prima donna, and never neglect his role. A hesitating,
questioning, self-searching person will not make a very good surgeon.
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May 14, 1953
From Rufus Jones, in Fosdick’s anthology, “Rufus Jones speaks to our
time”:

¢ There is one approach to an infinite realm where God might be.
There is one door that opens into a holy of holies. The true path is
through personality. The search must begin in our own bosom: Who am
I? What do I live by? What does personality involve? How am I related
to my fellows and to nature? What does my sense of worth imply? What
do I mean by goodness? Can I draw any finite circle about “myself”? Do
I have any dealing with “a Beyond™? These are questions that take us into
regions where microscope and telescope do not avail, but the full answer
to them would bring us to that which is.

9 We need to learn how to think of God as a resident presence co-
operating vitally with us and in us here and now as an Emmanuel God,
and at the same time we need just as urgently to see how our human
lives can and do open out into a Beyond within ourselves. Almost every
person who has attained to a mature spiritual life has had experiences
that convinced him, at least in high moments, that he was more than
himself. Help comes from somewhere and enables us to do what we had
always thought could not be done. We find somewhere power to stand
the universe when its waterspouts are let loose and even when they have
gone over us. We discover strength from beyond our own stock of re-
sources in the midst of our crises.

¢ Correspondence with environment is life’s main miracle. There is a
fit of inner and outer, like that of hand and glove.

¢ I am not interested in any of the ways of building Babel-towers in
the hope of reaching up to God, whether the towers are of brick and
mortar, or whether they are of logic or of layers of Scripture texts, or
of blocks from ancient creeds, or of sequences from causal proofs. All
those man-built towers presuppose a remote and hidden God. The
seeker, the tower-builder, on that supposition, must painfully rear his
structure from below up by sheer human effort, with no sign of help, no
evidence of cooperation from above. That kind of God could never be
found, and such a quest would always end in confusion both of heart
and of tongues.

¢ “Grace” is no hollow word of the theologians. It is not something
manifested solely in a rare sacrament, or grudgingly dispensed by or-
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dained men. It is a cosmic largess. We have been recipients all the way
up from the cradle. Presentations have poured in on us from all the lov-
ers and sufferers of the ages back to the beginning of smiles and tears.
We have had the most priceless gifts bestowed for nothing at all. Love
was here ahead of us with outstretched arms when we arrived and we
came by birth into the richest of dowries. Every region we range over
with our eyes is crammed with beauty unpaid for. Heroes and martyrs
have been brave and faithful for our sake. The blood-red line of sacrifice,
which has colored all the centuries behind us, comes with its redemptive
power straight to our doors.

¢ Man is from the start a finite-infinite being and not a “mere” finite
one. Partaking, as he does, of Reason he cannot stop his quest and pur-
suit of truth at any finite point, for finite truth is a contradiction of terms.
If a thing is true at all it is infinitely true, though these terms “finite” and
“infinite” have genuine application only in the realm of space and math-
ematics. They do not correspond to spiritual realities nor do they tally
with the dominant issues that attach to the realm of Spirit. A wiser term
for what is meant by “finite-infinite” is transcendence in immanence.
“Transcendence in immanence” appears wherever self-consciousness
appears. Every aspect of our deeper life is embedded in more life than
we are aware of. Every thought we think is a fragmentary aspect of a
personal life and purpose that sweeps beyond it. It is what it is because
of its place in the total life-system that over-spans it with wider scope.
Descartes was right when he insisted that we are conscious of finiteness
only because we forever contrast it with an infinite that underlies all our
thinking.

¢ One can as easily catch up with the horse he is driving from the
buggy-seat as one can overtake the flying goal of his moral passion. To
be a moral person at all is to be self-transcendent, which means “finite-
infinite” No one can appreciate music who does not rise above the seri-
atim notes and enjoy them together in a time-transcending now, which
is a gentle breaking in of eternity into our time-world.

¢ His life, his spirit, his personality, is incomparably greater than any-
thing he said, or did, or taught. One is always aware that there is more
where his words “come from.” He is there all the time above and beyond
his utterances. It was a remarkable stroke of insight that led St. John
to declare that he was the truth. Truth as it is used here is not a logical
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judgment, or a spoken message, or a transmitted idea; it is something
that a person can be. It is a life that corresponds with an ideal, a pattern,
an architectural plan. A person has come at last who can be the way, the
truth, and the life.

May 16, 1953
Alec Strachan and I, with the help of some others, collected the clothing
we had solicited last week—clothing for AFSC to send to Europe. We
got three car-loads.

A fine letter from Reinoud. He wears his soul on the outside. Also an
interesting letter from Burt Pike, who, a la Forsythe, seems disillusioned
with the academic atmosphere.

May 17 1953
More from Rufus Jones:

¢ The Greeks always held that sin was “missing the mark”—that is
what the Greek word for sin means: failure to arrive at, to reach, the
real end toward which life aims. Sin is defeat. It is loss of the trail. It is
undoing. The sinner has not found himself, he has not come to himself.
He has missed the real me. He cannot say, “I am.”

¢ Our rule of life would be something like the following: to act every-
where and always as though we knew that we are members of a spir-
itual community, each one possessed of infinite worth, of irreducible
uniqueness, and indispensable to the spiritual unity of the whole—a
community that is being continually enlarged by the faith and action
of those who now compose it, and so in some measure being formed by
our human effort to achieve a divine ideal.

¢ One of Phillips Brooks’ favorite texts was: “The spirit of man is the
candle of the Lord.” . . . It means that there is something in man’s inmost
being that can be kindled and struck into flame by God and as we feed
the flame with our lives we can become revealing places for God, a flame
of Godss life. . . . This puts the basis of religion at the center of manss life
where it belongs. Religion . . . is not an addendum to life, not something
added on by a remedial scheme to a spiritually barren and bankrupt
being. . .. The task of religion is not like that of laboriously endeavoring
to teach an elephant to fly; it is rather the discovery of the potential ca-
pacities for flight in a being that was framed for the upper air.

¢ Aristotle said that the true nature of any being is what it can be-
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come. The true humanism must, on the same count, be real not in terms
of origins or beginnings, but rather in terms of possibility and goal.

¢ If we saw Christ vividly and truly we should all believe in God. You
cannot get love revealed in the abstract.

¢ Christ is as truly a revelation of man as he is of God.

May 21, 1953

Tonight I was admitted into membership in the Rochester Meeting of
the Society of Friends. Gilbert White wrote a letter recommending me. I
was amused to see that one of my attributes was that I manage to “keep
a farm going.” It’s not going very fast right now.

May 22, 1953
Gem of the week: Jack Murray, complaining about the noise in the down-
stairs apartment: It’s so distracting when I want to watch television.”

I stayed late at the hospital to watch a craniotomy. Young girl, age
26, five months pregnant, suddenly taken with severe headache and pa-
ralysis of left side of face. The surgeon first cuts a circular flap of skin,
leaving it attached like a flap at one point. Then he drills holes through
the skull and saws from hole to hole. Then cuts the dura and exposes
the brain. This girl had a tremendous blood clot, which he found and
removed. He said she would not recover.

John Rutherford tells me that Goerlitz has a habit of snooping when a
couple are alone together. This is a new way of vicarious sex.

May 23, 1953

Marie: shrewish, wants job and plots to expose Jean. Jean: solicits out-
side P.O. for stamp sales. On her own or because of frame-up by Marie?
Jean loses job, finds out why. She should expose Marie but, after all, the
soliciting was illegal. Marie sneaky, yet she does need the job more be-
cause being a widow.

