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HISTORICAL SKETCH 

The Egyptians, "a club for the discussion of scientific, religious, 

economic and other topics pertaining to the welfare, culture and 

happiness of the people," was organized at a meeting of fifteen 

men held in the home of the late A. S. Caldwell on June 21, 1913. 

These men had been meeting as an unorganized group since 1911. 

The fifteen founders were: Charles N. Burch, A. S. Caldwell, J. 

B. Cannon, Elias Gates, Charles J. Haase, E. M. Markham, C. P. J. 

Mooney, Sanford Morison, J. Craik Morris, A. B. Pittman, J. W. 

,Rowlett, A. Y. Scott, Bolton Smith, B. F. Turner and J. C. Wilson. 

Before the organization was completed, fifteen others were en

rolled as charter members, namely: Albert W. Biggs, E. C. Ellett, 

W. H. Fineshriber, J. R. Flippin, Thomas F. Gailor, Marcus 

Haase, Herman Katz, James P. Kranz, Walter Malone, R. B. 

Maury, H. Dent Minor, A. E. Morgan, Israel Peres, Alfred H. 

Stone and Luke E. Wright. 

The name chosen for the organization was proposed by W. H. 

Fineshriber. The fact that ancient Memphis was in Egypt sug

gested the name. The by-laws stated that the membership should 

"consist of not more than thirty-three men of recognized standing, 

ability and influence in Memphis and Shelby County, Tennessee." 

It was further stated that members were to present their con

tributions in the form of papers and that all papers were to be 

issued in printed form. This clause has resulted in the largest and 

most significant literary production of a general nature ever made 

by any group of Memphians. 

From the beginning, The Egyptians were guarded against in

ternal friction by a constitutional provision that "no resolution 

shall ever be passed committing the club as a body to any proposi

tion." The club is unique in the unwritten law that its name is 

not to appear in the press in any connection. 
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CONSTITUTION AND BY-LAWS 

As Amended to May 31, 1960 

ARTICLE I.-Objects. 

Section 1. The subscribers hereto associate themselves for the 
purpose of discussing, at stated times and in a social way, such 
topics as pertain to the welfare, culture and happiness of the people, 
particularly of our own locality, state or nation. No resoluti~r: shall 
ever be passed committing the club as a body to any propositiOn. 

lARTICLE H.-Name and Membership. 

Section l. This organization shall be known as THE EGYPTIANS, 
and shall consist of not more than thirty-three regular contributing 
members, who shall be citizens or residents of Shelby County, 
Tennessee, of recognized standing, ability and influence in the 
community, with other associates as provided in Section 2. 

Section 2. Honorary membership may be tendered only to 
non-resident persons distinguished in the walks of education, litera
ture, science or art; and such associates having no votes, shall be 
exempt from payment of all dues and assessments. 

Section 3. Any member may nominate an individual for mem
bership, submitting a brief statement of the candidate's qualifica
tions to the officers of the club. If by majority vote of the officers, 
the candidate is acceptable, the officers shall circularize these qualifi
cations to the members of the club at least one week prior to the 
following meeting. A secret ballot shall be cast by mail, with the 
minimum number of affirmative votes for election equalling at least 
two-thirds of the total membership, and if not more than two ad
verse votes be cast by the members, it shall be the duty of the secre
tary to invite such person to become a member. 

ARTICLE III-Officers. 

Section l. The Officers of the club shall be a President, Vice
President and Secretary-Treasurer, each to be chosen by ballot at 
the last meeting in May, to serve one year, or until a successor shall 
be elected. 

Section 2. As a compensation for his services, the Secretary
Treasurer shall be exempt from the payment of all dues, charges 
and assessments. 
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ARTICLE IV.-Meetings. 

Section I. Regular meetings of the club shall be held at 6:30 
p.m., the third Thursday in each month, between October 1st, and 
June 1st, beginning the third Thursday in October, except as pro
vided in Section 2. 

Section 2. The club may, at any session, charge the date of a 
succeeding meeting, or the President, with reason therefor, may 
change the date of the next meeting or call a special meeting as 
may be required. 

Section 3. In the event of change or call for special meeting, as 
provided in Section 2, the President shall direct the Secretary to 
notify members thereof. 

Section 4. Any member who shall fail to attend at least three 
meetings during a season without excuse shall be conclusively 
presumed to have resigned and such implied resignation shall be
come effective without action of the club. He shall, however, be 
sent the publications of the club for the full period for which he 
has paid dues. 

Section 5. The time consumed by any paper shall not exceed 
thirty minutes and in the discussion which follows, no member 
shall speak more than once and not exceeding ten minutes, until all 
other members present shall have had the opportunity of speaking. 

ARTICLE V.-Dues and Assessments. 

Section 1. The annual dues shall be nine dollars and ninety 
cents, payable in advance, provided that a member admitted after 
February 1st shall be required to pay only one half the annual dues 
for the balance of the year 

Section 2. A special assessment, if necessity arises, may be levied 
at any regular meeting by an affirmative vote of a majority of all 
the members of the club. 

Section 3. Failure to' pay dues or assessments within sixty days 
of notice shall be considered as forfeit of membership. 

ARTICLE VI.-Quorum. 

Section I. Eight members shall constitute a quorum for the 
transaction of business. 
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ARTICLE VII.-Amendments. 

Section I. This Constitution and By-Laws may be amended at 
any regular meeting, provided the proposed change has been an
nounced at the previous meeting and is adopted by an affirmative 
vote of a majority of those present; and provided, that not less than 
eight affirmative votes shall be necessary. 

Section 2. Article II may be altered or amended only at the 
annual meeting (last meeting in May), previous notice of proposed 
change having been given. 

ARTICLE VIII.-Papers. 

Section I. Any member of the club who shall fail to present a 
paper or deliver an address on the date assigned him, without an 
excuse that shall be satisfactory to the Officers, shall thereupon 
forfeit his membership. The Secretary shall give each member, to 
whom a paper or address is assigned, at least three months notice 
of the date assigned to such member. The subject of any paper or 
address shall be selected by the writer with the advice of the Of
ficers and the Secretary shall announce topics for discussion not 
less than two months in advance. 

Addendum. 

On January 10, 1922, the following rule was, on motion, unani
mously adopted and recorded: That out of town guests brought by 
members of the club be welcome; That members introducing guests 
who are residents of Memphis, be charged $2.25 (or such an amount 
as shall be determined from year to year) per meeting for each 
guest. 
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THE GUNS OF STATIA 
Lucms E. BuRcH, JR. 

Read Before "THE EGYPTIANs," October 20, 1966 

Frustration and disappointment are the usual lot of those 
who hunt for sunken wrecks. The reports on which one acts 
are composed of the flimsy stuff of hearsay and rumor. Con
ditions of wind and weather frequently make it impossible to 
reach or work above a reputed wreck site. Even the first-hand 
eye witness reports of lobster gatherers of the location of ballast 
stones of an old galleon complete with iron chests and brass 
culverins may develop to be the ribs of a shrimper enclosing 
the rusting block of a diesel engine. I know all of these dis
appointments and many more. Those who persist and live in 
hope occasionally have runs of luck that repay the wasted work 
and effort, and I recall 1961 as a year of unusual good fortune . 

It all started when my friend Win Brady and I went into 
a diver's supply store in Pensacola to make some small pur
chase. The man behind the counter, Ray Manuel, is one of 
the country's best free divers - one who dives without tanks 
or external air supply - and who, in the preceding year, had 
been a member of a spearfishing team at an international 
competition held off the Dutch island of St. Maarten. He told 
us that he was having poor luck finding fish and that his boa.t
man, a native named "Honey ·Boy" Williams, had suggested 
that they try a certain offshore reef. There he found fish in 
plenty and while diving for them saw alongside the reef .in 
about 80 feet of water the guns of a wreck. Such depths , are 
beyond the working limits of most free divers and there was 
little that he could do except to note. the presence of the guns 
~nd an anchor. Upon leaving the site he made a rough sketch 
of the location with approximate bearings and distance to 
prominent objects on the shore. Win and I were looking for 
.an excuse to go somewhere and , this supplied it. New Year's 
D,ay found us in St. Ma<).!:ten with divi,ng gear and more hope 
than confidence. We located "Honey Boy" Williams, w;ho 
knew the site, and on the second day of our search we fo~nd 
the wreck exactly as "desdibed by M~nuel. The guns were 
very large and embedded in coral and, though we used a good 
deal of dyn'amite and obt~lin~d a large ·sloop · to•:help us raise 
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them, we were unable to bring them to the surface. We did 
recover a number of artifacts, one of which was a copper 
barrel hoop which bore the mark of the "broad arrow," which 
to this day is the device with which all property of the British 
crown is marked. Subsequent research in the Admiralty offices 
in London revealed that the wreck was that of the British 
frigate Proselyte, which was originally the Dutch frigate 
Jason, which had mutinied, was interned, and appropriated by 
the British. She struck and sunk in 180 I. I was able to obtain 
a transcript of the court martial and presented it to the 
museum at St. Maarten. But, this account is not about the 
Proselyte. 

While diving on the wreck we stayed at a small hotel 
owned by Captain Hodge. He is quite a famous man in the 
islands, having been the skipper of the Blue Peter, which in 
earlier times provided the only regular service between St. 
Maarten, St. Eustatius, and Saba. "If you are interested in 
cannon," said Captain Hodge, "you should go to St. Eustatius. 
There are a lot of cannon there and they should interest you 
because they fired the first salute to the American flag." I 
received this story with more than the usual doubt because I 
had always heard that the American flag was first saluted at 
Quiberon Bay when flown by the Ranger under the com
mand of Captain John Paul Jones. "How deep are the can
non," I inquired. "Not deep at all. You can stand on them 
at low tide." It didn't sound either interesting or credible, but 
that night we read a guidebook published for the Netherlands 
Antilles and there it was plainly stated that the flag of the 
United States had been first saluted at St. Eustatius on the 
16th of November, 1776. This long antedated the salute to 
the Ranger which occurred February 14, 1778. We decided to 
go to St. Eustatius and flew down the next morning, landing 
on the short grass strip about the center of the island. The 
cannon were exactly where described by Captain Hodge and 
the water was indeed so shallow that I took photographs of 
Brady standing on them in the surf. In a small and obviously 
recently restored fort above the roadstead, there was a bronze 
plaque reading: 

In Commemoration 
of the 

Salute to the Flag of the United States 
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Fired in this Fort on 16 November 1776 
by order of 

Johannes de Graaff 
Governor of St. Eustatius 

In reply to a national gun-salute 
Fired by the 

United States brig-of-war, Andrew Doria 
Under Captain Isaiah Robinson 

of the Continental Navy 

Here the sovereignty of the 
United States of America 

was first formally acknowledged to a 
National Vessel by a foreign official 

Presented by Franklin Delano Roosevelt 
President of the United States of America 

Were these guns being scoured away in the surf-the 
identical guns that first acknowledged the sovereignty of our 
nation? If they were it seemed scandalous that they should 
not be retrieved and suitably enshrined as a memorial of the 
recognition by the world of our nationhood. The answering 
of that question and the recovery of the guns was an interest
ing task extending over several years. 

The occasion of the salute of the Doria is memorialized 
in many contemporary historical letters and accounts. Per
haps the best and most complete and certainly the most 
readable history of the event is found in an article, "Eleven 
Guns for the Grand Union," by Colonel .Phillips Melville, 
which appeared in American Heritage, October 1958. Colonel 
Melville is a retired Air Force colonel and after his retirement 
has established a reputation as a marine artist and author. He 
is a willing correspondent and was to help me in many ways 
and I regret that our later disputes were marred by some 
upleasantness originating in occurrences for which neither was 
responsible. 

The island of St. Eustatius, often called Statia, lies about 
200 miles southeast of !Puerto Rico. It is quite small, about 
9 square miles in area, and of volcanic origin. It has no harbor 
but, since the southern shore is sheltered from the prevailing 
easterly winds, it provides a good anchorage under most condi-
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tions of weather. Before the Revolutionary War, Statia had a 
small population, only a few thousand people, most of whom 
were engaged in agriculture. It was a free port and when the 
British began to blockade the North American coast and 
when France entered the war, making ports in British and 
French possessions liable to attack, Statia experienced an 
economic explosion. It is said that by 1780 the population 
exceeded 30,000 persons and the island became a major source 
from which the gun powder and ammunition and other mili
tary supplies were obtained by the colonies. The Andrew 
Doria was a brigantine and is believed by Colonel Melville to 
have been named for Andrea Doria, the Genoese navigator. 
Her first commander had been Captain Nicholas Biddle. In 
October 1776 she was being refitted in Gloucester, New Jersey 
under the command of Captain Isaiah Robinson awaiting 
orders from the Marine Committee of Congress. On the 
23rd of that month she sailed under sea led orders. When at sea 
Captain Robinson opened his orders and learned that he was 
to proceed to St. Eustatius and take aboard military supplies 
and to deliver a copy of the Declaration of Independence to 
Johan nes de Graaff, governor of the island. He made good 
time on the voyage and on November 16th came to anchor 
directly before Fort Oranje and displayed the "grand union" 
ensign. This was the firs t flag of the colonies and bore 
thirteen stripes and the crosses to St. Andrew and St. George. 
Immediately upon coming to anchor the Doria fired a thirteen 
gun national salute. This presented a difficult problem to the 
Dutch authorities and one that was to prove ruinous. To 
return the salute would signify official recognition of the 
sovereignty of the colonies and recognition of their inde
pendence. The commander of the fort sought out Governor 
de Graaff to obtain instructions. "Fire a return salute with 
two guns less than for a national salute." This was done and 
eleven "honor shots" boomed out over the anchorage. As 
was to be expected the salute outraged the British. Christer 
Greathead, president of the nearby British possessions of St. 
Christopher and Nevis, immediately protested: 

"So, that an armed vessel called the Andrew Doria, 
commanded by a Captain Robinson, belonging to and in 
the service of the before-mentioned rebels, dropped anchor 
in the roads of St. Eustatius, and with hoisted flag, known 
to be that of the rebels called Continen tal Congress, did, 
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about the middle of November last, salute with thirteen 
shots the fortress of her high and mighty the Dutch 
government, called the Orange fort; and that this salute 
was afterward answered by that fort with the same 
solemnity due to the flags of independent sovereign 
states; and to that ship it was then permitted to take 
a?~ard a cargo of gunpowder, other ammunition; and pro
VISIOns, at St. Eustatius, for the use of the American 
army." 

The British were not assuaged by the gentle remonstrance 
made to the complaint and were doubtlessly looking for an 
excuse to seize this valuable entrepot. Admiral Sir George Rod
ney's squadron was sent against Statia. The town was taken 
and sacked, the warehouses burned, very rich booty was car
ried away, and it is said that Rodney himself profited to the 
extent of several hundred thousand pounds. A Dutch convoy 
had left shortly before the arrival of the British squadron. The 
Dutch Admiral Krull, with only a 60-gun ship, gallantly 
engaged Monarch, Panther, and Sybil m a hopeless fight. 
Rodney reported: 

"I have the pleasure to inform you that the Dutch 
convoy which sailed to St. Eustatius before my arrival 
have been intercepted. I am sorry to acquaint their lord
ships that the Dutch admiral was killed in action." 

Such was the price that the Dutch island of Statia made for 
honors and aid bestowed upon the struggling' colonies. 

So much for the salute. Let us now return to the identi
fication and recovery of the guns. 

While Brady and I were at Statia, we discussed the guns 
casually with residents and the guns were always referred to 
as those firing the salute. I assumed from what I had then 
learned of the history of the matter that when Rodney took 
the town the fort was dismantled and the guns were thrown 
down the cliff. No careful investigation was then made as 
to the further identification of the guns, as I had no plans 
for their recovery. However, the circumstances related to the 
guns remained of active interest and I mentioned the subject 
to various people from time to time, one of whom was Mr. 
E. Thayne Muller who, in company with Mr. William V. 
Davidson, returned to St. Eustatius some months later and 
inspected the guns. The then representative of the Dutch 
government at St. Eustatius told M r. M uller there would be 
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no objection to removing the guns and that he would be 
provided with a "certificate of authenticity." The matter lay 
dormant until the spring of 1965 when I had a conversation 
with Mr. R. E. Galloway. Mr. Galloway was a prominent 
citizen of Memphis and had served his country and the City 
in many ways. Mr. Galloway was a man of means and ex
pressed a willingness to finance the expenses incident to the 
recovery of the guns. Consequently, I again wrote the officials 
at St. Eustatius to verify that we would be allowed to remove 
the guns. A new Administrator had come to St. Eusta tius and 
he replied to my inquiry: 

"Referring to your letter of June 11, 1965, I wish to 
inform you that we already have plans for the guns. 

'The Dutch Navy will have the job of retrieving and 
placing them in a part of the old fort." 

In October 1965 I received another letter from the Ad
ministrator, Mr. Rosema, promising his cooperation if we 
should wish to return, and stating: 

"Referring to your letter about the old sunken guns 
in Gallows Bay, St. Eustatius, I regret to inform you of 
the following: 

"After some exploration by myself of the guns, I do 
not believe it is worthwhile to attempt to retrieve them 
due to the fact that all are in such a deteriorated state." 

Unfortunately, Mr. Robert Galloway had died but I had 
become so intrigued by the project that I decided to carry it 
forward myself. Consequently, right after Christmas of 1965 
we cleared from Puerto Rico for Statia aboard my boat, the 
Merry Ark, with a very able crew aboard. Captain George 
Grider, one of our most decorated submarine commanders in 
the late war and now a member of the Congress of the United 
States, was our navigator. E. Thayne Muller of Arkansas, also 
a holder of the Navy Cross, was aboard as an ordinary sea
man. M/Sgt. Richard Rosen, stationed with the Air Force in 
Puerto Rico, was our engineer and his wife Toni was in 
charge of the gallery while at sea and the ship's diplomatic 
representative when in port, which latter function she admir
ably performed always uniformed in a very brief and rhine
stone bespangled bikini. We reached St. Eustatius the second 
morning out of San Juan and after paying our respects to the 
Administrator, Mr. Rosema, and his charming family, we were 
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met by Mr. William V. Davidson, a professional geographer 
and professor at Memphis State University, who had come 
by commercial aircraft. Merry Ark is an old boat, nearly 40 
years old, but built out of heavy materials. She has an anchor 
winch working 1-1 /2" chain and draws only 3 feet at the bow. 
We laid out an anchor astern and ran into the beach as close 
as possible. Though we had little difficulty getting the chain 
fast to the guns, we were unable to budge them. There was a 
heavy surf running and all hands were exhausted after several 
hours of hard work with crowbars and picks, but the guns 
remained unmoved. We found on the island a 5 ton chain 
hoist and a good supply of half-inch galvanized cable. The 
next day we secured the cable to one of the guns, chain hoist 
to a manchineel tree, and soon were snapping cables like banjo 
strings without effecting even the slightest movement of the 
guns. We were a very disappointed lot as we sailed from 
Statia without having made any progress whatever. However, 
we put in to Saba and went ashore New Year's Eve and I'm 
quite certain none of us will ever forget the New Year's Eve 
party we attended high up in the crater of the extinct volcano, 
which is the center of the island. 

Despite the pleasure of the cruise and the great hospitality 
with which we had been received both at Statia and Saba, 
it was with keen disappointment that we had to return to our 
several walks of life-but not for long. Mr. Muller and I set 
aside a weekend in the early part of February and made care
ful preparations obtaining star drills, dynamite, detonators, C4 
explosive and appropriate fuses, and returned to Statia in Mr. 
Muller's airplane. We went down to the beach immediately 
and couldn't locate a single gun! A heavy sea was running and 
the whole area had been covered with fresh sand. Sorrow
fully, we made our plans to return home at daybreak the next 
morning. Before leaving we went once more to the beach. 
The sea had moderated and we were able to locate one gun. 
We rushed to the local jail where our explosives had been 
placed for safekeeping and set to work with the excellent help 
of Josefa of the Statia police force. Our fear was of breaking 
up the old guns in blasting but a single stick of 60% dynamite 
was sufficient to break loose the first gun without damage. In 
short order we had it out of the surf and on the beach with 
the aid of the chain hoist. 
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The weather continued to moderate and in a few hours 
two more guns were visible. By use of small amounts of shaped 
charges of C4 we were able to break loose enough of the coral 
encrustation to dislodge these guns without damage. 

Colonel Melville now re-entered the matter. He had been 
to Statia in 1961 and after passing a mine detector over the 
ground below the fort, concluded that the guns were covered 
by a landslide. He properly brought in question the sufficiency 
of the identification of the guns and this resulted in work and 
research that otherwise would never have been done and in 
the interviewing of people who have knowledge of essential 
details and who will soon pass on. 

In 1911 Frederic Fenger, alone in a small sailing canoe, 
made a cruise through the islands. He published a most inter
esting book about his adven tures, Alone in the Caribbean, in 
which he states: 

"The Doctor was another sort. A welshman by birth, an 
American by education, and a sailor by nature, I found 
that he had travelled widely and we were soon so deep 
in conversation that the pompous little governor, who 
knew no English, was forgotten for the moment. The 
harbour-master and the horse trade, slipped away un
noticed. Another horse galloped in, the hobby of the 
Doctor. 

" 'Did you know that the original cannon used 
in the first salute to your flag are still lying in the 
sand where they have been thrown down from the 
ramparts of the fort?' 
"I feigned ignorance, thus removing a dam which 

might have held back some of those interesting bits which 
so often drift out on the stream of a story, unimportant 
perhaps in itself. Next to the art of sitting on a log, the 
ability to listen well is one of the crafts of life in the 
open." 

"But we'll listen to the Doctor. Our favourite walk 
was to Gallows Bay, where there was a clean sand beach. 
We walked in a past that one could almost touch. As we 
took up the Bay Path, that first morning, just below the 
fort where a sweet smelling grove of manchioneel trees, 
tempting as the mangosteen of the Malays and caustic 
as molten lead, made dusk of the morning light, the 
Doctor touched my arm. There in a shallow pit, two yards 
from our path, lay seven rusty cannon, half buried in the 
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sand. He did not have to tell me that these were the last 
of the old battery of eleven which had belched forth their 
welcome to the Andrea Doria. Some time after the salute, 
the guns were condemned and piled up near the present 
Government Post-Office in the fort where they remained 
till the late seventies. At that time an American schooner, 
cruising about for scrap iron, came to Statia to buy old 
cannon. The trunnions were knocked off so that they 
would roll the easier and they were thro,vn over the edge 
of the cliff. 

"Iron cannon, as a rule, bore the date of their casting 
on the ends of their trunnio;1s whereas the bronze guns 
were dated near the breech. These bore no date, but they 
must have been old at rhe time of the salute. The 
schooner took four of them, but did not return for the 
rest. So these seven have remained as unmarked and 
unnoticed as the silent grave of Krull on the plateau 
hove." 

To complete the identification it is necessary to establish 
the guns which were recovered were the same guns mentioned 
in Fenger's narrative. As early as 1917 Mr. Dean Palmer of 
Saranac Lake, New York was interested in recovering the guns 
and tried to interest President Theodore Roosevelt in the 
proposal. Roosevelt replied that he was much more interested 
in "the spirit of 1917 than of 1776" and the matter lapsed. 

Again in 1920 in an editorial of November 16th the New 
Yord Herald gave an excellent history of the salute and went 
on to state: 

"The event is worth recalling. St. Eustatius has had 
its day and may yet be ours by purchase. Recent Amer
ican travelers in the Caribbean Sea tell us that the same 
cannon at Fort Oranje-or rather where its crumbling 
and vine grown bastions once rose in glory-still lie half 
buried in the sand. Why should they not be recovered? 
Or, when we buy the little island, why not restore the 
old metal to honor?" 

Colonel Melville's questioning of the identification of 
these particular guns as those seen by Fenger in 1911 and 
mentioned by the New York Herald in 1920 arises from this 
circumstance. In the Fenger account above-quoted, the guns 
are described as being visible from the Gallows Bay path 
where, as he says, 

" . . . just below the fort where a sweet smelling grove 
of manchioneel trees, . . " 

9 



Colonel Melville evidently accepted the words "just below" 
in a strictly literal sense, although there is no grove of man
chineel trees "just below the fort." The guns were found 1500 
feet from the fort and Colonel Melville is quite firm that 1500 
feet is not synonymous with "just below" and if this were all 
there is to the matter, it would be very hard to prove Colonel 
Melville wrong. 

Fortunately, there are a great many other circumstances 
that do not depend upon opinion and both individually and 
cumulatively they establish beyond any reasonable doubt that 
the guns which we recovered are the identical guns seen by 
Fenger. I have in my possession the original file of corre
spondence between Fenger and Dean Palmer who wished to 
retrieve the guns in 1917. Among the interestina items in the 
file is Mr. Fenger's original account of his visit 
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to the island 
written on his own typewriter and bearing his own hand~ 
written editing. This account does not include the phrase 
"just below." That account states: 

"We were picking .our way back to the Bay Path 
through the sweet smellmg grove of manchioneel trees
tempting as the mangosteen of the Malays, but woe to 
the man who eats-when the Doctor touched my arm. 
There in a shallow pit, a few yards from the path, lay 
seven rusty cannon, half buried in the sand. The Doctor 
did not have to tell me that these were the last of that 
old battery which had belched forth its welcome to the 
Andrea Dori~. There were no dates to tell of their age 
for the trunmons had been knocked off-which calls for 
the last chapter of their interesting story. 

"Some time after the salute to the Andrea Doria the 
guns were condemned and piled up in the quadr~nale 
near the present government post office. In the late s~v
enties an American schooner came to the island in order 
to buy up all the old iron guns she could obtain. The 
trunnions were knocked off to make the guns roll easier 
and they were thrown over the edge of the cliff to the 
sands below. The schooner sailed away with a cargo leav
these. seven for which she never returned. And so they 
remamed as unmarked and unnoticed as the silent grave 
of Krull on the plateau above." 

Also, in the same file there is a letter from Mrs. Griffith, 
the wife of a doctor from whom Fenger obtained his original 
information, in which she says that the guns are still "on the 
bay." This is a small cove known locally as Gallows Bay 
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referred to in both versions of the Fenger account and is in 
fact where the guns were found. We do not have to burn 
incense, therefore, to the phrase "just below" but, fortunately, 
the identity of the guns does not depend upon attacking 
Colonel Melville's argument but rather upon positive physical 
evidence and upon the affidavits of people in position to know 
the facts and still living. These facts and circumstances are 

as follows: 

The guns lay before a grove of manchineel trees exactly 
as stated by Fenger. Of possible interest to future historians, 
it should be noted that this grove of trees was in process of 
being removed by a bulldozer on our last trip to Statia. 

The trunnions, which are the cast protrusions from the 
gun tube which connect the gun with its carriage, have been 
knocked off exactly as related to Fenger by Doctor Griffith. 

To remove all possible doubt, after Colonel Melville raised 
the question and after the guns had been removed, I requested 
the Administrator to procure affidavits from old residents on 
the island, all of whom would have been old enough to re
member Fenger's visit and to be personally familiar with the 
location of the guns and the terrain during the intervening 
years to the present. The Administrator, Mr. Rosema, duly 
complied and forwarded me affidavits from: 

Thomas McPands 71 years of age 
H.H. Pandt 84 years of age 
Alexander Roosberg 76 years of age 
James Rhoda 77 years of age 
L. Johnson 72 years of age 

which state: 

"The undersigned's recollection of the existence of 
a number of iron guns in the beach at Gallows Bay goes 
back for more than _____ years. These guns, three of which 
were removed in February 1966 by Messrs. Muller and 
Burch, have been at the same location during the entire 
period of my recollection. There have been no other guns 
in the beach at any other locations between Gallows Bay 
and the landing at Oranjestad during this time." 
The important part of the affidavit is the concluding 

sentence: 

"There have been no other guns in the beach at any 
other location between Gallows Bay and the landing at 
Oranjestad during this time." 
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Neither Colonel Melville nor anyone else has ever 
questioned that the guns seen by Fenger in 1911 were the 
guns which fired the salute and that the guns removed were 
those mentioned by Fenger seems to be beyond the reach of 
fair argument. 

