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Fugene Smathers was a founder of the Fellowship and Committee of Southern
Churchmen and Was always an active worker with us. Thirty-seven years ago he
came to a small seventy-five member congregation at Big Lick, Tennessee, When
he died a few months ago he was pastor of the same congregation, and it still had
seventy-five members. He was also immediate past moderator of the United Pres-

byterian, which, unlike his beloved Big Lick, had grown large in the thirty-seven
years.

Thomas Merton helped to start this journal and helped to keep it going. He
served on its Board in the finest Cistercian manner. Last month he died, twenty-
seven years to the day that he had knocked at the great doors of the Abbey of
Gethsemani in Kentucky. At the services and Mass for him, where we cried
while his brother monks rejoiced (because they know something we do not),
a fellow priest stated in the manner of a reporter: “Tom and John XXIII, both
revolutionaries, are together now, leading the vanguard, directing their revolution.”

Karl Barth, who hovers over Katallagete with mystical nearness, preceded
Tom by one day.

So there they are in that vanguard, now in full accord as to whether the
revolution is complete, or is beginning,.

Because this journal is a small part of each of them, because each of them B

raised the questions to the Church they served so well, and because we love them,
we dedicate this issue of Katallagete — Be Reconciled to them (that is, not to
their memory), and to the revolution in and of J esus Christ.

- Some young friends of ours who have said some
_ polite things about this journal often follow-up with:
“But you and your people never make concrete sug-
gestions for action. You always stop before saying
- what the Christian is supposed to do! The point of
all talking must be action. What are we going to do?”
Is this what Katallagete (Be Reconciled!) is
about? “What are we going to do? Our action?
. We are so conditioned and trained by the power
: the world has over us that we believe the Christian
_and the Church are doing “something” only when
= we do the way everyone else does: send all the staff
= the budget will allow to scurry around every boon-
dock and ghetto, dispensing weak tea and sympathy
for the victims of the American Way, so that the pro-
gram can be written up as a budget request for next
year; and hold conferences which import articulate
. black radicals and articulate poor white militants for
_ the sole purpose of reassuring us that, “By God, we
are guilty as hell, how can we help you?” (the con-
. ferences seldom import the inarticulate and unlovely
ictims because they remind us of who we are, and
hat they are the victims of who we are); and sponsor
oter registrations, petitions, rent strikes, protest
marches against anything; and involve the middle-
lass churchman up-to-his-steeple-in<(liberal) politics:
nd conduct seminars, consultations on “next steps
I race relations, war, disarmament, urban renewal;
nd infiltrate the political power structure as speech
writers and research associates; and launch projects
which interview our victims in the ghettos to deter-
mine which among them qualifies for the charity of
his particular member of {Christ’s Body.

Butin any case — double the existing staff; create
taff where there is none ; hold at least two emergency
‘On_ferences ont every issue the world classifies as a
CUisis”; appoint a committee on an Afro-studies

What are We Going to Do?

course and call it a *“‘curriculum enrichment commit-
tee””; above all, do a survey.

This is what we Christians do and areexpected
to do because this is the power of the “what are we
going to do!” which the world holds over us.

And this is what this number of of Katallagete is
about: we have brought together in these pages some
men who have been “something” — on that, we be-
lieve everyone would agree. Ecumenism wants to find
out what the Christian has to say about the action of
the world in the light of God’s reconciliation of it,
and Jacques Ellul, who refuses to accept any separa-
tion between word and deed, has written The Presence
of the Kingdom and The Technological Society, the
message (largely rejected in the chancelleries of church
and theclogical empires) being that the Christian
must “demythologize’ the end of the twentieth cen-
tury, not the beginning of the first, anno Domini.
Of all the things that have been said about James
Bevel, he has never been accused of doing nothing.
Church bureaucrats talk about “new forms of the
ministry,” and John Fry has one in the midst of
Chicago’s ghetto. Julius Lester, a revolutionary in the
age of anxiety, writes music, political columns, poetry,
books on subjects and in a prose style that rival any-
thing in the twentieth century, and plays a guitar,
Everyone asks about “the Church — Universal, Mili-
tant, Triumphant,” but the Berrigans are an answer.
Folk still moan about the silent Sout#, but Dubose,
Gray, Ulmer ring more true than those who only a
few years ago confidently tied Christ’s reconciliation
to civil rights legislation,

In our view, what these men have been is a
“something” quite different from ail those doings we
have been conditioned and trained by the world to




expect the Christian and the Church to do. That is
why we have asked them to write for us what-
ever came to their minds (and to their hearts) about
Christ, about people, about the Church as an institu-
tion and as the Body of Christ, about reconciliation —
today, 1962 anno Domini

We humbly and with strict sincerity ask our
friends (and those who are not so friendly) who are
80 anxious with their demand: “What are we going to
do!” to listen, and then ask it, has anything to do
with the Christian — today, 1969 anno Domini

In the last issue of this journal, we tried to
answer the then-most-pressing-question of “what are
we going 1o do!” (about the election) with an account
of “Up To Our Steeple in Politics.” We hold to its
every word now, after the election. In the past few
years, we have done our share of seminars, confer-
ences, panels, “next-step” constiltations, urging the
very same message. Toward the end of the question-
and-answer period, someone usually demands, “Why,
you're saying ‘do nothing! do #othing!”  And that
is when we know we're coming through. That is when
we say: “Brothers, just nail thatr down. Now you have

the message. Do nothing. Be something.”

Finally, we remind our friends (and those not
friendly) that this issue of Katallagete is dedicated
three men who, in the current worldly-churchly staj
ards of “do something,” did little and were proud;
it, and always checked to see if their sense .
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Theologian of 1969

JACQUES ELLUL, a lay leader of French Protestantism, is
professor of the history of law and social history at the Uni-
versity of Bordeaux. His writings so far translated include
THE PRESENCE OF THE KINGDOM {Seabury) and THE
THEOLOGICAL FOUNDATION OF LAW (Doubleday), as
well as THE TECHNOLOGICAL SOCIETY, PROPAGANDA
THE POLITICAL ILLUSION and A CRITIQUE OF THE NEW
COMMONPLACES, all published by Alfred A. Knopf, Inc.
His theological writings which will appear in English in the near
future include VIOLENCE: REFLECTIONS FROM A CHRIS-
TIAN PERSPECTIVE; THE WILL AND THE DEED; THEO-
LOGY OF THE CITY.

An early issue of KATALLAGETE will be devoted to
interpretations and reflections on the social and theological
writings of M. Eiltul.

‘that in doing so, Feuerbach in no way meant

man is not a new invention at all, but even before the
creation of the scientific spirit, we find it practiced
almost in the same terms and for the same reasons
proposed today by the seventeenth century English
philoscpher, Thomas Hobbes. Hobbes, in Book TII of
The Leviathan lays down the principles of “a new
hermeneutics.” As for the theology of “the death of
God,” it was perfectly elucidated in very modern
terms by Lodovice Antonio Muratori at the end of
the seventeenth century. ‘
These little examples, which could be multiplied
very easily, are not manifestations of vain erudition
but are meant simply as a reminder that the “new
heologies” about which so much fuss has been made
n recent years, are really very, very old. If it is true
hat God Himself can make (and has promised to
make) all things new, man does, of course, succeed in
fabricating new things, but in spite of the great
novelty of his scientific and technical equipment, man
hardly succeeds in actually being new or in actually
ormudating his relationship to God in new terms. It
s a profound error to believe that we may resolve
modern man’s incomprehension of the Gospel by
means of the propositions of the “new” theologies,
. e.g., that the Gospel and man in his present situation
¢ should be brought together by new concessions by,
r formulations of, the Gospel; that modern man’s
cientific discoveries and his self-styled “coming of
age” leads to a new theology. Instead, I should merely
like to make a reminder: that contemporary theologi-
al affirmations find their meaning and their roots in
something entirely different from the scientific spirit
of modern civilization. “New” theological affirma-
ions are always the “renewed” protest by man against
God, the reaffirmation of the excellence of what man
oes in the face of being called into question by God
nd, finally, the assertion of the primacy of man’s
intelligence over the way chosen by God for His
revelation, That is why we cannot and should not
put much hope in the efforts of these “new” theo-
logies to respond to the anguish of man, or to fill
the gap between the Gospel and medern society.
Certainly the Bible knows about these efforts of man
gainst God. Indeed, as the evidence shows in the
Ccounts it transmits to us, the Bible oft times knows
what could be saved. That is to say, over a centur the presice contents of our most modern cfforts.
ago Feuerbach had much the same preoccupations !hat is why Cain appears to me to be the oldest of
our contemporary theologians, engrossed by th 'he modern theologians.
failure of the Gospel to communicate to mod
man — a finding which again leads theologians to ¢
into question the Gospel, not modern man. Th
they feel, is their essential choice.

Without pressing the point at all, we can eas
observe that the program to “demythologize ™
Gospel so that it can be communicated to mod

Cain,t

To me, the most striking feature in the curr
trends of the “new theology™ is the old-fashio
quality of their efforts and constructions. I can
be denied that most of the theological affirmati
today — concerning the death of God, the primacy
the love of humanity over faith in God, the
sociation of the message { Kerygma) from all reality
all that was completely formulated and elucida
long ago in the works of Ludwig Feuerbach in
nineteenth century. But we should also remem

attack Christianity. On the contrary, he meant to s

Of course, it is necessary to leave out this
dccount’s most spectacular features — generally the
only ones that are emphasized, such as God’s appar-
ntly arbitrary choice in Abel’s favor {a choice that
ECherations of interpreters have tried to justify), and
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the murder of Abel. In fact, the Biblical narrative is
definitely much richer if one does not let himself be
obsessed by these two [eatures. So I shall concentrate
upon two other aspects of the narrative. First, Cain
is irritated by God’s arbitrary choice of Abel, which
of course is not satisfactory to Cain. But we should
notice straightaway that God in no way rejects Cain:
as soon as Cain manifests his anger, God speaks to
him. Moreover, it is necessary to recall that whatever
else it may appear to be, the Word of God is always a
Gospel, a Good Word. God does not condemn Cain
for his anger. Instead, He asks him a question (Why
are you hot with anger?) and puts before him a com-
mandment (get mastery over your sin). Thus, God is
there, in His word; by it, Cain receives the possibility
of fulfilling the commandment. Cain is, thereby, put
to his most significant fest, but he is accompanied by
God Himself in this situation.

Now what does he do? First, he does not reply
to God. It is exactly as if the word of God meant
nothing to him. He does not take into consideration
either the commandment or the promise. He does
not accept interrogation by God’s word. Because of
this, obviously, he receives not the slightest bit of
the strength which was contained in that word. So he
remains “‘Cain-who-wants-to-be-alone,” and when he
speaks, he speaks not to God but, on the contrary, to
his brother. I am in no sense twisting the text when 1
say that, in modern terms, Cain refuses the “vertical
relationship” (man-God) so that he may be free to
consider only the “horizontal relationship” {(man-
man.) Theologians of today do not want modern man,

 whom they say has come of age and gained dignity, to

be treated paternalistically by God. Therefore, they
have decided that the traditional image of the vertical
relationship (man-God) must be broken, keeping only
the relationship with his fellow man, and by this
means alone, they say, God is discovered. So these
modern theologians reproduce exactly the attitude of
Cain. But if Cain discovers God in Abel (which he
does), it is precisely the God he can only hate, the
God he assumes has made him the victim; the unjust
God, the oppressive God, the God who-has wronged
him. Of course, when Cain considers only the hori-
zontal relationship {man-man), he makes an abstrac-
tion out of the question, the commandment, the
promise. And he is right. And from that time on,
he can only kill abel. This is not because he is jealous
of Abel, but because he tried to retain only the hori-
zontal relationship, rejecting the relationship with
God, so that Abel himself became the proof of the
wrong God did to Cain. :

Now I definitely do not think that today our
exeellent theologians of the horizontal relationship




are going to kill their neighbor. They probably would
not have the courage. But they ought to understand
that their theology — inspired as it is by the best
feelings about man, affirming the validity of man in
himself, and regarding the horizontal relationship,
the dialogue, the communication, as being the special
means of God’s revelation — can have only that con-
sequence. Man deprived of the vertical relationship
established by God can only become his brother’s
murderer, precisely because he no jonger has to ans-
wer any question other than the one he asks him-
self. Tt is not meaningless to observe that it is defin-
itely in the same intellectual circles that the theology
of the death of God and the theology of violence are
elaborated.

We ought to retain a second aspect of the Bibli-
cal narrative: even after the murder, God continues
to be Cain’s protector while informing him of his
new condition. Cain will be a wanderer, but he is
placed under the protection of God, who puts the
famous “sign” on him. Even if one does not accept
W. Vischer’s interpretation of it as the sign of Yahweh,
of salvation and particularly of the Cross (which is a
very well-established interpretation), it is the sign of
the alliance that God establishes with Cain. In any
event, the Hebrew word for “sign” itself derives
from a verb meaning “to make an agreement with.”
There again, Cain does not want to know anything
about this sign, this protection, this promise. Again,
he rejects the vertical relationship and he takes his
destiny in hand. At the same time, he refuses to accept
either his situation as a wanderer (he builds a city and
lives there), or his situation as a man under the pro-
tection of God. Rather, his city will be his protection,
as well as the iron instruments which his decendents
will forge (Tubal Cain: even the name of Cain means
“lance’). All of this is placed under the sign that
Cain chooses. He calls both his son and his city
“Enoch,” which means “initiation,” and I believe that
both senses of this word are meant here: “to initiate
into secrets and rites” and also “to start.” Cain lays
down his beginning (opposing the one which God had
decided for him) in a secret, confidential world —
that is, a world closed to God. If Cain is shown to
be the ancestor of the arts, technology, the sciences,
animalrearing, etc., it is not at all for the reasons
given in the superficial exegesis of some modern in-
terpreters, viz., that Israel distrusted “civilization ,”
but as the result of a much more profound insight.
Insofar as the world of the arts, technology, the
sciences, animal-rearing, etc., is the world of man, the
world of which man wants to be the sole master,
where man will assure himself of his situation and
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protect himself, then only the Hero who broke
vertical relationship with God (which Adam did
do, despite the rupture) can be the initiator of
The Biblical account is not a judgement against scieny
and progress but against what they signify for man
his situation of ruptire with God.

To say, as the “new” theologians say: “scie
has permitted man to come of age; he therefore i
longer needs to take recourse to this primitive divin .
to whom he formerly appealed as a Father in orde
obtain such-and-such advantage. Now, man is start
his own history, etc. . . . is precisely to say thi
Cain has reached his summit. As @ consequence q
this progress, it is only a pretence to formulate
theology the very thing Scripture shows us to hay
been Cain’s “theological formulation” from the ven
beginning, and from which just this sort of progre
resulted. In refusing his situation, the condition mad
for him by God, in refusing God’s beginning, an
finally in refusing the grace and protection of Goi.
it is Cain who initiates the history of humanity. B
Cain thinks that he can lead history positively, for |
pretends to be able to assure by his own means wh
God proposes. In fact, Cain succeeds. Lemach, Cain
descendent, in the “Song of the Sword,” shows
that if God promised to avenge Cain seven times if
is attacked, Lemach succeeded in avenging hims
seventy-seven times. His vengence is much bett
much more efficacious and much more successful t i
God’s. And here we are in the middle of the theolo
of the efficacy of the human enterprise, the theolog

- glorify Cain. But since these theologians simply re-
1 produce the old heresies, we can be assured that this
 one will also soon reappear.

We know that in the second century there exist-
ed the sect of the Cainites, “because Cain made the
cace of the strong, Sodom terrified the world with its
punishmen‘is and it is by means of Judas that God
will save the world.” Therefore, glory be to Cain and
Judas! Cain was right to stand up to this demiurge
God, who was a malevolent spirit imposing an in-
coherent Jaw on man. This God must be scorned and
resisted. Cain, creator of the arts and sciences, was
the true emanation of wisdom and the higher principle
that God, the vile pseudo-creator, wanted to upset.
With other motivations and with other formulations,
this is where we are today — near, very near, to this
old gnostic proclaimation. The Cainites had more
courage and coherence than our theologians. But they
acted with the same clarity — they had made their
choice, a choice as false as the one which is presented
to s today, because it is not between Abel and Cain,
or even between Elohim and Cain. The choice is be-
tween Jesus Christ and Cain. Like the Cainites, our
theologians claim to show that conciliation between
the two is possible. But it is still the same error: in
order to save man as he is, man with his eminent
works, then only the sacrificed one, the redeemer
Tesus, should be retained. All the while, an abstraction
is made of the relationship between Jesus and His

the argument around! For what use is it to appeal
God in a society where man is completely success
without God? And to go further: under these comn
tions, what place can God still have in the heart
this kind of man? most assuredly, one does not net
very many theological treatises to reply: the fout
chapter of Genesis replies from the beginning: ab
utely none! And to go still further: under these ¢
ditions, does that God really exist? Or does He h
4 reason to exist? There again one does not have
look very far. Our text replies from the beginning
for that man, God indeed no longer exists. The on
difference is one of emphasis: man asks himself ab
that God; God questions us about thaf man. At al
rate we see to what great an extent Cain is a mod
theologian.

