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RADIO'S NORTH STAR

-Gordon McLendon

A career is a journey. Every worker, every craftsman in the world 

is on this journey. There is no escaping the journey. Like it or not, work 

decisions must be made, and the craftsman then moves on along the long, un

avoidable journey.

But the journey— the career— must have an objective, and to reach 

that objective, one must keep on compass. To keep on compass toward an 

objective requires a fixed point of reference, as fixed as the North Star 

is for the mariner. Without such a fixed point of reference, a career proceeds 

in an aimless journey toward an unpredictable end. There may be movement, 

certainly, but it is blind, pointless, futile.

I fixed upon my own North Star for a career in radio many years ago. 

That North Star was called programming. While the great majority of those 

around me concentrated on sales as their own North Star, mine was programming.

I believed all those years ago that what really mattered in radio— and later 

in television— was program ideas, formats, announcing, writing, music, news—  

and it was in that area I have always loved to work. It has always seemed to 

me that if a station's programming produced enough listeners, or viewers, sales 

would generally take care of themselves at least in fair measure.

As I think back, it must have always been that way with me since 1938 

when I used to tune our old Majestic radio to the great sports broadcasts of 

my boyhood idol, Ted Husing, and then attempt to imitate him over our Yale 

University station, WOCD.

I have a point in all this. I believe that most of you must have 

also made programming your own North Star, or you would not be here tonight.
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And yet in almost all of the high councils and high meetings of radio, 

there is seldom a program man represented. The International Radio and Tele

vision Society announces the first of a series of so-called "confrontation" 

luncheons in New York, to feature--who?— an FCC Commissioner and a CBS Vice 

President. But no program man. At the White House last year during a hearing 

of so-called top radio and TV officials for a briefing on the narcotics problem, 

I was struck by the fact that there were no program men, no program directors, 

no disc jockeys, no writers or newsmen there. I am struck by the fact that 

the White House has never summoned for one of its meetings a gathering of the 

people who really make this industry— the working program craftsmen. Even in 

the face of the fact that the newest FCC Commissioner sang on the Breakfast 

Club and thus began as a performer, is there a reason why some career program 

man or woman does not today actually srt on the FCC? Why are the program 

craftsmen continually excluded from the high councils of radio and television?

The answer calls for militancy on the part of program men— perhaps, 

indeed, the creation of a national program organization similar to the National 

News Directors' organization.

It is long past time that the people who create radio and television 

sit in high estate— the Stan Frebergs, the Bob and Rays, the Bill Stewarts 

and Bill Drakes and Don Keyes and Ken Dowes and Todd Storz and Arch Obelers and 

Norman Corwins. These are the men,and you who have set programming as the 

North Star of your radio career— you are the keystone and the moving force of 

this industry. It is long past time that you demanded your rightful place in 

the industry sun.

In closing, I wish you smiles and happiness and love and all of the 

warmth of a man who has always been one of you.

# # # # #
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It W on't Go Away
SOMETHING MUST BE DONE for 

the nation’s young people if we are 
to fight the increasing statistics of the 
unemployed.

President Johnson’s report to Con
gress on the manpower situation, with 
its accompanying Department of Labor 
figures on unemployment, show the 
dangerous treadmill our economy is on 
as it trie's to create enough jobs for the 
growing labor force and take advan
tage of technical advances at the same 
time.

There were 800,000 new jobs in 
February, say Labor Department fig
ures, but these did little to dent the 
nation’s 4.5 million jobless total.

While automation and similar fac
tors are hurting the established worker, 
the furious pace the economy must 
maintain to stay in one place is, in part, 
caused by the evergrowing number of 
people in the 16-19 age group, the num
ber entering the labor market this year 
and next probably rising by 750,000. 
What is happening, in effect, is that a 
large portion of those entering the labor 
market is denied any choice of employ
ment. Lack of schooling and oppor
tunity combine to make them victims 
of technological fate. In many instances 
the fault is their own misguidance, but

unfortunately, all of us have to live 
with the costly results.

In his message, President Johnson 
said that 46 per cent of the 61 million 
adult workers, aged 22 to 64, “have had 
no formal job training.”

These are the ones who have trou
ble holding jobs as jobs become more 
technical. While much needs to be 
done for the people in the 22-64 bracket 
who cannot find jobs, we must make 
sure this group is not swelled by more 
and more young workers who have no 
training for a job.

“About 30 per cent of all young 
people still drop out of school before 
completing high school,” the labor re
port said.

This 30 per cent is ill-equipped to 
find or hold any job but manual labor. 
It shows up in the statistic that 17 per 
cent of those aged 16 to 19 were jobless 

last year. This is triple the average 
unemployment rate for all age groups. 
These are not school students, they are, 
or hope to be, workers. We can’t ignore 
them, and realistically speaking, they 
can’t very often help themselves.

Johnson in his report asked Con
gress for a broad range of legislation 
to create jobs and train workers. He 
also pointed out the federal government 
cannot do the job alone.

The matter of education and train
ing of the younger workers is one 
which should be worked out ideally in 
the local school districts. The battle 
against dropouts must be continued. 
Technical training should be increased 
to prepare these young people for jobs.

It is not a matter of creating an 
ideal future, it is insurance against a 
future calamity that looms as a prob
ability.



Solon Charges 
FAA Operates 
Luxury Fleet
WASHINGTON (AP) -  Sen. 

William Proxmire, D-Wis., says 
the Federal Aviation Agency is 
“maintaining a luxury fleet of 
planes at taxpayers expense.’’ 

“This single agency main
tains a fleet of some 129 planes, 
including one with interior dec
orating just like that of the 
plane owned by the Shah of 
Iran,” the Wisconsin senator 
said in a Senate speech.

Proxmire said one jet plane 
purchased in 1963 cost $1.5 mil
lion, including $70,000 for inter
ior decorating, and "is pri
marily for the benefit of the 
FAA administrator,” Najeeb E. 
Halaby.

The senator said FAA bought 
eight of the finest private planes 
available last year at a cost ofjf 
$229,000 each for the announced 
purpose of keeping “ FAA pilots 
proficient in flying typical air
craft.”

“ If FAA personnel need to 
travel, they can use commer
cial flights,” he said. “ If they 
need familiarity with planes 
being produced, they can rent 
planes from the aircraft firms.” 

PRODUCTION: Demand for
consumer products, including 
automobiles, boosted the na-, 
tiun’s industrial production last 
month.

The Federal Reserve Board 
said this rise in the output of 
factories, mines and utilities 
was accompanied by a slight 
increase in retail , sales and con
tinued brisk business in the con
struction industry.

As measured on' the Federal 
Reserve index Monday, the in
dustrial production hit another 
new peak, climbing from 127.2 
to 127.6. The 1957-59 average of f 
production equals 100 on the re
serve scale.



' T'AV9i ‘Squeak,’ Said the Lion
Make no mistake about it. The state 

department isn’t going to sit by and let 
Congress deprive foreign countries of their 
right to American aid, even if they do 
thumb their noses at us and supply Fidel 
Castro with the goods he desperately needs 
to maintain his tyranny.

That’s the only conclusion we can draw 
from the absurd manner in which the state 
department pretends to have lowered the 
boom on 19 countries which are ignoring 
our boycott of Cuba even tho we gave them 
more than one billion dollars in 1962 and 
probably about the same amount last year.

All that was done was to cancel an infin
itesimal amount of aid going to Britain 
and France, which don’t need it, and Yugo
slavia, which doesn’t deserve it. The total 
cut may not be much more than $100,000. 
Britain’s “ punishment”  is a mere $5,000.

The department had to do something 
because Congress passed a law last year 
prohibiting mi l i t a r y  and economic aid 
[with certain broad exceptions] to coun
tries that don’t take appropriate steps to 
keep their shipping out of Cuban trade. 
The violations were becoming too flagrant 
to ignore.

If we understand the state department 
correctly, every country that was vulner

able under the law has taken or is taking 
the appropriate steps, whatever they are, 
and- is thus forgiven. It did tell Spain and 
Morocco not to expect any more aid than 
they are now getting until they “ clarified” 
their policy. But the only three it 
found guilty happen to be the three which 
had virtually nothing to lose.

A coincidence? If so, we’re entitled to 
know what “ appropriate” steps have been 
taken and what effect they have had 
on trade with Cuba. Lacking such infor
mation, we can only conclude that the 
administration has decided that we cannot 
afford to offend Greece, Morocco, Spain, 
and the rest, regardless of instructions from 
Congress and regardless of . how the recipi
ents behave. This tender concern for 
everybody but the American taxpayers is 
touching. But when Congress and the 
American people want to make themselves 
heard abroad, we would prefer not to have 
our roars rendered as inaudible squeaks. 'S
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Indian Summer— Again
In. some ways, Indian summer is like the 

January thaw. It can’t be forecast, it has no 
official status, it comes almost every year, and 
it is always welcome. But the January thaw 
must come in January. Indian summer can come 
in October, again in November, and even on 
occasion a third time in December. This is one 
of those fortunate years when we get more than 
one helping of it.

Purists may dissent, insisting that Indian 
summer can occur only in October. They are 
the ones who insist that it comes only once in 
any autumn. Others grant the possibility of 
Indian summer both in October and November. 
We are of the school that says it can occur three 
times in exceptional years.

In practical terms, Indian summer is a mild 
spell o f clear weather that comes at almost 
any date after the first hard frost and before 
the winter freeze-up. It may last only a few 
days or as long as a week. In November it is 
often accompanied by frosty nights. In December 
it may follow the first light snow. Whenever it 
comes it is a special occasion, to be celebrated 
'and enjoyed.

Nobody knows for sure where the name came 
from. It first appeared in print in 1794, and 
with no reference to the Indians. Since then a 
number of legends have been discovered, or 
invented, to account for it, few of which can 
be taken seriously. It is worth noting that similar 
spells of mild, salubrious autumn weather occur 
in other parts of the world, and without benefit 
of such mythology.



ron the Pond
The first appearance of ice on the pond is 

so unobtrusive, so much a part of the starry 
silence of the night, that it seems almost 
whimsical. Yesterday the pond was a sheet of 
gray water gently rippling under the cold wind. 
Dusk, and the wind eased, the cold deepened. 
Midnight, and the cattails in the marshy shal
lows were white with rime. Dawn, and the 
cattails were locked in a glassy sheen that 
reached out from every shore, shrinking the 
pond by half. Then the wind rose again and 
the pond rustled like crumpling paper, freeing 
itself. But a rim of ipe remained along the shore, 
and tonight the ice will reach out again, and 
tomorrow night still again.

There is no whimsy in ice. It can be fragile 
as a snowflake, and it can be a blizzard that 
cripples a whole region. It can be a high-flown 
cloud, and it can choke a river, batter a shore, 
alter a climate. Ice is the lever that pries moun
tains apart, the plow that carves new valleys, 
the knife that rips a river’s banks. Ice is one 
of the great, primal forces.

First ice on the pond is a wondrous thing, 
a shimmer and a fragile kind of wizardry. It 
has the beauty of a crystal, the delicacy of hoar 
frost. A ripple of water can shatter it. An hour 
of sunlight can melt it. It looks innocent as 
starlight. But it is ice, and once it comes it will 
come again, and again, to lock the pond in 
winter. And the wonder will turn to respect 
and even to awe.



The Jupiter Mystery
The possibility that Jupiter, by far the largest 

planet in the solar system, may have slowed its 
rotation by a perceptible amount in recent years 
adds one more mystery to the many that obscure 
our knowledge of our giant neighbor. The amount 
of slowdown— 1.3 seconds in a rotation that takes 
almost ten hours—may seem small, but enormous 
forces must be at work to produce such a change, 
since the mass of Jupiter is nearly two and a 
half times that o f all the planets combined.

As recently as a decade ago astronomers 
.cojild only study Jupiter visually, using tele
scopes unable to penetrate the complex of bands 
and streaks that make up the cloud cover shroud
ing the main body of the planet. There was a 

-sensation in the scientific world in 1955 when it 
was discovered that radio signals from Jupiter 

.'could be detected, raising the possibility that

information might become available about ti 
main body of Jupiter underneath the ever 
changing cloud pattern.

If confirmed, the reported slowing of Jupiter’s 
rotation will be the most striking contribution 
yet made by radio astronomy to knowledge of 
that planet. But for an explanation of the phe
nomenon we shall have to look to astronomy’s 
theoreticians. They have for many years pon
dered the questions of the composition and dis
tribution of the matter that makes up Jupiter, 
and of the bizarre forms this matter may take 
under the extreme pressures near the planet’s 
center. Under these conditions, for example, 
hydrogen may assume a metallic form and den
sity, while tfie complex of electrical, magnetic 
and other forces may seem equally strange when 
judged by the standards to which we are accus
tomed here on the surface of the earth. Radio 
astronomy’s latest findings will spur on these 
studies aimed at understanding what forces in 
and near Jupiter’s great mass could produce the 
planet’s observed behavior.



f That January Thaw ■
It doesn’t always come, but about three years 

sjut of four we get a January thaw. Nobody 
seems to know just why it occurs, and there 
are no official, dates for it, though some of the 

!• more liberal weather folk now grant it informal 
recognition. Country folk have recognized it for 

enerations, and dogmatic ones among them will 
you that it usually comes between the 20th 

id 27th of .this month. Earlier than that it

doesn’t count;, later, it’s just.a warm spell easing 
us into February.

It usually follows severe cold and often it 
comes in the wake of a snowstorm. Sometimes 
it creeps in overnight, settles down for a few 
days and makes one think of late March. Whether 
it lasts a day or a week, as it does on occasion, it 
warms both heart and hands and lifts the spirits. 
Drifts melt, gutters and roadsides overflow, 
brooks waken and chatter again, meadows feel 
soggy underfoot. It is an illusion, of course, but 
red osier stems seem to quicken. And maple- 
sugar men, though they know sap won’t run for 
at least another month, think of spiles and sap 
buckets.

Then, mysteriously as it came, the thaw de
parts. The wind turns cold, the sun is dull and 
remote, brooks are iced in once more. But for 
a few days winter lost its grip. It was as though 
a cold door had opened and there was spring 
in the next room. But that door always closes. 
After all, it is still January and, thaw or not, 
January isn’t spring.

\



\Winter Dusk
Winter twilight is as special, in its own way, 

as the long midsummer dusk. Though half an 
hour shorter now than it was in June, it seems 
to linger longer over the snowclad world, and 
even the early starlight is somewhat muted in 
its glow. The long night is slow coming, as 
though the glistening hills were reluctant to 
submit to the cold depth of darkness.

It comes swiftly, once the sun has set far 
off to the south. The long shadows vanish. The 
chill deepens. The sky in the west still glows, 
and all across the horizon lies an almost lumi
nous band of ice-green color, clear and cold. 
Then, as the sun sinks deeper, a luminous after
glow seems to fill the sky as though every frost 
crystal in the air were glittering. And the 
earth, every drifted valley and every white hum
mock and hilltop, catches the light. The day’s 
dazzle and glitter are gone with the sun, but 
the twilight is almost radiant. It is like moon
light reflected from a clear-iced lake, like fire- 
glow seen through a frosted window.

But it is cold light, colder than moonlight. 
The air sparkles with one’s frosted breath. The 
snow whistles underfoot. The frozen lake and 
river grumble and echo, and ,bar.pr Ipranches 
rattle in the breeze that touches the treetops. 
An owl hoots and a fox barks, but no r other 
living sound disturbs the dusk. The-'glow fades, 
starlight brightens and the cold deepens. Twi
light dissolves into the brittle darkness of 
another winter night.



Landmarks of Infinityv
The year’s Cold Moon reaches its full tomor

row night, and only the brightest stars are now 
in sight over the cold and glittery hilltops. The 
winter world is adazzle with frosty light and the 
shadows lie deep purple on the snow, even darker 
than the sky.

Due north, the Little Bear hangs by his tail 
from the Pole Star. Its crooked handle down on 
the horizon in early evening, the Big Dipper is 
uptilted just to the east; and high overhead, on 
a line through the Big Dipper’s bowl and the 
Little Bear, Cassiopeia, the Queen, sits on her 
throne. Cygnus, the Swan, flies toward the west
ern horizon. And o ff to the southward Orion, 
the Hunter, faces Taurus, the Bull, just above 
him. Beyond Taurus, close to the zenith in the 
evening, are the Pleiades, the shy Seven Sisters, 
whose faces will be hidden when the moonlight 
brightens the sky.

The eternal patterns, forever shifting across 
the night sky and yet as predictable as tomor
row’s sunrise. The universe itself, and yet the 
eternal mystery. Order, in a baffling night of 
wonderment. Spark-holes in the blanket of în
finity, perhaps, but ever there, ever the same. 
And the moon, the inconstant moon,, ((am only 
dim their light, never extinguish it. vi

The winter moon reaches its full; ind the 
winter night is full of brilliance. B utlhe moon
light wanes, and the stars remain, the eternal 
landmarks of infinity and truth.



A Touch of
On this Sunday, when the great 

festivals of two peoples of the Book 
so nearly coincide in time, there is 
room for even more rejoicing than 
Passover and Easter usually bring to 
Jews and Christians. There is evi
dence of broader and greater em
phasis on what is common to all who 
share belief in God— including their 
common humanity.

After centuries of bitter division, 
marked by martyrdoms innumerable, 
this offers an exciting prospect. It is 
not the tolerance of apathy, for those 
apathetic to religion and those hostile 
to it have been drawn, for the most 
part, into other camps; they form 
political battalions or rally to slogans 
of race or nationality to justify their 
assaults upon their fellows. What 
joins the devout of good will today is 
built of stronger stuff than mere 
toleration.

It is a greater understanding of 
what moves mankind toward a di
versity of religious practices within a 
general framework of belief in God, 
immortality and the moral law. It is 
a conviction that there are worse

New Green
evils abroad in the world than this 
diversity; that the great truths unit
ing the believers are more significant 
than the controversies dividing them; 
that to live in charity with all men is 
a necessary step in approaching God.

Humanity as a whole is still far 
from embracing these goals, much 
les? attaining them. One has only to 
look to Cyprus, where the ashes of 
old hatreds between Moslem and 
Christian survive to embitter the 
lives of Turks and Greeks; one can 
see in India, land of many faiths, the 
stubborness of the notion that one 
faith should impose itself by violence. 
Even more important, on the next 
block, in the next house, in each 
heart, can be found the hates, the 
prides, the fears that still call up the 
cry of Golgotha:

“Father, forgive them; for 
they know not what they do.”
The old Adam is still strong, and'he 

shall not be banished until the last 
day. But as on a wintry landscape 
spring paints a touch of green, so can 
be seen today the promise of a sum
mer glory of the human spirit.



Showdown on the Railroads
The endless battle to modernize the archaic 

structure of work rules on the nation’s railroads 
appears destined to reach the showdown stage 
with a strike at one minute after midnight to
night. The country is bound to be badly hurt; 
but the perils of another mandated solution 
through Congressional compulsion are as dis
tasteful as the prospect of a senseless shutdown.

The railroad unions, defeated in every im
partial evaluation of their fight to keep excess 
train jobs and to block overhaul of an obsolete 
pay system, have made it plain for the last 
month that they were determined to force a 
resolution through economic muscle. They have 
sought to use a divide-and-conquer strategy, 
under which one major line would be compelled 
to cave in under strike pressure and then all 
the others would have' to grant identical con
cessions.

The railroads have rightly refused to let 
themselves be made sitting ducks for such a 
departure from the long tradition of bargaining 
on an industrywide basis. The end result is a 
massing of forces on both sides, with Govern
ment fiat as the only apparent alternative to 
a cutoff o f all passenger and freight service.

Faced with a similar situation last August in 
the conflict over rail featherbedding, Congress 
passed the first compulsory arbitration law in 
the nation’s peacetime history. The unions lost 
the arbitration but are still fighting the law in 
the courts. The proper course, as we observed 
at the time, would have been to put all the still 
unresolved issues into the initial arbitration 
law. But Congress yielded to union importunities 
to give collective bargaining another try—with 
the present dismal results.

If the automatic response of the White House 
and Congress now is to pass another law, labor- 
management relations in the railroads will 
become a permanent ward of Government. This 
prospect would do such damage to our free 
institutions that it would be- worthwhile as an 
alternative to test the extent to which the avail
ability o f truck, bus, air and water transporta
tion might keep the economic impact of a rail 
shutdown from proving calamitous.' If ,the 
squeeze on the public proves intolerable, Con
gress' can— and must— move in swiftly, but 
panicky speed could prove as hurtful as ex-^ 
cessive delay.



The Divided Communist Worldet
Communist China’s latest attack on Premier 

Khrushchev is the most ferocious propaganda 
broadside it has yet fired. The purpose of this 
bitter’ denunciation is clear: it is to emphasize 
that the Communist world can only regain unity 
on ¡ Peking’s terms— that is, only if Premier 
Khnjshchev is ousted from power, all his poli
cies Reversed, and the Communist Chinese posi
tion accepted as the official and only correct 
doctrine for world Communism. Peking’s state
ment is really an announcement that the breach 
in world Communism cannot be healed in the 
foreseeable future.

The question remains how and when Premier 
Khrushchev will finally reply to those who 
accuse him of betraying the cause of Com
munism, capitulating to the United States, and 
trying to restore capitalism in the Soviet Union. 
For half a year now Khrushchev has turned 
the other cheek, ignoring almost completely the 
steadily rising violence of the successive Peking 
blasts. Initially his passivity could be interpreted 
as ali effort to calm passions in the struggle 
and to see whether time and the march of 
evgnfs would not cause the Chinese to mod
erate' their attack. But by now Khrushchev 
must reckon with the fact that Moscow’s con
tinued silence suggests that there are weak
nesses in his position at home and that he may 
not be able to obtain united Kremlin support 
for an all-out assault upon Mao Tse-tung.

If these suspicions of Khrushchev’s weak
nesses are incorrect, then he simply made a 
grievous miscalculation when he decided last 
autumn to halt public Soviet polemics against 
Peking. At that time Communist China was 
politically isolated, while economically it was 
suffering from the bad harvests of recent years. 
But since then President de Gaulle has ended 
Communist China’s isolation, while evidence of 
Western European willingness to extend credit 
to Peking has given Mao Tse-tung a practical 
alternative to renewed economic dependence on 
Moscow. Now the Chinese must feel stronger 
than at any time since the Sino-Soviet split came 
into the open two and a half years ago.

Wbat is clearer than ever is the need for the 
Urtited’ States to review its foreign policies in the 
light of the situation created by the Sino-Soviet 
split. American foreign policy will serve the na
tion best if it takes advantage of the opportuni
ties presented by the divisive political struggle 
now raging among the world’s once-united Com
munists.



The Wheat and Cotton Bill
The House is scheduled to vote today on a 

patchwork farm bill designed to help wheat and 
cotton interests. Wheat farmers who voluntarily 
limit their production will get the benefit of 
price supports, while those who do not will be 
free to sell whatever they grow. Without new 
wheat legislation, farm income would face a 
sharp decline that would have an adverse impact 
on the rural economy. So temporary relief for 
wheat growers who curb their production seems 
in order.

Unfortunately, this moderate wheat proposal 
is tied to an entirely different form of relief for 
cotton. The unjust price differential that Ameri
can textile mills are forced to pay for cotton 
will indeed be eliminated, but by a new subsidy 
arrangement. This will be in addition to the 
subsidy going to exporters selling to foreign 
producers, whose big price advantage has given 
them an increasing share of the domestic market 
and led to increased use of cotton substitutes. 
Instead of getting rid of this unfair competitive 
edge by eliminating the export subsidy, Con
gress and the Administration are tacking on a 
new subsidy that will have to be paid for by



Fewer Prunes, More People
The population of the United States is shoot

ing up toward 200 million, a mark it will reach 
in a few years if nothing happens to stop it.