When Jean Barton suddenly found herself out of a job as town post-
mistress, naturally she wondered why. The postal inspector had come to
Ironville unexpectedly that morning. He told Jean that dishonesty and
government employ don’t mix. “You can finish out the week,” he said,
“and draw your check. Your resignation will then take effect” “My res-
ignation?” Jean asked in amazement. The postal inspector had already
opened the door to leave. He hated scenes and had hoped to escape,

but now he turned and repeated, “Yes, that’s right, your resignation.
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Effective at the end of this week.” Scene between the official and Jean
is interrupted by people coming in for their mail. Flashback: Jean so-
liciting at hotel. Sees Marie’s daughter there (acting as nursemaid). In-
spector leaves and Jean knows the offense but not who snitched. How to
find out? Marie comes in, obviously gloating that she’s got the job. Jean
connects up the encounter with Marie’s daughter. She debates whether
or not to flare up against Marie, begins to, but changes her mind because
the soliciting was illegal. Possibly: show the same situation from two
points of view, Jean’s and Marie’s, then have them meet. Let the reader
do the moralizing. Create a dialectic and then slyly withdraw. Show Ma-
rie’s daughter returning home and telling her mother. Then trace Marie’s
thoughts and rationalization for snitching. Another flashback. Create
dramatic contrast of Jean’s agitated state with the pout she must put on
when people come in for mail. A kind of comic relief.

I—Jean and inspector. Learns that soliciting was discovered. Flash-
back at hotel. Meets young Marie. Inspector leaves.

II—Young Marie tells her mother. Second flashback: Marie’s thoughts
and plot. Informs inspector and gets the job herself.

[IT—Jean and Marie in post office. How does Jean act?

May 28, 1953

Of all the ills that human hearts endure
How few that kings or laws can cause or cure.
—Dr. Johnson

From D. W. Brogan, The Price of Revolution:

¢ It is easy to forget now what an astonishing and outrageous inno-
vation conscription was in Britain (in 1914), how it shocked people who
were not at all pacifist in doctrine and who were angered that anybody,
whether he had conscientious objections or not, should be forced to
fight. [Now conscription is taken for granted and accepted as though it
always existed. ]

¢ And it was found, too, . . . that after a time the average man gets
bored with politics, with disorder, with the claims on his time and
energy that a revolutionary situation makes. The party zealots do not
realize this, for they are men for whom the programme or their own
accession to power is the main business of life; but revolutionary rulers
do realize it and, whether they are Hitler or Stalin, must keep up an ar-
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tificial pressure to justify their demands on obedience and sacrifice, or
provide diversions, strength through joy, rest, and culture, or do both at
the same time.

¢ The revolutionary land reforms in Mexico were not necessarily the
best way of providing for the management of the land or the increase of
production, but they were a condition of anything like the making of a
Mexican nation and the independence of that nation from its near and
very formidable neighbour. The same dilemma has faced governments
all over the world since then and, more and more, the work of revolution
has been to create not independent self-sufficient, politically unmanage-
able present proprietors, but impotent servants of the new hacendado,
the state.

¢ The methods of all revolutions leave a debit entry that must be paid.
The Mexicans, in their zeal to get rid of foreign control, also got rid of
a great deal of technical help that they needed. The Turks, by expelling
the Greeks from Ionia as earlier by massacring the Armenians, lost the
services of more modern-minded people than themselves. The Japanese
who made their Revolution copied the West only too well. The new
bourgeoisie in Japan, like the new bourgeoisie in Germany, had to do a
deal with the military classes and the Choshu and Satsuma clans, with
their control of the army and navy, were able to secure that the possibly
more efficacious though less brilliant way of solving Japan’s problems, by
becoming a nation of shopkeepers, was not given a fair trial. . . . Japan,
alone among the ‘backward’ countries on whom the western revolution-
ary impact fell, preserved her full autonomous power of action, made
her own adjustments to the necessities of the case and became, in turn,
the bearer of western ideas and techniques, mostly but not all military,
to her Asiatic neighbours. The final result in our age has not been a
matter of rejoicing for either Japan or her neighbours, but few countries
in this racked world have had much to boast of in the way of political
wisdom in the past and present generation and Japan merely adapted in
her own way the fashions of the modern world of technology and war.
... All political remedies have their price; violent remedies a necessar-
ily high price. We have seen it paid by Russia, China, Japan, Germany,
Mexico, Turkey.

A lovely birthday. But Dad called from New York. Work at the hospi-
tal was particularly hard.
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May 29, 1953

Jeanne becomes increasingly obsessed with guilt feelings. Scene with
husband. Decides to visit Marie, “the poor widow in need of work”
Marie expects Jeanne to scorn her. When Jeanne does not, the surprise
brings out Marie’s guilt feelings. She balks and begins to feel sorry for
Jeanne. How to end all this? Jeanne gets false notion of who exposed
her (change hotel scene). Miserable herself, she feels assuagement by
knowing that Marie will benefit: makes offer to Marie. Marie callous at
first, proud and disdainful of help. But softens. It comes out that Marie
was the informer. Jeanne is furious at having been duped. Jeanne’s anger
brings back Marie’s. And the two end in a furor. Marie never does in-
form; her conscience stops her. Someone else does, but Jeanne is sure it
was Marie. Marie seeks the job, and this increases Jeanne’s suspicions.
Too complicated! Jeanne suspects Marie, but her husband is so mor-
tified at Jeanne’s dismissal that he convinces her that she has done a
terrible thing, and that she must go to Marie and “offer” Marie the job.

May 30, 1953
More from Brogan:

¢ That the depressing results of ‘progress’ are not simply the results of
political imperialism, the case of China makes evident—for there, before
the late war, absentee landlordism was on the increase; . . . and the inde-
pendent Nationalist government did less to protect the peasants, . . . less
to deal with the problems of rural credit, than was being done, belatedly,
by imperialist governments in Burma, Java, and Indo-China. “This de-
velopment naturally proceeds most rapidly in the neighbourhood of
great cities, in districts where the static conditions of rural life are bro-
ken up by the expansion of commerce and industry, and in regions like
part of Manchuria, which have recently been settled by an immigrant
population. The symptoms accompanying it are land speculation, and
the intrusion between landlord and tenant of a class of middlemen. In
Kwanrtung, it is stated, it is increasingly the practice for large blocks of
land to be rented by the well-to-do merchants . . . and then to be sub-let
piecemeal at a rack rent to peasant farmers. . . . Nor must it be forgotten
that the landlord often has a double hold on the tenant, since the former
is frequently the money-lender to whom the latter is in debt. . . . No
reference to Communist propaganda is required to explain the no-rent
campaigns and peasants’” revolts which have taken place in parts of the
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country. It is surprising, indeed, that they have not been more frequent.”
(R. H. Tawney, Land and Labour in China, pp. 68-9, published in 1932.)

¢ One reason is common to all ancient institutions or professions
with long traditions. Change is unpleasant and the people who want
change can be charged, sometimes with justice, of undervaluing import-
ant parts of the traditions of the institution. Modernists are as unpopu-
lar in Communist circles as in Catholic and both groups of the formally
conservative faithful can point to horrible examples of what happens to
such tampers with sacred texts. . .. Sometimes they are right; sometimes
the situation to which the innovators wish the institution to adjust itself
is temporary and sometimes the adjustment means an abandonment of
the essential spirit of the institution and of its basic principles.

¢ See also pp. 220-241, for critique of American policy.

Jeanne decides to ease her conscience by doing everything she can
to insure that Marie gets the job. Marie plays along and seems grateful,
until she is formally invested in the office in Jeanne’s presence. Then she
tells Jeanne who snitched.

Joe, I learned something today. Soliciting is not the worst crime in the
world. Come on, let’s go dancing at the hotel. I want to buy a few stamps
at the drugstore over there anyway.

June 4, 1953
From Sean O’Casey’s autobiography, vol. 5, Rose and Crown:

¢ ... streams of men, women, and children, dropping from the train
that had just stopped, pouring along under the grimy roof like an under-
ground river towards an open sluice-gate, to divide into rivulets and
trickles, spreading fanwise to different parts of the mammoth city.