Others have already become aware of this
fact, it is surprising that among our theologians
now g_lorlfy the'fall of Adam by saying the that  Translated by George Haskell Vernard who i X
is entirely positive, that thanks to it man has wonl ¢ cult g nard who Is on the
freedom and his initiative, no one has undertaken! y at Berea College, Berea, Kentucky.

Father on the one hand; on the other, the Old Tes-
tament is rejected, for the Cainites considered it to be
a lying revelation of the false God, while our con-
temporary theologian considers it to be a collection
of myths from which a reality in accord with con-
temporary man, can be extracted. Such a procedure,
of course, allows them to ignore the little story of
Cain, and to dismiss it as a myth, perhaps simply an
aetiological myth of the tribe of the Kenites. There-

fore, our new theologians can avoid being challenged
by it.

This places us in a very comfortable situation. We
can forget the Cainites and cast Cain into the aurora
borealis of myth. We can ectatically proclaim that we
are in a radically new situation; that it is necessary to
seek a coherent response to that situation; that mo-
dernity, secularism, rationality, science, etc.,is a situa-
tion that has nothing in common with the wotldview
of the Bible. Therefore, we can say that it is necessary
for us to extricate ourselves from all the otd formula-
tions and old theologies in order to be able at last to
communicate with this man who, for the first time in
history, is adult, has come of age. But it is precisely
with regard to this pretehsion that Ecclesiastes, de-
signating this modern adult to us as the theologian,
and this modern theologian as no one but Cain,
replies, “Vanity of vanities . . . there is nothing new
under the sun.”




JAMES BEVEL .is a native of itta Bena, Mississippi, and on
the staff of the Southern Christian Leadership Conference.

State o kill James Earl Ray to atone
for the murder of Martin. That is one
1Jevel, and that is the level T am most
torested in. But there is another
evel, the level of whether or not
James Eail Ray is guilty, whether he
an get the justice from the State he
ught to get, whether his constitution-
| rights are being viclated. [ am inter-
wied in that, also. But the most
mportant thing is the first level, since
£ is absolutely ridiculous for us to wait
or the State to take over Martin’s
oncern for justice and have a lynch-
ng party for the man accused of
Kkilling him. If people get convinced
fat killing James Earl Ray is doing
stice, then they will stop demanding
el justice from the power structure.
ustice is a living program, not a
Killing program. That is why it seemed
o me important that we get black
people {and white people, too, for

% and back on the question of doing
{4 justice. We have got to stop this talk
“ about “all of America is guilty!” for
Martin’s rurder. What that does is to
make people sit around and condemn
themselves, repressing even more their
real Jove and joy, and wait for the
State to atone for the murder of
Martin with the murder of James Earl.
This concerns me very deeply. It

has to do with the attitude of the
American people, and especially the
people in the churches. What bothers
me is to go into Memphis and talk
with some of the black people who
live there, and hear them say to me,
literally, “let the white son of a bitch
burn.” T began to talk to them about
this kind of attitude, about how wrong
it was to think that killing folks had
-anything to do with the justice Martin
- was talking about. I said that if it did,
then we were in some sort of pre-
- Christian stage - the “eye-for-an-eye”
Stage - rather than the stage that Jesus
atked about. If a man is mentally ill,
I emotionally disturbed, then we
ught to get him to a doctor or in
ome kind of therapy, not kill him. To
alk about killing having a relationship

Some time ago I began to get une!
about the way we understand justice
this country, especially we Christ
people, ministers, and movement p
ple. T began to think about it esp
ally in connection with the things
were happening because of the mur
of Martin Luther King. It seemed
me that we couldn‘t wait any lon
to open up the whole question of w
Martin was about, just because of w
we were doing about his death. Mat
LutherKing was a man who consta
spoke about justice. He admonis
the nation and the people to
justice. So I began to think, h
negligent we are now, sitting arou
relaxing, and waiting for the Stat
have a lynching party - and all
while it was supposed to be for Ma
who talked about doing justice.

Now, there are really two 1
of this problem: whether Christian
doing justice by getting behind
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hat matter) out of a state of revenge,.

to justice is “pre-Christian.” Moreover,
I reminded some in the black commu-
nity about what they were saying
about Dr. King’s murder before James
Earl Ray was arrested - about some of
the people we had heard were involved,
and about how Attorney General Ram-
sey Clark had cut off the black com-
munity giving that kind of information
to the authorities when he said there
was “absolutely no conspiracy.”

So I did a lot of talking to
people in Memphis and elsewhere, to
black and white people, to cab drivers
and working people. Most of them
were saying, “Well, if he’s guilty he
ought to die.” Just when 1 was think-
ing that most people siill thought
there was a relationship between killing
folls and doing justice, some of them
came to me and said, “You know,
you’re right. We was just. caught not
praying. You are absolutely right.
Maybe you been somewhere talking to
God, and we haven’t. You are right.
We simply cannot stand by and watch
this kind of thing.” T talked toalot
of students, and their attitude was,
“You're absolutely right. Bui we’ve
been afraid to say that. We don’t
believe Ray did this. But what could
we do? What could we say?”

So it scemed to me that these
two concerns for justice came together
in what was happening to James Earl
Ray. Immediately after Dr. King was
murdered, there was a lot of talk
around Memphis about what led up to
that terrible event, talk which implica-
ted a lot of people. Then, the Attortiey
General of the United States said there
was “absolutely no conspiracy.” All
over the country, after James Earl
Ray was arrested, everybody judged
and condemned him. Then it became
simply a question of getting him killed.
Black people wanted him killed - if
you committed a henious crime like
that, they said, you should be killed.
The country had really judged the man
without knowing him, and without

trying to find out how carefully he
had been investigated before he was
arrested. So, given all of the factors

involved - the talk the black people
made in Memphis, me trying to recor-
struct the situation at the Lorraine
Motel that night in Memphis, I am
even more convinced that it was im-
possible for Ray.to have committed
that kind of crime alone. Martin’s life
had been threatened even in Atlanta -
airplane schedules had been held up
because of those threats. I decided to
write James Earl Ray and tell him I'd
like to take his case, that I had testi-
mony that made me think that he
couldn’t have done it, and I had had
plenty of courtroom experience in the
civil rights days. I offered to take the
case, for I thought that since Ray had
a white lawyer from Texas, black peo-
ple in Memphis would not talk to
either one of them.

What followed was amazing. 1
got a letter from his attorney, Percy
Foreman. I then went down and talked
with Mr. Foreman for almost eight
hours, and found out that he was not
what 1 had presupposed - a Texas
cracker - but a very wise and active
man. He was a lawyer for the NAACP
in the 1920, a time when that was a
strong stand, and he had defended
more men accused of murder than
anyone in the country.

So I've put together a lot of
things about Ray’s case, and I'm waii-
ing on some other things now from
several parts of the country which 1
think can show that Ray did not kill
Dr. King. After seeing and talking to
Ray personally, I am convinced that
he could not have committed a crime
such as that. His capacity to conceptu-
alize such an affair,and his poor motor
dexterity make him, jn my judgement,
incapable of having done it.

1 think 1 can prove in a court
that Ray did not kill Martin King. But
even if Ray did it, we are still going
the wrong way. How can we Christians
think that we are doing justice by
killing another man? Why should we
spend money and time in plotting and
arguing over how to kill him? We are
simply dissipating our energies and
fooling ourselves info thinking that




justice can have anything to do with
killing. This is why, it seems to me, we
have got to come to grips with the
whole question of violence. I believe
that we are right in our stated position,
clearly and unequivocally: nurder has
no relationship to justice, and that we
are not interested in the murder of one
man for the murder of another. We are
interested in everyone in Memphis and
everywhere else doing justice. We have
got 1o say, clearly and unequivocally:
murdering James Earl Ray has no
relationship to doing justice.

This was summed up by Dr.
King’s successor when he said: © . .itis
not who killed Dr. King but what
killed him. One man should not be
made the scapegoat for this monstrous
erirne.”

That is why 1 believe that the
non-viclent movement has a great op-
portunity here to respond to what is
happening to James Ear] Ray. It has
an opportunity to educate people in
the philosophy of non-violence, and to
make non-violence a more acceptable
way of life. It has an opportunity to
make people begin responding to notr
violence more readily than to these
negative arguments that we have heard
lately, which make allusions to race
and to skin color. I am convinced that
the case of James Earl Ray gives the
non-violent movement an extraordin-
ary opportunity to bear witness fo
love, and to truth, and to mercy. That
is the position I am going to take on
this matter from here on out, and if
need be, we will go back into the
streets about this.

[ must also say that I am particu-
larty disturbed by what some Christians
and the National Council of Churches
are doing in this matter. There they
were in Memphis, parading down the
street in what they called a “memorial
service” to Martin, but really they were
waiting, very quietly, on a lynching.
In fact, their marching and their par-
ticipation in those events in Memphis
a few weeks ago said to the city, “Go
ahead and kill James Earl Ray.” 1
talked with some of the clergymen and
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others who were at that meeting of the
National Council of Churches, and
some of them said, “well, in a way, it
is true, that is what we are doing.”
T admit that it is hard to get people to
talk about this sort of thing. I admit
that it is embarrassing. But I still main-
tain, they were quietly saying to Mem-
phis, “Go ahead and kill James Harl
Ray.”

Here, once again, you had these
people from the National Council
moaning over a dead man, when Jesus
himself said very plainly to us: “Let
the dead bury the dead!” Tliere wasa
man, very much alive and very much in
trouble, sitting right there in that jail
in Memphis, and rot one of them
asked to go visit him.

I wanted to speak to the Execu-
tjive Comumittee of the National Coun-
¢il of Churches, but they would not
permit me to do so. (When they re-
fused me, [ didn’t ask them why: I
assumed it was because they were
“very busy” considering their “very
serious” affairs.) But I did speak to
some others who were at the Memphis
meeting of the National Council, and I
spoke to them on the theme of doing
justice. | tried to explain to them that
justice is not something that you legis-
late, it is something you do, it is a
style of life. I tried to tell them that
doing justice is a style of life that
comes out of loving brothers, of really
showing mercy, of being prepared to
go to anybody who is in trouble -
whether that person is Tames Barl Ray,
or some black kids in the ghetto or
those people in Vietnam. I tried to
tell them that it didn’t make any
difference who the people were. Doing
justice is a style of life. To let the
State - especially today’s military state -
impose on us a false definition of
justice about killing people is really to
mislead people. Justice is a dofng thing.
Ti is not a court situation. So I told
them that if they wanted to do jus
tice, they would have to go out and be
for the things that Martin was for, and
be against the killing of people in the
name of justice.

what 1 was talking about: there
two brothers, living in the same ho
One brother was a threat to the o
one, so the fearful brother killed
brother who threatened him. Now

brother who was murdered was a
who had been speaking and figh
for justice and mercy. That’s exact
what poses the guestion for thos
us who are the witnesses to this eveg
should we stop and take time an
ergy and make plans o kill the broth
who himself had killed? Or should §
carry on the work of the dead mi
the man who spoke for justice a
love? For, you see, whether we 1i
or not, whether we know it or g
Mariin was a brother to whoever (a':;e
we don’t know who) killed him. Th
is a fact of life. Now, Martin was ¢
brother. And the man who killed hi
was also our brother. Those are }
facts of life. So the question is not w
is our brother, but whether we
going 1o get caught up in the very sal
fear that the brother who shot Mar
got caught up in. Or, whether we'
going to carry on the work of ¢
brother who is dead.

1 told the brothers at the Natif
al Council of Churches in Memp
that we were really letting oursel
down, and our people down, and #
nation down and the world down wh
we let ourselves get caught up in
killing and counter-killing program
told them that we have to be firm
that. T told them that if we do
like to see the State killing people
no reason at all (as in Vietnam), t|
we must lead the way by not get
ourselves caught up in this businessi
killing and counter-killing. T told
brothers that we should get invol
in the business of doing jusiice
seeing that justice is being done,
that the only way we could do
was to be redemptive in our e
activity and conduct.

Some of the brothers of

National Council got disturbed ab &

offended that they walked out. I
didn’t mean to offend any of them, but
I did wonder if the Holy Spirit was in
that gathering in Memphis. For 1
pointed out to them that here you
are, marching in a “memorial service”
for Martin, when in his life you never
did march with him. I pointed out
that if you had really been responsive
o Martin, he wouldn’t have had to
spend SO much time raising money,
for you have plenty of money, and if
you believed in him, you should have
givenl his cause - which you profess to
sypport - some of your wealth. 1 told
them, here you are, after Martin is
dead: you come back when it is safe,
to where it is safe, and you march in
paradés, and you pass out candles, you
pat each other on the back, and you
tell each other how brave and great
you are, and how you loved Martin.
And all the while you are doing this,
the very people Martin was fighting
for, the poor black and white people,
had one of their number locked up in
jail and you are just waiting for him
to be killed.

I told them that if you wanted
to march and hold lighted candles, you
ought fo march and hold candles in
support of James Earl Ray, and help
him to have a just trial.

So this is how we stand. We're
not caught not praying now. James
Earl Ray has asked me to be a defense
attorney. But the bar association and
others which set up all these little
rides and regulations not to protect
the justice of the accused, but to pro-
tect incompetent lawyers and their
economic interests, they tell me that I
am not competent to defend James
Earl Ray. Mr. Percy Foreman says that
I have the best evidence so far, and he
has asked Judge Battle to let me join
him as a co-defense attorney. Tudge
Battle has not ruled on this, but he
says that the laws of Tennessee read
that I do not have a license to practice
law. And I say, such law as that has
nothing to do with justice, if James
Earl Ray wants me to be a part of his
defense. I believe that if I cannot be a
part of his defense then his constitu-
tional rights are being violated, and

that what we will have is a public
lynching, sprinkling on a little legal
license to appease everyone. In fact,
we will be trying to atone for the
death of one brother by the killing of
another.

I am hoping that the clergymen
will see this point, and demand that
we do justice in this country, and not
think we have justice if James Earl
Ray is killed by the State. I am hoping
that the clergy in this country will see
that justice is a living program, not a
killing program.

Judge Battle has made Ais state-
ment. But now, the power is no longer
in his hands. The Old Man who runs
this movement now is the same One
who opened up the Red Sea, and
raised up Elijah, and John the Baptist,
and Jesus. The Holy Spirit’s in charge
now. He’s taking over the case. And
according to the record I heard from
Reverend Jones, in Itta Bena, Missis-
sippi, He never lost a case yet. fe's
not going to lose this one, and He's the
One we're going to turn this case over
to. Right now.
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We must not forget so soon after the inaugurat
that there was an election, and how during that e
tion the three candidates negotiated the issue of cr
in the streets or how cynically they summoned
visions of apocalypse in the heads of all those peo
Mr. Nixon named, “the forgotten American.” Wh
The forgotten American was worked up. What wa
worked up about? A drift toward favoritism and
icalism. According to Mr. Forgotten American th
really hadn’t been any trouble in America befi
1954. The year of Brown versus Board of Educat
Not real trouble. Not trouble he was aware of.
since 1954 it has been one bloody thing after anot
sit-ins; wade-kng; pray-ins; swim-ins; voter registrat
drives; freedom rides; open occupancy legislat
freedom marches; poor peoples’ campaigns; a war
poverty. All of a sudden that was alimost all he co
read about in his papers and magazines; all he co
see on television; all he could hear at cocktail partit
even at “Church.” Which was all right. Until the ri
The riots were something else. They were in th
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selves staggering events but what blew Mr. F. Ameri-

»s mind was the aftermath of the riots. He dis-
covered the amazing theory that every riot had been

started by provocative police activity and sustained

“by police brutality. Witness, for instance, the findings
“of the Kerner Commission Report. That theory was

too much. Here are the coloreds burning property
that does not belong to them, shooting at firemen
who attempted to put out the fires, stealing in open
sight of Ged, the police, and television, stealing goods

- 5f substantial value, in general messing up the place,
“with all kinds of innocent people killed, wounded,
“and inconvenienced. Who is to blame? The coloreds?