Sometimes we get a dramatic example of what 
this increase means. California, to illustrate, has 
a little less than 37 million acres of land in 
farms, but according to the Agricultural Exten
sion Service this acreage is dwindling at the 
rate of 375 acres a day. In about two decades 
this movement has cut the state’s farm lands by 
more than a million acres. The trend may accel
erate.

In some areas, such as the Santa Clara Valley, 
there are perceptibly fewer prune trees and apri
cot trees than there used to be. These have been 
replaced by people, as California caught up with 
and passed the State of New York. Aren’t people 
more important than prunes? Certainly.

But people have to live on something; if not 
on prunes and apricots, then on other nutriment. 
What is happening in Santa Clara County is 
happening in a different way in Fairfield County, 
Conn., and in upstate New York. The nation 
has plenty of food— even a big and costly agri
cultural surplus maintained by a benignant Gov
ernment. But some day? That is what we have 
to think about.

The man who digs up an orchard or a corn
field to make room to build a house is serving a 
human need. He is also diminishing the means 
for satisfying another human need.

This is not a problem to be settled in the 
elfectibn this fall. It is one we will be thinking 
about‘for "a long time. But there it is, and as we 
write, bang goes another California farm or an
other Long Island potato patch. t



r x
Presidential Disability \

■ • .
If a President of the United States becomes 

unable to perform his duties by reason of ill 
health, who is to decide this delicate and im
portant question?

Testifying before a Senate subcommittee, Prof. 
Richard Neustadt of Columbia University recent
ly recommended that Congress give its formal 
approval to the type of personal agreement made 
between President Eisenhower and Vice Presi
dent Nixon and again, ip almost identical wprds, 
between President Kennedy and Vice President 

b Johnson.
These agreements provide (1) that the Pres

ident “ would, if possible,” inform the Vice Pres
ident of his disability, in which case the Vice 
President would step in temporarily; (2) if the 
President was unable so. to communicate, the 
Vice President, “ after such consultation as 
seems to him appropriate,” would serve tempo
rarily as Acting President; and (3) in either 
case the President himself would determine 
when his disability had ended, and thereupon 
reassume the duties of his office.

This proposal has the merit of simplicity, but 
it is open to two objections: (1) it puts too 
much responsibility on the Vice President, who 
might well be reluctant to exercise this very 
responsibility, since he himself would be the 
beneficiary of such exercise; (2) the proposal 
concerning the resumption of power by the pre
viously disabled President is vague, and there
fore unsatisfactory.

Since these are valid objections, we think it 
desirable, first, to leave the Vice President en
tirely out of the business of determining the 
question of disability, and second, to provide 
some reasonable check on the question of when 
a disability, once declared, has ended. For these 
reasons we favor having both questions ( orig- 

: inal disability and end of same) determined by 
majority vote of the Cabinet, with appropriate 
medical advice, perhaps including the Surgeon 
General of the United States and the chief med
ical officers of the armed forces. The Vice Pres
ident would be excluded from this vote.

Favoring action directed to this end, we also 
hope that Congress will give prompt considera
tion to two other important and closely related 
questions: first, the initiation of a constitutional 
amendment for filling the office of Vice Presi
dent, whenever it becomes vacant, through the 
election by the House of Representatives of a 
new Vice President from a brief list of nominees 
made by the President; and second, without the 
necessity of a constitutional amendment and by 
simple Congressional resolution, a return to the 
previously established, and much sounder, pro
cedure of placing members of the Cabinet next 

.1C In line of succession to the Presidency, following 
the Vice President. /



^Reviving I.D.A. ^

The House Rules Committee has once again 
approved a proposal to increase the United 
States’ appropriation for the International De
velopment Association. This is the offshoot of 
the World Bank that provides extremely long- 
range loans on liberal terms for undeveloped 
countries. The Administration’s request for $312 
million was accepted earlier in the year by the 
Senate, but the House then refused to go along. 
We hope the new effort has better success.

The Administration has demonstrated that 
there is no giveaway.in I.D.A. grants. Like the 
World Bank, it lends money only when it is 
satisfied that a project ̂ econom ically  feasible. 
But unlike the World -Sanki which has access 
to private capital markets, 0I.p.A. must depend 
on governments i or it? r^spjirces. Its present 
capital is all but depleted, and without the help 
of the United States it would suffer from per
nicious anemia, unable to continue its activities. 
A curtailment of I.D.A., moreover, would lead 
eventually to a decline in the bank’s own oper
ations.

The House can revive I.D.A. by reversing its 
opposition to a fresh grant. Provision to I.D.A. 
of the funds it needs is likely to encourage 
similar grants from other countries. Thus, the



 ̂Poverty and Family Planning,
During his recent five-state whirlwind tour of 

depressed areas President Johnson declared: 
“ The war on poverty is not a Democratic job or 
a Republican job. We must do it together.’” The 
President was, presumably, referring to the Con
gress, the state Legislatures, the City Councils 
that will be enacting anti-poverty programs. But 
is there not a logical third party—the people of 
the United States— that ought to join up with 
government in this attack?

With an occasional exception family planning 
is the one kind of planning that seems thus 
far to be unmentionable in the politicians’ book 
for the anti-poverty crusade. When there is over
production in families to a degree that children 
suffer deprivation and in many cases cannot 
hope to find employment when old enough to 
work, is it possible to ignore a basic cause— or 
effect— of poverty in the United States as well 
as in the underdeveloped nations of the world ?

In a statement to the House Education and 
Labor Committee this week, Donald B. Straus, 
chairman of Planned Parenthood-World Popula
tion, put the problem bluntly: “ The vicious cycle 
of poverty persists in part because couples on 
the lowest rung of the economic ladder tend to 
produce the largest families.!’ Yet, as he pointed 
out, repeated studies have indicated that this is 
not because the poor want more children but 
because relief agency rules generally forbid in
forming them where to obtain the kind of pro
fessional guidance, information and techniques 
readily available to more affluent Americans.

In a free country government cannot—and 
certainly should not— say to a man and wife: 
you shall have so many children and no more. 
But it can make information and the various 
means of birth control freely available, without 
offending anyone’s personal moral or religious 
scruples. Thè opportunity should be given, to 
those who wish it, to limit their families as part 
of the nationwide effort to improve the national 
standard of living and to cope with the poverty





S
White Shadows^

This is the season of the white shadows. They 
come after a cold, frosty night when the bur
nished stars have hung just above the hilltops. 
Dawn comes with a quiet glow, for the valleys 
are glistening with hoarfrost, and sunrise is 
spectacular. Every tree and bush, every weed 
stem at the roadside, every blade of grass in 
the meadow, glints with its crystal coating. The 
posts in the pasture fence are studded with 
brilliants and the wires are barbed with jewels. 
Empty milkweed pods are bedizened shells. Brown 
milkweed stems are graceful curves outlined in 
diamonds. The frost has glorified even the sere 
leaves beneath the maples.

The sun climbs swiftly and the frost begins 
to melt. The naked maples darken with creeping 
moisture. Briar stems cast their lucent beads 
and wear thorns again. The crystal chalice of 
Queen Anne’s lace becomes a fretwork of bare, 
damp stems. Milkweed pods are empty husks 
gaping at the morning. And the meadow is a 
wet, glistening expanse of grass, no longer a 
spangled gossamer of white.

But not the whole meadow. For a few hours 
the long white shadows lie there, a spectacular 
reversal of the usual pattern. Beside each bush 
and leafless tree is its gleaming counterpart. 
Westward from every fence post lies its white 
and frosty ghost, untouched by the sun. Even 
the weed clumps are outlined on the wet grass 
for a little while, till the sun has climbed to 
midmorning. Then the frost is gone. But for a 
few hours the white shadows of cold, glittering 
days to come were lying there in the meadow.



Season in the Sun
The slanting sun now reaches down to the 

humble ancients on the woodland’s floor, the 
club mosses, venerable ancestors of all the trees 
that tower above them today. Some call them 
running pine and ground cedar, and they look 
like miniature evergreens, seldom as much as a 
foot in height. Long strands o f them will soon 
be gathered among the Christmas greens.

They date back perhaps 300 million years, 
to the Paleozoic era when they were huge trees 
in the fern forests that laid down today’s coal 
beds. In our area there are about a dozen species 
of them now, all miniatures, mere whispers from 
the remote past. But they persist, still clinging 
to the ancient way of reproduction, by spores 
instead of seeds. Those spores, almost micro
scopic, form the lycopodium powder of medicine 
and industry.

How they lost their status as trees is a 
mystery, and why they persist is not really 
understood. Evolution seems to have passed 
them by, though it created from their kind not 
only the pines and hemlocks and all today’s 
evergreen conifers but even the oak and the 
maple and the white-boled birch. They were 
here, in some form, before the first violet 
evolved. And hqjes |hey still are, older than the 
hills themselves. Perhaps they prove that noth
ing worthy is ever lost; that even beginnings are 
not forgotten. In^an^h case, they come now to 
their own seasog0lb ‘the sun, the thin, distant 
winter sun. v.



'

*

bnow
Snow really belongs to the open country. In 

the city it is a wet and slushy nuisance with 
little beauty, once it has fallen, and with almost 
none of the white mystery that it brings to the 
meadow and the woodland. A snowfall itself, the 
shifting curtain of flakes drifting down, has its 
brief loveliness even in the city’s canyons; but 
once on the streets it is just so much cold, wet 
inconvenience.

In the country, where it can lie as it falls, 
snow is full o f magic. It softens the stark out
lines of the leafless season. If it comes wet and 
clinging, it accents the clean, simple structure 
of every tree. It powders and decks the roadside 
weed patches. It smooths the meadow and 
frosts the field. It fringes the brooks and makes 
their dark waters look almost black. It makes 
the pine woods festive.

Snow creates a new world out in the open 
country. It smooths and softens the contours, 
covers the autuipnVlitter, heals the scars that 
mark the land. Eyin the open sky seems broader, 
deeper, over the snowclad hills. It adds a new 
dimension to the world.

There is such magic in any snow, but the first 
few snowfalls of the season, the tentative ones, 
so to speak, are special occasions. Later the 
freshness will be gone and snow will no longer 
be new or particularly welcome, even in the 
country. But the first few snowy mornings of 
any winter are filled with wonder and crisply 
beautiful. Especially out where a snowdrift is 
not a nuisance to begin with.



m'S t h e  Birch Advertisement ^
In The Times of last Sunday, Dec. 15, there 

appeared a full-page advertisement of the John 
Birch Society, entitled “ The Time Has Come.” 
The publication of this advertisement has evoked 
from our readers a large number of protests, - 
some of which we publish in our Letters to the 
Editor column today.

Many of the communications take strong ex
ception to the actual content of the advertise
ment. So does The Times, and we said so in 
an editorial earlier this week. But many other 
letter writers aim their fire not so much at the 
Birch Society as at The Times itself for having 
permitted the Society to present its message 
to the public through paid advertising space in 
this newspaper. The issue thus raised involves, in 
our view, the responsibility that a free press 
owes to its readers and to the public at large.

Just two years ago, a similar question arose in 
connection with our publishing the advertisement 
of a book that strongly criticized the policy of 
the United States in the Caribbean. At that time 
(Dec. 28, 1961) we stated on this page some 
principles that we think are highly relevant to 
our acceptance for publication of the Birch ad
vertising. We said then, and repeat today:

The Times believes that, in furtherance of 
the objectives of the First Amendment of 
the Constitution, it should keep its adver
tising columns open to all points of view, no 
matter how strongly it disapproves of them.

Subject of course to the laws of libel and 
the bounds of decency and good taste and 
the requirements of factual accuracy, we 
think the principle of freedom of the press 
not only requires us to report events and 
occurrences of which we disapprove . . .  but 
also imposes on us the obligation to accept 
advertising of books whose contents we 
reject and of political parties and move
ments whose goals we despise.

The guarantees of the First Amendment 
are not mere guarantees of the publishers’ 
right to publish. They are, more impor
tantly, guarantees of the public’s right to 
know. We consider that that is what a free 
press truly means: the maintenance of open 
communication in the realm of ideas.

The political and other opinions of The 
New York Times—that is, our editorial 
policies— are expressed daily and exclusively 
in the editorial columns of this page. Our 
policy on “Letters to the Editor” is to print 
communications from our readers of general 
interest and of all shades of opinion. Our 
news policy is “ to give the news impartially, 
without fear or favor, regardless of any 
party, sect or interest involved.”  . . . Our 
policy with respect to political advertising 
is to keep our columns open to those who 
wish to express a particular point of view, 
no matter how widely divergent it may be 
from our own.

These policies, as we see them, comprise 
the essence of the freedom and the responsi
bility of the press.
We think that statement is appropriate to the 

issue raised by the Birch advertisement, and we 
reaffirm it today. ™ v V



Winter Solstice
The year achieves another solstice as the great 

wheel of time turns with the earth and the 
seasons. Winter, by the calendar, begins in mid
morning today, though the year’s shortest days 
have been upon us for almost a week. The solstice 
is a marker on the charts, but winter abides 
by its own schedule of wind and weather.

Since man was first aware of the changing 
seasons, the winter solstice has been occasion for 
awe and wonder and a challenge to faith. Hope 
and belief are easy in a warm, green world, but 
when the cold days come and the sun edges 
farther and farther south, cutting a constantly 
smaller arc across the sky, the imminence of 
utter darkness and oblivion seems at hand. Then 
the sun stands still. The turn comes. The crisis 
passes and the sun slowly climbs the sky once 
more, reaching toward another spring, another 
summer.

It was, and it still is, an annual miracle. Hope 
and belief were, and still are, once more justified. 
There is order in the universe. The seasons still
march in their eternal sequence, and winter is 
neither pause nor punishment, but a part of the 
year’s whole. Ice and stormy wind are inevitabili- 
ties, but they pass even as the leaf and the 
blossom, equally inevitable in their own season, 
ripen and are gone.

The year has its own fourfold truth, indelibly 
marked on the turning earth. Now we know it 
whole for another turn of the great wheel. The 
cold verity of winter completes the cycle.

I m



knockout Wanted
Looking behind the wheels within deals of the 

Clay-Liston fight in Florida, the Senate Anti
trust and monopoly subcommittee has uncovered 
new and unsavory facts about this alleged world 
heavyweight championship match.

There has been no finding that the fight was 
“ fixed,” and as a point of fact no evidence 
exists that this weird upset was prearranged. 
But the promotional contract provided that 
Liston’s company would own a piece of Clay’s 
next fight, whether with Liston or anyone else; 
and the investigation revealed that some of the 
same old racketeers were hovering in the fight’s 
shadowy financial wings.

Now that the hearings are over, Senator Hart 
will ask his subcommittee to approve a bill in
troduced by the late Senator Kefauver to curb 
monopolistic control of professional boxing. By 
requiring every fight that is interstate in char
acter to be regulated, including disclosure of 
where the money goes, the bill’s aim would be 
to deliver a knockout blow to the racketeers.

Professional prizefighting these days is a 
business, not a sport. As we have often said, 
it should be abolished altogether, as a danger 
and a travesty. It is a "sweet science” only to its 
unsavory promoters. But if boxing is not to be 
outlawed in thé near future, at least it ought 
to be more closely regulated.



Too Many Poverty Healers
A major problem in the Administration’s “war 

on poverty” will be to keep the lines of com
mand from becoming so tangled that the cam
paign chokes in bureaucratic overlap. Sargent 
Shriver’s record as director of the Peace Corps 
lends credibility to the assurance he gave the 
House Committee on Education and Labor that 
he has no empire-building designs. But so many 
departments and agencies— old, new and still 
unborn—will be involved that something more 
than earnest desire will be required to keep mil
lions of dollars from draining away in duplica
tion of services and in overhead.

The first test of the Government’s ability to 
prevent such waste will be in the program of 
the President’s Appalachian Regional Commis- 
sion. It is preparing a plan for cooperative Fed
eral and state action to revive the economy 
of the pcvsrty-racked mountain

stretches from Pennsylvania to Alabama— a 1
expected to call for $3 billion in Federal grants, 
loans and guarantees over a five-year period.

Advance efforts are being made to eliminate 
projects that might conflict with those contem
plated under the Economic Opportunity Act. 
However, the proposed new development corpo
ration would operate under a Federal charter 
and would , have as its co-chairman a special 
assistant to the President or some comparable 
Federal representative. Thus, at the very out
set of the drive to abolish poverty, a new organi
zation would be created outside both the Shriver 
office and the already established Area Redevel
opment Administration.

Urgent as is the task of combating economic 
stagnation and human misery in Appalachia, 
ways should be found to tie the Federal efforts 
directly into the central drive.



Washing Winter Away
Despite March’s windy reputation, winter isn’t 

really blown away; it is washed away. It flows 
down all the hills, goes swirling down the valleys 
and spills out to sea. Like so many of this earth’s 
elements, winter itself is soluble in water.

And water now begins to flow. You hear it on 
a warm afternoon, trickling down the south
facing slopes as the drifts begin to melt in 
earnest. The hollows in the meadow turn slushy, 
then overflow, and you hear the soft gurgle as 
myriad little spillways create temporary brooks. 
Rocky ledges drip, pattery as eaves in April 
rain. The brooks themselves waken and begin to 
chatter, leaching the white ice from their stony 
banks, spating toward the rivers. In the river, 
shards of ice loosen and crunch and mutter as 
the rising current nudges them downstream.

It is a wet world, winter’s harsh grip begin
ning to relax. The open field lies oozy, watery 
proof that the soil’s frost moves upward. An 
outcropping ledge on the hillside sheds its beard 
of icicles and becomes a seep spring that drips 
into a shallow pool that feeds a growing runlet. 
There is a twinkje of water at the country road
side. February’s cold plowing now becomes the 
guttered drainage of a macadam furrow.

The wind helps, but mostly it is the flowing 
water. After all, Neptune is the season’s planet, 
and Pisces, the fishes, are its zodiacal sign.



The Primitive Sleep
The woodchuck sleeps in mysterious hiberna

tion, strange symbol of change and baffling proof 
of the quirks of evolution.

Half the year the woodchuck is a normal warm
blooded mammal. Then he retires to a hole in 
the ground and retreats millions of years, bio
logically speaking. In effect, he becomes his 
own remote ancestor, a cold-blooded creature 
whose temperature is only a few degrees above 
that of his surroundings and whose breathing 
and pulse are almost suspended. Comatose, he 
waits out the winter, close kin of the primitive 
frog and the lizard. Winter past, he spans the 
ages again in a matter of hours and becomes 
warm-blooded once more.

We know this happens, but we do not know 
exactly how or why. Somehow the woodchuck 
reverses the d ock  that for most creatures is 
irreversible. Long ago, the scientists tell us, 
life emerged from the marshy margins, learned 
to live on land; and eventually a great many 
creatures achieved a form of inner fire to warm 
the blood and maintain year-round energy. That, 
we say, was our long path upward from the ooze, 
from naked instinct to thought and compre
hension.

Yet here is the hibernating woodchuck, and 
not even our digital computers can explain him. 
There, in a hole in the frozen ground, is a mys
tery about our own beginnings that is more 
mysterious than the geography of the moon.



Years of the Quiet Sun/
This year and next year promise to see the 

most extensive international scientific coopera
tion ever known, as specialists of many lands 
work together on the program of the Interna
tional Years of the Quiet Sun. The immediate 
precedent, of course, was the highly successful

I International Geophysical Year (I.G.Y.) o f 1957- 
1958, a period which saw many notions about this 
earth and its physical environment radically im
proved and modified by a flood of new data.

The concept of a “ quiet sun” may seem strange, 
but it is simple enough and many consequences 
of the sun’s quietness or lack thereof are clearly 
perceptible. Viewed with a telescope, the huge 
gaseous sphere we call the sun often shows major 
and variable surface features, notably large spots 
and giant eruptions of solar material into space. 
These disturbances produce electromagnetic and 
other radiation which affects radio transmission 
here on earth, distorts this planet’s magnetic 
field, and profoundly influences the earth’s iono
sphere, among other effects.

Observation over many years has established 
that the sun’s “ weather” follows a cycle of 

roughly eleven years. At the time of the I.G.Y., 
the sun was at or near the stormiest portion of 
the cycle; this year and next the sun should be 
at its most quiescent. Comparison of many dif
ferent types of observations taken at these two 
different phases of the cycle should reveal much 
that is new and important about the sun and its 
influence on all the solar system.



The Unseen Tides J

The great tides of the season now are lapping 
at the latitudes, the unseen tides .of the wind. 
They are the restless surging of the air that 
curls about this earth, eternally moving, obeying 
some far subtler master than the moon.

We hear them now at the chimney and around 
the corners V>Mhe house. They swish and roar 
through the naked woodland, and they sigh 
among the pines and the hemlocks. Defying the 
laws that govern- the watery tides of the sea, 
they rush up-thè hillsides and swirl around the 
summits. Sweeping down from the cold north- 
land, they come roaring all across the continent, 
storming through the midlands, bellowing over 
the mountains, rushing far out to sea. They are 
the cold and stormy tides of winter.

Freight them with snow, charge them with 
cold, and they become blizzards. Temper them 
even with diluted sunlight and they are restless 
winds playing a chilly game with the loose litter 
of autumn. On a calm and frosty morning they 
can even whisper in the meadows in brief in
nocence. But on a frigid night with a late moon 
and glittering stars those tides can batter the 
hills and surge through the valleys like breakers 
hammering a rocky coast. They drive both man 
and beast to shelter.

The earth turns, and the seasons, and for all 
his pride and power man cannot either temper 
the winds or change their course. They are the 
unseen tides that shape our days and our years.

*



%utumn Fragrances x\
We think o f spring as the season when the 

outdoor world is full of fragrance; but anyone 
who walks the byways now knows that even 
ripeness has its own unmistakable essence. You 
walk with another season, and your senses must 
be attuned to other odors, but the attentive nose 
will find a wealth of scents—pungent, spicy, elu
sive as the subtleties of light and shadow.

The floral fragrances are gone and the sharp 
pollen odors have subsided, but where is there 
a more insistent essence than that of black 
walnut hulls? Or the ripe hulls of butternuts? 
Or the husks of hickory nuts .where the squirrels 
have made their harvest? Or, if one would have 
reminders of the vanished summer, there are the 
wild mints, the bergamots and even the sering 
goldenrods. Crush the dry leaves on a stalk of 
wild mint and your hand will smell of mint for 
an hour. Crush the seedhead of a wild bergamot 
and you hold in your hand the essence that lured 
bee and hummingbird in August.

But for the full' essence of autumn, stop 
beneath a maple and gather a double handful of 
the crisp, dry leaves. Hold them close and smell 
attentively. It is a subtle smell, faint but un
mistakable, for it is the sweetness of the maple, 
the cleanliness of sunshine, the faintly carmelized 
smell oi ripeness in a sugary leaf. It is faintly 
spiced, warm, ripe and woodsy. It is now early 
November but still autumn-fragrant



p^lutumn’s Dimensions \
Days shorten perceptibly now, and nights 

lengthen. But even as the days shrink, dawn to 
dusk, they expand in height and breadth as 
though there were some fixed ratio that keeps 
them forever in balance. As the trees have shed 
their leaves, new vistas opened. Horizons broad
ened and now the eye can reach. The world has 
new dimensions.

The hills stand forth, now that summer’s

I green canopy has been furled, and the valleys 
seem to have widened. There is sunlight even in 
the depths of the hardwood forest. The earth’s 
elements and its dimensions, its distances as well 
as its fundamental rocks, are obvious again. A 
man can stand on a hilltop and see the world. 
The eye reaches, and the mind is invited to reach 
toward those far horizons.

They are not new horizons, really. They have 
been here forever. But in the midst of summer 
ease and summer shade there was little urge for 
either eye or mind to reach. Perhaps that is one 
reason for autumn, to remind us that not only 
the days, but life itself, can change and take on 
new dimensions.