After recovery of the guns we returned one with us to 
Memphis. Two were taken by sailing sloop to St. Maarten and 
were subsequently picked up by United State Navy aircraft 
and later transported to Washington. One has been oiven to 
the City of Memphis, one to the Smithsonian Institution, and 
one to the Naval Museum at Washington Navy Yard. It is 
hoped that each recipient will comply appropriately with the 
suggestion of the New York Herald to "restore the old metal 
to honor." 

NOTE CONCERNING PRESERVATION 
OF CUN BY BUCKMAN LABORATORY 

The smaller of the three cannons recovered from the 
sea shore on the island of St. Eustatius by Lucius E. Burch, 
Jr., and party was restored by a chemical passivating process 
that was recommended by Mendel Peterson, Smithsonian 
Institution, Department of Armed Forces History, Washing
ton, D.C. 

The cannon, like any iron object that has been in contact 
with salt water for a considerable period of time, was composed 
of iron oxide and iron salts, e.g., iron chlorides. The first 
step in the passivating process consisted of convertino the iron 
salts to iron oxide by soaking the cannon in a batl1 of 12.5 
percent sodium hydroxide, as indicated in equation l. Com-

1. 2FeCl3 + 6NaOH 
iron (III) 

chloride 

Fe203 + 6NaCl + 3H20 
iron 
oxide 

pletion of the first or neutralizing step requires a soaking 
period of at least four to six weeks. During the soaking period, 
which extended from February 16, 1966, to May 3, 1966, 
evolution of a gas was noted from the barrel of the cannon 
and a green growth was attached to the cannon. Samples 
of these substances were sent to Mr. Peterson who found 
that the gas was air and the growth was a form of iron bacteria. 
The presence of air in the cannon is not surprising, but 
growth of bacteria under these extremely alkaline conditions 
was unexpected. The bacteria were not vigorous in their 
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growth and were allowed to remain unmolested throughout 

this phase of the preservation. 

On May 3, 1966, the cannon was removed from the 
sodium hydroxide bath, washed with water, and wrapped in 
mossy zinc. The zinc was held in intimate contact with the 
cannon by packing the zinc in the space between the cannon 
and a cage fabricated from hardware cloth. The dimensions of 
this cage and the cannon resulted in an approximtely two-inch 
layer of mossy zinc covering the cannon. About one hu~dr~d 
and fifty pounds of zinc were required. The cannon with Its 
zinc blanket was placed in a 12.5 percent sodium hydroxide 
solution to bring about reduction of the surface of the cannon 
to elemental iron. This reduction occurs indirectly by the 
reaction of the zinc with the sodium hydroxide to form hydro
gen (equation 2) which in turn reacts with the iron oxide to 
produce a surface of reduced iron and water (equation 3). 

2. Zn + 2NaOH =Na2Zn0 2 + H2 

3. 3H2 + Fe20~ = 2Fe + 3H20 

On June 24, 1966, the evolution of gas (hydrogen) from the 
mixture had ceased, indicating completion of this phase. The 
cannon was then placed in a one percent sulfuric acid solution 
to neutralize sodium hydroxide on its surface. The cannon was 
then dried and coated with two layers of spar varnish to help 

prevent further corrosion. 

The writers wish to thank their assistants who facilitated 
the frequent movements of the cannon and Mr. Burch who 
allowed our collaboration in this interesting project. 

Roger W. Miller 

John D. Buchman 
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BLACK, WHITE OR GRAY 
CLARK PoRTEous 

Read Before "THE EcYPTIANs," November 17, 1966 

One man's reaction to the racial situation in the South. 

I was born into the normal pattern of prejudices found 
in the South more than half a century ago. My parents were 
living vvith my mother's parents in New Orleans, and they 
were of French descent. My earliest memories of Negroes 
were the house servants, including my nurse, who spoke a 
kind of a French patois. Being a mere baby and not knowing 
any better, I learned French before English. 

I met my father's father, for whom I was named, at an 
early age. He also lived in New Orleans, and was an official 
of Godchaux sugar plantations. l-Ie had come to New Orleans 
from his native Edinburg, Scotland, in 1858, joined the 
exclusive Fenner's Battery of the \Nashington Artillery. He 
fought in the Civil War for the Confederacy until he became 
a prisoner of war, but never would tell me of his experiences, 
saying it wasn't his war and he should not have been in it. 
Many years later, when the United Daughters of the Con
federacy in Memphis gave me a Confederate Cross, and did 
the research to show my eligibility, I learned of Grandfather 
Porteous' war record, and how he walked home from prison 
and the like. 

But my French grandfather, who owned slaves, did not 
fight in the Civil War. l-Ie hired a substitute. It used to make 
me wonder-why the non- slave owner fought in the war, and 
the grandfather who owned slaves for his rice and sugar 
plantations, did not. My French grandfather, Alfred Plaisance, 
died in Port au Prince, Hayti, where he was American 
consul, in the early 1920's and was buried there. 

My grandmother, wife of the rice planter, told me many 
stories of slaves, of having her personal slave as a girl. I lived 
with my grandmother during much of my youth. She made 
me believe that slavery wasn't so bad, and that many of the 
Negroes were better off under slavery. 
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I moved to Laurel, Miss., when I was a boy of seven . 
It was a saw mill town, a hot bed of the Ku Klux Klan, and 
it still is. There were many Negroes who lived in segregated 
areas called the ·'quarters." It was fun to go with some of my 
white buddies and throw rocks or half bricks to hit on the tin 
roofs with quite a clatter. T his would cause the Negroes to 
come out, screaming curses, and the boys would throw rocks 
back at us. I still have a scar on my forehead from where a 
piece of culvert opened up my head. 

I remember the ice man had a son, Robert Allen, a big, 
tall boy who was a good baseball player, born too soon to have 
made his mark in big league baseball. We used to let Robert 
play "Buffalo Batter" with us when we didn't have enough 
players, and the game would usually end in a violent 
argument, and a pitched rock battle with Robert slowly 
retreating home, al l the white boys throwing rocks at him, but 
from too far away to hit him, as he could throw further and 
keep us at bay. 

There was no question in Laurel, Miss., of racial equality. 
The Negroes were kept in their place. There was a strong 
Klan with a ladies' auxiliary and even the children would 
participate in parades, wearing hoods. I remember watching 
the parades, knowing the Klan hated "Catholics, Jews and 
Niggers" in about that order, shaking in my shoes. But they 
never bothered me. 

Many years later, I read in TrME Magazine of Mrs. 
Elizabeth \Visner Chisholm having a tea for Leontine Price, 
the Negro opera singer and daughter of the Chisholms' maid. 
I can imagine how Laurel society felt, not daring to snub 
Mrs. Chisholm, but having to go to an event honoring a 
Negro. Well, Miss Price and Ralph Boston, the Olympic 
broadjumper, are the two most famous products of Laurel, 
and both are Negroes. 

We had innumerable Negro cooks and maids, some jolly, 
and often they would tell us ghost stories which would keep 
us awake, and other stories. The Negro servants were consid
ered all right, as long as they kept their place. They were 
expected to steal, but I still regret that one stole, for no 
apparent reason, a meerschaum pipe my Grandfather Porteous 
had left, and I would like to have it now. 
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I became a paper boy and had a white route, with only 
one Negro customer, an elderly man who lived in an alley, 
and it was a bit out of my way to deliver him the Laurel 
Daily Leader. But the circulation manager had told us how 
somebody was watching us grown up, an d he said possibly a 
Negro on our route, for the benefit of boys with colored rou tes . 
I thought the old man might be the one watching me, and 
I didn't dme cu t him off. \Veil, he paid his bill better than 
some of my white customers, including the Mayor, who would 
he sitting in his office with his feet on the desk and his hands 
in his pockets, and he would tell me to come back, as he was 
roo lazv to get up and pay me. He would pztv fi nally, after 
several ztttempts on my part to collect. 

Later, I got a Negro rou te one summer, vvhen I returned 
fr(lJTI college, and found the Negroes pnid their 15 cents a 
weel< paper bills better than many whi tes. 

In high school, we had moved to another house, and there 
were two Negro brothers who lived up the alley across the 
street. They were the l\1alone brothers, and one was named 
S<>mnw, 8nd I forget the older brother's first n ame. \ Ve 
hrgan to phv catch, and to t<llk, and cvcre friends. They were 
attending a college with a name I'd never forget--Tougaloo. 
That same college has been in the race news in recent years. 
But the l\1alones were gone most of the year, and our friend
ship did not flourish, as I became busy the way high school 
) oungsters do. 

I beGtme an athlete in high school, and my coach, Buck 
Cameron. kept talking to me about Billv Hays, the Indiana 
UniYersit\' track ccach, who had been his coach at Mississippi 
.\&M, now Mississippi State. Hays was turning out such 
_2reat runners its Ivan Fuqua and others it t Indiitna. I had a 
chance for an athletic scholarship at Indiana, and I hitch-hiked 
to Bloomington to see how it would be. I worked out on the 
track, and there were a number of Negroes there. Thev let us 
run a half-mile race, and I was pushed closelv in the. 880 by 
a egro runner. I won, but realized he could h <tYe and might 
be:1 t me the next time. I wondered what mv friends in Laurel 
would think , me getting beat by a Negro. So I left IU. I went 
to Ole Miss briefly, but there was no Negro problem there 
then. However, Gov. Theodore G. Bilbo had fired many 
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faculty members, including Chancellor Alfred Hume, and 
had even put his barber on the faculty. Ole Miss was expelled 
from the Southern Association of Colleges and Secondary 
Schools, and I moved up the road to Southwestern, where 
I also had an athletic scholarhsip. There was no Negro 
problem at Southwestern, no Negro students in those days. 

While working for Johnny Rollow at Southwestern I 
met some interesting Negroes. We had the job of fillin g ;he 
coal cellars, as Southwestern was using coal to hea t the build
ings then. My job, as the youngest and least experienced mem
ber of the crew, was to get down in the cellar and keep the 
chute clear, and spread the coal around the bin. The "other 
Negroes" would shovel coal from the truck down the chute I 
would come out blacker than my fellow workers and wo~ld 
spi t coal dust for days. I liked Jesse Clark, \i\Tylie and the other 
Negroes I worked with, and they told tall tales of doings in the 
Negro world. They knew how to work better than I did, and 
they taught me plenty. 

As a waiter at Southwestern, I knew Negro faculty wait
ers like Vanderbilt and others, and there was a Negro cook 
friend who saved me chicken livers and made me chicken liver 
omelets on Sunday mornings. Incidentally, I was waiter on 
the wa iters' table, then I would eat with the students and one 
of the waiters I had waited on would wait on me. 

Southwestern did little to dispel the racial prejudice I 
had, though history and other courses made me think. Our 
bull sessions did not deal with race in those days - it had not 
vet become a problem. I used to wonder about keeping Ne
groes in menial jobs, and the Negroes I knew were pleasant 
people, but I'm afraid I didn 't worry too much about the prob
lems of race, and I would go back to Laurel on vacation, and 
there it was the accepted way of life - Negroes were just 
inferior people to Lam·elites, and nobody thought much about 
it. 

We had to give Simon-Benet Intelligence Tests, getting 
1. Q.'s, in a psychology and education course I took at South
western from Dr. W. R. Atkinson. I had to oo to Church Park 
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Auditorium on Beale, and test some Negro women, and I had 
to test some white women on relief at Ellis Auditorium. I 
tested Negro and white women, separately, and plotted the 
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curves of each, according to I.Q.'s. T o my surprise, the curve 
for each race was about the same. There were as many Negro 
women with higher I.Q.'s, and as man y with lower, as among 
the white women. I never forgot that and later found it to 
be true - native intelligence is about the same, regardless of 

race. 

I became a college graduate without ever having talked to 

an educated Negro, except for the Malone boys in Laurel, and 
our talk had been mainly baseball. I never competed against 
Negroes in athletics, except to play with the ice man's son. I 
really didn't know anything about the race question. 

I went to work on The Press-Scimitar the day after I 
was graduated from Southwestern, a cub reporter at $10 a 
week, in 1934 during the depression. There certainly wasn't 
anything on the paper in those days to change my feeling on 
race. Memphis was the murder capital of the world, even 
though it was 25 years after the City Commission form of 
government came in. There were more than 100 homicides a 
year, and most of them were Negro killings, many on Beale 
Street in crap game arguments. As a police reporter, I was 
instructed to ignore the Negro killings, except as statistics, or 
to write a paragraph as a "filler" if there wasn't something 
more pressing to do. 

I covered City Court, and Judge Lewis T. Fitzhugh 
would dismiss or fine a Negro, often using the measurement 
as to which would be the funnier ending to a story about the 
case. We wrote Negro cases as humor, often using dialect. 
There was no "Mr." or "Mrs.", and it was considered libel 
per se to call a white man a Negro. As a young police reporter, 
I was constantly cautioned to be sure so and so was a "nigger" 
before I called him a Negro in the paper. Police treated Ne
groes, even more brutally than they did whites, and some of 
the officers were brutal to both in those days. But Negroes 
really had no civil rights, and confessions were often forced. 
I saw a detective throw his flash light the length of the squad 
room at a N egro who was hand cuffed and seated on the 
floor, for no reason, and if the Negro hadn't moved his head, 
his skull would have been broken. There was a special chair 
in the third-degree room where prisoners, mostly Negroes, 
were wedged by a special back and whipped with a rubber 
hose. 
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Then came the event which I think, more than anything 
else, made me began to think of Negroes as people. We got 
a tip that a Negro had been caught in Collierville, wanted for 
killing a white man at Slayden, Miss. The city editor sent me 
and a photographer to Slayden, telling us there might be a 
lynching. There was. I later wrote a book about it while at 
Harvard, called "South Wind Blows." 

The photographer and I arrived just too late to do any
thing except take pictures and get the story. We were about 
100 yards away, running toward the school house, when the 
Negro was hanged from the back of a Model A Ford in the 
school yard. One of the mob gave him a merciful shot in the 
head when he continued to twitch while hanging from a tree 
limb. We posed as commercial photographers and took names 
an d addresses of members of the mob who ordered pictures. 
\iVe posed them looking at the camera and with backs to the 
camera around the hanged man. This was printed in my 
story, but no law official ever asked me for a name. There was 
never any prosecution of anyone, but the photographer and 
I had plenty of evidence. 

Some more sober persons came to the scene from Slayden, 
and began to wonder who we were. We got away and speeded 
to the state line, but we were chased by armed men all the 
way. I learned later that the Negro had some justification for 
killing the white man. But that made no difference then. 
Things would be quite different now, however. 

I worried and worried about what I had seen. I knew it 
wasn't right. I began quietly to work for a better deal for 
Negroes in the columns of The Press-Scimitar. It wasn't easy 
and I provoked many to anger. It seems funnv now, but it 
wasn't funny to hear that NAACP meant "National Associa
tion for the Advancement of Clark Porteous." 

Tht late Edward J. Meeman, who was editor of The 
Press-Scimitar, was sympathetic. He really wanted to change 
things, but gradually. Anyway, he was busy fighting the 
Crump machine and didn't want to take on too much. But we 
started writing of better things Negroes did, quit writing 
dialect stories on city court cases. I began to get political 
stories from Lt. George \iV. Lee, a Republican leader, a brillian t 
politician and an outstanding author. I wrote of Lee's literary 
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triumphs, reviewed his books. I began to write about the 
annual Blues Bowl Game, and to interview W. C. Handy on 
his annual visits to Memphis. I remember going to a Beale 
Street restaurants to see Handy, and there he was with the 
late Doc Hottum, a white man. They were old friends and 
were eating chicken and rice together, and invited me to 
join them. It looked good and I was hungry, but I told them 
I had eaten, so strong was the habit of prejudice. But it im

pressed me. 

Gradually things began to improve for the Negro. I kept 
trying to get Negroes a better deal in the paper. I went into 
military service in World War II. I remember meeting a 
lonely Negro soldier at Camp Shelby, and talking to him. 
He was a college graduate and quite intelligent. I remember 
how well the Negro illiterates could drill, better than the 
white illiterates I was teaching to drill. At Camp Ritchie, 
Maryland, I vvas serving with Negroes, and soon got over 
the surprise at eating and sleeping in the same barracks, which 
had not been true at Camp Shelby in Mississippi. I remember 
an intelligent Negro soldier, also a college graduate, who had 
not made it in combat military intelligence, and he was being 
shipped out to Camp Lee in Louisiana, and I knew this 
Northern Negro was going to have a tough time in my native 
Louisiana. 

I talked to many Negroes while in service, and began to 
realize they should have a fairer share in the country they were 
fighting for. Immediately after getting out of service, I was 
fortunate enough to win a Nieman Fellowship to Harvard, 
which is a hot spot of liberalism. I remember Editor Meeman, 
who did not particularly want me to take off a year for studies 
at Harvard, telling me he hoped I wouldn't come back a half
baked intellectual. 

At Harvard, there were 12 other Nieman Fellows, and 
most of them were on the liberal side, some rather extreme 
left-wingers. One who was not a left-winger was Fletcher 
Martin, the first Negro Nieman fellow. Martin won his Nie
man from a weekly paper in Louisville. He was a college 
graduate, but was basically a Southern Negro, the kind J had 
known all my life. I was soon calling him "Fletch", and he 
called me "Clark." We played poker together, ate together 
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and became good friends. But I noticed the other Niemans, 
even the left-wingers, treated Martin as though he was some
thing special, and might break. They were overly nice and 
courteous to him. Later, I learned that some of the Niemans, 
and even more some of their wives, at first had resented my 
free and easy camaraderie with Martin, and they thought I 
was mistreating him, and acting like a typical Southerner. 
After a while, they learned-and told me so-that I was right 
and they vvere wrong. Martin wanted to be treated like a 
fellow human, not something special. Of course, I met other 
Negroes at Harvard, and they were all well-educated, and I 
found them to be as intelligent and interesting as white 
students. 

I took a course at Harvard under Allport and Parsons, 
noted authorities on race, called "Group Prejudices and Prob
lems." We studied the Detroit race riot, and I really learned 
that the North also had a racial problem. I had an assign
ment to study the Boston newspapers and see how they 
treated racial stories. Of course, they were fairer than the 
Memphis papers, and generally didn't identify Negroes unless 
there was a reason, such as the description by police of a 
wanted man. But I found this to be bad in some of the papers. 
When Negroes did commendable things, they were not always 
identified as Negroes. True, they weren't always identified as 
Negroes in crime stories, but the racial sword cut both ways. 
There was quite a difference in papers as to how racial stories 
were treated. This was before the days of the riots, and I 
would like to make a study of how some of these same papers 
treated rioting in the South as compared to rioting in the 
North and West. 

After Harvard, the book on the lynching was published 
and I soon learned that such a book wasn't the best way to 
win friends and influence white people in the South. My 
editor was concerned. My mother was dismayed, old friends 
from Laurel were displeased and some have remained so to 
this day. 

Of course, through the years as a reporter, I have met 
many Negroes who were evil, some of them terrible criminals, 
some who wouldn't keep their word, Negro politicians who 
wanted money to "deliver the vote." I'll never forget the Negro 
editor of a small paper in Memphis who took money from rival 
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candidates for office to "endorse" them and printed two cliff _ 
t dit · l h er en e ona pages, eac one endorsing a different slate of 

candidates. He begged not to be exposed and the editor of 
my paper finally felt he had learned a lesson and the story 
was not printed. 

, I got another j ol~ when the Korean conflict came along. 
1 here .was an outfit 111 Korea composed largely of Memphis 
and Mid-South Ne~r~oes, and they got cut up pretty much by 
the Reds. I. vv~s \~ntmg death stories of Negro boys killed in 
Korea. I d1dn t hke the style we used, saying "John Smith, 
Negro, son of Joe and Mary Smith, was killed in combat," etc. 
Couldn't even call his parents Mr. and Mrs., but could and 
did for white casualties. 

I talked to Editor Meeman about this, and he agreed to 
let me try using the terms of respect, "Mr. and Mrs." in the 
Korean stories. To our surprise, there was no storm of pro
test. Soo~ we were using Mr. and Mrs., and even Miss, in 
other stones about Negroes. It was some time before the Com
mercial Appeal joined us. Now I don't like the "Misters" and 
l~ave the~ out of white and Negro stories as much as pos
sible. But It was a big step forward for Negroes. We did not 
capitalize the word "Negro," and I thought we should and 
the Commercial Appeal started doing so before we did. ' 

I covered many stories where Negroes were involved. 
Some were . horrible crime stories, but the same thing holds 
true for whites. I try to be fair to everyone concerned. 

T~en ca~e the story of James Meredith trying to crack 
the racial barner at Ole Miss. I went down before Meredith 
arrived and did stories on the situation. It was easy to see that 
the majority did not want Meredith in Ole Miss, that most 
wa~ted :o keep things as they were. Some just spoke out 
agamst mtegrating the school, but there were others who 
s~ood ready to act. There were some professors, such as Dr. 
Jim Silver, who wanted Meredith admitted without trouble. 
S~ch professors had to take a lot of abuse, particularly Dr. 
Silver. 

It was clear that not enough progress had been made in 
Mississippi to integrate the state university without trouble. 
And plenty of trouble came. Some blamed the Highway Pa
trol for pulling off the campus too soon. Various reasons were 
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given. In my opmwn, the trouble came because the federal 
government forced the university to accept Meredith before 
the people were ready. Some say, however, they never would 

have been ready. 

The first tear gas shell hit 12 feet from me, and my eyes 
streamed tears all evening. Some students aided by outsiders 
acted like hoodlums. Two men were killed, many injured. It 
could have been even worse. Mississippi paid a high price, but 
Meredith was admitted and went through Ole Miss with a 
minimum of trouble-after he got in. 

The faces of mobsters aren't pretty, not when they are 
lynching, not when they are trying to keep a Negro student 
out of a university. But neither are the faces of many Negroes 
pretty when they are demonstrating, when they are hearing a 
rabble-rouser like Dr. Martin Luther King speak. 

Then there was the time I went into a West Memphis 
Funeral Home on a story. There was a "hat rack" in the 
comer. Turned out, it was the mummified body of a Negro, 
and it had stood in the corner for years. After the story vvas 
printed and it was picked up by Life Magazine, the body was 
buried, as it should have been years before. 

I covered stories on housing, of the first federal housing 
area for Negroes, Dixie Homes, and others. Certainly, they 
were segregated. But Negroes had good, inexpensive housing, 
as did whites who could not afford better. Some said the 
Negroes wouldn't take care of their homes, but Memphis 
Housing Authority statistics show the Negroes take better 
care of their homes than do whites. Now the better housing 
areas are supposed to be integrated, but I doubt that integrat
ing public housing areas will make either race happier. 

The "block busting" on Glenview became quite a story, 
and an old friend of many years got a Civil War rifle and pa
trolled the street, not wanting Negroes to move in . But N e
groes did move onto the street, and some whites moved out. 
There was a lot of bitterness, and it brought discord to racial 
harmony. Some white citizens got high prices for their prop
erty, others had to sell later at lower prices. The housing prob
lem we still have with us. Only last week, I got a call from a 
white man, who really believes what he told me, that there 
is an organization in Memphis with a goal of having a Negro 
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buy a home in every white block in the citv. Common sense 
tells me there isn 't enough monev available .for ~ oro t d 

• • . u "' up o o 
this. 

I remember back when Joe Louis was heavyweight box
ing _champion, going down on Beale to report the story after 
Loms won a fight. Cars of whites were rocked back and forth 
and there was much excitement, but in all good humor. I 
wouldn't want to go into some Negro areas today after Cassius 
Clay, the Muslim wins a fight. Then there are the Black Mus
lims. So far, ~hey haven't made much progress in Memphis, 
and the FBI IS aware of their activities. I watched them and 
kept a file, but didn't write much about them. \i\Te did the 
sa~e with t~e KKK. I don't think either such extreme group 
w11l help bnng <'lbout racial peace and understanding. 

The Memphis Cotton-Makers Jubilee, long the Negro 
version of the Cotton Carnival, was the dream of Dr. R. 0. 
Venson, Negro dentist, which came true. Aided by his wi£;, 
Mrs. Ethyl Venson; Prof. Nat D. Williams, Arthur Halle, and 
others, it became one of the most exciting parts of the Carni
vaL The big Frid~y. night Jubilee Parade is still something to 
take out-of-town VISJtors to see, if you are fortunate enough to 
have Handy Park reviewing stand tickets. But don't take 
guests and let them be pushed in the crush of the cro d 
S N 

w .s. 
orne egroes have fought the Jubilee. They wanted the Cot

ton Carnival integrated, and no separate "Uncle Tom" ty e of 
event like the Jubilee. Of course, the Carnival has be~ome 
somewha~ integrated, with Negro bands in parades, and some 
eve~ts, hke the Children's Parade, integrated. I hope the 
Jubilee Parade will continue, as it gives Negroes opportunity 
to express themselves, and the Negro bands are outstanding, 
especially when they perform on Beale Street. Inteorated en
tire!~ into. the big white Carnival, I'm afraid the N~gro com
mumty will lose something fine. 

There were stories about the integration of swimming 
pools, and the city closed the pools rather than integrate them. 
Some l:av~ been re-opened, and the predicted terrible inci
dents didn t come to I h' k . . be ... · pass. t m It IS tter to have integrated 
pools than_ to have closed swimming pools with both white and 
Negro C~Ildren drowning in the Mississippi River and other 
unsupervised swimming places. But that's just one man's 
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opinion, and goes back to my title-"Black, White or Gray." To 
me, there is no black, there is no complete white on the race 
question-but there is a gray-a place between white and black 
where the races may meet without discord. 

I doubt that the President of the Union Planters Bank 
often invites some Negro citizen to lunch, but he probably 
doesn't invite a white working man to lunch, either. I don't 
believe Lt. Lee calls on a Negro garbageman to meet him for 
lunch, and he probably doesn't often invite a white man to 
lunch, either. There are social differences within the white 
and Negro races, and they are likely to continue. So it seems 
unlikely there will be social equality between the races for a 
long time, when neither race has social equality in its own 
ranks. Some whites think it is smart to participate in social 
equality, but I have a feeling most members of both races 
really don't want social equality. 

As to rights, that's another matter. Certainly Negroes 
have the right to vote, the right to use all facilities in which 
they pay a share of the taxes, and they pay taxes one way or 
another, either through high rents for slum places, sales taxes 
on their food, or in other ways. And the more successful they 
become economically, the more taxes they will pay. 

The pendulum swung a long way for me from where I 
started as a boy born in New Orleans and reared in Missis
sippi. It's like the pendulum on my grandfather's clock. I 
swung from one position to the other side, but the pendulum 
returned, and I didn't go all the way back. I rather believe 

I stopped in the center. 

I have seen abuses from both sides, and I would rather 
the races try to live peacefully side by side, and not completely 
together. I would not want to attend a church which bans Ne
groes, but I also feel members of a church have the right to 
keep their church white or Negro, if that's the way they want 
to worship. I don't feel any person should have to invite per
sons into their homes they don't want to have, regardless of 

race. 