No. The police! Mr. F. American never has recovered.
But he may. Iis candidate won and is now president.
* We must address ourselves to youth in the ghetto
now, after the election and inauguration in terms of

- the engines of repression being prepared for youth in
“the ghetto. The country is not now preparing serious
' job training programs or radically new educational
“models. The country is not envisioning adequate and
“safe living spaces or submitting the recalcitrant prob-
“lem of police violence at least to psychoanalysis. To
" be sure Mr. Nixon has promised to unleash the private
“sector {which may have about the same effect as

legalizing piracy). He also has said — modestly — that
he can provide the reconciliation so badly needed

. because he understands the problem. The problem is
+ the problem of the individual. Otherwise his new ad-

ministration has been mandated by American voters
to make the streets safe once more for little old ladies
carrying their money to the bank,

What does that mean? It means bulthorns — 110
million bulthorns programmed to amplify the refrain:
“Up against the wall.”” It means the programming of
666 million policemen to repeat into the bulhorns:
“Up against the wall.”” It means the purchase of one
Stoner gun for every American, regardless of color,
creed, or national origin, who is not a ghetto youth.
It means the production of mace in tank car quanti-
ties. Tear gas. Bazookas. Tanks. Rockets. Do-it-your-
self-napalm kits. M-16’s. Magnum pistols. Mortars.
Machine guns. The country is getting around to hand-
ling the problem of crime in the streets, which is to
say, the problem of ghetto youth.

A part of the problem area is being occupied by
youth who are not from the ghetto, but who act that
way. They go around protesting the war in Vietnam
when they should be protesting a really immoral war:
the war on poverty. These non-ghetto youth are ratty.
They love vC. They split their fingers, throw obscene
missiles at police, and call them pigs. These hippy-

- Yippy are contributing part of the problem of crime
0 the streets, therefore, are ghetto youth for crime

fighting purposes. They, too, are grass roots people.
Since, as Norman Mailer has taught us to believe, all
fuzz are at heart narc-fuzz, grass root people, move-
ments, organizations are super-eligible for crime fight-
ing.

All right. What America is getting ready to do
coincides exactly with what ghetto youth have all
along expected that America would sometime get
around to doing. Let us pick out such a youth and
assign him an age, like seventeen, and a ghetto like
Harlem or Woodlawn, or Canfield, or Hough, or Mid-
town, or on the block somewhere in Oakland. As he
looks out across the horizon of his opportunities he
sees: number one. He will be dead before he makes
twenty-five, one way or another, killed in a fight,
killed in Vietnam, or some war, killed by a policeman,
killed by heroin or wine. Avoiding number one he
sees number two: He will be living in the penitentiary
rather permanently as a result of something or other
someone said he did, which he might or might not
actually have done. Yes. He will be walking down
the street. He will hear the words of the national
anthem bleated out: “Up against the wall.”” He will
be taken to a police station, charged with some tre-
mendous crime, then listen in astonishment as police-
men, policemen-associated witnesses testify on a Bible
what he did, then hear a judge or jury — what differ-
ence does it make, a whole bunch of white folks say,
“Yes, ghetto youth, you are guilty of this tremen-
dous crime no matter how much vyou tell us you
were in another part of town and only have other
ghetto youth to back up such a flimsy story; you are
guilty, ghetto youth. Go to the penitentiary and do
your punishment.” Avoiding numbers onc and two
by some miracle of luck he sees number three and
number four lurching toward him. Number three is
the opportunity to become a junkie, an opportunity
regularly held out to him in the form of heroin with
all its addictive splendors. Number four is the op-
portunity to become a winehead by consuming gallons,
of any wine with twenty per cent alcohol content,
available, always, at ridiculously low prices and in
half-pint quantities. And that is it.

Where is number five which says that he can get
a job, get married, have children, buy a Bonneville,
and live happily ever after? Well, there doesn’t happen
to be any number five. It has not been provided. He
may manufacture number five for himself. Many
ghetto youth have, at an expense of great effort and
with great luck in deflecting numbers one throught
four. As soon as he was born jailers started getting
the solitary confinement cell strengthened the better
to contain him; criminologists started warming up,
alternately their electroshock machines and their elec-
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tric chairs; sociologists began sharpening their pencils;
educators began filling in the forms for moving him
out of school; employers began practicing how to say,
“No-never-your-address—tells—me—everything.” getting
ready for him. He has been bad news since he was
born. America has gone out of its way to prepare
these four and only four opportunities for him.

This seventeen year old black man-child is auto-
matically and ontologically perceived as a criminal.
If not an actual performing criminal then a proto-
criminal, a soon-to-be criminal. Why would anyone
be surprised? The energies and resources of the
country have been devising criminality for him since
birth. It will perhaps go easier for him if he maintains
himself aloof from his fellow criminals. But not much
casier. Alone, he saves himself from certain ranges of
possibility, joined-up protects himself from certain
other ranges of violent assault, but simultaneously
makes himself a nominee for disaster-by-association.
If he joins an organization, The Black Panthers, the
Black Stone Rangers, then he has somehow asserted
immediate criminality which any judge and jury in
the country would be sure to believe.

This is a fancy way of saying that as America
prepares to handle finally the problem of crime in
the streets it is fondling models of genocide. The
ghetto youth who are the criminals and hence, the
victim-designates, can no more alter their color, place
of residence, or age that Jews could thirty-five years
ago suddenly become bloody, blue-eyed Nazis. Pro-
bably the models now available for genocide-reaching
ends will not work efficiently because they have been
improperly prepared. They have not really considered
the victim-designates at close range. In fact, Mr. F.
American, including his President, have gone to some
lengths not to come up to eyeball to eyeball contact
with ghetto youth, and do not consequently have
even a vague idea of who or where he is. Wasn’t the
country surprised (and enraged) when John Carlos and
Tommie Smith put on the black gloves in a very black
way at Mexico City? If the country was surprised at
that well, it is demonstrably as far away from ghetto
youth as it is from the youth of Mars, or Venus, or
another galaxy altogether. How, who, and where
ghetto youth are is a state hidden even from those
eyes which want to see, whether for the purposes of
approving or for the purposes of having trouble-free
genocide.

|1
Let us therefore begin to endure the agony we

have fashioned. The agony is that no one knows.
Simplism would teach us that the country is divided
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into haves and have nots; Racism has devised a sep
tion according to color. But we do not know the
fective, existentially actualizing line on both side
which forces are beginning to accumulate in re
ness for war. That is the agony to which must
annexed the knowledge that it has been fashio
corporately in such a way that all have had a h
in it, yet no one has.

Ghetto youth are black. Their experienc
black. It is in a continuum with the experienc
slaves, marked so irrevocably by slavery that sla
is to this day its principal content and leading ch
teristic. When a ghetto youth is shot then kicked
death by an off-duty policeman while on-duty po

hearted people attempt to enter a foreign racial experi-
ence. This is an exceptional attempt. America — white,
true, real America — does not characteristically make
such an attempt and in fact has genocide on its mind
when it thinks about ghetto youth because ghetto
youth have been lumped by misperception into a
great mass of dangerous criminality. The overwhelm-
ing majority of American people have probably never
once thought to themselves that they do not and
cannot know what is going on on yonder side of
an unseen removal, therefore, label any eruption of
ghetto youth from their slave huts into full public
view as insufferable arrogance (Carlos and Williams,

men stand by and watch, without arresting this for instance). The overwhelming majority of Ameri-

duty comrade, it is doubtful even that all other bla can people thereby announce their racism in an up-
people participate knowingly in the experience. Surg to-date form, and their stupidity.
no white person can. No empathy in the world ‘ There are of course all sor'ts of experts W-l}o are
provide a white person black experience. No inte quick to tell us‘what is happening on yonder side of
tual brilliance, no esthetic-moral creativity can m the removal, as th?ugh there were no removal at all.
a4 white man black. What a white man experienc These cxperts cer‘tlfy t%lemsel.ves because of what tl}ey
his being outside black experience. He is remow Y- “Tl'les:.e are juvenile delinquents who are acting
from it. Were the bullet to enter him, and the-boot; Ut their inner rage and identity confusion,” the ex-
fall on his head, he would nonetheless have drawn perts drone. America is satisfied that it has gotten
a millimeter nearer being a ghetto youth. He is re the la-test word. “These ghgtto youths are hoodlums
ed by a million years of being white from a mi p Who, 1£ not stopped now, will one day become a black
years of being black and sp ectacularly, by the Maﬁa, police experts Warg. America is satisfied Fhat
300 years of American history, yes. Black people it now knows ab?},lt crime in the ghetio by organized
not experience the white experience of being black gangsters. “These ghett.o you.th are fatherless
and have adopted masculine ideal figures from their

blessed, on top, superior, intelligent, gifted, u
Lo _ . ther than the adult ideal figures,” pon-
d,b hted, paternalistically charitable, or sa; Peer groups ra > P
rassed, bemie P Y tificate other experts. America breathes a sigh of un-

i icious. d f hit
tically vicious. They are removed from white exp derstanding,

ence, cannot experience it because of the remoﬁé‘ ” ih £ h iff.
They have never known what it is to have a preside Qui f another range 0. experts has a different
message. “These are angry kids who are about to burn

Decisively, white people cannot experience the bl . X
ECISIVELY, beop P - the place down,” “These kids are organized and they

experience of being lower, darker, dumber, lazi h : : ’
i a LT
uglier, more rhythmic naturally, sexier natur ve guns and they just r.nlght start shooting; . These
hm i - ghetto youth have nothing to lose and are willing to
poorer, and more hopeless than white people. Th . . .
. .~ lose it — at any time;” “These kids are dangerous
are removed from the black experience of ghel and revolutionary so you had better start getti
. . . ing
outh, which is largely the experience of slavery. . .
¥ gely p Y- ready for all-out war.” America is better satisfied with

White people see nothing when they look at’ . A
. this message. Just as Israel was satisfied when one of
incidents of crime in ghetto areas. They see nothi . ~ . ' )
melae ! g Y _ Hs airplanes was assaulted in Athens, because it could

hett th loungi stoop of >
when they see ghetto youth lounging on a P then go do in a whole enemy airfield.

a pool hall, or entering a bus, or sitting-in a h
b & £ - May I suggest that expert messages do not re-

school. They can go listen to Jimi Hendrix ev K . 4 i
o _ lieve the situation of total ignorance of all. America
night; they can buy chartreuse trousers. They @ still docs not know anything. Whitc experts or white

pick up the peculiar language. But they see nothif talki -

. . ing black experts cannot magically penetrate a
f;(i)glthiitaiierir{la?l’cei;c \FZEE;;;}:?; ;Ef:;e;lgzgi i 3_00 year thick barrier and come back with an authen-
beiny outside that ex 1c:rience Structurally outsi tic report. At best they can authentically report only
osse Etia fly outside P ) On the massive presence of the barrier thus contribute

The agony w.e must now endure has compo not relieve the agony. Thus the components of the
= 480Ny began to emerge. America has sequestered and

itself around this mut_ually Qperatlve removal. 2 brutalized its slaves, whether cmancipated o nof, and
the removal does not disclose itself except when g seems prepared to ;nurder them if attermpts are ;rlade

by the slaves to break up the chains. America does
not know whether or not such attempts are being
thought about seriously, but thinks that it knows and
thinks that these attempts are being seriously con-
sidered, therefore is getting ready for genocide, just
in case. While the victim-designates are actually re-
moved f{rom sight and knowing. I have called this
present situation an agony because so many people
have been nominated for needless and senseless death.

m

Lo, I tell you a truism. The sophistication of
theology varies in inverse proportion to the simplicity
of public issues. Accordingly, we should not be sur-
prised at the incomprehensibly simple analysis both
hawk and dove theologies conduct in response to U.S.
involvement in the Vietnam War. Or at the new com-
plicated rhetoric which is being used to deal with
such a simple matter as slavery. On the one hand
there appears an unwillingness to deal with the truly
complicated in a correspondingly complicated man-
ner. On the other hand there appears an unwilling-
ness to deal with the blunt, clear, and univocal fact
of slaverv in a correspondingly simple manner. There
may indeed be very complicated emotional, economic,
social, surely political structures which present them-
selves to the enslaving sector when the matter of
slavery is addressed. But it is not a tame little theology
which is easily mesmerized by this complexity into
analyzing the complexity of the enslaving sector in
order eventually to say: “‘It can’t be done”? Tame
and apostate,

What is missing in the present situation of agony
is a virile old theology which thunders out univocal
support for freedom now, which thus foregoes the
sophistication of saying how difficult freedom now
is in order the better, naively, to say that one thing
even louder. It is only difficult because the enslaving
sector has determined not to heed the demand, claim,
mandate, or timid request by black people for freedom
now. Tame and agile new theologics just go right
ahead and fall for the line. They argue: There is such
a structured resistance to full, final, and unabridgable
equality that to envision it is tantamount to envision-
ing the destruction of the public order. All right. Such a
vision may be valid, So much the worse.for the public
order. Tame, sensible, super-realist theology tries to
feel out the projectable agonies for so many millions
of white — and black — people were freedom to esca-
late too quickly, provoking a backlash, a back-back-
lash, in general setting loose a lot of anti-freedom.
Now to whose benefit, I ask you, does such super-
realist talk accrue? To the benefit of the enslaving
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sector, naturally. And the introduction of concern
for human life, including black life, is a verily, verily
astonishment.

The old virile theology just got juiced up with a
fury of indignation and blasted through all of the
paper mache and said “Free the slaves, now!” Good
for it. It did not care a fig for charges of naivete, or
irrelevance, or simplism. It just sounded off and
while it was sounding off univocally on the univocal
matter of slavery, even as late as six months ago, a
Christian’s shame over being an American Christian
was somewhat moderated. In as brief a time as six
months such a theology seems to have gone on vaca-
tion, or ominously lost its voice. It is my GUESS that
this famine of hearing the Word of God is related
somehow to the new way America has begun to look
at its preachers. For a long while preachers could
flame off regularly and be lionized or at least tole-

i6

rated. Suddenly the terrible violence. Suddenly
revulsion. Suddenly the suspicion that that old st
theology was sinister, counter productive, prob
outright communist, and violence-reaching. M
shockingly, the preachers shut up because they k
what is good for them. Never have so many ti
become pussy cats in so short a time.,

Perhaps it is just as well. The issue is clea
this way. The church completely on the side of
enslaving sector against the slaves and any dem
they make for freedom now or any other time. W
the slaves do win their freedom, as surely as
came among us in the poor King Jesus they
they can start from scratch and raise up some
Christian theologians for this country. And the
of us erstwhile theologians can take up another v
tion like making whips or writing articles for So
African newspapers.
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We look at them, thejr fat, sagging bellies, hard faces,
tight lips, and we despair. It is logical in our eyes that
they should support Wallace, for they are ugly and
Wallace is ugly and we are beautiful and gentle and
want to do nothing more than love everyone in the
rising of each sun. We look at them and the conclusion
is quickly reached that they will never change. They
will always be filled with resentments, fears and hates.
And having so concluded, we end our examination
and analysis of them and prepare to wait for more
propitious times.

It is difficult to be a revolutionary, for to be a
revolutionary means to believe in the innate poodness
of man and it is to know that man in this environ-
ment has been programmed into non-man. Our job is
to change the environment so that man can be man.

It is particularly difficuit to be a revolutionary
at a time when man’s capacity for infinite evil is being
unleashed. But the job yet remains to look into those
faces and to remember that they do not have contro}
of their lives, either. They are the victims, also, and
must be made to realize it. Perhaps that is not a task
we can do. A well paid, well fed, well housed and
clothed victim is quite often willing to accept his state
as long as he is well rewarded. But even if they are as
yet unable to recognize their condition, we must not
forget that they too, are victims.




All too often, though, we confuse the doer with
the deed and think that they are one and the same. It
is the deed we must hate, not the doer of the deed.
The policeman acts:like a beast, but to call him a
beast, a “pig,” is only to negate the potential of man
that is within him. We must learn that attitude which
is exemplified in Cuba and North Vietnam, where any
person you meet will say, “We do not hate the Ameri-
can people. The people are our friends. We hate the
American government.” The Vietnamese and Cuban
people welcome Americans to their country, while
the one country is fighting for its life against America
and the other exists under the constant threat of an-
nihilation . To yell “Fascist!” at a Wallace supporter
is only to guarantee that that individval will be a
fascist.