Autumn provides a recurring corrective. It is

I not only ripeness and color and the earth’s 
bounty come to completion; it is breadth and 
distance and a newly seen expanse. Stand on a 
November hilltop and the change is clear and 
clean, in as well as around you.



Rural Cider '
Had Adam’s fall occurred in the autumn there 

would be no doubt about which fruit was in
volved. It would have been the apple, for where 
is there such verity, such satisfaction, such 
bounteous knowledge of life and its possibilities 
as in a beady glass of apple cider at its prime? 
It couldn’t have been the grape, for the grape is a 
leisurely fruit. Only the apple, when reduced to 
its liquid essence, begins almost at once to frolic 
happily and goes on to exuberant potentiating.

We are speaking, of course, of rural cider, 
which is not a commodity but an achievement. 
It reaches the peak of perfection when it comes 
from a farmer's own trees, is expressed in his 
own small mill and is entrusted only to his own 
well-tempered kegs. There it thrives under a 
knowing hand, guided by an experienced palate, 
guarded by a wise and cooperative temperament. 
It can, depending on time and treatment, be as 
mild as milk, innocently seductive, or amazingly 
potent. The apple is packed with possibilities, 
and the true cidermaster knows them all.

Unhappily, the cidermaster is a vanishing 
breed. He was one of those small farmers we are 
so triumphantly eliminating, year by sad year. 
As a result, only a fortunate few still know what 
cider and its remarkable concomitants really are. 
The commercial product, too often artificially 
retarded, is a poor substitute. The span between 
such cider and applejack is virtually unknown 
territory today, for that is where the cider- 
master’s skill soared into true art. It is that art 
we celebrate today, its products that we mourn.



■
Oriole Census

The orioles have gone south for the winter, but 
this is the time of year to take an oriole census, 
if one is curious and so inclined. It won’t be 
exactly a current census; but no census is, for 
that matter. It will be a count of last summer’s 
oriole families in your own neighborhood; and 
from it can be drawn an approximate forecast of 
next summer’s oriole neighbors. Now is the time 
to see and count the nests the orioles hung high 
in the treetops when the leaves were young and 
freshly green last May.

There is no mistaking the nest of a Baltimore 
oriole. No other bird makes one remotely like it, 
for it is a woven pouch, a veritable pocket made 
of plant fibers and string and anything else 
weavable that the birds can find. It is hung from 
the limber tip of a tall tree’s slim upper branch. 
Often it is in an elm, sometimes in a maple or a 
sycamore or a spreading willow. It may be as big 
as a man’s two hands clasped together, and by 
now it will be weathered as gray as elm bark.

The female oriole wove that nest, laid a clutch 
of four to six brown-patterned white eggs in it, 
hatched them and raised her brood in that swing
ing hammock of a home. She wove it so well 
that, though it may fray a bit, it will survive 
the winter where it is. But no matter how well it 
survives, she will build a new one next spring.

You have to search the treetops to count oriole 
nests, but there they are, in plain sight now. 
There are the tree» tjiat nurtured the summer’s 
oriole songs. The songs are a memory, but the 
nests are like banners that promise a return, 
high-hung pennants that defy the winter storms.



November Woodland
We think of this as a quiet November world. 

The insistent sounds of the insects, the hum and 
buzz and rasp that kept the air quivering until 
recent weeks, have ended. The migrant songbirds 
that celebrated spring and summer have gone 
south; even their autumn chatter and scolding 
are no longer heard. But stop by a woodland 
on a sunny afternoon and you soon know that 
the autumn silence is comparative.

The replenished brook burbles and chatters. 
A  breeze sets the pines and hemlocks to sighing 
and rattles the crisp leaves still clinging to the 
oaks. It makes a swishing sound even in the 
leafless maples and elms. But those are simple, 
elemental sounds. Go into the woodland a little 
way and you scarcely have to listen.

Squirrels are still busy, and two squirrels can 
make more noise than an unwary deer. Squirrels 
are forever hurrying, searching the fallen leaves 
for an overlooked nut or acorn, pattering the 
woodland floor with walnut husks, shaking 
acorns from the oaks. A  crow flies over, cawing 
proclamations of ownership now that his summer 
tormentor, the kingbird, is gone. Blue jays, curi
ous as cats, come to identify all trespassers and 
spread the alarm. Chickadees, self-appointed 
welcomers, lisp their S sweetly soft greeting. 
Woodpeckers tap at the dead branches.

It isn’t a silent world, by any means. But now 
and then there is a pause and you can hear an 
acorn fall. Hearing it, you know the meaning of 
silence and welcome the jay’s raucous cry again, 
and the rattling tap of the woodpeckers.

'S '



Wildlife Haven
One of the largest waterfowl concentrations 

in the United States occurs each autumn at the 
Tule Lake and Lower Klamath national wildlife 
refuges in northern California and southern Ore
gon. Situated as they are at a “ bottleneck” on 
the Pacific Flyway, these refuges are essential 
resting and feeding areas for several million 
birds which wing south from their Canadian 
breeding grounds.

Controversy has raged for many years, how
ever, between those whq would divert refuge 
lands and waters to agricultural uses and those 
who seek to safeguard the invaluable wildlife 
habitat. The present refuges are in fact but a 
small part of the once extensive wetlands of the 
Klamath basin.

A Tule-Klamath Refuge bill, designed to re
move landgrabbing and drainage threats to these 
wildlife havens, has already passed the Senate 
with overwhelming approval. Unfortunately, a 
much weakened version of the bill has been ap
proved by the House Committee on Interior and 
Insular Affairs. It is up to the House of Repre
sentatives to restore full strength to this legis
lation. The Tule-Klamath refuges deserve pro
tection from further incursions.



The Housing Package
V  _     -—•
When Congress gets down to work on Presi

dent Johnson’s housing proposals, it will find 
three different sets of requests to meet different 
objectives.

The President is asking for increased funds to 
promote new public housing and the refurbish
ing of existing dwellings— mainly for minority 
groups, for the poor and the elderly, who now 
make do in urban squalor. He also is demanding 
better housing for rural areas, including shelter 
for migrant labor. In effect, these programs are 
the spearhead of the President’s war on poverty.

Mr. Johnson also wants to develop new towns 
that are more wholesome, distinctive and durable 
than the nondescript suburban sprawls that 
cluster around the nation’s big cities. Federal 
aid for community development will undoubtedly 
help to make new towns and localities better 
places to live in. Without it, they could become 
the slums of the future.

These two parts of the Administration’s hous
ing project are socially and economically desir
able. The same cannot be said for the third part: 
the President’s request to increase the ceiling on 
Federal Housing Administration insurance from 
$25,000 to $30,000 and extend F.H.A. coverage 
to vacation homes. This has nothing to do with 
eradicating poverty. Nor will it encourage better 
communities. It could in fact nullify some of the 
improvements that can be expected from the 
proposed community development program by 
encouraging the mushrooming of jerry-built 
projects that already blight the landscape.

Washington may feel that it cannot provide 
large-scale help to the poor without giving some
thing to the rest of the population. But home- 
owners are already favored by the income tax 
laws. Inviting them to buy more expensive homes 
through a rise in the ceilings on F.H.A. loans is 
unwarranted. The plan to provide every family 
with a decent dwelling must not entail over
building of homes for people who cannot afford 
to maintain them. This trimming on the housing 
package should be cut out.



\Beef to Congress
There is no end to the demands of the farm 

lobby. Now the nation’s cattle raisers are seeking 
relief and Congress, as usual, is putting on an 
extraordinary show of solicitude in their behalf.

Breeders of livestock have been profiting from 
heavy consumer demand for veal and beef. But 
a sharp drop in cattle prices, the result of in
creased domestic production and a rising level 
of imports, is reducing incomes. The Administra
tion recently negotiated agreements with Aus
tralia and New Zealand, the two largest foreign 
suppliers, that call for a voluntary cutback in 
their beef and veal exports.

The cattlemen are not satisfied. They demur.

strict protective quotas designed to bring about 
a drastic curtailment in imports and to prop up 
prices.

Elimination, of foreign competition is the 
wrong solution for the livestock problem. The 
basic fault lies with the Department of Agri
culture’s feed grain subsidy, which has spurred 
domestic production. .Consumers are already 
paying for feed grain subsidies through taxes. 
A limitation on imports means that they will 
have to pay both subsidies as taxpayers and 
higher prices as consumers.

Furthermore, it will weaken the Administra
tion’s position in the forthcoming Kennedy 
Round of negotiations to liberalize trade. We 
cannot hope to achieve new markets for farm 
products if Congress resorts to protectionist 
devices every time the farmers have a beef. ^



Needed: Lunar Sanity
There are growing signs that official Wash

ington may he gathering up its courage for a 
badly needed decision to free this country from 
the conviction that a man must be landed on 
the moon by 1969. President Johnson’s proposed 
1965 civilian space budget of $5.3 billion is $600,- 
000,000 less than the amount requested by the 
National Aeronautics and Space Administration.

The best that NASA Administrator James E. 
Webb can say now is that we “still have a fight
ing chance” of achieving the objective this 
decade, though he admits “we have lost all our 
leeway.” Meanwhile, Senator Clinton P. Ander
son has called attention to a serious danger 
manned space travel will face at the end of 
this decade. At that time, the sun will be near 
the maximum point of the solar storm cycle 
with consequently high probability of intense 
radiation. There are already enough hazards 
in the enterprise without courting this particular 
one whose risks would be minimized if the at
tempt were made in the mid-nineteen-seventies 
instead of several years earlier.

The case for the 1969 target date is even less 
defensible now than it was when President Ken
nedy first proposed it. The likelihood that the 
Soviet Union is shooting for a manned lunar 
landing this decade has been reduced by Premier 
Khrushchev’s own statement, by the Central 
Intelligence Agency’s estimate of Soviet economic 
difficulties, and by the latest evidence of major So
viet domestic capital investment cutbacks. More
over, since the goal was first proclaimed, there 
has been enough slippage in the nation’s lunar 
program and enough technical difficulties have 
been encountered to make it dubious that the 
project can be achieved on schedule, even if 
all the funds requested were to be granted.

Washington may be deterred from a frank 
change in target date by fear of the consequences 
to the nation’s prestige abroad. We are much 
more impressed by the possible consequences to 
American prestige of an attempt mounted in 
hurried frenzy and ending disastrously for the 
men directly involved.

A delay, too, may increase the chance that 
the project of landing a man on the moon will 
become an international effort, mobilizing all 
the resources of world technology. That certainly 
would be most appropriate for man’s first landing 
in the cosmos beyond this tiny planet.



)pening the Golden Door 1
a new immigration law, President 

Johnson said: “A nation that was built by the 
immigrants of all lands can ask those who now 
seek admission: What can you do for our coun
try? But we should not be asking: In what 
country were you born?”

That is the trouble with the McCarran-Walter 
Act of 1952. It perpetuates the quota system 
based on national origins as they existed here in 
the 1920 census. It discriminates against south
ern and eastern Europeans and Asians all the 
way from Pakistan to the Pacific Islands. Quotas 
remain unfilled from northern Europe while po
tential immigrants from countries with small 
quotas must grow old waiting to see the lamp 
lifted beside the golden door.

Congressional proposals looking to a revision 
of the immigration laws could bring an end to 
the injustices and prejudices of the present 
system.

A new immigration law, which would at least 
remove the mot discriminatory provisions, faces 
hard going in this session. But humanitarian 
reasons and our professed ideals, historically and 
today, demand that Congress act to lower the 
bars against outsiders as well as those long with
in the gates.

X



Lifting the Gold Curtain
-The curtain of secrecy that prevails in the 

central banking; fraternity has been lifted to 
provide the public with some details about the 
workings o f the international “gold pool” since 
it began operating over two years ago.

Set up on the initiative of the United States, 
the gold pool coordinates the operations of eight 
leading countries in London’s free market. Its 
aim is to moderate fluctuations in the price 
of gold caused by speculative demand—fluctua
tions that, in 1960, threatened to disrupt the 
international monetary mechanism.

Since 1962 the gold pool has succeeded in 
keeping the fever for gold from causing a mone
tary crisis. According to the report issued

balance. Like the; /cmye^qy exchanges worked 
out between one cojjnp^y and another, the pool 
can help prevent a breakdown by giving the 
United States, or any, nation suffering from a 
payments 1 deficit, additional time and elbow 
room. But it does Sot do away with the need 
for corrective action. The fever will not subside 
entirely until the deficit is eliminated and the 
dollar is everywhere regarded as good as gold.



l _

We Need a New Immigration Law
Enlightened leaders of both parties 

have long advocated a change in our 
immigration laws. Their arguments, 
advanced by President Eisenhower, 
enlarged upon by President Kennedy 
and reiterated by President Johnson, 
are compelling.

Our present quota system, besides 
being outmoded, is unjust, and untrue 
to the principles for which this coun
try stands. The test of admission or 
exclusion as, The national or racial 
origin of an applicant, not his talent, 
not his skill, not his worth.

The late Secretary of State Dulles 
once said:

“The national origins system, 
which draws a distinction be
tween the blood of one person 
and the blood of another, cannot 
be reconciled with the funda
mental concepts of our Declara
tion of Independence

j

The late President Kennedy once

“The use of a national origins 
system is without basis in either 
logic or reason. It neither satis
fies a national need nor accom
plishes an international purpose.
In an age of interdependence 
among nations, such a system is 
an anachronism for it discrimi
nates among applicants for ad
mission into the. United States on 
the basis of accident of birth.”
We should no longer tolerate such 

an anachronism— or listen to those 
managers of Congressional machines 
who, for one reason or another, stand 
in the way of its removal.

The quota system may have served 
for the days of unlimited immigra
tion, but in 1964 it is of service 
neither to the immigrant nor his 
home.

rvice
new



Halting the Dollar Drain \
The marked improvement that the United 

States managed to achieve in its balance of pay
ments over the last six months of 1963 is wel
come, but rejoicing is decidely premature. Wash
ington has recorded temporary successes before, 
only to suffer a renewed backsliding. This could 
happen again.

-Special factors were largely responsible for 
reducing the outflow of gold and dollars to an 
annual rate o f $1.6 billion in the second half of 
1963. There was a big jump in exports, partic
ularly of agricultural products that benefited 
from the poor harvests in Western Europe and 
the Soviet Union. At the same time there has 
been a sharp decline in foreign sales of bonds 
and stocks since President Kennedy proposed 
placing a tax on purchases of foreign securities 
by Americans.

The continued effectiveness of these develop
ments cannot be counted on in 1964. On the 
trade side, the surplus may dwindle even if 
agricultural exports are maintained. This is be
cause the upsurge in business activity generated 
by tax cuts will mean increased demand for 
imports.

'On the investment side, the outflow of capital 
could resume once the proposed interest equal
ization tax is passed. The drain will come from 
borrowers willing to pay higher prices for capi
tal and from the opening up of loopholes that 
inevitably accompany a new tax.

‘Permanent progress in improving the balance 
of payments should not be left to chance. Rather, 
it requires the fashioning of specific weapons 
to meet specific payment problems. While trying 
to get our allies to pay a larger share of the 
burden of common defensive arrangements, 
Washington would do well to consider tax in
centives for exports. And a capital issues com
mittee would be a far better. instrument for 
dealing with the drain * " ' " ,  than the pro-

The best time to taki  ̂ halt the drain
is when the dollar is under least suspicion. In
stead of hoping that the temporary improvement 
lasts, the Administration could take advantage 
o f its present opportunity to make sure that it



Johnson Picks the Wrong Weapon
There’s irony in Lyndon Johnson’s 

attacking unemployment by proposing 
a system of penalties for the use of 
overtime, since Mr. Johnson’s own 
18-hour and longer days are already 
legendary.

The Johnson scheme may sound 
reasonable, especially if backed by 
such arguments as Labor Secretary 
Wirtz’ complaint that “over 15 million 
people regularly work more than 40 
hours a week at the same time 4 
million workers ai’e jobless.” But it’s 
hardly that simple.

It’s true that one reason so much 
overtime is used is that fringe bene
fits and the like often make it cheaper 
to pay time and a half to present 
workers than to add new ones at 
straight time rates. And it’s this 
situation the proposal aims at; char
acteristically, not by making it more 
attractive to hire additional men, but 
by making it less attractive to assign 
overtime hours. No doubt some work 
now being done on overtime would, 
if the double-time penalty were im
posed, be given to new jobholders. 
But it’s also true that some would 
not be done at all— for what this plan 
does is simply to increase costs.

Yet it’s not only the high cost of 
adding new workers that creates 
overtime. It’s more likely to be put 
in by skilled workers (such as Mr. 
Johnson) than by unskilled, and more 
likely in the fields of labor shortage 
than of labor surplus. It often reflects 
seasonal or other fluctuations, not 
only industry-wide but within a par
ticular plant or firm. But the most 
telling argument against the overtime- 
penalty approach is provided by those 
unions themselves, like Harry Van 
Arsdaie’s electrical workers, that 
have been most vigorous in pressing 
for and getting a shorter work week 
— and using it, not to spread the 
work, but simply to rake in more 
overtime pay for the same workers.

Mr. Johnson, of course, proposes 
tripartite (labor, management, public) 
committees in each industry to decide 
whether that industry should be 
subject to the penalties, and this 
might seem to make it all more 
reasonable. But when the government 
starts discriminating among various 
industries (which may be at least 
indirectly competitive with one an
other) on the basis of arbitrary 
judgments by public committees, it’s 
started on a dangerous path.



hting for Medical Care
Medical care for the aged, which threatens 

to become a hardy perennial in Congress, may 
yet bloom. President Johnson has pledged to 
wage a vigorous fight on behalf of the Admin
istration’s plan to finance hospital care and 
nursing service through Social Security. Action 
also has been promised by six Republican Sena
tors who have introduced a proposal based on 
the findings of the National Committee on Health 
Care for the Aged, a private, bipartisan body 
that spent a year in studying the problem.

There is enough similarity in the two proposals 
to make possible an effective compromise. Both 
would rely on increased Social Security pay
ments to pay the costs of providing care for the 
nation’s 18 million elderly citizens. The Repub
lican measure would seek even more extensive 
coverage by authorizing private insurance com
panies to pool their risks so that they will be 
able to provide additional health benefits at a 
“ cost within the reach of most older people,”  a 
measure that would require special exemption 
from antitrust legislation.

A combination of public and private insurance 
may be the best approach to assure the widest 
possible support for a program that is so sorely 
needed. The number of persons over 65 is in
creasing at a rapid pace, but many have no 
protection whatsoever and an equally large num
ber have inadequate coverage. Providing them 
with hospital care will be expensive, yet the 
failure to act is proving even more costly, both 
in terms of human suffering and eventual eco
nomic cost.

But a working plan cannot be implemented 
without effective leadership. Mr. Johnson’s ob
servation that “ we have just begun to fight” 
reveals that the Administration has not yet 
made the necessary effort to assure a victory. 
If a bill is to be passed this year, Mr. Johnson 
will have to be prepared for a fight to the finish.



The Waiting Trees
Autumn stripped the trees to their essentials, 

their trunks and spreading branches and their 
reaching twigs. First snow outlined the ele
ments of their architecture, functional as the 
naked girders of a building. Now they stand 
in the winter landscape, patterned against the 
snowy hillsides and the icy sky, the etched grace 
of living line caught for a season like moss in 
amber.

But look up even now, in mid-January, and 
those lacing twigs are not bare or lifeless. They 
are rough with buds. Next summer’s green 
shade is there in embryo, and next April’s in
conspicuous blossom. The trees, as surely as 
the woodchuck, are hibernating. But the trees 
hibernate in the open, defying wind and winter 
storm. They cannot hide from the weather.

The buds are the tree’s hostages to the future. 
The leaves are expendable, but the buds are the 
promise a tree makes to itself that there will 
be a tomorrow, another year.^ Even while the 
new leaves are unfolding in the spring, the new 
buds begin to appear. By midsummer those 
buds are nearly full grown. By November they 
are complete, ready for April. But winter must 
be endured, so they hibernate. There .they are 
now, inert as a bead of ice yet with the germ of 
life, the embryd leaf and blossom, within them.

The trees stand, winter etchings against the 
sky, stark in their elemental beauty. But not 
lifeless, not even really naked. They are waiting, 
as only trees can wait, for another winter to pass.



Aid to Veterans
President Johnson's budget for 1965 shows 

an increase at one point in the Government’s 
anticipated expenditures for aid to veterans. 
This is in the average payment for service- 
connected cases, because of a cost-of-living in
crease in benefits to certain widows, orphans 
and dependent parents provided by legislation 
enacted last year. Such an increase is well 
warranted in view of the continuing rise in living 
costs. The nation has a direct obligation to 
the families of veterans who were seriously 
injured or who lost their lives in the line of duty.

However, through no fault of Mr. Johnson 
but as a result of political pressures brought 
to bear on Congress, nearly half the cost of 
veterans’ aid now goes to pensions paid for “non
service connected” disabilities. Such payments 
amount in effect to subsidizing part of the 
public by the rest of the public, on the wholly 
insufficient ground that this specially subsidized 
part once answered a call to military service, the 
plain duty of every citizen.

Veterans as well as non-veterans are increas
ingly benefited by the Government’s general 
health, education and welfare programs. Thus 
there is less reason than ever for expansion of 
“ non-service connected” payments. But, thanks 
to Congress, the number of those so benefited 
increases every year. We can expect a new drive 
for further enlargement of the favored list 
before the present session is much older.



macning as Panama Burns
The conflict with Panama is being drawn out 

too long. Every unsettled day adds to the dif
ficulties of finding an accommodation and, what 
is worse, adds to the dangers.

There has been a surprising tendency in 
Washington to be rather complacent about Pan
ama. On the Panamanian side, the millionaire 
ruling clique has been using the dispute for 
political purposes while sending out as much 
private capital as possible to American and 
European banks.

Among the forgotten factors in this conflict 
are the miserably poor majority of the Pana
manian people and a small but growing element 
of the middle classes who are emerging into 
political life determined to bring too long de
layed reforms. Potentially, there is a revolution
ary situation in Panama. It was not created by 
Communists and Castroites, though of course it 
is being used by them. There is a long history 
of misgovernment, corruption and concentration 
of wealth and power in a few families. Socially, 
economically, politically and morally Panama 
Is in bad shape.

This is not the fault of the United States, 
unless it be considered that our presence in the 
Canal Zone and our power for 60 years might 
have led to better guidance. In any event, Pana
manian wrongs would not excuse American mis
takes, procrastination and complacency. We are 
now trying to force the Panamanian governing 
classes to yield through economic pressures. We 
are standing on rights that are legally sound 
but politically and practically belong to 1903, 
not to 1964.

We, as well as the Panamanians, are playing 
for public galleries becausfe we are both involved 
in Presidential campaigns. However, these issues 
are life and death, politically speaking, to the 
Panamanian Government, but they are of minor 
importance to the Johnson Administration.

It is time to get the agony over with, and to 
do so within the Inter-American System. The 
Treaty of 1903 must be revised. Let the United 
States face that fact and start talking that way 
—without any particular commitment. The issue 
has to be thrashed out between the United States 
and Panama, even if the framework is hemi
spheric.

Panama does not trust the United States any 
more. Since this is a fact, however unfair and 
unjust, more is to be gained by accommodation 
than by toughness. While the United States 
waits, Panama festers.



Moscow’s Economic Slowdown
The Soviet economy last year turned in its 

poorest performance, in terms of rate of growth, 
since shortly after World War II. This is the 
central fact emerging from the official Soviet 
report on economic performance in 1963. The

15 per cent increase in gross social product an
nounced in that report is far below the rate 
required to achieve Premier Khrushchev’s goal 
of overtaking and surpassing American produc
tion levels by the end of this decade.