And when it comes to bussing students about the city to 
keep up some sort of artificial racial balance in schools, well, 
I think that's pretty bad. I think school integration should be 
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a natural thing, and students should go to schools in their 

areas. 

I felt the same way about the Program of Progress city 
charter amendment. To get a charter out, the mixed commit
tee had to compromise, and the Negroes and Republicans had 
enough members to insist on districts. I don't like the districts. 
I don't think we should have built-in Negro council members, 
GOP members, Democrat or any other kind of Council mem
bers. I think members should be elected to office on merit. But 
we got POP with districts and I hope it works. 

There were stories which helped swing back the pen
dulum for me. I was sent to Brownsville, Tenn., one Saturday 
this year, where there was to be a racial demonstration. I 
stopped at a concrete block house in Fayette County, head
quarters for the racial movement in West Tennessee. A young 
white woman from the North was in the place and a Negro 
who looked as though he had been plowing all day, a big, 
black, dirty fellow, came in. 

The woman greeted him effusively, threvv her arms around 
his neck and hugged him tight. Perhaps it was clone for my 
benefit. It didn't impress me favorably, and I wasn't surprised 
when another Negro man walked past and patted the white 
woman on the fanny. Of course, I think that's vulgar when a 
white man does it to a white woman. I decided to get away 
from this place where integration seemed to have reached a 
high level-or perhaps a better term is a low level. 

At Brownsville, the Negroes marched, in the rain. The 
Mayor, a doctor, stood in front of the Courthouse under an 
umbrella, and listentd patiently and politely to the "demands" 
made by the Negroes. There were plenty of highway pa
trolmen, deputies, city police and FBI members to keep the 
Negroes from being hurt. They kept the white rabble back. 
But even so, after the demonstration, a white man pulled a 
riAe on an FBI agent, and he was arrested, tried and turned 
loose. 

Trouble came to Grenada, Miss., this year, as it does to 
many towns these days. I was working on the City Desk and 
had to assign a reporter and photographer to go to Grenada 
to cover the trouble at a newly integrated school. I felt like 
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Clark Gable in "Command Decision ." I would rather go myself 
than send others. 

Just as I got back from lunch at 12:30 p.m., the phone 
rang and I ansvvered. It was Charles Goodman, the reporter 
I had assigned, telling me that young Jack Cantrell, the pho
tographer I had sent and Jim Reid, another Press-Scimitar pho
tographer working that day for United Press In ternational, 
had been beaten by the mob. It was a big story. I had to write 
it for Goodman. 

Shortly after, I was sent to Grenada with Dr. Martin 
Luther King. I met him at the Airport, but soon lost him, as 
he drove to Grenada. He ran red lights to get on the express
way, and drove faster than I dared in a Continental to beat me 
to Grenada by far. 

I found that every thin g possible was being done in Gre
nada to preserve peace. Officers were all aro und the church, 
packed with Negroes and the press, when Dr. King spoke 
that night. It was a rabble-rousing speech for the man who 
preaches non-violence and who won a Nobel Peace prize. 
Franklv, I don't think he deserved any kind of peace prize. 
After hearing him, I wouldn't have been surprised if the Ne
groes had rioted. But they didn't. 

Instead, they formed to march, in gruops of 20, as di
rected by the court. There were 10 such groups, 200 march
ers in all. They began to march downtown, not going the 
most direct way. It was impressive. It was after 11 at night. 
Not a sound was made by the marchers, as they walked in 
complete silence, stopping for traffic ligh ts. There were moth
ers carrying sleeping babies. They walked on the sidewalks, 
where they were walks, or close to the edge of the street. The 
white houses were dark and ominously quiet. You wondered 
how many rifles and shotguns were trained on the marchers, 
in case an ything h appened. I wondered how the marching 
Negroes felt as they walked along Pear Street and crossed 
"Lynch" Street. That is the name on the luminous sign . 

The marchers were silent until they reached the down
town square, and as they marched around the square, they 
sing their militant songs. But there was no one to hear them 
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expect police officers and the press. Not a white citizen was 
out anywhere in sight. 

Dr. King didn't march, but the next morning, he walked 
with the Negro students to school, well guarded by police. 
Then he went into private meetings, at undisclosed places, and 
the national press, including TV networks, and others waited 
for hours at a Negro church, where King was supposed to re
turn and make a report. But he never returned, he slipped 
away without the courtesy of telling the press. He had received 
plenty of publicity from his visit to Grenada, and did not need 
the press fur ther that day. 

On Nov. 11, the 101st Airborne band from Fort Camp
bell, Ky., was in Memphis for the Veterans D ay Parade. The 
bandsmen were invited to the Press Club, where some played . 
A couple of women, including one veteran reporter from l\1is
sissippi, listened and sat at a table with some white musicians. 
Negro musicians were there, too. The woman reporter told me 
she would ha,·c left had 0t1e of the Negroes sat at her table. 

Certainly everybody should have their own choice about 
whom they socialize with. Certa inly it is possible to have Negro 
friends, and I treasure some of my Negro friends like Fletcher 
Martin, Lt. Lee, Nat Williams, Hollis Price, and others. Cer
tainly the situation is neither black, nor white, but a good solid 
gray. 
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THE NEW LEFT 
}miN F. MoLONEY 

Read before "THE EcYI'TIANS," December 15, 1966 

"Don't trust anyone over thirty." 

"Specifically, yes, the welfare system is rotten but so is the 
whole American system rotten. You can't look anywhere m 
this country and see anything but rottenness." 

"When you talk of black power, you talk of bringing this 
country to its knees. \Vhen you talk of black power, you talk 
of building a movement that will smash everything Western 
ci1·ilization has created." 

"Organize and split this campus wide open." 

"The U .S. can be brought down with a rag and some 
oasoline and a bottle.'' 
D 

"\tVe want the Vietcong to defeat the United States for 
international reasons. If the U.S. is defeated in Southeast Asia. 
this will help break American power elsewhere in the world. 
This would give new impetus to revolutionary social change 
( i.e. wars of liberation ) in such places as Africa and Latin 
America. And if surrounded by revolutionary change, it will 
in turn make it easier to achieve radical change in the United 
States." 

In these several quotations, we have a representative 
sampling of public statements made by leaders or issued by 
organizations representing what has come to be known as 
'The ew Left"-a designation adopted by the participants, 
themselves, rather than bestowed upon them by critics. 

While the actions of the New Left can be readily identi
fied, a precise definition of the movement is more difficult to 
arrive at. In its ranks may be found an odd assortment of 
youth-and some not so young-in college and out, college 
faculty members, beatniks, deviates and both professionals and 
amateurs in the art of revolution. Also active in the movement, 
it should be noted, are a number of well-meaning innocents 
who, having discovered that the world we live in is far from 
perfection, have committed themselves to one or more of the 
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~ew Left "causes", under the impression that change is 
synonymous with progress. The New Left, then, is heterogene
ous and it is difficult to generalize about it. 

There appears to be, howeYer, some distinguishing fea
tures that are more or Jess common to the varying facets of the 
movement. One of these is organization. The Nevv Left is not 
composed of isolated individuals seeking to disseminate ideas: 
original or otherwise. Rather, it embraces a large number of 
organizations-with a variety of impressive titles that appear 
to haYe been selected p1imarily for the "image" they create. 
Although these organizations seek to convey the impression of 
complete independence and, at times, appear to be working 
in opposition to each other, there is considerable overlapping 
of membership and coordination of effort. Also, there is sub
stantial evidence of professional leadership. 

t\ second feature common to most segments of the New 
Left is the emphasis on action rather than thinkin g. Marches, 
rallies, picketing, demonstrations and riots-these are the ingre
dients on which the New Left thrives. Many of its spokesmen 
frankly state that they prefer action to debate. This commit
ment to action is by no means as unintelligent as it may at 
first appear. The Organi:ers' llandbook of the Students for a 
Democratic Society describes in much detail the techniques 
which will make direct action '' the quickest road to a lot of 
publicity". There is no doubt that publicity has been a major 
interim goal of the New Left. And, with the help of a some
times cooperative, sometimes gullible press-and other commu
nications media-publicity has been a New Left major achieve

ment. 

A third characteristic of the New Left is its devotion to 
the goal of complete destruction of the American system
economic, political, moral , social. Spokesmen for the move
ment can find nothing good in the system. Every feature of 
American life is rotten and must be destroyed, they tell us. 
Whether the parallel between this line of thought and the 
Marxist concept, that "bourgeois" society must be completely 
destroyed before the glories of communism can be realized, is 
conscious or otherwise, makes little difference. Achievement, 
consciously or through ignorance, would yield the same resu lt. 
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On the basis of these several characteristics, we may 
venture to define The New Left as a group of organizations 
committed to drastically changing all features of American life 
by means of activism. The outlines of the social system which 
The New Left would usher in, after it has destroyed existing. 
institutions, are not always clearly expressed. There is a vague
ness-a fuzziness-about them. Some of this certainly seems 
to be deliberate. The overall goal is sometimes called "participa
torv democracy" which is defined as "a democratic society, 
ll'here at all levels the people have control of the decisions 
which affect them, and the resources on which they are 
dependent." ( SDS Port Huron statement). At other times, it 
is labeled socialism. Although many participants in the move
ment frankly call themselves communists, the goal is seldom 
identified as communism. 

The New Left proposes "to replace power rooted in 

1, 0 ssession-by power-rooted in love. reflectiveness, reason and 
creativity." Looking a little further, we find that this power 
replacement would involve such things as the elimination of 
private property and of economic competition, universal disarm
ament and the transfer of national sovereignty to the UN, the 
allocation of resources on the basis of social needs, the removal 
of State and local authority over education, and an alliance of 
students and faculty "to wrest control of the educational 
process from the administrative bureaucracy." 

Fr[)m these statements and many others appearing in the 
literature of the movement, it is evident that-despite its cries 
f r freedom and demands for the right of self-determination
the New Left, if successful, could only thrust the United States 
into some form of totalitarianism. The deeper one digs into the 
varied aspects of the movement and the background and records 
of many of the participants, the more impressive becomes the 
evidence that this is not wholly an unconscious objective. 

The organizations that make up the New Left may be 
divided into three groups. First are those identified primarily 
with the civil rights movement. A second group consists of 
organizations whose principal activity is to agitate against 
American participation in the war in Vietnam. Both these 
groups are composed of what may be described as limited
objective organizations. The third group is made up of the 
general purpose organizations in which "civil rights" and. "get 
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out of Vietnam" are but two of a number of broad objectives
all designed to radically change this nation. 

Among the civil rights groups may be found such organi

za tions as: 

The Student Non-Violent Coordinating Committee, 
known as "Snick". Under the leadership of Stokely Carmichael, 
this group has adopted the cry "black power" as its slogan and 
at least some of its leadership have been active participants in 
a number of the riots that have erupted in the negro areas of 

our larger cities. 

The Congress of Racial Equality ( CORE) led by Floyd 
McKissick, has also endorsed the concept of "black povver" and 
has become a leading exponent of militancy. 

The Southern Christian Leadership Conference ( SCLC) 
under the direction of Martin Luther King, claims to have 
originated the concept of "non-violence"; it has, because of 
its longer history of activity, probably been responsible for 
more violence than any of the other organizations. 

The Revolutionary Action Movement ( RAM) urges out
right revolution of the negroes against whites and is training 
its members in the techniques of sabotage and guerilla war
fare. Max Stanford, identified as Field Chairman, apparently 
heads the group within the United States. Robert F. Williams, 
who fled the U.S. while under indictment for kidnaping, is 
"chairman-in-exile" of RAM. He also carries the title of 
"Premier of the African-American Government-in-Exile" . 
Williams maintains headquarters in Havana from where he 
broadcasts violent attacks on the U.S. and makes periodic 
excursions to Hanoi and Peking. Some indication of Williams' 
views may be drawn from his description of the Chinese atom ic 

bomb as "a freedom bomb". 

The Deacons for Defense and Justice are an organiza tion 
of armed negro vigilantes, somewhat on the order of the original 
Ku Klux Klan. They operate in a number of Southern and 
some midwest States and claim to have provided armed guards 

for the Meredith march last June. 

The Black Muslims are a pseudo-religious group which 
preach that white men are a race of devils and which calls 

for the creation of a black State within the United States. 
The group is, reportedly, organizing rifle clubs. 

While the NAACP is not normally regarded as part of the 
New Left, some of the recent demagogic pronouncements of 
its le_a~ers, as they compete with the more militant groups for 
publJCJty and funds, raise some question as to the direction m 
which it is moving. 

The "get out of Vietnam" groups are legion. Among the 
more prominent are: 

The Committee to Aid the Na tional Liberation Front. 
This group has been seeking volunteers to fioht with the 
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V1etcong and soliciting contributions to Hanoi. The Commit-
tee also supplies Vietcong flags for demonstrations and protests. 

The Clergymen's Emergency Committee for Vietn:lm, a 
subsidiary of something called the Fellowship of Reconcilia
tion, is _an~ther group collecting funds for the Vietcong. Among 
those s1gnmg requests for such funds, circulated by this group. 
was Martin Luther King. 

The National Coordinating Committee to End the \iV:F 
in Vietnam operates out of Madison, Wisconsin, under the 
direction_ of Frank Emspak, son of Julius Emspak, a long-time 
commumst and a leader of the American Peace Mobilization 
which campaigned to keep the U.S . out of World War II
until June 21, 1941, the clay Hitler's troops invaded Russia. 
?ne of this Committee's activities was to organize the picket
~ng of the August 6 wedding of President Johnson's daughter, 
m observance-they claimed-of the anniversarv of the bomb-
ing of Hiroshima. , 

The Viet Nam Day Committee, one of the offspring of 
the. Berkeley Free Speech Movement, sponsored a pamphlet 
urgmg Cis to refuse to fight in Vietnam. Quantities of this 
literature were sent to our troops abroad. The Committee also 
at~empted to stop trains carrying troops and supplies for 
V1etnam. 

i T~e Cenn:al Committee of Conscientious Objectors, based 
_11 Philadelphia, offers to both servicemen and civilians 
m~ormation on how to "disassociate" themselves from the 
VIetnam war. It is interesting to note that this offer was broad
cast over Radio Hanoi. 
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Other organizations specializing in agitation against 
U nitcd States efforts to prevent the communist takeover of 
Southeast Asia are: The Student Peace Union, the Inde
pendent Committee to End the War in Vietnam, Women 
Strike for Peace, the War Resisters League, the American 
Friends Service Committee, and the Committee for Non
Violent Action. Undoubtedly, there are other organizations 
working in this same area but those cited are sufficient to 
illustrate the extent of the activity. 

The general purpose organizations active m the New 
Left are many. Some of the more significant are: 

The Progressive Labor Party (PLP) a group led and 
controlled by former members of the Communist Party, USA, 
is the Chinese wing of communism in the U.S. This organi
zation played a major role in the Harlem riots of 1964. Its 
commitment to revolution is illustrated by the following quote 
from the lead editorial in its publication during those riots: 
"We urge and will continue to urge and attempt to induce and 
persuade public demonstrations in the streets of Harlem .. . 
We advocate precisely that the people disturb the peace ... . 
There is no lawful government in this country today. Only a 
revolution will establish one. If this is civil rebellion, let us 
make the most of it". The PLP has two subsidiary groups: the 
Student Committee for Travel to Cuba and the May 2nd 
Movement. 

The W.E.B. DuBois Clubs are the "youth front" of the 
Communist Party USA. Established officially in 1964, the 
organization was named after a founder of the NAACP-in 
a not too subtle effort to attract civil rights activists. Not much 
is said, however, of the fact that DuBois quit the NAACP to 
join the Communist Party. He later renounced his U.S. 
citizenship and went to live in Ghana where he died. His 
services were regarded so highly that he was awarded the 
Lenin Peace Prize in 1959 and, after death, was buried in the 
Kremlin. The DuBois Clubs have concentrated their organizing 
efforts on the college campuses where they claim to have 
enlisted several thousand members. They do not, however, 
limit membership to students. 

The Students for a Democratic Society (SDS) is the 
collegiate arm of the League for Industrial Democracy. The 
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parent organization was originally the Intercollegiate Socialist 
Society which changed its name, but not its objective, in the 
early 1920s when socialism became quite unpopular. SDS was 
organized in 1960 as the successor-after a lapse of some years
to the former Student League for Industrial Democracy. It is 
believed to be the largest of the student political action groups. 
SDS initiated a series of community projects in which members 
moved into slum areas in an effort to bring political education 
to the residents. These projects had little success and SDS 
has moved steadily leftward, entering more and more into the 
anti-Vietnam agitation. SDS had a clause in its constitution 
excluding communists from membership. This clause was 
removed in 1965. Both the parent League for Industrial 
Democracy and the offspring Students for a Democratic 
Societv have received major financial support from labor 
union~ such as the United Auto \iVorkers and the Amalgamated 
Clothing Workers. 

It would be possible to present brief sketches of many 
more of the organizations of the New Left, such as the Con
gress of Unrepresented People ( COUP), the several Trotskyite 
groups-the Young Socialist Alliance, the Spartacists and 
Youth Against vVar and Fascism-the Inter-University Com
mittee for a Public Hearing on Vietnam (a rather pompous 
title for the teach-in movement) , the National Conference for 
New Politics and, of course, the Communist Party, USA, 
which while it is not new and while its demise has been 
celebrated many times by the non-communist left, is very much 
alive and is calling many of the shots in the movement known 
as The New Left. 

This heterogeneous collection of organizations, though 
representing a limited membership, has created almost continu
ous turmoil throughout the United States for the past several 
years. Sit-ins, lie-ins, marches, picketing, demonstrations and 
riots are the New Left's stock in trade. In fact, it appears that 
rioting has, for some Americans, become an established way 
of life. During the first nine months of this year-1966-no less 
than 39 American cities have been attacked. New York, 
Brooklyn, Los Angeles, Chicago, Cleveland, Washington, D.C. , 

tlanta, and San Francisco are among the cities that have felt 
the terror of the mob. Looting, property destruction , arson , 
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assault and murder have become familiar features in a recog
nized pattern of New Left activity. 

After each explosion, we find the same routine efforts 
to explain away the reasons why it occurred. The liberal press 
and other communications media, public officials, sociologists, 
psychologists and others eagerly rush forward with explana
tions. Inevitably, each incident is described as spontaneous. 
This spontaneity theory is rolled out time after time. 

In the Atlanta riot early last September a negro with a long 
criminal record was shot when he fled from a policeman trying 
to serve him with a car-theft warrant. Four hours later agitators, 
with the aid of a sound truck, had collected a mob of more 
than a thousand which then behaved as mobs do. The riot 
was described in the press as "spontaneous", although the 
Atlanta mayor, a strong supporter of "civil rights", flatly 
charged that it was instigated by SNCC. Even Ralph McGill, 
Editor of the Atlanta Constitution, wondered in his column 
whether a report, that SNCC had received funds from Cuba, 
was true. In typical Liberalese, Mr. McGill then wondered 
whether the funds may have come from Castro or from China 
or from Russia-as if it made any difference. 

In San Francisco, the situation was almost identical with 
that of Atlanta. A policeman apprehended a negro car thief 
who fled and was shot. Five hO'Urs later, after organized agita
tion, the mob formed and vented its fury on the area. "Spon
taneous" said the press and newscasters. This little gem from 
UPI appeared in our local press: 

"The trouble-was spontaneous and involved many ele
ments of the Negro community-although some youth gangs 
were known to be passing out fire bombs". How spontaneous 
can we get? 

There is one element of spontaneity related to the riots. 
Immediately after each occurrence, there is a demand that 
more public funds-Federal, State and local-be channeled into 
the affected area. It seems we are incapable of learning that 
many things cannot be bought. One of these is respect for law 
and order. 

During the past summer, word reached the New York 
Times that the spontaneity theory was meeting with increasing 

skepticism. The Times felt compelled to editorialize as follows: 

"Official after official in the cities that have been tom 
by riots- has seen the glimmerings of a conspiracy, the 
marking of well-organized outside agitators. Some have 
raised the cry of 'extremists' ( a term, incidentally, that 
should be familiar to the Times) and others of 'Commu
nists' . If there is any real evidence of a conspiracy behind 
the riots, however, it remains hidden from close observers 
of the outbreaks. Six New York Times reporters who have 
witnessed one or more riots e~round the country were of 
the unanimous opinion-that-all the racial explosions 
during the past two years seem to have been spontaneous. 
-It's typical of local officials to blame outside agitators 
when the messy situation blows up in their faces." 
This should have settled the matter-except that a few 

days later the Cb·eland Grand Jury released its report on the 
riots that hit th <J t city in July. The grand jury obviously didn't 
read the Times for, e~mong its findings, were the following: 

l. That the outbreak was organized, precipitated and ex
ploited by a small group of trained and disciplined professionals. 

2. That these professionals were aided by a number of 
mis-guided people of all ages and colors, many of whom are 
known believers in violence and some of whom are mem
bers or officers of the Communist party. 

3. That many of the participants, some of them from 
Chicago, New York, Brooklyn and other cities, had taken part 
in a previous Cleveland riot and that the pattern of the two 
episodes was almost identical ; and 

4. That those who threw bricks, bottles and fire bombs, 
looted and engaged in other forms of lawlessness were trained 
and disciplined and their targets selected by prearranged plan . 

The report then named the leaders and organizati~ns in
volved. Several of these organizations were discussed · earlier 
in this paper. The grand jury report would suggest that the 
New York Times needs some better reporters. ' 

In addition to the spontaneity theory., each disorder can 
be expected to bring forth variations of what might be called 
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the "long, hot summer" theory. In the San Francisco riot, UPI 
reported this as follows: 

"Throughout the two days of violence, the temperature 
climbed to the 90s in an unusual fall h eat wave, forcing resi
dents to take to the streets for relief. This was reported to have 
hcen a contributing factor to strife.'' 

This temperature theory runs contrary to the generally 
held concept that extended hot weather induces lethargy. It 
also seems to overlook the probability that people who leave 
their homes seeking relief from the heat are not likely to find 
it by throwing fire bombs or engaging in other riotous acts. 
Finally, if the heat theory is valid , much of the South and 
Southwest should be in ch <1 os from May through September. 
Yet, those areas have had fewer disturbances than other parts 

of the country. 

Still another explan ation that is offered after each out
burst of violence may be described as the "sociology" theory. 
An excellen t example of this theory is found in testimony, be
fore a Congressional committee, presented by Nicholas Katz
enbach shortly before he left his post of Attorney General of 
the United States. Despite the preponderance of evidence to 
the contrary-evidence which must have been known to him
Mr. Katzenbach asserted to the committee that : 

"There is no indication that these riots ( Watts and 
Cleveland) were planned, controlled or run by extreme left

wing elements." 

He then went on to explain that the real causes were: 

"-Disease and despair, joblessness and hopelessness, ra t
infested housing and long impacted cynicism" and that 
"generations of indifference by all the American people 
to the rot and rust and mold which we have allowed to 
eat into the core of our ci ties" is the real culprit. 

This explanation provides a convenient "out" for Mr. 
Katzenbach and the numerous other public officials-some even 
higher than him-who, by appeasement and in some cases ap
proval, have encouraged the perpetrators of d.isorder. If the 
riots can be attributed to the errors of history, then Mr. Katz
enbach and other officials are relieved of any responsibility for 
them. Further, the sociological explanation fits perfectly the 

materialistic basis of modern liberalism and therefore carries 
with it an automatic built-in solution-the expenditure of more 
government funds. 

While couched in language more profound than that of 
the spon taneity and hot summer theories, the sociology theory 
appears to be no more valid. What these several theories do is 
to provide excuses for law violation, to relieve the violators of 
responsibility for their actions and thereby to encourage further 
violations. 

Tactics of the anti-Vietnam arm of the New Left have 
differed to some degree, from those of the civil rights groups. 
While it has pu t on some bizarre performances, such as lying 
in front of military trains and trucks, attempts to "arrest" 
military commanders for murder and efforts to disrupt both 
committee and general sessions of Congress, the nature of its 
objective and of the "audiences" it has sought to in8uence 
h<1ve perhaps required somewhat more sophisticated forms of 
attack. This attack has been concentrated upon youth-espe
cially those who are students in the colleges and universities. 

The central theme of the anti-Vietnam campaign has been 
peace which, of course, is a goal that is earnestly desired by all 
rational human beings. The United States has been cast, by the 
New Left, in the role of the powerful aggressor who has in
tervened in a family quarrel-that is none of our business-in 
a small nation in far-away Southeast Asia. "The U. S. must 
withdraw" is the cry; and peace would then prevail, eliminating 
the specter of escalation of the small conflict into one of world
wide proportions. Assuming, for the moment, that the pro
ponents of this doctrine are sincere-and some of them un
doubtedly are-they exhibit an abysmal ignorance of the 
facts of Vietnam and of the repeatedly-stated aims of commu
nism. 

The student is an excellent target for the peace ca~paign. 
In a majoritiy of cases, the intelligent student is an idealist. He 
wants to make the world a better place to live in; and wh;it 
better way could that be done than by bringing peace. The 
student, too, is "under the gun" as regards the draft. Recog
nizing his idealism, the drive for self-preservation is . basic in 
alJ. of us. Further, there is in most youth, who are worth a~y
thmg, a spirit of rebellion-against parents, against the rules, 



against "society." This spirit can be exercised in many different 
ways. The New Left has provided an appealing and convenient 
way in which to exercise it. 

Participation of faculty members in New Left activities 
has encouraged student participation. One of the tactics em
ployed by the New Left has been the so-called "teach-in," 
which was launched at the University of Michigan in March 
of 1965. At an all-night marathon, 50 faculty members lectured 
some 2,500 students (press fi gures) on the "immorality" and 
"lunacy" of U. S. action in Vietnam. Propaganda films, made 
by the Vietcong and smuggled into this country through the 
Cuban mission at the U.N. , were shown. It was quite a show. 

The teach-in movement spread rapidly. Within two 
months, teach-ins were held at some 50 institutions. Eugene 
Genovese of Rutgers and Staughton Lynd of Yale were two 
of the favorite performers. Despite the well known limitations 
on faculty salaries and, it is assumed, some minimum require
ments of classroom time, these gentlemen- and a number of 
others-were able to travel extensively about the country
one even to Hanoi-with no apparent difficulty. In May of 
1965, a national teach-in was held in Washington. The John
son Administration gave this session national stature by agree
ing that Presidential Assistant McGeorge Bundy would pre
sent the Administration's position on Vietnam. On the strength 
of this dignification, the sponsors were able to arrange for the 
program to be carried to 129 colleges over closed-circuit tele
vision. Portions were also carried by the national educational 
network with 91 affiliates and by some 30 radio stations. The 
regular networks and the press were, of course, out in force. 
At the last minute, Mr. Bundy canceled his appearance and 
sent an unknown substitute. Even the New York Times ob
served that the New Left had been given "the decade's great
est propaganda bargain." 

The teach-ins, including the national session held in 
\"lashington, were billed as "a critical examination by mem
bers of the academic community of fateful government.policies 
and of policy alternatives." They were indeed critical-in the 
most literal sense. With few exceptions, all of the participants 
were on one side of the Vietnam issue. As described by Senator 
Thomas Dodd of Connecticut, "the great ·majority of the 
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teach-ins have had absolutely nothing in common with pro· 
cedures of fair debate or the process of education. In practice, 
they were a combination of an indoctrination session, a po
litical protest demonstration, an endurance contest and a 
variety show." 

The teach-in movement has faded in recent months. In 
this respect, it is not unlike some other activities and organi
zations of the New Left, which come and go. Its performances 
while on stage, however, must surely raise questions in many 
minds as to the quality of some of the "education" available to 
our young people today. 