None of us were born revolutionaries. Therefore,
if we have found within ourselves the capacity to
change, we must acknowledge that everyone glse has
the capacity to change. Once we acknowledge this,
we must then begin to live and act as if we believe it.
The Cuban rebel army would attend to the wounded
enemy soldiers after each battle, for Fidel recognized
that the man he had just shot could be a revolution-
ary. And imagine the shock of the wounded soldier
as he had his wounds bandaged by those whom he
had just been trying to kill. What manner of men
were these? They were revolutionaries. The new man.

People will be changed as much by our words as
by our actions. Mao’s Red Army converted many
peasants to their side because this was an army that
did not come into a village and steal the crops and
rape the women. It paid the peasant for whatever
food was taken and respected each and every peasant.
The men in the Red Army were different from the
men in the uniform of the Koumintang and it was
because they were different that the fears of the pea-
sant were destroved.

Because the style of our movement has been

io

determined by our need to work out our own pr
blems, we do not know how to reach those who &
different from us. We have repudiated their life style
but if we are going to reach them, it may be nece
sary for us to adopt that style which is so repugnaj
to us. For us, male and female, profanity is the nat
ral punctuation in a sentence. For them, profanity
used in certain social settings and never in front
women. For us a church is a building that people
to on Sunday because they haven’t learned the val
of sleeping late. For them church is an integral part
life and he who does not attend church is ostraciz
from the community. When SNCC was organizing
the South, there was never any doubt in the orga
ser’s mind that he would go to church on Sund
morning. He had to if he expected the people in t
community to listen to anything he had to say. Y
there were white kids who came South and wanted
argue the existence of God with the local peop

Perhaps it is time for some of us to go bac
home, to remind ourselves that everything there w
not bad. One of the basic problems which has fac
many white activists is the fact that they hate t
white community. Undoubtedly, the feeling is t
some degree justified. Yet there is work to be do
there. It won’t be as easy as lying around somebod
apartment in a big city, smoking pot and thinking
slogans for the next demonstration. In fact, it’
lifetime job requiring total commitment. But if the
revolution is going to be born, the work must be

Yes, they are ugly. Their faces are filled w
spite and hate. But did they deliberately sit in fr
of the mirror and create those faces? Or were the
forced to live lives which tightened the flesh of thet
faces into a perverted contortion of humanity?

“QOne must have faith in the best in men,” Jos
Marti wrote, “and distrust the worst. If not, th
worst prevails.”

We must acquire that faith.

- pANIEL BERRIGAN, S. J., is pastor, United Religious Work,

Cornell University. His most recent books include LOVE,
L OVE AT THE END, NIGHT FLIGHT TO HANOI, CON-

gether another volume of poetry. He is on bail pending
appeal of convictions for destroying draft records at Catons-
ville, Maryland, in May 1968.

[ have been asked to reflect upon the Church and
the growth of my beliefs that led to the Cantons-
ville action. 1 shall try to be mercifully brief.

My brother and T were two of six brothers. We
were depression babies, all of us. My father used to
say in the thirties that he had lost everything'but his
shirt, If that was so, we must also recall with a certain
wry humor, that he only had one or two shirts to lose.

We lived most of our lives in a sixty year old
house on the top of a hill, surrounded by ten not
very fruitful acres. I remember vividly that we used
to house and feed a continuing number of homeless
men during those dark vears of loss. Even those
neighbors who would not themselves feed or clothe
or house the poor, would always tell them that they
could find something at our place.

Our schooling was mediocre at best. But it was
augmented by constant reading. My mother deserves
a special eternal reward for the constant tonnage of

books she brought home by streetcar from the city
library.

SEQUENCES, TRUTH AND . . ., and he is bringing to-

Daniel Berrigan

O pen Sesame

fy Life and Good T'imes

Our life was frugal and untidy, with regular
cleanups on my father’s part to reassert his own iron
brand of authority. But it was always something like
a roundup of colts. The fact is that he was not home
a great deal of the time, and we were free to be coltish.

I entered the Society of Jesus in 1939. 1 had
known no Jesuits so it was a matter of an act of faith
on both sides. Not a bad arrangement.

As any young person of 18 entering upon an
entirely new form of life, the. memories of my first
years are particularly vivid. With regard to present
convictions, I think they gave me a deep sense of the
presence of God in the world, and most especially
in human community. I must say that too I fell in
love immediately and incurably with the Jesuit style,
although prior to my entrance I had practically no
knowledge of it first hand. But it appealed to me
immediately as a grounding of my boundless idealism;
and I found in the talents and youth and drive around
me, a constant spur to make my own life count.

When 1 entered upon my studies it became clear
that T had a great deal of ground to catch up and win,

19




Practically all of my classmates had graduated from
Jesuit schools in the New York or Buffale area. They
were invariably far ahead of me on almost every
criteria that counted for achievement in our Bruder-
hauf.

1 passed three generally miserable years at Wood-
stock College studying philosophy. It was simply not
my dish. So I languished like an unhappy three year
freshman, trying with varying degrees of desperation
and moodiness to find myself in a thicket of logic and
metaphysics, I finished that period with enormous
relief and with almost entire lack of distinction.

1 taught high school for three years, 1946-49, in
St. Peter’s Preparatory School, Jersey City, New Jer-
sey. As 1 recall, I taught French, Latin, English, and
what was fondly called, at that time, “religion™.
Everything I had believed or hoped about myself, by
way of a contributory creature in the real world, be-
gan to come true. I followed in every direction, like a
belated flower child. And this at the hands of some
three hunderd rough and tough Jersey kids. It was
indeed the first of many miracles.

With some misgivings, 1 undertook theological
studies at Weston College, at Weston, Massachusetts,
in the autumn of 1949, T was then 28 years old, ten
years away from my initial decision to enter the order,
three years awaited me until ordination, five years
until the completion of even the ordinary Jesuit re-
gime of studies. So it was as a kind of ageless cle-
phant, that I entered upon this other phase, and began
anew. There is nothing of distinction to report in
those next years. The courses offered were in the
main mediocre, with some exceptions in scriptural
studies. T was finally and from my point of view
miraculously ordained to the priesthood on June 19,
1952, Another year of theology and rustication in the
same green acres. And a year later, in July of '53, 1
departed for a year of studies in France.

Although I did not know it for several months,
my real mind was being implanted, and the future
was being furiously sown. It was a tumuliuous and
even catastrophic year for French society and for the
French chruch. Pius XII was bearing down heavily
upeon the worker priests; he finally supressed the
movement entirely in February 1954. The French
were living through the dying spasms of Dien Bien
Phieu. The end of the Indo-Chinese colonial adven-
ture was at hand, and the Republic was stricken at
home, to the degree it had not known since the crisis
of occupation and Vichy. It was a year of national
humiliation and turmoil. Qur house of studies near
Lyon was as poor as any church mouse dwelling. But
at least we had a sense of sharing in something extra-
ordinarily painful in France at large. Many of my
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compatriots were survivors of German exploitatig
and had worked in labor camps and factories u
the occupier. Almost cverything I experienced
being experienced for the first time. I felt in may
cases as though 1 had landed upon a new planet, an
was being asked to operate in an entirely new W'__
to rebuild my senses, my very soul. It was not merg
a matter of fumbling about with a new language a_-:
slowly gaining confidence in it. It was that t}
language offered new ways into the world of oth
human beings — and that these other beings, penetra
ed and formed by a thousand year history expressg
in their humble and hicid language, were also
beings, into whose community I was invited to ent
1 felt the invitation austere but irresistable. '
But I can say clumsily at this point that wh
discovered for the first time in my long experience
Catholic community, was so simple a thing as person
freedom. It was an invitation to become a hu
being by way of other human beings, immersed:;
we all were during that year in the tradition of o
scripture, interrupting for us the experience and hI
tory of our Order.
All this was in retrospect bathed in a glow
idyllic personal creation. The actuality was somewh;
more gritty. It must be confessed that in Februar
1954 1 sojourned into Western Germany and becam«é
party to our vast military complex there. I serve
for some two months as an auxiliary chapla
thoughtlessly and with a naive sense of discovery
that had nothing to do, as I look back, with tl
cruel realities of that land and time. I preached an
heard confessiona and counseled innumerable sold
And never once brought up or had brought up wi
me the question of modern war — the questio
why we were in Germany at all, the question of whet
we were going as a nation state. I do remember wii
ing home from Germany that the endless expend
tures and installations, including the first nuclear i::
stallation in western Europe, reminded me ominous
of the advance of the Roman Empire. In order !
come up with such a thought, I must have entertai
at the time rather serious misgivings about the wha
adventure. But [ cannot claim for myself an acuity:
conscience that was only to come to me much latg
The fact is that at the time I enjoyed those mon
and thought that the soldiers who crossed my pal
and with whom 1 dealt were unusual and delightfi
fellows. As undoubtedly they were. _
More serious to what I can only call the retard
tion of my development, was the.influence upon
of the chaplains whom 1 was assisting, 1 remembi
that everyone of them, without exception, was total
militarized. They wore their uniform not solely ups
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their frame, but upon their soul. It was a symbol of
the state of their spirit. They were as totally military
men as their colleagues in the Officer’s Club or in
church upon Sunday. Indeed, it seemed to me even
4t the time that several of them made a more severe
and pushy effort to project themselves as military

‘men to the core. Especially, the head chaplain, who

was a Jesuit of the New York area, fitted this meld
to the very cap. He was a lieutenant colonel, a tireless
worker, and had an astonishing influence over the
young soldiers. He used to drive all night to a moun-
tain retreat with groups of them and preach a retreat
which many of them declared to me had had a truely
integral influence of rebirth upon their lives. And
would drive back with them through the night follow-
ing the close of their spiritual exercise. He died later
of overwork, and I have no doubt the judgement upon
him is merciful. But it seems to tne that he was also a
total captive of the military system, and that his
whole life never once raised the first question of life
and the need of death,

1 returned to New York in the autumn-of 1954
and began to teach at Brooklyn Preparatory School.
[ was there for three years, I remember especially
undertaking work with teams of students among the
Puerte Ricans of Brooklyn, and on the lower east
side of Manhattan, We also instituted an honors
system of studies in the school which later won some
distinction as the kids went on to university work.

~ In the autumn of ‘57 I reported for teaching at
LeMoyne College in Syracuse, New York. In a sense
I felt that now my adult life was beginning on an
entirely fresh and exciting basis. 1 was teaching col-
lege classes for the first time; the college was only
ten years old, and we were in a rather exciting way,
making go as we went. I was assigned to teach New
Testament classes.

The following six years were an intense, even
incandescent continuum — between the classroom on
campusand the communities in rural Mexico, between
my work in Syracuse and the work of my brother
Philip in New Orleans. I cannot remember when I was
more hardily tested or more blessedly remewed in
spirit. It was as though for six long years I was riding
the crest of a wave toward a shore that continually
receded and expanded, showing now its reefs, now
its populated and noisy centers, now its human faces
upon the shore, inviting or threatening.

. I think I had the name of being a very demand-
Ing teacher. 1 think too that my mind was still in a
kind of mind set. 1 know I always resented being re-
ferred to as a teacher of “dogmatic” theology. But
the fact was that I was still in many aspects, quite

dogmatic. And that is the one regret that I have for
those years. For the rest, 1 continued to grow almost
as much as was possible for one to grow who was
still in his own nest, with all the possibilities both
of befouling and of building.

In 1957 I won the Lamont prize for my first
book of poetry. This was an enormous stimulus upon
work that up to then had been wrought mainly in
darkness. But with the publication of my first book,
my mind exploded. That little book went into three
printings and established me in the publishing-world.
They would now take almost anything 1 choose to
compile, and the guestion of quality -was largely in
my own hands and my own sense of things.

Of interest, with respect to the tumultuous
years that were to follow, is the fact David Miller was
one of my students. Of course I had at least one
thousand students pass through my classes in those
six years. But it is not to be wondered at that I rem-
ember David quite vividly. The question of war had
conscience. David however was part of whatever
social action was going on off-campus, and being
planned on-campus.

He was from a poor family and as far as I can
recall the father was separated from his mother. They
lived in public housing and David eked out his college
career with state loans. My name has been associated
with him in the years that followed, and I am indeed
proud of whatever that may be construed to imply,
even guilt by association. The fact is that we never
discussed war and peace, but we often discussed civil
rights.and tried to do something about the horrendous
ghetto conditions of downtown Syracuse. I can only
reflect upon the mystery which has since become a
little more apparent. That is to say David’s life was
that fertile soil upon which the good seed fell and
flourished.

Toward a new year of 1956 I was granted a go
ahead with a project of living off campus with about
fifteen carefully chosen students who would prepare
themselves for Peace Corps type work in rural areas
of Mexico. We got the house off to a flying start,
built a simple chapel in the basement, and settled
into the chancy business of making ourselves into a
community. It went well. By the time I departed
LeMoyne for Europe in the summer of 1963, things
were off to a good start, and the first teamhad already
gone south,

I come now to the discussion of another water-
shed in my life. According to all plans I was to lead
a rather stereotyped year abroad; in a Jesuit house,
reportedly finishing a book and undertaking another.
The well laid plans!
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After some two weeks of searching for housing,
1 finally was able to find a student hostel and a job
as chaplain.

By Christmas time I had decided that Western
Furope was no longer my cup of tea, and if T wasto
get anything out of the year I had better Jaunch south-
ward and eastward. And so 1 did. At Christmas time
I visited Czechoslovakia and Hungary for a period of
about one week each. It was my baptism in Marxist
society. I was particularly moved by the evidence that
the churches in those countries, especially the Protes-
tant communities, were finding ways of survival in
most difficult circumstances. 1 returned to Paris by
way of Rome, in order to report to the Vatican what
I had discovered in Eastern Europe. It amounted to a
very sirong recommendation on the pari of the Pro-
testant communities, that the Vatican would begin
to take a more practical interest in the religious and
social situation of Marxist Central Europe. 1 reported
to Cardinal Bea’s first assistant, a man who later be-
came a bishop. He gave me a sympathetic hearing.
I was trying to interest the church officials in the idea
1 would be appointed a Vatican observer at the All
Christian Peace Conference to be held in Prague in the
summer of 1964. Alas for those great hopes.

However 1 did get to the conference in Prague in
June of ’64, and proceeded with a group of American
theologians into Russia, by invitation of the Orthodox
and Baptist communities there. The impact of all of
this was ineradicable upon my spirit. 1 was discover-
ing for the first time, and at first hand, the radically
different social forms by which other decent men and
women were living. 1 was discovering peaceable com-
munities of faith, surviving and even thriving in most
difficult and trying circumstances. 1 was seeing first
hand the damage wrought to the human spirit across
the west as a result of the Cold War.

At Prague, meeting with Christians from both
Marxist and Western societies, I gained at least an ink-
ling of the role that the churches could play in the
on-going struggie for human peace and survival. I also,
along with my American corupanions, was exposed
to the full glare of world Christian opinion with re-
gard to our part in the Vietnam war. From Japan to
Cuba, Christians were assailing us, embittered extreme-
ty by the course that even then seemed to be written
in our stars.

At the conclusion of that trip, I went down into
Africa; the second extended trip I had made during
the year. This time if was western Africa into Nigeria.
Toward Baster time in the previous spring, I had gone
along the coast of eastern Africa down to the Repub-
lic of South Africa, by the invitation of an archbishop
there.

“hope that T am conveying my state of soul W

I returned to the United States in the autum
1964 convinced as I now recall of one simple thgga

The war in Vietnam could only grow worse. T 4 sphening myself to the kind of prosecution which

course we had been set upon, proximately by K spock and Coffin were later to undergo.

that time.
1 was even then signing statements of complicity,

nedy, and remotely by Dulles brinkmanship an Within a year’s time, | had taken part in the
the nuclear methodology of Truman - all of { . { th _ .
. : O U forging of those methods of protest against the war
was about to turn its mortal threat in the direct . .
g - > GUVEH which from our present vantage point we perhaps
of a war which we werc 1 10 mood to limit of e a s . . _
) . ) " are justified in calling conventional. We fasted, march-
abandon. From one point of view, it struck me w . d . » L
X . " ed, picketed, sat-in, followed every step of escalation
anguish that we were going to repeat the alre ) . ’
bankrupt experience of the French, with a new as well as we could, with our halting methods and
p b ’ B neans, by at least dogging the iron heel of Mars. We
never succeded, and we never quite gave up. That is

vocation and a new rhetoric. From another poin
view, we were altogether masters of our own meth the best that can be said for us. We must be content
if it is to be our obituary.