Agriculture was the chief culprit. Data re
cently published in the Soviet press suggest that 
Soviet farm production last year declined about 
10 per cent from 1962 and was at the lowest level 
since 1957, when the Soviet Union had roughly 
25,000,000 fewer people to feed. The real sur
prise, however, is the slowdown in consumer 
goods production. It is not yet clear whether 
this was the result o f diversion of capital invest
ment from consumer industries or the conse
quence of a reduced supply of raw materials 
caused by the agricultural setback.

The striking exception is heavy industry. Mos
cow’s ability to maintain a 10 per cent annual 
growth rate in this sector is impressive evidence 
both of the Soviet leadership’s continued devo
tion to the primacy of heavy industry and of 
its ability to implement that high priority. But 
the products of heavy industry can be neither 
eaten, worn nor lived in; and many a Soviet 
consumer must wonder why at this late date 
the sectors serving the nation’s living standard 
cannot perform so well as those producing steel 
and machinery.

It would be foolish, of course, to assume that 
last year’s slowdown must be followed by a 
similar phenomenon this year. Soviet agricul
ture suffered from unusually bad weather in 
1963, and a return to even average weather in 
1964 would improve farm production and, there
fore, the rate of growth. But over the longer 
pull, official Soviet data b ë t r k ÿ persistent 
tendency toward a "declining rate o f growth. 
The Soviet performance may improve this year 
over the poor 1963 showing; but in longer per
spective Premier Khrushchev’s economy shows 
signs of becoming winded.



Fair Deal for Steel
Two leaders of the steel industry painted 

a gloomy picture of their export business 
this week in Washington and made what looks 
like sound recommendations for its improve
ment in the nation’s interest as well as their 
own. They were testifying before the Trade 
Information Committee to furnish information 
for guidance of American negotiators'at the 
meeting of the General Agreement on Tariffs 
& Trade (GATT) in Geneva in May.

Said Thomas F. Patton, chairman and 
president of the Republic Steel Corp.:

“ It is our position that any combination 
of tariff and non-tariff barriers imposed by 
any foreign country which results in a higher 
cost of entry for our steel exports into that 
country than similar steel products produced 
in such foreign country encounter when seek
ing entry into the U. S., should be considered 
as the base from which negotiations should 
be? started.”

He added that the U. S. industry would 
prefer to have the foreign “ cost of entry” 
levels brought down to parity with our lower 
tariffs. But failing that, ours should be raised 
to their level.
„... Stewart S. Cort, president of Bethlehem 
Steel Corp., charged that foreign nations are 
“ dumping”  steel in the United States and 
said that "those differences in cost of entry 
(to Common Market steel producers and Ja
pan) affect the ability-of domestic producers 
to, export—-an important consideration in solv
ing our balance of payments problem—and 
represent basic inequalities of opportunity.”

The growth of. foreign steel imports into 
the U. S., was graphically illustrated by Mr. 
Patton: There was a substantial trade loss 
to his company in 1958 when “ hot rolled car
bon bars and light shapes” from overseas 
amounted to 2.3 tons of these steel products 
imported for every ton of exports. Now, the 
import-export ratio is 9-1.

The two steel company chiefs make a 
strong case for stem demands on those na
tions that discriminate against our steel ex
ports to their countries — or retaliation in 
kind. The upcoming GATT meeting will have 
special interest for Buffalo, where both 
Bethlehem and Republic plants are affected. 
If they lose business because of the interna
tional inequity, this community suffers un
employment. Let GATT correct the situation 
In all fairness.
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Bigger.Agricultural Subsidies

..V /. , /
In assessing the nation’s agricultural problems 

President Johnson’s message to Congress noted 
that they stem from “abundance rather than 
scarcity.” This is evident in almost every aspect 
of farming. There is overproduction of both 
fibers and food. Too much is being spent in 
Government subsidies and storage charges, which 
go mainly to efficient farmers and to businesses 
that can do without them. There are too many 
people engaged in marginal farming, living in 
bleakness and deprivation in the midst of plenty.

The programs put forward by Mr. Johnson 
to cope with the challenge of abundance also 
suffer^ from size. An increase in Government 
expenditures might be justified if it gave promise 
of curtailing the glut J of farm products while 
curbing the spread of farm poverty. But the 
Administration’s measures do not make enough 
distinction between the two separate problems 
posed by the surplus of food and of people.

The President’s message does contain many 
constructive suggestions. He wants a long-term 
program to encourage the permanent transfer 
o f excess cropland into recreational and wildlife 
areas. He demands increased distribution of 
surplus food to the needy both in the United 
States and abroad. He requests additional funds 
to help finance the construction and repair of 
rural housing, including improved shelter for 
migratory workers. He supports the proposal for 
a bipartisan committee to study food and fiber 
programs.

But Mr. Johnson also proposes new legislation 
to expand price support programs before any 
committee can go to work. It is evident that 
the President is more anxious to win farm sup
port in an election year than to solve the problem 
of overproduction. He urges immediate action 
to help producers of cotton, wheat, sugar and 
other commodities.

As we note above, there are solid economic 
grounds for dismantling the whole network of 
Government price supports for agriculture. The 
place to start is with tobacco, whose chronic 
use is recognized as injurious to public health. 
Whether or not to smoke may be a personal 
decision, but in view of Washington’s own con
cern over the harm caused by cigarettes it should 
hardly be promoting both the production and 
consumption of tobacco through artificial sub
sidies.

If the Government can break the tobacco habit, 
it will be making a major contribution to safe
guarding the health of the nation. In addition, 
it will be speeding the end of the price support 
program, which has been such an expensive 
failure. y



'  Full-Crew Repeal
Unless completely In bondage to the labor 

lobby, members of the New York Legislature 
now have no reasonable ground to refuse repeal 
of the state’s full-crew laws that have legally 
mandated overmanning of trains since 1913. The 
New York State Association of Railroads has 
put in writing its agreement to guarantee not 
only continued employment but also maintenance 
of earnings for train and engine crew men on 
the repeal act’s effective date.

Thus, until resigned, retired, discharged for 
cause or otherwise removed from the payroll 
by natural attrition, the men found excess would 
be designated “protected employes.”  The rail
roads say there are 2,000. unnecessary and un
productive jobs required by law at a cost of 
$17 million a year. : r‘a!V.'

This compromise by thq^ajlroads formalizes 
principles of humane consideration used, for 
example, in the economj'1'JprogTam that has 
gradually reduced the payroll Oh the New York 
City transit system. It should 'assure passage 
of the repeal advocated by Governor Rockefeller. 
But this is an election year, and avoiding all 
offense to any voter, such as a union member, 
is a normal political instinct of the legislator 
trying to protect his own job at Albany. So we 
shall see whether politics or courageous com
mon sense takes charge.



Wooing the Farm Bloc
The power of the farm bloc la waning, but 

the Administration and Congress continue to 
treat it with extraordinary solicitude.

A  bill to provide extra income to wheat farm
ers is being rushed through despite Secretary 
of Agriculture Orville Freeman’s decision against 
any new wheat legislation after growers had 
voted down his plan to control production. The 
same bill would also give a brand new subsidy 
to domestic textile producers, who justifiably 
complain that the present subsidy system for 
cotton growers and cotton exporters favors for
eign competition. But three wrong subsidies 
don’t make a right one—they only make matters 
worse.

These proposed handouts are getting priority 
over civil rights. According to the Administra
tion, haste is necessary because spring sowing 
will soon begin. But it is difficult to escape the 
conclusion that Washington wants to be sure 
that the farmers are reaping a new harvest of 
subsidies well before Election Day rolls around.

What all this means is higher costs for the 
consumer. The new wheat proposal will increase 
prices for bread and flour; the new cotton sub
sidy will mean higher prices for textiles. As a 
result, there will be increased use o f cotton 
substitutes, so that the cotton surplus will grow; 
and there will be new incentives to increase 
the wheat crop at a time when the wheat surplus 
was being reduced, largely because of foreign 
demand, to manageable proportions.

Instead of playing politics with the farm bloc 
at the expense of the consumer, the Administra
tion and Congress could afford to take a fresh 
look at the agricultural problem. The solution 
does not lie in newer and bigger subsidies, which 
will only keep too many people sharing too little 
income down on the farm. What is needed is 
special help for those who cannot make a living 
out of farming and a gradual dismantling o f 
subsidies for the efficient and profitable farm
ers. There can be no end to farm surpluses 
as long as the Government is willing to provide 
subsidies every time an election is in sight.



rade With Cuba
The Johnson Administration is planning to 

pursue its obviously futile efforts to prevent 
other countries from trading with Cuba. The 
latest news from Washington is that the United 
States intends to threaten Britain, France, Spain, 
Japan and other nations with sanctions if they 
go on trading with the Cubans. It would be 
hard to think of a policy better calculated to 
sow dissension in Western ranks.

NATO is to be the first channel of pressure, 
on the theory that the Castro Government is 
a menace to the entire Western alliance. How
ever, the European nations have made it so 
plain already that they consider this to be none 
of NATO’s business and that they see no good 
reason not to buy sugar from and sell non- 
strategic goods to Cuba, that the United States 
is courting an almost certain rebuff. To follow 
through with sanctions is much more likely to 
hurt our relations with our allies than it. is to 
hurt Castro.

Our current irritation over Guantanamo ought 
not cause us to forget how often in the past 
five years United States policies toward Cuba 
have miscarried through efforts to escalate a 
Cuban situation into a hemispheric or European 
or world situation against the judgment of 
other nations. A number of these countries have 
now made it clear that they intend to let their
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Ruling the Market Place
To the crowd that would heal every 

ill by passing a law, preferably a 
Federal law, the President’s consumer 
message is just what the doctor 
ordered.

The housewife is sometimes bewil
dered by the vast array of various
sized packages on supermarket 
shelves, so we’ll pass a law standard
izing them. A  lot of people are too 
lazy to ask, or too unconcerned to 
care, what they’re paying on their 
charge accounts or installment pur
chases, so we’ll pass a law requiring 
the sales clerk to state it in terms 
of an annual rate (even if it’s only 
for 60 days, and even if the nature 
of the contract makes it all but 
impossible to compute accurately). 
W e’ll tighten the rules on introducing 
new products; we’ll empower the 
Federal Trade Commission to issue 
cease-and-desist orders before it 
proves its case.

And we’ll do more than regulate; 
we’ll educate. Schools, perhaps be
cause they’ve been wasting too much 
time on things like English and 
arithmetic and chemistry, have been 
remiss in teaching the kiddies how 
to shop. So Federal minions will nose 
into the schoolroom, examining con
sumer education programs and trying 
to “stimulate the development of cur
ricula and training materials and to 
encourage large numbers of our

young people to seek instruction in 
the fundamentals of budgeting, buy
ing and borrowing.”

Other Federal minions, meanwhile, 
will set up shop in cities and towns 
to advise people on how to spend their 
money; and, if Mr. Johnson’s boys 
can figure out how to do it, they’ll 
even police the performance of local 
home-service repairmen (like the one, 
presumably, who had to make a half 
dozen visits to the Johnson home to 
adjust that stereo). And just to make 
sure he hasn’t missed any bets, the 
President is having his new consumer 
co-ordinator, Mrs. Peterson, set up 
conferences around the country to 
see if there aren’t a few other things 
Washington can do for the nation’s 
consumers, all 190 million of them.

There are plenty of sharp operators 
trying to make a fast buck by hood
winking the unwary; there also are 
plenty of laws on the books, both 
Federal and state, dealing with fraud 
and deception. The paternalistic 
presumption of Mr. Johnson’s package 
is that Americans can’t even be 
trusted to do their household shop
ping unaided. As for ourselves, we’d 
rather make our choices and take 
our chances— and let our choices, not 
Mrs. Peterson’s, remain the regulators 
of the market place.

It’s in a free market, after all, that 
the consumer is king. And, as con
sumers, we want to keep it that way.



Strike in the Harbor
The world’s biggest lineivtETQueen Elizabeth, 

will undertake this morning the risky task of 
docking without tugs. Any sudden twist of wind 
or current may send the giant ship crashing into 
her pier. Her plight is only one phase of the 
disruption inflicted on the Port of New York 
by the revolt of 3,000 tugboat, tanker and barge 
workers against a contract negotiated by their 
union leaders. Harbor craft that normally bring 
in the bulk of the city’s fuel oil have been halted. 
Happily, no health peril is expected unless the 
strike drags on for several weeks.

The difficulty in seeking to negotiate a settle
ment is that the union members, at their tem
pestuous meeting this weekend, showed a total 
lack of regard for their own negotiators. They 
hooted down pleas for a judicious consideration 
of the proposed agreement, even though it pro
vided benefits well in excess of the Johnson 
Administration’s anti-inflation guidelines. The 
right of members to reject a contract is a foun
dation stone of democratic unionism, but with 
that right goes an obligation for rank-and-file 
responsibility in weighing the terms their lead
ers have recommended. Mob rule is no founda
tion for orderly collective bargaining or for 
public protection.
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Color and Contrast
The blue jays look more cleanly blue and white 

how than a’t any Other «m e of the year and t
cardinals are spectacular. J h *  >sn t £
iih.etinn Part of the credit goes to the wintei 
background. The small woodpeckers are sharp_ y 
Wack and white and the'little-red skullcaps the

. J ^  rnore clearly in the winter light and against them more t i s u n y i  WQrld with f lowers bloom-
S gS nT y the cardinal really demands attention, 
and a-ainst a snowy background even the car
dinal seems twice as red. The summer blue j y  
is just another Slate-gray bird with a J e t t i n g
of blue, blue that you can’t even see if you have
just seen an indigo bunting.
' Perhaps we need the snow to really see the 

i „„ fust as we need snow to know how green 
S  u ,. hemlocks. The . how

m y  not sharpen the'eyes but It doe" ,h “ p“  
th/  contrast and somehow cleanses the colors 
themselves. And it simplifies the world around 
us? hides the confusing clutter,
With less to see, we see more and see it clearly 
Who ever admired the glistening black of a
crow in July ?
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Spain, the ILS.S.R. and Cuba 3
_____ ____— '

One of the nitref intriguing developments in 
Europe today is the growing relationship be
tween Franco Spain and the Soviet Union. It is 
in line with, and more important than, Spain’s 
open desire to trade with Castro Cuba.

These moves do not for one moment mean any 
weakening o f Generalissimo Franco’s ideological 
opposition to Communism. They are a reflection 
of Palmerston’s immortal aphorism: “ We have 
no perpetual allies and we have no perpetual 
enemies. Our interests are perpetual.”  After all, 
if Hitler and Stalin could get together, why not 
Franco and Khrushchev?

There are good reasons for Spain to build up 
trade and cultural relations with the Soviet bloc, 
and even, in time, diplomatic relations. Most 
other nations in the West, including our own, 
have been doing so. Spain has had some trade 
deals with the U.S.S.R., Poland and Czecho
slovakia in recent years, and there have been 
sports and Cultural exchanges.

So far as Cuba, is concerned, the United States 
would do well to remember the special and 
powerful sentimental and racial ties between 
the “Mother Country” and her lost island. Cuba 
is culturally Spanish. There are between 40,000 
and 50,000 Spanish nationals in Cuba today. 
Hardly a Spanish family is without relatives in 
Cuba and vice versa. The island was the Spanish 
Empire’s last possession in the Western Hemi
sphere, lost only in 1898.

If Spaniards take a sardonic pleasure now
adays in * the United States’ difficulties with 
Cuba, this is all too human. Britons, with mem
ories of Suez, are feeling the same way about 
the United States’ dispute with Panama. Spain 
now wants to build ships for Cuba ip exchange 
for sugar. If the Upited States is really warning 
Spain that trade with the Castro regime could 
mean the loss of American economic aid, there 
is likely to be a dusty answer. Spanish pride is 
as fierce in these days of national eclipse as it 
was in a greater era.



Barry Goldwater Unleashed
Senator Goldwater has told the voters of New 

Hampshire that eventually the United States 
will have to unleash another armed attack 
against Cuba.'Whether this statement went over 
with a bang'on the peaceful street corners of 
Concord (a non warlike name for a state capi
tal), we know not. But his remark yesterday 
raises an interesting point: Can the Republican 
party afford to continue to unleash Bavry 
Goldwater?

Last week the country was subjected to the

Arizona Senator’s views on poverty. Summed up 
only a little more naively than the Senator him
self put it, his position is that poor people cer
tainly have a lot of nerve being poor. He followed 
up this keen observation by saying that Presi
dent Johnson’s war on poverty is an “ attempt 
to divide Americans.!”

Senator Goldwater’s remarks about Cuba may 
not have sent*'shivers down the spine of Fidel 
Castro, who is ‘now enjoying the warm embrace 
of Nikita Khrushchev in Moscow. But it must 
have chilled the members of the Organization of 
American States to hear him say that the United 
States and the O.A.S. would have to embark on 
another Cuban adventure “ whether we like it 
or not.” The only consolation is that the Latin- 
American nations and the voters of New Hamp
shire probably listened to our foreign minister 
from Arizona in precisely the same way—with 
a tin ear.
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November Dusk
November brings long, chill nights of glitter

ing stars and restless, whispery leaves. In another 
month the leaves will settle down for the winter 
and so will the rest of us. Meanwhile, the rest
lessness is upon us, too, and we walk with eve
ning along a country road.

In the half-light this world of dusk is a world 
of vast simplicities. The familiar hill is almost 
any hill, with substance and outlines but few 
details. The valley has depth but few contours. 
The river beside the road is a winding path 
of luminous sky gently rippled by the evening 
breeze. The horizon itself is simplified, drawn 
with one clean charcoal stroke. Daylight hori
zons are a challenge to go and do, but in the vast 
quiet of evening this horizon makes here and 
now important and it urges acceptance of self 
and being.

Acceptance is not always easy, but here is 
a world reduced to elemental patterns. What is 
more fundamental than a tall maple, its leaves 
all shed, silhouetted against file sky ? Or a clump 
of cedars on the hillside, rooted among the rocks 
but pointing slim, dark fingers toward the remote 
fires of infinity? What is simpler than the earth 
beneath one’s feet, and the dusk itself?

One walks with the dusk, becomes a sentient 
part of it; and one knows that the enduring 
mysteries are the great mysteries of all time— 
the stars, the eternal wind tides, the spinning 
earth, and man. Man, the newcomer, the won- 
derer. But daylight and suntime are the time 
to explore these matters. Dusk and night are 
the time to accept them and perhaps to build 
dreams and poems upon them.



A  Beach in Winter
The surf rolls in, colder now but implacable 

as ever. The waves sweep across the sands and 
eddy back in their endless journey to nowhere. 
This is the beach in winter. Short months before 
it teemed with laughing, pleasure-bent humanity. 
It gave joy  to children and respite to their 
parents. Romance blossomed on sun-swept shore. 
The beach lies dormant now, forgotten and 
ignored by those who took its pleasures.

A gull wheels in near the shore, swept along 
by chill winds. Leaden skies cast a midwinter 
pall. Summer’s sparkle has left the sea and the 
gaiety of the boardwalk has been muffled by 
shuttered storefronts. Gaunt skeletons rise from 
the amusement park, where gay tourists shrieked 
with laughter and mock horror on the Ferris 
wheel and the roller coaster. The wheel and the 
roller coaster, along wi,th the other rides, now 
stand silent and still in the cold.

This is the beach in winter. A  lonely figure 
crosses the sands, seeking solace in the desola
tion. A wisp of paper hop-scotches on the breeze. 
In a few months the humanity and the laughter 
and the sparkle will return. But now the beach 
is alone.



Anti-Semitism in the U.S.S.R. \
Belatedly and under the force of worldwide 

indignation expressed by Communists and non- 
Communists alike, the Soviet Government has 
moved to repudiate some of the cruder anti- 
Semitic aspects of a book published in Kiev last 
year in the Ukrainian language. The book, 
' ‘Judaism Without Embellishment,” is so patent 
an example of racftt hate-motigering that even 
such prominent Communists as Gus Hall in this 
country and John Gollan, the leader of the 
British Communist party, were moved to public 
protest. This crude piece of virtually Hitlerite 
propaganda was published by the Ukrainian 
Academy of Sciences and carried an endorsement 
as a “ profound and substantial work . . . which 
contains a tremendous amount of factual ma
terial, conscientiously and scientifically ana
lyzed.”

The disabilities placed upon those who would 
observe religious ceremonies in the Soviet Union 
are many, and by no means restricted to Jews. 
But incidents such as the publication of this 
book and the extensive efforts made to deny 
matzohs to religious Jews during this and previ
ous Passovers indicate that special passion and 
animus are being brought to that part of the 
Soviet struggle against religion which deals with 
Judaism and the Jews. The par 
of the Ukrainian tract suggests 
one in authority in the U.S.S.R. 
way.

tial recantation 
that not every- 
feels the same



The New Soviet Size Is 8 V2
What a world! Fellini made a film 

to show us what passes through the 
fertile mind of an Italian producer. 
Not in his wildest moment did he 
imagine that “8 % ” would also disclose 
what is going on in the devious mind 
of the Soviet Union. But it has.

■ It was only yesterday that Nikita 
Khrushchev had given the nod to the 

■'Communist party hacks. Out came 
the hatchets against Soviet writers 
and artists who had strayed away 
from Soviet “realism” into the dan
gerous path of abstract, Western 
“bourgeois” art— dangerous because 

.it is free and uninhibited. Yevtu
shenko, Ehrenburg and others were 
publicly scalped. It looked as if Stalin 
was back in town.

Then came the Moscow-Peking 
explosion, and the air cleared. Lo 
and behold, it was not Stalin but 
Fellini who had come to town!

Five Soviet bloc members, led by 
Soviet director Chukhrai, all voted 
to award “8 1/ . ” the grand prize at the 
Moscow Film Festival. The Fellini 
film is about as far away from Soviet 
realism and conventional Soviet art 
as any one and anything can possibly 
get. The Czech delegate, who failed 
to receive his about-face orders in 
time, was beaten down.

The new Soviet line is 8 [A— which 
means peace with the West— even 
with Fellini’s “bourgeois” art. We 
hope it lasts longer than the Soviet 
war against it. r



The Flickers’ Holiday
The flickers begin to gather for migration and 

their actions add another facet to the mystery 
of the birds. All summer these big woodpeckers 
were resolutely individual, busy with family life 
and wanting no company, even of their own kind. 
Now they become gregarious. You see them in 
flocks of a dozen or more in the edge of the 
woodland, in the ripening meadow, along the 
brushy roadside. They feed on the season’s ripe 
berries, but food obviously is not their major 
interest. They seem to have time for tribal 
gossip and even for community play.

Other migrants follow the same pattern. A 
few weeks ago the swallows were gathering in 
premigration flocks, and before the swallows 
the warblers were doing it. Soon the robins will 
be gathering. But the flickers are rather special 
examples because they are so insistently indi
vidual except at this particular season.

There is general reluctance to grant birds such 
emotions as we know as human beings, but 
what would be more natural than that they, 
too, should enjoy September? Nesting is com
pleted, fledglings are on their own, the weather 
is favorable and there is food in plenty. In the 
pattern of their lives this should be a kind of 
vacation time and tribal gatherings would be 
understandable, even among flickers. Who 
knows but that they discuss the summer’s events 
and the trip ahead, in whatever way they can? 
In any case, the flickers are flocking, and they 
are obviously having a holiday.
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Pre-Autumn Patina
Before autumn arrives officially there is a 

change of coloring on the landscape, and the 
soft hues of summer’s epilogue paint a picture 
on meadows, upland fields and pasture hillsides. 
After a rain has cleansed the dust from country 
roadsides and washed the grasses and wood
lands, the palette shows the muted colors that 
precede autumn’s bonfires.