¢ ... age was but crossing the crest of the hill to go down the other
side of life, where new flowers grew, and charm abounded as rich and
delightful as those loved and handled on the younger slope left behind.

¢ Then the young man departed, carrying himself nicely, within
a top-coat cleverly caught in at the waist, and flowing from the waist
around the slender legs; walking along the rumbling, rancorous street
as if he were sauntering down a gilt-edged garden path. Then Sean said,
Jasus! And thought, what a world without there is for this lad, but he
stays at home!

¢ And no folk-art is there but is born in the gay disregard of gain, and
in the desire to add a newer beauty and a steadier charm to God’s well-
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turned-out gifts to man; and so, out of the big love in his heart for all
things comely and of good shape, the great poet Yeats explains: “Folk-art
is indeed the oldest of the aristocracies of thought, and because it refuses
what is passing and trivial, and merely clever and pretty, as certainly as
the vulgar and insincere, and because it has gathered into itself the sim-
plest and most unforgettable thoughts of the generations, it is the soil
where all art is rooted. Wherever it is spoken by the first side, or sung
by the roadside, or carved upon the lintel, appreciation of the arts that a
single mind gives unity and design to, spreads quickly when its hour is
come.” Yeats, a vic, you never spoke a truer word.

¢ “All exploitation of the life of the wealthy, for the eye and ear of the
poor and half poor, in plays, in musical comedy, at the cinema, in Daily
Mirror photographs, is a travesty of the life of the rich; and if it were not
would all but justify some red terror; and it impoverishes and vulgar-
izes the imagination, showing a life that is all display and hurry, passion
without emotion, emotion without intellect, and where there is nothing
stern and solitary.” (Yeats)

¢ ... aprentice understanding of events.

¢ “As down the life the wretched gyant tumbled;
His battred ballaunces in peeces lay,
His timbered bones all broken rudely rumbled,
So was the high aspiring with huge ruine humbled.”

¢ London was Carson’s damasked mistress, jeweled delightedly; full
of wealth, portly with good fare, and free with gifts to those who kissed
her cunningly; Belfast his wife, a puritan maid, trim; jading prayer
trickling from her lips rather than the ripple of a song; afraid of charm;
idealizing those who go grim for God; offering fine linen indeed, but
bearing no purple to go with it; and dealing even the linen out with wary
eye and sparing hand. And for Londons lure, Carson, instead of putting
fight into Ulstermen, took all the fight out of them. In mass formation,
bunched together, they could be hilariously brave, but not so confident
or sure when scanty numbers were calmly coerced into melodious de-
portment by a contagious roman catholic crowd.

¢ Jesus, how these Christians love one another! Jesus said Love one
another. We heard you. We do our best. Here, lads, bring them up to him
so's he can have a good look; bring up the head split open, the bleeding
eye, the bruised arm, the broken jaw, the limping leg, and let Jesus have
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a good look. All in the day’s work, sirree, and we'll do better one day. All
in fair fight and no favour. Knock them out and do them in’s the slogan
of apostolic love. Line them up so’s they can be seen proper. Papist bas-
tards on your left, sir; protestant gents on your right. Their own mothers
wouldn’t know them well. A sight to be seen. We offer the work done, sir,
as a token of our esteem. Whoever did it to the fellow with half his face
gone deserves a noble prize. Altogether, lads, now in harmony:

Faith of our fathers, we will love

Both friends and foe in all our strife;
And preach thee, too, as love knows how,
In kindly words and virtuous life!

And so do we. The hymn shows it. Father Faber’s mouldering fable.
Speak your mind. Jesus did, and was crucified. He speaks it still, and
still is crucified.

¢ It is hard to believe that either Churchill or Atlee would bend away
from their business even long enough to listen to a Northumbrian play-
ing “the Bonny Tyneside,” or listen to one singing for the ferryman to
come and bring him to his sweetheart over the rough waters of the river.
They're too big for that diversion. With them it is always over the sea to
Paris, over the sea to Amsterdam, but never over the sea to Skye. And
yet it is these singers and pipers, allied with the dockers of the quay-
sides, the men and women of the farms, the workers in the big and lesser
cities, who made England in the past, and will remake England in the
future. The General Strike showed this, for it struck England like light-
nings from the hands of Zeus. England within a few hours became a
waste land.

¢ Churchill, too, was lavishly concerned with himself. He, too, had
his own tormenting vanity, a belief in a Cassandrian power of prophecy
that no-one paused to listen to. He carried it about with him like a hump
on a camel’s back.

9 “We are afraid of sadness, [Yeats] murmured; we have it in life, but
we fear it in the theatre. You mustn't be afraid of it, O’Casey.” “I'm not,
if it tinges, or even startles, life, like a discordant note in a lovely sym-
phony. 'm not when it has nobility. But when it comes brazen through
hunger, disease, or wretchedness, then I hate it; then I fight against it, for
through that suffering there can be no purification. It is villainous, and
must be destroyed.”
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¢ Man is busy now with a new exorcism: the expulsion of disease from
man and animal and plant, defending the holy tissue of the flesh from
pollution of virus and of bug; the exorcism of fear from man’s way of life
that he may stand up and speak out and laugh loud. Exorcism that calls
for no candle, no bell, book, cassock or stole; a church where the altar
is a table, the god a microscope; the ritual a bold imagination, a peering
eye, a ceaseless searching mind; so that health may be sanctity, energy
prayer, and the achievements of men and the play of children most ac-
ceptable praises to God. To get rid of all that weakened or brought rot to
the body; to sanction pain no more; to coffin nothing but what had lived
a life to the full, a life that had no disappointed breath for a sigh at the
leaving; a life that sank down, pleasantly tired, into the rest-rewarding
earth. To give to the commonwealth of man the strong heart, the clear
mind, the keen ear, the enduring lung, the bright eye, the stout limb, and
the cunning hand—oh, Jesus, wouldn’t these things be grand for man to
have! Oh, Jesus, wouldn't there be achievements measuring as holy with,
and higher than, Salisbury’s Cathedral and Westminster Abbey!

¢ Here they were out to bring the boy up in the way he should go.
Which way was that, now? The catholic way, Genevan way, Mahom-
medan way, or the Buddhist way? These were but a few of the hundred
ways carved out under the feet of every stepper-in to life. Eileen chose
the catholic way; a way as good or as bad as any of the others. Sean
hoped that when the boy grew up hed take and make his own way. The
right way to Sean was the desire to see life, to hear life, to feel life, and to
use life; to engender in oneself the insistent and unbreakable patience to
remove any obstacle life chanced to place in its own way. The way of the
world; the way of all flesh: no one could show Breon the way through
these ways; he would have to find a way for himself. Life’s way of yes-
terday wasn't life’s way today; and life’s way today couldn’t be life’s way
tomorrow; no neither Sean’s way nor Eileen’s way, or Swann’s way could
ever be Breons.

¢ Only an old crow, heavily flapping its wings through the wind and
the rain, lightened the hodden-grey sky, as it cawed resentfully, and
winged a clumsy way to the rooky wood, looking like one of the nuns,
caught up by a divine wind, and getting carried to heaven without her
consent. Indeed, when in their black habits, the nuns looked like a flock
of crows, cawing carelessly, too; for they all hummed the same tune in
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the one key, on the same note, throughout time, in the hope that they
might hum the same tune, in the same key, on the same note, through-
out eternity.

