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freethought criticism and satire

The Delusion Of 
Extra-Sensory Perception
The Wages O f ‘Virtue’ 

Is Living Death 
(And Also Illegal)

Modest Proposals: On The 
Flood-Tide O f Nazi 

War Memoirs
An Account O f A 

Teen-Age Petition To 
Stop Nuclear Bomb Tests
How To Kill A Cow  —  

With Kindness
Realist First Reader: 

Sex Education For The 
Modem Catholic Child
God On Madison Avenue

DIABOMC DIALOGUES

President Eisenhower 
And Governor Faubus

Faubus: . . .  of course, Mr. President, Pll be 
the first one to admit that the Supreme Court 
has made some wrong decisions. But when it 
comes to the matter of issuing passports, I think 
they’re in the right. You ought to leave well 
enough alpne.

Eisenhower: I gather, Governor, that you are 
referring to my recommendations to Congress—

Faubus: That’s right, Sir. There was a par
ticular phrase in that message which disturl>ed 
me. You said that it’s essential for the Govern
ment. to have the power to restrict the travel of 
Americans to areas “where their presence would 
conflict with our foreign policy objectives.” Don’t 
you realize that this could apply to me?

Eisenhower: Well, that isn't exactly what I 
had in mind. The way I see it, the Secretary of 
State—

Faubus: Yes, it could apply to him too!
Eisenhower: No, no, I was going to say that 

it should be within his power to—
Faubus: I’ll tell you who you should’ve kept 

from going out of this country. Ezra Pound, that 
damned Fascist, that’s who. Do you think for one 
moment that his presence abroad does our for
eign policy objectives any good? Him and his 
goose-step salute. And calling America an insane 
asylum. Anybody who says a thing like that 
must have little rocks in his head. What’s more, 
he insulted you, Dwight.

(Continued on Page 5)
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EDITORIALS
D elusion  And H ypocr isy

SOME DAY in the far-distant future, an archeologist 
is going to dig up a kineoscope of a TV show called ESP, 
and he will have discovered a twentieth century relic 
that is a humiliating travesty performed in the name of 
progress.

ESP stands for extra-sensory perception. It also stands 
for exceedingly-stultifying program.

"The objective," explains carefully-choscn emcee Vin
cent Price, "is to add to the mass of evidence . . . proving 
that ESP does exist and is demonstrable.”

After some embarrassing prepared dialogue, two com
peting "sensitives" enter separate isolation booths to the 
accompaniment of some embarrassing niusic-to-march-by. 
Then they sit down on adjustable contour couches.

"Tilt your chairs into test position, please," says Mr. 
Price. They can hear him only when he presses a special 
button for each booth—an ESPecially amusing touch of 
unintentional irony.

Mr. Price takes a deck of 13 cards (Ace thru King, no 
suits). They are in—the phrase makes you itch—"sci
entific random order." Nevertheless, he cuts the deck.

There arc five such decks for each contest. Five times, 
each contestant is called upon to name the three cards 
Price turns over. Even if contestant A correctly names 
only one out of fifteen, if contestant B names none, then 
contestant A is the winner.

And, while an embarrassing fanfare fills the air, he 
is declared a "super-sensitive!" He retains that title “until 
a more sensitive rival comes along."

As opposed as we are to dogmatism, in this case we 
do not hesitate to be dogmatic: they arc guessing. And 
that's where the travesty is: they don’t think they're 
guessing. In the words of an unusually literate popular 
song, they are indulging in "the self-deception that be
lieves the lie.” One woman, for example, warmed up for 
her audition by standing on her head.

The format of the show has been changed, though. It 
now features dramatized versions of "actual” ESP ex
periences. Those whose hunches and dreams and fears have 
remained unfulfilled are expected to demand equal time.

E
Last month, the editor of the Realist was a guest on 

an all-night (midnight to 5:30) radio program called The 
Party Line. It is devoted to panel discussions of "off
beat" topics, and is moderated by a former carnival pitch
man who calls himself Long John.

The guests have often been men who claim to have 
boon to other planets. Again dogmatically, we say that 
they are cither liars or mentally ill. One such guest is 
Howard Menger, who says he can disappear at will, start 
a fire by snapping his fingers, and converse telepathically 
with his friends. His wife claims that she was originally 
from Venus.

He has been a guest on The Party Line some twenty 
odd times. Long John told us that Menger recently sep
arated from his wife, who thereupon took their children 
and went into business for herself. Her job: teaching 
housewives how to prepare food for the Vcnutians, at 
the rate of $25 a day. Or, bargain rate, $50 for three 
days. But the Mengers are now together, making lecture 
tours.

The night we were on the show, we were told a few 
minutes before air-time that there wasn’t to be "anything 
about religion” in the discussion. This, we learned, is 
standard procedure for that program. However, the rule

made any discussion about the Realist seem quite nebu
lous, since this magazine deals largely with religious con
troversy.

Much of the discussion was about ESP. It was our 
contention that what passes for ESP is actually coinci
dence, and that among the so-called scientific tests con
ducted at various universities, there arc none which rise 
above the probability of coincidence . . .

E
Back in 1937, Dr. J. B. Rhine began publishing a mag

azine at Duke University called the Journal of Parapsy
chology. He asked for criticism from subscribers. Joseph 
F. Rinn, who was Harry Houdini's closest associate, and 
who for years had offered a $10,000 rewahl for proof of 
genuine psychic phenomena, wrote a letter, saying in part:

“As one of the oldest members of the Society for 
Psychical Research, and one who has for the past fifty 
years cooperated with the leading investigators in the 
world in examining the evidence in support of telepathy 
and clairvoyance, I wish to take issue with Dr. Rhine . . . 
from the beginning my position has been that the ESP 
card tests arc unscientific . . . that the results obtained 
under the method used do not warrant us in believing that 
they indicate any exti'a-sensory perception.

"It is my belief that this is so because the operators 
[testees], knowing in advance what symbols arc to be 
used [on the cards], give answers that are pure guessing 
and have no relation to telepathy or clairvoyance . . .

"But if the operators did not know what the symbols 
were that were being used, and if they called them off 
correctly far beyond the normal or chance ratio, we would 
then have scientific grounds for believing that extra-sens
ory perception was involved.

"If, for instance, the operators began a test with the 
ESP cards and without their knowledge 25 cards with 
similar backs but with blank fronts were substituted, and 
the operators continued to call off ESP symbols, your 
mathematical ratio of good scores would be a laugh, for 
it would prove that no extra-sensory perception was in
volved at all. But if the operators, after the substitution, 
began to call off blank cards instead of the ESf* symbols, 
we would have a scientific basis for believing that extra
sensory perception was involved . . .’’

Dr. Rhine refused to publish the letter. And now, 
more than two decades later, he still refuses to substitute 
blank cards for the ones with symbols.

PAUL KRASSNER, Editor 
The Realist is published monthly, except for July and 

August, by the Realist Association, Inc., which was founded 
by WILLIAM & HELEN McCARTHY, to whom this mag
azine is dedicated.

Publication office is at 225 Lafayette St., New York 12, 
N. Y. Telephone: WAIker 5-3966.

Subscription: $3 for 10 issues; $5 for 20 issues 
Single copies by mail: 35c 
Five copiov of one issue: $1 
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E
In bVz hours, wc were unable to prove that ESP 

doesn’t ex ist We wouldn't be able to prove its non-ex
istence in 5*6 years, either. To each his own belief, was 
all that wc could conclude.

But there is more significance to ESP than’ just a 
bunch of jokers taking pride in their delusions while they 
play guessing games with a deck of cards. The very con
cept of God is involved.

The person who believes in the existence of a con
scious God automatically believes also in extra-sensory 
perception, even if he has never heard of the term. For 
it is essentially thru extra-sensory perception that he 
must communicate with God, ju st as it is essentially thru 
extra-sensory perception that God must be aware, simul
taneously, of billions of human events. And no ESP would 
mean no God.

As with ESP, it is impossible to prove the non-ex
istence of a conscious God. It is simply something a man 
must ponder and decide for himself. And that’s where 
the story should end—as with ESP—to each his own be
lief. But the story doesn’t end there. For instance, a 
young mother, Mrs. Rona Kicklighter of North Bruns
wick, New* Jersey, wrote to us:

“. . . I never had any religious affiliations. There are 
many feelings that I have as a result of this lack of re
ligious training, but the most important of all is a com
plete lack of prejudice. It matters not to me whether a 
man or woman be Hindustani or Hottentot. I don’t even 
care to ask. Many people insist on knowing and then say 
‘Oh, I don’t care about a person’s religious beliefs, I am 
just curious.’ This is a lot of hooey. If you don’t care, 
don't ask . . .

“(But) my husband and I will probably join a local 
church when the children are old enough to know what 
it is all about, because out here in the country the social 
activities revolve around the church and our kids will be 
left out of quite a lot if we belong to no church. This is 
as bad for a child as any improper scriptural brainwash
ing. It may even be worse since the latter does wear off 
with age and the proper guidance . .

More often, though, this act by parents who have 
rejected the concept of a conscious God, joining a church 
or synagogue—an act of socially acceptable hypocrisy—is 
based upon the fear that their, children will be asked by 
other children: “I’m Protestant (or Catholic or Jewish) 
—what arc you?”

Starting with the next issue of the Realist, there will 
be, not a theoretical article on the subject by a profes
sional writer, but rather a special department devoted 
to the way readers actually handle the situation. It is a 
quiet, gnawing problem of our time.
The T een -A ger And Th e P r e s id en t

A recent TV drama, The Funny-Looking Kid, was 
concerned with the attempt of a teen-age boy to contact 
the President of the United States. The climax of the 
play was a telephone call to the youngster from the man 
in the White House.

This was not merely fiction. It was pure fantasy.
In April of this year, an Illinois teen-ager mimeo

graphed and mailed out the following press release:
FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE -

A petition protesting the testing and use of nuclear 
weapons has been circulated among American teen-agers 
since the middle o f August, 1957. The signed petitions, 
with a total of 200 signatures, were sent to President 
Eisenhower by certified mail on February 28.

There were no restrictions on signing, based cn re
ligious, racial, or political grounds; however, the support 
of known anti-American or undemocratic groups was 
not solicited* v ___
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The text of the petition is as follows:
We, the undersigned, as teen-agers, are unable 

to vote for the people whom we feel will best advance 
our interests and ideals.0 Therefore it is our intent 
to make our views known to the leaders who have 
been chosen by others, yet who hold our future as 
Americans in their hands.

We are troubled by our nation’s stand on nuclear 
weapons. Due to the danger to future generations 
from radioactive fallout and strontium 90. the ig 
norance and strife of scientists over the problem, and 
the world tension produced, we feel wc must stop 
testing them, whether Russia cooperates or not, but 
we must stop immediately.

This will give Russia a challenge she dare not 
ignore and prove to the world we want peace. There 
is no middle road. We urge you, as President of the 
United States, to give this petition your most careful 
and serious consideration and then to act to the extent 
of your ability.

No formal organization officially sponsored the peti
tion, but many church, social action, and political pres
sure groups gave their support. Among them were the 
Society to Abolish Nuclear Explosions, the University 
of Chicago Peace Center, the Fellowship o f Reconcilia
tion, the Illinois-Wisconsin Friends Committee on Legis
lation (affiliated with the Friends Committee on National 
Legislation), Paul Krassner. of The Independent; and 
two magazines, Manas and The Progressive.