We had nothing like the colonial interests that Fra
Of course the ground was shifting under my feet.

had had in Southeast Asia. But we did have a de
inati as justified g very course . i
mination that was ju t' ed by the very { was having my conception of history and of moral
momentumn of the war itself, to prove our manhe. . . )
. . actjon altered, even as I tried to act. The old, tidy
and to put to the test our formidable military » . e :
) \ . e  well arranged box of the universe was flying open
chine. It is extraordinary difficult, even four y& . )
- and the seven plagues were loosened upon the world.
after, to attempt to unravel the tortuous sympt . .
atit Rt ’ There would be no closing that box again. There
and motivations which led us even deeper into :
o ote morass. But the unraveling o ¢ that tan could only be an attempt to follow the course of evil
T OTass. g and the death with the trail that mercy and compas-
sion must blaze.

and tightened skein is not to my purpose here.
Nor would it convey the electric and terrifying

I am attempting merely to record that for
;he course of mYdh‘fe gas made Pla;i by;lwery quality of the times merely to say that my relation-

hafl experienced In urope and throug out O ghip to my church and my order were being profound-
continents. That is to say 1 would begin 1n the a‘lltuv ly reordered. The fact is, two cents plain, that we
of '1964 as loudly as I could, to say No to .th1s % were helping to create a new church, and a n,ew order.
I’F is ﬂlW?YS of course an .extreme:ly .dlffmult & American Catholics had never before, in the history
risky business to try (o relive one's life, fro of American Wars, been found wanting. They were
point of view of spirit, once it has been lived an‘? W goubly patriotic because they were Catholic, and had
through. But I am still near enough to those dec1s1j._: been commonly considered as somewhat iess than

and still enduring their consequence, to have a 1eaf Amerjcan. The epitome of this older Martian ‘spirit

was of course the cardinal archbishop of New York
then alive and flourishing. It was entirely predictable
that he and I, coming from vastly different back-
grounds, he exercising enormous authority in the same
area in which 1 was trying to say no to the war, that
we should come into conflict. The fact that the con-
flict would be scaled down to my size, in no way put
off the conflict. My No was being heard even within
.the spund of his immensely more powerful and per-
‘meating Yes. So it came to pass, that only one year
af.ter my return to New York, I found myself faced
_. Wlt-h the most severe crisis of my . life up to that time.
It is almost impossible even at this date, to unravel
he many threads which were weaving themselves
nto my shroud. The suffocating descent of that
hroud about my head and body came about I think
s a result of many of the activities I had launched
pon. Together with friends, I had founded the Clergy
nd Laymen Concerned about Vietnam, in the pre-
lous summer.

Then there was the mysterious affair of the death

reasonable accuracy. 1 remember from one poin
view being afflicted with a sense that now my life:
being truly launched — for the first time upon mc
and moral seas that might indeed overwhelm m
the tidal violence of world events churned them
even greater threat. And I had even in those ¢
years, when we Wwere speaking hypocritically
“military advisers to the Vietnamese” 1 had a s
that the war could not but get worse. I 1 was
accurately to take the pulse of my own society,
that we were even then launched upon a SHic
course, that we were spoiling for a fight, that we
not about to yield before a poor and despised p
whose depravation and ethnic difference gave us
reason to despise and to over ride them. I felt,
believe 1 shared this conviction with my br
Philip even at this early stage of things, that thi
would be the making or the breaking of both
There would be simply no turning back upo
initial serious moves that both of us were mak

of Roger LaPorte. He was a boy whose face I rem-
ember remotely around the edges of the crowd of
young people who were resisting the war on the
tower eastside. He had recently left a mnonastery up-
state, and was seeking his own soul among the young
Catholic workers. He had said to someone, as I recall,
that he wished to get to know me better. But we had
scarcely even spoken, apart from greeting one another
on occasion. Then he immolated himself, in early
November, before the United Nations, early one morn-
ing. He lived for about three days. Within a week or
two, the most atrocious rumors were linking his death
to his friendship with me. It was not to be wondered
at that time in a time of growing national madness,
we should also be infected with local madness.

In any case, about 2 week. before Thanksgiving,
I was ordered out of New York and within a week
was aboard a jet for Mexico City, bound for indefinite
exile.

I spent about five months in Latin America.
Meantime the course of opinion in the Catholic Com-
munity had become so unified and impressive, that
my superiors were forced to recall me. An ad appeared
in the New York Times challenging the archdiocese of
New York and the Jesuit community, as to their rea-
sons for my hasty exit. Indeed, that opinion was so
effective, that I was able to return, hold a large press
conference on the occasion of the publication of two
new books, and announce that I would continue with
my peace work as usual.

Which 1 did. The war by now had enormously
worsened, My brother had been evicted from the
seminary where he was teaching in Newburgh, New
York. He had published his first book, which had
been quite well received, and we had marched in
Selma, heard the President announce on television
that “We shall overcome” and returned to the work
of building a community of alternatives in New York
and throughout the country. The eclat surrounding
my exile had brought in an enormous number of invi-
tations to address campus groups throughout the
country, and I responded as well as I could. I was
writing and publishing, finding that a great deal of
undiscovered space in my psyche had been released
through the dark experience of the previous year. 1t
was all in all a time of great anguish and great exhila-
ration.

In the summer of 1967, 1 went to Pueblo, Colo-
rado, to teach in the Upward Bound program. I had
been associated with poverty programs at the national
level before this, but I wished to gain the experience
of grounding myself in immediate work with a small
number of young peopie. I had had the experience of
traveling throughout California and meeting with per-
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haps ten or twelve examples of diverse communities
which the national poverty office was trying to help.
If I bring in this aspect of my experience, it is only to
underscore the growing disillusionment with national
programs to “help the poor”. Also my growing sense,
expressed to Mr. Sargant Shriver on many occasions,
that his program would get nowhere as long as the
war was on. It seemed to me spiritually absurd and
suicidal to be pretending to help the poor at home
while we were bombing the poor abroad. This seemed
to me the deepest reason for the forewritten doom
of the’ O.E.O.,

In any case, uncertain as to what the next year
would bring, I lived and taught about fourteen young
Mexican Americans from a poverty area of the town,
My success was at best mixed. I at least gained addi-
tional fuel for my conviction that serious involve-
ment in the poverty program was simply an inevitable
source of alienation for the poor themselves, as well
as being a money and land grab for the bureaucrats.
Neither in Pueblo nor anywhere else in the country
had I ever seen, moreover, an entrance into the struc-
ture of the poverty program that was anything but
alienating on the part of the poor themselves. Once
they began to draw a federal salary for assuming res-
ponsibility for poverty programs, they inevitably. cut
themselves off from the best of their own community,
and appeared to them, at least to the radicals and
activists among them, as simply cop-outs. There must
be another way, and we must find it.

I finally was invited by Cornell University to
come in the autumn of 1967, the first Catholic priest
in the history of the University to be hired in the
United Religious Work. I left New York with great
trepidation and many second thoughts. It appeared
fo me a choice of the utmost seriousness, to decide to
leave the peace community which was in such need.
But I decided to come, because Cornell was a radicalty
new scene, and because it had itself changed so rapidly
and so radically in the previous two years. I must say
that I have never had the least moment of regret for
the choice T had made.

But the war was going from horrendous to in-
tolerable; that is very nearly the total story of our
lives, as events formed and now form us.

My brother Philip was working in the inner city
of Baltimore; a community man, he drew community
around him like a magnet. He himself was seeing in
his prophetic bones, that for us merely to stay with
student resisters was a game the government would
tolerate indefinitely. So in November 1967 he and
three friends decided to take their peaceable war. into
the enemy camp. As is by now well known, they
poured blocd into draft files in Baltimore.
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I was at the time very far from their understay; - f mﬂlar faces of those who had previously been ap-
ing of where we were at. So when they approachy sehended in a like cause. How their jaws dropped!
me in early May, with a similar action into whi 'lcj)ne of them turned in .disgust to a companion and
was urgently invited, my immediate reaction was a 3 sxclaimed, “T'm going to change my religion.” Which
to say no. But I of course was shaken with “was, | would think entirely to our point; we having
evidence of such intransigent courage on the par 3iﬁvjied men to a change of heart, so that in the case
those who were already in legal trouble up to t “of this one officer to have changed from a convention-
very necks. Imag:ir_le a matt already under threa 41 Catholic to a Christian, might portend the flrst
several years in prison, calmly going out and rep success attending our efforts.
ing the same action which had brought him © We spent eight days in Baltimore County jail in
jeopardy! Towson, Maryland. We fasted from all but coffee and

Like a shipwreck or a man sucked into qu Ju1ceS during those days.
sand, or a drowning man, where almost every reso I remember with especial gratitude the warden,
of friendship and ingenuity is lacking, and yet w ‘Stephen Foster. He was consistently good to us, puz-
one emerges alive, I say simply that 1 was saved at “zled as he was by our action, and of a curious inte-
last moment. grity which drove him to question and discuss with

In speaking analogically, I mean to speak no us the reasons why we had placed our lives in the
rigorously. I was saved at the last moment. My bro ‘breach.
and a couple of friends who were planning a I remember also that on the final day we decided
assault upon a new draft center, visited me towa o break our fast with a Eucharist. Someone had
the middle of May in 1968. There, over a long eve brought us in a loaf of freshly baked bread. We asked
of eating and drinking and discussing, they made the the warden if we might have a bottle of wine. He
proposal once more. I was still caught in the acceded on condition that he himself might assist our
that in standing with the resisting students I was d ‘Fucharist. Of course he might. Whereupon around
all that was possible, or indeed helpful. But after th that board table began one of the simplest and most
others had left, Philip opened before me the fact moving of communal actions. “Do this in memory
the case, which he had tried so often to outlin of me.” Which is to say in remembering Me, re-mem-
correspondence with me. That is to say, it mustt ber yourselves. Put your lives and your souls together
evident by now that the government would allow again.
like myself to do what we were doing almost inde The unpredictable savagery of the marshalls is
itely. Even if they did pick us up, it was they also vividly in my mind. One day, as we were being
were picking the victim and the time and the plac taken handcuffed from the jail for a court appear-
prosecution. The initiative was entirely in their ha ance, a young nun who was a dear friend, reached
But. in the plan under discussion, the situation out her right hand to my left in solidarity, as we
entirely reversed. A few men were declaring that issued from the jail. One of the marshalls came for-
initiative of action and passion in human histor ward in a swift reptilian move. He crashed down
belonged to the peaceable and the resisting. between cur hands with a karate blow. “Don’t touch!”

Toward dawn, I can remember seeing the ligh It was the epitome of the system; he had said it all,
I told Philip that I was with them, that they sho Don’t touch — make war. Don’t touch — be
allow me some twenty-four hours to subject my.d abstract, about God and Death and Life and Love.
sion to possible change of mood. But that if t Don’t touch — make war at a distance. Don’t touch
had not heard from me within that period thé your enemy, except to destroy him. Don’t touch be-
should assume that I would be a member of cause in the touch of hand to hand is Michelangelo’s
Catonsville group. And so, as the book of Gen electric moment of creation. Don’t touch, because
says laconically, it was done, law and order have so decreed, limiting the touch of

We nine invaded the draft office, took out nan to man to the touch of night sticks upon flesh.
hundred 1A files: and burned them with homem It must be evident by now that the most power-
napalm in a macadam parking lot nearby. I reme ful and immediate influence upon my life has been
ber so well the heat and fury of that afternoon, ane  that of my brother Philip. Indeed his life he’s lived so
the sense of almost crushing relief with which closely in my own skin, that the idea of his incarcera-
faced one another after it was done. tion has placed my own spirit in bondage, and it was

I remember also, when we had been apprehendq_ﬁ many weeks before | could realize that being free was
and put in temporary custody, the expressions on th  also 2 way of allowing a larger freedom for him. But I
faces of the F.B.I. men as they entered and saw ¢ must say also that upon this single relationship had

been built every other meaningful one as primary
analogidte to secondary, and so on.

But another influence upon the decision that
brings me to this hour, has surely been my voyage to
Hanoi in February 1968, to bring back the first of the
American flyers freed by the North Vietnamese. I will
not linger over particutars here; they are told in some
detail in my new book just published by MacMillan,
“Night Flight to Hanoi.”

I have referred elsewhere to a third event which
shook my existence in these recent months. It was
the self emolation of a sixteen year old boy in front
of the Syracuse Cathedral in the spring of 1968. 1
visited that bov as he lay dying in St. Joseph’s
Hospital. And I smelled, for the first time, and yet
again not for the first time, the odor of burning flesh,
was evidence I had seen so often in North Vietnam.
The boy died, but not before he had brought some-
thing to birth in me. Perhaps it is just that resolve of
May whose consequences I am still undergoing and
undoubtedly shall for years to come.

And so my life enters upon its middle course.
These many beautiful years cannot be lived again,
But they are compound in my own flesh and spirit
and I take them in a true measure with me to what-
ever lies ahead.

1 have by now published ten books on a variety
of subjects, have written numerous articles and poems
and plays, have enjoyed all the fruits which America
is able to offer those fortunate enough to make it
within her system. If I mourn for the death of that
system, it is as one who has enjoyed its cup to the
depths. If that same vintage has now turned bitter as
gall in my mouth, it is because | have seen the society
which might have been great according to its own
rhetoric, turn murderously against those very men
throughout the world to whom it had once offered
fair hope. I could no longer drink the fruit of those
grapes which had turned to grapes of wrath against
the majority of men; which were even now tiping
their murderous vessel of death upon the victims in
North Vietnam, and which were ready elsewherc
to deal the same death {o others, whose hopes were
too revolutionary or too untimeiy to be borne with.

If theml must go to prison (and go I undoubtedly
must) my hope is that it will be in a spirit neither of
alienation nor of bitterness nor of despair. But simply
in the hope which has sustained me in better and
worse days up to now. May our offering to history
open alternatives to official and sanctioned murder
as a method of bringing social change. May men of
power come to a change of heari, confronting the
evidence and quality of the lives we are able to offer
for our brothers.




after Pentecost

PHILIP BERRIGAN, 5. S. J., the author of NO MORE
STRANGERS, has served parishes in New Orleans, Washington,
D. C., Baltimore, taught at Epiphany College, New York, is a
member of the Committee of Southern Churchmen. He is on
bail pending appeal of convictions for destroying draft records
at Baltimore and Catonsville, Maryiand in October 1967 and
May 1968. He is completing books on Christianity, racism
and war and about his recent prison experienges,
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f'jésus Christ is the hope of mankind, these times and
thls nation.

-1 said something about Bishop Pike (the follow-
“ing is a lengthy paraphrase), and how it took his son’s
“suicide to help him regain his faith and hope, or sub-
“stantial portions of them. Now, I would be unfair to
~pike if I said that he had lost belief in the hereafter.
‘Rather, he took the position that Christians cannot be
“qure — there is no evidence for life after death. At any
ate, after his suicide in New York City, young Pike
- supplied evidence by manipulating certain signs of his
_.-"p‘resence in their English apartment, signs discovered
“and recognized by his father upon return there. The
“Bishop responded by contacting a medium, who ar-
‘tanged communication with his son. Or so now, Pike
“believes in a hereafter,
= Few will find fault with Pike’s hope in man — he
‘has stood for a questioning and socially relevant
‘Christianity for years. Now his hope in God, and a fu-
‘ture with God, has been strengthened by a son not
-only dead, but against all expectations, an instrument
of hope for his father. In a word, the young man ac-
complished what the commonly accepted authority
“of Scripture could not: “T am the resurrection and the
‘life; he who believes in me, even if he die, shall live;
-and whoever lives and believes in me, shall never die.
Do you believe this?” (Jn. 11, 25-27)

In contrast to Pike’s quality of hope, there are
examples like Gandhi and Hammarskjold. Neither
were formal believers as Pike is; both were prepared
to go beyond him in sacrifice for man. For Gandhi,
the rationale was simple — sclf-realization, the hope
of seeing God “face-to face”. And Hammarskjold,
revered as a martyr by his colleagues in the U.N.,
wrote in 1960, 10 months before his death in the
Congo; “For him who looks towards the future, the
Manger is situated on Golgotha, and the Cross has
already been raised in Bethlehem. ‘Strive, the pains
Of death endure, peace eternal to secure.” ”’

Pike tended to rationalism in his hope; while
most Christians tend to superstition in theirs. One is a
humanist failing; the other deistic. Both tend to be
unfaithful to Christ, who would speak of the last
things only in a context dominated by the judgement
scene; *“for I was hungry and you gave me to eat.”
(Mt. 25) Our Lord, it would seem, wished to empha-
size that hope must correspond both to divine sonship,
and to human brotherhood. To center one’s hope in
Man is to compromise the main expressions of hope
— optimism, sacrifice, and death. And to center one’s
hope in God is to risk egotism, withdrawal and despair.