¢ That night, when Breon lay in a cozy corner of sleep, Eileen told
him all that had happened: the nuns had encircled them smiling, beguil-
ing, giving a welcome to mother and child; welcome as the flowers in
May; come into the parlour, dears; stormy weather. Oh, sacred charms
of childhood, unto Christ so dear; and if you bring a proper fee, there’s
nothing left to fear. Not a thing. One and twenty welcomes to the lit-
tle lad. A sturdy little fellow. He would be a charming addition to their
school, a nun said. And an interesting one, too, considering his father to
be a writer, said another nun. Under God, children are the one surety of
God’s church continuing, said a third nun, laying a partly-blessing hand
on Breons head. You both must stay for tea, murmured the reverend
mother, both stay for tea, murmured a nun behind the nun. Polly put the
kettle on, we'll all have tea. Thank God for tea! What could the world do
without it? How did it exist without it? Nobody knows.

¢ He had peered at the friar, looking past the habit to the man within,
a man to whom all life and history must be explained by a collection of
dogmatic decrees, “which,” according to Leo the XIII, “impose them-
selves upon all catholics, and which no man is permitted to call in
doubt” Embedded in a decree, like a caterpillar in his cocoon. And the
bishops drum their way about, denouncing doom on all who disagree,
or venture a doubt.

Fat bucks of bishops in a barrel-roofed room,
Yelld out, roard out threats of doom—

Bell, book, and candlelight standing on a table—
Pounded with their crosiers in a frenzy of fume,
Hard as they were able,

Boom, boom, boom.

Excommunicamus, if you dare presume,

Bell, book, and candlelight will bring you what is due,
Bring you what is due and hoodoo you,

If you dare presume,

Doomday doomday doomday doom!

After two thousand years of thought, discussion, supernatural grace,
and pious practice, all they can do to save man is to bind him tightly
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into one chair, and to bind God rigidly into one throne. Here by the fire,
in a rust-red habit, with its blue girdle, sat a laddo who believed that he
carried authority of life and death wherever his body happened to go;
an ordinary mortal, who, because of what was called the laying on of
hands, pointed out the way of thought and action to everyone else, as if
born to it as he was bred to it; with little knowledge of the way of thought
himself, timidly obedient to every convention, every custom, honoured
by common brethren, within and without his own community of faith.
Sean had met many men in various walks of life who had assumed au-
thority while in actual service—the doctor at the bedside, the scientist
in laboratory or lecture hall, the foreman watching the rise or fall of a
cranes jib: all these become common men in the give and take, the ebb
and flow, of social life; but not the priest: he alone had a crystallized
sense of authority that he carried with him everywhere, from the altar
into all the odds and ends of social life. Pretend as he would, in casual
talk, in quip, in serious conversation, the sense of rigorous, ritualistic
authority over all life and all things clung to the priest, so that he could
never be at one with the common man.

¢ What is the great crowd seeking, the young, mostly courting cou-
ples, prowling so aimlessly, yet so steadily, along the Great White Way?
They seek the Muses, though they know it not, for these restive lights
are to them

a bank whereon the wild thyme blows,
Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows.

They straggle along seeking beauty which is yet a shrinking seed within
them. They seek for what they know not, though they feel their need of
it, and sometimes sense a twinge of near arrival within this blaze of bas-
tard culture. Roman catholic and protestant mingle and mate with the
uncomplaining, muted midgets caught in the glare of the Great White
Way, unaware that outside its dazzling destitution, away in the darkness
ahead, shine faint, enkindling rays from the stars of art, literature, and
science. They have been told and yet they do not know; for the tale came
too late, or it was told too low for them to catch the whisper. They have
had no help to get away from the fairy tales of infancy, lovely in their
day, but turning slyly silly when men reach the age of misunderstanding.
But many of the common people are now making for something more
than the savage contentment with coloured bead and strip of coloured
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calico. They ask for something better than these things no higher than
flimsy rhyme and fainting fairy tale, without the shrewd jingle of the one
or the longing beauty of the other. Even this gaudiness, blaspheming,
light, wherein they wander webbed, is an outward sign of inner seeking
all they feel they need. The people are beginning to realize the longing
for good shaping of things; in the streets they pass through; in the build-
ings banking the streets they pass through; in table-cloth and crockery
ware; in the homes they have to have; in pictures they see, music they
hear, the single vessels they handle; in all things whatsoever which min-
gle man with life: a share in all the greatest the community can imagine,
in all the greatest the community can do.

Many are getting rid of the dismal daydream that the good in life is
something similar to Christmas in Killarney with all the folks at home.
First, they are seeking and fighting to keep taut and even that umbilical
cord stringing all men together—the bread line. They have long prayed
for their bread, now they fight for it. May Jesus Christ be praised! They
are organizing to alter the mad method of life among them and bring
it into order as Lycurgus did in Sparta in the old times before them:
“Where the State was overloaded with a multitude of indigent and ne-
cessitous persons, while the whole wealth of the land had centered upon
a few. To the end, therefore, that he might expel from the State luxury
and crime, and those yet more inveterate diseases of want and super-
fluity, he got them to consent to a new division of land, so that they
should all live together on an equal footing; merit to be the only road to
eminence, and the disgrace of evil, and credit of worthy acts, their one
measure of difference between man and man?” There’s a lot in this, my
people, alot in it.

It is the taxi which commands the streets of New York; fleets of them,
like gay-plumaged swallow flocks, red, yellow, green, brown, white, and
black, ground-birds skimming along the road’s surface as if swiftness
were all; a thrust forward tension in each of them, even when they come
to rest; a sway upward and forward as the lights suddenly call a halt
to the swift going, an agitated purr of an engine delayed; and, as the
shadow of green appears in the lights, a slim, sliding spring ahead, and
the eager bird is on the swift wing again. It seemed to Sean that the
American taxi, in its indolently slim form, is a daughter of the gondola
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transfigured into the muse of energy while the English taxi, in its stiff
box-like stand, is the son of the sedan chair.

¢ . .. their infallible awethority

¢ It was odd; the father knowing what his son was not, but tolerat-
ing the idea of a special worthiness, though in fear that strangers saw
through the contradiction, puffed out his own importance, as if to as-
sure himself that his own impressiveness was more than equal to his
own importance and his sons defects. The mother seeing the sham in
her heart, silvered it over, as the oyster iridescently nacres an irritation,
with a sham of her own, accepting the myth, and decorating it with
gravity and praise. The spearman complacently assuring himself that
he had lifted the limited lad into an eminence, deeply despising the lad
with a ridiculous glory, and afforded to the parents a chance to take a
tormenting interest in a son never to be so clever as his father.

¢ Bring me a grain of mustard seed, said Buddha to an agonized
mother who had brought her dead child to him, beseeching him to re-
store it to life; bring me a grain of mustard seed from any house any-
where in which those who live in it have never suffered sorrow through
the death of a loved one; and I shall restore your little one to health and
strength. And the woman had searched and searched for many months,
but could not get a grain of mustard seed from a house that hadn’t suf-
fered through the death of a loved one.

Jesus, Buddha, Mahommed, great as each may be, their highest com-
fort given to the sorrowful is a cordial introduction to another’s woe.

¢ He wasn’t one who contented himself with the Salvation Army’s
method of saying any kind of nonsense that floated into their minds;
their building up of a beautiful life, here and hereafter, with a phrase
“Out of self into Christ, into Glory. Simple, isn't it?” as he heard a Salva-
tion Army officer say once. Damned simple, right enough. Turning ev-
eryone into a quick-change artist. Becoming in the twinkling of an eye
guided missiles shooting into heaven. He came across a group of them
on a street in Philadelphia. There they were, large as death, ensconced
under a huge umbrella, coloured red, yellow, and blue; there they were
spouting out their spick and spam way of eternal life. Their glory was
vanishing now. Like all the bursts-out of evangelical heat, this one, too,
was beginning to cool quick. Just like the energy and enthusiasm of the
first friars, black, white, and grey, launching themselves among the poor
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to save them from the Reformation; whose love of poverty soon lay bur-
ied under a gigantic and splendidly built rubble of riches. So, too, the
Wesleyan outbursts of all-embracing piety to set aside the lukewarm de-
cline of the Anglicans, fell, itself, into the same dead state; so badly that
we can read in “Americana” the wail of a Wesleyan faithful few, keening:

The Church that God through Wesley launched
Two hundred years ago,

Is going now beneath the waves,

Down to eternal woe.