The petition was originally drawn up and circulated 
independently by Robert Perisho, Patricia Samuel, and 
Dennis Weeks, the writer of this release. It was the 
outgrowth of a chain letter movement urging teen
agers to protest by mail against nuclear weapons, on 
July 4, 1957. . . .  /signed/ Dennis Weeks

(age 14)
POSTSCRIPT . . . there has been no response from 

the President, the Vice-President, the Secretary of State, 
or anyone else who presumably might have some author
ity in this field. Even the form letter, which the Atomic 
Energy Commission usually sends to Bomb-protesters, 
has not come so far. In ot)fcr words, there has been no 
acknowledgment of receipt of these petitions . . .

E
The press release was virtually—and “virtuously”— 

ignored, by individual newspapers as well as the wire 
services.

Dennis Weeks is now 15 years old and a junior in 
high school. He told us that he has “long been concerned 
over the apathy of American teen-agers,” and the petition 
his article in this issue of the Realist tells about, “was 
an attempt to overcome—or circumvent— this apathy.” 

Now he is concerned with the apathy of adults..In a 
side comment to the renders of this magazine, he asks, 
simply: “What did you last do when?”

It is a sad paradox that those who arc realistically 
opposed to H-bomb tests are also realistically aware of 
their impotence when it comes to halting the tests.

However, there are still many areas o f life where 
that paradox does not hold true. If reader response war
rants it, the Realist will initiate another regular feature 
next month: “Department Of Personal Protest.”

cThc editors of Manas at first misread the meaning 
of that sentence. They thought the writer “meant that the 
most instructive influences in our national cultural life 
arc not chosen or determined by ballot. Just how do you 
encourage the influence of a Joseph Wood Krutch, a 
Robert M. Hutchins, an Erich Fromm, a Normun Cousins, 
or a Dwight Macdcr.aid? it  has often seemed to us that 
‘basic education’ in the home should involve a determined 
effort by the parents to introduce adolescents to the 
thoughts of such writers . •
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B irtli Control 
And iHan’s Inhumanity

Man is the only animal that is aware of the relation
ship between the sex act and reproduction. Man, there
fore, is the only one capable of rising above the other 
animals by planning his family in advance.

Nevertheless, there are laws which prohibit the sale 
or use of birth control devices or drugs, and forbid doc
tors from giving advice on birth control, in Massachusetts 
and Connecticut.

In the latter state, five suits have been filed in New 
Haven Superior Court, challenging the constitutionality 
of the 79-year-old laws.

Among the plaintiffs is a married couple who want to 
prevent conception until they are “economically able to 
support children.” Another said that four previous preg
nancies had resulted in the death of all the children 
within 48 hours of birth, and that further pregnancy 
“may result in permanent emotional unbalance.” Two 
others cited almost certain damage to and possible death 
of parents and children if conception were to occur.

The fifth plaintiff is Dr. C. Lee Buxton, Chairman of 
Yale Medical School’s Department of Obstetrics and 
Gynocology. He contends that requirements of the laws 
are in conflict with his duties as a doctor. Yet if he ful
fills his professional obligation to his patients by giving 
them advice on birth control, he faces the loss of his medi
cal license under the law.

B
In New York, the law is of the unwritten variety. 

Thus. Commissioner of Hospitals Dr. Morris A. Jacobs 
found it necessary lasic -month .to prevent a doctor at 
Kings County Hospital from fitting a contraceptive for 
a Protestant mother of three children. She is seriously 
ill with diabetes, and another pregnancy might endanger 
her life.

In April, Commissioner Jacobs had set forth his pol
icy to the Academy of Medicine: “There shall be no inter
ference in proper and accepted therapeutic practices nor 
intervention in ethical relationships between patient and 
physician.” Now he says he will make a final policy de
cision after the Board of Hospitals meeting on Septem
ber 17th.

It goes almost without saying that Catholic groups 
have been exerting pressure. For instance, the Pasteur 
Guild—which represents Roman Catholic employees of 
the Department of Hospitals—wrote to Commissioner Ja
cobs, saying that a birth control program in city hospi
tals “would create intolerable working conditions for the 
Roman Catholic employees.”

This month, two freethinkers filed a suit in N.Y. State 
Supreme Court, to enjoin Commissioner Jacobs from pro
hibiting birth-control therapy. Their attorney, Martin J. 
Scheiman, will report on the city's answer in next month’s 
Realist.

Meanwhile, there are two points we wish to make:
1. Despite the blatant inhumanity involved, the in

cident is in effect a healthy one, for it has Catapulted the 
whole conflict out into the open. All along, doctors in 
city hospitals have had to go on, sneakily ignoring the 
regulation and dispensing contraceptive devices which 
they had to obtain free (as did the doctor in this case) 
—from pharmaceutical houses or organizations support
ing birth control—so that the taxpayer-objection is un
founded in fact, let alone theory (we all pay taxes for 
some things we disapprove of).

2. There has been a degree of hysteria among some 
church-state separationists in regard to having Catholics 
as either elected or appointed'officials. But Commissioner 
Jacobs is.Jewish. Moreover, th£re are individual Catho

lics who strongly disapprove of his action. It would 
behoove those concerned with “religious interference” to 
question candidates about their positions on specific is
sues—regardless of their labels, religious or otherwise.

Jehovah’s W itnesses 
And D arw in’s Th eory

As everyone knows, especially the American Legion, 
Jehovah's Witnesses held their Divine Will International 
Assembly last month. Whether Mickey Spillane was in 
attendance is not known. (The author of several violence- 
filled mysteries is a devout minister, although he leaves 
his scot's life out of his writings.)

“The whole business,” said an editorial about the Wit
nesses in the (Catholic) Boston Pilot, “has the air of 
something out of the past, quite incompatible with the 
realities of the twentieth century.”

Like Catholics, the Witnesses believe— lather, they 
know—they have The Truth. Unlike Catholics, they don’t 
try to impose it on others. They have the good sense, for 
example, not to insist that non-Witnesses be forbidden 
blood transfusions. (Their own refusal is based on a sin
gle line in Leviticus: . . ye shall eat.no manner of
blood . . .” Although they interpret the Bible literally, 
they see no difference between being fed blood thru the 
mouth or intravenously.)

The book Separated Brethren lists them in opposition 
also to “business, Catholics, Christmas trees, communism, 
civic enterprises, the doctrines of hell and immortality, 
evolution, flag saluting, higher education, liquor, lodges, 
Protestants, priests, the pope, public office, military serv
ice, movies,. Mother’s Day, religion, Sunday schools, the 
trinity, tobacco, the United Nations, voting, the YMCA,
Wall Street, women's rights and zoos.”

E
It was slightly ironic, then, that the Witnesses’ record- 

breaking convention should be held during the same 
month which marked the 100th anniversary of the an
nouncement of Charles Darwin’s theory of evolution.

(But we are not at all sarcastic when we say that such 
a study in anachronistic contrast is heartening evidence 
of freedom in action.)

It was even more ironic that during this same month,
Dr. Bernard C. Wexler, of the May Institute for Medical 
Research in Cincinnati, pointed out that “Man, in the end, 
is nothing but a highly-evolved fish, and his fast-living 
pace makes him no more intelligent than the salmon, 
which fights to reach its spawning ground.”

(After spawning, salmon seem to lose their interest in 
life, drifting downstream with the current, and dying 
exhausted. Their teeth fall out, their spines become fused 
and their organs shrink.)

What was perhaps most ironic, however, was the an
nouncement this same month by Dr. Blaine Levendahl, 
zoologist from the University of California, that scientists 
would have to speed up enormously the process of evolu
tion, in order to breed a special type of “man” who could 
breathe water or gas instead of air, so that he would be 
physically equipped for space travel. In place of lungs he, 
might have gills like a fish.

(Evolutionary theory holds that all life started in the 
water and that the forerunners of all air-breathers had 
gills. It took many millions of years for them to develop 
lungs and move to dry land. So the production of a water
breathing man would be equivalent to turning the evolu
tionary time clock forwavd until it completed a full circle.)

E
While “sophisticated” religionists view Jehovah’s Wit

nesses with condescension, convention chairman Milton G. 
Henschel was able to point with pride at their lack of na
tionalistic or racial barriers, “Others may claim to be
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Christians," he said, “but actions speak louder than
words."

Some students of religion and history regard the move
ment as an absolute reaction against the confusion of 
modern times, which have been compared to the declining 
years of the Roman Empire. A variety of cults and “mira
cle gods" flourished at that time, and there were various 
predictions that the end of the world would soon come.

Only the difference is, we have the means to actually 
accomplish it, all by our little ol’ selves.

As humorist Jean Shepherd envisions it, any day now 
a research biologist will suddenly shout, “Eureka! I have 
it!”—call a press conference—and announce, “Gentleman, 
at long last, I’ve discovered the missing link between the 
app and civilized man! It’s us!”

Sem antics And Coupons
The National Review is a weekly strongly conservative 

magazine. Last month, editor William F. Buckley, Jr., 
author of God and Matt, at Yale and co-author of McCarthy 
and His Enemies, assigned one of his writers to interview 
the editor of the Realist.

The questions ranged from “What do you think of 
revealed religion?” to “What do you think of Senator 
McCarthy?"

To the question, “What exactly is the purpose of the 
Realist?” we started to answer, “Well, from.an idealistic 
viewpoint, we're providing a service—"

“idealistic?" the interviewer interrupted—“I thought 
this was the Realist...”

IS
On the other, hand, our printer suggested that we 

include a subscription coupon in the pages of the Realist.
We thanked him for the suggestion, but explained: 

“We don't want the kind of reader who has to have a 
coupon before he'll subscribe. If anybody's interested, 
the price is. right there in the box on page two."
t The printer shook his head. “You’re too idealistic,” 

he said.
On the back page of the Realist, you may find a sub

scription coupon. It’s there only because we had to put 
something in the space reserved for the address labels of 
those who are already subscribers. But we won’t think 
any the less of you, should you decide to use the coupon. 
We’ll just assume that you would have subscribed even 
if it weren't there.

The R ea list And You
Bernhard De Boer heads an outfit called Selected Out

lets, which distributes such magazines as American Schol
ar, Partisan Review and UNESCO Courier.

“We have declined most, of the periodicals offered to 
us lately,” he wrote us, “because our staff of two has been 
working to capacity. The Realist looks good and I read a 
couple of articles in it which I enjoyed."

He asked us to send him a copy of every issue (which

we won’t unless he subscribes), and he recommended an
other, distributor, Eastern News Company. We spoke to 
the man who makes the decisions there, but he was “leav
ing for Europe in twenty minutes," and he didn’t want 
to make “a rush decision."

(As a result, we still have a large supply of issue 
#1 of the Realist, which you may have at the special rate 
of 7 copies for $1 in order to introduce the magazine to 
potential subscribers.)

Perhaps it was better that way, for the Realist would 
have been distributed, but it most- likely wouldn’t have 
been displayed. Newsstand dealers arc like television pro
ducers and other contemporaries: they’re usually afraid 
to try something different.

However, we have tested the Realist at several book
stores and newsstands. Where it has been given display, 
it has sold. Five copies in one hour. Ten in one day. They 
re-order and it sells more.

And so—this being a case of 8m e t  grapes—we’ve 
decided not to bother with a regular distributor. Instead, 
we’re going to leave it to our readers. If there are book
stores and newsstands in your community which will dis
play the Realist, they may have copies on consignment 
at a 40% discount.

fir
Reader Paul I. Lewis, of Forest Hills, N. Y., asks us, 

“Why do you not raise the tab of the magazine to 50c? 
The type of individual who desires to read this type of 
writing will not hesitate to plunk this amount down. I’d 
like to see this mag grow and stick and not fail because 
of financial anemia."