Paradoxically, as purely human reasons for hope
decrease around the world, Christian reasons increase.
Therefore, Christians ought to be outstanding for their

Without desiring one, we have a mutual admiratio
society going with two priests and several seminari
from St. Mary’s Roland Park, the Sulpician The
gate near here, The Warden brings them in to offer
Eucharist every Sunday, which they do with imag
tion and warmth. For our part, we try to play ther
of the bloody but unbowed, fulfilling thereby, so
indefinable yet basic need in our friends. One yo
theologian, his Irish face suffused with feeling, t
me raptuously. “You guys are where all of us belon
Whereupon, Tom Lewis gives me the elbow and spe
lates, “We might get us a radical from this bunch ye

The celebrant today, Fr. Jim Finley from Bro
lyn, asked me to share a dialog homily with him
and several others. The Gospel was Matthew’s es
tology from the 24th chapter, and its theme
hope. Everyone had something to say about ho
with Advent beginning next Sunday. And every
tried to understand what we know to be true t

hope. For those of us who are American, this consti-
tutes a painfully priceless lesson. For America’s hope
is in its power, power whose definition is the imperial
nation-state, whose spirit is capitalist aggrandizement,
and whose force is technology. And power whose
enormity is, in fact, equalled only by its impotence.

Such power tends to destroy, since it cannot
remain powerful unless it subdues the wilt of others to
resist. Less and less is this possible, as Vietnam strik-
ingly shows — and so failure to subdue resistance
fosters the tendency to crush resisters. Which invites
the threat of having no one left to exploit. Hence,
stalemate and a Paris negotiating table.

Pope Paul says that peace is development. It
certainly is, depending on one’s understanding of de-
velopment. But of this I am sure — hope is non-violent
resistance, rebeltion and revolution. It has always been
50, but never has the lesson been so forcefully taught.
And'this is hopeful.

Another situation report to clarify our plight or
good fortune, whatever people might decide to call it.
We have been literally Zere in Baltimore County Jail
since September 4th — no outside exercise, no chance
to enjoy the fine, Fall weather. Jail facilities do not
allow these extravagances, and we do not crave pri-
vileges that other inmates cannot enjoy. But these
are facts of existence that do not depress us — we
chose them when we chose civil disobedience.

This celiblock is home, at least for the present,
Three times a day we leave it for meals that are
barely sufficient, yet relished with appetite and
humor. We keep strong by daily calisthenics, and
keep alive in spirit by prayer, reading and writing.
As far as I know, we have grown neither stale nor
soft in prison.

We wait for a bail hearing, set sometime within
the next two weeks. Denied bail four times already
{granted almost automatically with a conviction un-
der appeal), prospects appear slightly better now. And
we have decided to accept it, given the opportunity.

As one gets deeper into non-violent dissent, de-
cisions tend to become more intricate, and more dif-
ficult. Acceptance or rejection of bail; — a case in
point. Who has ever rejected bail? There is no prece-
dent, and when one talks about setting one, most
people are tempted to tap their foreheads. Public and
legal opinion, plus the outrage of defendants, limit ex-
ceptions to virtual non-existence.

We have no interest in sctting a precedent, a
deeper rationality occupies us, How does one truly
identify with those enslaved by tyranny or greed?
How does one truly aid the powerless except by
choosing powerlessness? And the most urgent ques-
tion — how does one free the Holy Spirit for his
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work of reconciliation and peace? In jail or out?
Some answers might come from staying in. At the
very least, we could illustrate the injustice of our
punishment this way; we could illustrate our right to
bail by first securing it, and then refusing it.

At the point of final decision however, our
friends intervened. They wanted us out. They wanted
us out because they suffer over separation more than
we do, a gift embarrassing to us and commendable to
them. We have to listen to them, owing them what we
do. Some of them had influenced us to civil disobe-
dience; others had supported us by choosing it them-
selves. Therefore, if the government offers bail, a com-
munity will accept it.

Meanwhile, the State of Maryland resolutely fol-
lows its plan for us. Sometime in the New Year, it
will charge us with conspiracy, sabotage, destruction
of property, assault upon persons, etc. The charges
expand or contract from time to time, depending on
imponderables like public opinion, letters to the
editor, and firm or slack bowels in the D.A.’s office.
As it stands now, all preliminary motions must be filed
by January 2nd. Following them, we will probably go
to trial before the end of March.

The contempt we feel for such vicious nonsense
defies explanation — yet, we strive to keep it studied.
The officials most responsible for our indictment are
dangerous “little men”, but they have the grandéeur
of the law behind them, and solid, public opinion.
We have no choice but to take them seriously.

Double jeopardy? Certainly, a second trial for
the same “‘crimes”. Will we be convicted? Probably,
people often receive a second conviction in similar
citcumstances. In cases of “immediate danger” —
which government arbitrarily decides — federal law
enforcement will team up with the state, or the state
with the city, to convict with double penalties. So
frequently, a man will serve one prison sentence, to be
jailed again upon release. For the same crime, And
vet, our government prides itself on being one of
laws, and not of men.

One of our lawyers is anxious to go to court,
convinced that we can win. Winning or losing is not
important to us, any more than it was in federal
court, More important are the reasons why the law
becomes a deterrent weapon in the hands of power —
like a fist in a velvet glove, or the Sixth Fleet in the
Mediterranean. We suspect that we know why, and
we intend to talk about our suspicions at the trial.

A new friend arrives to stay with us, until th,
deral marshals take him to a federal penitentiary
is twenty-two, a draft resister — all hair, eyes
spirit. He talks to us like old and trusted friends,
veying the peace and simplicity of a child.

A drop-out from a Midwestern state univer
he has followed the road for two years, a pilgrim
I’m sure, an apostle. “I’'m not for organizations m
— they seem to run people more than people
them. “My thing” is talking to people, but T usu,
end up listening. Maybe that’s more important.
what surprises me is the fact that I often get pec
very mad. I guess my looks makes them afraid,
when I talk, they get more and more uptight.

“A Klansman wanted to kill me in Florid
was hitchhiking north from Gainesville, and he pic
me up. We got to talking, and like Southerners do
got onto black people. I said a few things and t
made him mad. He started to rave about kil
“niggers”, and he’d kill me too if he thought he co
get away with it. Told me to look in the back St
and sure enough, there was a heavy rifle and a shotg

tailgate her, actually hitting her car in the rear SEVE
times. At 80 miles an hour — that poor woman! T
he stopped for gas and kicked me out. Later, I
hitchhiking down the road, and he roared by giv
me the finger.” _

He refused induction by failing to show \
Then, with no lawyer, he defended himself under :
13th Amendment — involuntary servitude. When thi
found him guilty and jailed him, he began to fa
refusing both food and water. “It wasn’t just my s
tence (4% years), it was that city jail they took |
to. It was bedlam, dig? I’'m against jails see, but th
are jails and there are jails. This one was a gasser. A
way, after four days, I couldn’t get up without goi
into a spin and falling. My mouth got so dry, I w
afraid to swallow, afraid of strangling. They got sho
and asked me where 1 wanted to go. I said here;
they took me out on a stretcher.”

The evening he arrived, he celebrated his victd
with a little water and went to bed. He look
supremely contented as he slept soundly in the ligh
and noise. In the morning, he ate with concentrat
purpose and joy. But after two days of us and TV;]
asked for isolation. As he left he told me, “I 1o
people, but essentially, I'm a loner. I have to ha
sﬂence for meditation every now and then. Sce y
guys.”

One of our veteran cons, who had seen more:
State prison “holes™ than any man I know, paid hlf
this tribute, “‘He’s a born protestor!”’

DUNCAN GRAY, JR., is Rector of St. Paul's Episcopal

Church in Meridian, Mississippi, and president of the Missis-

sippi Council on Human Relations.
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The parish church has taken lots of abuse in recent
years and is, in large measure, an object of contempt
for many within the Church as well as outside it. It is
considered . obsolete and outmoded; indeed, dead, in
a sociological sense, as well as in a spiritual sense.
Many clergy, frustrated by the forces of conservatism,
tradition, and “respectability”, are leaving the parish
ministry; and many seminarians hope for some other
channel through which to give themselves fo their
Lord and their Church. (A recent survey in my own
communion indicated that only 45% of the men in
seminary today want to exercise their ministry in a
parish situation!)

In no area of concern is the criticism more
pointed — or more justified — than in the area of race
relations. Here the failure of the parish church in the
white community is most evident, and to try to docu-
ment this failure would simply be a matter of pro-
claiming the obvious. The average parish church re-
mains one of the last strongholds of segregation, and
significant leadership in this area has been sadly lack-

ing.




While not unmindful of the weaknesses and fail-
ures of the parish, and sensitive, I trust, to the validity
of so much of the criticism leveled against it, I am not
yvet ready to throw up my hands in despair over the
local church. To be sure, other vehicles of ministry
and mission are needed badly; but I see these growing
up and bearing fruit alongside of and in addition to
the parish church, rather than replacing it. Indeed,
this is already happening on a significant scale, for
which we can give thanks to God. But in our passion
for new and more effective forms of ministry, let us
not relegate every St. John's by-the-fire-station to the
junk heap, There are yet many resources to be tapped
in the parish church for witnessing to and making ef-
fective the reconciliation of men to God and men to
men. More to the point, the parish church may be the
one place where this can be done in any final or mean-
ingful way.

Let us confess, first of all, that the parish church
as an institution is not a very effective instrument of
social change, much less of social revolution. Being a
family-oriented institution, it is inevitably conservative
in nature and make-up. We won’t find many local con-
gregations, as corngregations, “‘manning the barri-
cades”, marching in the streets, or sitting-in at the
Congress, either now or in the future. The involve-
ment of Christians in this kind of activity will be as
individuals or as part of some specialized vehicle of
ministry and mission. All of which may be quite pro-
per and necessary.

But two things must be remembered about this
form of witness. First, under even the best of circum-
stances, it will involve relatively few people; and,
secondly, as essential as it may be, this in itself is not
going to bring in the millenium or anything approxi-
mating the kingdom of God. We have enough laws,
court decisions, and executive orders in effect already
to bring about reconciliation between white and black,
if such could be accomplished by these alone. And
yet the degree of separation and alienation seems to
be greater than ever before. As important as legal
action may be, it still does not get to the heart of the
matter: the matter of the human heart.

I am well aware that changing institutions can
change people — to a degree. We see many a white
Mississippian who only a few short years ago was vow-
ing that “blood would run in the streets” before one
Negro child would enter one white school in his com-
munity, now taking in stride the black classmates with
whom his sons and daughters associate every day and
even cheering lustily for them on the football field
and elsewhere. But the man himself has changed little.
Psychologically, he is as estranged as ever from his
black brethren. He has gained a measure of tolerance
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in certain areas -- which is all to the good — but |
still not ready to accept the Negro as his equal ang
his brother. Things keep on changing, but some}
they still remain the same.

The Kerner Report says that after all our legis’f
ing, politicking, and moralizing of recent years,
still find in America the evil of “white racism” at

heart of our disorder, violence, and alienation. (Ag

this, of course, has produced a “black racism” wh 10 X
‘going > .
'ihurCh- Not because the parish church is the only in-

only intensifies the problem.) And we know that {
is the racism, not just of the Ku Kluxer, but of neg
all of us, even including many who have worked |
and voted for the laws that were supposed to delj
us. Where do we go to solve this problem? What
sources do we have to deal with it, when the resous
of law and politics are being exhausted so rapid
First of all, we go where the people are. And
Bible-Belt Mississippi, at least, this means we go tof
parish church. The parish church in the white cé
munity was hardly the scene of much action dur
the hey-day of the Civil Rights Movement. Nor i
the scene of much action today in the area of polit
and law. But in terms of the basic illness afflicting ¢
nation — in terms of the real root of our problem :
would submit that the parish church is where |
action is — or-ought to be — if we are ever going
cure this illness or solve this problem. For this is whi
the people are. This is where we deal with hum
beings, not abstractions of law and politics. This
where human beings are either lost or saved, damn
or redeemed; and this is where the real issue w
either be won or be lost. :
It is understandable that many an ‘“‘activi
Christian — and 1 include myself in this catego
emotionally, if not effectively — is often tempted
write off or close up the thousands of “First Church
up and down this land of ours because of their see
ing irrelevance and impotence. But to do so would
not only to reject these millions whom our Lord loy
every bit as much as He does the activist, but also
make a strategic and tactical error of the first mag
tude. For it is in these thousands of local congré
tions across the land that the struggle for the recd
ciliation of man to God and man to man is going
be won or lost. :
In the arena of politics, as in the Western mov

the line is inevitably drawn between the “‘good guys
and the “bad guys”, and the distinctions are relative
easy to make. Furthermore, since there is so little r
communication between the two, the image of ed
remains rather rigidly fixed in the minds of both. B
when we deal with real people, caught up in the co
mon perplexities, joys, and sorrows of this life, t
distinctions begin to blur, and we tend to see differ:
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'giees of need, rather than different degrees of evil,
1-%’3\’6 seen many a “red-neck” racist in my day, and,
.'i"h the exception of a few psychotics, 1 know of

t
none whose basic affliction could not be cured by the

same things that I require for my own soul’s health:
~ve and acceptance, mercy and forgiveness, compas-

The Church is in business to mediate these things
the children of men; and most of these children are
o be reached, if at all, through the parish

ument for this work, and not because it is neces-
y the best — but simply because this is where
ihost of the children are/

© This doesn’t mean that the parish church can
go on being just what it has been all these years — es-
pecially the white parish church. God forbid! Changes,

“already long overdue, have to be made: and, by God’s
‘grace, they can be made, if we don’t give up on the
‘people and treat them with condecension and con-
tempt. And whatever specific forms these changes take,

three underlying principles are essential.

First, there must be regular and meaningful con-
frontation with the issues at stake. Put another way,
Isuppose this means that we must constantly hear and
procalim God’s word of judgement upon our society
and ourselves. Obviously, there has been all too little
of this in our local congregations. Indeed, we have
become masters of the art of evasion and distraction.
We have wasted our time, energy, and resources in
building programs, bazaars, and banalities. And all too
often when God’s word of judgement has been
spoken, it has been in harsh, self-righteous terms that
make too neat a distinction between the “good guy”’
(me) and the “bad guy” (you), when in reality it is
“we” who are in this thing together. .

The average white church member confronts the
issue of race time and time again outside the church;
but there he can deal with it in terms of law, econo-
mics, and custom, if he is so disposed. But within the
parish church he must wrestle with it on the level of
conscience, morality, and religion; and he is done a
grave injustice if he is not regularly given the oppor-
tunity to do so. His mind and heart may not change,
but he must have the opportunity to wrestle and to
struggle with the real issue for the sake of his own
soul.

Secondly, there must be provided by the parish
opportunities for experience and charinels for service
that relate to this basic problem that we face. And
here we must be concerned both with the congrega-
tion as a whole and with individual members of that

congregation, realizing that the congregation as a
whole will never move or grow as fast as some of its
members. For example, one white Mississippi parish
that I know wrestled long and hard with the matier of
housing a headstart center in its parish house, coming
up in the end with an answer in the negative. But
some two dozen members of that same parish were
moved to launch a year-round program of volunteer
service in the existing headstart centers so that they
as individuals could express their concern. At the
same time, the parish itself did undertake the con-
struction and maintenance of a low-rent housing pro-
ject for poverty level families — a project which would
involve all members of the congregation. The parish
as a whole could move on one level, while individuals
could participate on another, but all received the
stimulus from the local church.