The grass blanket on the lowlands and on 
the hillsides is amber and tan. On a sun-drenched 
day the grasses glow in the slanting rays. 
Patches of goldenrod shine in field corners and 
along pasture lanes; on the trunks of elms along 
the meadow brook poison ivy is beginning to 
turn and the thin red of the leaves blends with 
the gray bark of the trees.

On scraggly candelabra, sumacs’ plump candles 
are a deep wine; bunches of wild grapes hang 
like clusters of blue jewels among yellow-green 
leaves. Pale mullein stalks circle boulders on 
dry hillsides and one can see the first faint 
traces of maroon in the leaves of highbush 
blueberries. Around swales and swamps, cat
tails hold chocolate-brown heads above bleached 
grasses.

Not yet the blazing colors that mark the end 
of a season. But for a brief period before the 
killing frosts, the patina on the countryside is 
a canvas of soft beauty. Nature’s schedule is 
inexorable; the rhythm of the seasons is one 
of the verities. The pre-autumn patina has its 
own soft beauty and prepares us for the flaming 
colors soon to come.

rVs *. .*
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Fulfillment
Thè words that come most readily to mind just 

now have their origins in this earth’s plenty. 
“ Ripe” goes back to early Germanic words for 
“ reap,” meaning harvest; and “ harvest” is rooted 
in early Greek for “ fruit” and "to pluck.” Even 
the word “ plenty” goes back through old English 
and French to venerable Latin for “ full.” So 
when we think of ripeness and harvest we are in 
the long tradition of the earth’s plenty, the 
season’s fullness in every sense.

This ripeness is by no means limited to the 
farmer’s tilled fields or the gardener's ripening 
rows. It is everywhere that knows autumn now. 
Summer’s growth comes to completion. The trees 
ripen their nuts and fruits. The grasses mature 
their seed heads. The blossoms of June and July 
become the fat pod and the fleshy pome of Sep
tember. Last spring’s birthing and hatching have 
forgotten the womb and the egg; next year’s 
parents, now furred and fledged, fatten for the 
trials of winter.

The surge is almost over. Life now begins to 
relax into the annual pause that is a kind of 
biological Indian Summer, a time of relative ease 
and quiet. The plant commits its future to the 
seed and the root. The insect stows its tomorrow 
in the egg and the pupa. And, as the urgency 
begins to abate, man, close to the land and sur
rounded by his own harvest, knows again the old, 
old truths of the season. It is, even today, the 
time of ripeness, of reaping, of plenty, of summer 
come to fulfillment.
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September
September, .comes,. and with it a sense of 

autumn. Not autumn itself quite yet, but the 
year now definitely has turned toward color in 
the woodland, ripeness in the fields, frost in 
the moonlight. Summer thins away. The sun 
now clearly moves toward the equinox, only 
three weeks away.

Few summers have given such a sense of 
impatience with tradition. When August dawn 
finds the temperature in the low 40’s back in 
the hills, as it did several times in the last few 
weeks, there is no denying that change is close 
upon us.; The trees recognise it; patches of 
color came early, here and there, in the cooler 
valleys. Roadside goldenrod bloomed early. Queen 
Anne’s lace passed its prime1 almost two weeks 
ahead of schedule. Birds that should be content 
to stay till mid-September are already gathering 
in restless flocks, migration on their' minds.

So September comes with a few more har
bingers than usual, some of the outsiders early 
with their message. But autumn never comes 
overnight. It creeps in on a misty dawn and 
vanishes in the hot afternoon. It tiptoes through 
the treetops, rouging a few leaves, then rides a 
tuft of thistledown across the valley and away. 
It sits on a hilltop and hoots like an October 
owl in the dusk. It plays tag with the wind. 
Autumn is a changeling, busy as a squirrel in 
a hickory-tree, idle as the languid brook. It is 
August qjided, October inevitable, summer’s ripe
ness and richness fulfilled in sweet September.

%■ '.W



The Fiddlers
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' The long-legged, rasp-winged insects now come 
into their own, and we won’t hear the last of 

- them till hard frost arrives. They are thè leading 
■ fiddlers, the grasshoppers,, the crickets and the 
■Icatydids.

Grasshoppers are spoken of in the Bible as 
“locusts,” and their hordes have contributed in 
many lands, including our own West, to the long 
history of insect devastation and human famine. 
Walk through any -meadow now, or along any 
weedy roadside, and you will see them leaping 
ahead of you, hear the rasping rattle of their 
harsh wings in brief flight. But they do little real 
fiddling. The fiddlers now are the crickets.

Listen on any hot afternoon or warm evening, 
particularly in the country, and you will hear 
the crickets even though you seldom see them.
In the afternoon you will hear the black field 
crickets, chirping as we say, and often into the 
warm evening. But in the evening, from dusk on 
through the warm night, the more insistent sound 
will be the trilling of the pale green tree crickets. 
Individually the tree cricket’s trill is not so loud, 
but because all those in the neighborhood 
synchronize their trills the sound can be as 
insistent as were the calls of the spring peepers 
back in April.

The loudest fiddlers of all are the katydids, ■ 
which look like green, hunch-backed grasshop
pers. Night after night they rasp wing on wing 
and make that monotonous call, shrill and seem
ingly endless. But the katydids won’t be heard 
for another two weeks or so. Meanwhile the 
crickets possess late July, chirping and trilling 
the warm hours away as though summer endured
forever.

f.
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Indian Summer
We call it Indian Summer, but the Indians 

didn’t. They didn’t bother to name those fine 
autumn days when the sky is clear, the sun is 
mild and the hills are faintly hazed. They en
joyed such days, even as we do, finished their 
late harvest, did a little casual hunting for the 
pot and did a lot of loafing. In fact, the name 
itself didn’t appear in the records until 1794, 
though by then it seems to have been in general 
use along the Atlantic seaboard.

It still isn’t an official season, o f course; it is 
so unofficial that you can rouse an argument 
over it every autumn. Actually, Indian Summer 
can come any time from mid-September till early 
December, any time after first hard frost and 
before the onset of winter. It can come twice 
in a season, even three times now and then. If 
there is a spell of raw, cold weather between two 
intervals of Indian Summer, that is Squaw Win
ter. The Indians didn’t use that name either; 
nobody knows where it came from.

So there are the facts. And if anyone wants 
to argue about them, let him take his argument 
elsewhere. Indian Summer is no time for con
tention. It is a time to be at peace with the 
world, and those who want to argue about it 
don’t deserve such weather.



The Goose-Bone Prophets
This is the season when goose-bone weather 

prophets once were so articulate. They consulted 
the birds and beasts, weighed acorns, counted 
corn husks, measured the stripes on woolly cater
pillars, and made their pronouncements about 
the coming winter. Those who were right more 
often than wrong achieved deserved reputations 
as seers.

Much of the fur-and-feathers detail, of course, 
was hocus-pocus. It survived because the birds 
and beasts couldn’t talk, and the prophet would. 
Actually, most of the “ portents” were a conse
quence of the summer just past, not arcane signs 
of the future. A  good growing season, with 
plenty of food and only normal competition for 
it, always produces strong, healthy birds and 
animals that achieve thick coats of fur and 
feathers for the winter ahead. When oaks thrive 
they bear fat acorns. When there is a big acorn 
crop the squirrels are busier than usual hoard
ing. And the stripes of the woolly bear cater
pillars vary from one individual to another, year 
by year.

The best of the goose-bone prophets were 
shrewd guessers with long memories and an 
uncanny sense of weather. They knew that 
mysterious messages from nature had an age- 
old appeal, and they were temperamentally akin 
to the ancient oracles. The Weather Bureau 
may commune with highs and lows and jet 
streams and even with solar cycles, and it may 
run up its cautious forecasts on complex com
puters; but it doesn’t seem to care what the 
owls are saying, or the geese, or the squirrels. 
The back-country prophets did, or said they did, 
and we miss them.
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The Clocks Run Down
To warm-blooded creatures, such as people, the 

crisp, cool days of autumn are invigorating. The 
step quickens, the eye brightens and life takes 
on new vigor. But to the cold-blooded ones, such 
as insects, who are at the mercy of the sun rather 
than their own inner fires for life and energy, 
time begins to run out when nights turn frosty. 
With the short days, their clocks begin to run 
down.

You hear it in the evening, in the slow tempo 
of the stridulant ones, the katydids and the 
crickets that were so insistent only a few weeks 
ago. Now their chorus diminishes. When they 
rasp at all it is with the deliberate tempo of a 
weary fiddler slowly drawing a worn bow across 
the fraying strings.

You see it in the morning, before a late sun 
has warmed the day. The bumblebee that sought 
hayen in a bedraggled blossom crawls painfully 
out to warm his joints and renew his sluggish 
vitality before seeking a belated breakfast. You 
watch a slowly lumbering beetle, arthritic with 
the cold, making his painful way among the 
withering garden weeds. The stiff-legged ant is a 
sluggard, the wasp is almost tractable and the 
grasshopper has no hop in him till almost noon.

Briefly, when the sun has asserted itself by 
early afternoon, life is almost normal. For a few 
hours flies buzz, ants hurry and late gnats dance 
like lively motes in the mild air. Then evening 
nears and the buzz, the haste and the dancing 
are at an end. We, warm-blooded and invigorated 
by the season, welcome the change and even 
celebrate it. But the cold-blooded children of 
summer, the insect hordes, have had their day 
in the sun.

»V- *
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 ̂ Autumn’s Treasure Chest
By the end of September the treasure chest of 

autumn begins to spill over with such wealth as 
no royal miser ever knew. You see it everywhere, 
glistening in the sunrise, flashing in the dew-wet 
morning, glowing in the quiet afternoon, aflame 
in the sunset. Woodland, roadside and dooryard 
will soon be gemmed and jeweled beyond a 
rajah’s richest dreams.

Would you have rubies and garnets and car- 
nelians? Know the woodbine, the dogwood, the 
swamp maple, the black cherry. Do you yearn 
for fire opals, sardonyx, topaz or chalcedony? 
Seek out the black gum, the sassafras, the beech 
and the basswood. Does your taste run to 
sapphires and amethysts? Then go to the white 
ash and the black oak, and the lesser viburnums 
that grow beneath them. And if you still cherish 
jade and jasper and Brazilian tourmaline, look 
to the hillsides where the white pine grows, and 
the spruce and the hemlock, with the partridge- 
berry and the Christmas fern.

Richness and wealth? This is less than the 
half of it, for soon will come the gold in the sugar 
maples gnd the birches, the sycamores and the 
aspens. Gold that will be billowed against the 
sky^-a sky of lapis lazuli and turquoise and 
aquamarine. Gold that will be heaped and drifted 
beneath the trees, new-minted gold and Roman 
gold and antique gold, more gold than the Incas 
and the Aztecs ever mined or the galleons ever 
bore away.

For a few weeks now we are ri-hcr than 
Croesus, our world overflowing with autumn’' 
incredible wealth of priceless color.
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Chart of the Season
For those who abide by the almanac, today 

is the last full day of summer. The autumnal 
equinox occurs soon after noon tomorrow and 
thereafter the season named for the falling leaf 
will be official. Nights will gradually lengthen, 
the sun will edge steadily south, and the days 
will achieve new dimensions. Thus fall comes, 
mist-quiet and leaf-spangled, to any fortunate 
land o f changing seasons.

The precise astronomical moment is of little 
consequence, for fall is written on the earth, 
not in the stars. Its message is clear in every 
woodland and on every meadow and roadside. 
It is written on the opening husk of the bitter
sweet berry, on the ripening fox grape, on the 
fracturing hull of the hickory nut. It is scribed 
on the fat pod of the milkweed, ready to free its 
silken freight, and it is indelibly written on the 
red stem and ink-dark berry of the pokeweed. 
The goldfinch reads the message in the fluffy 
head of the pasture thistle. The chipmunk 
reads it in the ripe meadow grass. The migrant 
robin reads it on the wind.

Fall is change, the deliberate change of spring 
and summer coming to inevitable completion. It 
is growth achieving ripeness, green aspiring to 
gold and crimson, urgency relaxing into the lei
sure of achievement. The expendable leaf ap
proaches glory as the green whisper of July 
becomes the ripening rustle of late September. 
Fall is the early evening of the year, ablaze 
with the setting sun of summer, dusk still to 
come. The equinox confirms it, but the chart 
of the season is written on a leaf and a berry 
and a blade of grass.

1



-rt was just 10 years ago this I 
week, for example, that Joseph R.

McCarthy, Who momen- 
■ Victims tarily turned this same 

of the ' caucus room into the 
Decade grand chamber of in

quisition, was hunting 
the Government Printing Office for 
traitors. He announced, to an ap
proving National Gallery, that a 
witness (unidentified) had sworn 
that printing office employes (un
identified) had "had access” to "top 
secret” data on the hydrogen bomb.

In Moscow, Premier Malenkov, 
Stalin’s Crown Prince, had just an
nounced that Russia had developed 
the H-bomb. Nikita Khrushchev, an 
obscurity known to only a few Gov
ernment sovietologists, was barely 
visible in the picture of Malenkov 
at the podium.

Somebody named Laniel was 
Premier of France—the weak sis
ter of Europe—and was struggling 
to end one of the country’s periodic 
lapses into economic chaos. General 
de Gaulle, universally regarded as 
a dreamy has-been, was in retire
ment in the country.

England was shaking off the last 
vestiges of “austerity.”. Tea, candy, 
eggs, cream, ham, bacon and beef 

| had just come off ration, and the 
country looked forward to a pros
perity in which is would be possible 
to buy cheese and sugar on the 
open market. Harold Macmillan 
was a promising Minister of Hous
ing, and Anthony Eden was waiting 
for Churchill to stand aside so that 
he could give the country fresh 
young leadership.

In Denver that week, 
Uneasy President Eisenhower 
Sits the shot a birdie on the first 

Toga bole at Cherry. Hills, 
after establishing a 

committee to end racial discrimina
tion in companies with Government 
contracts. In Washington, Dave 
Beck, Teamsters president, was ele
vated to the executive council of the 
A.F.L.-C.I.O. (He is now in prison.) 
And the eager new Eisenhower Ad
ministration, dreaming of a bal
anced budget, announced economy 
cuts in State Department manpower. 
(The Administration ended with the 
biggest peacetime deficit in history.)

That week, the whole world of 
1963 would have seemed far-fetched 
to. the McCarthyites, to Malenkov 
and Khrushchev, to de Gaulle, to 
Eden, to Eisenhower, to Dave Beck 
and to most of the 100 Senators now 
wondering which way history is i 
going to sweep them.

The Senators’ predicaments are 
poignant at a moment like this. 
They guess at the tide, rail at the 
wind and try to reassure them
selves that there are some certain
ties left. ( “You can’t trust the 
Russians.” ) And they make their 
décisions with only one certainty— 
that history will dispose of them 
whimsically. R ussell B aker.



Fluoridation Backed
Use of Treated Drinking Water 

Declared Non-Hazardous

The writer of the following is 
Chairman, Council on Dental Health 
for the Eleventh District Dental So
ciety, and is the author of scientific 
research papers on aspects of human 
growth and development.

To the E ditor of T he n e w  Y ork tim es :
The letter by Dr. Ludwig Gross 

on fluoridation, published July 19, is 
most disturbing and demands an 
adequate rebuttal to nullify its un
doubted influence on those readers 
still undecided as to the completely 
beneficial and absolutely safe utili
zation of a fluoridated water system.

It should be noted -that fluoride 
salts, particularly in the form of 
sodium fluoride, are a natural com
ponent of most waters. Millions of 
people have been drinking fluori
dated waters since the beginning of 
time. There is not one single record
ed case in all these years of a phys
ical disability that can be attributed 
to the so-called cumulative effects 
of fluoride.

High Fluoride Areas
As a matter of fact, the beneficial 

effects of fluoride were first real
ized in those areas where the water 
contained as much as 15 to 20 ppm 
of the fluoride ion. It was observed 
in these areas that despite mottling, 
teeth were particularly resistant to 
dental decay. The nauve populations 
of these high fluoride areas have 
never exhibited any greater inci
dence to any disease or disability 
than was experienced in any other 
population group.

The proposal on fluoridation thus 
does not add anything new or for
eign to a water supply, but merely 
suggests that the concentration be 
adjusted either up or down, as the 
case may be, for optimum benefits. 
For New York City the recommen
dation is an adjustment of one part 
of the fluoride salt per million parts 
of water (1 ppm).

Rather than a potential danger to 
the elderly, a study recently con
cluded by the Harvard University 
School of Public Health has demon
strated that the incidence of broken 
bones in persons over 60 years of 
age is significantly lower in those 
areas where the vyater was properly 
fluoridated.

The argument that fluoride is 
concentrated by boiling water is 
specious if not misleading. It should 
be obvious that no amount of boiling 
will increase the amount of a fluo
ride salt present in a given amount 
of water. The effect of boiling is to 
cause the evaporation of water and 
certainly does not add anything to 
the components within the water.

Dietary Supplement
Since fluoride salt is found as a 

trace chemical in most foods in our 
diet the adjustment of the water 
concentration should be regarded as 
a dietary supplement rather than 
as a medication, much as vitamin 
pills are used as supplements to the 
diet of children and many adults.

However, the efficacy of the 
fluoride ion in the reduction of 
dental decay is best realized by a 
continuous program of use begin
ning with early infancy and con
tinued to maturity. Not only is it 
most effective when the vehicle Is 
the drinking water, but it is also the 
least expensive.

Those cities with a fluoridation 
program have found the cost to be 
approximately 15 to 20 cents a per
son a year.

Hartford, Conn., with fluoridated 
water since 1960, has recently an
nounced the closing of a pre-school 
dental clinic due to a drastic reduc
tion in children’s tooth decay, at an 
approximate saving to the city of 
$6,000 a year in addition to the 
reduction in staff and patient load 
at the remaining clinics.

Dr. Gross is apparently one of 
the very few members of the sci
entific community opposing this 
program. There has never been a 
public health measure that has re
ceived such universal scientific 
support as has the program for ad
justing the fluoride content of the 
drinking water.

Saul N. Greenberg, D.D.S.
Flushing, L. I., July 25, 1963.
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The Overlapping Seasons
The seasons overlap, ignoring the almanac. 

Summer is only half over and the autumn equi
nox is still six weeks away, but you sense the 
flow of time in the long light of late afternoon, 
in the way it shadows the folded ridges of the 
hills. You smell it in the dusty-ripe odor of 
com pollen along the country road. You hear it 
in the insect hum and the rasp of chitin wings, 
ephemeral life driven by time to commit the 
future to the egg and the chrysalis before it is 
too late.

Along every roadside you sense as well as see 
the flowing season’s subtleties. Early goldenrod 
lifts its plumes where daisies were so plentiful 
last week and where Queen Anne still reigns in 
lace. Vervain purples the damp swale that was 
sweet and lavender with milkweed bloom in mid- 
July. The campions fade, giving way to their 
blushing cousin, bouncing Bet, with its random 
masses of white bloom. Ironweed and boneset 
grow tall and rank. Joe Pye’s weed, purplish in 
terminal leaf, opens its first tufts of crimson- 
purple blossom. Wild bergamot, a cloud of deli
cate lavender only last week, matures to an elu
sive pinkish blue but still lures the bumblebees. 
Grass heads ripen. Evening primrose now has 
more seed pods than buds to open for the eve
ning moths.

There is a sense of growing ripeness, of sum
mer’s destiny approaching on gauzy wings, day 
by day. Time flows like the summer brook, lazy 
as the long afternoon; but now it flows down the 
long slope that leads to leaf-fail and October 
frost.
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¡'estival
If August had no other reason for being, we 

would celebrate it as the time of the ripe tomato 
and the ready roasting ear. Both come to the 
table now in flavor and abundance that would 
make Lucullus envious. One reason August has 
no holidays as such is that sweet corn and 
garden-ripe tomatoes make every day a festival.

So thank the Indians, thank Columbus, thank 
the gardener and the farmer. Don’t make the list 
too long or the thanks too detailed, because 
the corn won’t wait and the tomato ripens by the 
minute. But do give fleeting thought to the fact 
that corn and tomatoes are among the enduring 
treasures native to this land. The Indians grew 
and ate them long before Europeans knew there 
was an America. The colonists came late to the 
feast, but their descendants have enjoyed it 
every August since. Feast, and be grateful.

Com is maize, if it really matters, and the 
tomato is the tomatl, in the old Indian tongue. 
But in August corn is the sweet ear at its prime, 
like no other flavor in this world; and the tomato 
is rich, red, juicy succulence unmatched. Boil or 
roast the corn, hurry it to the table, butter it 
well, salt it judiciously and fleck it with pepper. 
Chill the tomato or, if you are the fortunate 
gardener himself, pluck it sun-warm, slice it, 
give it just a hint of salt and a breath of pepper. 
Then eat, feast, and forget the gods who sipped 
nectar. If the gods had ever tasted sweet corn 
at its prime or garden-ripe tomatoes, 
would have gone begging.



Dog Days
We come now toward the end of the Dog Days, 

that midsummer season when superstition says 
that dogs go mad, snakes go blind, and stagnant 
ponds are the source of poisonous vapors. Like 
so many superstitions, such beliefs die hard 
because there once was a grain of truth in them.

The time dates back to early Rome, where hot 
midsummer days sent rabid dogs running 
through the streets, poor sanitation polluted the 
water, mosquitoes spread malaria, and molting 
snakes were briefly blind and doubly dangerous. 
Seeking a reason in the stars, where all questions 
had their answers, the official stargazers found 
that the star they called Canicula, the Great 
Dog, was in conjunction with the sun. So Cani
cula was blamed and the dies caniculares were 
added to the calendar of ominous occasions.

Others had known about that star long before 
the Romans. The Egyptians, for instance, who 
called it Sirius as we do today, knew of its 
movements and believed it caused the Nile to 
flood and fertilize their fields and was respon
sible for the heat that fostered their precious 
crops. They gave thanks for the Dog Days and 
raised temples to Sirius.

But we inherited the tradition from the 
Romans, and the superstitions along with it. 
Our Dog Days are hot, prickly and uncomfort
able. We are always glad to see the end of them, 
not because of mad dogs or blind snakes or poi
sonous ponds, but because of the weather itself. 
By the end of any summer’s Dog Days we wel
come change, relief, and it doesn’t matter 
whether the responsible star is called Canicula or 
Sirius.



Test-Ban Fundamentals
A listener to last week’s Senate hearings on 

ratification of the test-ban treaty might be for
given if he thought at times that what was 
under discussion was a proposal for intensifying 
both the arms race and the cold war. The 
treaty’s objective, of course, is just the opposite, 
and that objective should not be obscured by 
all the stress Administration witnesses are put
ting on the vastness of our atomic arsenal and 
on how much more progress in weaponry we 
expect to make through legal underground tests.

Some fundamentals need restatement of the 
kind they got in President Kennedy’s talk at 
American University last June—the real start
ing point for the current effort to ease tensions 
between the United States and Soviet Russia. 
For almost two decades, the President reminded 
us, both nations have been “ caught up in a vi
cious and dangerous cycle with suspicion on one 
side breeding suspicion on the other, and new 
weapons begetting counter-weapons.” The result 
is that each nation now has a sufficient store 
of instruments of mass destruction to blow up 
the other— and neither has security.