The suggestion is a gopd one, but unfortunately, a 
'prohibitive' price is all too often a deterrent to intellec
tual curiosity. In fact, wc were originally going to charge 
only 30c per copy; wc raised the price to 35c only because 
it might serve as an added incentive for single-copy buy
ers to subscribe. .

As idealists, we would like to be able to say that this 
magazine can be supported by subscriptions alone. Being 
realists too, however, wc have to face the fact that at 
least for the present, that just isn’t so. We must also 
depend on contributions.

Elsewhere in this issue, there is a list of names, ac
knowledging donations already received. But we need 
much more, especially for advertising and direct mail 
promotion.

The Realist is published by The Realist Association, 
which is a non-profit corporation. Contributions are tax- 
deductible. But that's beside the point.

The point is this: here is a unique magazine devoted 
to criticism and satire from a frccthought point of view, 
unbiased by authority or dogma, unafraid of what people 
might think—but hopeful that they will think—for them
selves.

If you want to help, now is the time. It’s as simple 
and as beautiful as that.

Diabolic Dialogues
(Continued From Cover)

Eisenhower: But Orval, people don’t 
take him seriously. After all, he was 
just released from a mental institu
tion.

Faubus: And I say that steps could 
have been taken to see to it that such 
an occurrence never took place. An 
ounce of prevention is worth a cure 
of Pound.

Eisenhower: Gosh-a-rootie, I wish I 
could say funny things like that, ln-

http://www.ep.tc/realist
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

tentionally. I mean. I want to be re
membered. The way Abe Lincoln is. 
For his home-spun witticisms.

Faubus: Certainly not for his stupid 
Emancipation Proclamation—

Eisenhower: I’ll tell you what. I’ll 
make a deal with you. I'll agree to 
stop pushing this passport thing if 
you’ll agree to call out the National 
Guard again to prevent Negro chil
dren from entering Central High 
School.

Faubus: Why, Ike, what a pleasant 
surprise. You know, when you refused

to tell thpse reporters how you felt 
about integration, I said to myself, 
“Hey, maybe he’s really on my side." 
I figured you couldn't actually come 
out and say it, though—at least, not 
until Congress passed the pension bill 
for ex-Presidents.

Eisenhower: . I'm afraid you mis
understand me. Orv. You know that 
old saying, History repeats itself. 
Well, if you start trouble the way you 
did last time, it’ll give me a perfect 
excuse to get our troops out of the 
Middle East » » .
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LETTERS
A Hen Of Another Color

In reading the first issue of The 
Realist, I noticed on page 15 a state
ment that Random House “quietly 
withdrew Vincent McHugh’s Hue 
//in's Chickens from the book market 
when the Post Office cocked a men
acing finger at one ode therein.” This 
statement is utterly incorrect on two 
counts:

(1) The Post Office never entered 
into the controversy in any way 
whatever. The disturbance over the 
book was caused by Mr. John Sum
ner, then head of the Committee for 
the Suppression of Vice.

(2) We fought Mr. Sumner on this 
book to a finish and won an unquali
fied victory over him. Thereafter, we 
went right on selling the book until 
the edition was exhausted. The de
mand, unfortunately, did not justify 
a reprinting of the book—and that’s 
the only reason that it is out of 
stock today.

Bennett Cerf 
New York, N. Y.

Permission Granted, Modestly
The first copy of the Realist was 

received and noted by several of us 
with some glee. Probably the most 
interesting new magazine I’ve seen 
come out in years . . . We’d like per
mission to reprint the “Modest Pro
posal” by Putnam in Views A nd Com
ment*.

Richard Ellington 
Libertarian League 
New York. N. Y.

Selective Breeding: Of Humans
Re “Marriage Mixture in the Melt

ing Pot”: The first sentence indicates 
that Mr. Curry is considerably con
fused, and his article attempts to 
pass on this confusion to the Realist 
readers. “Can America fuse a unified 
culture out of diverse immigrant 
strains ?”v

“Culture” is the product of men’s 
minds and of men’s labor upon their 
material surroundings. Culture is not 
necessarily related to or dependent 
upon any racial strain or. fusion of 
racial strains. Our culture is a fusion 
of diverse cultures obtained from 
everywhere and has been developed 
independently from the inevitable 
mixing and mongrelization of our 
racial structure during the past 200 
years.

Mixing of cultures is a good thing, 
making it possible for us to discard 
the poor elements and choose the bet
ter elements and make of the whole 
a superior “culture.”

But mixing of races is something 
of very dubious benefit. There is

The Realkt

such a thing as “hybrid vigor” pro
duced in the first generation offspring 
of two mixed races, but the second 
generation js something else again. 
If such is of benefit, why do not our 
farmers cease selective breeding of 
livestock and agricultural plants like 
corn, etc.?

O u r farmers practice scientific 
breeding of livestock and plants which 
involves hybridization, of course, but 
also involves wholesale discarding of 
offspring of. succeeding generations. 
Only the offspring showing the de
sired traits in vigor, etc. are per
mitted to have further offspring. All 
the rest are not permitted to have 
offspring.

Cultivated Plants 
This is possible with our cultivated 

plants and animals, but when it 
comes to the human race it is not 
practicable to forbid the inferior in
dividuals of the second and third gen
erations to breed and perpetuate their 
inferior characteristics. So, until such 
a time arrives, it is much better to 
maintain separation of the various 
races (not nationalities, for many na
tionalities arc of closely similar racial 
makeup).

If you wish to up-grade the Negro 
and Indian segments of our popula
tion, it would seem that the most 
practical method, if you wish to 
change their racial structure, would 
be to practice artificial insemination. 
But there again our “culture” does 
not have the intestinal fortitude to 
put into practice this method that has 
proven so useful and successful in 
improving our livestock and cultivated 
plants.

So, I say to Mr. Curry and to the 
Realist, fusion of cultures is a fine 
thing, but let us not go on to advocate 
fusion of races with the resulting 
mongrelization of our nation. Hy
bridization could be a good thing, too, 
IF humans had the guts to practice 
it properly.

Cultivated People 
That would involve scientific selec

tion of the mating couples plus ir
revocably forbidding the mating of a 
large proportion of the offspring who 
do not show the characteristics that 
were desired to be re-inforced by the 
hybridization. Such practice, though 
very desirable for the betterment of 
our race, is forbidden by our laws as 
they are now written.

As for the article, “Yes, Virginia, 
There Is a Loophole,” I advocate 
equal educational1 opportunity for all 
races. These may be segregated if 
they are truly equal in educational 
quality.

Merrill Holste. Secretary
Twin City Secularists
St, Paul, Minn.

September, 19GZ

T disagree with Merrill Ilo lstc’s 
taboo on racial mixture. Races that 
have been separated for perhaps hun
dreds of thousands of years should 
mix again before they become so 
variant that unions would be sterile 
like crossing donkeys and horses; 
mules, the offspring, are sterile.

As to the possible degeneration of 
succeeding generations, that can be 
taken care of by surgical steriliza
tion. I wouldn’t attempt to try to 
mate people. Leave that forever on a 
voluntary basis but prevent defectives 
from having offspring. Such a pro
cedure, by the way, would help con
trol the “explosion” of population we 
hear so much about.

As a graduate sociologist I feel en
titles to air my views too. And I am 
thinking freely on the subject of 
racial integration. I am not aping 
anybody else’s ideas.

I am glad that at last a free- 
thought magazine is being published 
by professional journalists . . .  I 
think the subject matter should be 
over as many fields as possible . . . 
One can have free thought on any 
subject, even ait or education or 
genetics, insofar as the thought is 
not bound down by conventional pat
terns.

Roger Frohn, President 
Twin City Secularists 
St. Paul, Minn.

Hands Across The Sea 
My congratulations and g o o d  

wishes. I have the same two ‘axes’ 
to grind—reality and individual free
dom—and have been on the side of 
‘lost causes’ all my life . . .

Tell Reginald Dunsany (author of 
“Little Irish Baskets”) that he has 
hit many nails right on the head. 
I’ve just written a book about Ire
land and know that he’s right.

Charles Duff 
London, England

Trpsh On The Barrel-Head
I have received my initial copy of 

the Realist, read it through, front to 
back with studious care, and_am com
pletely disappointed. My studied opin
ion is that it will never succeed un
der Krassner . . .

His opening remarks on “satire... 
humor . . . comedy” fairly predict the 
shocking flood of TRASH to be 
found: the “Trujillo-Lond” stuff and 
the “Nickel-Tickle” stuff are smart- 
a l e x y  silliness indicative of the 
Krassner type of mind; the “Critique 
of Pure Treason” and the “Dislocated 
Hipsters” would not be worth “hell- 
room” in the opinion of an intel
ligent editor of a purposeful journal 
—likewise with the “Witch-Hunting.” 

(Continued on Page 14)
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The Watf es Of ‘Virtue9 
Ms MLivhig Death 

(Anti Also Illegal)
By Reginald Dunsany

During this month and last month, Pope Pius XII has several 
times unwittingly called to the world’s attention some adverse con
ditions that exist in the monastic system of his Church.

September, 1958 The Realist

In the middle of July, he ad
dressed 50,000 teen-age girls in St. 
Peter's Square. (On the same day, 
he had held a private interview with 
crooner Perry Como. He had “placed 
his hands on Mr. Como’s head, a 
gesture which Vatican observers de
scribed as an unusual mark of at
tention.”)

To the girls outside, the Pope dis
coursed on the joys of convent life. 
Also, on three separate Saturdays 
during July add August, he broad
cast from his radio station in Rome 
—the world’s most powerful—talks to 
Catholic “cloistered nuns.” Many of 
these Sisters had never listened to 
the radio before. Probably none of 
them has over heard “Dear Perry.” 
Among Catholics, they are known as 
as the “living dead” of the Church.

Speaking in St. Peter’s Square, His 
Holiness said that the great quad
rangle “seemed marvelously trans
formed into a stupendous flower bed.” 
At this nice compliment, 100,000 eyes 
were demurely lowered in maidenly 
modesty. “Some flowers,” the Pontiff 
continued, “blossom and are destined 
to be gathered without bringing forth 
new life. Some of you will be called 
by Cod to virginal dedication.” 

Unspeakable Joy?
Such dedication, in Roman Catholic 

convents, means, according to the 
Pontiff, “profound, unspeakable joy, 
even on earth, while in Heaven, spe
cial glory awaits you.” The state of 
virginity, he continued, “by its ex
cellence is superior to that of matri
mony.” (It is rumored that 3,633 girls 
were required to stay after school 
the following day and write on the 
blackboard, “I must not wink at my 
compaions.”)

Elizabeth Cady Stanton, the great 
fighter for women’s rights, would not 
have agreed with His Holiness. She 
said that woman is “the hopeless vic
tim” of these “crimes and miseries 
of asceticism, celibacy and witch
craft.” Paul Blanshard in his recent 
revision of American Freedom and 
Catholic Rower, finds broader social 
significance in the rule of celibacy. 
“Many Catholic laymen believe,” he 
says, “that the whole priestly system 
of sexual dogma is a result of celiba
cy, a compensation for thwarted in-
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stincts ond suppressed desires.”
Blanshard is apparently referring 

to the preaching of Catholic clergy 
against remarriage after divorce or 
widowhood, against having sexual re
lations for physical and emotional 
sharing rather than for the purpose 
of producing children. But the theme 
of sex nevertheless permeates Catho
lic teachings in many fields.