Piety has become a possessing pose. In one of the “Capuchin An-
nuals” (1942) there’s a grand picture of His Excellency the Most Rev.
Paschal Robinson, O.EM., Apostolic Nuncio to Eirinn, showing him
in all his gallant costume of richly made undress cassock, piped and
braided, with his lovely chain holding on to his jeweled pectoral cross;
a gorgeously dressed cavalier of the Roman Church, and very nice, too.
This gent didn’t live in a slum or shack, ate things higher than pulse and
beans, refused to sit and work in fireless rooms, and never roamed about
in the cold with bare feet blue. None of them do. Not till they are dead.
This one, this Excellency, the Papal Nuncio in Eirinn, died a year or so
ago, and in his last gasps ordered that when he was dead, he was to be
dressed in a coarse garb, his feet bare, and set so as to stick out from under
the shroud to show there was no deception. Tramp tramp tramp, the boy
is triumphantly marching up to heaven in his bare feet. A grand example
to the workers to embrace poverty for the good of their souls. Workers
of all lands, don’t bother about wages, don’t bother about thin clothing,
broken boots, scanty meals; remember the dead Nuncio in his bare feet.
Christ, how many saints would the Ireland Sean knew have given to
God, if saintship rested in pinched faces, empty bellies, and bare feet!

June 8, 1953
From O’Casey’s “I Knock At the Door™:

¢ ... and locked away in a drawer, forbidden to be touched by any-
one save the head of the house, lay a mysterious book which the fa-
ther said confined the dangerous teaching of a Bishop Berkeley, and,
mother added,, was all about nothing being real, and that all things we
saw were only images of our own ideas, and that such books were only
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to be read and thought of by minds big enough to understand that they
were rubbish.

¢ Locke’s “Essay on the Human Understanding” was all balls, said
Mick, for the very look of the thing was enough to start you praying to
God that the human mind would never become anything like what it
was represented to be in the book.

—Note use of refrain, such as in “The Tired Cow”

—Note the magnificent objective passages, especially about the Jew-

ish window-fixer, and Johnny’s thrashing at school. Superb writing!

June 13, 1953
White woman has baby obviously fathered by Negro. Her husband fu-

rious and vows to lynch the father. Evidence points to an old Negro
servant, who, actually, is innocent. The offender’s secret is known by
town minister. Husband incites mob against the servant, whom the
wife has named rather than admitting her own weakness by naming the
real father, a handsome and desirable Negro. The servant gets word of
his danger and flees, but the mob gains on him and he ducks into the
first house he sees, that of the minister. But the real culprit is also there.
The husband angrily demands that the minister release the old servant.
The minister, of course, knows the servant is innocent and the other is
guilty, and hardly knows what to do under the circumstances. Both Ne-
groes are terrified and plead with him to help them, the servant because
he is innocent, the other because he at least deserves a fair trial, espe-
cially since the new mother really seduced him rather than vice versa.
[Perhaps show this in first part: her dissatisfaction with husband, and
use of the handsome Negro in his place.] The minister makes up his
mind: he offers himself! This completely upsets the husband’s equilib-
rium. The surprise move has the strange effect of making husband and
mob sheepishly withdraw. Must show the motive for the wife’s action,
as above:—circumstances that cast erroneous suspicion on the servant;
some relation between husband and minister wherein husband knows
that minister is aware of husband’s infidelities; the faith and character of
the minister, which bear fruit in his decision.

June 29, 1953
Dave Lurie drove Alec, Sandy and me to Riparius. Sandy brought along
a girlfriend so she wouldn’t be the only girl. We picked up the fallen
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barn siding and stowed it in Carman’s barn; swam in the brook; went
horseback riding. All fine, except I had hoped to be with Sandy most of
the time, and I found that she and Alec are very close, and when he was
near to her nothing else seemed to matter. Hard! We had silent meeting
on Sunday. I read Gibran’s passage on work: “work is love made visible!”
Even Lurie was impressed—even skeptical, sarcastic Lurie. I'm writing
a story about Sandy, Alec, and me. To write puts things in perspective,
objectifies them, and eases the pain. If we can see ourselves as ridiculous
puppets in life, then why get too sad over disappointments?

Fine intellectual letter from Burt Pike. He assumes I know German.
I'd better go ahead and learn it! Are you making a mess of your life? Or
are you saving yourself from dullness and mediocrity? Come back in
sixty years and I'll give the answer. . . . Read “How to Achieve Sex Hap-
piness in Marriage.” God! A consummation devoutly to be wished. How
ignorant I was of the simplest things! How my ignorance and prudish-
ness destroyed the happiness I might have had with Jeanne Dinsmore! I
want a son, to right in him all these wrongs.

July 12, 1953

You've set up the situation, in Part I, of the attraction between Bill Skid-
more and Dotty Crain. You've also set up the beginnings of something
that could develop from the friendship & loyalty of Dotty and Leila
Hendrickson. But forget about Geoffrey and use what you've already
got. Keep up the refrain technique, especially toward the end, a la O’Ca-
sey. Perhaps an ironical situation can be worked out. Why not map out
the rest of the plot in detail before writing further? It’s a chore and you
hate chores, but if you're going to be a writer you'll have to work instead
of wasting your time daydreaming. Aim to do as well as Hardy in “Life’s
Little Ironies” Remember: style, plot, characterization, rhythm, insight,
suspense. Brother!

“LIGHT IN AUGUST, 1945  BY THOMAS COLE

Women look for signs. They would have

An outward show of an inward passion: the head

Of John for Salome, the blood of Duncan for Lady

Macbeth, Agamemnon dead. But love,
Which is private when it comes, comes in the light

Of the heart, the stillness of mind. A man may suffer
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A woman quietly for fifty years and she
Would call it fortitude.
A sign.
As in the year
Of the locust, like a locust it came: thin
As a thistle, bare as a stone: Civilization’s mushroom,
Having gathered so much loveliness against
The dark. We see only the light, not
The danger in that show of splendor, after
The first gaudy tumult. Blind as Saul
And without his gift for sight, we suffer the loss
And the heat of all that fire.
Broken, an atom’s
Light will not last fifty years, will not
Outlast its few brief moments,
It is an outward sign of an inward passion.
Everywhere bright, but bitter as a toad’s stool.

July 20, 1953

Saturday night to Canandaigua—swimming with Sandy, another cou-
ple, and John, who had no date. Sandy and John left the group to talk
together alone, leaving me to listen to Jim Tyson’s idiotic jabber. After
a half hour or so I went up to them, rather perturbed, and they walked
away together when I got to them. Then when we returned to the house
it was the same—Sandy and John—and I out of the picture. I went up-
stairs, wondering perhaps if she would miss me and at least inquire what
had happened. I lay in bed from 2 a.m. until 4:30, and no word from
downstairs, I all the while burning up inside and not knowing what to
do, whether to forget about them and stay up, or to go down, and then
what? I went down, suggested rather gruffly to Sandy that it was time she
went home, and sat silent next to her while John drove us. As we were
saying good night I told her how despicably I thought she had acted.
This took her by surprise as, really, she hadn’t done anything intention-
ally or maliciously. She just hadn’t thought. Well, I was in a rather ludi-
crous position myself, being “infantile;” as she put it. And I soon found
myself on the defensive. All in all, Sandy is not the best one for catering
to other people’s wishes. She lives for herself, and there is some truth in
Marion White’s comment that Sandy “uses” other people. . . . We're all



FROM 18 TO 85 295

on good terms again, I think. The really infantile behavior would have
been had I continued the grudge after the first eruption. But I am really
not that infantile emotionally.