One of the major campaigns of the New Left, in opposing 
U. S. policy in Vietnam, has been directed against the Se
lective Service System. Young men of draft age have been en
couraged to burn their draft cards, to refuse to report for in
duction, to use various subterfuges in an effort to be re
jected and to do everything possible to prevent the effective 
operation of the System. 

Students for a Democratic Society set up draft counseling 
workshops to advise young people how to exade the draft. 
Among the methods suggested in an SDS handbook are: (1 ) 
be a conscientious objector, even if you lie about it, (2) get 
a note from a "friendly" doctor certifying to some ailment, (3) 
play the homosexual bit, ( 4) arrive drunk for your physi
cal, (5) play psycho, ( 6) arrive high- on drugs-use a common 
pin on your arm for a few weeks before your physical, (7) be 
a troublemaker-forget instructions, refuse to follow orders. If 
these methods fail and the young man is inducted, he is ad
vised to "really screw up the works." The Congress of Racial 
Equality is paying legal expenses for youths seeking deferment 
as conscientious objectors. 

Young Americans have also been encouraged to migrate 
to Canada in order to evade the draft. Several organizations 
including the Student Union for Peace Action, the Quebec 
Union of Students and the Canadian Friends Service C ommit
tee, provide legal and financial assistance to draft dodgers 
entering Canada. It is easy to enter the country. No passports 
or visas are required. After entering as a visitor, it is easy to 
switch to what is known as a "landed imimgrant" which per
mits residence of indefinite duration. In July of this year, there 
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were 20,000 applications for such status on hand, from people 
who were already in Canada. The Minister of Citizenship esti
mated there were an equal number in the country on a long
term basis who had not bothered to apply. The number of 
American draft dodgers in this group is not known. 

There is reported to be an exchange of information be
tween the Royal Canadian Police and the FBI with regard to 
border crossings. Macleans-largest circulation magazine in 
Canada-sharply criticized the Royal Police for cooperating 
with the FBI, claiming that "draft dodgers are refugees, not 
criminals." No effort has been made by the U. S. government 
to have draft dodgers returned. The Selective Service Act will 
expire on June 30, 1967. We can confidently expect a New 
Left campaign opposing renewal-not with any real expectation 
of achieving that objective but in the hope of weakening the 
system through emendments. 

Another tactic employed by the New Left in the cam
paign to weaken the Selective Service System is the charge 
that Vietnam is the poor boys' war; that only those who 
can't afford college reach Vietnam as draftees; and that a dis
proportionate number of those fighting and dying in Vietnam 
are poverty-stricken Negroes. This charge has been repeated 
and repeated until it is widely believed. The President has 
even. appointed a special commission to investigate Selective 
Service. 

The charge is absolutely false . For one thing, 85 per 
cent of all men in the armed forces are volunteers-not draftees. 
Further, a higher proportion of men with college train ing 
serve in the armed forces than of those who do not enter col
lege. Finally, youths from poor families have the lowest draft
acceptance rate. Some 75 per cent of all Negroes examined are 
rejected. Negroes account for 10 per cent of all draftees, but 
constitute 12 per cent of the draft-age population. 

As noted earlier, the civil rights and anti-Vietnam arms 
of the New Left frequently cooperate. They man each other's 
picket lines and march in each other's parades and demonstra
tions. These cooperative tactics are well described in a series 
of articles by Jerry Le Blanc, a reporter for the Santa Bar
bara ( California) Evening Outlook who spent two months, 
incognito, as a member of the DuBois Club, the Congress 
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of Unrepresented People and the Committee to End the War 
in Vietnam. The coordination of effort is also well documented 
by Phillip A. Luce, former member of the national coordinating 
committee of the Progressive Labor Party and editor of that 
group's publication. Luce, active in the New Left for several 
years, left the movement in disillusionment and has written a 
very enlightening book describing his experiences, "in the hope 
that other young people might not have to go through the same 
breaking process that I have had to go through." Both Le Blanc 
:mel Luce confirm the conclusion of the Senate Internal Se
curity Subcommittee that "The con trol of the anti-Vietnam 
movement"-and, it might be added, part of the civil rights 
movement-"has clearly passed ... into the hands of Com
munists and extremist elemen ts who are openly sympathetic 
to the Vietcong and openly hostile to the United States-" 

Another campaign in which the two arms of the New 
Left have been in thorough agreement is that promoting 
charges of "pol ice bruta l it ~ · . " The term has become a trade
mark of Ne"v Left activity. Like the charges against the draft, 
the cry of "police brutality" is-in the great majority of cases
deliberately false. Last September, for example, a "model'' 
school in Harlem was picketed by elements demanding a Negro 
principal. For an extended period, more than 100 police had to 
be assigned to protect faculty and students entering and leav
ing. On September 21, pickets-led by Stokely Carmichael 
and Floyd McKissick, of SNCC and CORE respectively
broke through police lines and attacked the white principal 
as he approached the school. Police rescued the luckless prin
cipal and, in so doing, whacked a few heads and made some 
arrests. "Police brutality" was immediately charged and duly 
reported by the communications media , although the only 
force used by the police was that required to protect a law
abiding citizen from physical attack. 

In preparation for the famed-or infamous-"Free Speech" 
riot at Berkeley two years ago this month, the organizers ap
pointed a "chairman of police bru tality propaganda." Phillip 
Luce, who witnessed the event, points out that one of the 
major objectives of the communist-organized riots, at hearings 
of the House Committee on On-American Activities last sum
mer, was national publicity for the "police brutality" theme. 
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With the cooperation of the press, radio and television, this ob
jective was successfully achieved. 

A broad-scale effort has been made to picture the police 
as enemies of the Negro. However, a survey of Negroes in 
Watts and Harlem conducted for a U. S. Senate committee 
by John F. Kraft, Inc., an independent organization doing re
search on public opinion , found that "police brutality was 
not a volunteered problem of concern to these people-." 
Criticism of the police was that they were too few and too weak 
in Negro areas. The major concerns of those interviewed were 
drug addiction and crimes of violence, with resentment ex
pressed that police were unable to better control them. 

Dr. Stefan Possony, director of the program of interna
tional political studies at the Hoover Institution, Stanford 
University, points out that the "police brutality" theme has 
been a standard communist tactic in free-world nations for 
many years. Like the attack on the draft and on military 
power in general, the objective is to weaken the institutions 
essential to maintain law and order-both internal and interna
tional-thereby making easier the achievement communist ob
jectives. Interestingly enough, the subject of police brutality 
may not be publicly discussed in the Soviet Union-or in 
East Germany where it is common practice to shoot down 
people whose only crime is that they want to get out. 

While involving a limited number of active participants, 
the New Left has had an impact upon Americans that is far 
from insignificant. In the area of foreign policy, the movement 
has served communist aims quite effectively. At present, neith
er Russia nor China is strong enough to risk a showdown with 
the United States; but New Left agitation, with the support of 
the communications media, has been able to confuse many 
Americans and to induce the country's political leadership to 
react weakly in Vietnam and elsewhere. This weak reaction has 
emboldened the communists and prolonged the war at a tragic 
cost in lives and resources. 

Through their repeated attacks upon the military, upon 
the draft and upon the police-attacks that are replete with 
misrepresentations-the New Left has weakened the confi
dence and respect of many Americans for these institutions, 
whose basic function is the protection of life and property 
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within the United States and of the nation itself in an envious 
and generally hostile world. 

By promotion of the corrosive doctrine of "obeying only 
those laws one approves," the New Left has encouraged wide
spread disrespect for all law and a tremendous increase in law 
violation. 

As a result of New Left activities, the costs of all phases 
of law enforcement-preventive, investigative and punitive
have been greatly increased, placing an added strain upon al
ready-overburdened governmental financial structures. 

The widespread destruction of property, which has been 
a characteristic of certain forms of New Left activity, h as 
brought substantial increases in the cost of insurance. In cer
tain areas, it has become increasingly difficult to purchase in
surance protection at any price. 

Today's problems being what they are, the revival, 
among American college professors and students, of the dis
credited concepts of M arxism is a tragic waste of energy and 
abilities. The New Left has considerably tarnished the good 
image of American higher education and has undoubtedly cost 
it some of the voluntary financial support it so badly needs. 
Happily, there are signs that the more perceptive of the stu
dents are ::1 lready recognizing that communism offers no solu
tions to either their individual problems or those of society. 

While it is likely that 90 per cent or more of the students 
participating in today's demonstrations and riots will, with ma
turity, become responsible-even conservative-citizens, there 
is no doubt that the New Left serves as a vehicle for the re
cruitment and training of that small group who will become the 
revolutionaries of the America of the ftuure. 

The New Left has had a tragic impact upon the lives of 
many of its participants. A number of them have acquired court 
records and jail sentences that will follow them through life. 
Some, who committed themselves to communist doctrine and 
discipline and later "made the break," feel themselves lost. 
They have wasted some of their most valuable years for occu
pational training and now find themselves wholly rejected
even harassed-by their former associates and suspect by the 
svstem of which they now wish to become a part. A genera-



tion ago, it was Whittaker Chambers; today it is Phillip Luce. 

The New Left has given a new-though false-respecta
bility to the non-communist Left. Although they have not, 
in the least, abandoned their socialist, collectivist goa ls, such 
groups as Americans for Democratic Action and the League 
for Industrial Democracy, by reasm; of contrast with some 
of the New Left extremists, are claimin g a place among those 
who call themselves "moderates." 

In a society based upon freedom of expression , there is 
no disposition to suppress the views voiced by the New Left, 
however misguided they may be. There is, however, every 
basis to demand that expression-whether by word or deed
be responsible. When it is not, it should be thoroughly ex
posed for what it is and trea ted accordingly. 

There is no basis in any society, that hopes to continue, 
for the widespread ac ts of violence and crime that have been 
committed in the name of righting certain injustices and in an 
effort to infl.uence American foreign policy. Unless the mem
bers of a society recognize thi s basic fact, the society will not 
long survive. Fortunately, such recognition appears to be 
growing. The election of last November 8 registered quite 
clearly the sharp dissatisfaction of great numbers of Americans 
with the direction in which political leadership had been taking 
the country-or perhaps allowing it to be taken. Even the 
Warren court, over the violent objections of 4 of its 9 mem
bers, has ruled that freedom of expression must yield to other 
equally significant rights. While it is much too soon to con
clude that these events mark a complete rejection of the 
trend represented by the New Left, they do suggest an en
couraging change of direction , pointing toward a return to 
reality and common sense. 
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MUD, MULES AND MOLASSES 
HENRY B. GoTTEN, M.D. 

Read before "THE EGYPTIANs," January 19, 1967 

Many persons, even some of those native born, still think 
of the Old South as it is pictured in romantic legends. Their 
vision is one of white colonial houses, numerous servants, and 
well-to-do, cultured people. This picture of wealth and ro
mance has remained even to the present time. That there were 
many less ltVell-to-clo people whose families had not owned 
slaves, fine homes or plantations, has been forgotten and has 
rarely been a subject of literature. William Faulkner's crea
tions were of the hill people of a different era. Few authors 
have made the pioneer days of the Mississippi Delta at the 
turn of the century, their topic. 

The Mississippi Delta supported two businesses, raising 
cotton and harvesting lumber. The operating of these two 
industries was directed by a small core of pioneer white people, 
while a large number of Negro families supplied the labor. 
\Vithin this setting there was little or no romance. All that 
seemed possible was hard work and a great deal of misery in an 
atmosphere of mud, mosquitoes, malaria, and other vicissitudes 
of an unfriendly environment. It is of this, my childhood 
memories and experiences, that I write, this being the easiest 
way for me to convey the picture to you. You will, therefore 
excuse the personal references. 

Let me preface my remarks by saying that some of these 
primitive conditions were common to the times, and that some 
still exist. The point is that these conditions were common to 
all of the inhabitants of this area, regardless of their race, 
social or economic condition. 

Most of the white men were relatively young, married and 
had growing families. I do not remember but one old person 
in the community and that was Dr. Stone, a veterinarian. The 
remainder of the adults were between the ages of twenty-five 
and forty, young people who were willing to pioneer in a 
hostile environment. Some had come with hopes of making a 
fortune in this new country and others just to make a living 
for their families. 
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THE TOWN 

Hollywood, thirty miles south of Memphis, was typical of 
the Delta towns. The Yazoo and Mississippi Valley Railroad 
ran through the center of the settlement on a roadbed built 
up above the high water mark. This embankment meant a 
ditch on each side with a luxurious growth of young willows, 
blackberry bushes, ragweed and cut-grass. Except in very dry 
weather, water stood in the ditches furnishing a breeding 
place for frogs, crayfish and lesser animal life. 

The depot was probably the best built and maintained 
structure in the town. This was a painted building with an of
free in which the constant clackety-clack of the telegraph instru
ments mystified every youngster. At one end of the depot 
was the freight room, at the other, the waiting rooms for white 
and colored . The furnishings were a pot-bellied stove, a coal 
bin and benches. The living quarters of the station master, Mr. 
Frazier, were over the office. 

Along each side of the railro<Jd track was a dirt road which 
became hard packed and dusty in summer but was almost im
passable in winter. Small unpainted shacks, sheds and houses 
of rough cypress boards stretched along the roadsides and made 
up the town. In addition, in Hollywood, there were five brick 
stores and several wooden ones on the east side of the railroad 
track. These were a grubby lot, dirty windows, muddy or 
dusty floors according to the weather, poorly lighted and with 
a mingled odor of coal oil, side mea t, leather, smoke and people. 
One store on the north end was owned by a C hinese who 
lived in the rear. It is hard to understand how he made a 
living but then it did not take much for him to live. Many 
Delta towns had a Chinese storekeeper who was a curiosity as 
well as a mystery to most of us. "Our C hinaman" was always 
pleasant and occasionally gave us tung nuts or candy, though 
some of the children ta unted him with "Chink, chink China
man, eats dead rats." 

Just north of the "Chinaman's store" was a small clump of 
Negro shanties and a Negro church. Next was the familiar 
cotton gin, seed house and a two-press oil mill which consti
tuted the only non-agricultural industry in the town. On the 

west side of the track was another row of buildings, and here, 
opposite the depot, was the hotel , a two-story building situated 
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in a holly grove. From thi s holly grove the town received its 
name. The hotel, excluding the depot, was the only two-story 
building in the town. There were four bedrooms upstairs for 
the "drummers" who plied their trade up and down the Yazoo 
and Mississippi Valley Railroad . The "facilities" were in the 
rear of the hotel. There was a stable behind the hotel for 
horses as many of the "drummers" drove from town to town 
and horse and buggy was their means of transportation. 

Further along on the west side was the doctor's office fol 
lowed by an irregular row of small, weathered houses, some 
in horrible state of repair, occupied by Negro families. Some 
of the shanties were homes for large colonies of bats which 
flew about the town in the evening. Beyond these, were five 
somewhat larger houses, all of similar design and material, 
where the white families of the town lived. One of these five 
was our home. Behind the rows of stores and dwellings on 
both east and west sides of the railroad track were disreputable 
outhouses surrounded by weeds and harboring spiders, wasps 
and an occasional snake. The west side had one distinction , 
the "brake" or slough wh ich me<Indered for miles through the 
countryside and was the source of sn::1 kes, frogs, mosq~1itoes and 
other animal life incident to stagnant water. The drstance of 
the slough from the houses \'aried but in high water times, the 
distance was very short. 

These details describe the town proper but the main body of 
the people lived in the country. They were rarely seen in 
Hollywood except on weekends. 

OUR HOUSE 

Our house, one of the five reserved for the white families, 
was built of rough cypress, a wood native to the area, which 
quickly weathers to a dull grey. They were unpainted for labor 
was cheap and paint relatively expensive. Besides, paint could 
not be brushed on such rough material. A few houses, as was 
ours, were whitewashed, a covering made by dissolving lime in 
water and adding a handful of flour for adhesiveness and put 
on with a wide coarse brush. 

The house had a screened front porch, two fairly large fron~ 
rooms, a connecting porch of sorts and a kitchen. There was a 
center chimney and small basket grates for coal instead of flues 
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for stove pipes. The house was built on brick pillars about two 
feet off the ground to preven t rapid decay but this allowed cold 
air to seep through the none too tight flooring. Still the arrange
ment provided a wonderful place to play during the warm 
weather, and ample storage space for dry stovewood and tools. 
To keep out the winter cold, straw matting was used on the 
rough floor. This was the vV:lll -to-wall carpeting of the era. 
Straw matting came in rolls, approximately four feet wide, and 
was put down with tacks. M atting was very porous and frayed 
badly but was nice to walk on barefooted even if vou did oc
casionally step on a loose tack. Some of the houses ~rere ceiled, 
making them a bit warmer in winter as well as cooler in sum
mer. Others had a type of paper tarked on the rough wall and 
then paper glued on to thi s. The two front rooms were the 
bedrooms and combined livingroom. The furnishings were 
necessarily simple-a bed, wardrobe. washstand with bowl and 
waste jar, a rocking chair or two and several straight chairs. We 
had a telephone in our bedroom-livingroom, hand operated, 
two long and one short ring being our number. There was no 
storage space in the rooms and excess or out of season articles 
were stored under the bed or on top of the wardrobe. 

The kitchen was small and poorly lighted , with a flu e at one 
end for the iron cookstove. There were numerous shelves fo r 
storage, nails for hanging utensils, a coal scuttle for ashes, a 
wood or coal box and a small homemade table near the stove. 
One end of the kitchen served as the diningroom and con
t<J ined a large table with straight chairs. The wooden icebox 
which held fifty pounds of ice was on the connecting back 
porch. The drip pan undernea th the icebox usuallv ran over 
<1nd kept the floor damp. M any people had no icebo~ but used 
a l<Jrge sawdust bin for storage. The ice was shipped from 
Memphis by rail and stored in larger sawdust bins. 

Another furnishin g of the connecting porch was the wa ter 
filter. This was a large china bowl with a porous bottom 
placed over another china bowl. Water was poured in to the 
top container and slowly percoi<Jted through to the bottom 
container. The filter provided a dearer, much improved wa ter 
which was considered much safer for drinking. The source of 
water was a shallow well suction pump, less than thirty feet 
deep. More than this depth required a lift pump and these 
were not used for some years later. The water was brackish, 
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"hard" and not dear. Pump water sufficed for cooking and 
washing but rain water, collected off the roof in barrels, was 
preferred for laundry purposes. Wooden steps led from the 
kitchen back door to the pump, rain barrel, woodpile, a large 
chicken yard and a shed for a cow. Only a few families at
tempted a garden or raised more than a few chickens. The 
front yard was small but in summer had some flowers and 
usually Palma Christa or castor bean plants which grew 
very rapidiy and furnished shade. 

THE SCHOOL 

The schoolhouse was a single large room, unpainted, about 
fifty or so yards behind the east row of stores, with a dirt road 
in front, a cotton field to the east and a weed patch behind. 
A pump and two small outhouses completed the scene. Inside, 
a desk for the teacher faced a row of small desks on the right, 
and larger ones on the left. A pot-bellied stove was in the mid
dle of the room with a coal bin in the rear. There were two 
recitation benches next to the teacher's desk with a blackboard 
behind it, and a few straight chairs near the stove for single 
recitations. 

Mrs. Dickenson, the wife of one of the farm managers, 
was our first teacher and I cannot vouch for her competence. 
I developed no particular affection for her for she had an ugly 
temper, and after she gave two of the boys a more than sound 
thrashing, I never liked her. 

Eighteen of us, more or less, made up the core of the stu
dents for the five years I attended. Among these were the 
Fraziers, Felix, Paul and Juliette, children of the railroad agent; 
Robert, Louise, Louis and Lena Harris from the Cocke and 
Stone plantation; Vida and Jewel Myrick, daughters of a 
logger: Luther Manley, son of a millwright; Ed and Malcolm 
Richmond from the Johnston place; the Perry children, George, 
Alex, Jack and Virginia; Robert and Jessie Lemon, sons of an 
independent store keeper. and we three of the Gotten family, 
Julia , Nick and myself. 

We children were of all ages from five to fifteen and in all 
~rades from the first to the tenth. I will give due credit to Mrs. 
Dickenson for oroanizino the work and IJerformin g a difficult ,..., b 

task. At eight thirty, we would all assemble at the front of 
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the room For "mental arithm etic" and Mrs. Dickenson would 
nsk us questions appropriate to our age and experience. "Men
tal a rithmetic" would require addition, subtraction, division 
and multiplica tion, without the aid ' of pencil, paper or black
board . For example: a man bought three dozen eggs at thirty 
cen ts a dozen. !~T ow much would they cost? 

After "mental arithmetic,'' the older students 11 ould work 
on copy books or other assignments while Mrs. Dickenson 
hea rd the lessons of other stGdents. Felix or Ge01·ae would 

"' hold up a hand and when acknowledged would say, "Mrs. 
Dickenson, can yo u hea r m)' geography now?", or what
eve r he was prepared to recite. Inciden tally, the signs were, one 
finger to speak, two to go to the "Llcilitv" and three for a drink 
of watel'. -

Sometime during the day we would all come up to the desk 
for spelling and ag::1in, Mrs. Dickenson would give us vvords 
appropriate for our age and ability. Malcolm and Eel Rich
mond, Jack Perry, Lena H arris, Paul Frazier, Nick and I 
were about the same age, so we were more or less a class. At 
times we wo uld read, spell or ha\'e arithmetic together and Mrs. 
Dickenson made a contes t of it. If one made a mistake and 
the next one in line prepared the same recitation , reading, 
arithmetic problem, or spelling correctly, we "trapped" him or 
her, and would take the place nearer the head of the class. If 
)' OU ended the session at the head of the class, vou received a 
"head mark" for the day, and that was your sta;ting place the 
next day. This calls to mind an incident which I resented very 
deeply. I had a bad day and was "trapped" to the end of the 
row. On the last go-round, everyone before me missed a pass
;Jge of reading and I went to the head of the class with a cor
rect recitation. Mrs. Dicken son disallowed my "head mark" for 
the cla y because of my otherwise poor performance. 

Everyone brou ght a lunch and ate outside in good weather 
or around the stove in bad weather. Once in a while we 
would "spread" which meant that everyone put his lunch out 
in picnic style and you could "go for grabs." vVe all survived 
with no evidence of malnutrition though we had no cafeteria 
or hot lunches. 

Bad weather was the problem, and no one who has not ex
perienced Mississippi gumbo can full y understand this. When 
the winter rains came, everything would mire up. The roads 

62 

vvould become almost if not completely impassable. Pupils liv
ing some distance away as dicl the Richmonds and the Perrys 
could not get to school. Those of us living in the town could 
walk the railroad track, but even so, we would arrive with great 
balls of mud accumulated on our shoes, and sometimes wet 
stockings and coats. One winter, the roads were so impossible 
that the Richmonds and Penys kept a small school on the Rich
mond place. T he part time teacher who conducted the school 
lived with one or the other of the two families for the school 
term. 

In the spring and fall, the weeds around the school were so 
rank we had to play in the dirt road or along the ditch banks 
in front of the school. The ditches provided good sport at recess 
for we c(J\J id wade, hunt for frogs or make mud balls. Once 
Hobert H arri s ca ught an eel in the ditch and chased all the 
girl s wi th the writhing animal unti l Mrs. Dickenson rang the 
bell. When we "took up'' as we said, Robert threw the eel in 
the bot stO\'C. This just about broke up school for the day. 

Primitive though the school was, somehow we absorbed 
enough to make our grades in the schools to which we later 
transferred. Most of the students were able to achieve reason
able success in later years but I feel that the deficiencies in our 
first years of school have ne1-er been overcome. 

MEDICARE 

T o say that the Delta was an unhealthy area is an unders tate
ment of the first order. vVhile the germ theory had been proven 
and some connection established between disease and insects, 
very little of this information had filtered into the Delta in a 
practical W<lV. 

Flies and mosq uitoes in swarms were accepted as were chills 
and fever, accepted an d endured. A few of the houses had 
screens but most people depended on a bucket of smoke in 
the evening and mosquito bars over the beds at night. Fly 
swatters and Hy papers lessened the nuisance of these pests but 
did nothing to control them. Personal sanitation or hygiene 
was in direct proportion to the education and habits of the in
dividual and the facilities available and these left much to be 
desi~ed. As an example, for conve;1ience in bad weather the 
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shallow well pumps and the outhouses were in close proximity 
to the back doors and to each other. 

Nearly every town had a doctor and these were of varying 
degrees of education, but I do not believe this mattered much. 
The facilities at his command were so limited that a poor 
physician would suffice as well as a better trained one. Every
one had malaria several times during the summer, and also con
gestion during the winter. Croup and boils were common and 
easily diagnosed, people not having heard of naso-pharyngitis 
or "staph." Acute indigestion served well enough for all ab
dominal complaints, whether gall bladder colic or appendicitis. 
Yell ow jaundice was a walking disease that concerned no one, 
and indeed, it was forty years later that we were taught to fear 
it as viral hepatitis. Smallpox and "typha-malaria" were other 
common acute illnesses which increased the mortality rate of 
the area. Few were vaccinated, in fact, I wasn't until I entered 
the Memphis schools in 1916. 

Dr. L. L. Minor, now living and practicing at Walls, Mis
sissippi, age ninety, was the physician in Hollywood. Young, 
personable, energetic and recently out of medical school, he 
had equipped himself with a small office, two horses and a 
buggy. He covered the area night and day, sometimes on 
horseback, sometimes in the buggy, depending on the weather 
and the condition of the roads. He carried his medicine with 
him in the well-known saddle bags and administered it freely, 
along with a good dose of psychotherapy. He left you feeling 
better, though his medicine was ever so bitter. 

For chills and fever, you got a course of calomel, measured 
in ten doses at the end of his pocket knife, taken one each hour. 
This was followed by a dose of Epsom salts the following 
morning, and thereafter, quinine or chill tonic. The children 
were given cocoa quinine which was not as difficult to swallow 
as the capsule which always seemed to have a generous coating 
of the bitter stuff on the outside. "Salivation," a mild form of 
mercury poisoning was expected after calomel. It is said of 
the era that the people of Mississippi believed in quinine, 
calomel and white supremacy, and I can attest to that appraisal 
of them. A course of calomel was given everyone who was 
sluggish or constipated, or who though his liver needed a good 
workout. Abdominal complaints were treated with the same 
stuff, be it acute appendicitis, congestive chills or a torpid liver. 
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and I believe, with mixed success. Fat meat poultices were the 
standard practice for boils, though bread poultices were also 
used. For croup or other respiratory infections you received the 
usual cleaning out plus a hot stocking smeared with coal oil, 
turpentine and lard, around your neck. Mustard plasters were 
generously applied with results from mild erythma to out
right blistering, Tincture of benzoin was vaporized to allay a 
cough, and now the little benzoin lamps are collector's items. 
Laudanum was given for pain since aspirin had not yet come 
into use. I know that simple fractures were diagnosed by sight 
and set with homemade splints. I have no recollection of the 
treatment of more serious injuries but it was said that if you 
were sent to the hospital you were not expected to recover, and 
usually, you did not. Consequently people rebelled at such an 
idea. Of course, there were no hospitals for the Negroes so 
they were not confronted with the decision. Under such 
primitive conditions, the infant and elderly mortality rates 
were understandably high. 