No Secular Intercourse
For instance, during the same week 

that the Pope spoke to teenagers in 
Rome, their American cousins were 
being discussed at South Bend, In
diana. Bishop Albert R. Zuroweste 
addressed the Vocation Institute at 
Notre Dame University. He criticized 
parents who condone “dating” among 
early teenagers. He declared that 
such premature social activities less
en the likelihood of religious voca
tions and “must be stopped.” In 
other words, the Bishop seems to feel 
that some of the boys of his flock 
have bjeen trespassing in the Papal 
flower garden.

The priests even advocate “chasti
ty” in married life. While Bishop 
Zuroweste was talking at Notre 
Dame and the Pope was talking in 
Rome, the Bishop of Buffalo was 
playing host to the National Catho
lic Family Life Conference. He told 
the meeting that “a Christian home 
is primarily intended as a seminary 
to nourish and develop sons of God.” 
Rev. John Fahey, speaking to the 
same group, said that “for a mar
ried couple—no less than for Religi
ous who have, taken vows of celibacy 
or virginity—chastity . . . must be 
a controlling factor,” not only in their 
actions but also in their thoughts and 
desires.

The Pope’s radio addresses to the 
nuns stressed a similar theme. He re
peated that, as consecrated virgins, 
the calling of .the nuns was superior 
to marriage. “What one expects first 
of all from nuns,” he said, “is sim
plicity and humility.” This means, to 
him, “that all desire to become no
ticed should be put aside, as well as 
all desire to be admired by others, 
which was what the Pharisees want
ed, but which our Lord severely repri
manded in the Sermon on the Mount.

Rage 7

By staying hidden, you also avoid 
certain psychological deviations which 
are commonest among women and are 
a part of a woman’s temperament.” 

It is possible, at this point, that 
Elizabeth Cady Stanton turned in her 
grave. For modern psychiatrists—es
pecially those of her own sex—would 
certainly join her in opposing the 
implication that harmless female 
foibles are “psychological deviations.” 
They would deny as well that exist
ence among the “living dead” would 
cure any real feminine mental aber
rations.

Breaking The Habit 
Even among Sisters, quiet resist

ance may be developing. The Pope 
found it necessary to tell them that 
they should wholeheartedly accept 
the rules of their Orders without any 
“legalistic” spirit of resistance. At 
the same time, he admitted that “the 
canonical contemplative life is . . . 
often austere and hard.” Noting that 
some nuns have suffered breakdowns 
from “struggling continuously with 
obligations supported only painfully,” 
the Pope said sternly that “no seri
ous Order would accept candidates 
who agreed to obey some rules and 
refused to abide by others.” 

However, he cautioned Superiors of 
the various nunneries against de
manding too much of the inmates. 
“Superiors responsible for the forma
tions of their disciples,” he said, 
“must be competent to follow a mid
dle road, not asking too much from 
simple souls, or driving them to sur
pass the limits of their capacity.” 

But it is not the “simple souls” 
among the. Sisters that seem to be 
creating the larger difficulties, Also 
mentioned was a type of woman that 
was unknown to the Middle Ages dur
ing which the monastic system was 
devised. The Pope cautioned the same 
Mother Superiors that-they could not 
expect “a young girl of good educa
tion and advanced in culture (to) be 
kept satisfied with the sort of con
templation that is sufficient for those 
not trained in the same way.”

It is to the development of this 
kind of woman in modern times that 
cen be ascribed the vast drop in the 
annual number of vocations to the 
Sisterhoods. Most “girls of good edu
cation” don't even think of joining, 
and those who do join are obviously 
harder to handle than the holy wom
en purposely kept ignorant in former 
times.

Not By Prayer Alone 
But a careful listener to the broad

cast would have found that one of 
the main problems facing the nuns 
is economic. “There are monasteries,” 
said the Prince of Rome, “which, alas, 
are almost dying of hunger and pri
vation; there are others that lead a
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very burdensome existence because of 
material difficulties.”

He exhorted the cloistered nuns to 
accompany prayer and meditation 
with work. This, he said, would help 
them to "prevent harmful effects that 
total seclusion and comparative mo
notony of everyday life in the con
vent might have on certain tempera
ments.” He thus seemed to be swerv
ing toward more accepted psycho
logical theories.

/ The Pope even suggested an 
amendment in the rules of those con
vents which now, it seems, actually 
forbid their inmates to work. He sug
gested that nuns leave their convents 
if necessary for this purpose. He said 
that their superiors should see that 
"nuns never lack in indispensible, ap
propriate and remunerative work.” 
At this point, perhaps Miss Stanton's 
ghost began to think of returning 
to its eternal repose.

But in most Homan Catholic con
vents there is no "lack of work.” 
There is much hard work, over long 
hours daily. And in describing the 
desirability of work, the Pope made 
no mention of wages for the worker. 
When he spoke of "remuneration” he 
was presupposing the present prac
tice, under which those few nuns who 
work outside immediately endorse 
their paychecks to the Mother Su
perior. It is deposited in the com
mon funds and it is then spent, un
der the supervision of the Bishop, 
for purposes of the Church. The Pope 
seems to share the sentiment ex
pressed in that famous dictum of 
Marx (Harpo, not Karl) that wages 
should be avoided, because they give 
rise to wage slavery.

Money Is The Root
The Roman Catholic system of un

paid labor may be at the root of an 
important American problem, namely 
the religious segregation with which 
its educational system is plagued. 
Paul Bl&nshard, in the aforemen
tioned hook, says that "the [separate] 
educational structure of the Ameri
can Church rests upon unmarried 
nuns who work for maintenance on
ly.” The same system is maintained 
in commercial enterprises, such as 
the manufacture of wine and brandy 
by the Christian Brothers of Califor
nia.

Of course it would be a serious 
violation of monastic discipline for 
these "laborers in the vineyard” of 
the Catholic Church to invoke the fed
erally guaranteed "right to organize 
and bargain collectively” for the im
provement of wages, hours and work
ing conditions. For a sister or monk 
to seek protection from public offi
cials against unfairly low wages— 
or no wages—or oppressive hours and

The Realist

working conditions—would be rank 
heresy. And federal officials seem to 
feel that to interfere would consti
tute sacrilege. More importantly, it 
would surely lead to political retalia
tion.

Yet the laws enacted for protection 
of working people apply at least theo
retically not only to soulless corpo
rations and harassed small business
men, but also to the operations of 
those who speak in the name of Jesus. 
Protestants who ask other people to 
work not for pay but for the good 
of .their souls have been called to ac
count under the Fair Labor Stand
ards Act. This Act, passed in 1938, 
prescribes minimum pay of a dollar 
an hour, maximum hours of forty a 
week and "time and a half” for over
time.
That Great Bookkeeper In The Sky

In Indianapolis, the Pilgrim Holi
ness Church operates a publishing 
house which ships its products over

Food For Thought
Our mighty modern racketeers, 
Bogged down in wealth up to their 

ears,
One question oft must ponder 

deeply—
Why Judas sold his Lord so 

cheaply.
—Tom Fease

state lines. It was paying employees 
something less than the proscribed 
minimum rate. The theory is that the 
difference between the amount re
ceived and a "fair wage” was a con
tribution by the employee, that it was 
"performance of good works” by him, 
adding to his store of such good 
works before the Throne of the Al
mighty. This is the same theory, car
ried to its logical extreme, on which 
the vast network of unpaid-labor en
terprises of the Roman Catholic 
Church is based. But the Fair Labor 
Standards Act contemplates payment 
o f  the minimum wage in cash, not 
in the form of celestial credits.

One of these "performers of good 
works” sued the church corporation 
for the underpayment, plus a fifty per 
cent penalty for not having obeyed 
the law . promptly. The defendant 
church contended that the religious 
liberty guaranteed by our constitu
tion includes the right to donate one’s 
services to a church. But the court 
brushed this defense aside and made 
the Pilgrim Holiness people pay. 
When .the case was taken to Washing
ton, the Supreme Court refused to 
hear it.

If the theory propounded in this 
decision were applied to teaching

September, 1988

and working Orders of the Roman 
Catholic Church, it might disrupt the 
whole system. O f course, many of 
them arc not engaged in the sort of 
interstate commerce that is covered 
by the federal law. But many states 
have similar laws which cover such 
businesses as the operation of private 
schools. If not, at least, under the 
Pilgrim Holiness decision, such laws 
may now be enacted. And even a sq- 
perficial federal investigation might 
turn up many religious orders operat
ing businesses in interstate commerce 
and in competition with regular prif 
vatc businesses, like the Christian 
Brothers winery.

Tax Evasion
One of the Realist's Washington 

correspondents was advised confi
dentially by a federal official that this 
possibility of enforcing, the federal 
law against nunneries and * monas
teries has been presented to a Catho
lic Church loader. He replied that if 
this were done, the Sisters and 
Brothers could merely accept the pay 
and donate it back to the Church, as 
is now done with outside earnings.
But there is some doubt whether such 
a procedure would not be treated by 
the courts as a subterfuge to avoid 
the operation of the law. Further
more, as the church official was re
minded, Uncle Sam is entitled to his 
cut out of such wages, the same as 
he now collects, from other working 
people thru his income tax collectors 
in the spring of every year.

The federal income tax on a fair 
wage to all Sisters and Brothers in 
the United States would constitute a 
tidy sum. It might be effectively spent 
for federal aid to (non-scctarian) 
public education.

While some "young girls of good 
education” described by the Pontiff 
may be rankling under the rigors of 
convent life, while others may actu
ally leave the convent, and thousands 
of others refuse to join, there seems 
lo be a group of Sisters who object 
to any relaxation of the system. At 
any rate, the Pope found it necessary 
in his third and final radio address to 
the cloistered ntins to caution them 
against "narrow-minded” opposition 
to changes in the regulations of their 
orders. He said that they must be 
“ready to adapt their rules to the 
requirements of the times, under the 
guidance of the Holy See.”

This seems to imply thp possibility 
of imminent reform. Perhaps it would 
be desirable if the religious orders 
received guidance not only from the 
Holy See but also from Federal and 
State officials so that they might 
“adapt rules” to modern public poL 
icy with respect to wages, hours,, and 
working conditions.
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MODEST PROPOSALS
By John Francis Putnam

KIDS OF FIFTEEN arc calling the 1939-45 War the 
"first” war . . . the late war they played soldier for and 
l ead about in Front Line Combat Comics was the Korean 
War. That other war, the one against Hitler and Hirohito 
is as remote to them as John J. Pershing and Camp 
Yaphank are to us. As it is, all those definitive 40-volumc 
official histories of the war are nearing completion, the 
veterans have bald spots ,and paunches, and all is forgiven. 
Almost all, that is.

A “scholarly” German of the Von Clouzcwitz tradi
tion now commands the ground forces for NATO. Ex- 
Kamikaze pilots now sell fine Japanese cameras to Pecr- 
.less and Willoughby’s, then sit back to watch the price 
war. Rehabilitation is final. '

As a popular cultural instance of this moral “rebirth” 
of the ex-enemy, any one looking at the paper-back racks 
in drugstores will notice that they are bright with swas
tika flags . . . Ucboats, Messerschmidt fighter planes and 
Tiger tanks move across the covers with appropriate 
smoke effects from burning villages in the background. 
It is the flood-tide of Nazi war memoirs. Chaste dedica
tions appear on the title pages with inscriptions that say 
things like:

“We do not ask you for forgiveness . . . 
we simply appeal to your sportsmanship”

And there are always obliging British Air Vice Mar
shals of the R.A.F. to write introductions to these books, 
(all cluttered up with sports afield terms and comrad^- 
in-armsmanship).