In view of the crisis we face today, such an
example may scem like pouring cups of water on a
forest fire. But we must remember that growth, un-
derstanding, and a measure of reconciliation do come
from such personal experience and contact, and, also,
that these people belong to the overwhelming majo-
rity who will never be marching in the streets, but
who are, in the final analysis, the real key to the ulti-
mate resolution of our problems.

Finally, though, the parish church must some-
how communicate the Gospel of Jesus Christ. And 1
mean the real Gospel; the good news that God loves
me, accepts me, and forgives me, where I am and as I
am - and that He does this for everyone else also! The
good news that He has made me a member of a family
the whole world big and that my human brothers
and sisters and I are already one in Jesus Christ; that
God has reconciled us to Himself and to the rest of
this family in Jesus Christ, and that we are aiready
members one of another. When I can once get this
through my thick skull and into my anxious heart,
I can stop worrying about human differences; I can
stop worring about status, position, and power, and
start worrying about what I am doing to my fellow
man by failing to act like one whom God has recon-
ciled to Himself.

A few folks seem to have gotten the message,
God bless ‘em; but the rest of us still have a long way
to go. The only real point I would make in this brief
sketch is that most of “the rest of us” are to be
found in the parish church; and if we arc ever going
to be reached, it’s going to be there, That’s where the
action is — or where it should be — because that’s
where the people are!
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MR. DUBOSE refers to the following reflections as his
attempt at “a literary solution’ of his dismissal from a parish
in South Carolina in 1963. The sermon precipitating - his
dismissal, “My Home Town,” on the death of four black
children by bombing as they worshipped at the Sixteenth
Street Baptist Church in Birmingham, Alabama, is printed
in THE UNSILENT SOUTH (John Knox Press). Mr. Dubose
is Assistant Pastor of the Westminster Presbyterian Church,
MNashville, Tennessee.
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“‘May you come in?’ Of course, of course. Could
really prevent you? In this place coming in is eas
it’s going out that’s the problem. But only for sor
of us.” '

“No, have no fear on that point. I have no pi
vacy here for your intrusion to violate. Come in. I'
rather glad to see a face.

“I am sorry I cannot offer you a chair, the bé
will have to do. What they think I might do with
chair more ominous than sitting on it I can’t imag
but, then, ordinary logic doesn’t seem to apply
this place. What is it you wish from me? A story
doubt. Correct?

“Ah, my first estimate of you was accurate.
are another of those earnest young men who fee
their calling to unravel the complexities of hu
behavior and lay out the threads before the publi
that the simplest mind may comprehend. You w
people to understand people like me. So you pokt
around in the personal and public effects of our li
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jooking for causes. And when you find one small
sriough Of lazge enough or obvious enough for the po-
pulace 0 digest, you write your little article. And
they understand well enough; only what they under-
stand is not the truth. In the name of human under-
standing you rob us of the mystery that makes us
Humarn.
“But forgive me.that outburst. I know yvou mean
‘io harm. One only grows weary of being classified
and impaled for exhibition on writers’ bail point pens,
“Now, what do you wish me to say? That I am
guilty? Or not guilty? Does it really matter what ad-
missions or protestations I make, or if I make one or
the other, or any at ali? No, my case is already decided,
ig it not? In a hundred, a thousand, five thousand
different minds the verdict has been handed down
already — 2 hundred, a thousand, five thousand dif-
ferent variations of guilty or innocence, according to
the mind-set of a hundred, a thousand, five thousand
different persons, whatever the number of those who
care a whit about what has happened. So, what dif-
ference will it make ‘what 1 say? There is no need to

-argue the case any further; all that remains is to count

the ballots.”

“But you insist. You wish to hear my side of the
story. Surely there is no need. But, as you wish.

“Yes, 1 am guilty. That surprises you, that a per-
son such as I should so readily submit to their accusa-
tions? But hear me out. I am guilly. At least they are
quite sure that I am, and according to their under-
standing of what has happened, most assuredly it is
as they say. I make no bones about it; indeed, I am
eager to acknowledge that I did and said exactly
what they accuse me of doing and saying. That much,
at least, is the truth. But, of course, the way they
tell it is something else. They start with the facts,
you know, and they build upon them, embellish
them with certain decorations, color them just a
shade to suit their mood. But, if one can overlook

“the exapgerations that intense emotion and hostility

inevitably evoke, then, I must confessjt,, I am guilty

“just as they claim.

“That is, I did certain things, committed certain

“acts, and made certain protests. However, that what

I did and said should rightly be looked upon by them
a8 unlawful and should cause in me recriminations is
another matter altogether. Obviously, 1 look upon the

- whole affair from an entirely different slant, else I
- could not speak with you now in the calm manner

that T do, or maintain my peace of mind under these

: singulaﬂy threatening circumstances.

“You wish to hear my version of the story. Do

you really? Are you sure you'd rather not join them
in the banquet of hate that has been set in my honor
and glut yourself along with the others on my reputa-
tion, my dignity, my prestige? It is all served up for
the coarse public to chew upon, you know — all tossed
together like a fancy green salad, served on a huge
platter with my head as the center-piece. Ah, it is

-really funny — if one can allow himself a lapse of

cynicism (and I certainly think I am entitled to that
luxury) — one is a figure in the community, one is
respected, one is known. As he walks down the sireet
he is spoken to with pride by persons he has never
seen before, even children. And then . . . well, then
one refuses to pronounce the proper shibboleths and
to hold the proper viewpoints. One kicks out of his
path one day some oh, so sacred cow — just an impious
nudge with the toe — and that nudge stirs to life the
hidden memeories of old fears and guilts. Love and
affection turn to hate, a more sudden and complete
transformation than. any fairy godmother with her
magic wand ever affected on any Cinderella. The
black bile of generations of repressions vomits all over
him, and he becomes the enemy.

“It was the truth, you see, that they couldn’t
stand — the truth about themselves. They couldn’t
stand the loss of their tyrannies. They could not stand
one not repeating their formulas, or questioning their
time-worn viewpoints, or testing the resiliency of
their idols.

“But it was for their own good. For years they
had been drifting, almost imperceptibly — as one
slides through all the overlapping degrees of drowsi-
ness into sleep — into the narcosis of a comfortable
system of ideas and attitudes and loyalties which pro-
vided them a sense of order and the peace of famili-
arity, They had grown complacently familiar with
their certain pattern of life; they knew what was ex-
pected of them, they had come to terms with their
intellectual slavery. In old age the tyrannies that cen-
stricted. spiritual expansion and eroded their capacity
to envision the human good in any other terms than
their own appeared to them as tame, domesticated
pets. But they were not as they appeared. Their
sacred cows were not the docile, convenient beasts
they seemed; they were quiet, smiling monsters that
had attached themselves to the breasts of their souls,
They did not give milk; they took it — the precious
milk of the human spirit. Oh,yes, souls have breasts,
too; and most of the time they arc dangerously ex-
posed to the lechers who sell peace for souls milk.

“And I saw it, Oh, it was not easy. Many times

.in those vears my eyelids slowly closed and I would

have to force them open. And on occasions I blinked.
Do you know how hard it is not to blink? One’s tear
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ducts run and the eyeballs smart and become blood-
shot from particles of dirt. Somehow I kept them
open and suffered the foreign particles. The tears
washed away the preferred illusions and I saw things
as they were. I saw the inward compromises, the hol-
low places in their souls from which the juice of living-
ness had been drained. I saw behind their stock smiles
and accustomed politeness a void without love. I saw
the lies required to keep their loyalties intact and the
crippling contortions that conformity demanded. And
I saw the hurt . . . oh, the piercing hurt of it all.

“If only I could have slept, that precious soul-
sleep of the satisfied. I wanted to, and 1. .. and, no,
I did not want to. However, sight as well as sleep
becomes a habit, and having once seen and known
what one sees, one must see more. And the more one
sees, one must see more. And the more one sces the
more difficult it is to remain silent about what one
knows he sees. Speech is to seeing as silence is to
sleep. My fate was sealed by unsealed eves. I was
chosen, it seemed — a sort of negative vocation to
which T was called by the accident of indiscriminate
seeing — not to conceal what I knew to be the truth.
So, in the end, I spoke out, I revealed, I protested.

“Now do you see? It was not as they say. I am
not their enemy? I am their only friend. Isn’t that so?
Does not a real friend speak the truth, though it hurt?
Does not real love demand juét'that, the slicing surgery
of truth? Then, can you not believe me when I say
that the end I sought was their own good?

“You are not convinced. What can I say?

“You ask why I betrayed their confidence in me
by waiting so long to speak out. Is that a fair assess-
ment? Was it not I who was betrayed? Yes, betrayed
by their confidence in me. They trusted me, they
took me in, they loved me. That is, they loved what
they thought was me. They admired an image they
thought was me. They pointed me out to their chil-
dren and implied they should emulate me. 1 was
idolized; but it was an idol of their own making they
worshipped, it was not me, And 1 came to hate that
idol. I hated their image of me. Yes, I hated them
for not allowing me to be what I was, to be myself.”

“Why did I not put my cards on the table to
begin with? Why did I let them go on believing in
their false image? Why did I not say, ‘Look, you’ve
got it all wrong, I'm not what you think I am.’? Why,
indeed? I guess at first I didn’t see what was happen-
ing. Why didn’t T see it? I suppose . . . yes, it is true,
I like it. Yes, yes, I liked it. Is that so wrong? To
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like being loved and respected? Is it not the nat
human response? One does not stop at first to g
tion motives when one is clevated by the crowd
position of respect and prestige. One wants to belj
that it is deserved, and he does believe it. It is o
later . . . it was only later that I saw how I was be
used. '

“And when 1 did see it, finally, I was . . . afr
Not of them. Not of what they would do to me
rejected their mold. I was afraid . . . of losing wh:
had gained: my comfort, my prestige, my place.
now it comes out. Yes, I had offered my breasts
10 the lechers. I too was selling soul’s milk for sa
rity. And I saw that, too. I saw my weakness an
hated it. It was not their dishonesty I despised; it
my own. I struck out at them because I saw in th
what I was becoming. 1 wanted to destroy it. To
It was not to save that I spoke out, it was to destr
It was not for love that I acted, it was for hate. It
not to heal, it was to kill.

“Oh, the hurt of it. I see it now . .. the hur
it. And they are right, I am the enemy. I hated; I
not love . ., Oh, God, the hurt of it.

“But what is done is done. And I am judg
Guilty. By them. . . and, yes, by me, I am guilty.
what will you decide? What will history decide? H
will God in heaven judge what has happened in
case? Who knows? A tyranny was exposed, for w
ever motives. A truth was spoken, however qualif
by complexity of my own neurosis. Can anyone
such circumstance claim purity of heart? Some sai
a Joan or a Becket, perhaps. But I am not made of
stuff of martyrs; I know that now. When I go to
stake it will be with no hymn on my lips to resou
above the crackling tinder. I will burn knowing t
the fire was deserved.

“But, I ask you, what does that prove? Can y
now say with assurance that you know what happ
ed, having heard the story? I am not even confident
that, and I am the story. And what if history sho
decide that what I did was only the last, desperate»;
of a drowning man interested only in saving his o
soul? Is that the only question? Is it not also relev
to ask what other souls were saved by having he
that cry?

“Well, there is nothing more to say. You h
heard my side of the story, and more. You have forc
me to my knees in confession. Not that I hold
against you. The truth will out, as they say. On
spare me your judgements; I've enough of my ow
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. ULMER is a knowledgeable nondescript who lives on a
f the Love place in Vilas, North Carolina.

Al Ulmer

ro Patria, Pro Fecleasia,

Applachian Style

....and this granite pedestal, bearing the words, “Pro
Patria*, What do they mean, anyway?

(from Spoon River Anthology by Edgar Lee Masters)

In April of 1967 my wife and I, after two years teach-
.ing in West Africa with the Peace Corps and three
years working in the civil rights movement in the
South, quit our jobs and moved to a mountain top in
~northeastern Tennessee. Late one warm spring even-

“ing in Atlanta, we piled our belongings into and all

“And now....”

‘over an old. Jeep pick-up truck and set out for the
‘Applachian Mountains. For six months we lived in a

used tent while building our log and stone house on

the highest point designated in “the old Love place”
deed.

It was a wonderful six months: We watched the
maples rush foolishly into spring and lose their red
buds to a late freeze. We saw the hickories flaunt
their wild-looking orange blossoms., Whole hillsides
soon were covered with pink and white dogwoods.
We walked quietly in the woods careful not to step
on the bright red and green tea-berry plants. Later our
mountain showed off the laural and rhodedendron.
We worked hard, slept deeply as a reward, drank the
cool water of a spring running out beneath two huge
evergreens, and waited anxiously for our first garden
seeds to sprout. .

For two people tired of cities, racism, and war
news, the beauty of the mountains offered a special
refreshment. It was so very good to get away from it
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all — the daily barrage of statistics detailing the wheres
and hows of death but never the whys, and the wither-
ing effect race hatred has on everything it touches,
especially love and reason.

But one doesn’t ¢scape from such things easily.
A farmer from down the mountain came with his team
of horses to plow up an area for our garden. He urged
me to try to run a straight furrow and laughed gently
at my problems coordinating herses, lines, plow and
ground. Two weeks later his son came home from
Vietnam in a plastic bag, less than one month before
his discharge. The couple brought us the news, an
old one-eyed lumberman and his wife, began to cry
as they told us of their neighbor’s 1oss. They apologiz-
ed, saying it reminded them of the two sons they had
“signed for’” who also had not come home.

A month later [ helped a local farmer cut and
haul some poplar logs to be used as rafters for our
house. A young man, a school drop-out, was handling
the team of horses in order to work off a loan. It was
a fine day, the woods smelled fresh after a light rain.
We worked hard cutting only the straightest of the
trees, then hauling them down the mountain to the
truck. We carried a load up the mountain to our
building site. When we passed the house where the
young man lived his aunt was on the porch waving
a letter and called for us to stop. It was the young
man’s induction notice,

In a recent article in the New Yorik Review of
Books. Andrew Kopkind stated that the time for re-
fiection and meditation is past and men should instead
be out talking to other men. Basically I am in agree-
ment with this, but I confess to not knowing what to
say to a man who left school in the fourth grade
Gumped out the window, he says, when the teacher
tried to make him read) when he telis me he has lost
lis son in a war | think to be unjust, illegal and im-
1teral.

We do talk with our neighbors, however, and cur
onversations range over quite a variety of topics
hough they usnally begin and end with the weather.
omeplace in between the war works its way in, for
Ithough the news of the war is not as fuil here in
e mountains, the effects of it are. There is hardly

family withoyt 2 30n in the smail community of
hich we are somewhat a part. Often the son has
iled to complete high school, rarely has one attended
liege. So for the sons of our neighbors the Army is
evitable. It is often the first time 2 young man has
[t the mountains, On occasion it is also the last,
Harley Nixon is a WoIn out man in his fifties.

and given WWI food rations to eat. ““That’

says Harley emphaticaily, 1917 stamped on the by ' w Fe
v movie “Inside North Vietnam™, and in mid-February

tom of every can. It Was a good while ‘til we
them new kind of ‘K’ rations. We ate ‘C’ ratio
I mentioned Nixon’s story to a man who

ences into a conversation. [ thought he might be so
one who would have an opinion as to the truth of
“C” ration’s story.

“That’s right!”, said Presley after hearing -
tale. “Old Nixon’s right. Why I remember when
shipped out. 1 was on the first troop ship to leave
country. Didn’t know where We was going 'til we
where it was. . |

and sure enough there stamped big as life was <191

Them eggs’d been in cold storage for twenty-five v
or better.”

cup of coffee,

“Good coffee, Robin,” said Presley, “but
know the best cup of coffee 1 ever did have was
the Sandwich Islands, when we was standing gu
duty. Used to have to keep a tin a sand right han
to throw on the fire when the Japs’d come over. |

Trivette says we should drop “the bomb” ;
get it over with in Vietnam. 1 asked him what
thought about killing ali the innocent people alg
with those he thought guilty. 7 ”

“Did it in Japan, didn’t we? It got us home th
didn’t it?”, replied Trivette.

In late fall we finished the house and leff
Mountain for several months. We went to New Y
City to work with an organization called The Co
mittee of Returned Volunteers (CRV). CRY is m:
up of people who are also concerned with the Unj

policy generally. We once again read the daily pape
Wwe went to a rally for Dr. Spock and the “Bost
Five” attended by over 4000 people; we heard Das
Schoenbrun, the ex-CBS correspondent, speak eI

ﬁ.énﬂy on the history of the U.S. in Vietnam; we

gst'ened to a non-profit radio station’s evening sum-
th maries of the Tet offensive, the news gained mainly
» from French newspapers and wire services we watched
i Secretaries Rusk and McNamara, and Ambassador

Bunker, perform on Meet the Press; saw Felix Greene’s

we came home to the mountains to begin clearing
and for a crop of cabbage, bell peppers and straw-
erries.