Malaria was the common enemy of the Delta. The lack of 
drainage, the heavy undergrowth, the ever present ditches, mud 
holes and sloughs, the lack of screens and just plain ignorance 
contributed to the summer plague. Beginning in early spring, 
the mosquitoes arrived in swarms. There was little protection 
from them and even with screens some would find their way 
inside. Mosquito bars over the beds were of little help for one 
or more of the pests always got inside. Nearly everyone, 
especially the children had malaria. About three weeks after 
the mosquitoes came, someone of the family would have a 
chill. You felt as if you were freezing, then came a drenching 
sweat and complete exhaustion. The chances are you would 
feel fairly well the next day but on the following day, the 
episode would repeat itself, this being the pattern of tertian 
malaria. Estivo-autumnal malaria has a pattern that is not 
cyclic. Sometimes one would have a double infection and then 
he might have a chill everyday. At the first sign of trouble many 
people began taking Grove's Chill Tonic which contained a 
suppressive amount of quinine, and soon they would be back 
on the job. Those seeking medical attention received the col
ome!, Epsom salts routine followed by quinine for forty days. 
Many people would not take qumme that long for it made 
your ears ring and gave some a rash. 
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SATURDAY NIGHT 

Saturday night provokes unforgettable memories of Holly
wood. The tenants came on foot, by muleback or in a wagon, 
vvitb four to six cane bottom chairs for the women. This was 
the social and business event of the week for the Negroes, the 
time when the week's work was done and everyone came to 
town. The area in front of the stores was jammed, arid in 
summer, standing room was at a premium on the porches or 
under the canopies of the stores. In winter, the area in front 
of the stores was a loblolly of mud, ankle or knee deep, and 
most of the men had to wear gum boots. The women found 
places on benches inside or outside the stores, depending on 
the wea ther. 

During the working season, the tenants came to the planta
tion stores to get their "furnish." The state of the tenant's crop 
was reviewed, his needs determined and a purchase order given 
for staple ar ticles. These usually consisted of a twenty~four 
pound sack of fl.our, two pounds of sugar, a can of baking 
powder, a gallon of coal oil ( kerosene) , a bucket of molas,ses, 
three pounds of fat back, a box of snuff, a plug of chewing 
tobacco, and a few other odd items such as a pair of overalls or 
shoe laces. No money was advanced and variety items were 
usu ally obtained at one of the small independent stores, on 
credit or with cash saved from the crop settlement. The plan
tation stores stocked clothing, piece goods and a few other items 
for the fall "settle up time" or for Christmas. Then poor quality 
oranges and apples were available, along with nuts, raisins, fire 
crackers and a few other special items. At no other time were 
there any fresh meats, fruits or vegetables obtainable. 

Fresh mea t could be had only at hog killing time in the 
late fall unless someone butchered a calf. Some Saturdays, 
commercial fishermen would bring fish from the Mississippi 
River, principally carp, buffalo and catfish, and of course, 
uniced. Otherwise for "freshnin" you had "to wring a neck 
or two," and it was always chicken on Sunday. 

RECREATION 

As is true even now in rural areas, there were no facilities 
for entertainment, and because of the demands on the family 
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and limited transportation, there was little opportunity for so
cialization. Housekeeping meant preparing and cooking three 
meals a clay. There were .fires to make, coal, wood, and water 
to be brought in , and for the families who kept a cow, there 
was churning and making butter as well as milk vessels to 
dean. Cleaning the lamp chimneys and filling the lamps vvas 
a' daily chore, as was the usual dish washing. M ost of the white 
families kept a garden and to a limited extent canned the sur
plus vegetables and made a little blackberry jam or saurkraut. 
If there was any additional spare time, it had to be spend on 
making or mending the children 's clothes. \Vhen all the tasks 
necessary for ordinary day to clay living were done, except oc
casionally on Sunday, few people were interested in hitching 
the horse to the buggy for a drive. 

During the last few days of my life in H ollywood, we at
tended Sunday School in a little Methodist church on the edge 
of town. "Preaching" was on every fourth Sunday, when the 
circuit rider visi ted our church. H e was a preacher only on Sun
clays and made his livin g as a carpenter. He was very fervent 
and preached "cover to cover" gospel. I can remember that he 
usually had Sunday dinner with us, and as was the custom 
of the times, the children "waited." It was always chicken, 
and accep t my statement that the choice pieces were rarely left. 

There were severa l Negro churches, and Sunday was · an 
all day aff<1ir with much shouting, loud singing and preaching. 

' Every summer the ladies arranged a picnic which was fun . 
A Negro ball game on Sunday afternoon was a weekly event 
in summer. Occasionally an Italian organ grinder would 
wander through town with his monkey or dancing . bear. One 
summer a motorcade of the latest automobiles with all their 
shiny brass and filled with adventurous people dolled up in 
goggles and scarf, made a safari hom Memphis to Clarksdale. 
This \N<Js <1 great event and people lined the dusty road to wave 
them on their way. 

That same summer, Mr. Herring bought a new two cylinder 
Cadillac and I had my first auto ride. Before he could get the 
car running, an "expert" from l\1emphis came to start it. You 
can imagine the thrill of speeding down the dusty road at 
twenty miles an hour. 

Fires were always exciting as the buildings were completely 
demolished an d the salvaging efforts vvere interesting to watch. 
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The burning of the big seed house was a real thriller as was that 
of the sawmill, both at night. Then one day Dr. Minor's house 
burned to the ground but there were so many helpers that 
nearly all the furnishings were saved. Dr. Minor was the last 
one out before the house caved in , and he had his backside 
singed. He had stuck a teddy bear of mine, left there from 
one of my visits, in his back pocket, and that too was singed. 
He still has this trophy in his office. 

ADVENTURE 

Several times a year, one or more members of the family 
made a trip to Memphis to visit relatives, consult a city 
physician or shop for school supplies, clothing or shoes. For 
children's shoes, if you were not along, an outline of the foot 
on a cardboard sufficed for a pattern. You expected the shoes 
to hurt until you "broke them in ," and they generally did. 

There were two passenger trains that ran through the 
town , the "cannon ball" that stopped at Tunica and Clarksdale, 
<mel the "accommodation" that made all the stops. \iVe oc
casionally went to Memphis in the morning and returned about 
five in the afternoon. The train was slow, dirty and usually 
crowded but interesting to the children. The trainmen in their 
uniforms attracted our attention, especially when they pulled 
the cord to. stop or start the train. The "nevvs butch" paraded 
through the coaches, first selling magazines and papers, then 
cigars, tobacco and soft drinks, and on the third trip, candy, 
gum , tops and things for the children. 

We would arrive at the Poplar Street station in Memphis, 
get a hack uptown, and the business of the day would begin. 
The program started with a round of stores where we tried 
on clothes, then a walk through C ourt Square to lunch at a 
restaurant where the Exchange Building now stands, more 
shopping, a rest in the Peabody Hotel lobby where Lowen
stein's is now, and fin ally back to the station, tired, cross and 
loaded with bundles. 

Once in a while we came to l\1emphis on the "cannon ball" 
and were met in Tunica. But this involved a five mile buggy 
ride and was only possible in dry weather. 

One trip to Memphis was a particular thriller-via steam
boat. Many of the farms rented mules for the crop season as no 
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pastures were kept and faciliti es for winter care were limited. 
Consequen tl y when the crop was over, the mules were sent 
back via steamboa t to higher ground or to the mule barns in 
Memphis. W e boarded the boat at Leatherman's landing in the 
late afternoon and enjoyed watching the men herd the flustered 
animals on board. Every second was exci ting, sitting on the up
per deck watching the river, listening to the deep blasts of the 
whistle, eating on board with all the white-covered table and 
white-uniformed waiters, and finally sleeping in a bunk. \ iVhen 
we awakened we were in Memphis at the foot of Jefferson 
Avenue. Life was indeed worthwhile. 

T here was one other even t that stands out in my memory. 
One is the appearance of H alley's comet. We vvere awakened 
very late to see this great occurrence. W e were told that if 
the tai l struck the earth we would all be clomolished, and that 
the comet would not appear again in our lifetime, and it has 
not. You can understand our relief when the comet passed 
without a brush with the earth. 

LAW AND ORDER 

Law and order were no problem. The population consisted 
of abou t twenty-five white families and hundreds of Negro 
families. The sheriff lived in Tunica, five miles away and as 
far as I know, we had no deputy in Hollywood. This was an 
agricultural community, people did not live close to each 
other, ;mel whiskey, a bootleg luxury, was sca rce for the gen
eral population. Difficulties were unusual except for fights be
tween Negroes on Saturday night. Every white man carried 
a pistol, and no Negro was to be caught with one. Any in
fraction of the rules of conduct, chiefl y insolence, resulted 
in a good whippin g which had a sobering effect, but rarely was 
this necessarv. J\;1y father told of one incident involving two 
Negroes when the victim who had been hit in the head with 
an axe, swore out a warrant for his attacker. The case came 
to trial , and the jury found the attacker not guilty even though 
he admitted his guilt. The judge had accepted the jury's verdict 
but added that justice would be better served by both men 
returning to their crops. 

HIGH WATER 

In midwinter and spring, the rains made the roads 1111-
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quiet reply was: "Can you inform me of any other pleasure 
which can be enjoyed three times a day, and equally in old 
age as in youth?" 

That Talleyrand was a wise man who appreciated the 
best that life has to give, was never questioned by his con
temporaries or by posterity. Therefore we don't need historians 
to tell us that he was supremely aware of the importance of 
food and wine. Indeed if he had not been a statesman and 
diplomatist, he might have made a huge reputation in the 
gentler art of gastronomy. 

The cook should be something more than a civil servant 
of the kitchen. Voltaire said that a cook, if he were a good 
one, was a divine being. A most entertaining and instructive 
book could be written on the gastronomic significance of the 
great writers with specimen menus amassed from the texts 
of representative novelists, essayists, travellers, and historians. 
Meredith wrote a cook book as did Alexander Dumas pere, 
and like Huysmans left us a number of recipes in his own 
hand. Rabelais wrote many pages in honor of gastronomy. 
The writer even has in his own cookbook library a cookbook 
of favorite recipes of artists and writers of our own time.-We 
may thank heavens Bernard Shaw never inflicted any vege
tarian recipes on his readers. 

Hilaire Belloc said in an unforgettable poem: 

"Alas! What various tastes in food 
Divide the human brotherhood! 
Birds in their little nests agree 
With Chinamen but not with me 

The famous lexicographer, Dr. Samuel Johnson, re
marked, "Some people have a foolish way of not minding, or 
of pretending not to mind what they eat. For my part, I mind 
my belly very studiously and very carefully; for I look upon 
it that he who does not mind his belly will hardly mind any
thing else." 

People must eat to live, and some live to eat. Since the 
need to eat is universal, it should carry with it the obligation 
to eat intelligently. By eating intelligently, the speaker is 
not referring to the scientific pursuit of dietary values or still 
less to exaggerated fads of wheat germ, tiger's milk, and other 
unhydrogenated vitamins which so satisfactorily enrich b~h 
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manufacturers and sellers of tablets of these extracts formulated 
singly or in combination. Rather one speaks of the art, for it 
is an art, although within the reach of the poorest among us
of insuring that the viands and fruits of the earth shall yield 
the best of their flavors. The acquisition of the art of eating 
intelligently is a matter of resource rather than resources. 

One of the aphorisms of Brillat-Savarin was: "Animals 
feed, man eats; wise men alone know how to eat." 

One may well wonder why children at school are taught 
art and music, to distinguish between various colors and notes 
of the scale, but they are never taught that they have senses 
of smell and taste. How strange this is, because smell and 
taste can be taught and disciplined to become a source of real 
artistic pleasure or sensual joy. The difference is that for the 
majority of people, the chance to enjoy great moments in 
music in person, or to enjoy fine paintings is very rare. How
ever one can use critically his senses of taste and smell two 
or three times a day and train them to distinguish between 
what is good, better, and best. This does not mean that one 
must be a hedonist but only that he appreciates the wonderful 
oifts of nature th~ more because one has a far more highly 
b 

developed sense of appreciation. 

Experience has taught us that there are distinct eating 
sensations which could be classified as: Savor, Flavor, Aroma, 
and Food Feel. 

Savor is what the tongue can distinguish, it recognizes 
what is sour or bitter, salty or sweet. 

Flavor is distinouished by the nose and tongue working 
in co--operation. Th: flavor of a raspberry is different from 
that of a strawberry, although both are tart and sweet. 

Aroma is recoonized by our sense of smell alone. Who 
can forget the aro~a of fresh bread being baked, or the in
credibly complex bouquet of a fine wine, or country sausage 
being grilled on a chilly morning. 

Food Feel is accomplished by the palate and tongue 
working together. This combination can recognize whether 
food is soft or crunchy, cold or hot, dry or full of moisture, 
rough or smooth. 
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The above is a most elementary list, but it should reveal 
enough to lay to rest the theory that taste is an experience of 
privileged upper classes and unknown to the multitudes. 

There are social critics, who have probably never 
dined well themselves, who view with alarm the cultivation 
of taste as a sign of a decaying civilization. They would have 
us believe that the fall of the Roman Empire was due to the 
costly luxuries that found their way to Lucullus' table, such 
as the peacocks' tongues and the Colchester oysters. The high
ly colored reports of Pliny on the eccentric eating habits of 
the nouveaux riches have lasted for some 2000 years. How
ever, the story of the many Romans who ate in more modest 
fashion would have made dull reading as would that of the 
innumernble plebians and slaves who had very little food at 
all, and whose hunger probably had more to do with the 
decline and fall of Rome than the gluttony of Lucullus and 
his guests. 

After the previous remarks on gastronomy, the speaker 
would like to ask you to relive with him a gastronomic tour 
of France that he took this last autumn . He used as his 
Baedeker the Michelin guide, that meticulous work of gastro
nomic scholarship whose reputation for fairness, honesty and 
ability to recognize the best in restaurants is legendary. 
Michelin has been doing this for sixty-five years. 

There are only seven restaurants in France outside of 
Paris which have earned the Michelin 3 star rating. Of a 3 star 
rating, Michelin says, "One of the best tables in France; worth 
a special journey. The food is always very good, sometimes 
wonderful! Memorable meals, the glory of French cooking, 
the best wines, faultless service, elegant surroundings . . . in 
these restaurants, price has no meaning. Give notice of your 
coming whenever possible; the chef will then be able to sur
pass himself." This home grown gourmet was privileged to 
eat at six of these 3 star provincial restaurants. 

Fine food is not enough to explain by itself the French 
cult of good eating. One can't try to judge the greatest restau
rants of France solely on the basis of their cuisine. And even 
when you are speaking of cooking, perfection alone is not 
sufficient. Variety is basic also, and by that we mean the 
abundance of the menu and the range allowing for every 
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Two days later, after a hard but scenic drive from 
Talloires, we found ourselves at the second of our 3 star 
restaurants deep in the heart of Provence at Noves at the Petite 
Auberge, only a short distance from storied Avignon with its 
bridge and Palace of the Popes. 

Here the menu cover depicts the terrace of the inn with 
the stately cypresses on the side and the building rising in 
the background. It conveys the warmth of its Provencal sur
roundings. Here you may begin your meal with such special
ties as the Souffie Provencal Glace: a very light cold mousse 
of chicken, ham and tomatoes, herbs, and a touch of garlic. 
Your speaker took this and called it delightful. There are also 
mussels and shrimps with a pleasant sauce of butter and 
shallots, a Chausson de Roi, a dish of sweetbreads, truffies, 
and mushrooms in puff pastry with a truffie sauce. Or you 
may try Filets of Soles Souffies Roscoff which consists of fille ts 
of sole laid on lobster cut in dice, with a souffle perfumed with 
the coral of the lobster. However, out of the thirteen hors 
d'oeuvres, my partner's choice was le triomphe du Golfe, a 
kind of lobster souffie with truffies and a sauce Americaine, it 
was recognized for the triumph that it was. We choose to 
drink with this a white Chateauneuf du Pape, a Domaine de 
Nalys 1965, from a neigboring vineyard. It turned out to be 
a good choice. 

For the next course your narrator chose Roulade de 
Veau a L'Ancienne, a rolled stuffed veal with the chefs 
stuffing of forcemeat, and a fine tarragon flavored sauce, while 
his fellow diner took a duckling whose sauce was highly 
flavored with Provencal herbs, like thyme, rosemary, sage, 
and basil. The wine for this course was a magnum of Chateau 
Palmer 1955 which we shared with friends who were dining 
with us. It was good enough to wish it had been a Jereboam. 

After the cheese course came a delicious fresh raspbeny 
tart for my companion, while cold praline mousse with rasins, 
rum, and a hot chocolate sauce was served to your bursting 
gourmet. 

The food was fully the equal of Pere Bise and in imagi
nation, lightheartedness, and ingenuity, probably better. The 
service was attentive and correct. 
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edition of the Michelin guide, and he was crushed by his 

disgrace and what he thought would prove to be his financial 
ruin as well. Out of the thousands of restaurants in all of 
France, the !ast count we saw was six hundred seventy five 
1 star, and fifty one 2 star establishments. 

To return to Bocuse, after we had ordered hors d'oeuvres 
of hot sausage of Lyons in brioche and a terrine of thrush 
livers with juiniper, M. Bocuse arrived and insisted that we 
try the fresh foie gras that he himself had prepared and that 
it ':auld be "on the house". It was an extraordinary dish for 
which we were lavish in our compliments. So was the next 
course, a trout mousse which must have been sieved multi
tudinous times to achieve its featherlight quality and which 
had a heavenly crayfish sauce as a partner. Fluffy rice was 
served with this and the whole was decorated with two small 
crayfish and a crescent of puff pastry. 

Next we had a beautiful rack of lamb with very light 
potatoes au gratin, tiny French green beans and what appeared 
to ~e elongated crowder peas. Everything was cooked to per
fectiOn and the presentation of each course was a ceremony. 

We declined the proferred cheese to partake more of the 
desserts. There was a delightful course of fresh strawberries 
and pineapple served with a seedless fresh raspberry puree 
that was mouth watering. Then came eggs a la neige and 
caramel custard and a plate of assorted petit fours. There 
were other desserts available if you were man or woman 
enough to eat them including various pastries that looked 
beautiful. However, with a meal at the Pyramide looming 
upon the morrow, we dared eat no more. 

We had a Pouilly Fuisse 1964 with our trout and a 
Beauj~lais with our lamb. Both were light, fresh, and true 
to their type, wines of the surrounding area. 

We were served efficiently in very friendly fashion and 
made to feel that we were not inconveniencing anyone despite 
the late ~our of our arrival. We felt Bocuse had deservedly 
earned his 3d star. His mepu offered more choices than any 
of the others and had a beautiful colored photograph of the 
outside of the restaurant on the cover, and a recipe for an 
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old Lyonnais soup inside. It was unique and a delight to the 
eye. 

After assorted goodbys and about which we will say more 
later, we reluctantly drove away. 

From Collonges au Mont d Or we drove back through 
Lyon to Vienne, seventeen miles to the south. It certainly is 
not by accident that three of the 3 star restaurants are so 
close to Lyon. The only other 3 star restaurant outside of 
Paris we did not wish to visit was Mere Brazier, thirteen 
mile: east of Lyon situated on a mountain peak. Lyon is truly 
the gastronomic capital of France. It is to French eaters what 
south Florida is to American sun worshippers. It has con
tributed more regional specialties to the cuisine of France 
than any other French city. 

This was not simply a visit to Vienne to eat at the Pyra
mide Restaurant or to stay overnight at the Residence de Ia 
Pyramide, a small but elegant hostelry under the same owner
ship. This was a return visit to the Pyramide where we had 
eaten six years previously. The resturant is owned and run 
by Mme. Mado Point, the widow of Fernand Point, incon
testably the greatest chef in France until his demise about ten 
years ago. Up until two years ago, she had the advantage of 
having the chef he had trained, to supervise her kitchen. 
Unfortunately he also passed away two years ago; so we were 
understandably eager to see if this world famous temple of 
gastronomy had retained its perfection. We did not taste a 
morsel of food from the time we left Paul Bocuse until we 
went for lunch the next day to try our luck. 

The menu was much the same as it was previously. The 
single sheet was printed with Restaurant de la Pyramide at 
the top, underneath that the name of the late great chef and 
the name of the town, Vienne, and the department, Isere. 
Printed in the background was a picture of the Pyramide itself. 

The pyrarnide which more nearly resembles an obelisk 
of about fifty feet in height has a square base out of which 
open four arches. It stands in the middle of the street, about 
one hundred feet from the end of the Point property. It was 
for hundreds of years thought incorrectly to be the tomb of 
Pontius Pilate. However, in 1854, excavations revealed it was 
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part of the domed center of a Roman circus where chariot 
races were held, and it dated from the fourth century. There 
are other Roman ruins in Vienne including the temple of 
Augustus and Livy and a huge amphitheatre. 

However, to return to the menu which is handwritten 
and contains a set meal with choice of two dishes in the fish 
and meat courses. The hors d'oeuvres had shrunk from three 
to two items, but they were most delicious, a brioche of foie 
gras and a delice du pyramide which was a small boa t shaped 
container made of marvelously flaky puff paste and filled with 
tiny mussels over which an unctuous cream sauce was ladled 
with a lavish hand. 

The napkins when opened were still the huge rough 
sun dried squares, the silverware and the plates were replaced 
after each item, not just each course, and the beautiful 
presentation of each selection remained. the same as previously. 

To continue our repast, my partner selected the omble 
chevalier with almonds whilst your eager eater tried the 
turbot in champagne sauce. Both were fine but mine was 
voted the better dish. With this we drank a good spicy 
Condrieu 1964 which comes from the hillside across the 
river, and must really be drunk on the scene as it does not 
travel well. Then followed a guinea hen in a small casserole 
with morels, the dry, wrinkled, but tasty local mushrooms, 
and an egg sauce, which melted in the mouth while my 
spouse chose the rump steak grilled over a wood fire. It was 
pronounced succulent, but not as unusual as mine. With both 
were served potatoes Dauphinais which almost acted out a 
feat of levitation, so light they were. With this course and 
the cheese, we drank one of the finest wines of our trip, a 
Musigny 1945 of the Conte de Vogue. This was a very com
plex wine, only slightly tuile, with a spicy bouquet, a wine of 
elegance, breed, and much balance. We were fortunate to 
have made such a choice. 

Then came the dessert and we were served our favorite, 
marjolaine, a cake that was invented by Fernand Point. The 
many layered pastry is made of crushed hazelnuts and 
almonds. The filling is of three different flavors, a chocolate, 
coffee, and a praline butter cream. The combination is a 
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magnificent blend of flavors and textures .... We tried it at 
home one time and it was expensive, time consuming and 
complex to make but the result, while worth it, did not achieve 
the perfection that was reached at the Pyramide .. . . The other 
desserts were a strawberry tart, basket of fresh fruit, petit 
fours, and lemon sherbert, all tasty and all that was missing 
from the 1960 desserts were the three flavors of pot de creme. 

After the dessert, carne a special pear liqueur with a whole 
fresh pear in the bottle which is made especially for Mme. 
Point, and which she insisted that we try as her guest. This 
gesture of extra hospitality proved to be the best pear liqueur 
that we had ever tried, extra smooth and flavorful. 

The whole dinner was a marvelous composition of lightc 
ness and delicacy that enabled one to reach the end of the 
meal and still appreciate the flavor of everything that went 
before. 

The service was of top quality. The waiters worked as a 
team. While one put on the plates, another served the course, 
whilst a third changed the silver. Vincent, the cheerful head
waiter, made everyone feel most welcome, and the sommelier 
knew his trade and kept the wine glasses filled to the proper 
level at the proper time. As we left with the warm adieux of 
Mme. Point ringing in our ears, we reflected that fortunately, 
in France however much t~ings change, things remain the 
same. The Pyramicle has remained the same, perfection in its 
own genre. 

After a pleasant evening at Marc Chevillot's Hotel de la 
Poste in Beaune, the wine capital of Burgundy, where we 
indulged ourselves in a memorable 1934 Grand Echezaux 
and a day watching the grape harvest in some of the most 
famous of the Burgundian vineyards, including those of the 
Dornaine de la Rornanee Conti, we arrived at the last of the 
3 star provincial restaurants that we were to visit, the Hostel
lerie de la Poste in Avallon of which M. Rene Hure is the 
patron. This jolly white haired man has long been known as 
one of France's great chefs. His beautiful country inn where 
we stayed overnight is a most luxurious place to stop, as 
Napoleon did after his escape from St. Helena. It is furnished 
most elegantly with period furniture and boasts of all the 
creature comforts that one could wish. 
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vVhen we sat down to dinner in the small but tasteful 
restaurant, we were reminded of another meal that we had 
eaten here several years ago. We were eager to assess the 
quality of our repast. 

This time my dinner companion struck it rich with her 
first course choice of fresh artichoke bottoms with morels and 
a sauce Recamier made of cream, mushroom juice, and a 
small bit of foie gras. Your peripatetic epicure tried a simple 
cream of vegetable soup that was not exciting. Then he ate 
venison with a poivrade sauce made with red wine, and 
sauteed apples accompanied this good dish, and our other 
eater was munching on chicken cooked in old Burgundy wine 
that was accounted a success. With all of this we had a fine 
Burgundy, a 1955 Chambertain Clos de Beze that still had 
plenty of life and would improve even more with age. After 
our cheese and a fresh raspberry tart each, my companion 
had a Dolce Borghese which is an unexpected mating of 
butter, kirsch, raspberries, and sabayon, the last being a 
custard sauce. My choice was a cake that was supposed to 
have been a favorite of Cardinal Richelieu. It was more of 
a treat to the eye than the palate. 

The service was attentive but not distinguished, and the 
menu was about in the middle as far as choices were con
cerned. Our reluctant conclusion was that since M. Hure 
had left the kitchen to confine his activities to acting as host 
during mealtime, his food, while excellent, had lost its inspira
tional quality. 

In any ranking of cuisine and service, we would have to 
put the dynamic young chef Paul Bocuse at the top of the 
list with the Oustau Baumaniere and the Pyramide in a 
close dead heat for second. Then would come La Petit Auberge 
de Noves and trailing Pere Bise and Hostellerie de la Poste. 
However, remember that the trailing restaurants still rank with 
the best for we are looking at the best of the best! 

And this leads to our second criterion: variety. Here too 
Paul Bocuse would rate atthe top, for his menu lists not only 
the dishes that he serves everyday but also those which he is 
prepared to cook with adequate notice. Also, being right in 
the suburbs of Lyon, France's third city and regional gastro
nomic capitol, he can offer a wider variety than his peers. 
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M. Hure and Mme. Point probably rank next because of 
their proximity to sources of supply and the resourcefulness 
of their chefs, while the great Thulier is resh·icted by what he 
can obtain as are the restaurants at Noves and Talloires. 

In the matter of wine cellar, the Pyramide cellar stands 
alone in its sumptuousness and in its baalnce. Despite its 
nearness to Burgundy and the Cotes du Rhone, it has the best 
wines of Bordeaux in the great and near great years and those 
of lesser stature as well. Its collection of Champagnes is 
unrivalled and Alsace, the Loire Valley, the rare wines of the 
Jura, the Savennieres are also in evidence. M. Hure has a 
magnificent cellar, particularly strong in the finest of Bur
gundies. M. Thulier has a memorable collection of wines 
which he has collected over a long period of time, some of 
which he would have to sell at such a high price that he 
doesn't even mention them. M. Lalleman at Noves and M. 
Bise at T alloires have smaller bu t choice cellars, with M. 
Lalleman preeminent in his selection of the Cotes du Phone. 
M. Bocuse has a fine selection, particularly among the Bur
gundies, but it will take some years before he can rival the 
Pyramide in this regard. 