Marion White called Sunday, said she was bored, and wouldn't I
come over. We bought some eggs and cooked up a nice meal in her
apartment, a one-room affair on the third floor of a rooming house. The
first thing that strikes you upon entering is a very amateurish pencil
sketch on lined notebook paper, of a nude man with a great big penis,
presumably Marions husband, one Helmut. Helmut, it seems, is under-
age, and is under the impregnable custody of his father in Buffalo while
annulment is being arranged. So he is out of the picture. Marion is nice,
pretty, fair-skinned, and somewhat intelligent. But she obviously has her
troubles, and drowns them in drink. We talk very well together—no ef-
fort, no silences. She filled us both with two double-strength Tom Col-
linses, then gulped a little straight whiskey herself. I was expecting great
things. Then she lay down on the soft double bed and held the electric
fan near her face so that it blew her long red hair. I lay beside her, getting
closer and closer and finally putting my arm around her. At this she gave
me a peculiar look but then said nothing and apparently didn’t mind.
But it didn't go any further. She suddenly decided that she had to fetch
her bicycle at Strong and then visit someone. “I'm a funny woman,” she
said. “I like one man at a time.” I asked her if she was angry with me,
and she said No, not at all, but that she hadn’t developed a “passionate
interest” in me, “yet” Encouraging! We left on the best of terms and she
said shed contact me again soon. I can’t call her because the boarding
house phone is usually answered by the old Victorian couple who own
the place and who think it scandalous that Marian, a married woman,
should entertain any men at all. In fact, as I went down the stairs I was
chastised by the venerable lady of the house. “You ought to be ashamed
of yourself,” she said. “Don’t you know she’s married!” Delicious. We
shall see what comes of this little affair.

Work camp progressing. Next Friday is it.

Margot now working for Look Magazine, answering letters to the
editor.

I have been doing the chest and shoulder exercises more or less reg-
ularly, and many people have commented on my muscles. This is some-
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thing I should have done long ago, but it’s not too late now. Muscles
develop with practically no effort—15 or 20 minutes a day.

Advised a C.O. faced with hearings, etc. Matt Herron, graduate of
Princeton, Prospect Club, and friend of Weasel’s. Nice fellow. Very solid.

I am speaking a little German now with Mrs. Sartz. It is an extremely
easy language—so far—(the 15 lesson in Hugo).

Harriet Crain liked my postmistress story but said the other two (the
horse in the mud-hole, and McDonald & Tennyson) didn't come off.
This is encouraging since the postmistress was done last and thus should
be the best.

September 1, 1953

My affair with Marion seems to be ended now, suddenly; and it is just as
well. After having spent the weekend with her and her family at Chau-
tauqua, and then helping her move to her new apartment, I returned
home for supper. All day she had been most affectionate, and she was
distressed at my having to leave at 6:00. I promised to try to have Vic
take us all swimming later, in the night. Vic agreed, and we drove over
at about 10:00. Marion’s face was pale and she showed distress and
shame acutely. She announced to me that Helmut had paid her a fur-
tive visit earlier ('m glad I left early enough to miss him). She had to
tell him that she had been unfaithful; and he, playing the role of the
jealous husband (in absentia), commanded her to have no communi-
cations whatsoever with any man. So there remains a state of double
communication-less-ness. She and Helmut are forbidden to see each
other or even correspond, until Helmut turns 21; and she, by Helmut, is
forbidden to entertain other men, as she has been doing flourishingly in
the past. This manlessness will no doubt break her completely; already
last night she was fairly unstable and melodramatic, refusing to talk to
me (although, she said, she was terribly sorry it had to be that way, but
she had to do what she was doing) then, when she discovered me trying
to sleep on the couch downstairs, since Vic had driven off with sister
Beth, walking outside and pacing the sidewalk for an hour or so, until
they came back. For all I knew, she had gone to jump in the river, placed
conveniently on the next block, but it hasn’t come to that, yet. When
she first announced the new state of things, and retired upstairs, I didn't
know quite how to act. Fortunately, I had never developed the slightest
attachment to her (except physical), so the news had no emotional effect
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on me at all; except perhaps that it meant the cancellation of an evening’s
plans that included swimming in the nude at Mendon Pond, and then
spending an hour or two on the beach. She went upstairs and I read for
a while and then decided that I might just as well try to sleep. Besides
the fact that I wanted to do this very much, it meant that I would have to
go upstairs to ask for a sheet, as it was about 9o degrees Fahrenheit and I
had no intention of sleeping with my clothes on. This gave me an excuse
to see if she would communicate further; but she wouldn’t, except for
a few tear-muffled implorations to the general effect, once more, that
she “couldn’t” she “couldn’t” see me or talk to me. I was a bit tempted
to create a scene, to grab her, force her down on the bed, and make her
talk it all out, or worse; but, my better half instructed that although her
troubles were entirely of her own making and were doomed to come on
more or less irrevocably, still there was no need to complicate matters,
especially since any scene on my part would have been pure acting and
would not have proceeded from a hurt or disappointment. So I merely
took the sheet and made myself comfortable on the living-room daybed.
Marion puttered around upstairs a while longer and then came down
and, without saying anything to me, went outside, where she remained
for at least two hours, simply pacing up and down along the sidewalk.
When Vic came back with Beth, Marion came back in, and Vic and I
left.

The two White sisters, Beth and Marion, present a beautiful picture of
frustration, dissipated energy, failure, and in general disabling neuroti-
cism. Vic, the psychologist, confirms this unreservedly. Marion doesn’t
know what she wants, and drowns her sorrow in liquor, self-pity, and
sex. Even the prospect of marital bliss with Helmut does not seem com-
pletely to please her. She thought, when I first met her, that Helmut’s
father was having the marriage annulled. During this past weekend,
however, she informed me that Helmut’s father had written her that all
communication must cease between les mariés until Helmut becomes of
age. This implies, of course, that once Helmut reaches 21, his father will
allow him to make up his own mind; and that, as things now stand, the
marriage will be resumed. (Actually, Beth doubts very much that there
was any legal marriage at all—at most, a common-law marriage [and a
still-born baby].) I said to Marion, when she told me, “This must make
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you very happy.” She didn’t look the least bit happy herself, and told me,
with a frown across her brow, “I'm not too sure it does.”

Beth’s situation is much the same—if anything, worse, because she is
much more intelligent and thus her lack of achievement must be mea-
sured up against much higher potentialities than those of her sister.
Quite aside from a broken marriage, and a son for whom she obviously
cares very little, she has pursued her marked musical talents only spo-
radically, taking singing lessons now and then, and merely sight-reading
in a most superficial manner at the piano, instead of really working to
improve her technique and interpretation. Marion says that she cannot
maintain interest in any type of work long enough to stay steadily on
a job, or, apparently, to select one of her talents and attempt to make
a career out of it. She also tried nursing school, but was asked to leave
after 14 months, presumably because she was “too straitlaced” (which
is ironic, because if anything she’s a libertine)—which meant, I think,
that although she got brilliant grades in her nursing studies, she didn’t
know how to approach people on a spontaneous, unsophisticated level,
and was thus quite unsuited for nursing. Bravo to the Buffalo Nursing
School for its perspicacity!