In the middle of clearing a patch of woods one
ay my chain saw ran out of gas. We climbed into
he Jeep and set out for the local country store. On
he way down the mountain we stopped by J. R,
ride’s house to inquire if J.R. had had the time to

‘cut the oak flooring we had ordered a month back.

J.R.’s the hardest working man 1 have ever met. He
cuts timber so fast the story in the valley has it that
half the woods is stiil falling when J R.shome washing
up for supper. He has several acres of tobacco, he
plows for most of the county, hays for ten or more

v farmers, and just manages to stay on the farm.

_ “J.Rs out cutting a new boundry of timber
he’s got,” his wife told us. “He says it oughta get
cut for the sap gets up so as it won’t hurt the

We asked her to tell J R, we’d stopped by about
he lumber and after discussing her new wood burning
tove at some length were about to leave when Mis.

 Pride said, “I know J.R.’l] try to get that lumber for

va. He’s right good about doin’ what he says he’l] do.
But ya know he’s about covered up with the work.

Our oldest boy’s helping him with the timber over to
Big Fork, but ya know he passed his physical test

yesterday and I guess that means the Army’s going to
get him for the summer’s out. Lord, I wish they’d let
him stay through the summer to help F.R. He’s got so
much work needs doin’ . . . I'tell J.R. he oughta talk
to the draft board and teil ’em he needs that boy
through the summer. It wouldn’t hurt none to ask,

‘Lord, that war over there is bad. I just don’t know
What’s gonna happen.1  reckon it’s just gonna get
Worse. Lord, It’s bad.”

- Dsaid I thought it was a terrible war and . . . but

Mrs, Pride cut in, “I don’t know what’s gonna happen

: 5_1_0 ¥a all? Harold (her next oldest son), he’s more g
JeIVous type than George. Maybe they won't take
hzm Guess ya gotta have a crooked spine or a busted

Up leg or something, though, for them not to want ya.

I guess they get bout everybody ’round here.” Mrs.
Pride continued saying, “Ya know, 1 don’t know what
to think. Them Cubans grabbed another plane the
other day. I tell ya what I think, we gonna get every-
body sent over there and them Russians gonna just
step right in and take over right here. That’s what
they’re wantin’. Anyhow, that’s how | see it in my
little mind.”

Mrs. Pride said the last bit with a smile, a smile
half hidden by her hand as we had surprised her with-
out her teeth in and she was somewhat embarrassed.
She lost most of her teeth after her cighth child was
born a couple of years ago. She’s not forty years old
yet.

In the Jeep headed for the store we laughed
about the similarity between Mrs. Pride’s comments
and a statement by Harry Caudill, the Kentucky
lawyer and author, in a recent article in The Saturday
Review. Caudill, referring to a county grand jury’s
indictment of a Vista Volunteer and two other poverty
workers, on charges of “promoting and spreading
communistic theory of the violent and forceful over-
throw of the government of Pike County,” had said
the grand jury “was certain that the revolution was
about to begin in Pike County, and that the neighbor-
ing counties, in domino fashion, would fall to the
enemy.” It appeared that “the Russians were coming”
to northeast Tennessee just in case the domino theory
didn’t prove itself true.

On the way back up the mountain after buying
the gasoline three men were cutting and splitting oak
rails by the side of the road. One of the men was
Harley Nixon of “C” ration’s fame. We stopped the
Teep to say hello and my wife asked Nixon what the
split logs were for.

“Sellin’ ’em oaver to Boone,” said Nixon. “My
boy there’s countin’ ’em now. We trying to get a
hundred to make a load. They sell ’em to big shots to
make fences around their houses. You know, them
morticed kind a fence big shots have got.”

Nixon asked me if [ had anything to do with the
local poverty program, a four-county organization
with headquarters in Boone, N.C. T had mentioned to
him once that I had been a member of a review team
for a part of their program. I said I hadn’t since the
bast summer, after which Nixon said, “Ya know, I
wouldn’t mind working for ‘em, but ya know they
tell me they got a bunch of communists in that thing
now. (Shades of Pike County - they are everywhere.)
My sister she went down to a big meetin’ they had
the other month and they had some preacher fella
there talkin’, saying they oughta get rid a all these
here little local churches ‘cause their preachers wasn’t
trained up right to preach God’s word and have one




big church in Boone for everybody to go to. Well,
my sister wasn’t havin’ none a that. . . Anyhow, they
don’t pay nebody like me nothin’ over there.”

I said it had been my experience that whenever
a few poor people started to get anything somebody
always says the communists are taking over because
it’s such a nice way to get most people to act without
thinking. :

Nixon didn’t reply to what I'd said but pointed
to the Jeep and asked, “Ya get your truck fixed up
vet?”

“No,” 1 said. “It still needs the brakes worked on
pretty bad.”

“Well, I ain’t saying this 'cause he’s my cousin
but Allan’ll fix it so where it’ll stay fixed. You take it
to him. He’s pretty covered up right now though,
what with the Army taking that boy of his’'n.”

Our neighbors are very attached to the “little
local churches” Nixon was talking about. “Local” is a
good word to use to describe the church’s influence
in the coramunity. It is as if the mountains are barriers
over which “love ye one another” can’t quite climb.
Within the valley the church is best described as a
social function, one at which attendance is required,
and which also serves, as in most churches in America,
as aweekly demonstration of one’s faith and goodness
tc one’s neighbor.

The church is needed socially. It is almost the
last thing holding together what is left of community
consciousness. The post office is gone, a place where
you often saw your neighbors and had time for casual
conversation. In its place is a rural mail carrier one
never sees, and a number. The local school “was taken
away from us”, as one man explained it to me, and
now a school bus belongs to the community in place
of a school. A number of people have spoken of their
dissatisfaction with the consolidated school. Some are
concerned with the 6:30 AM. fo 5:30 P.M. day it
makes for their children, others see it as “‘the govern-
ment” making their kids “go to school with the nig-
gers”, presumably nullifying whatever gains made in
educational gquality they all agree the program pro-
vides. Vacant buildings in varying degrees of decay
signal where local general stores found improved
roads with supermarkets at their ends to much with
which to compete. Another meeting place done away
with.

So the church is all that’s left and Sundays and
Wednesday evenings is get together time and a chance
to see who didn’t come to church and hopefully to
find out why for later distribution. And it js also a
time to worship the Lord and to study Scripture. In
a way the church is a fancy general store where every-
one gets together but where the subject is rarely ever
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relevant to what’s happening in the ghettos, in V__;
nam, or in the 2/3’s of the world where people ;
hungry (topics that are discussed in the few:
maining general stores, but without any reference
how Christ might have felt about them), and wh
only one guy gets to talk,

One of the subjects talked about at great leng
is drinking. An inquiring Pharisee might learn tf
“the great commandment” is THOU SHALT N
DRINK! So strictly enforced is this commandmeg
that the one-eved wood-cutter and his wife we
publicly expelled from the church for breaking it:i
course, almost all the Christians who had the pleas
of judging their neighbors drink also, but they go,
unbelievable lengths to conceal it. The wood-cut
doesn’t and so consequently had to be punished. T
hypocrisy of it all may be discouraging but unlike
Senate of the United States provides at times a go
langh. A father and son team run a mountain fi
not far from here. Both take an occasional drink'}
neither of them know of the other’s sinful wa
Imagine the plight of a man with a moderate capag
who is helping with the haying. Dad has his bottle’
in the barn and is sharing freely with his friend,
frequently cautioning, “Now mind you, Jim do
know nothin’ about my drinking, so den’t you ¢
let on. ..” — Jim has his bottle down in the shed,
is also sharing it freely, occasionally reminding:
drinking buddy, ‘“Wouldn’t want Dad to know b
my drinking ya know”. A man staying both solet
and sober in such a devilish cross-fire should be fi
given if the blasphemous thought ““and no man kn_d
eth the Son, but the Father, neither knoweth any
the Father, save the Son. . . 7" sneaks up on him.

Beyond local morals it is difficult to see wh
the church is helping its members gain a better und
standing of God’s work on the other side of the mou
tains, There probably is not a person in the co
munity who would not meet Jesus’ test of neighbi
liness, or who would not invite any hungry man to
at his table, black or white, as long as the event tak
place in the mountains, With such a decent base ftd
which to build a better understanding of race, Wi
over-population, and desparate poverty (the matf
that should surely be the real concern of the G
and reconciliation), it is doubly disappointing t
church has failed so miserably.

In a word, the church in Appalachia is the Ch
in America. Except that it performs its social functi
more effectively because it performs it openly 4
genuinely — that, and that it just might be the lasi‘a
the best resource in the mountains for making realt
brotherhood of all men.

Not long ago, a farmer offered me a lead of ¢

manure for our garden if I would clean out h_is shed.
f.agreed and took the truck down the mountain early
in the morning. As I passed Compton Pruit’s house
with the Jeep heaped high with cow dung, 1 saw
Compton in the yard. For several days I had been
hoping to talk with him about buying one of his
‘Horses, 501 stopped. Compton and his wife, Charlotte,
and Clarence — a young fellow who lives with them,
gathered up on the porch and we sat and talked
‘Awhile.

“See ya got a load a ‘sugar’,” Charlotte said.

“yegh, Dean gave it to me,” 1 answered.

“Boy, that’ll be good on you’un’s garden,” said
Compton.

2 We sat a bit longer, nobody saying anything, then
Clarence said, “Guess everybody they draft from now
on’ll be going in the Marines.”

 “That’s what we seen on television last night,
they gonna take everybody from 18 to 45. Need 'em
to take care a all them niggers carrying on like they
heen a doin’,” said Charlotte. “My sister’s boy, he
lives up in Illinois and he told her it’s a sight what
they doin” up there, burning everything and all. They
killed ’em a little one-half year old baby the other
night, what he told her.

Silence.

“You ever been in the service?” Charlotte asked
me.

“No, I'm a conscientous objector to war,” |
answered. “My wife and I served two years in the
Peace Corps.”

We talked about the weather and the coming

thunder storm and my straw hat. Charlotte asked if
Robin and I would ge to Sunday School Easter Sun-
day as guests of her son, Jimmy. The church was
having a contest to see which chitd could bring the
most new people to church on Easter There was a
prize for the winner and Jimmy just knew we'd go to
help him win.
- “Why the first thing the preacher said about that
contest Jimmy asked me right thar in church if he
couldn’t ask Al and Robin to go with him,” said
Charlotte.

I said 1 didn’t think we’d be able to go this com-
ing Sunday but thanked them for asking us.
~ “Was you glad or was you sorry when you heard
Martin Luther King a gettin’ killed?”, asked Charlotte.
She has a way of looking right through your eyes
when she talks to you. You can meet her eyes but
t_heY aren’t there and you end up looking right through
her when you answer.

_ “It made me real sad,” I said. “I thought he was
A great man. To me it was a national tragedy, and a
Personai one, too.”

“0Oh,” said Charlotte.

“What did you think about it when vou heard?”
I asked.

“Well, you know, I hate to see anybodv get
killed, but. .. ”

Compton interrupted, “Ya know he was a askin’
for it, but a fella couldn’t help but being for some of
the things he was for. I didn’t agree with everything
he was for though. Now if it’d been one a them other
two race leaders, what’s their names, what’s always
talkin’ *bout violence, well then that’d been some-
thin’ different.”

“Seems to me men just have got to learn fo
settle their differences without using violence,” I said.
“l believe in what Dr. King believed in, the use of
non-violence. You know Negroes have gol fzir com-
plaints and King was doing his best to try and get
things changed peacefully. I don’t think Negroes have
ever got a fair chance in this country.”

Silence.

Finally Compton said slowly, “Ya know, I think
old Abraham Lincoln had something different in mind
for the niggers than what they got but he got assassin-
ated a fore he could let it get known.””

Compton didn’t expand upon his statement, al-
though we all waited a bit to see if he had an idea of
what it was Lincoln had had in mind.

“He was a man ahead of his times,” said Clarence,
“that’s what they been sayin’, that he was a man
ahead of his times,” He didn’t say whether he was
talking about Lincoln or King.

The talk went to a description of how Dr. King
had been shot. “They showed it on T.V.” said
Charlotte. “Said somebody called to him to come out
on the balcony and he was alookin’ down faiking to
somebody on the ground when he got shot.”

“They gonna have ’em a time catching that
fella,” said Compton, “if it was just one of ’em that
done it, that is.”

Compton, it turned out had changed his mind
about selling his horse. He said he would ask over in
North Carolina where his father was from and see if
there was one for sale over there and let me know
before the end of the week if he could.

“Fine,” [ said. “Come up and see us, you hear?”

“We been layin’ off to do that for a couple of
days, Al. We’ll be up directly. You stay with us now.”

“No thanks, [ better get on up the mountain and
spread that manure before the rain gets here.”

I wound my way up the mountain, shifting into
low gear the last part of the way. The maples were
budding hopefully and here and there you could see
a hickory branch with sweilings on it. Spring was
coming once again to the mountains.
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Letter from Norith Carolina

Honorable Richard M. Nixon
President-elect

Hotel Pierre

New York, New York

Dear Sir:

I am a tobacco farmer in eastern North Carolina. My county
(Greene), with my help, went kind of strongly for Gov. Wallace, But
you were elected; you are our President, We will have to live with
you; and you will have to live with us.

But we really don't think we "lost" this past election. We got
almost 10 million folks to go behind the curtain and cast a real tough
vote., So two months from now, you'll take the oath and be our new
President. And my question, Sir, is what kind of leader you will be?

Raymond E. Cranfo

Quaker to Quake

Raymond Cranford
Route 1 - Box 404-C
Ayden, North Carolina

20 November 1968

Down here, we remember President Johnson getting on the television
the morning after Mrs. Liuzzo was murdered, and the President told us:
"Return to decent society, before it's too late." That was his message
to the white ghetto, and it made us mad as hell, We couldn't remember
a President saying anything threatening like that to a whole group
of people, like say the Mafia, or the Black Panthers, or the Communist
Party. Then, a couple of months later, President Johnson was back on
the television, talking to a joint session of Congress, and he had
a much different message for the black ghetto: '"We shall overcome."

Well, we have our problems here in the white ghetto. - See the
report of the President's Coumission on Rural Poverty, '"The People
Left Behind.” We have bad schools and bad housing, low income, high
unemployment, poor medical services, etc. The black ghetto got billions
of dollars worth of programs (which didn't do those folks much good,
incidentally). The white ghetto got the FBI and tapped phones and
Presidential threats, and that did even less good. Well, we're not angels
down here in the white ghetto, but at least we haven't yet burned any
cities to the ground. Maybe we should have; maybe then somebody
would notice that people other than black folks have some real problems
in this country. They say it's the squeaky wheel that gets the grease;
maybe we should "squeak'" a little louder., :

My family has been kind of lucky in recent years, . Some money came
into the family, so technically speaking I'm not a "po white" any more.
But I can remember how it felt when I was. And that' 8 the way it still
is for most of the white folks in Greene County.

ﬁike you, Sir, I was raised in a Quaker family, And like
you, I chose to go into military service during World War IIL.

As you go into the Presidency, I know that you will be tested.

-The Russians will test you. The Chinese will test you.. Black people

will test you, We will test you. There's a guy here in North Carolina,
with whom I've had something of a falling out in recent years, but he has
a good line about all of us, He says, 'Without our robes on, we look
just like people.” I think maybe our test of you will determine whether
or not you are able to deal with us and treat us like people, or (as’
President Johnson did) like some sort of COllection of weird mongters
from the =zoo,

I surely do hope that you can find it in your heart, Sir, to .
remember the white ghetto., Because if you do not, we are capable of
far more seriocus explosions than any that have yet occurred in the
black ghetto. I shall pray for you and for the country, but most of
all I will continue to pray for my own people. Thank you for your
consideration. : '

Sincerely,

'RAYMOND E. CRANFORD

RAYMOND CRANFORD is a North Carolina tobacco farmer, business man, and a long time leader in a segment of the
North Carolina Klan, who served for years in the combat Marines in World War [1 and Korea. At press time he hac not had
a response to his letter.
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