As to originality, this is a factor which is very important. 
Here one can spot those great chefs who can wear their laurel 
wreaths of perfection without resting on them. You don't have 
to combine venison with pineapple to be original, nor crayfish 
with chocolate. But you can revive the recipes of centuries 
past as some do so marvelously, and you can marry trout to 
carrots, sweetbreads with dry Vermouth, and red mullet cooked 
in a paper bag with anchovy butter. These sort of things can 
eliminate any threat of stagnation to French gastronomy. Here 
the 69 year old chef from Les Beaux, M. Thulier, would have 
to stand first with his most serious challenger, the youngest 
of the chefs, the approximately 40 year old Paul Bocuse. Then 
we would rank the lighthearted, inventive, M. Lalleman at 
Noves. Next comes the aging M. Hure from Avallon, trailed 
by Pere Bise and Mme. Point who seem to be standing on 
their well won laurels which they are carrying on from their 
predecessors. 

On the subject of hospitality in French provincial restau
rants, one wouJd be pressed to say which offers the guest the 
most hospitality. A Paul Bocuse offers a fine dish with his 
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compliments because you mention that a certain mutual friend 
has sent greetings. After the meal is completed, you send for 
him to take his picture, and he comes and stands with silent 
compassion while you vainly try to work your newly acquired 
and not yet understood Polaroid. After four vain attempts, 
he offers you a second menu cover which bears his likeness 
and adds it to the autographed menu that he has already 
given you. Then with a merry smile, a warm handshake, and 
muttered imprecations in clipped and precise French con
cerning cameras in general, he whizzes off in a small two 
seater sports car. Meanwhile a waiter and the female cashier 
are feverishly offering picture post cards to try and lessen 
your chagrin. 

Or at the Pyramide when you gently mention your 
previous visit, how warmly Vincent the headwaiter reacts! 
While taking your order, he describes the dishes and asks if 
they might suit you. The waiters are eager for your reaction 
to the magnificent presentation of the food and its taste. They 
are gently insistent that you try the splendid liqueur of the 
house, a gift of Mme. Point. And before you leave, Mme. 
Point who has greeted you upon arrival, comes to bid you 
acheu and offers ashtrays, post cards, an autographed menu, 
and a wine list; and bids you most heartily to return. 

It would be hard to fault the slim and elegant M. Lalle
man of the Petit Auberge at Naves on the score of hospitality. 
Whether he was assisting our party of six to order dinner, for 
we had joined for that evening with two other couples, or 
suggesting wines for the various courses, or teasing me about 
having the kind of liver that made our gastronomic tour 
possible, he was ever the witty and urbane host equally at 
home in French or English, and he was watching carefully 
while we were served. 

We found the same type of hospitality at Oustau Bauma
niere at Les Baux with M. Thulier. His was a somewhat more 
formal atmosphere than Naves, but he personally took our 
order and then returned to his kitchen to prepare it. One 
could not help but feel at home and welcome after his 
pleasant greeting. And at departure time, we took with us 
an autographed copy of a monograph that he had written on 
Les Baux which he pressed on us as a going away gift. 
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At M. Hure's Hostellerie de Ia Paste at Avallon one is 
welcomed with the kind of friendliness and sincerity that 
one would like to· fine anywhere. Here too the host greets you 
in the dining room and when you mention the painting that 
you purchased from him on your last visit, his face lights up 
and he remembers the painter well, for he has helped launch 
many young artists by displaying their paintings in his public 
and private rooms. He is a very warm and friendly person 
whose establishment reflects this. 

It was only at Pere Bise at T alloires that we felt that we 
were dining in a restaurant and not in the home of our host. 
M . Bise took our order and disappeared to another table to 
have a drink with a crony. This was the last we saw of him. 

As to atmosphere and setting, it is almost impossible to 
rate them, for they are so different. Pere Bise, open only from 
March until October, probably has the most idyllic setting, 
resting under its beautiful shade trees beside the crystal clear 
waters of Lake Annecy with the mountains as a backdrop. 
Its rough hewn exterior and summery luxury make it an 
ideal place for a holiday for people of fashion . 

At Noves one enters Provence with its almost luminous 
air, and the yellow beaded hanging, which serves as a front 
door at L8 Petite Auberge, is a key to the color and warmth 
of the tasteful little inn situated on a hillside in the middle of 
large vineyards. You can sip your aperitif on a terrace lined 
with stately cypresses beyond which is a sea of green grape 
leaves punctuated with clusters of large, and delicious, purple 
grapes. 

Les Baux, only a short distance away, is almost like 
being in another world. After you visit this almost ghostly 
medieval city on the peak, you descend into the Hat barren 
featureless plain below on which there is nothing but what 
one man, Thulier, dreamed and made into reality. The setting 
is as if you were on the surface of the moon with huge 
jagged peaks at crazy angles jutting up into the sky and 
craters abounding. Then suddenly you turn off the road into 
a covered car park with a stately stone and timbered mansion 
beside it. You leave the car and climb a few steps to a lovely 
patio with multi ~olored flowers on three sides and the house 
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on the other. Beyond the flowers opposite the house is a 
large swimming pool with wide terraces surrounding it, where 
comfortable chairs permit you to sit and wonder how such a 
luxurious establishment could be conjured out of nothing. 

Right inside the door to the house is the tiled floor dining 
room with its high vaulted ceiling, huge fireplace, leather or 
tapestry covered chairs, and -dim lighting. The rooms are on 
the floors above, and the place is so popular that several 
additions have been made to it. The private chambers are all 
furnished in genuine antiques, and all of them are different 
in size and furnishings. You really must stay overnight here to 
appreciate its special quality. One may also dine on the terrace 
in good weather. 

Paul Bocuse, only five miles north of Lyon, has no need 
for guest rooms to bring guests to his restaurant. With only a 
dusty parking lot and the road separating him from the 
meandering Saone river, a table by the window enables you 
to appreciate its tranquility. 

The courtyard of the restaurant is embellished by an old 
pump with a handle and the entrance is flanked by flowers . 
Once you are inside, the half timbered exterior is forgotten 
for the very modern luxurious decor is a monument of good 
taste. This is the largest of the six restaurants, and there are 
four separate dining areas, all of which cluster around an 
indoor pool and fountain. The turquoise arm chairs in which 
we sat for our repast were extremely comfortable and luxuri
ous. 

As you . approach the Pyramide in Vienne you do so by 
an almost deserted side street on one side of which is a ten 
foot high wall which joins two rather nondescript houses in 
need of paint. Set in the wall is a black gate with a small 
black marble plate, with red letters saying "F. Point, Restau
ranteur" right beside the gate. You would also know you were 
there by the license plates of the automobiles parked outside. 
The day we were there we saw some seven different West 
European countries plus two diplomatic plates. 

However, once through the gate, you are truly in another 
world. There is a magnificent terrace overhung by old chest
nuts and maples which almost completely hide the sun from 
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the white tables and chairs. To reach the terrace you walk 
through white gravel paths, flanked by green manicured lawns 
and crisply cut beds of roses in October and tulips in May. 
This time there were roses as we sat out on the terrace and 
sipped a "Kir" before lunch. Those seemingly nondescript 
buildings adjoining, when seen from the garden side, were 
covered with ivy and blended in beautifully with the lovely 
garden. To enter the restaurant, you walk up three steps and 
enter the large hall of what appears to be a comfortable coun
try residence. At the end of the hall to the right is Mme. 
Point's private dining room while to the left is the dining 
room for the guests, on two sides of which are large white 
curtained windows looking out upon the garden. The room 
holds about twenty five tables. There are flowers inside the 
windows and huge pink hydrangeas in large urns at either 
end of a lono buffet in the center of the room, which is fairly 
groaning under its load of ivory colored plates, piles of silver, 
and long rows of glasses. All bear the sign of the Pyramide 
as do the ashtrays, the curtains, the butter and the pyramids 
of sugar over the desserts. 

At M. Hure's Hostellerie de la Poste in Avallon, you 
must spend the night to appreciate it. The small restaurant 
of about sixteen tables does not do justice to the elegance of 
its apartments despite its pewter, lace curtains, and the beauti
ful tapestries. The large and sumptuous apartments with fabric 
covered walls, quilted spreads, lush carpets, double doors to 
keep out noise, and bright gay colors would make any weary 
traveler recuperate quickly, and the different decor in each 
room makes our mass produced hostelries look postively com
monplace by comparison. The sight of the rather modest 
street facade is immediately blotted out by the single Hower 
lined lane for autos now, formerly for carriages, which runs 
right down the middle of the property with rooms at two 
heights on either side and a stream bordered garden at its 
extremity. 

Each of these restaurants has its own atmosphere and 
each is noteworthy. 

Remarkable too are the different personalities at the helm 
ofthese establishments, and here again its almost impossible 
to rate and classify them. It is perhaps. worth remarking that 
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the strongest personalities are the chefs who have a shade the 
better cuisine. 

M. Thulier of Les Baux is truly a genius, a Renaissance 
man, alive in the twentieth century. He is known as "Maitre" 
Thulier, not because he is a master chef but because he is 
also a graduate lawyer. He inherited his mother's skill in the 
kitchen, for she too was once a genius in the kitchen, and she 
wished him to practice law. He didn't last long at the bar, 
and soon returned to his beloved kitchen. The man is also 
a developer. Probably he alone could have created his lush 
oasis out of the lonely wild desert. This took imagination, 
dreams, foresight, and, as he says, "much hard work". How
ever, he is also a self-taught painter whose recently exhibited 
work has earned very wide critical acclaim and whose can
vasses are eagerly sought. 

M. Paul Bocuse is a man who impressed me mightily 
with his culinary skill as well as his ability to create and 
manage a large enterprise with such good taste. 

He has what appears at first glance to be a grave exterior, 
but this outer shell is very thin, for his merry nature bubbles 
to the surface very quickly, and you find yourself drawn to 
him almost immediately. It is difficult to imagine that here is 
such a young man who has so quickly risen to the very top 
in his chosen profession. Once having had the opportunity to 
speak with him it is easy to appreciate his intellect and the 
quickness with which he can tackle a problem and find a 
viable solution. He, too, mentioned much hard work as the 
key to his success. 

Mme. Point is a wonderfully kind person with great 
reserves of compassion and strength. She has needed all of 
them, for she has obviously been touched by the tragic loss 
of her beloved husband in his mid-fifties. Nevertheless, during 
his lifetime she was even then the business manager, the one 
who was responsible for what profits there were, as her hus
band gratefully acknowledged. Point's low prices were a con
siderable source of wonderment during his lifetime. Her old 
sommelier spoke of the fact that she knew wine better than he, 
who spent a lifetime learning it. She is a tall stately woman of 
very erect carriage . whose once red hair is now tinged with 
way, and whose whole countenance lights up when she smiles. 
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Here is a woman of considerable courage and ability who 
lost her master chef husband and her chef, yet who is still able 
to provide what the questing gastronome desires and to do so 

brilliantly. 

M. Lalleman at Noves has created a charming country 
inn bright and gay in color and in mood. It seems to reflect 
the, pleasant greeting that you get from his Mother at the inn's 
front desk, for this is a family operation, and all make you feel 
welcome. M. Lalleman is a "vitty and urbane gentleman of 
slim build and erect carriage. His every action seems to reflect 
his desire to please his guests, but he is the antithesis of 
obsequiousness. He does not hesitate to refuse to serve a guest 
a dish that he feels will not harmonize with others that the 
client has ordered. He might be described as a man of sense 

and sensibility. 

M. Hure's obvious class comes through the first time 
you meet him. His Hostellerie de la Paste at Avallon is a 
reflection of the man. It too, has class and is in classic good 
taste. He is a genuinely kind person, going out of his way to 
recommend another inn for the next night's rest, or another 
restaurant in a wayside town. Fie is equally quick to recom
mend a special wine, or a young painter in whose work he 
sees merit. He has a ready smile and is conscientious in his 
attention to the desires of his guests. He makes you feel 
genuinely welcome in his domain. 

Perhaps it would not be fair to judge Pere Bise by the 
momentary meeting that we had with him; so we say nothing 
oood-or bad-about him. He is fortunate in his marriage, 
however, for it is Mme. Bise who does the cooking. 

If you think that your peregrinating epicure is going to 
say which is the best of the top six, you are mistaken. If you 
think that all six are in the category of gastronomic perfection, 
you are equally mistaken. Three of them surely belong, and 
perhaps a fourth also should be in this list. Take yourself on 
a gastronomic tour and compare notes, - it is well worth it. 

The fourth one is not included in those already described, 
but it was discovered in a 2 star category during this serendi
pitious journey. It is between Colmar and Selestat in eastern 
Alsace in the town of Illhausern, and it goes by the name of 
the Amberge de I' Ill. Try it, - you won' t be disappointed. 
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We are leaving out of this report, the wonderful restau
rants of Paris, £ve of which are in the 3 star ca tegory. 

We hope that you will be interested enough to go outside 
Paris on your visit to France, for Paris is not France any more 
than New York is America. The friendliness of the people and 
the hospitality that they display is genuine in the France out
side Paxis. 

We must acknowledge that he had an entree to some 
places through the auspices of our fairy godmother, the tiny 
chic editor of journals of wine and food, Mlle. Madeleine 
Decure, but whether we mentioned her or not, we were 
accepted as fellow gastronomes, ready, willing, and eager to 
spend the two hours at the luncheon table that the French 
habitually take. They don't suffer from ulcers as Americans 
do ... they have difficulties with the liver. 

Please remember too that in gastronomy, as in all arts, 
the amateur can be as good as the professional. Gastronomes 
can assist others to share their experiences by properly nar
rating the pleasurable times at the table, or the sad disappoint
men ts they have encountered there.-Let us remember: Brillat
Savarin, the distinguished author of the "Physiology of Taste", 
stated, "Tell me what kind of food you eat, and I will tell you 
what kind of man you are." 
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HOW BRITAIN'S PRIME MINISTER, 
JAMES HAROLD WILSON, STANDS 

FRANCIS G. HICKMAN 

Read Before "THE EGYPTIANS," March 16, 1967 

You will be interested in hearing about Britain as 1t IS 

today. This paper is largely based on what I saw and was told 
during my visit to England last summer. First, however, it 
may be helpful if I give you a few facts about the British 
economy and social scene. 

Population. There are about 579 people per square mile, 
making Britain the fourth most densely populated country in 
the world. 

Urban,ization. Eighty per cent of the people live in towns. 

Employment. The working population of over 25 1/ 2 
million in 1966 consisted of wage and salary earners number
ing 23 million. 

Women in the Working Population. Slightly more than 
one-third (about 8% million) of the working population are 
women. 

Structure of the Econo-my. The national output between 
1958 and 1963 increased by 17 per cent in volume, or over 
3 per cent per year on the average. 

Savings. The growth of investment has been made possi
ble by a marked increase in savings, which has tripled since 
1954. 

Tax Revenue. Nine-tenths of the central government's 
revenue comes from taxation. 

Standard of Living. Indicators of living standards: If 
countries are grouped by national income per head (a very 
rough and ready measure of wealth), the United States and 
Canada form the top group, while Britain (nearly $1,260 
per head in 1963) is in the middle of the second group, below 
Australia, New Zealand, Sweden, and Switzerland. Another 
rough but significant indicator of the standard of living in 
Britain is the expectation of life at birth (nearly 68 years for 
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males and 74 years for females), which is among the highest 
in the world. 

Consumer Expenditure. Food takes 23 per cent of con
su~er expenditure, compared with 28 per cent ten years ago; 
dn~k and tobacco account for just under 13 per cent (of 
wh1ch over one-half represents tax revenue). 

Household Goods. In Britain approximately one house
hold i~ two has a washing machine, one in three a refrigerator, 
three m four a vacuum cleaner, and four in five a television 
set. More than one household in three has a car. 

Food Production. Land Use: Food is produced on over 
30 1/ 2 million of the 60 million acres of land in Britain. 

Agricultural Outp·ut. Agricultural production is over 85 
per cent higher than before the war; output has risen by about 
one-quarter in the last seven years. 

Home Produced Food. Britain now produces about two
thirds of its requirements of those foods which can be produced 
within the country. 

Fuel and Power. Energy Requirements. Coal provides 
ab.out two-thirds of Britain's total energy consumption-284 
m1lhon tons of coal in 1963; almost all the remainder comes 
from oil. However, Britain hopes to obtain much of her future 
fuel supplies from the recently discovered gas in the North Sea. 

Industry. Manufacturing: About one-third of the value 
of the gross national product is derived from the manufac
t~ring industry; of this proportion, some 40 per cent is con
tnbu ted by the engineering industries. 

Role of Newer Industries. In the electronics industry out-
put is expanding by about lO per cent a year. ' 

Transport. Britain has the largest active merchant fleet in 
the world-21.6 million gross tons in 1963, and its 300 ports 
handle over 150 million tons of goods a year. 

Scientific Research. Britain's expenditure on scientific 
research is rising steadily. Between 1958 and 1962, the total 
went . up by over one-third to 634 million pounds, while 
spendmg on research by industry was half as great again. 
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Modernization of Transport. Britain's transport system is 
undergoing intensive modernization. Over 100 million pounds 
a year is being spent on modernizing the railways. 

Exports and Imports. Britain and World Trade: Britain 
accounts for about one-tenth of total world trade, taking nearly 
one-fifth of the world's exports of primary products and pro
viding less than 15 per cent of the world's exports of manu
factured goods ( compared with about one-third in 1913) . 

Export Markets. Britain's leading markets are the United 
States, Australia, German Federal Republic, and South Africa. 
In 1965 the sterling area took over one-third of exports, but 
since 1962 \iVestern Europe has ranked ahead of the sterling 
area as an export market. 

Source of Imports. The USA and Canada are the largest 
sources of supply for Britain's imports. The German Federal 
Republic is the largest source in Europe, and her exports to 
the United Kingdom exceed more than that of Australia. 

Receipts, Payments, and the Reserves. Invisibles: For 
more than a hundred years (except in 1956 and 1958), the 
value of imports has exceeded that of exports, the balance 
being usually more than covered by a surplus on "invisble" 
trade. In recent years, the invisible surplus has tended to fall, 
from 325 million in 1954 to 176 million pounds in 1965. 

Importance of Sterling. Sterling is the currency of settle
ment for nearly 25 per cent of world trade (for which purpose 
it is freely convertible). 

Overseas Investment and Aid. Britain's private invest
ment overseas since 1958 h as averaged about 300 million 
pounds gross a year, about half of it in developing countries. 
Foreign investment in Britain has been expanding, and over 
the same period averaged about 180 million pounds. 

Aid for Development. British Government assistance for 
overseas development rose to 175 million pounds in 1963-64, 
bringing the total in the last five years to over 750 million 
pounds. 

So much for statistics-

The Prime Minister of Great Britain since 1964 is the 
Right Honourable James Harold Wilson. He was born in 1916, 
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fifty-one years ago. He was educated at Grammar School and 
Jesus College, Oxford, where he won the Gladstone Memorial 
Prize. He also won the Webb Medley Economic Scholarship 
and became Economic Lecturer, New College, Oxford. 

During the Second World War he became Director of 
Economics and Statistics; in 1943-44 he was in the Ministry of 
Fuel and Power. In 1945-47 he was Parliamentary Secretary of 
Works and became President of the Board of Trade in 1947-51 
and so on Wilson went up the ladder. ' 

He is married and has two sons-one studying in the 
United States and the other at University College School, 
London. 

James Harold Wilson was considered a brilliant student. 
He ran on the track team at Oxford. He has a good physique 
and is healthy. He is a keen and competent golfer. 

His party won only a slight majority at election in 1964. 
He won a much larger majority in 1966 so that today his party 
has a safe margin. He has been trying to get away from the 
policy-"stop-and-go"-but he is in it now with both feet. 
Mr. Wilson tried to improve the economic situation when he 
first went into office in 1964. 

Mr. Frank Cousins, a very intelligent trade organizer and 
head of one of Britain's largest unions-the Transport and 
General Workers-was Minister of Technology from 1964 to 
summer of 1966. At that time he resigned from the Govern
ment as he disagreed with the Prices and Wages Policy; he 
was succeeded by Wedgewood Benn. Benn professes to believe 
in a high wage economy but has never really explained how 
he would propose to deal with the situation that developed in 
Britain in 1965-66. There was a sharp increase in wages with 
almost no rise in productivity. 

Mr. George Brown, a member of the Cabinet, intended to 
resign last year, but Mr. Wilson persuaded him to remain. 
In August of last year, Mr. Brown was made Foreign Secre
tary. He has had a strong liking for foreign affairs and some 
experience. He is known to be radical at times. 

Mr. Wilson is better prepared for the job of Prime 
Minister than, I would say, any of the would-be candidates. 
He has had considerable experience with Russians. In the 
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1950's he became Economic Adviser to a timber firm located 
in Russia, negotiating on lumber. He made a broadcast in 
Russian when he was in Russia last year. Wilson can meet 
anyone with poise. He is considered an egotist by many, and 
this is probably true. 

The Liberal Party now has only 12 members in Parlia
ment, and it is very improbable that it will ever form a 
government. It has on occasion voted with and, on occasion, 
voted against the Labor Party. 

The Conservatives look at the Labor Party as partly the 
mouthpiece of the Unions. In turn, the Trade Unions are the 
paymasters of the Labor Party. 

Rhodesia presents another great problem to the Labor 
Government. They disagreed with the Government of Rho
desia on the policy of white minority rule. 

Except for the three explorations in the 16th century by 
the Portuguese, very little was known about Rhodesia. Then 
gold was discovered in 1866, and in 1887, Cecil Rhodes got 
the monopoly of minerals for England. On September 12, 
1923, Southern Rhodesia was annexed to the Crown. 

Rhodesia's Prime Minister, Ian Smith, visited London in 
October 1965 but accomplished very little toward an agree
ment. Rhodesia then declared itself independent on Novem
ber 11, 1965. Wording of their Declaration of Independence 
followed very closely the American Declaration of Inde
pendence. 

Britain's basic demand is that Rhodesia's 225,000 whites, 
who now control the Government, start giving more political 
power to the country's 4 million black people and move 
steadily toward eventual rule by the black majority. Con
fidential talks between representatives of Rhodesian and 
British Governments seemed to progress toward such an 
agreement, but at the final showdown on December 5, 1966, 
the Rhodesians would not agree to Britain's terms. 

At this time Britain appealed to the United Nations for 
help, and on December 16 the U.N. Security Council voted 
"mandatory sanctions" against Rhodesia, which means that all 
member nations of the U.N. are ordered to· cut off any trade 
with Rhodesia in the commodities which that small country 
must buy or sell to survive. 

101 



On December 14 Walter Lippmann had this to say about 
the U.N. sanctions: "What has actually happened is that the 
Wilson Government did not feel strong enough to suppress the 
rebellion (with British troops) or was afraid that the British 
voters would object if it tried." 

With the murder of Dr. Hendrik Verwoerd last year, no 
important change was made in Rhodesia. Verwoerd was 
Chief Architect of Apartheid-strict racial separation. He was 
a reassuring figure and, therefore, had the affection of the 
people. 

Wilson has visited Washington four times in the last two 
years. Effusive toasts were given to Prime Minister Wilson 
when he met with President Johnson in late July 1966. John
son gave Wilson the "bear hug," boosting Britain's morale 
when he compared Wilson to Churchill. 

The United States wants Great Britain to remain in 
Germany and Singapore if in any way possible. They feel 
that the situation would collapse if they did not remain there. 

Britain must make a total unconditional bid to enter the 
Common Market. This is highly important. At present Wilson 
is making that effort by visiting the member countries of the 
Common Market, but the outlook right now is not very bright 
just after his visits to France and West Germany. 

Although some reduction will have to be made in the 
troop level somewhere, Mr. Wilson will have to keep about 
forty thousand troops in the Far East while the Vietnam War 
goes on. They must keep morale up where troubles might 
erupt. 

On July 20, 1966, Mr. Wilson announced a general stand
still on prices and wages until the end of the year, to be 
followed by a period of "severe restraint" for a further six 
months. Dividends were to be at a standstill for one year. In 
the case of wages, existing commitments entered into but not 
implemented before July 20, were to be deferred by six 
months; and any new agreements made during the latter half 
of 1966 were not to take effect before January I, 1967 and 
then only if they were in line with "national economic and 
social priorities." To enforce these provisions, the Government 
added a new part to the Prices and Wages Bill giving them 
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statutory powers to forbid or reverse unjustified price or wage 
rises. These powers would lapse automatically twelve months 
after the Bill received the Royal Assent, and they could not 
be renewed. 

President Johnson recently said, "Britain's economic crisis 
provides a lesson for all democracies that both business and 
labor must show restraint." 

Wilson has a good sense of humor, and he can make 
a joke on himself. However, he probably did not repeat to his 
constituency a new variant of an old joke which came out on 
August 8 about the Prime Minister. Judging by the number of 
times it was repeated to me by different people, it apparently 
gained momentum by "leaps and bounds." 

A notice was posted in the London Commodity Exchange, 
Mincing Lane, under the heading, "Harold Wilson Memorial 
Committee." It announces a scheme to raise 5 million pounds 
for a statue of him in front of the Houses of Parliament. The 
Committee-anonymous-has been in a quandary, though, 

about the site because: 

"It was thought not wise to place it beside the statue 
of George Washington, who never told a lie; or beside 
Lloyd George, who never told the truth; since Harold 
Wilson could never tell the difference. 

So a place has been chosen besi?e Christopher 
Columbus, the greatest Socialist of all-in that, he did not 
know where he was going or where he had been and 
made his journey on borrowed money. 

Citizens with any money left after paying taxes are 
asked to contribute generously." 
It seemed to be all good, clean political fun. 

On September 5, 1966, I was present at the crucial first 
day meeting of last year's annual conference of England's 
Trades Union Congress in Blackpool. Prime Minister Wilson 
at the opening of the meeting did not wear "sack cloth and 
ashes" as the Guardian said he could have done. Instead, he 
was buoyant, to the point, talked harder than a Prime Min
ister ever talked to such a group. There was a little heckling. 
Wilson overcame it and was given a rising vote of thanks. The 
Prime Minister is to be praised for his determination. He said 
that "one false, careless step" in the present international trad
ing and fiscal situation could plunge the world into a depres-
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sion as grave as that of the 1930's. He never said anything 
about errors made in his "regime" which would have aided 
his critics. He said that they had a damned hard job to do and 
that he would carry on. He also said that the Government 
must "govern" and he would not relax until Great Britain was 
paying her way. 

The standstill on prices and wages is especially serious 
with the unions. Wilson was speaking to the oldest and one 
of the strongest trade union movements in the world. 

The Prime Minister said the exports were 7% up before 
the "freeze" and were 9% before the Seamen's Strike. 

Wilson also quoted Swift as saying 200 years ago that if 
any man can produce two blades of grass where he used to 
produce one, it would be better than all that the politicians 
could do for him. 

He also said that social life in the country is unhappy 
because the problems are more social than economic. 

The Prime Minister did not refer the Chairmanship to 
another person, but he treaded softly and did his own talking. 

For what reason did de Gaulle crack his whip and start 
selling sterling in July 1966? It appears that Pompidou, the 
French Prime Minister of Finance, was in England in June 
and July, at which time there was a long discussion of sterling. 
Pompidou is the "Yes man" for de Gaulle. Mr. Pompidou, I 
understand, told Mr. Wilson that if he would de-value the 
pound, de Gaulle would be helpful to him by taking England 
into the Common Market; and that de Gaulle would form a 
European currency and tie in the pound which would be 
part of it. Wilson refused; and when he went to America, he 
told Mr. Johnson what Pompidou had said. 

It appeared that George Brown had the same feeling as 
Pompidou, and for that reason was about to resign. Fifty-one 
members of the Labor Party agreed with Mr. Brown. 