Ever since V-J Day, under both Democratic 
and Republican Presidents, the United States 
has sought dependable devices to reduce this 
incubus of terror. Now for the first time there 
is reason for hope that shifts in the world bal
ance and in the thinking of Soviet leaders make 
possible a beginning along the road to peace. 
The partial test-ban treaty is the initial expres
sion of that possibility. The Senate is properly 
concerned about the danger that it may contain 
hidden defects injurious to our national welfare. 
But, while continuing its search for such flaws, 
it must also be concerned about the danger that 
in our zeal for an unattainable perfection in 
security we will destroy any real chance of fu r - ' 
ther movement along the path that leads away 
from nuclear annihilation. -s*"



Demolishing an Unbuilt School
;  The first reaction to the Board of-Education’s 

order for demolition of a 60 per cent completed 
RJiblic school building is inevitably one of shock, 
^taste of any kind is distasteful, even though 
t-fee board has informed the public that the con
tractor is to blame for improper cement-mixing 
apd that none of the considerable financial loss 
TX-jll be borne by the taxpayer. The time lost in 
getting a badly needed school built in Brooklyn 
ig bound to hurt the schooling of the neighbor
hood's children. At best, they may hope to find 
temporary schools —  and providing these, of 
course, will cost money, too.
• Nevertheless, if the board’s findings of infe

rior materials and workmanship are valid, the 
dt-astic action recommended by its experts ap
pears the only right course. The city has already 
hh.d too much experience with school buildings 
that deteriorate soon after completion. More 
important, the long-range safety of school build
ings permits no compromise with quality.



The Crime of Execution f V .
Capital punishment, for whatever crime and 

regardless of the method of execution, increas
ingly offends and troubles the conscience of 
civilized peoples. We urged its abolition in New 
York at the last session of the State Legisla
ture. A  long step in that direction was taken
with removal of the death sentence as a man
dated penalty for premeditated murder, which 
New York alone among the 50 states had kept 
on the books. We hope the time will come, and 
soon, when this barbaric relic of the Dark Ages 
of penology has been removed from the criminal 
codes of all 50 states, including New York. 
Some methods of execution are more “humane” 
than others; but all should go.

The Spanish Government is still executing 
people by garroting. This painful torture, carried 
out recently against two alleged “ terrorists” in 
Madrid, is inflicted with a metal collar that is 
gradually tightened until the spinal column is 
broken. Cruel methods of punishment are all the 
more deplorable when they are committed in 
peacetime. Death penalties for political and 
economic “ crimes” especially—whether carried 
out by garroting or in more “ humane” ways, 
such as firing squads and hanging—are uncivi
lized acts.

A U.N. Economic and Social Council study 
earlier this year, based on data from 65 coun
tries, found that when the death penalty was 
abolished there was no increase in crime. 
Whether for capital crimes that all men deplore 
or political crimes that merely offend the party 
in power, state killings are acts of vengeance 
that cure nothing. The U.N.’s moral force should 
be applied to call attention to the primitive 
means used by various countries to torture 
people today.





Measure to Citrb

I erations of supersoijfffjjSfcKKins- i 
, ports were proposed this -week1 ]
5 by Representative.^Rorrian C. (
’  Pucinski, DemocraSrof Illinois. • 
= He introduced in' the House ! 
j a bill designed to deal with i 
t problems created by sonic booms i 
j from such planes.
, Unless restrictions are im- s 
’ posed now, airlines will invest t 

millions of dollars in supersonic I 
jets that could lace the nation p 
with sonic-boom corridors ca- s 
pable of causing widespread 
damage, he said. t

■ “Our present jets were de- i 
' signed with absolutely no con- 1 
sideration being given to noise 1 
abatement,” Mr. Pucinski said. 1 

“Because no action was taken 
prior to the advent of the jet 
to establish maximum noise 
standards, millions of American 
people today are suffering in
tolerable discomfort from exces
sive noise in areas removed 
several miles from jet airports,” 
he said. “We cannot let this 
tragedy be compounded by fail
ing to take action now against 
excessive noise from supersonic 
aircraft.”

Mr. Pucinski said it was ironic 
that requests for proposals made 
by the Federal Aviation Agency 
to develop an American super
sonic transport did not call for 
power plants that reflected a 
concern for excessive noise and 
sonic booms.

Mr. Pucinski, whose district 
is east of Chicago’s O’Hare 
Field, said he hoped the pro
posal would compel designers to 
give noise control high consid
eration “as long as we are de
veloping an entirely new super
sonic transport power plant.”

His bill would bar civil super
sonic jet flights over the United 
States by any plane that pro
duced overpressures exceeding 
1.5 pounds a square foot on the 
ground directly beneath the 
flight path. He said these over
pressures caused sonic booms.

The measure would also pro
hibit such planes from landing 
or taking off from American 
airports unless it could be shown 
that the ground noise generated 
was substantially lower than 
that produced by long-rang< 
supersonic jets.



The Beetles
July is the month o f the beetles. You see and 

hear them everywhere, fireflies in. the dusk, 
whirligigs on tepid ponds, rose beetles, bean 
beetles, squash beetles, potato bugs, ladybugs 
and literally thousands of others in park and 
field and garden. A t the latest count there were 
275,000 known species in the world, 27,000 in 
the United States; the numbers rise each, year 
as new species are identified.

Most beetles—the firefly is a notable excep
tion— are hard-shelled, bumbling insects with 
inadequate wings, active legs, big appetites and 
aggressive natures. Generally considered an 
economic nuisance, they still have their purpose 
in the world’s ecology. Without them, many 
birds would starve, forest litter would clutter 
the woodland, carrion would taint the air.

Some species eat dead wood, some destroy 
weeds, some eat or bury dead birds and small 
animals. Some help keep other insects in check; 
ladybug beetles are the chief scourge of the 
incredibly fecund aphids. Eons ago the beetles 
made adaptations by which one species or an
other lives and thrives in almost every niche 
in nature. Thus they persist, in a way justifying 
the ancient Egyptian belief that the scarab 
beetle represented immortality.

You hear them now, the larval grubs now 
grown to chitin-armored maturity, making a 
day-long undertone of summer sound, clicking, 
rustling, rattling, bumbling in flight. They 
scurry at the grass roots, gnaw at the tree 
leaves, eat the blossoms, full of midsummer 
energy. The countless, ubiquitous beetles that 
possess July.



^Summer’s Song
By midsummer the songbirds are less jubilant, 

though they still join in a dawn chorus; and at 
dusk the wood thrush and the brown thrasher 
remind us that July itself is a song. But the 
enduring themes are so quietly sung that we 
need all our senses to know them.

Growth and fruiting and change are the in
sistent melodies now, and all are of more than 
aural meaning. Growth is everywhere, in the 
roadside weed patch, the grassy meadow, the 
brushy margin and the woodland itself. Twig 
and stem have their own rhythms, their own 
subtle melodies. So does fruiting, the opening 
of the bud, the spread of petal, the insistence of 
pollen, the ripening of the fertile seed which is 
the plant’s particular song of endless tomor
rows. Silent songs of growth and fruiting, yet 
fundamental and as true to rhythm as was the 
ecstatic song of the oriole in June.

Change is less obvious, since it is essentially a 
song of time, and time flows in a steady, silent 
stream. But there is the song of change in every1 
sunrise, every noontime, every dusk that creeps 
down from the hills. It is a song sung by light 
striking through green leaves, by cool shadows 
on the grass, by moonlight on dark water, by 
starlight in the night. The endless song of 
change.

The rhythms endure and the days pass, each 
hour another note in the eternal song. The 
solstice is now three \yeeks past and already 
the quiet, fundamental songs have a few note's , 
of August’s theme, and even September’s. Look
ing, listening, sensing, we know that this is / 
summer’s song; but we also know that no sum
mer song lasts forever.



The Foreverness o f June
Mid-June, no matter what the year, is a kind 

f anmmary of all the June« that ever were It
b . i h T  * knowlnK and a recalling, a time that waa and ia and alwaya will be a time-

^  " ® * m.bhe7 d, daiiieB' and the bird eonga an* 
' ¡ i  *°“g ,_tthat have sung In the human heart
S th  I f / T  Mid*June la hoped-for

1° n*®d-for beauty and hoped-for hap- 
P nesa, dreama that could come true five minute, 
irom now.

tinn'ith ripCn’ remembered perfec
tion with the taate of yesterday*« youth. Pasture
n»ea bloom with the .implicity of beauty a.
new as the night’s dew and as old as time itself

Elm0St trUe C“ t> aeU »hnost due
d a ^ i'e H ^ J ir  are/ ifteen hours a“d more of daylight, within a few .eoonds of the year’s
longest «pan. The rains have eased the drought,

rains of June- Shade lies 
cool and deep beneath the Jong-known maple. 
Fireflies wink in the late dusk. Brooks hav/not 
yet languished into July’s torpor. V-mus is the
m0l S niL!tr  and Mar* 11 th® ,tar oi evening.„ V1® ^ h u m  of mid-June bid. one look for 
yesterday, and find it, in the lush meadow. 
Butterfly wing, lead one down the hillside with 
other Junes. A dragonfly bids one to the water’s 
edge, there to see mirrored the face of ye.ter- 
mderfast* va^“bond. And all around, overhead,
the ^  a,f' U 0,6 reD1*nibering,^ k n o w in g . ^  being 0f June and the 
P s.^lon hrlTttr partaking and the forever 

sweet foreverness cf mid-June.



The Foreverness of June
Mid-June, no matter what the year, is a kind 

of summary of all the Junes that ever were. It 
is a remembering, a knowing and a recalling, a 
time that was and is and always will be, a time
less time. The daisies that whiten the roadside 
are remembered daisies, and the bird songs are 
all songs that have sung in the human heart 
since hearts first sang. Mid-June Is hoped-for 
truth and longed-for beauty and hoped-for hap
piness, dreams that could come true five minutes 
from now.

Wild strawberries ripen, remembered perfec
tion with the taste of yesterday’s youth. Pasture 
roses bloom with the simplicity of beauty as 
new as the night’s dew and as old as time itself. 
The sun rises almost true east, sets almost due 
west, and there are fifteen hours and more of 
daylight, within a few seconds of the year’s 
longest span. The rains have eased the drought, 
the remembered sweet rains of June. Shade lies 
cool and deep beneath the long-known maples. 
Fireflies wink in the late dusk. Brooks have not 
yet languished into July’s torpor. V-nus is the 
morning star, and Mars is the star of evening.

The bee-hum of mid-June bids one look for 
yesterday, and find it, in the lush meadows. 
Butterfly wings lead one down the hillside with 
other Junes. A dragonfly cids one to the water’s 
edge, there to see mirrored the face of yester
day’s June vagabond. And all around, overhead, 
underfoot, in the very air, is the remembering, 
the knowing, Ujg very Ixcng o f June and the 
possessor i^ItTthe par.-iking and the forever
ness, the it.-eet forever.'fes of mid-June.



The Texture of Night
To the city dweller, accustomed to 

nights uniformly sicklied o’er with 
the pale cast of neon, the variety of 
the darkness that comes with country 
sunsets is a perpetual wonder. From 
the crisp silence of the frosts to the 
heavy, languorous murmurings of 
summer, each night has its own 
quality. Scents and sounds, light and 
shade, weave into patterns made up 
of the simplest elements, yet produc
ing the most complex effects.

There is the dry rustle of a winter

forest, when moonlight cuts silhou
ettes sharply against the snow. And 
there is the soft sighing of a July 
meadow, under thunder-heavy clouds; 
the palpable, richly odorous black
ness starred by fireflies. City nights 
only differ from the day— and man 
does his utmost to diminish that dif
ference. Country nights differ end
lessly and beautifully from one an
other, and man cannot change them. 
He can only enjoy, with a sense of 
mystery that is close to primal fear.



Picking Stones
A  countryman who has watched his gardens 

through the years knows that frosts, drought, 
insects and diseases take a toll. But there is one 
crop that never fails.

Each spring when the upland field is plowed 
the stones appear, and so far as one can judge 
the yield is as bountiful today as half a century 
ago. Geologists tell us that the four glaciers 
which have covered the Northeast deposited the 
stones as they pushed their way southward.

Early settlers used many stones to build 
stonewalls when they cleared land for crop and 
pasture. Stonewalls run beside country roads 
and circle meadow mowings., Stones were used 
as foundation material in building roads through 
swamps and lowlands.

But new stones appear each spring in the 
field. With patient horse and battered stoneboat, 
the countryman goes over the patch where he 
will plant his Red Kidneys and Green Mountains. 
It is puttering work, but on a mellow day a man 
enjoys the music of the song sparrows and the 
calls of crows. And he realizes as he picks the 
stones that this is one annual crop on which he 
can depend.



Pasture Brook
Born of a highland spring and joined with 

other small trickles to form a brook, the wind
ing stream sings as it hurries down the slope 
to meet a river. An upland pasture brook at 
this season of year is full of music and 
laughter.

It tumbles down boulder-studded hillsides 
and cascades through ravines. It leaps over 
rocky ledges and the miniature waterfall glints 
in the sun. There are places where it flows
among gray birches and pines, and the water- 
washed roots of the trees remind one of frayed 
brown rope. There are brief stretches of slight 
slope where the pebbles in the gravel bed glow 
with soft browns, grays and creams.

A pasture brook, fed by living springs, has 
personality. Droughts do not affect it; in late 
fall it is etched with icy lace along the banks; 
in winter the music is muted beneath the ice 
and snow. But when spring has arrived, the 
pasture brooks are at their best. The music 
they offer is part of the great symphony that 
encompasses the turning year.



Rain and Country RainCity
Rain in the city has its own beauty, 

especially at night, when it lacquers 
the streets with a dark shining and 
haloes each light in golden mist. But 
generally city rain seems an imperti
nent intrusion, to be shrugged off in 
the brief scamper from doorway to 
subway stairs.

Country rain, on the other hand, is 
a real and solid part of life. Its loveli
ness, washing the leaves and blades

of grass in fresh color and stirring 
trees to flickering activity, is inci
dental; its real role is a replenished 
well, a bank-high brook, a promise of 
lush growth.

One is much more aware of country 
rain than city rain. It does not come 
as a surprising spatter against a 
window pane. Instead, there are banks 
of dark clouds across a horizon that

is not hemmed out by buildings; a 
shadow falls visibly over field and 
hill. The downpour drums on roofs 
and after it has ceased wet grass and 
dripping branches keep it in lively 
memory. And even longer— when city 
streets would be 'bone-dry again—  
noisy rivulets and darkened streams 
carry the perennial promise of the 
rain.



Marching Evergreens
Serried ranks march down boulder-studded 

hillsides. They stride across thin-soiled upland 
fields In military formation they encircle moun
tain valleys; in flanking movements they capture 
abandoned pastures. Tall spruces and hemlocks 
fnrm the rear guard; the main body of troops 
are in the cente.r and out in front are small trees, 
advance scouts reconnoitering new territory.

One of Nature’s appealing pictures is a P ’°up 
of marching evergreens. Sometimes gray birches 
resTmble white threads in the thickening green 
cloak Through the turning years, the 
woodland takes over the land cleared two cen
turies ago by pioneers who ^ p e d  make a new 
nation from a wilderness. Now Nature takes 
back that which man used for a brief time. 
Marching evergreens move forward and when 
dusk darkens the countryside, the9on| ° f the 
hermit thrush is a benediction on the land.
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Topics
The age-old conflict be- 

Man tween man and bird stays 
Vs. steadily in the news with- 
Bird out need of such an ob

vious boost as the recent 
opening of a film in which the 
world’s 10 billion birds are shown 
uniting in a war against mankind. 
Every so often we are jolted by the 
report of a new incident, generally 
detailing some assault on the part 
of the birds, to keep us from lulling 
ourselves into complacent careless
ness toward our winged enemy. 
These have included stories of hun
dreds of hungry doves who recently 
attacked a woman carrying bread 
rolls on an English street, of hungry 
crows yearly killing thousands of 
sheep around the world, of pigeons 
getting the blame for Philadelphia’s 
worst fire, last New Year’s Day. 
Early last week this newspaper had 
an account of a heron which wan
dered into an empty swimming pool 
in Brooklyn, reason unknown. It all 
makes one wonder if the eagle that 
battered every window until he 
broke into the original United Na
tions building at Lake Success was 
a vandal, or an ambassador bearing 
warning from the birds, possibly 
from the kingdom set up between 
heaven and earth in Aristophanes’ 
greatest masterpiece.

------- a t ?  m e scores oi
Wisdom planes downed by birds 

of all victims of accident ?
Crow* Then how do we ex

plain the New Mexico 
eagle that attacked three Army 
planes again and again until it 
crashed lifeless in the fray? Or the 
Greek eagles that repeatedly at
tacked their country’s warplanes 
during the last war? Are birds 
capable of deliberate action? An 
owl on the Oberlin College campus 
knew enough to attack a score of 
whistling students who annoyed it, 
while annoyed humans only wished 
they - dared do the same. Crows 
have shown wisdom enough to steal 
coins from newsstands, candy from 
children, even mouthfuls from ice 
cream cones, slashing with their 
beaks (much like any criminal) 
whoever tries to stop them. Are 
birds thinking animals? Billions of 
them can find their way home with 
their eyes shut much better than 
can the best human navigator with 
the most advanced instruments.

Oftentimes we un-
Attack derestimate the fight- 

Without ing power of the birds.
Reason Yet a bluejay attacked 

a crowd of 300 when 
its fledgling fell out of a tree in 
Brooklyn, cut a seven-inch gash in 
a girl’s arm, and drew blood from 
seven other bystanders. It took 
three squad cars and an ambulance 
to bring the little bird to a motor
ized capture. Often, however, birds 
seem to attack for no apparent 
reason. A six-foot eagle knocked a 
woman rider off her horse and con
tinued fighting her even after she 
broke its wing. A four-foot hawk 
grasped a shepherd’s thumb in its 
talons, clinging on while the man 
dashed it against the ground. A 
falcon broke through a Long Island 
screen door to attack a sleeping 
vacationer mercilessly. A hungry 
owl took on three woodmen, one 
after another, until a hatchet swung 
from a protecting blanket felled the 
54-inch bird. We sometimes are 
lulled by the thought that birds 
attack only singly or in wilderness. 
Yet 5,000 sea gulls in one swoop 
once descended on New York’s own 
Central Park to feast on a new 
hatching of flying aphids.

The birds, incidental- 
A ly, are far from being 

Long too dumb to remember 
Memory our inhumanity to 

them. A Long Island 
swan whose father and mother were 
killed by a hit-and-run car ran and 
hit passing cars for five years until 
she was killed in a hand-to-claw 
fight with a stalled motorist. A 
five-foot heron who was caught on 
a fishing hook waited patiently un
til he was disengaged, then beat 
and bit the clumsy fishermen until 
he hurt them as much as they had 
hurt him. Only then did he fly 
away. Again, a giant crow, angered 
by a gunshot wound, furiously at
tacked a driver until he wrecked 
his car, and even then did not stop 
from ripping away at his face. Such 
outbursts of vengeance may well 
make us wonder whether the 8,000 
birds that let themselves be trained 
so easily to attack people in “The 
Birds,” were not pursuing an ulteri
or motive. Were they striking back 
at us for all our strikes at them? 
Or were they, even worse, training 
for the day when they really might 
make all-out war against us all? 
For the ornithologists tell us that, 
if a universal disaster ever were 
to make the birds hungry enough, 
nothing on earth could stop us from 
becoming their next delicious meal. 
If man in his gloomier moments, on 
the bluest of Blue Monday, some
times feels a bit like a lowly worm 
—well, there may be an agreement 
elsewhere on that.

AFTER THE STORM
All night long 
the splintered rain 
needled the wincing 
window pane 
with a thin voice 
of old sea tales 
from days before 
Odysseus sailed 
of monsoon, typhoon 
gale and mud 
to bully the land-locked 
heart with flood 
daring the vitreous sun 
to claim 
a wild eye 
water cannot tame.

DIANA DEB HOVANESSIAN.



The Week of the Eagle
This week’s celebrations once were known as 

“ making the eagle scream,”  and they were 
marked by what was called spread-eagle oratory. 
The references, of course, were to the bald eagle; 
and though both celebrations and oratory have 
changed, the eagle hasn’t, except in numbers. It 
remains one o f the world’s most majestic birds 
and an impressive national symbol.

With its seven-foot wingspan, the bald eagle is 
one of the biggest birds on this continent. Its 
glistening brown body and gleaming white head, 
neck and tail give it both beauty and dignity. 
Either at rest or on the wing it has power and 
grace. It marks great lines across the sky. It 
perches on high crags and in tall trees on high 
places. Its eyesight is proverbial and its ferocity 
in,defense of nest and young is legendary. It is 
a noble, fearless bird.

Once distributed over the whole United States 
and northward into Alaska, it was a fabulous 
companion of our early explorers, particularly 
those who traveled the great rivers. It eats dead 
fish, among other food, and this diet is one of 
the principal reasons why the eagle is a vanish
ing bird today. Too many fish have been killed 
in recent years by poisonous insecticides that 
make many birds, including eagles, sterile. Be
cause the bald eagle nests only once a season 
and raises only two fledglings a year, a few 
sterile years can decimate its numbers— and have 
done so.

In our national traditions, this is the Week of 
the Eagle, a week to remember men who marked 
great lines across the sky o f history, men whose 
bold courage justified the bald eagle as our 
national emblem.



The Green Leaves g
Green leaves are so plentiful, from April till 

October, that we take them for granted. Every 
tree and bush has leaves, and every grassy place 
is a mass of leafage. Even the geranium on a 
window sill is a part of the green miracle, 
spreading its leaves to catch the sunlight. Even 
the weeds among the rubble in a vacant lot.

The leaf is commonplace, but without the 
green leaf we would perish, all o f us. The mys
terious green chlorophyll within the leaf manu
factures the basic foodstuff for all the animal 
life on earth and does it without a sound, with
out one wisp of smoke or fumes. And beyond 
this quiet creation of fundamental sugars and 
starches, this mysterious process which is at 
the heart of all our harvests, the leaves cool and 
refresh the whole atmosphere around us. They 
absorb carbon dioxide, a waste product of our 
bodies and our machines, and give off oxygen, 
our very breath of life. They cool the air by 
evaporation and renew the moisture that falls 
as replenishing rain. One average oak tree will 
give o ff 150 gallons of water on a hot sum
mer day.

That is one reason the green countryside lures 
us in summer. It not only looks cooler, it is 
cooler, and its air is fresher. That is one reason 
for parks in the cities, open spaces of grass and 
trees. We need the leaves almost as much as 
the trees themselves need them. They are funda
mental to life. We destroy the trees and banish 
the grass at our own peril.



Moon Planting
The countryman does not understand the com

plex mechanical arrangements destined to place 
explorers on the moon. But he hopes that scien
tists will not neglect the opportunity to help 
gardeners settle a long-simmering controversy 
over the influence of the moon.

It used to be thought that crops that grew 
underground should be planted in the waning 
phase and crops that matured about the surface 
should be planted in the waxing period. In 1522 
Ovideo wrote, “ Planting is done in the time of 
the new moon, for just as the moon grows 
larger, will grow the thing planted.”

The one-horse, hillside farmer in general be
lieves the scientists are right when they scoff at 
moon planting. As a practical matter and just to 
be on the safe side, he consults the almanac be
fore he places seeds in the soil.



Saturday Uity: Rooftops
An elevator ride away from the boxed streets, 

another city—indeed another world—sits atop 
Manhattan. In Brooklyn and the Bronx, pigeons 
flock and fly from their dovecotes, but Manhat
tan is different.

On the rooftops of Manhattan, especially on 
both sides of Central Park, there are strange 
sights invisible except to neighbors on higher 
floors. Glades of azalea, blossoms of stunted 
crabapples, tiny forests of hedges, thrive squatly 
in concrete tubs and gaily painted wooden boxes. 
Under candy-striped umbrellas, sunbathers 
stretch and yawn on beach chairs, stealing a 
jump on summer.

Porch furniture; but don’t try walking off 
these porches called penthouses, terraces and, 
simply, rooftops. Not even inclement weather 
can bring in residents enjoying the air and the 
view from here. They dine on cedar picnic tables 
while large rolldown awnings capture and re
verberate the sound of rain. Binoculars and 
spyglasses are kept at hand to spot high-flying 
birds, comely sun worshipers and, possibly, the 
stars of evening, higher still, and far beyond the 
elevator’s reach above the city.