So, she is now 32 and rather lost. She spent last year at Chautauqua,
knitting sweaters, and sight-reading at the piano. She didn’t even take
advantage of the many music courses at Chautauqua during the sum-
mer months. Davie, her son, she ignores completely and ruthlessly.
Luckily for all, the grandmother, old Mrs. White, seems to enjoy caring
for the boy. Beth is very quick to display her talents or to list her A’s and
A+’s at nursing school; and she is very quick to leap into a man’s arms
with an almost maniacal ferocity. The man is Vic, not I, of course, since
I was occupied with her sister. But even so, when I was sleeping at their
apartment, she embraced and kissed me as a means of waking me up.
Unfortunately, she is extremely plain, querulous, and has a stridently
loud voice. If she looked better, she could surely make a grand success
as a night-club singer or even as a strip-tease artist. Better this than her
present state.

I had a glorious two-week vacation at Riparius, made complete in
every way by good weather, lots of work accomplished, and much so-
cializing—the last not ordinarily a part of my Riparius stays. Dad finally
got to the farm, as he and mother met me at Albany, drove up, visited for
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a while, and then went to the Point of Pines to spend the week, leaving
me the car. The only unpleasant incident occurred when I went there for
a $4.00 dinner one evening and, according to Dad, acted very high and
mighty towards the people to whom I was introduced, refusing even to
look at them. Dad wasn't acute enough to realize that this “coldness”
proceeded not from a disdain for the people I was meeting, but rather
from the very simple fact that my face was all irritated and red and sore
from shaving and showering, so that I simply looked like hell and acted
ostrich-like in hiding my head in the sand. On the more pleasant side,
I built a good deal of my fireplace, and did, I think, a good job. On the
outside I built up the footing, then laid the hearth of firebrick, which I
put on so unevenly that it looks like a genuine seventeenth-century an-
tique hearth, and thus is very becoming; on the inside I got as far as the
arch, which I didn’t complete for lack of the proper-sized arch support.
As always, I enjoyed the Carmans; but this visit I also saw a good deal
more of Carl Sibler, and I met Dr. Barnard and her daughter Ann, and
Jerry English, and had dinner at their house. Also met Bruce McGerry,
Mrs. Brown’s boy. A Haverford freshman, John Hawkins, was Sibler’s
chargé d’affaires, and we soon became friends, since he is mostly inter-
ested in music, is an organist, and a friend of Peter Gardner’s. He helped
me lay rock one afternoon. Then I went over to George Davis’s place
and bought the beautiful pump organ there for $20.00. That evening
and one other, John and I played it far into the night. Then there was
Johnny Kendal, a cute tow-haired, countrified lad from Trenton whose
father knew Dr. Barnard and who was spending the summer as a “dude”
at the Carmans’ ranch. He seemed to enjoy nuzzling up against me like
a little kitten, though I don’t think this was evidence of homosexuality,
just plain affection. He was developing at the same time a wholesome
and very open interest in girls. We went horseback riding together up
past Dr. Barnard’s, where we enjoyed her magnificent panoramic view,
and then through the woods to Mr. Kennedy and one of his mistresses.
It was always a delightful sight to see Johnny’s trim little figure, complete
with ten-gallon Texas hat, sitting like an expert to a canter or trot, acting
as though hed been born in the wild West and raised on a horse.
Besides these people, I had the pleasure of seeing Mickey Heyman
and wife Terry for an afternoon. He's to begin law school in the fall. Matt
Heron also stopped on his way to New England, but I missed him by
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about five minutes. When he came, volumes of Bach were very conspic-
uously evident on the organ. Matt left a note saying, “All this and Bach,
too! I'm jealous”

September 5, 1953

“Ode to Jack” (hospital orderly from Tennessee, upon his leaving Gen-
eral Hospital for the Genesee Hospital, where he will begin training as a
scrub technician), read at the hospital farewell party:

To err is human,

But to cast away the paragon of orderlies,
The mopper supreme, the

Immaculate of immaculates;

To cast away pure gold,

Is a fault that should not be told.

(Chorus) For he’s gone to Genesee,
Gone to Genesee,

Oh, he’s gone and left us here to slave,
Gone to Genesee.

Thy mopping, thy technique

With brush, is unique.

Thy grip, the best of all, Thy swing a delight to see:
Its delicate arc and inclusive path;

Its pressure,

Regulated to each floor’s

Distinctive need—all combining

Oh! Our dear lost chief, to

Make thy rooms the

Cleanest; thy floors

To shine as did the face of Venus
When Paris picked her queen.

(Chorus)

Oh, who should we now follow,
Who can our inspiration be?
For thou art gone, dear Chief,
Gone to Genesee.
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Our hearts, they are grievous,
The future we cannot see
Without our dear lost Chief—
Who's gone to Genesee.

(Chorus)

But there thou wilt scrub,

Ay, there’s the rub—

The Genesee will prosper,

The General pine away, right bub?

(Chorus)

And now back to Cysto, Room Five,

Or other orderly quarters—

Back to a future bleak with work,

Bereft of guidance or example

In the finer points of mopping

Of which your knowledge is certainly ample.

(Chorus)

Back to a future of not knowing

Where, Why, or How—

Where we'll exist, not LIVE,

As we did when our knowledge was growing.

(Chorus)

General, we need not call upon the heavens
For her curses on your folly;

Our poor dear chief’s absence alone

Will show that life’s no longer jolly.

(Chorus)

September 6, 1953

Last night Marion was back, affectionate as ever. Didn’t take very long.
Liz also came over, and spewed forth to me her anger toward Vic for his
misunderstanding her, his use, as she said, of “a load of psychological
clichés to describe her condition. She complained that she wasn't at all
unstable, that circumstances had forced her to give up various pursuits
in the past, and that environment permitting she really had the sticking
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power to see something through to its completion. This I doubt. The
very way she forcibly unburdened herself on me (and later in the same
way on Cliff) showed her instability. Her voice cracked, tears gathered
in her eyes as she justified her actions and reminded us over and over
again about her brilliant grades, her brilliant will power, the inevitability
of her success, if the world would only permit her to stay at one thing
for any length of time. Baloney! Here is one case where the difficulty is
nine-tenths internal. Vic is right; she should concentrate now on seeing
a psychiatrist.

I remember that when I went to Jean-Louis Barrault’s French theater
last fall I was impressed with its great emotional effect, on me at least,
despite its complete lack of realism. I had seen any number of plays on
Broadway, done in the prevalent realistic mode, where plot, scene, and
characters were as familiar as everyday life; yet here was Moliére with ar-
chaic settings, costumes, and characters who were exaggerations of cer-
tain types—such as Geronte, whose very name indicates his function.
The relief from abject realism was welcome; and the fantastic nature of
the French production did not produce the effect that some might have
predicted—namely, “Psish, this is just a fairytale, a nonsense anthology,
unreal, exaggerated, and has therefore no emotional message for me.”

Now in Susanne Langer’s Philosophy In a New Key I find the matter
beautifully analyzed and expressed. From the chapter on music:

¢ The actual opposition between the two emotive theories of musical
meaning—that of self-expression and that of logical expression—is best
summed up by contrasting the passage from C. Ph. E. Bach with Busoni’s
statement. [Bach]: “Since a musician cannot otherwise move people, but
he be moved himself, so he must necessarily be able to induce in him-
self all those affects which he would arouse in his auditors; he conveys
his feelings to them, and thus most readily moves them to sympathetic
emotions” (Versuch iiber die wahre Art, das Klavier zu spielen). Busoni:
“just as an artist, if he is to move his audience, must never be moved
himself—lest he lose, at that moment, his mastery over the material —so
the auditor who wants to get the full operative effect must never regard
it as real, if his artistic appreciation is not to be degraded to mere human
sympathy” (Entwurf einer neuen Aesthetik der Tonkunst.)

¢ This degradation is what Bullough would call a loss of “psychical
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distance.” It is, in fact, a confusion between a symbol, which lets us con-
ceive its object, and a sign, which causes us to deal with what it means.