Mr. Johnson knew that de Gaulle was actually wantjng 
to weaken the dollar; and he, therefore, gave Mr. Wilson the 
green light to stick to the hard pound, and he would back 
him up. 
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The working class is represented by the Labor Party, 
which is increasingly trying to widen its approach among the 
middle classes-particularly, the younger professional and man
agerial elements. A member of Parliament in the Labor Gov
ernment told me that it is to the interest of the Labor Party 
to improve the training of those who will take their places 
in the management of industry. Very rarely indeed, today, is 
management by "class" and not by those who are especially 
equipped for the work. Some people in England today who 
are over forty years old do not realize that their country is no 
longer a world power but still think of it as it used to be. 

Some people feel that the free press in England is highly 
endangered because of its continuous financial difficulties. 
Prime Minister Harold Wilson declared that restrictive prac
tices in the industry have reached the dimensions of a national 
scandal. He says the Government stands ready to help in any 
way that does not threaten the existence of a free press. 

The "Guardian" has warned its staff that cuts of up to 
25% must be made in costs. The "Sun", independent labor 
successor to the "Herald", is losing large sums of money. The 
"Daily Mail" has lost money ever since its price increased from 
3 to 4 pence. The "Times" has been saved from the crisis by 
the fact that it acquired Lord Thomson's mammoth presses. 

British gambling also presents a great problem. 

The Government recently published statistics showing 
that '3 out of 4 adults gamble at least occasionally. A conserva
tive estimate says more-that 1,000,000,000 pounds, equivalent 
to $2,800,000,000, or l/8 of the Government's budget is spent 
in gambling. This amounts to about $50 a year for every man, 
woman, and child. The different kinds of gambling which 
take place in England include horse racing, greyhound racing, 
soccer pools, bingo, slot machines, and a government-run 
lottery, called "premium bonds". 

As I have mentioned before, one of the greatest of Britain's 
problems is balance of payments. Only two years since 1822 
have the exports of Great Britain been larger than the imports 
into the country. Of course, England could afford this luxury 
for over the century it had banking and insurance interests 
and commanded the high seas, but now its position has 
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changed, and it has to watch the balance of payments. It has 
had to borrow from the International Monetary Fund-once 
in December 1964, they borrowed a billion dollars to be paid 
back in three ye<!Is and another 1.4 billion in May, 1965, 
which they will have to pay back in five years. 

International banks, particularly the Swiss and French 
bankers, saw the "handwriting on the wall" when the Labor 
Government made the agreement to solve the Seamen's Strike 
in June, 1966. They sold sterling which was awkward to the 
British. They thought the extra nine days including vacation 
on top of the raise which the Seamen were given two years 
ago was a little heavy. 

Last July the Bank Rate was increased to 7%, but recently 
reduced to 6-l/2%. 

In July 1966, when Wilson's Government imposed the 
"freeze" on wage and price increases until January 1967, most 
Britons took the freeze with a stiff upper lip, but were looking 
forward to New Year's Day when business could be resumed 
as usual. But in early December the Government found it 
necessary to extend the major part of its wage-price freeze 
until mid-1967. 

To date, the tough Labor Government's policies have 
shown a striking short-term success; namely, wages are vir
tually unchanged in six months; prices have risen less than I 
per cent, and balance of payments is recovering. It seems now 
that it will show a surplus of around 560 million dollars for 
1967. 

But, unfortunately, the other side of the picture shows: 
production is down, unemployment up, and over-all economic 
growth at a standstill. Most of us feel at liberty to criticize our 
own family or country but strongly resent an outsider taking 
the same liberty. Perhaps Mr. Wilson felt this way when he 
is quoted as saying that a little unemployment might help 
cure "the sheer damn laziness" of many British workmen. 

The most important question now is not what happens to 
England in the next six months-but what happens after the 
Government's powers to freeze wages and prices die in August 
1967. 
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We hold Great Britain in the highest respect among 
nations. This is true principally because they are our cousins. 
England now faces a situation that needs the fullest American 
co-operation. The Labor Party, like the Conservative Party, 
is reaching for an honest settlement of their affairs. 

The Labor Government has acted with extreme caution. 
It is hard to imagine the unions agreeing not to ask for higher 
wages the coming year and even to take reductions in some 
cases. The Government has passed laws which no Conserva
tive Government would have even dared try passing. The 
Labor Government went along-with Prime Minister Harold 
Wilson at the helm-and agreed to things which were entirely 
contrary to socialist views-but they did it-for England must 
be saved. 
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THE PURSUIT OF BOOKS: 

A BUlLIOMANIAC'S CONfESSION 

WALTER P. ARMSTRONG, }R. 

Read Before ''THE EGYPTIANs," April 20, 1967 

The new Random H ouse dictionary defines a bibliophile as 
"one who loves or collects books" and mania as "excessive 
excitement or enthusiasm; craze." A bibliomanic is therefore 
one who loves or collects books with excessive excitement or 
enthusiasm, or the extent of being at least slightly crazed. Such 
a one I have been, I confess, for some thirty-three years. What 
follows is a sharing with you of a few of the things which I 
have enjoyed during that period, along with a few examples, I 
hope not immodest, from my library. For I hold with \Morels
worth, in the phrase which I adop ted years ago for the motto 
of my bookplate, that "Books, vve know, are a subs tantial world, 
both pure and good." 

Bibliomania is a virulent disease, and takes many forms; 
but they all have one symptom in common. Books gravitate 
to the avid collector like iron flings to a magnet. Such a one, 
placed alone in the center of the Sahara desert, would produce 
a book from somewhere and start reading. His first move upon 
visiting any new city is to check the pages of the classified 
telephone directory under the heading "Book Dealers-Used 
and Rare," and he seldom leaves without a package under his 
arm. His favorite reading is book catalogues, and the postman 
knows the way to his house. His problem is to keep from 
acquiring books, for n ot only are the dealers' descriptions so 
deliberately enticing and the feel of the old binding so ex
citing, but friends give him books, periodicals send him books 
for review, and it seems that everyone he ever knew has sud
denly turned into a promising author. At this point the. prob
lem becomes one of mere space, and space is · always .limited. 
lt is all very well to say, as some colledor~ are forced to do, 
tha_t for every new book · acquired an old friend must go; but 
if ~the world discarded it~ generations everytime a new edition 
~ar~e .along, where would . a~y of us . be ~fter fifty? Better t o 
h.'ive .a patient' wifewho will only smileand wonder ~sthe 
shelves ·. c~eep along _·the walls upon <which she had planned. 
. . . . . . -. ~ .. ' . . . . . 



to hang pictures, and, in my own case, into the dining room 
and two of the bedrooms. He who possesses such a spouse is 
singularly blessed. 

And so by these methods over a period of years I have ac
cumulated some 4000 volumes, each in one way or another of 
some significance to me, although certainly at least in the ag
gregate meaningless to anyone else. But who, you may ask, 
needs 4000 books? Who, indeed; and the answer of course is 
no one, if books are considered merely as a source of informa
tion. Who needs five copies of Chaucer's Canterbury T ales; 
and yet should I be deprived of the pleasure of mvning the two 
stately volumes of the Rockwell Kent edition or the quaint 
typography of (a .facsimilie, I must admit) the Klemscott 
merely because I already own three others? \Vho needs three 
copies of Moby Dick, but must I throw away the one I read 
so avidly as a boy upon acquiring the aluminum case contain
ing the Lakeside Press set? Is my signed Tess t) be substituted 
for my illustrated Tess, qr either of them for the copy in my 
set of Hardy's complete works? To ask these questions is to 
answer them. For the collector, a book is an object which may 
take a variety of forms. He collects the forms which interest 
him. 

Nevertheless q;2llecting books presupposes a certain amount 
of reading. I have not read all of the books in my library, and 
I never expect to. But I have read a large proportion of them, 
and not a day goes by without my adding at least a few pages. 
People ask me how I do it; the answer is easy. I seldom read 
a magazine and virtually never look at television. I keep a 
dozen books by my chair and dip into them as occasion per
mits, even if only for a few moments to read a page or two. 
It is surprising how quickly they go. Thirty minutes a day 
mean a three hundred page book in a fortnight. But if you 
wait until you can have an hour or two of uninterrupted read
ing, that time will never come, particularly if you have children 
of the age of mine. 

I am not a particularly rapid reader, but by this means I 
have managed to get through quite a few volumes since my 
grandmother stopped reading aloud to me. I suspect that I 
have read about as many of the books in my library as the av
erage collector. Tolstoy is said to have had fourteen thousand 
bOoks in his personal library when he died. The average book 
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contains, let us say, three hundred pages. Assuming that he 
read at the rate of five pages per minute, which is the most that 
trained speed readers can attain after years of practice, he 
would have to read continuously eight hours a day for five 
years to make his way through such a collection; or, if you 
assume that he began reading at the age of seven (and he 
lived to be eighty-two) then at least half an hour each and 
every day of his entire life. Considering that he led a full 
and adventuresome life, wrote one of the world's longest nov
els as well as rwo others and a shelf full of shorter pieces, and 
spent most of his later years arguing with his wife, it is 
doubtful that he did either. 

There are, however, examples of compulsive reading, just as 
there are examples of compulsive eating and drinking. This of 
course defeats its own purpose, for reading must be either in
formative or pleasurable (or preferably both) and this type 
of reading is neither. A striking example occurs in Thomas 
Wolfe's interminable novel "Of Time and the River," where 
his alter ego Eugene Cant, upon being exposed to the books 
in Widner Library at Harvard (which incidentally contains 
four million) goes on a reading binge with the same gusto 
he brought to every other activity in life: 

"He read insanely, by the hundreds, the thousands, the ten 
thousands, yet he had no desire to be bookish; no one could 
describe this mad assault upon print as scholarly: a ravening 
appetite in him demanded that he read everything that hau 
ever been written about human experience. He read no more 
from pleasure- the thought that other books were waiting 
for him tore at his heart forever. He pictured himself as 
tearino the entrails from a book as from a fowl. i\t firsr, 
hoveri~g over book stalls, or walking at night among the 
vast piled shelves of the library, he would read, watch in 
hand, muttering to himself in triumph or anger at the 
timing of each page: 'Fifty seconds to do that one. Damn 
you, we'll see! You will, will you?'- and he would tear 
through the next page in twenty seconds." 

Let us turn however from the quantative to the qualitative 
aspects of bibliomania. The pursuit of rare volumes has long 
been one of man's hobbies. Probably it began in the days 
before printing, when a book represented many hours of 
tedious ~nd ~eticulous work, and its possession was a symbol 
of learning and power which placed its owner above the 
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common run of men. In recogmtwn of its value and im
portance, the medieval book was frequently illustrated or illu
minated by pictures in brillian t color and gold leaf, making 
each of them not only unique but a work of art in itself. 
Especially was this true in the case of the Book of I-Iours, a 
prayer book for the canonical hours and special occasions, 
where the elaborateness of the illumina tion was considered to 
be to the greater glory of God. Such books, where they still 
exist today, are the treasured possessions of museums and art 
galleries; but fortunately through the medium of modern 
colortype processes we can all own and eajoy them in fac
simile, although a good reproduction may represen t a consider
able investment in itself. 

With Guttenberg's inven tion of the means of prin ting from 
movable type books ceased to be unique and the modern 
publishing business was born. Editions were limited however 
by the mechanical capabilities of the press, and the intenren
ing years have taken their toll , so that of the famous forty-two 
line Guttenberg bible printed sometime before 1456 and 
thought to be the first book produced from movable type, only 
forty-three copies are known to exist today. In addition there 
are fourteen of the so~called thirty-six line bible, which while 
probably later is therefore even more rare. Most of them are 
in museums, and it has been thirteen years since one changed 
hands; but in excess of three hundred thousand dollars would 
be a fair estimate of price if one should. By way of contrast, 
a First Folio Shakespeare, printed almost two centuries later 
in 1623, would bring about a hundred thousand dollars, and 
poor copies have gone for as little as twenty thousand dollars. 

Even such bargains, however, are ou t of the reach of most 
of us. Of course, there is always the chance that you will turn 
up among a stack of old books in the attic a Guttenberg Bible 
or a First Folio Shakespeare, but the odds are against it. 
However it does sometimes happen. In 1943 A. S. vV. Rosen
bach, probably the greatest book de:1ler the world has ever 
known, who is said to have maintained in his little book shop 
in Philadelphia an inventory more valuable than Macy's, 
received a letter from an unknown correspondent in Ireland 
saying that he had a copy of the Bay State Psalm Book, the 
first book printed in the United States of which at that time 
only ten copies were known to exist. He offered to forward it 
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to Rosenbach for inspection by his daughter who was coming 
to America soon, if he was interested. Rosenbach, without 
much hope but willing to follow any lead, cabled in reply 
to send the book along and promptly forgot about it. A 
month or so later there appeared in Philadelphia Miss Weath
erup of Belfast with a small parcel wrapped in paper which 
she delivered to Dr. Rosenbach. With trembling fingers he 
opened it, quite sure he would find nothing but a worthless 
book, yet nevertheless full of hope and anticipation. And then 
he held in his hand the eleventh known copy of the Bay State 
Psalm Book. True, the title page was missing, but there was 
no doubt of its authenticity. Trying to control his voice, the 
Doctor asked Miss Weatherup the price. She had no idea; he 
would have to cable her father. He did, and the answer came 
back promptly and succinctly : "150 pounds. Weatherup." And 
so the eleventh copy of the Bay State Psalm Book, and the 
only one in private hands passed into the Rosenbach collection, 
where it is to this day. The Doctor never sold it; but in 1946 
he purchased another copy for the Yale University Library. 
The price was $146,000, at that time the highest price ever 
paid for a single volume at auction. 

Short of such a windfall, the only way to obtain rare books 
is to beg, borrow, buy or steal them. Avid collectors have from 
time to time adopted all of these methods. There is even one 
recorded case of murder to obtain a volume thou P'ht to be 
unique. I quote from a usually reliable source: o 

"It was in the val~able library of the mon astery at Poblet, 
near Tarrangona, JUSt a century ago, that Don Vincente, a 
Spamsh monk, developed his unholy love for books. Years 
of religious training did not prevent him from seizino every 
chance to plunder his own and other monasterv libraries 
which were throvvn open in a poli tical upheaval of the time. 
As confusion spread, he found opportunities to take the 
books he coveted most, and then vanished. But sometime 
later he appeared in Barcelona, the proprietor of a b::Jolc
shop. The one volume he had worshipped at a distance and 
longed to own was a work of Lamberto Palmart, published in 
Valencia in 1482. I t had been in the collection of a Barce
lona advocate for years, and at the dispersal of his estate 
was offered at auction. It was understood to be the only one 
of its kind known. 
Don Vincen te went to the sale and staked every cent he 
possessed on it; but a competitor, Augustino Paxtot, outbid 
him by fourteen pesetas. T he ex-monk grew white with 
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· furv, threatening revenge as he left the rC'cm. When; a few 
nights later, P axtot's house burned to the ground and he 
perished with it, several friends recalled Don Vincente's 
threats. H e was reported to the police, his shop searched, 
and the rare Palmart volume found. Even when he was 
arrested, Don Vincente made no effort to deny his guilt. All 
he seemed interested in was the fate of the little book 
which had brought disgrace upon him. During the trial 

. his lawyer, making a valiant effort to save him, announced 
thot another copy of the Palmart volume had been found 
in a Paris library, ::1 few days previous to the alleged crime. 
It could not be proved, he argued, that the copy in ques:.ion 
was the one recently auctioned. But Don Vincente, hearing 
his book was not unique, burst into violent weeping and 
showed no further interest in the trial. Alone at night in his 
cell, and before the court during the final days of his trial, 
his only words of regret were, 'Alas, alas! My copy is not 
unique' ." 

While I cannot vouch for the authenticity of this story, 
Flaubert thought enough of it to make it the basis of his first 
published work, written before he had reached the age of 
fifteen. 

Most of us, however, prefer more conventional and legiti
mate methods of acquiring books, and normally this means 
through dealers. I have known a great many rare book dealers 
at one time or another, and I have gained a great respect for 
them. In the first place, they know exactly what they have 
and what it is worth, undoubtedly a great deal better than 
you do. The chances that you can walk into a bookstore today 
and pick up a valuable volume for a song are practically 
negligible. You might as well be prepared to pay the going 
rate and hope that a rising market will justify your investment. 
Price, within reason and frequently beyond it, is no object to 
the bibliomanic, and modern booksellers do not haggle. 

What is of considerable significance, however, is condition, 
which may result in a wide variation in price. Condition is 
described in book catalogues in terms of art. "Mint" means 
that the book is as it left the hands of the printer. "Fine" 
indicates no blemishes of any kind, while "good" denotes 
minor imperfections, often undetectable until attention is 
called to them. "Poor" covers everything below this, while 
"Ex-library" indicates a copy from a lending library with all 
of the consequent mishandling. Specific defects are noted: 
"foxing" means that the pages have become spotted with age, 
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and "shaken" that the s~gnatures ( the sets into which the 
pages are gathered as in a folio , quarto, octavo, etc.) have 
become detached from each other. The presence of a dustjacket 
or slip case will be stated, as well as any defacement by 
writing or otherwise. All books are impliedly warranted to be 
as described, with an automatic ten day return privilege for 
full credit in case of dissatisfaction . 

I used to order books by mail from book catalogues, but 
I stopped long ago. The reason was that I wasn't getting 
any books. Each item in a rare booi( list is unique in that 
dealer's stock, and when his one copy is gone there isn't any 
more. So it is a case of first come, first served. Today within 
minutes after a catalogue arrives in the mail (and I have 
arranged with my dealers to h ave them sent air mail special 
delivery) I am on the long distance telephone placing my 
order. In this way I have managed in recent years to bat 
about five hundred in getting what I want. 

This method will not work, however, in the case of one of 
the most fruitful sources of rare books, including American 
first editions-the English dealers. Here the collector in this 
country is at a distinct disadvantage, but there are ·some ad
vantages as well. Prices are generally lower, and the customs 
department is most generous in classing books as works of art 
and permitting them to enter duty free. 

Catalogues are not the only source through which books 
can be purchased. Of course the book themselves are on dis
play in the stores, but most of the business is done by mail, 
the turnover is very rapid, and the old days of leisurely 
browsing are gone forever. Most dealers will take your want 
list and conduct a search for the elusive volumes, usually with 
ultimate success. In this they cooperate through the Antiquari
an Booksellers' Association, which also sponsors an annual 
exhibition and publishes a joint catalogue. Then there are 
the auctions, where private libraries are sold, and which are 
the source of much of the stock of rare book dealers. Few of 
us will ever have the opportunity to attend an auction at 
Sotheby's, or any of the other great auction houses in person, 
but there are agents who will gladly place your bid for a 
commission, usually ten percent. And certain auction houses 
permit direct mail· bidding, with the book going at a fixed 
percentage over the second highest bid. Comparative prices 
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for bidding purposes can be obtained from American Book 
Prices Current, an annual publication listing the sale price 
of every book sold at auction in this country during the past 
year for more than five dollars. 

Having disposed of the subject of how to buy, the next 
question is what to buy. Every collector has his own specialty; 
my own is twentieth century first and special editions, which 
I find within my financial capabilities while at the same time 
being challenging enough to be interesting. Why anyone 
should collect first editions is a question which has been asked 
many times and never satisfactorily answered. Sometimes, 
but not often, they contain textual material different from 
or not in later editions; but certainly collecting cannot be 
justified on this basis. Perhaps Dr. Rosenbach has said all that 
can be said upon the subject: 

"I have often been asked why collectors are so enamored 
of first editions. This is almost unanswerable, because the 
whole question of first editions hinges on a matter of senti
ment, of feeling, almost of emotion. How can one explain 
the sentimental affections? A first edition is almost as much 
the original work of its author as the painting is of an 
artist. I suppose there are people-l've been told there are 
intelligent people-who would just as soon have an edition 
of Keats' Poems, for example, well printed on good paper, 
in a handsome modern binding, as a first edition in its 
original boards! I only hope I shall never meet them." 

First editions are not attractive to the collector per se; it is 
only when the book is desirable in itself, either because of 
inherent merit, historical association, or the later success of 
the author, and the number of available copies is limited, 
either naturally or artificially, that it becomes desirable. Thus 
the most valuable of Sinclair Lewis' first editions is not Arrow
smith, his best and most popular book, but an early item 
called "Hike and the Aeroplane" issued in 1912 under the 
pseudonym of Tom Graham. No one thought that it would 
sell many copies, so not many were printed. It didn't, and 
what were left were destroyed. Today, when one turns up, 
it sells for several hundred dollars. 

The scarcity of a particular first edition may be created by 
a number of different factors. It may result from suppression, 
as in the case of Dreiser's first novel "Sister Carrie", which 
was withdrawn by the publisher after only a few copies had 
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been issued, or "Alice in Wonderland", which was suppressed 
because Tenniel was not satisfied with the printing of his 
illustrations. It may result from confiscation, as in the case of 
Joyce's "Ulysses", almost an entire edition of which was inter
cepted by the customs officials in England. It may result from 
the author's attempt to buy up all of the outstanding copies, 
as in the case of H. L. Menckcn's first book, "Ventures into 
Verse". It may result from physical destruction, as in the case 
of William Faulkner's first book, "The Marble Faun", of 
which three hundred out of an edition of five hundred 
copies were lost when Phil Stone's father's house, in the 
attic of which they were stored, burned down. But most often 
it results from the fact that the book as originally published 
was in an impermanent form considered to be of no im
portance, so that copies were preserved only by accident. Such 
was the situation in the case of Poe's 'Tamerlane", published 
as an unbound pamphlet (or in wrappers, to use the trade 
term) in 1827, of which only eleven copies are known to 
exist today. A twelfth, if you can find it, will bring you some
thing over $25,000. 

Addicts distinguish not only betvveen editions, but between 
printings of the same ecvtion. Technically, an edition is the 
entire number of copies of a book ordered by a publisher to be 
printed at one time. First and later editions are normally so 
marked upon the copyright page, or indicated by some serial 
letter or number. But not all of the copies in an edition are 
necessarily identical. Printer's errors may be detected and 
corrected after only a few copies are run. The copies with the 
error then become the first printing or issue, and are obviously 
rarer than the corrected first edition copies and command 
higher prices even though, paradoxical as it seems, they 
are defective. These errors, which may consist of a mispelled 
word, a broken stick of type, an omitted or misplaced letter, 
or any one or more of a number of similar minor discrepan
cies, are known as points, and are meticulously described in 
the bibliographies and catalogues. Similarly, first edition copies 
are sometimes issued in a variety of different bindings or 
states. To determine which of these has actual priority then 
becames a bibliographer's nightmare and a collector's delight. 

Some first editions, and sometimes other special and illus
trated editions as well, are artificially limited by printing only 
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a pre-determined number of copies. These are then carefully 
numbered so that each copy can be individually identified, 
and in many cases each copy is signed by the author or 
illustrator as a guarantee of its authenticity. In the case of 
special editions, the type is then disbursed so that no more 
copies of that edition can be printed. In other cases, subse
quent editions, although printed from the same plates, are on 
a lower grade of paper and in an inferior binding and are of 
course unnumbered and unsigned. These special limited edi
tions are sold from the beginning at a premium price. They 
may or may not enhance in value depending upon the suc
cess of the book and the author's reputation. 

One of the strangest stories of ;Jn edition of this type con
cerns T. E. Lawrence's "Seven Pillars of Wisdom." Lawrence 
did not wish to publish it during his lifetime, but he wanted 
a few copies printed for friends. However, he was determined 
that no one other than himself should know how many copies 
existed. Accordingly he had the sheets printed and folded at 
several different printers, then gathered the signatures himself 
and took the complete sets to be b:mnd by se\reral diffe·rent 
binderies. It was only after his death that the total number 
of copies was established at 20 l, of which many lack certain 
illustrations. A copy is currently being advertised in New 
York at $2,000.00. 

This same work has the distinction of having the highest 
price tag ever put upon a newly published book. Lawrence 
vvished to have it copyrighted in the United States as a pub
lished work, but he did not want it to be actually available to 
the public. However, the copyright laws require that at least 
ten copies be printed, two given to the Library of Congress, 
and the rest offered for public sale. This was duly accom
plished, the minimum number of copies being offered-at 
$100,000 each. There were no takers. Recently a copy sold 
for $250.00, or one fourth of one percent of the original 
asking price, the biggest remainder discount on a book in the 
history cif publishing. 

Authors autograph their books for . many reasons, and in 
some cases this adds to their value; but if they do so too freely, 
the point is lost. Laurence Sterne, after the appearance of the 
first two volumes of "Triswim Shandy" had produced a horde 
of imitations, autographed every copy of each of the remain-
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ing volumes to show that it was by the original author, and 
so unautographed copies of the later volumes are the rarer. 
The story is told of one modern author who while browsing 
in a second hand book store ran across an autographed copy of 
one of his books and with prideful anticipation took it to the 
owner to inquire the price. "Well", the proprietor said, "orcli
narily it is seventy-five cents; but some clam fool has written 
his name in it, so I'll let you have it for half a doilar." 

Robert Benchley points out another drawback in asking 
authors to autograph their books. Ernest Hemingway, whose 
second book, "In Our Time" ( not to .be confused with the 
later volume of the same name published in New York), 
was printed in Paris in 1924 by Harry and Caresse Crosby's 
Black Sun Press and is today worth its weight in ten dollar 
bills, was an old friend of Benchley's and unexpectedly 
dropped in fora visit one day. The rest is in Benchley's own 
words: 

"More to interrupt his lion~hunting story than anything else, 
I brought out my copy of "In Our Time" and suggested 
that, in memory of happy days around the Anise Deloso 
bowl at the Closerie des Lilas, it might be the handsome 
thing for him to inscribe a few pally sentiments on the flv
leaf. Not, as I took pains to explain to him, that I -vvas ·a 
particular ac~mirer of his work, so much as that I wanted tJ 
see if he really knew how to spell. 
Encouraged by my obviously friendly tone, he took a pen 
in his chubby fist, dipped it in a bottle of bull's blood, and 
wrote the following : 

'Tci Robert ("Garbage Bird") Benchley, hoping that he 
won't wait for prices to reach the peak 

from his friend, 
Ernest (".--- - ---") Hemingway' 

The 'Garb;1ge Bird' r eference in connection with me was a 
familiaritv he had taken in the past to describe my appear
ance in the early morning light of M ontparnasse on certain 
occasions. The epithet applied to himself which was un
printable except in "Ulysses", was written deliberately to 
make it impossible for me to cash in on the book. 
Then, crazed wi th success a t defacing "In Our Time", he 
took my fi rst edition of "A Farewell to Arms" and filled in 
each blank in the text where Scribner's had blushed and 
put a dash instead of the original word-. I think that he 
supplied the original word in every case, In fact, I am sure 
of it. 
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On the fly-leaf of this he wrote: 
To R. (G) B. from E. (-). H. 
Corrected edition. Filled-in blanks. 
Very valuable. Sell Quick'." 

Benchley adds that he never tried to sell either book. 
This type of autograph accompanied by a personal inscrip

tion is called a presentation copy and when couched in more 
acceptable terms, may be quite valuable, depending upon the 
importance of the author and the recipient. If the book is as
sociated with some particular event in the life of the author or 
of some other person of prominence, whether autographed or 
not, it is an association copy. Association copies have a partic
ular interest to collectors, and there have been some remarkable 
finds in this field. For example, shortly after the turn of the 
century, one lucky browser at a Paris bookstall picked up for 
a few francs Montaigne's own copy of Plutarch with his anno
tations in the margin. Shortly thereafter in the same happy 
hunting ground, another bibliophile found Napoleon's copy 
of Caesar's Gallic Wars. There are still many such finds to be 
made. All that is required is patience, knowledge, luck, and 
the acumen to recognize them when they come along. 