Some of these Nazi apologias take on an almost lyric 
tone. One ex-pilot recalls how he hummed the dominant 
theme from a late Beethoven string quartet as he flew on 
his way to dive-bomb Crete. By the middle of the book 
he reaches euphoric altitudes with prose periods worthy 
of Rilke, while all Hellas is exploding about his ears.

Nazis, we learn from these books, were pretty fine 
chaps after all. From genial Panzer Generals to venerable 
Landwehr snipers, the German soldier emerges from the 
literary rehabilitation mill shriven and purged with enough 
military virtue left to qualify for the east of the next 
M.G.M. production of Soldiers Three.

But not all is forgiven, apparently.
One group remains obscured in the Wagnerian dark

ness and doom. Since this group was essentially a silent 
service, never particularly distinguished for literacy, it 
is assumed that no articulate champion may emerge. Fear 
of arrest by the present-day West German government is 
another deterrent, which probably accounts as much for 
their reluctance to form an active veterans’ organization 
as for their silence in the matter of nublished reminis
cence.

Come on out boys . . . it’s safe now. There are any 
number of White Citizens Council, KKK and South Afri
can Apartheidt chapters who would welcome affiliation 
with a Gestapo Vet group.

Of course, an “I-wasn’t-such-a-bad-guy” memoir 
might start the ball rolling so that you “honest police 
officers” may be returned to your respectable place in 
society (and history). So as an initial push towards this 
goal, we propose this trial run which should wind up on 
the. Pocket Book lists under the title:

MAKING FRIENDS 
or.

Golden Days and Jolly Times With the Lusty Lads of the 
Gestapo

We approached several responsible men on the ex
ecutive level in various Mafia groups, Heroin rings and
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the National Society for Organized Vice, but no one would 
commit himself so we have to do without an introduction 
to this memoir, and get right into the book itself.

Part I: The Exalted Dream—1939 
I shall never forget the night when we happy lads of 

the shock troop swore our blood and plasma oath around 
a ceremonial fire. It was during the first month of active 
service and we had all been on a wild gypsy hunt in the 
Verdunkelung forest. Tired but stimulated from the chase 
(we had a splendid bag of six bearded, male zigeuner) 
we encamped for the night. I remember the cool, lofty 
beauty of the galgen trees overhead and the murmurous 
poem of the Autumn wind as we sat around the fire on 
that mystic night. The flames, like bright thoughts, lept 
up gladly ns 1 threw in another volume of Heine . . .

Part II: Our boys—1940 
We called ourselves the “Jolly Stompcrs.” Where are 

they now! Only “Quetschi” Unrat and I survive to this 
day. “Quetschi” was the youngest in our group, a child
like peasant boy from Wurstig an der Oder, with enor
mous hands. How wc all envied him! He was the only one 
of our abteilung who could reach for his revolver before 
the word culture was mentioned! Today, he is slipping 
almost imperceptibly into dignified middle age as the chief 
disciplinary officer for the State Music and Art Institute 
of the East German People’s Democratic Republic.

The others are all gone. They sleep, wrapped in heroic 
warrior’s cloaks and quicklime. But I can see them now 
in comradeship:

Laughing Fehl with his collection of dissecting knives / 
(he would keep up a witty repartee with those he dis
sected . . .  it was some time before he learned that such 
impersonal and scientific activity was usually done upon 
cadarcrsj . . .

Then I recall with affection “Baker” Favn, who was

I W eep  F or V enus . . .
If infinity has a finite end
where all horizons meet and blend
how can the mouse escape the cat
when every loophole’s filled with fat
theories of cosmic doom
and earth is but an anteroom
where men await their changeless fate
and hope is a guest who is always late.
Each night I lock the door of doubt 
but there’s no fortress and no out 
against the strategy of death.
Silence answers our last breath 
when wc pose the question WHY 
the stars go on while men must die.
I know of none who’vc won the race 
between the shores of time and space;
I weep for Venus, her course is rough,
her life is nebula enough
with peeping Tom astronomers,
I wouldn’t trade my home for hers.
I say to hell with a universe 
where man’s a satellite or worse 
and interstellar black robs blue; 
if I knew a lawyer I would sue 
the prophet who promised me religion 
would ease the pain of indecision.
Suppose there is no up or down
how can the prodigal find his home town.
The end of this no man can see, 
there must be some priority 
for faith in this world or the next:
Is it God’s word or Einstein’s text?

HAROLD BRICGS
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To Make Our Voices Heard
By Dennis Weeks 

One of the many movements of recent times which didn't af
fect the White House is described below. This was a petition—only 
a few signatures, true, but all the signatories knew it was loaded 
with dynamite. Hence no response from Washington.

The whole thing got started in 
Spring, 1957. Around Memorial Day 
I got the idea that my fellow teen
agers should do what adults almost 
exclusively had been doing up to 
that time. That would be to write 
letters against nuclear weapons. I 
drew up two dittoed sheets on the 
matter. One was a form letter ask
ing teen-agers to cooperate; the oth
er gave an outline of what to write 
about, whom to write to, and how 
to address them.

I started sending m a t e r i a l  to 
friends of mine who might cooper
ate. Unfortunately" I didn’t know too 
many. But I had a break at an Amer
ican Friends Service C o m m i t t e e  
“Worljl Affairs Youth Conference” at 
Boone, Iowa. 1 distributed leaflets 
there, and got several new recruits.

We had set July 4th as the day 
when everybody should write. Less 
than a dozen people wrote any let
ters.

1 don’t discourage easily. With Bob 
Perisho, one of my closest friends 
and cooperator on the letter drive, 
I started to work on a petition. I 
drew up a hasty draft and sent it to 
him—he lives in Mankato, Minnesota, 
which complicated things somewhat 
—for revision. He wrote back with 
his alterations, told me to tear it up 
and do something better. The next 
day I cut a mimeo stencil almost ex
actly the way he had suggested.

This was about the second week in 
August, 1957. Then 1 resumed the 
task of contacting-all possible sup
porters.

I was fortunate here, too. One of 
the others from Lincoln, Nebraska, 
who had gone to the aforementioned 
AFSC camp was being interviewed 
over local radio station KLMS about 
the conference. She wanted me to 
help her organize what she was going 
to say, to fill in on points she had 
forgotten (as if I hadn’t forgotten as 
well), and so forth. That same morn
ing the stencil wras being run off, and 
just before we were to meet I got the 
finished copies of the petitions. She 
read the petition over the radio that 
day.

Shortly after this my family moved 
from Lincoln to our present home 
in DcKnlb, Illinois. I had little suc
cess for a while. Eventually I got the 
idea of writing to liberal magazines, 
trying to round up support that way. 
Both Manas and The Progressive 
printed my letter, and more teen
agers (and adults) began to write.

The Unsilent Generation
You have to say this for the teen-, 

ngers who wrote me about the peti
tions. They most emphatically do not 
represent by any means a silent or 
uncommitted generation. They were 
far more enthusiastic than I was in 
many cases. One girl got a total of 
some 70 signatures—as opposed to

the 13 that I managed to round up. 
Though she set a record for the 
movement, others did well also. The 
apparent failure of the petition move
ment can’t be attributed to lack of 
effort.

After one false start, when we tried 
to send the petitions to Eisenhower 
on our original Christmas deadline, 
we finally got the 200 signatures in 
the mail on February 28th. They 
were accompanied by an explanatory 
letter from Bob Perisho, myself, and 
Pat Samuel, an Iowa girl who had 
been in on things almost from the 
start. We just elaborated in more 
detail on the three points we made 
in the petition: radiation, uncertainty 
of scientists, and world tension.

Guilty Conscience?
We closed the letter, which we 

barely got onto a single page, with 
a statement by Lewis Strauss, made 
back in 1954, to the effect that he 
never would have cooperated with the 
AEC unless he had been sure that 
the good of the atom could be made 
to outweigh the bad. (I’ll bet he 
either strongly regrets or has for
gotten that statement now. Just as 
a side bit of speculation. I wonder 
why he really resigned as Chairman 
of the Atomic Energy Commission.)

I drew up a news release in two 
parts—it was typed and dated origi
nally March 2, 1958, but I held up 
mailing until the Monday after Eas
ter. Easter Sunday I added a post
script reporting that there had been 
so far no official acknowledgment, 
taking a slight dig at the President 
at the same time.

April 7th, with vacation f r o m  
school, was spent in addressing en
velopes and sticking news releases in 
them. I eventually mailed some 130

unjustly flayed alive by a horde of his malodorous and 
ungrateful charges at a Sports and Enlightenment Center 
in the late Spring of 1945 . . .

And of course Lothar, the albino son of SS General 
Wnlpurgis—he who organized the friendly Blackjack and 
Truncheon obstacle gauntlet races with visiting members 
of the Japanese Thought Police. An artist, Lothar was, 
the head of the research and development section of the 
Shock-and-Trauma Persuasion Institute of Folter-bci- 
Angst. Such superiority lost to our world!

Those lads, every one of them-were Mordskerl . . . 
an untranslatable word that best describes the typical 
SS Gestapo chum of those sun-drenched health-giving 
days. Tanned, clear-eyed, immaculate in chaste service 
uniforms, those dedicated boys made their boots heard 
all over Europe . . .

Part III: Hard Times—1944 
Sunbathing, gymnastics and coup# dc grace . . . our 

life at Ravcnsbruck Sports and Enlightenment camp was 
a monotonous round of duty, given deep meaning only by 
the dynamism of our program. We endured bravely the 
slow lapse of time with the hum of electric fences making 
a pleasant sound in our ears as we implemented our self

less and dedicated program for the potentalization of 
human personality.

There was always stimulating and creative work in 
the disposal chutes and recreation pits. But we were over
whelmed by statistics. Our beautiful big dogs grew morose 
and treacherous. Ingratitude was our daily cross and the 
supreme horror of all was when a technological failure 
drove us nearly out of our minds because the record player 
of the camp loudspeaker system got stuck on the same 
repeated phrase from the “Acceleration Waltz.” There are 
limits to which a human being may be pushed . . .

Part IV: Today 
And what was left to me after six years of loyal 

devotion! A fresh skin graft under my arm to eliminate 
the tattooed series number, 40 kilos of wedding rings and 
a laboriously acquired expertise.

Colonel-General dc Policia is a rank to which I may 
never have previously aspired, but I am quite satisfied 
since I am in command of the present situation and my 
Spnnish is by now faultless. In fact I feel completely at 
home since I redesigned the local service uniform to con
form to my personal traditions and ideas. And what is 
more, the climate of Havana agrees with me . . .
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releases to different groups and in
dividuals, including everything from 
press services to radicals.

The support of known “subversive” 
organizations was not solicited in 
getting signatures. However, a num
ber of groups listed by the Attorney 
General were contacted later, when 
the press releases came out. The prin
cipal reason for the embargo on ma
terials to such groups as the Com
munist Party was not because I dis
agreed with them, which I did, but 
mainly to avoid being branded as a 
communist-inspired movement.