¢ Distance . . . is obtained by separating the object and its appeal from
one’s own self, by putting it out of gear with practical needs and ends.
But . . . distance does not imply an impersonal, purely intellectually in-
terested relation. . . . On the contrary, it describes a personal relation,
often highly emotionally colored, but of a peculiar character. Its pecu-
liarity lies in that the personal character of the relation has been, so to
speak, filtered. It has been cleared of the practical, concrete nature of its
appeal. (Bullough, “Psychical Distance,” p. 91.)

¢ The content has been “symbolized” for us, and what it invites is
not emotional response, but insight. “Psychical Distance” is simply the
experience of apprehending through a symbol what was not articulated
before. The content of art is always real; the mode of its presentation,
whereby it is at once revealed and “distanced,” may be a fiction. It may
also be music, or, as in the dance, motion. But if the content be the life
of feeling, impulse, passion, then the symbols which reveal it will not be
the sounds or actions that normally would express this life; not associ-
ated signs, but symbolic forms must convey it to our understanding.

September 11, 1953

Re: Beth—She agrees to play with elderly couple in square-dance band,
she on piano, Mr. X on clarinet, Mrs. X on drums, to raise money for
some charity. Other women in church groups spread word that she is
leading everyone straight to Hell. This is reinforced when a visiting
evangelist gives fire and brimstone sermon against evils of dancing
(also mixed swimming, playing basketball in shorts, smoking, drinking,
etc.). The gossip worries Noel, her husband, and he turns increasingly
to drink.

You cannot let an alcoholic know that you think he’s an alcoholic,
because he already is secretly terribly ashamed of his behavior, and that
would make him worse. You have to build up his pride in himself.

Interns come to nurses’ graduate ball drunk, and act miserably. Beth
tells one of them later that the hospital is like the arm, where you respect
the position and not necessarily the man. This, she thinks, insured her
dismissal.

Marion wasn't cleared for the Naval Ordinance, and she drowned
her sorrows in sex, with me as the willing partner. No intercourse, but
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everything but. Helmut returns to Rochester next week. What then? He
won't live with her.

I played parts of the Bach’s B-flat Partita and Mozart’s C-minor Fanta-
sia at Eastman and was assigned to Mrs. McKown. I scored “very high”
on the Seashore, which surprised me. I had hoped to start night shift
and practice in the morning; but all the orderlies are leaving, making me
indispensable for the present.

October 10, 1953

From a letter by Barték, quoted in Halsey Stevens’s biography: “Such
anxious searching seems to be incompatible with calm resignation. Yet
it is resignation I am striving for, and I have almost become accustomed
to the thought that it cannot be otherwise. . . . We must attain to a level
from which everything can be viewed with sober calmness, with com-
plete indifference. It is difficult to acquire this faculty but, once attained,
it becomes the greatest triumph we can have over circumstances and
ourselves. . . . Sometimes I almost feel myself at that height, and then
I suddenly fall, to start upward again. This happens over and over. But
some day I shall succeed in remaining up there”

December 16, 1953
From Thomas Mann’s Dr. Faustus:

¢ 1 go with Schleiermacher, who defined religion as “feeling and taste
for the infinite” and called it “a pertinent fact,” present in the human
being. In other words, the science of religion has to do not with phil-
osophical theses, but with an inward and given psychological fact. . . .
Surely a religious sense is something other than formally professed re-
ligion. Would it not have been better to hand over that “fact” of human
feeling for the infinite to the sense of piety, the fine arts, free contempla-
tion, yes, even to exact research, which as cosmology, astronomy, theo-
retical physics, can serve this feeling with entirely religious devotion to
the mystery of creation—instead of singling it out as the science of the
spirit and developing on it structures of dogma, whose orthodox believ-
ers will then shed blood for a copula.

¢ The scientific superiority of liberal theology is indeed incontestable,
but its theological position is weak, for its moralism and humanism lack
insight into the daemonic character of human existence. The conserva-
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tive tradition . . . has a profounder, more significant relation to culture
than has progressive bourgeois ideology.

¢ We dealt with the matter of our present mode of existence; and
Deutschlin protested that it was poor taste for youth to explain youth: a
form of life that discusses and examines itself thereby dissolves as form,
and only direct and unconscious being has true existence.

¢ German deeds were always done out of a certain mighty immatu-
rity, and not for nothing are we the people of the Reformation. That too
was a work of immaturity. Mature, that was the Florentine citizen of the
Renaissance, who before he went to church said to his wife: “Well, let us
now make our bow to popular error!” But Luther was unripe enough,
enough of the people, of the German people, to bring in the new, the pu-
rified faith. Where would the world be if maturity were the last word? We
shall in our unripeness vouchsafe it still some renewal, some revolution.

¢ To be young means to be original, to have remained nearer to the
sources of life; it means to be able to stand up and shake off the fetters
of an outlived civilization, to dare—where others lack the courage—to
plunge again into the elemental. Youthful courage, that is the spirit of
dying and becoming, the knowledge of death and rebirth.

¢ . .. an intellectual achievement which deserves the name of he-
roic, something just barely possible, behaving like arrogant travesty.
... a tense, sustained, neck-breaking game played by art at the edge of
impossibility.

¢ Admiration and sadness, admiration and doubt, is that not almost
the definition of love?

¢ He lived as a roué of the potentialities. Actuality robs from the
potential.

€ The artist is the brother of the criminal and the madman.

¢ Who knows today, who even knew in classical times, what inspi-
ration is, what genuine, old, primeval enthusiasm, insickled critique,
unparalyzed by thought or by the mortal domination of reason—who
knows the divine raptus?

¢ Technique in all its aspects demands of him every moment that he
do justice to it, and give the only right answer which it at any moment
permits. It comes down to this, that his compositions are nothing more
than solutions of that kind, nothing but the solving of technical puzzles.
Art becomes critique.
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¢ What uplifts you, what increases your feeling of power and might
and domination, that is the truth—and whether ten times a lie when
looked at from the moral angle. And I mean too that creative, ge-
nius-giving disease, disease that rides on high horse over all hindrances,
and springs with drunken daring from peak to peak, is a thousand times
dearer to life than plodding healthiness.

¢ Believe me, barbarism even has more grasp of theology than has a
culture fallen away from cult, which even in the religious has seen only
culture, only the human, never excess, paradox, the mystic passion, the
utterly unbourgeois ideal.

¢ . .. what Plato had said of comedy and tragedy: how they grow
on the same tree and a change of lighting suffices to make one into the
other.

¢ Very strongly felt and objectively confirmed was the enormous loss
of value which the individual had sustained, the ruthlessness which
made life today stride away over the single person and precipitate it-
self as a general indifference to the sufferings and destruction of human
beings.

¢ By the bourgeois tradition I mean the values of culture, enlighten-
ment, humanity, in short of such dreams as the uplifting of the people
through scientific civilization.

9 de Tocqueville: out of revolution . . . two streams issued, the one
leading men to free arrangements, the other to absolute power. [But]
the very concept of free arrangements was self-contradictory: freedom
by the act of assertion being driven to limit the freedom of its antagonist
and thus to stultify itself and its own principles.

¢ Precisely because from the very first medieval man had received a
closed intellectual frame from the Church as something absolute and
taken for granted, he had been far more imaginative than the burgher of
the individualistic age; he had been able to surrender himself far more
freely and sure-footedly to his personal fancy.

¢ ...astate of mind, which, no longer interested in the psychological,
pressed for the objective, for a language that expressed the absolute, the
binding and compulsory, and in consequence by choice laid on itself the
pious fetters of pre-classically strict form.

€ ... how near aestheticism and barbarism are to each other: aesthet-
icism as the herald of barbarism.
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¢ ... aman who knew the best, the highest and austerest; but for him
music was music—if it just was music. He objected to Goethe’s saying
that art is concerned with the good and difficult; he held that “light”
music is difficult too, if it is good.

¢ It was impossible for him to think about things he had already done
while in a state