Some people collect fine bindings, but I have always thought 
that this was for decorative purposes rather than for the books 
themselves. To me, an original binding surpasses anything 
that Zaehnsdorf or Riviere could produce. Nevertheless, books 
are sometimes damaged and have to be rebound, and it is 
appropriate that the bindings should be sturdy and attractive. 
Books have been bound in many materials, including human 
skin ( which is said to resemble soft morocco), but leather is 
by far the most popular. Leather bindings can be quite ornate, 
with head and foot bands, tooling, and inlays of ivory or other 
materials. One subdivision of the collection of fine bindings is 
the collection of books from the libraries of noble f:cnnil ies bear
ing their crest or coat of arms upon the binding. Napoleon is 
a special favorite for this purpose, clue to his habit of carrying 
a book with him wherever he went, reading it in this carriagge, 
and throwing it out of the window when he was through, thus 
furnishing a steady supply of such volumes for the general 
market. 

There are various other specialties which some bibliophiles 
collect, such as books with fore edge paintings-that it, books 
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with pictures painted on the unbound edge of the leaves so that 
they appear only when they are spread in a certain way. To 
me, this is not book collecting. If a man wants pictures, he 
should hang them on the wall where they belong, not have 
them on the edge of his books where they can do nothing but 
interfere. 

Others collect miniature books, which at least has the virtue 
of conserving space. The smallest book printed in type was 
published in 1958 and is less than one-half inch square. So far 
as I am aware no one has ever collected oversize books but for 
the record, th~ largest ever printed is 6'10' high, a foot thick, 
and has an outspread of 9'2". It weighs a quarter of a ton and 
has a 12 horsepower engine attached to tum the leaves. It is 
bound in-what else?-the hide of a single Texas ox. 

As to subject matter, some collectors collect a single author, 
some collect a single type of book such as dictionaries, some 
collect a single period, and some a single geographical area 
such as Americana. All that can be said of these is, to each his 
own. There seems to be one type of specialization, however, 
which has gone out of style since Judge Woolsey's decision in 
the Ulysses case. That is pornography and erotica. During the 
Victorian era some great collections were assembled, and that 
period produced one of the outstanding rarities of all time in 
the field. This was a work entitled "My Secret Life," in eleven 
volumes, published in an edition of only six copies, only three 
of which exist today, and only one of which is in private hands. 
Purportedly autobiographical, it deals at interminable length 
with the adventures of a protagonist known only as "vValter" 
in pursuing housemaids up and down the back stairs of English 
country houses. Its recent publication in this country should do 
more than any court decision possibly could to convince the 
general reading public of the essential dullness of this type of 
literature. 

There remain only two types of books to be discussed and 
then I will be clone. The first is illustrated books. A book illus
trated by a great artist can be a work of art in and of itself; and 
many a painter, ancient and modern, has devoted his talents 
to book illustration. Modern color printing gives these illus
trations a quality almost equal to the originals. Unfortunately, 
much of the best work in this field is still being done in foreign 
countries, principally in Switzerland and, more recently, in 
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Japan, where the art of print-making goes back three hundred 
years. 

Finally there are the so-called press books; books designed 
and printed with no thought of economy or utility, but to fur
nish the most appropriate setting possible for the text which 
they embody. Beginning with Elzevir and Aldus and coming 
right down to Bruce Rodgers in our own day, there have al
ways been book designers and printers who raised book pro
duction to an art by careful selection of materials, bindings, 
type styles and sizes, page sizes and placement of the text on 
the page, and a thousand other details that go to make up the 
finished product. One of the best known of the private presses 
was the Klemscott Press of ~'illiam Morris, where he at
tempted to embody the principles of the pre-Raphaelite group 
into book production, with results that seem, to me at least, 
dubious. For the collector, the best reading in a book is fre
quently the colophon, where the make up and design of the 
book is described. 

These, then, are the types of books which people collect. But 
what do they do with them when they have them? They pre
serve them, with tender and loving care. Leather bindings re
quire oiling, fragile books require protection from rough treat
ment, and all books must be guarded against their natural ene
mies, sunlight (which will fade them) and insects. Unfortu
nately, our peculiar climate makes this particularly important. 
For this purpose the Solander Case, whose inventor, although 
he also has an island in the South Pacific named after him, is 
best known for the two-part container which bears his name, 
is most useful. But even this will not protect a rare and fragile 
book from its worst of enemies, the careless borrower. To watch 
such a one take a new book, break its back by folding it in 
reverse, turn down its pages to mark a place, set a glass upon 
it when no coaster is handy, shred its dust cover and smudge 
its pages with dirty hands, is bad enough when it is his book 
which he is mistreating. It is unthinkable when it is your own. 
The bibliophile makes solemn oath that he will never subject 
his prized possessions to even the remotest possibility of such 
conduct. The true collector does not lend books. 

A book lover does more than merely collect books; he enjoys 
them. He lives surrounded by them, and to him they exude 

122 

\) 

an a~ra of peace and contentment, of quiet dignity and self
confidence, of rationality and reason. When he smiles at them 
they seem somehow to smile back. When he takes one dow~ 
and fondles it, it seems that the caress is returned. When he 
opens the pages of a new book and begins a new exnerience 
there is an excitement and a thrill of anticipation wh~ch is t~ 
him unique. When he dips into an old and familiar volume 
~emories are aroused whose nostalgic reminiscence conquer~ 
time and space, and once again the world is new and bright 
and full of hope. For, as Richard Whitelock said three cen
turies ago: 

"They are f~r company of the best of friends, in doubts 
counsellors, I~ damps comforters, time's perspective, the 
~orne travelers ship or horse, the busy man's best recrea
tiOn, t?e opiate of idle weariness, the mind's best ordinary, 
natures grandeur, and the seed-plot of immortality." 

Finally, a boo~ lover shares his books. Not with everyone, 
for not everyone IS worthy; but with those few who can share 
~ith ~im ~he joy and contentment which they bring. Tell him 
his Wife IS handsome, his children strong and healthy, his 
house comfortable and his business successful, and he will 
merely smile modestly and change the subject. But tell him 
his library is unique and you strike a responsive chord. His 
eyes brighten, his tongue loosens, and one by one the volumes 
come down off of the shelves, the slip cases are removed, Sol
ander cases opened, points examined, colophons perused, and 
~hen the leave taking finally comes, it is with reluctance upon 
his p~r~, although perhaps with relief upon yours. I thank you 
for givmg me that opportunity tonight. May you continue to 
prosper as good companions in the fellowship of books. 
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SCIENTISTS AND REVOLUTIONS 
PEYTON N. RHODES 

Read Before "THE EGYPTIANs,'' May 18, 1967 

At one of the very early meetings of the Neanderthal 
Association for the Advancement of Science there were only 
three members in attendance. One was gloomily sulking in a 
corner of the meeting cave, which was dimly lit and hardly 
warmed by a smoking fire. His companions were looking at 
him with thinly veiled disgust. Said Number Two to Number 
Three, with a sneer, "Sure, he discovered fire, but what has 
he done since?" 

In every area of endeavor a great deal depends on what 
happens after the initial encounter or achievement. The "bur
den of expectation" is heavy, and as a president of the National 
Academy of Science once told the young recipients of the 
National Science Talent Search awards, "The laurel wTeath 
has in it the prickly reminder that more is expected of the 
wearer. " 

As an indication of the fact that many persons have borne 
well their "burdens of expectation," I would remind you that 
in the lifetime of most of us here there has occurred the 
development of the electric light, the automobile, the aero
plane, radio, television, atomic fission and fusion. Within the 
last twenty-five years have been added polio vaccine, the elec
tronic computer, transistors, knowledge of DNA, color TV, 
a dozen or so man-made elements, in addition to all of the 
progress in medicine and engineering that are utterly fantastic 
m their scope and implications for the future. 

Thomas Paine, who lived in a period of great political 
change, once said, "Every generation is and must be, com
petent to all the purposes which its occasions require." History 
bears out the fact that somehow a number of competent people 
emerge in every generation to face up to current situations 
and to do something about them. This gives us considerable 
comfort for the future to offset our present concern over every
thing going to the dogs fast. 
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To this pomt quote r. . . I D Detlev Bronk, President of the 
Rockefeller Institute: 

. h the boundaries of human ex-
There are times w en d fluctuating but little between perience always narrow an . . f 

d , ddenly widen themselves, and the spmt _o 
age an age, su d lore its new domam . 
man leaps forward to possfssh a:,o~ld- The age of Pericles 
Those are the great ages 0 t e · d irituallv and 
in Athens; the age when EII0ft pd~~k ~os~hat v;e call 
artistically, from whaht wRe ca . 1e e· the nPTiod of the 
h M 'd ·11 Ages· t e enaissanc , r-· . 

t e L I c e • · d ·n which man IS h R 1 · The present peno I Frenc evo utwn. t ·
0 

s of his senses, d f f es new ex ensi n · 
now possesse o n~w ?rc , hich to seek knowledge and 
new mental powers With ~ f h' }'fe could be 

d VIIOnment 0 IS I 
shape the pattern an enf h ld- or the catastrophic another of the great ages o t e wor 

last. h' e-entry to the atmosphere And now I propose to ac Ieve a r . 
of my subject, Scientists and Revolutums. 

1 h 'ft f thinking or ac-When some rather large sea e s I o . "R lu-
. l b refer to It as a eva complishment IS broug lt a out, we d i the way things 

. " b there has been a turn-aroun n . l 
twn, ecause_ . . arded Scientists have had muc1 
or event~ or d~sc?venes at~o~e~1t at.terns of the inhabitants of 
to do With shiftmg the d h "' bp r·evolutionists as violent h . 'I' d o ·Id an ave een 
t e CIVI IZe w 

1 
• d . d have caused large h h , d guns an nots an 

as people w o me use h' . d thods You may not ha"e 
f l ·f b ld fas wne me · 

scale loss o I e Y 
0 

d l l ·eal point of this paper h f h th t way an t 1e on y r 
thoug to t em a ' l h t u may find interesting 
is to start a chain of thou_g 1t t_ a yo ew scientific develop-
to pursue further at convement times as n . 
ments take place. 

' . h ·d to really pin down just when any sort o.f Even as It IS ar 11 l d 
f . the dates are usua y recorc e revolution actually began: or d 't . hard to say when 

only from when the shootm~ starte ' so~ IS would not be 
the First Scientific RevolutiOn began, ut 7e l' boy of 18 

ff 'f e named the year 1582, when an ta Ian , 
far o I w . as William Shakespeare, and a you_nger 
born the same year l h . f Don Quixote, timed 

f C ·vantes t 1e aut or o 
contemporary o er '. . f a lamp in a cathedral in 
with his pulse beats the swm~ng o ·sochronous. Nobody 

. d oted that the swmgs were I . 
Pisa a~ n . f his but his competent curiosity led him 
gave him a pnze or ~ , . and he built the first com
to become interested m astronomy, t'll I·n common use in 

· 0 a lens system s I 
plete telescope, ul~lm"' G lilei became convinced that not only opera glasses. Ga I eo a 
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the earth but also the sun turned about an axis and he pub
lished a paper in support of the theory advanced by the Polish 
astronomer, Copernicus many years before to the effect that 
the sun rather than the earth was the center of the system of 
bodies which we now call the solar system. Then in 1638, 
only four years before his death, while he was stiU under house 
arrest because of his "heresies," he published the world's first 
great revolutionary textbook, "Dialogues Concerning Two 
New Sciences," which, because of its clear statements about 
falling bodies, the sharpened concept of inertia as a function 
of mass, and the mathematical descriptions relating distance, 
time, velocity and acceleration, stiU remains the great initiator 
of the First Scientific Revolution. It was ilie shot, because of 
poor communication, heard very gradually around the world. 
If Galileo's book were published today, it would be on every 
news program of all the networks just as soon as several re
viewers had sensed its true significance. I know a man in the 
National Science Foundation who has practically devoted his 
mature years to studying and writing about Galileo. I must 
have over two hundred pages of papers he has sent me in the 
last ten years. 

This First Scientific Revolution has continued unabated 
over the years, with ever accelerating involvement of more 
and more persons and more and more books and papers. The 
scope of the spread of scientific knowledge is incomprehensible. 
The sciences, once pretty well described by the term "natural 
philosophy," have become subdivided into dozens of branches 
and consequently specialists in these branches have taken the 
place of generalists in the old "philosophies." With a million 
and a half technical papers published yearly, and over 100,000 
recognized technical and scientific journals flooding the presses 
with such papers, one can imagine, if not comprehend, how 
the First Scientific Revolution has affected each of us, by 
the sheer volume of things to be studied and known. This is 
why, although my grandfather studied all the medicine that 
was offered at the University of Virginia in 1866 in one ses
sion, it takes the modern medical student 4 years of college, 
four years of medical school, at least four years of assorted 
internships to just get to where he can help a few patients 
if he has learned enough not to make too many mistakes. 

Toward the latter part of the 18th century and con
tinuing well into the 19th (as a result of the improvement of 
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the steam engine and the introduction of machine tools by Eli 
Whitney, the possible inventor of the cotton gin, to replace 
time-consuming hand tooling), there came about what is 
usually called the Industrial Revolution. The chief character
istic of this was the increase of the energy per person made 
available by machines operated by heat engines. Heat engines 
are tremendously inefficient, but they did add a great deal to 
the possibility of doing work more quickly and in greater 
amounts without the use of as many people. This so-called 
Industrial Revolution was just the forerunner of the more 
important Second Scientific Revolution, which, like the first 
one, still continues to be a part of our lives. 

The Second Scientific Revolution was and is characterized, 
first, by the applications of science in manufacturing processes, 
the development of methods of mechanical procedure, the 
emerging of all of those aspects of our lives which come under 
the name of Technology. It involves the planned, systematic 
and highly complicated application of pure science to industrial 
processes, looking toward the increase of industry, the im
lJrGVement of products, the expanding of markets, the creation 
of jobs, including, as duPont says, "the creation of a better life 
through chemistry." 

It is also characterized by what may be called the Insti
tutionalization of Scien1ce-where corporations or governments 
act as the organizers of scientists and technicians into teams 
of persons who combine their brains and experimental skills 
to attack, occasionally, problems that may be described as 
"pure science," but, more often, problems relating to specific 
objectives, carefully mapped out after long study by some other 
group of specialists. The individual scientist or inventor like 
Charles Goodyear or Henry Ford or Thomas Edison, working 
relatively alone in an attic or barn or kitchen, has been 
rendered relatively obsolete because one man cannot know 
enough now to attack the major problems, and he would be 
totally unable to finance himself. 

The development of the atom bomb in World War II and 
the decision, largely by President Kennedy, to conquer space 
really put the federal government into the business of scientific 
research. Not that the Smithsonian Institution, the Coast and 
Geodetic Survey, the Bureau of Standards, and other agencies 
were not respectable and important, but their total operations 
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were almost microscopic when contrasted with what has now 
been developed by the National Science Foundation, the 
National Aeronautics and Space Administration, every branch 
of the military establishment and countless other agencies and 
educational institutions depending on the Congress for funds. 

President Kennedy said, "Those who came before us made 
certain that this country rode the first waves of the industrial 
revolutions, the first waves of modern invention, and the first 
wave of nuclear power, and this generation does not intend 
to Bounder in the backwash of the coming age of space. We 
mean to be a part of it. We mean to lead it, for the eyes of 
the world now look into space, to the moon and to the planets 
beyond, and we have vowed that we shall not see it governed 
by a hostile Bag of conquest, but by a banner of freedom and 
peace." 

The projection on the market of a new model of an auto
. mobile or jet plane simply could not happen without corporate 
research or government sponsorship. In a way this is good and 
in a way it is bad. Anyway, we are in it and about 300,000 
scientists are working on federally-sponsored projects either di
rectly or through grants. What has happened is the essential 
elimination of the former gap between what we used to call 
science and what we used to call technology. The philosophic 
gap between them has largely- though not entirely - been 
closed. The laboratory and the assembly line are very close 
allies and neighbors, which simply means that scientists are 
brought very close to involvement in matters of war and peace, 
national and international trade and economics, the matter of 
employment and unemployment. In fact, scientists are en
meshed in the most intimate contacts with society as a whole 
and involved with the problems and concerns of the entire 
social order. This is about the last thing that Galileo would 
have been concerned with, and if he had been able to foresee 
what would happen to science and scientists in about 350 
years, he might well have decided to pay more attention to 
the mass and less to the swinging lantern, and to tear up the 
notes for his book. 

Dr. Glenn Seaborg, Nobel Laureate, Chairman of the 
U . S. Atomic Energy Commission, and discoverer of several 
new elements of high atomic number, in speaking to the 
American Philosophical Society about a year ago, said, "Anoth-
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er factor of which we have become increasingly aware is the 
totality of change and the inHuence and interrelationship of 
all the scientific and sociological forces producing change today. 
Vl e see quite vividly, in our modern world, not only the 
interdependence of man as brought about by the web of 
specializations in a global civilization-on~ we have create~ 
by modern communication an d transporta twn-~ut also ma~1 s 
ascendancy over h is envircnment, now reachmg the pomt 
where certain changes by man can h ave widespread, perh aps 

ff l " devastating e ects on our p anet. 

The Third Scientific Revolution now, in our day, super
imposed on both the First and the Second, has come abo.ut b~
cause the single most poten t force in our confused soc1ety 1s 
scien tific manpower, so intimately related to industry, educa
tion , and society as a whole. Science as a social force h as b~
come so important that scien tists are becoming fearful ~f the1r 
own exalted place and afraid that they cannot cope w1th the 
obligations to mankind that have trapped them because of 
their own achievements. They realize that they do not know 
enough. You who are here tonight are being. a.f~ect~d by this 
Third Scientific Revolution , and whether c1v1hzatwn as we 
know it survives to attain something better, or collapses in t? 
chaos may well be decided in the next couple of decades . . Sci
en tists have supplanted the warrior, the athlete, the wnter, 
the statesman and the theologian in public esteem and carry 
the heaviest "burden of expectation." T he scientists are the 
ones who will h ave to consider, as supersociologists, the ways 
cf ::: ttaining a lasting peace, the elimination of poverty a~d un
employment, the con trol of population, the preservat1sn of 
those natural resources that con tribute to beauty and elevate 
the human spirit, the fostering of religion that : an" a~p.eal to 
the best in men and permit worshipping God m spmt and 

in truth." 

The crowding of cities, the routing of traffic, the pollu
tion of land, air and water, the regulation of agncultural 
production for the total good, the support ~f .medical adva.n~es, 
the improvement of legal processes, the trammg and retramm g 
of those who labor in every field , or in brief, the conquest of 
human misery and human degredation must be achieved to 
a great extent by marshaling scientific skills. Apparently 
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neither the church nor the state can do the job within the 
framework of existing resources. 

To do all of this a scientist most certainly will have to be 
a liberally educated, above average, dedicated and resourceful 
person. Some say he cannot .fill the role; others like Dr. Seaborg 
think he can. In the same address already referred to, he 
said "the social impact of science grows with an almost ex
ponential force. vVe set more production goals, but fewer 
human goais. We think more of systems and less of developing 
individuals." This led him to impress on his audience the 
value of the new National Foundation on the Arts and I-Iu
manities recently authorized by the Congress. The purpose 
of this and its related Councils and Endowmen ts is to help 
support and encourage literary and scholarly pursuits and 
creative arts of the highest caliber. As a scientist, Dr. Seaborg 
clearly sees that the arts, the humanities, the social studies 
in general , are elements which must be comprehended within 
the Third Scientific Revolution if people and h uman value~; 

are to reflect a wholesome and balanced blending of scientific, 
social and cultural interests-if people are to see life clearly 
and as a whole. 

The question arises as to whether or not the education al 
institutions can train the scientists and humanists who mus t 
carry the heavy "burden of expectation ," involved in the 
Third Scien tific Revolu tion. M any students are disappc;inting 
to their elders. They wear curious clothes, they don't cut their 
hair, they sit down, march, walk, paint signs, offer screwball 
slogans and con duct themselves in a manner offensive lo all 
tenets of good taste. Often young facul ty members embarrass 
their administrative superiors by giving aid and comfort to 
the unruly studen ts. I re tired at just about the righ t time' 

But let it be emphasized that "this too shall pass" and 
some new phenomenon of massed young persons will take its 
place, as a ripple, on the academic scene. As one who h::Js 
followed the activities of the younger genera tion - student 
and extracurricular - for over four decades, I am not alarmed 
by transient and almost cyclic happenings. I note on the other 
hand, with amazement and entire confidence, the tremen dous 
achievements of the average student and with u tter incom
prehension the accomplishments of those who so often go so 
far beyond the call or requiremen ts of duty in mastering the 
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most complicated · material. · If I were to attempt to name you 
specific cases which come instantly to mind of almost fantastic 
achievement, especially in the natural sciences, you also would 
feel, I think, that the Third ScientificRevolution will be led by 
persons of responsibility and insights of the highest moral 
quaiity. I do not have to worry too much about the students I 
have known in the several fields of science. 

President Kennedy h ad a remarkable facility in the careful 
use of words. In October of 1963 he went to Amherst College 
to address a large audience gathered to do honor to Robert 
Frost. In the course of his remarks he summarized for his 
hearers what may well be the goals of the Third Scientific 
Revolution - which goals must be attained if life as we would 
have it is to be the heritage of those who come after us. I con
duce with excerpts from this address: 

"I look forward to a great future for America, a future 
in which our country will match its military strength 
with our moral restraint, its wealth with our wisdom, its 
power with our purpose. 

"I look forward to an American which will not be afraid 
of grace and beauty, which will protect the beauty of our · 
natural environment, which will preserve the great Ameri
can houses and squares and parks of our national past, 
and which will build handsome and balanced cities for 
our future . . .. 

"I look forward to an America which will reward 
achievement in the arts as we reward achievemen t in 
business or statecraft. 

"I look forward to an America which commands respect 
throughout the world not only for its strength but for its 
civilization as well. And I look forward to a world which 
will be safe n ot only for democracy and diversity but 
also for personal distinction." 

The Third Scientific Revolution seems to present but 
two possible outcomes - the complete restructuring of the 
world and its people or oblivion. May we all heed the words 
of T. S. Eliot, inscribed on Richard Halliburton's bell, "Not 
fare well, but fare forward, Voyagers." 

132 



passable. Unless you have tried to walk in gumbo, you could 
not know what this meant. Every step of man or beast in
creases the accumulation of mud on the feet until you are 
past going. \ Vagons and buggies mired up to the hubs in 
spite of 2 or 4 mule te::1 ms, and the roads were cut into hope
less bogs. You walked on rickety planks or cinder paths as far 
as possible an d then, as soon as you could, made your way to 
the railroad track. 

vVhen the high vvatcr came, the ditches, bayous and sloughs 
vvere soon filled and overflowing. M ost people, especially the 
women, were homebound. Mrs. Richmond tells of buying a 
new hat on a Christmas shopping trip and not wearing it until 
April. Mrs. Perry, wishing to go to Memphis, was paddled in 
a skiff about two miles across the bayou, helped along the mud 
path to the railroad track, and then escorted down the track 
to the station to board the train. 

The spring of 1912 brought unusual trorrcn ts of rain. The 
Mississippi River rose to dangerous levels, and each day rose 
h igher. Everyone made preparations for safety and evacuation, 
and the farmers sent the mules to the hills. Ski ffs were tied to 
the porches for a hasty getaway. Furnishing were put on the 
top shelves or stored in the lofts. That year we had moved to 
the hotel to live and our furnishings were put in the upstairs 
rooms. lVly father was in charge of a crew on the levee, sand
bagging the "boils." H e left a Negro man at the house to assist 
us if necessary, presumably to the railroad track The oil mill 
kept up steam so that if the levee broke, the whistle could be 
blown to alert the people in the surrounding area. Men pa
trolled the hanks to keep the Arkansans from blowing up the 
levee, and I Sllppose they had patrols to keep an eye on the 
l\1ississippians. 

This was a grim night and none of us went to bed early. 
Sometime during the nigh t the phone rang, and we were 
told the levee had broken on the Arkansas side and the water 
was falling rapidly. This was a relief to us, however much 
the people of Arkansas suffered. 

ROMANCE 

To say there was no romance is a slight understatement. 
Louise Bragg, my aunt, was young and pretty and, after the 
death of her mother spent her time between her older sisters. 
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She came to our house more frequently and stayed longer 
than with the other sisters who lived in the Memphis area and, 
during these visits Dr. Minor seemed to have more time to 
spare from his practice. One day, my aunt Louise was com
missioned to look after us while my mother went to M emphis. 
\1\le had a ball. Dr. Minor came and \vhile Louise cooked the 
dinner he churned. V\l hen dinner was over we all washed 
dishes and I remember Dr. Minor in a red apron, enjoying 
hi mself immensely. When my mother returned, she spared 
no words about the impropriety of the whole thing. All ended 
well with the marriage a few months later, now in its sixtieth 
year. 

Andrew Japson also found his bride, Miss Cora, who came 
to teach school our last year in Hollywood. She was very 
popular with the studen ts and we were intrigued by Mr. 
Japson's visi ts to the schoolhouse <Jt noon. Before the year 
was over, they were married. 

In 19 12, my father decided that our education would not be 
adequate in the Hollywood school and purchased a home in 
Oxford , M ississippi, near the University. 

Thus my memory of the Mississippi Delta is one of mud, 
deep and sticky, though there must have been more drv 
wea ther than wet; of malaria with its aches, chills, fever and si~ 
weeks of quinine; of mules and Negroes; of salt meat, meal 
and molasses, the staple food . T hat many persons survived is 
Lt:stimony to man's ability to adjust to adversity. 
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THE ART OF DINING 

With Reverence and a Knife and Fork 

A. ARTHUR HALLE, ]R. 

Read Before "THE EGYPTIANs," February 16, 1967 

An ancient writer, who was trying to describe the art of 
dining, invented the word "aristology", which comes from 
ariston - the Greek word for dinner. Those who studied and 
pursued that art he called "aristologists". With a bow in the 
direction of Oliver Wendell Holmes, the emphasis in this 
paper must be on the aristologist at the dinner table. 

It should be stated here and now that the speaker can 
not claim or even pretend to be a successful amateur chef or 
to have an expertise in the field of culinary art. He sees his 
role in the field of gastronomy as a fairly widely travelled 
gourmet who will describe the temples of gastronomy and 
some of the culinary and vinous treasures he has found in his 
search after epicurean adventures. He will also examine some 
of the bases upon which the art of gastronomy exists. 

Please do not believe that it is necessary to be an expert 
chef before one can criticize a dinner. A true gastronomic 
student is often better qualified to act as a judge of fine 
cooking than such an expert, for where would the chef be if 
his works of art were to be set only before his colleagues in 
the profession. Cooks themselves almost always judge a dinner 
too partially, and from the wrong point of view. They think 
everything they cook must always taste equally good to every
one with no allowance to be made for personal tastes. Who
ever wants simply to eat well doesn't have to know how to 
cook. But whoever desires to criticize a dinner and the dishes 
that compose it-and enjoyment without judgement is un
satisfactory-must understand what cooking implies and have 
grasped the spirit of the art of gastronomy. 

On occasion when some ignorant and uncultivated per
son dared, in his presence, to sneer at the noble art of gastron
omy as being unworthy of an intelligent man, Talleyrand's 
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