June Days Begin Early
The sun now rises soon after 5 o ’clock, day

light time. June days begin early, possibly be
cause there is so much for June to accomplish. 
The leaves are spread, the early flowers have 
bloomed, and now comes the surge of growth 
that makes July and August. Tree and vine, 
bush and grass need full 15 hours o f daylight 
to complete their annual assignment.

But even a June day begins with a sense of 
peace and leisure. Night is gone, the stars have 
faded, yet the day itself takes its own time in 
rousing. The insects are quiet, still sluggish 
with the night’s chill. A  few birds sing, but 
even the chattering brown thrasher is somewhat 
restrained, waiting for full sunlight. The night’s 
mist lingers in the hollows, shimmering like 
remnants of vanished starlight, reluctant to go.

The trees, lush with fresh green, seem to 
shiver and stretch as a breath of breeze touches 
them. They shed a fine shower of dew from 
their night-washed leaves and almost catch their 
breath, as though newly wakened. Beneath 
them, the grass twinkles. Buttercups nod at the 
edge of the hay meadow, and yesterday’s cutting 
of hay, awaiting the day’s sun for further curing, 
breathes the essence of June in the dampness 
of first sunlight.

A robin scolds, then flies to the tall elm and 
begins to sing. A grosbeak takes the cue and 
whistles from the nearest maple. The thrasher 
stops chattering. The mist rises and the day 
begins, but still unhurried, still peaceful, still full 
of that sense of unending time, o f long-day June.



May’s Golden Dust
If the air of May seems to have a golden glint, 

particularly in the woodland, it is not only be
cause the sunlight has its own aura. The air 
itself is dusted with the substance of life, the 
incredibly extravagant pollen crop of the trees. 
The hickories, the oaks, the walnuts and all the 
conifers are in blossom and spreading veritable 
clouds of sulphur-yellow pollen from their 
stamens in one of earth’s oldest fertility rites.

This golden dust of life, so minute that it 
dances in the sunbeams that filter through the 
woodland, hangs most heavily over the pines 
and spruces now, for they are the most generous 
o f all the sylvan producers. It forms a yellow 
film on rain pools and makes them look like 
molten gold. It dusts the leaves of the under
brush. It filters into nearby houses and mists 
polished tabletops. It feels as fine as talc be
tween the fingers.

Yet this tree pollen is so nearly indestructible 
that deposits of it in old peat bogs can be iden
tified centuries later. We probe and search and 
speculate, and all around us is life itself, finer 
than dust, insistent as. time and eternity, simple 
as pollen.



%

Independence in 1963
Every generation has to live out its history; 

In its own terms. We who today celebrate th e 
greatest of our anniversaries have the right to 
interpret the Declaration o f Independence as wte 
would apply it in 1963, not just as the Founding 
Fathers applied it in 1776.

They said that it was a “self-evident” trutih 
that “all men are created equal.”  In the deepest 
sense this is true, as all the great religions and 
philosophies of the world have taught. Yfet 
some of the men who signed the Declaration 
o f Independence had slaves. The “ unalienable 
rights”  with which, they said, the Creator en
dowed all men did not apply to the black man. 
He was still a property. In the ethos o f those 
times it was not wrong to own men and women 
and treat them, whether kindly or cruelly, as 
one treated cows and horses.

| If the idea shocks us today, it is because, we 
live in times different from those of 1776, be
cause the world that had known and accepted 
slavery all through history— ancient and mod
em, pagan and Christian— changed in the .19th 
century. Today, we again say that it is self- 
evident that men were created equal; but, this 
time we mean all men, of all colors, all ljaces, 
all creeds. >

i The spirit that pervades the Declaratibn of 
Independence upholds these ideas. The ^tineri- 

, can Revolution was really fought for freedom,
1 not just the freedom of the 13 colonies fnom an 
I “ absolute tyranny” o f the King of Great Britain 
■ who, by modem standards, was far from  being 

a tyrant. In the concept of American freedom, 
it was surely implicit that every human being 
had equal rights. The chief glory of the .Ameri
can Revolution, unlike the French Resolution 
and all the social revolutions since theih which 
have copied France, was that it created a po
litical, social, economic and administrativue struc
ture which permitted a people and a nation to 
develop in freedom.

Development, by definition, is a proc ess. We 
are still, 187 years after the Declaration of In
dependence, going through that process. The 
forces molding and directing it, by the. mysteri
ous workings o f history, have swelled to a tidal 
wave in 1963. These forces have taken a special 
emphasis and form that we call integration. -We 
could call it independence; because independence, 
in its broadest sense, is what must now and 
finally be shared with every other human being, 
not in “ these Colonies,”  as they wrote in 1776, 
but in these United States, and in fact, eventual
ly, in all the world.



Memorial Day, 1963
On Memorial Day, equality is eternal. Glory 

is dimmed. Causes are half-remembered. Sides 
fade and countries shrink. Braid and banners, 
epaulets and bars fray and tarnish. Wars merge. 
Gettysburg, San Juan, Verdun, Anzio, Pusan, 
all are one battle. On once-numbered hills, 
numberless men. Over vapor trails and smoking 
seas, a cloudless calm. Ideals go marching on 
at the graveside. Minié ball or sophisticated 
missile? Across the war years, to those who 
grieve, it matters little. We honor them and 
theirs. And pledge, imperfectly, for humanity 
and peace.



A Day to Remember
, It will never be possible for this generation to 
forget what happened at Pearl Harbor on Dec. 7, 
1941. We have to recall the proud ships reeling 
in the smoke and their tom and drowning crews 
struck down by a treacherous attack, organized 
and directed while peace negotiations with Japan 
were going on in Washington.

On that Sunday morning twenty years ago as 
the first shock waves spread over America, it 
would have been hard for us to believe in the 
future that is now the present. It would have 
been hard for us to believe that those who were 
our enemies on both sides of the world in Decem
ber, 1941, are now our friends. But so it is.

The dead sailors who still lie at the bottom of 
Pearl Harbor, the men who died at Tarawa and 
other contested fields, those who died in the 
Normandy landing and in the defense of what 
used to be called Stalingrad—all these were the 
victims of history and all were in some way the 
defenders of civilization, l

The old hates are dead. We gain little by new 
hates. On this day of memories there is no value 
in resentments against whole peoples. What we 
should ha.te, to paraphrase President Roosevelt’s 
famous remark, is hate itself, as the wreaths are 
thrown into the sea at Pearl Harbor or placed on 
tombs of fighting men the world over.



D Day—Plus 19 Years
The 6th of June reminds us that history re

fuses to compromise with time. Neither personal 
lives nor lives of governments remain true to 
wartime dreams. Anachronisms abound; enig
mas puzzle still. On the 6th of June, 1944, Amer
ican and British airborne pathfinders stepped 
into the moonlight sky over the Normandy beach
head, pointing the way for the greatest military 
invasion in history. It meant the beginning of 
the end of Nazi Germany.

Then our allies the Russians wanted this “ sec
ond front” to relieve the pressure on their own; 
now our opponents the Russians exert their con
siderable energies to oust our influence from the 
Continent. Then France and her brave Maquis 
welcomed Allied liberators with kisses and cham
pagne; now President Kennedy’s scheduled trip 
to Europe does not even include an invitation to 
lunch from President de Gaulle. Then the Brit
ish Isles harbored the Free French in hours of 
Occupied darkness; now the British are blocked 
by the French from the Common Market.

And the vanquished? Italy lives through an 
economic miracle, and a divided Germany, with 
the help of reborn industrial empires such as 
Krupp, has in its Western half a higher stand
ard of living than most of the war’s victors.

These are high-level, governmental changes 
in the East-West confrontation. On the personal, 
or hedgerow level, there are still unchanged mo
ments and memories: of brave men in combat, 
fighting for freedom and against tyranny. D-Day 
was a mixture of wartime mud and glory and 
death and victory. The grand alliances have 
changed, but a United Nations grew out of the 
war, still thrives, and it must grow stronger.

Those long ago goals so aptly expressed in 
the Four Freedoms—of speech, of worship, from 
want, from fear—still stand for all peoples—  
though they are unrealized by most, 19 years 
after the first great step toward victory.



Where were you when you heard 
the news twenty years ago today?

Pearl Harbor has lived as a day of 
memory no less than a day of Infamy. 
Most of us can easily remember where 
we were and what we were doing on 
that Sunday so long ago when we 
heard the news that was to change so 
many lives and alter so completely 
the course of world history.

What we were doing, for the most 
part, were the simple, ordinary things 
that make up normal, everyday life 
on a Sunday in America—listening to 
a football game on the radio,leafing 
through the Sunday paper, visiting

December 7, 1961
friends, taking a drive in the family 
car.

We do those same things today, for, 
on the surface at least, much of 
American life is unchanged. We still 
follow football broadcasts, read the 
Sunday papers, go out for Sunday 
drives.

And yet it is a far different world 
from that of twenty years ago. Pearl 
Harbor alerted this country, and 
others, to the danger of attack with
out warning. The development of 
rocketry and nuclear science has so 
sharpened that peril that no one can 
ever face the future with quite the 
confidence that was possible twenty

years ago. Few people walk in fear, 
for humanity’s faith in its own sur
vival is indestructible, but we all are 
aware of the devastation and disaster 
that would surely follow another 
world conflict.

That the twentieth anniversary of 
Pearl Harbor Day finds the world deep 
in another crisis comes as no surprise, 
for it has seen—and survived—many 
such since the war ended, in Korea, 
the Middle East, Southeast Asia and 
Berlin.

We are confident that the Congo 
crisis, like those before it, will be 
surmounted and contained. And yet 
there can be no doubt that it repre
sents a serious and dangerous de
velopment, involving as it does the 
prestige and manpower of the United 
Nations, which came into being four 
years after Pearl Harbor, and which 
was designed, among other things, to 
make its recurrence impossible.

The slow decline of a world organ
ization dedicated to the preservation 
of the peace is no new phenomenon 
in this century. Were such a tragedy 
permitted to overtake the United 
Nations, the disaster to the world 
would be incalculable. Surely this, too, 
was one of the lessons of Pearl 
Harbor, and one which seems as 
pertinent as ever twenty years later.



On Behalf of '16s"
Y X 7E  WOULD like to register a pro- 

v '  test in behalf of 16 year olds. 
They would be deprived of driving 
automobiles, except under "special 
conditions,” by a bill that has passed 
the Assembly.

They would have to wait until 
they were 18.

The bill would allow youngsters 
to obtain special licenses if married, 
or if they could show a “ need,” or if 
they used cars to drive to work.

W e feel such a law would be un
workable. Everyone would either 
discover a “ need” or there would be 
so much “ bootlegging” that policing 
the law would be impossible.

Statistics f r o m  the California 
State Automobile Association seem 
to question the need for such a 
law. Sixteen year olds account for 
2.53 per cent of the drivers and have 
2.28 per cent of the accidents. On the

other hand, 19 year olds account for 
.81 per cent of the drivers and have 
3.41 per cent of the accidents; and 13 
year olds comprise .88 per cent of 
the drivers and have 3.89 per cent of 
the accidents. So why pick on the 16 
year olds?

This newspaper has campaigned 
long and loud for highway safety. 
We are concerned about the problem, 
including the part of the young 
drivers in auto accidents.

W e would like to see satisfactory 
completion of a driver training course 
in high school as a requisite for 16 
year olds in obtaining a driver's 
license.

Most insurance companies know 
this is good. They grant special reduc
tions in rates for those who can show 
this certificate of completion.

To arbitrarily say that no one 
under 18 should drive is just picking 

on the wrong kids.



Aiding the Jobless
Economic stability for the nation and eco

nomic assistance to its jobless workers will both 
be advanced if Congress approves President Ken
nedy’s proposals for a basic liberalization of the 
Federal-state unemployment insurance system. 
Present benefits are too low and too limited in 
duration to meet the demands of an economy 
in which the unemployment rate has stayed 
above 5Y2 per cent for more than five years.

Mr. Kennedy wants idle workers to get bene
fits equal to half their usual wages. That would 
be an initial Federal goal, with the ratio going 
up to two-thirds of lost earnings by 1970. These 
targets are in line with the original aims of the 
job insurance system, but they have long been 
ignored. Present benefits average $35.52 a week, 
as against an average weekly wage for factory 
workers of $97.84. The gap is much too substan
tial to permit any approximation of normal fam
ily living standards when breadwinners cannot 
find work.

The hardship is made more acute by the 
frequency with which benefits run out before 
the worker does get placed. One-fifth of the in
sured unemployed last year were jobless for 
more than 26 weeks, the usual time limit for 
payments under regular state programs. Stop
gap extensions, out of Federal funds, of the kind 
Congress authorized in the recession periods of 
1958 and 1961 are a skimpy answer. A federally 
underwritten program providing 26 weeks of 
extended coverage for the long-term jobless 
would be more in tune with the realities of 
technological displacement.

The President’s recommendations also would 
bring more workers under the program and 
make other desirable changes in the interest 
of strengthening defenses against economic 
downturns. The need for a general overhaul of 
the job insurance structure has been recognized 
by Presidents Truman, Eisenhower and Kennedy. 
It is time for Congress to act.



Salvaging Foreign Aid
The Administration is belatedly seeking to 

repair the damage it has inflicted on its own 
foreign aid program. Its endorsement of the 
Clay report, and ,its silence following General 
Clay’s testimony that aid could be cut to $4 
billion, whetted the axes of Congressional op
ponents of foreign aid.

It is doubtful that the new salvage opera
tion will persuade Congress to approve the $4.5 
billion requested. But at least the White House 
has recognized the grave danger in trying to 
mollify the opposition. It was all very well to 
favor a realistic approach and accept the need 
for a hard-headed reappraisal, but the Admin
istration’s failure to support its own program 
was unrealistic.

This has finally been acknowledged by the 
White House. The President has given his unre
served backing to the building of a steel mill in 
India, one of the most controversial projects in 
the whole program. And David E. Bell, the 
foreign aid administrator, has at long last de
fended the $4.5 billion request as essential for 
protecting the security of the United States and 
insuring the strengthening of the free world. If 
this renewed effort to rally support is pressed 
with all the resources at the command of the 
White House, the nation’s foreign aid bill may 
be kept from being completely wrecked.



Connecticut, 1879?
The State of Connecticut has an opportunity 

to leap from the year 1879 clear into the twen
tieth century. Once again its House of Rep
resentatives has voted to repeal an 84-year-old 
law, a vestige of Puritanical legislation, which 
bars the use of contraceptive devices or drugs 
and prevents a physician from prescribing them. 
And once again repeal is expected to be blocked 
in Connecticut’s upper house.

The Connecticut law was put to the test by 
the Planned Parenthood Federation two years 
ago, but the Supreme Court evaded a clear-cut 
ruling on its validity. Justice Harlan, however, 
declared that a statute “ making it a criminal 
offense for married couples to use contraceptives 
is an intolerable and unjustified invasion of pri
vacy.”

That is the heart of the matter. It is not the 
proper function of the law to attempt to impose 
any particular group’s special moral or religious 
practices on other groups. Justice* William J. 
Brennan Jr., in an important new book called 
“The Great Rights,” declares: “The government 
of each state was the creation of the people 
of the state; the source of power was the people 
of that state. The only end and aim of govern
ment was to secure the people in their natural 
and civil rights.”

The people of the State of Connecticut— all 
of them—deserve to have their natural and civil 
rights respected by removing the 1879 law from 
the books.



— I
Last Stop on the Featherbed Line

The railroad work rules dispute has 
dragged on now for three and a half 
years, with twin threats hanging'over 
the railroad industry and the nation: 
on the one hand a disastrous nation
wide strike, on the other a continued 
drain on the railroads’ already sorely 
depleted treasuries.

While the studies and maneuvers 
and court battles have gone on, the 
carriers have continued to shell out 
$600 million a year in featherbedding 
tribute— $600 million a year which is 
urgently needed to bolster shaky 
financial positions and to provide 
better service.

Now that the Presidential emer
gency board’s report is in, only the 
30-day waiting period provided by 
the Railway Labor Act bars the five 
operating unions from striking. And 
they have threatened to strike if the 
carriers put their proposed work rule 
changes into effect— i. e., if they move 
to eliminate useless jobs and drop 
unneeded workers.

The 15-man Presidential commis
sion that reported last year, after a 
13-month study, offered a detailed 
and comprehensive set of recommen
dations eminently fair to both sides. 
It backed the carriers on the reform 
most urgently sought by them and 
most urgently fought by the unions: 
elimination of Diesel firemen in 
freight and yard service. But it offered 
generous severance and retraining 
benefits to these and some 25,000 
other superfluous workers who also 
would be eventually displaced; it 
offered job security to those with 
more than 10 years’ service (with 
their jobs gradually eliminated by 
attrition). It provided for an over
haul of the complex, archaic and 
grossly inequitable structure of pay 
and hours, with 75 per cent of the 
workers getting pay increases. The 
carriers agreed to its recommended 
terms; the unions refused, continuing 
their fight for the right to fatten on 
the fruits of other people’s labor.

The emergency board did not try 
to recover the special commission’s 
ground. It sought, rather, to mediate 
between the parties. It failed to get 
an agreement and now has thrown 
the problem back in their laps for 
further collective bargaining. Though 
its report in general was fuzzy, it did 
contain recommendations— some of 
which merely call for arbitration 
of unsettled diffei’ences— which the 
carriers are willing to accept as the 
basis of an agreement. These go about 
as far as the carriers can by any 
stretch of reason be asked to go in 
yielding to the unions’ terms.

The railroads have to be allowed to 
put their operations on an economic 
basis, and the sooner they start the 
greater the cushion they can provide 
for workers due to be displaced.

Reactionary unions can’t forever 
mire so. vital an industry in coal- 
shovel days, and they are doing their 
own members a disservice by encour
aging the belief that they can.



Keeping Peace in the Mideast
In the face of rising clamor for more forceful 

American intervention in the Middle East, Presi
dent Kennedy is pursuing a course that comports 
with peace and therefore with the true interests 
of all concerned, including the United States. 
He has warned both the Arab states and Israel 
that the United States opposes aggressive and 
preventive war artel that in the case of any kind 
of aggression, we will take whatever action is 
necessary, in the United Nations and on our 
own, to prevent it.

The Kennedy policy has been established 
American policy all along. It was applied during 
the Suez crisis in 1956, when the United States, 
opposing both Israel and our British and French 
allies, enlisted the United Nations to end the 
invasion of Egypt. It was applied again in 1958, 
when the United States landed troops in Lebanon 
to guard that country, at its request, against 
Communist influences behind the revolt that 
overthrew the monarchy in Iraq. It is being 
applied today in the American effort to dis
engage President Nasser and Saudi Arabia from 
the simmering civil war in Yemen.

The threat of new conflict in the Middle East 
is real. The vow to annihilate Israel has become 
an Arab shibboleth to test a “ true” Arab and 
is the main unifying force among the divergent 
Arab states. It was incorporated in the recent 
proclamation of the United Arab Republic. And 
Nasser’s efforts to arm himself with Soviet 
weapons, some built by German scientists, lends 
sinister weight to such threats.

Understandably enough, Israel has become 
alarmed. But Premier Ben-Gurion’s proposal of 
an American-Israeli defense pact would not only 
eliminate whatever influence the United States 
may be gaining in the Arab lands but also drive 
the latter toward the Soviets.

The only real solution to the Middle Eastern 
problem is, of course, a peace settlement. As 
long as the military balance in the Middle East 
remains unchanged, the United States can best 
serve the free world not by taking sides but 
by seeking to calm the highly charged emotions 
on both sides and to keep the way open to 
genuine peace negotiations.



Ferment in Czechoslovakia
The news from Czechoslovakia in recent days 

suggests that things aren’t going too well in 
that former showplace of Communism. Two top 
Communist party leaders have been purged. A f
rican and Arab students have been beaten up 
in the center of Prague. And the food situation 
has become so acute that the Soviet Union— 
which has no real food surpluses itself-—has 
had to promise to ship Czechoslovakia 8,000 tons 
of meat and 2,000 tons of butter “ to help us 
in our difficulties,” as President Novotny put 
it. All this is a far cry from the days when 
Czechoslovakia was the so-called model of a 
Communist state.

The disarray in the Prague leadership reflects 
President Novotny’s continued maneuvering to 
avoid bearing the blame he shares for the Stalin
ist period of Czechoslovak history. In particular, 
he seeks to avoid his responsibility for the great 
Slansky frame-up trial of 1952. Many Czechs 
and Slovaks blame the country’s food and other 
economic difficulties on the extraordinarily dis
proportionate volume of economic aid Czecho
slovakia has given to underdeveloped nations. 
This helps explain the animosity which exploded 
in anti-African and anti-Arab violence in Wen- 
ceslas Square a week ago.

The people of Czechoslovakia have been long 
suffering and patient this past decade and a half 
in tolerating what is still today one of the most 
Stalinist and repressive regimes in the Com
munist world. Novotny and Co. today give their 
people neither the relative freedom of Poland 
and Hungary nor the relatively high standard 
of living they enjoyed in the past. The strains 
thus created could yet make for far more drastic 
political changes in Prague than any that have 
taken place since 1948.



If Integration Is c.
—

Abandonment Feared of Nonviolent
Methods Unless Demands Are Met

TotheE ditorofT h eN ew Y ork T imes :
Whatever may be the final effect 

of the recent racial disturbances in 
Birmingham, Nashville and else
where, their significance is very 
clear. American Negroes are no 
longer satisfied, if they ever were, 
with token desegregation irj the 
public schools or with gradualism 
in their effort to extend desegrega
tion to other institutions and facili
ties. They are going to press 
steadily and aggressively for the 
elimination of segregation and dis
crimination of every kind.

It is also clear that although they 
'will continue to welcome all the 
help they can get from the Federal 
Government in their struggle for 
their rights, they are not going to 
be prevented from vigorously 
asserting their claims by charges 
of illegality.

They will not wait for the 
Supreme Court to decide that they 
have a constitutional right to eat 
at unsegregated lunch counters in 
Nashville; they will claim that 
right. The,,- will not be stopped by 
the refusal of Birmingham to grant 
them a permit to parade; they will 
make their protest and take their 
punishment. They are not likely to 
be impressed by the advice, of 
whites who fear outbreaks of law
lessness and urge them to wait 
patiently and abide by laws they 
:onsider unjust.

It is fortunate that they have in 
Martin Luther King a leader who 
insists upon nonviolence and seeks 
to dissuade them from hatred even 
in the face of provocation, and in 
Roy Wilkins of the N.A.A.C.P., 
another leader who employs non
violent ways of attaining integra
tion. It is an evidence of their self- 
discipline that most of them have 
peen willing to follow moderate 
leaders like these.

But the danger is obvious that, 
if the whites do not satisfy their 
just demands more rapidly, many 
of them may abandon nonviolent 
methods and follow extremists who 
are increasingly making their voices 
heard. In this grave situation, 
whites in both the South and the 
North should recognize that it is 
neither just nor wise to move too 
slowly in meeting their demand to 

i be treated as first-class citizens.
| George F. T homas,
Professor of Religious Thought, 

Princeton University.
. TPi'inpptnn N. J„ May 13, 1963.



Connecticut Is Catching Up
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No public issue in the past decade 
has been enci’usted in so much igno
rance and hypocrisy as birth control.

But times change. More and more 
the problem is being exposed to hon
est examination and it is beginning to 
receive the legislative and administra
tive attention it has so long lacked. 
Just this week the Connecticut House 
of Representatives voted, 149 to 66, to 
outlaw an outmoded birth control law 
passed in 1879 to proscribe the giving 
of advice and prevent the use of con
traceptives.

If the law’s retention on the Con
necticut statutes for so long reflects

a legislative attitude less than en
lightened, it is nevertheless to Con
necticut’s credit that it is catching up. 
As the abolition act moves through 
the usual channels, we trust the 
Senate and Governor will act as de
cisively as the House.