Too often Washington has pro
duced near mass-hysteria by claim
ing that a project like this threatens 
Our National Security, or some such 
hogwash. Rather than protest against 
this, I for one felt it to be better to 
get an effective petition free of witch
hunt scars—although from an ethical 
point of view I should have invited 
everyone's cooperation.

This describes the main events con
nected with the petition, w h i c h  
amassed a meager 200 signatures. 
Before I go any further, I should 
clear the record on one other point: 
I'm happy to report that no monetary 
contributions were solicited—every
thing came out of the pocket of the 
person who ran up the expense. I 
paid for most, of the postage that 
way, but there was no stinginess on 
the part of other people.

The only contributions were donated 
labor in running off the oi’iginal peti
tions, and some other mimeo work at 
cost. The Society to Abolish Nuclear 
Explosions (SANE) gave the peti
tions an unexpected plug; and. by 
publishing my letter, Mavas and The 
Progressive gave me some free ad
vertising.

The significance of this petition 
seems to me to lie not in the fact 
that it was a teen-age petition, or 
that it go t 200 signatures.

The real significance lies in the

fact that it was ignored.
Milton Mayer in The Progressive 

has been pointing something out 
which has become painfully clear to 
me now: the White House is becom
ing more and more unapproachable 
in things like this. The American 
Friends Service Committee last sum
mer had to leave 17.500 signatures 
at the White House gate all at once, 
and some 10,000 others before that. 
So what chance did a puny 200 s ig 
natures stand?

As I have already stated, official 
reaction was strictly nil. Unofficial 
reaction has been favorable—a stack
ed deck, however, as the only men
tion has been in liberal, pacifist, and 
anti-nuclear publications.

Side reactions have been interest
ing. On the same day I got one let
ter urging me to eat only meat and 
another urging me to eat only vege
tables. Both letters warned me of the 
evils of the other stand. The meat- 
eater, I am afraid, is losing out. He 
told me, among other things, that 
due to their all-meat diet neither of 
his daughters had had any cavities. 
As a matte)* of fact, I have abused 
my teeth terribly, and I eat vege
tables (I am leaning toward vege
tarianism), and 1 have’never had a 
cavity either.

All types of people were involved. 
Religions and philosophies varied, 
from atheists to faith-healers, capi
talists to socialists, etc. I expect I 
am the only combination o f pacifist, 
metaphysicist, socialist, anarchist, 
and semi-vegetarian. There are oth
ers with equally peculiar complexes, 
and there are undoubtedly some who 
are very un-complex. It is a hetero
geneous mixture, to say the least.

My personal reaction has on the 
whole been favorable. Of course, I 
am disappointed that our Great and 
Noble President saw fit to pay so lit
tle attention. He didn't even have 
Lewis Strauss send me one of the
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form letters which go to everyone 
who protests The Bomb:

I don't know why we were appar
ently so special, unless it was be
cause we just posed too many chal
lenges un-ansHvered by the form let
ter, two-page though it is . . . Maybe 
Strauss couldn’t refute bis 1954 
statement which was a principal part 
of the letier . . .  Or maybe they don’t 
send the form letter to the same per
son twice? I suppose I'll never know. 
Right now I lack familiar enough 
connections with Communist spies to 
utilize this avenue of research and 
information-getting, and I can’t  con
duct a very detailed investigation on 
my own.

One outgrowth of the petition drive 
is very interesting. A British woman 
suggested that we move into an in
ternational petition. Plans ai*e being 
formulated right now to that effect.

In conclusion, I want to thatak all 
those people who have helped me, 
encouraged me, and cooperated with 
me in this movement. I have certainly 
changed a lot as a result of the peti
tion, and I hope it is for the better.

How Would You Like To 
Get Away From It All?

“There are few people in this 
weary, war-torn world of ours who 
have not sometime during their lives 
thought o f living in the peaceful at
mosphere of a tropical island,” began 
an article in the Bergen (N. J.) Eve
ning Record o f August 6, 1958.

Arthur Lockwood—it continued—a 
writer and retired sea captain, is a 
one-third owner o f two islands in the 
Solomons, and has offered to donate 
his share of the property if the Re
alist will sponsor the establishment 
of' a world community on the two 
islands.

He described the Realist as “an 
advocate of individual freedom” and 
the islands as “tropical paradises.”

He said he thought the other two 
owners of the islands would also do
nate their shares. One o f the owners, 
Silas B. Axtcll, a New York lawyer, 
is an avid campaigner for world gov
ernment.

Mona Island is 5 miles long and 
4 miles wide, with 1,700-foot high 
mountains and a tropical forest. Ster
ling Island is about 2 miles long and 
2 miles wide, with an 11-acre fresh
water lake.

The government used Mona Island 
as an airbase during World War II. 
Both islands are under the jurisdic
tion of Australia, and moving there 
may mean becoming an Australian 
citizen. Lockwood says that the 
thought behind the idea is to set up 
“an ideal community.”

Zenith, anyone?
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How To Kill A Cow -  With Kindness
By Harry Kursh 

One thing I like about women (apart from their obvious bio
logical accoutrements) is their tenacity, temerity and tactics. 
Give them a nice humane cause to rally around and, brother, they
rally!

You’ll never catch a woman’s club 
wasting time over such banalities as 
what to do about keeping Dulles at 
home, how to keep Khrushchev from 
shooting his mouth off, or how to 
bring an end to war without destroy
ing ciyilization in the process. Now
adays a woman’s club needs a real, 
shattering cause, one around which 
all can rally without crashing into 
a loyalty oath. Thus, when someone 
raised a question about how we were 
slaughtering our cattle in this coun
try, the women of America hit their 
stride, and Congress .got it right be
tween the eyes.

“Man, I’ve never seen anything 
like it,'* groaned Senator Hubert 
Humphrey, the Minnesota liberal who 
sponsored a bill to make slaughter
ing more humane. “I must have 
gotten somewhere between 35,000 and
45,000 letters.” But Sen. Humphrey’s 
experience was nothing (being a 
friend of the woman’s cause) com
pared with what happened to other 
Congressmen.

They were besieged by delegations 
from every state, cornered in Con
gressional corridors and nuclearized 
under a torrential fallout of mail. As 
a matter of fact. Pres. Eisenhower 
himself remarked: “If I depended on 
my mail, I would think that humane 
slaughter is the only thing anyone 
is interested in.”

Of course, it is not. There are 
many other things which interest 
women—bingo, the chemise, The La
dies Home Journal, and Mamie’s trip 
to a slenderizing ranch, to name a 
few. But the trouble with Washing
ton is that political leaders neglect 
to make a distinction between that 
which merely “interests” women and 
that which is a cause. Humane 
slaughtering, without question, is a 
cause, and back in 1954 when the 
women of America learned that the 
TJ. S. Humane Society was trying to 
push through a law that would com
pel meat packers to slaughter cattle 
with a little more kindness, they 
jumped on the bandwagon.
• First came the General Federation 
of Women’s Clubs with its 11,000,000 
strong, and then the National Coun
cil of Catholic Women, and Jewish 
women, and the women from the 
book-and-tea clubs, the luncheon 
club3, the PTA meetings. They mailed 
their letters,- gathered their peti
tions, demanded, debated, lambasted,

cried, threatened, and held forums, 
and demanded equal time whenever a 
television production showed a fam
ily sitting down to a meat dinner. 
(Oddly, however, the vegetarian 
groups have reported no increase in 
membership).

The point of it all, said the women, 
was our antediluvian (poleaxing, 
knife-sticking, hit-’em-in-the-kishkas) 
methods of slaughtering cattle. They 
said we should do it the way they 
do it in Europe—a bullet between the 
eyes, or carbon-dioxide gas.

Ordinarily you’d think no one 
would be brazen enough to argue 
with the women. Shoot them or kiss 
them to death—what’s the difference? 
—so long as you get the meat to the 
table. We’re still talking about cattle.

But there is a difference. The meat 
packers say the old fashioned slaugh
tering technique is best suited to 
American mass production needs and 
is more efficient, meaning it costs less 
to kill that way. But the women 
countered with the argument that it 
is too cruel. Death is not painless. 
Death is too slow in coming to the 
animal. The battle lines were drawn 
and up to the legislative front (op
posed to Son. Humphrey’s bill) 
marched one of the nation’s most 
powerful lobby groups, the Ameri
can Meat Institute.

Under the onslaught of women 
driven by a cause, the American 
Meat Institute didn’t have a chance. 
Congress overwhelmingly approved 
humane slaughter. This does not 
mean every meat packer will start 
kissing his cattle to death. There is 
nothing compulsory in the law, which 
merely declares that Uncle Sam won’t 
buy meat from anyone who does, not 
slaughter humanely.

However, since Uncle Sam buys 
more than $1.5 billion worth of 
meat every year; since $1.5 billion is 
an awful lot of gravy, and since every 
meat packer likes a little gravy with 
his bread, chances are the women 
have emerged universally triumphant. 
Indeed, the American Meat Institute 
has all but conceded defeat. “We 
can’t beat ’em,” says a spokesman 
for the Institute, “so we’ll join ’em."

I, for one, believe the women of 
America have made a mistake. The 
meat packers have been looking for 
an excuse to beef up the price of 
their products. Now they’ve got it. 
Before long most of us steak caters

Orthodox Cruelty
The American Meat Institute was 

not the only group opposed to humane 
slaughter. Despite the fact that the 
“Kosher” method of killing animals 
was specifically exempted, the Rab
binical Council of America was also 
in there fighting the bill which Texas 
Congressman W. R. Ponge, taking 
the torch from Senator Humphrey, 
had introduced.

An editorial in the Jewish Ncivs- 
letter had these angry words to say 
about the matter:

“The reason for the opposition is 
illustrative of how fanaticism ob
scures men’s reason and how far 
clericalism is divorced from true re
ligion and morality, as well as from 
the people it alleges to serve. The 
rabbis, it appears, are afraid that if 
a humane slaughter law is passed in 
the United States, it may eventually 
lead to some modification or even 
prohibition of the Jewish r i t u a l  
slaughter method, as indeed, it did in 
Switzerland, Denmark and other high
ly civilized countries.

“Because of this problematic fear 
of possible restrictions of their an
cient dogmas in -years to come, the 
rabbis are ready to continue the pres
ent cruelty in the slaughter of ani
mals and ai-e fighting against ANY 
attempt to improve it.

“They do not see the cruelty and 
absurdity of the fact that an in
finitesimal group of fanatics repre
senting less than one-tenth of one 
percent of the American Jewish pop
ulation, which in itself forms less 
than six percent of the entire Ameri
can population, is fighting to prevent 
170 million Americans of all faiths 
from introducing humane slaughter 
laws because these may one day hurt 
their dogmas.

"And this is called religion.”

will be switching to pot roast, and 
the pot roasters will have to be con
tent with hamburgers, and hambur- 
gerites will probably go to kidney 
stew or fish. This may not sound so 
terrible. But just picture what may 
now happen in millions of American 
homes, when Joe Boss comes home 
from a rough day at the factory, 
looks at the dinner table and cries out, 
“What! Kidney stew again, Sadie!”

Poor Sadie. What will happen to 
her shouldn’t happen to a humanely 
slaughtered cow. In fact, the cow’s 
death, next to Sadie’s unending trou
bles, will seem as sweet as the honey 
that drips from the smile of a Sal
vation Army tambourine player.