This may not be the most dramatic 
news of the week, but it is a part of 
one of the most dramatic develop
ments in the world today. It is further 
and welcome evidence that myths 
and methods inherited from less pro
gressive days are being shed in favor 
of realism. The population explosion 
is beginning to get the common-sense 
treatment its seriousness deserves.



The Train Stops Here
The recommendations submitted by a Presi

dential emergency board offer a sound basis for 
strike-free resolution of the long dispute over 
excess manpower on the nation’s railroads. They 
go even further in protecting locomotive fire
men against the impact of rapid technological 
change than the report Mr. Kennedy received 
fourteen months ago from a special White House 
commission set up by President Eisenhower.

Since the initial proposals carefully balanced 
the railroads’ need for greater efficiency against 
the workers’ right to economic safeguards, the 
more generous treatment now available should 
halt union foot-dragging and clear the way for 
a prompt agreement. The freezing into train 
crews of unneeded men imposes on the roads 
a financial burden they cannot carry without 
continued loss of traffic to competing forms 
of transportation. The end result is job insecu
rity for all classes of rail employes.

President Kennedy, who helped make the ear
lier recommendations meaningless by refusing 
to put the prestige of his office behind them, 
now has urged both sides to accept the present 
proposals as the bedrock for a contract. Any 
disagreement over whether specific classes of 
jobs ought to be retained can be disposed of 
through binding arbitration, under the pro
cedures outlined by the emergency board. No 
such dispute can be considered serious enough 
to justify a national tie-up. As Mr. Kennedy 
said, in appealing for a harmonious settlement, 
the survival of free collective bargaining may 
be determined by the success of the railroads 
and the unions in keeping the trains running.



The U.N.’s Budget Problem
The General Assembly of the United Nations 

is meeting in special session to deal with a crisis 
that threatens it with financial and moral bank
ruptcy. Considering the stakes, the actual 
amounts involved fully justify' the ironic quip 
that “never have so many talked so much about 
so little.” The world spends upward of $120 
billion a year on armaments. But the United 
Nations is in jeopardy for the lack of a mere 
$100 million.

This is the present size of its rapidly growing 
deficit. It has this deficit mainly because nearly 
half of its 111 member nations have refused or 
have failed to pay their share of the special 
assessments for one or both, of the peace-keeping 
operations in the Congo and the Middle East, 
the biggest delinquents being Soviet Russia and 
France. The bond issue (of which about $150 
million has been bought) is providing funds for 
the moment. But unless both repayment of the 
bonds and collection of the assessments are 
assured, the present peace-keeping operations 
will have to stop and future operations of this 
sort will become impossible.

The United Nations has no power of taxation. 
But the Charter is explicit in depriving of the 
right to vote in the General Assembly any mem
ber whose payments are in arrears to the 
amount of two full years’ contribution. An ad
visory opinion of the International Court of 
Justice, accepted by the General Assembly, 
makes unpaid special assessments part of such 
arrears. The threat of suspension has prompted 
nations already subject to this penalty to pay 
up or promise to pay up. It must be taken 
seriously by all delinquents, including the Soviet 
Union and France.

The difficulty is that the suspension of the 
voting rights of such powers would precipitate a 
new crisis in the U.N. Furthermore, some of the 
smaller nations really are short of funds. Efforts 
are therefore under way to find, other solutions 
to avoid a showdown. Some promise is being 
held out by a British plan which would assess 
all members on the same percentage basis as 
their regular budget assessments, up to the first 
$10 million needed for peace-keeping operations, 
but, beyond that figure, would permit the under
developed countries to pay only half their dues. 
The wealthier nations would pay the balance.

This arrangement would undoubtedly increase 
the United States contribution beyond the ap- 
mately 30 per cent that is our theoretical limit. 
However, it would still cost the United States 
less than the nearly 50 per cent of U.N. ex- 

lenses that we are now actually meeting. And 
t would certainly not be too high a price "to 
insure that the United Nations play its proper 
role as a potent force for peace.



Observer i
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WHITE SPRINGS, Fla., May 26 
—The big stream in this part of the 
world is the Suwanee River and the 
big Yankee, naturally, is Stephen 
Foster.

There is a Stephen Foster Colonial 
Inn, a Stephen Foster Museum full 
of Stephen Foster memorabilia, a 
gift shoppe full of Stephen Foster 
picture postcards, and a Stephen 
Foster carillon that plays Stephen 
Foster melodies. For some reason, 
there is not yet a Fosterburger 
stand nor a big Steveorama Used 
Car Company, but time will take 
care of this.

The carillon, the
Way Upon museum and a hand-

What some piney park
River? where the Suwanee

flows are Florida’s 
official homage to Foster in grati
tude for his “Old Folks at Home,” 
which is the state anthem. It is all 
done with the same grandeur that 
David O. Selznick lavished on “Gone 
With the Wind,” and it has the same 
pleasantly narcotic effect on the, 
beholder.

There are shabby ironies, of course. 
Foster was a Pittsburgh man who 
knew little or nothing of the ante
bellum South he romanticized. He 
died destitute in Bellevue Hospital 
in New York.

Later, his brother, Morrison, wrote 
that the Suwanee had been selected 
for musical fame by purest chance. 
Stephen came to his Pittsburgh of
fice one day to ask the name of a , 
Southern river with two syllables 
that would fit a new song. Morrison , 
first suggested the Yazoo, then the 
Pedee. Eventually, they picked Su
wanee out of an atlas and Stephen 
shortened it to “Swanee.”

For our own time, 
The there are more perti- 
Past pent ironies. The des-

PevUited titute Yankee ballad- 
eer who died a year 

before Lincoln is now trapped in the 
race quarrel. Here, in the museum 
the state has built to his memory, 
he seems firmly enlisted in the 
Confederacy.

A series of intricately detailed 
dioramas built to illustrate his songs 
depicts an ante-bellum dream world 
of happy pickaninnies and banjo- 
strummers. "Old Black Joe,” for 
example, finds Old Joe, nattily 
tailored in a brown tailcoat, leaning 
on a gnarled cane.

In the fields before him, happy 
slaves have happily at the cotton. 
A sternwheeler plows the distant 
river. The colonnaded porch of Ole 
Massa’s mansion is visible across 
the field, with a magnificent horse- 
drawn carriage awaiting Ole Massa’s 
pleasure.

The “Swanee River” diorama is 
in the same spirit. Happy pickanin
nies under the persimmon tree. 
Happy Uncle Tom talking happily 
tb happy Aunt Jemima. The stem
wheeler in the river with Gaylord 
Ravenal escorting an exquisite gold
en girl on deck.

This is the old South 
End for of f°nti remembrance
a Poor among those who still
Yankee insist that the South

erner understands the 
Negro, that the Negro would be 
happy here if “outsiders” would 
leave him alone. And, of course, it 
is the conceit so roundly despised 
by the new Negro.

This explains why Foster’s songs 
are sung so rarely nowadays on 
radio, on television and in the 
schools. There is too much "Old 
Black Joe” in them, too much “Oh, 
darkies, how my heart is yearning!” 
They evoke a beautiful romantic 
America which, the Negro says, was 
a cruel lie.

If the Negro would like the ro
mance debunked, there are many 
whites who would 'ike to persuade 
themselves that the romance was 
pure. The Stephen Foster Museum 
comes down solidly on the side of 
romance, with its contented banjo- 
strummers, its rosewood melodeon 
and dulcimer, and its lush oil portrait 
of Foster as a dreamy-eyed Ashley 
Wilkes surrounded by ladies swoon
ing in magnolia blossoms. It is a 
strange end for a broken-down Yan
kee song writer who learned about 
Dixie in an atlas. And eventually, 
of course, there will be Fosterburg
ers to complete his canonization.

R ussell B aker.



Time to Cancel the Gravy Train
With the report of the special 

Presidential panel, named under the 
Railway Labor Act, now in, less than 
a month remains before the operating 
unions can legally call a nation-wide 
railroad strike.

The board’s recommendations are 
far less detailed and far less com
prehensive than those of the Presi
dential commission named by Mr. 
Eisenhower, which conducted an ex
haustive 13-month study of railroad 
pay and work rules and reported in 
February of last year. But they do 
provide the basis for a settlement. 
The chief spokesman for the carriers 
quickly expressed management “sup
port” for the report; and said the 
roads were prepared to “follow the 
recommendations of the board to a 
final and binding settlement, through 
arbitration if necessary.” The union 
leaders expressed “hope that it can 
be a useful aid in the collective bar
gaining process.”

The operating unions have kept 
this dispute festering long enough; 
their determination to maintain egre
gious featherbedding practices has 
to have an end somewhere. It ought 
to and now, in the thirty-day period 
allowed for the parties to consider 
the board’s report. A  strike, such as 
the unions have threatened, would be 
an outrage. Not. only because, as 
President Kennedy declared yester
day, “uninterrupted operation of the 
nation’s railroads is imperative,” but 
because in this dispute the unions 
have no valid case. If the ailing rail- 
roads are to recover their health, 
they have to get out from under the 
staggering burden of a $600 million 
annual bill for union-enforced feath
erbedding. They have to be em
powered to announce that the gravy 
train doesn’t stop here any more. 
If the five operating unions don’t 
face up to this, they’re going to be 
face to face with an angry and im
patient public.



The Migrants Return
With the migrant birds returning, an old, old ques

tion presents itself again. Why do they come,back?
Migration has baffled man for a long time. We now 

know far more about it than ever before, but most 
cf cur knowledge is about the how rather than the 
why, the way birds migrate rather than their reasons. 
We speculate about food supply, and nesting habits, 
and living space, and even about'the ways dispersion 
benefits the species and the effect of climate on 
fertility and growth. We know a great deal about 
flyways and migration routes, and we can chart sched
ules by the weather maps. But all such knowledge 
still leaves the basic question unanswered.

Why should humming birds return all the way 
from Central America? Certainly not because they 
are crowded there, nor because they are hungry for 
the nectar from bee balm and jewel weed. Why do 
the swallows return? Northern mosquitoes surely are 
no more tasty or nourishing than those that breed 
in Southern swamps. Why should orioles come back? 
Merely to hang their nests in Northern elms?

The migrants filter in and begin to sing. And as 
the chorus grows, all through April, the puzzle be
comes more baffling. The birds sound almost ex
uberant. They sing like exiles returning to a beloved 
homeland. And none of the explanations really ex
plain. They flew away last fall, and now they are 
coming back, as they have done for aeons. We still 
don’t know why, but we welcome them.



Johnson’s '  Skin' 
Target ò f  GOP Plan

By the Associated Press 
WASHINGTON, July 21.—A re

port to congressional Republicans 
said tonight that President John
son is weak in dealing with the 
press and the GOP should take 
advantage of this and make 
friends with newsmen.

A report prepared under the 
sponsorship of House minority 
leader Gerald R. Ford, of Michi

gan, and 11 colleagues told the 
GOP members it is "suicidal” to 
view the press as an enemy.

The report, prepared by Bruce 
C. Ladd jr., former press secre
tary for defeated gubernatorial 
candidate Charles H. Percy, of 
Illinois, said Republicans should 
be “mindful of the fact that over
sensitivity to press coverage pro
duces gray hair and ulcers—noth
ing more."

Rep. GoodelPs 
Child Offered 
Poverty Aid

From the Herald Tribune Bureau

The report described as “unen- ! 
lightened” former President Dwight 1 
D. Eisenhower's denunciation of 
some columnists at the 1964 GOP j 
convention in San Francisco. It 
said Barry Goldwater, the presi- ! 
dential nominee, multiplied ten
fold the “errors of judgment” it " 
attributed to former Vice-President 
Richard M. Nixon in 1960.

WASHINGTON, July 21. — The 
administration's war on poverty has 
offered to aid a congressman’s five- 
year-old child and Rep. Adam Clay 
ton Powell, D., N.Y., has started 
an investigation.

The congressman’s child is Mi
chael C. Goodell, son of Rep 
Charles E. Goodell, R., N.Y., who 
earns $30,000 a year.

As the House pressed forward to
day on a $1.9 billion expansion of 
the anti-poverty war, Rep. Goodell 
arose to complain that his son had 
been “invited” to join "Project 
Headstart”—a summertime commu
nity action program primarily aim
ed at helping prepare deprived pre
school slum children for entry into 
the first grade.

‘Abuse of Good Idea’
“It’s an abuse of a good idea,” 

Rep. Goodell said. He reported that 
many of his neighbors in well-to-do 
northwest Washington had also 
been solicited for the "Headstart" 
program and that some of their 
youngsters had actually been en
rolled.

Rep. Powell, chairman of the 
House Education and Labor Com
mittee and floor manager of the 
poverty measure, promptly agreed.

"This is only for the poor,” he 
said. “I have instructed our chief 
counsel to find out what happened 
and to have it stopped immediate
ly.”

The program allots a 15 percent 
quota to children from middle- 
class backgrounds. The remaining 
85 percent goes to youngsters from 
families earning $3,000 or less a 
year.

Officials argue that the poor 
children benefit from the “mix" 
with youngsters from a wealthier 
environment.

As a result, the survey report 
said, (Mr. Goldiwater’s relationship 
with the press was “horrendous" 
and resulted in the nominee’s 
being “one of the least understood 
and most frequently misinterpret
ed candidates ever to seek the 
presidency.”

Nevertheless, Mr. Ladas report 
said there is a real weakness in 
what is called President Johnson’s 
“inability to deal effectively with 
the press,” adding:

“There is a tremendous oppor
tunity for Republicans to win 
friends among newsmen in Wash
ington. The president’s compulsive 
desire to totally control every as
pect of the news and of his press 
relations is bringing suffocation to 
his staff and disenchantment to 
the newsmen.

“If the Republican party is ready 
it can move into this breach and 
nail down considerable press sup
port.”

The report said “there has been 
a growing tendency on tile part 
of Republicans to suggest that the 
press, both national and local, is 
an antagonistic force which must 
be dealt with in a hostile man
ner."

“This inclination to consider 
the press as an enemy is prac
tically suicidal and intellectually er
roneous,” the report said. “Wheth
er or not the majority of working 
newsmen is inclined to personally 
favor the Democratic party is of 
little consequence.

“What is important is the fact 
that a newsman’s personal politi
cal beliefs barely have influence 
on his professional competence as 
a reporter. Objectivity is the 
keystone of the reportorial profes
sion.”
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—~ve Bu Dop, 
^iet Cong Dead

From CabU £ tspatches

ON, July''21.—Government 
-ces today broke a 24-hour 
a Special Forces camp 85

nist North Vietnam News Agency, 
claimed the guerrillas had com
pletely destroyed the camp, taken 
100 prisoners and put all its re
maining defenders “out of action.”]

The U.S. military mission in 
Saigon stood by its new policy of 
not giving out casualty figures for 
Individual battles and said merely 
that the losses at Bu Dcp had been 
“heavy.”

28 U.S. Dead in Week
However, it announced that 28 

U.S. servicemen were killed in ac
tion in Vietnam last week. Another 
100 Americans were wounded and 
seven were listed as missing or 
captured, a mission spokesman said.

The casualties r :rc  : 
heaviest suffered by U.S.

rth of here and found 
n 150 Communist bodies 
ng the camp's barbed- 
es and ruined buildings.
. 100 other guerrillas 
1 killed in air strikes 

them as they retreat- 
op at Bu Dop. 

survivors of the 
aid the nearly 300 

1 camp had suffered 
ad the six American 

ers with them were 
'd or wounded.

Jong's Liberation Ra- 
oday by the Commu- were among the 

_.J. personnel 
in a single week of the Vietnamese 
war.

The spokesman said South Viet
namese forces suffered 735 casual
ties during the week, including 240 
killed, 340 wounded and 155 missing 
or captured.

Viet Cong losses were 419 killed 
and 28 captured.

In the fighting today, 30 Guam- 
based B-52 bombers attacked Viet 
Cong installations in a jungle area 
30 miles northwest of Saigon.

It was the fifth announced raid 
made by the. B-52s in the Viet
namese war. The last reported raid 
by B-52s was last Saturday in sup
port of a ground operation.

The area of the raid was be
lieved to be just west of Bau Bang, 
where South Vietnamese forces 
were hit hard last midweek by 
Viet Cong troops.

Bien Hoa Fighting
In other action, U.S. troops guard

ing the Bien Hoa air base repulsed 
two Viet Cong probes of their lines 
last night. American casualties 
were reported light.

The troops, members of the 2d 
Brigade of the U.S. Army’s 1st Divi
sion, also came under harassing 
mortar and small-arms fire from 
the Viet Cong for the third con
secutive night.

The pilot of a U.S. Air Force 
F-100 SuperSabre jet bailed out 
near the air base last night after his 
plane hit a tree while he was com
ing in for a landing. He was un-
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froops Needed
From Cable Dispatches 

j WASHINGTON, July 21.—Secre- 
tary of Defense Robert S. McNa
mara arrived here from Vietnam 
and said the ratio of Viet Cong 
to government forces is “totally 
unacceptable.”

This appeared to indicate he 
would go ahead with a recommen
dation to President Johnson for 
an increase in U.S. strength in 
South Vietnam to offset this ratio.

Mr. McNamara told newsmen on 
his arrival at Andrews Air Force 
Base that the Communists now 
have 165,000 guerrillas in South 
Vietnam fighting against 500,000 
government and 75,000 U.S. troops.

The defense chief, who went into 
conference with Mr. Johnson and 
top administration officials three 
hours .after his return, refused to 
disclose what recommendations he 
was going to make to the president.

Ten to One Needed
Military experts believe a pro

portion of about ten to one is need
ed to oppose a guerrilla foe. More 
than a million new troops would 
be needed to reach this ratio, how
ever, and it is not expected that 
Mr. McNamara will suggest any 
more than a doubling of present 
U.S. forces at this time. During 
the war in Korea the peak U.S. 
commitment was 400,000.

Asked to expand on his state
ment in Saigon that conditions in

creased sharply since the beginning 
of the current Communist offen
sive, he said, and the morale of 
U.S. troops is "at the highest pos
sible” level.

The White House said today’s 
meeting was not a decision-mak
ing session but one of deliberations.

Press secretary Bill D. Moyers 
said it may be some time, perhaps 
a matter of days, before the de
liberations and discussions are 
finished and any announcements 
of results can be made.

Reserve and Guard
Most administration officials be

lieve Mr. Johnson will seek con
gressional authority to call ud a 
substantial number of civilian 
Reservists and National Guards
men to replace units from the 
continental United States assigned 
to bolster the Vietnam front.

There has been speculation that 
the Reserve call-up, principally in
volving Army units, might run as 
high as 200,000.

The administration appeared to 
have set the stage for the an
ticipated dispatch of a large num
ber of additional U.S. troops by 
a carefully planned series of moves 
during the past week.

The president told a news con
ference a week ago, just before 
Mr. McNamara left for Saigon, 
that it was “Quite possible that 
new and serious decisions will be 
necessary in the near future.” He 
added that any “substantial in
crease” in the American effort in 
Vietnam would necessitate steps to 
bolster reserves of men and equip
ment remaining in the United 
States.



U.S. Budget Deficit for 1965 
Was $3.5 Billion—5-Year Low

By Joseph R. Slevin ,The casb deficit measures the
From the Herald Tribune Bureau difference between total receipts

WASHINGTON Julv 21 —The , d outlays- Tt ls a more compre- WAsmNGiuN, juij 2 1 . lne hensive and more meaningful gauge federal budget deficit dropped to n . ‘ “  ‘  * “ B,e
a five-year low of $3.5 billion in S , “  °?e bu.dg|t total-
fiscal 1965. the year that ended At “ cl“d®5 Social Security
June 30. the White House said ?“ d Z S Z S lP i ^ ? el- 1°ns



W/ASHIN'GTON. — Other things 
”  being equal, and if all goes 

well, the U.S. government’s spend
able income is now increasing, and 
should continue to increase, at the 
rate of $7 bil
lion a year.

This is the 
most astonish
ing statistic in 
a b e w i ldering 
array of figures 
that the presi
dent’s Council of 
E c o n omic Ad
visers has lately 
been putting to
gether. S o me  
others are' pret
ty astonishing, 
too. For exam
ple, the U.S. 
gross product is
forecast to reach $800 billion in 
1970 and to hit $1 trillion a year 
in 1975.

All this may seem just a shade 
too good to be true; yet the for
ward projections have been very 
carefully made. Furthermore, the 
projected annual increase in the 
federal tax revenue is already the 
key figure on the work tables of 
the White House staff members 
and advisers, who have the crucial 
task of blocking out the president’s 
1966 legislative program.

Majestic Program

Mr. AlsOp

The majestic program that Pres
ident Johnson is shepherding 
through the present congressional 
session will just about exhaust the 
long-accumulated stock of major 
legislative ideas. Of course, this 
new legislation includes a good 
many projects which will substan
tially augment the government’s 
civilian expenditures.

In addition, the Vietnamese war 
is obviously going to create a need 
for heavier military spending next 
year. But $7 billion is so huge a

tu spend
By Joseph Alsop

sum that the spending increases 
will hardly eat up the entire in
crease of revenue.

Furthermore, this projected in
crease of revenue is no one-shot 
affair. It is expected to continue 
year after year, so that in three 
years the federal revenue will have 
risen by $21 billion. In 1970, it 
will have risen by $35 billion. What 
to do with these huge sums is 
therefore the key question facing 
the White House program-planners.

Two Courses
Two possible courses are in fact 

open. Either the largest share of 
the revenue increase can be re
turned to individuals and corpora
tions in the form of tax reductions, 
which may also stimulate still 
further economic growth. Or. the 
largest share (though not neces
sarily all) of the revenue increase 
can be invested to solve great na
tional problems never before ef
fectively tackled by government.

The president has not yet even 
begun to mull over this crucial 
choice. Yet a good many signs 
point to the likelihood that prob
lem-solving will be given priority 
over tax-cutting. Maybe the mix 
will be about the same as in the 
years since President Kennedy took 
office. During this period, two- 
thirds of the total revenue increase 
has been used for rising federal 
outlays, while one-third has been 
returned to the economy in tax 
cuts.

Ranging Problems
The signs point toward emphasis 

on problem-solving because the 
conviction is growing, among thie 
Johnson administration idea men. 
that a series of vast problems can 
no longer be neglected without 
grave risk. They result, in the 
main, from the combination of 
rapid economic growth and consid
erable population growth.

The problems range from stream 
pollution to the wildfire spread of 
narcotics addiction in some of the 
great American cities; from the 
ghetto-pattern of Negro urban life 
to the growing transportation crisis 
and the progressive destruction of 
every kind of amenity by the more 
and more complex and intrusive 
machinery of our industrial society.

The exciting thing about the 
schemes that are now in the wind 
is the frequency with which they 
break new ground and set new 
precedents. To name one example, 
governments all over the world 
long ago lost the habit of spending 
any serious share of their revenues 
on making life agreeable and hand
some. This old habit change oc
curred at about the moment when 
the industrial revolution began.

Before the change of habit, such 
spending, plus defense expendi
tures, accounted for the great bulk 
of every government’s outlays. 
Pericles, for example, has never 
been accounted a reckless or fool
ish national leader; yet he spent 
the largest part of his city’s income 
on beautifying Athens for many 
years on end.

Uglier and Uglier
In the last half-century, more

over, rising prosperity and produc
tivity have rather directly caused 
the pattern of American life to 
grow uglier and ugiler and even to 
become more and more uncomfort
able, despite all our mechanical 
comforts.

Reversing the trend, by cleaning 
the rivers, for instance, and thus 
opening them to recreational use, 
will be an immensely expensive 
long-term project. Yet the job can 
be done, and there will be money 
in hand to do it. The same goes 
for almost all the other problems 
whose progressvie solution would 
change the whole face of America.