Actually, I'm not against humane 
slaughter. I’m not even against 
slaughter. Some of my best friends 
have been slaughtered.
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Lei A Smile 
He Your IBMbrella

, The International Business Ma
chines Corporation, whose employees 
sometimes seem as standardized as 
the products they sell, this month 
denied to the Realist a rumor to the 
effect that all personnel were now 
having their teeth capped by a com
pany dentist.

Wrote Dr. J. C. Duffy, Medical .Di
rector: “We do not maintain dental 
services nor do we provide remedial 
dental care.”

At the bottom of the stationery, in 
raised letters, was the famed IBM 
directive, THINK. Little did Thomas 
Watson dream when he first ‘coined’ 
the motto, that it would be heeded 
by machines instead of people.

I'm not even against women. Some 
of my best women weren’t my 
friends.

I'm tolerant. I believe in tolerance. 
I can tolerate money, whiskey, wom
en, four-day weekends, Cadillacs, and 
twice-a-ycar vacations in Switzerland. 
But when the price of tolerance comes 
out of my own pocket you can’t really 
blame me for sounding a little in
tolerant over the afticionados of hu
mane slaughter.

There were so many other causes 
the women could have taken up. They 
could have taken up the cause of 
Liberace against rock'n'roll; the cause 
of adult TV westerns against quiz 
shows; the Mercedes-Benz against 
the Ford Thunderbird; the clean H- 
bomb against the ordinary H-bomb. 
Oh, there are endless causes like 
these. Not one of which would have 
cost me a cent. But, no, my* good 
friends and yours, the women of 
America, had to go and give the 
meat packers a raison d'etre for high
er prices.

But what makes it all seem like 
pouring salt in an open wound (hu
manely, of course) is the fact that 
the women could have suggested nu
merous methods by which cattle may 
be slaughtered humanely, none of 
which would have affected the price 
of meat.

For instance, what’s wrong with 
loading an island or two with cattle 
every time we test nuclear weapons 
in the Pacific, and then exploding 
these weapons at a sufficient altitude 
above the islands so that the cattle 
will get just enough fallout radiation 
to die in their sleep? You couldn’t 
kill the creatures more humanely be
cause they wouldn’t even know they 
were being slaughtered. When radia
tion penetrates flesh and bones it is 
absolutely painless.

The cost of exploding the bombs
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Realist First Reader
S e x  E d u ca t io n  f o r  th e

This is a diaphragm. Women use 
it when they don’t want to have a 
baby. That is very immoral. Why, yon 
ask? Because it is artificial, thnt‘s 
why. But never fear. There are other 
methods to prevent conception. They 
are very moral. Why, you ask? Be
cause they are natural, that’s why.

This is big brother’s pajama bot
toms. He had a nocturnal emission 
last night. What a shame. It woke 
him up. But see the semen stain. It 
has millions of dead sperms. They 
were killed the natural way.

This is big sister’s sanitary napkin. 
It doesn't look very sanitary any 
more, does it? There is an ovum 
somewhere in that bloody mess. But 
it will never be fertilized. It will be 
flushed down the toilet bowl. That’s 
the natural way, too.

This is a baby. It was born dead. 
Every year in the U.S.A. 136,000 in
fants arc still-born or die within a 
month. Now suppose their Mommies 
and Daddies had interfered artificially 
with the process of procreation. God’s 
purpose would never have b e e n  
achieved. Just think what a tragedy 
that would’ve been. But at least some 
of the dead babies were baptized. 
That's the natural way.

This is a special calendar. It marks 
off menstrual periods. That's for the 
rhythm system of not having babies. 
A husband and his wife are in bed. 
They start to make love. Then they 
get out of bed. Because they have to 
look at the calendar. That’s the natu
ral way.

This is a husband and wife who 
don’t want to have a baby yet. But 
the calendar says that the time is 
fertile. So they stop making love. Be
cause one thing would lead to an-

won’t enter into the price of the 
meat because Uncle Sam foots the 
bill for the explosions anyhow. And 
the cost of shipping the cattle to 
and from the islands will be more 
than offset by (I) the efficiency of 
the kill, (2) the scientific data ob
tained therefrom, and (3) the extra 
leather that will become available 
from hides left unscathed by pole- 
axing, knife-sticking or shooting.

I realize that there may be some 
objection to eating radioactive meat.. 
But I’m sure science can come to the 
rescue with some drug which we can 
all take before dinner to counteract 
the effects of radiation. Such a drug, 
as a matter of fact, is already in the 
works and when it is produced com
mercially for civil defense stockpiles 
it would be a pity, indeed, to waste
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other. Ask Dorothy Dix. She should 
know. She tried it once with Dr. 
Crane. Just to prove her theory. 
Later she had to write to his Worry 
Clinic. She was worried because she 
missed her period. She missed it very 
much.

This is a husband and wife who 
do want to have a baby. But the cal
endar says that the time is sterile. 
Lucky for them they have a calendar. 
It saves them from having unneces
sary intercourse. Unless they like to 
gamble on having unwanted babies. 
That’s the natural way.

This is a confessional booth. There 
is a screen in the middle. The per
son on one side is a priest. The per
son on the other side is a confessor. 
He is confessing that he has had evil 
thoughts. The priest tells him that to 
hove an evif thought is evil. It is just 
as evil as committing the evil act that 
the evil thought is about. Priests 
never have evil thoughts themselves. 
They don’t have to. They have an 
ample supply of other people’s evil 
thoughts to draw upon.

This is the husband and his wife 
again. The ones who don’t want to 
have a baby yet. Now the calendar 
says that the time is sterile. How con
venient. Now they can make love with
out stopping And without worrying. 
But they’re good, consistent Catho
lics. And so they are worrying. 
Because they know that evil thoughts 
are evil. Their evil thought is to 
have intercourse but to avoid having 
a baby. They can’t be sure they won't 
have a baby—that’s why the rhythm 
system is moral—tout the intention is 
there. Tomorrow they will go to con
fession.

it on the mere eventuality of a mi-, 
clear war.

There is one other slaughtering 
technique I'd like to suggest. It may 
not be as efficient as the nuclear 
weapon job, but it should prove quite 
humane, and as foolproof as it is 
simple. Let’s have some good old- 
fashioned cattle drives up to Capitol 
Hill, where we can feed the critters 
on a steady diet of the Congressional 
Record. I guarantee they’ll choke to 
death, and not a word of it will hurt 
them. There always being an ample 
supply of Congressional Records, the 
cost should be low and the supply 
steady. In the event the supply runs 
low, we should have no trouble get
ting Congress to talk some more, 
especially if American women take 
up another great cause.
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SURV IVAL
By Harold Fowler

This column is dedicated to the realistic pursuit 
of survival in the atomic age. Attention will be given 
to current events and ideas. Reader comment is in
vited. If freedom is to endure, free men must con
ceive and execute new plans. Our present course is 
leading to catastrophe.

Ten years ago, I was a typical American, in pursuit 
of family, friends, and prosperity. After spending the 
war in India, I had been four years Supervisor of Ex
perimental Rocket Motor Development for North Ameri
can Aviation. As I learned the certainty of ICBM’s, and 
felt the stickiness of civilization’s blood on my hands, I 
lost stomach for the missile business. Since then I have 
been Ass't Plant Manager and A ss’t to the President of 
a $3,000,000 steel products company.

I haye been studying also, War and Peace and Why, 
and storming my own and everybody else’s brains for 
ideas. The solution seems tantalizingly simple—the broth
erhood of man—practical and immensely profitable, and 
the only realistic answer to the Bomb and the Missile. 
But how get there? How change the whole course of 
history, from fighting to loving?

Reduced to its nub, war is the age-old struggle be
tween the have's and the have-nots. If we have’s, choking 
in luxury, would extend 1/20 of 6ur national income to
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the have-nots, in investments for economic development, 
not in global charity; in developing world trade so that 
everybody had some kind of job; weapons and wars would 
rot away in the resulting prosperity.

I wrote a book, Brainstorming Toward Survival, in 
kick-in-the-belly challenges. I said we were hypocrites, 
ignoring the world’s hungry and,calling ourselves Chris
tians. I said many of our businessmen were traitors to 
free enterprise for ignoring the national interest in pur
suit of their own profit. I gave examples from my own 
experience, in.the language and names of today's busi
ness world:

Freedom is defaulting to slavery in the person of the 
labor leader who demands only more, sticking his strike- 
gun in the public's ribs to get it, contributing to infla
tion, pricing his product out of the market, and so asking 
for the controls which are the sure steps to collectivism.

Freedom is defaulting to slavery in the persons of the 
corporation owners and presidents whose industry col
lusion pushes administered prices ever higher, pyramid
ing profits and capital gains, and doing the same damage 
to free enterprise as the labor monopolists.

Freedom defaults in advertising, with planned ob
solescence, prostitution of social science to the search for 
the hidden motive which sells soap “A” instead of soap 
“B” today,.and tomorrow the reverse; its pure waste of 
talent to make people gorge not only all they earn, but 
all they can borrow, on junk for which they have no 
need—by comparison with the need of the rest of the 
world for capital to industrialize to produce food, medi
cine. clothes, housing, and education.

LETTERS
(Continued from Page 6)

Of course there are some good ar
ticles. F. P. Wortman’s "Sage of the 
Cracker Barrel” is probably the most 
effective contribution. The Wyatt ar
ticle is O.K. but the title is “smart- 
alcxy.” No dictionary lists URP . . * 

Fred Elder 
Westminster, Calif.

But Won’t They Doubt It?
The Realist gets off to a great start 

and I’ll say so in the next issue of 
Doubt. A million circulation to you! 

Tiffany Thayer 
The Fort can Society 
New York, N. Y.

How I)o We Offend Thee?
That opening issue of the Realist, 

in at least four instances, seriously, 
needlessly, and uselessly offends good 
taste.

I refer, first, to the headline 
("Sodomy In K ilts”) over the item 
on homosexuality. Sexual inversion is 
one of the major facts and problems 
of social relations. But this unfor
tunate sexual abnormality has a wide 
variety of expressions, both in men 
and women. Hence the headline in 
question is only partly, and in small 
part, accurate as well as being in
excusably coarse and vulgar.

I refer, second, to the four lines of 
verse (“Shame On It!”) included in 

. that item.
Third, to the twenty-four liued

rhyme (“Man Somewhat Freud-Hap
py”) by Tom Pease, emphasizing a 
phallic attitude. There are a number 
of periodicals in this country that 
pander to the kind of reader who 
likes such material.

Homosexuality and phallicism arc 
by no means subjects to be omitted 
from the Realist, but they should not 
be treated coarsely or in a spirit of 
levity. That these sex items appeared 
in the opening issue of the Realist, 
evinces on the p'art of the person (or 
persons) responsible a psychological 
immaturity, to say the least. In no 
British or Australian journal of simi
lar or comparable purpose is such 
material to be found.

I refer, fourth, to the concluding 
stanza of Nero Redwood’s “Exist
entialist Nursery Rhymes.”

These four entries have no ap
propriate place, and serve no useful 
purpose, in a serious journal of opin
ion. I took for granted that the Real
ist would be sufficiently dignified and 
mature as a journal devoted to “so
cial, political, and religious criticism 
and satire.” In that conviction I sub
scribed. My trust has been betrayed.

On the credit side, there were 
w o r t h y  and worthwhile articles; 
these, however, are not enough, and 
could never be enough, to offset the 
kind of material to which I have 
taken exception. I hereby cancel my 
subscription.

Moreover, I ask yo\i to return to. 
me tlie material I  mailed to you deal

ing with the atheistic funeral rites, 
conducted by me, of my friend Harry 
Ryan . . .  I should not like to have 
any part of my remarks on that oc
casion to appear in the Realist.

Robert H. Scott 
Saratoga, Calif.

Sweetness And No Light
Congratulations on the appearance, 

verve, forthrightness of the Realist. 
We have had too much sweetness of 
late and it will be good to have your 
cutting edge at work.

Porter Sargeant used to tell me 
that satire was the way to deal with 
clericalism and stuffy ecclesiasticism. 
It is not The Humanist's forte, ob
viously.

Edwin H. Wilson. Director 
American Humanist Association 
Yellow Springs. Ohio

We Heard It Via A Clergyman
Your story, “The Man Who Saw 

God,” is about the creamiest I have 
seen in a long time. Quite priceless.

May I have permission to quote it 
in my page of “Psychic Highlights” 
in The Psychic Observer—it will be 
a perfect footnote to some articles I 
had recently on “God,” which con
cluded with a piece on “Laughter” as 
being the only satisfactory ultimate 
philosophy of life.

As a friend of mine said many 
years ago, life is too damned serious 
to be taken seriously!

Col. A. E. Powell 
N. Hollywood, Calif.
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By ignoring the world, we are handing it, and our
selves, to Communism.

I proved, simply, that we can out-produce Communism 
in the world, at a greater cash profit today, if we will 
change from selfishness to responsibility; if we will co
operate instead of cheating and deceiving, if we will 
look at the larger picture, instead of our tiny windows; 
if we will observe our ideals, instead of daily shredding 
ever more of our heritage.

Vanguard and Beacon considered this book for 2-3 
months each, then turned it down: “People just not in
terested.” So I printed it myself, and mailed a copy to 
200 editors and business, labor, and political leaders, each 
of whom had expressed himself as “desperately seeking 
new ideas.” All carried a covering letter setting the book 
in terms of some particular speech or article of the Great 
Man himself. Nearly all were ignored, or answered in cir
cular file acknowledgments.

I wrote a factual summary and mailed it with a cover
ing letter to 300 random members of my Unitarian Church 
of the Larger Fellowship, including my minister. This 
over-worked and well-meaning gentleman reacted as 
tho I were selling poisoned soap. He asked if I didn’t 
think this was “using” our membership lists, which pre
sumably were meant for the exchange of cake recipes over 
tea and crumpets. Our correspondence ended harmonious
ly, but Unitarian officialdom was not sufficiently inter
ested to give the book even a paragraph of mention in 
any of its publications, theological debate seeming to 
take first, second, and third priority.

Advertisements in the Progressive, Saturday Review, 
Harper’s, and Unitarian Register were devoid of results, 
even to a free copy of the summary which was offered. 
Here and there a hit, an enthusiastic individual, but 
mostly—apathy.

Then one day a letter from Ping Ferry of Bob Hutch
ins’ Fund for the Republic: “Your book is most impres
sive. Please come to New York and talk with us." The 
Fund was set up by the Ford Foundation with the specific 
job of preserving the Free Society. Here was interest of 
a high order.

What Do People Say?
Hutchins had one main question to ask: “What do 

people say?” I had to answer, “People say nothing. Peo
ple don’t know what to say. They aren’t doing homework 
any more. They don’t care. They have no reasoned opin
ions. Their only reaction to world problems is to want 
to fight. They don’t even know that we might lose the 
next one, or that all humanity might vanish. The problem 
is too big for them, and they're too lazy to go back and 
figure it out.”

Ferry said he liked everything about the book but 
the conclusion. “People,” he said, “are not going to wake 
up, study national and international problems so they 
can be intelligent citizens of a free society. Leaders will 
not change. The only hope”—spake this staunch defender 
of freedom—“is that the Democrats after 1960 will pass 
sufficient legislation so that the people and their busi
ness wiM be made to do the right things, price controls, 
wage conti’ols, and a global Marshall Plan.”

Today, mankind marches to slavery or Armageddon. 
We who are free cling ever closer to the faceless mask 
of conformity. Our press wails for new ideas, imagina
tion, boldness, new approaches, but all we can do is send 
in Marines. New ideas cannot come from the tired breast 
of Foster Dulles, nor from any other leader, for today’s 
leaders lead because they conform.

W’hen I wrote Brainstorming Toward Survival, I hoped 
to be banned in Boston, or sued by US Steel. I thought 
about feeding some nudes of my beautiful wife to Con
fidential, anything for publicity, to be read. A man who 
thinks he has answers the world needs can take argu-
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Cheer up, brother, cease from sighing!
You'll be purer when you’re dying 
Of old age by slow degrees 
Or perhaps from Bright’s disease.
It’s not hard to be ascetic 
When one is a diabetic.
Men are much, much, much less sexy 
After strokes of apoplexy.
Hormones arc less autocratic 
When one’s racked by pains prostatic.
Abstinence is far more easy 
When with asthma one is wheezy.
Base temptations one can parry 
If one’s ailm ent’s coronary.
Lust one quickly puts to rout 
When one almost screams with gout.
So cheer up! Age conquers wrong.
Be one’s passions e’er so strong,
It will lick them with facility.
Hail, all hail, to thee. Senility!

TOM PEASE
ment, agreement, or even crucifixion, but to be-ignored 
is the ultimate irony. So far, I haven’t had the nerve to 
pull all the stops out. I cast bread on the waters, and 
I'm waiting for i-eaction.

Most people look right or left, waiting to see what 
others say. Criticism of organized religion seems to have 
caused most comment. “Nice” people don’t say “nasty” 
things about the Church. Really concerned churchmen 
criticize bitterly (see Christian Century or The Com
monweal), but outwardly they keep chin up for the old 
folks who want security, grace, and peace of mind, and 
who comprise large parts of their congregations.

The other 95% of the people, those who either don’t 
go to church or who go as Sunday Zombies, for the effect 
—resent criticism. They resent emotionally, needled in 
their hypocrisy, so they can’t appreciate reason, and they 
react in anger.

Catholics arc probably worst in that respect, so I 
tut out a whole chapter on Roman Catholicism. Catholics 
simply dont’ know what their Church is up to, or what 
its effect is in the world, how similar is its tyranny to 
Communism. All criticism is prejudice, all facts lies, or 
at best misunderstanding. However, if you don’t criticize 
their religion, you can still appeal to their reason, so 
rather than alienate them completely (and maybe be 
banned in Boston and get headlines and circulation), I 
took the easy way out and cut the chapter.

The average person who reads the book seems im
pressed by the business and military and economic argu
ments, but he shudders at religious criticism, which he 
somehow' equates with criticism of Christ or God. He 
cannot see that the criticism is directed at the organi
zation which has grown up about Christ, which is simply 
the Temple all over again in modern dress. The average 
person also feels small and insignificant, incapable of 
exerting any influence even if he did want to, so why 
make the effort?

Unless humanity is to enter a new and much darker 
ago, or to perish completely, answers must be found. 
And these answers must include the means to get them 
across to the people, and from the people thru to our 
leaders, so that the course of our nation and the world 
and history may be changed accordingly. This is what 
we are going to try to do in this column, challenge you, 
the reader, the 1 in 100 or 1000 who is willing to think, 
to study, and to speak out. Here is your forum.
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God On Madison Avenue
By William D. Yeager

Religion In American Life is a national advertising agency 
engaged in selling religion to the American people. Most of its 
officers are Protestant clergymen and outstanding Protestant lay
men. National Chairman is Robert T. Stevens, former Secretary 
of the Army, best remembered for his clash with Joe McCarthy. 

ItlAL’s annual report, just issued.
shows tremendous accomplishments: 
6,032 billboard ads pasted up; 67,- 
042 car or bus ca"ds installed; 7,630 
posters on the sides of buildings, in 
subways, etc.; 888 advertising mat3 
supplied to daily newspapers. All of 
the principal mass distribution maga
zines carried RIAL'S material. The 
report does not make clear who paid 
for the space.

Most marvelous is the impact of 
religiosity on radio and television. 
The organization claims that it made
477.781.000 "impressions" on tele
vision alone. An "impression" is one 
message seen or heard once in a 
home. On network radio, there (were
14.386.000 such impressions. No effort 
was made to estimate the number of 
impressions made on. local radio, 
which was probably more than either 
of the other items.

This Week,” with a picture of chil
dren being led to a church. In 1953, 
a similar picture was captioned, 
"Light Their Life With Faith." In 
1955, two wide-eyed siblings peered 
out from under a headline, “Give 
Them a Faith to Live By."

Other themes have stressed the 
Pealeain doctrine that religiosity and 
‘prosperity’ go together. In 1951, it 
was “Take Someone to Church This 
Week; You will both be Richer for 
it." In 1956, the appeal was to “Build

Ray of Hope
The world that by war-fears is 

awed
May ’scape destruction yet 
If nations only trust in Cod 
And keep their powder wet.'

—Tom Pease

God Is Good For You 
The theme of RIAL advertising is 

changed annually, and the copy is 
built around the annual motto. It 
usually follows closely the line of 
Norman Vincent Peale, touting the 
mundane rather than the spiritual 
side of religion. It offers comfort, 
wealth, security, says little of heaven, 
hell, or theology.

During several recent years, the 
theme has offered to fathers and 
mothers an effective device for the 
making of angels out of brats. In 
1952, ft vras “Show Them the Way

The Realist
225 Lafayette St.
New York 12, N.Y.
Form 3517 requested

a Stronger Life; Worship Together 
Every Week."

For several years, the offer was of 
general psychological security and 
peace of mind . . . here below. In 
1949, RIAL stressed the slogan, “Find 
Yourself through Faith"; in 1954, 
“Take Your Problems to Church This 
Week; Millions leave them There"; 
and in 1957, “Find the Strength for 
Your Life; Worship Together Every 
Week."

There is a conscious effort not to 
discriminate, and so Catholics and 
Jews also receive the benefit of this
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outpouring of Protestant publicity. 
The appeal is not for a particular 
faith, but for a general, vague and 
somewhat .meaningless religion or re
ligiosity.

While , Catholics seem to take no 
very active part in RIAL, they have 
their own tremendous public rela
tions program under which they seek 
space in the news columns of the 
papers, on television news broadcasts 
and in the public service programs-of 
radio and television.

R. C.’s P. R. Man
Rev. John E. Kelly is “Director of 

Information”—in other words, press 
agent—for the National Catholic 
Welfare Conference, representing the 
Bishops of the United States. In the 
August issue of the magazine Catho
lic Building and Maintenance, he says 
that the American Roman Catholic 
Church now has in full operation 55 
“public relations offices."

Father Kelly urges the use of “big 
business publicity techniques." He 
boasts of the successes already 
achieved. He mentions the “radio and 
television programs of Bishop Fulton 
J. Sheen, the Family Rosary Crusade 
of Father Patrick J. Peyton, and the 
Christopher Progr.am of Father James 
G. Keller." The Church, he insists, 
“must work for equal time and space" 
in the newspapers, on the radio and 
television.

He is especially proud of the work 
done on the “Cardinal Stritch story, 
from the first word of the Curia ap
pointment to the thank-you letters 
to traffic officials after the funeral." 
Cardinal Stritch’s bereaved family 
and his sorrowing “subjects” in Chi
cago must look with great pride on 
the accomplishments of the high 
pressure publicity agents in connec
tion with his Papal honors, his death, 
and his funeral.
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