
East Side 

-By P. D. 

On a recent Sunday I was enroute from Americus, 
Ga. to Atlanta, Ga. and learning that Sylacagua, Alabama 
w s only about 300 miles out of the way I decided to stop 
by and hear Dr. Dan Whitsett preach. He is the fellow 

who wrote me a letter not long ago in which he said: “So 

you say there ain’t no hell the hell there ain’t.” I 

suppose there might be other ways to indentify him, per- 
haps by stating that he’s pastor of the First Methodist 
Church, or something like that. 

At any rate, I attended his church at 11:00 Sunday 
morning. To begin with, I had trouble. First thing to hap- 
pen was that I dropped twenty-five cents in the collec- 

tion plate and couldn’t find any change for it! Of course, 

being a Christian gentleman of some means I just left 

the whole darned thing in the plate. (Takes a mighty 
big heart to do a thing like that.) 

Dan talked briefly on sinning, but did not bother to 

raise too much hell about the big ones, which, he said, 
we all knew what were. He restricted his “sinning” 
talk to “Nice Sins,” the greatest of which was indiffe- 

rence. He pointed out that in planning a week’s activity 
for the church, he first checked with the local theatres 

to find out if a good show was on so he could skip any 
church meeting that would conflict with the movie. 

Of course, he was guilty of heresy in that he said the 
human brain (or mind) was as great a gift from God as 

was the human soul. I’d have walked out at that point 
had I not spent my whole two-bits. 

Of heresy I could forgive him, but not of what he 

finally pulled. He stopped preaching and started med- 

dling! He started talking about Sunday night television 

and its relation to church attendance .. and by any stan- 

dard, that’s meddling! 
My conclusion was, finally, that if there were more 

preachers like Dan Whitsett I might re-join with that 

Methodist bunch. But since Dan’s church is a little far to 

drive every Sunday, I’ll just continue to be a heathern .. 

save money that way, too! 

On the thirteenth of January and again on the thir- 

teenth day of March (The second time being in strict ac- 

cordance with my policy of “anything for a dime.) I ran 

a column having to do with my lack of views on religion. 
A fair number of letters were received asking what re- 

action there was to the column. The reaction was varied, 
running the entire scale, except that I did not get a 

single nasty letter. Some were in full agreement; others 

agreed in part, and still others disagreed completely with 

all parts. But I was most pleased to note the lack of nasty 
letters. 

Some of the letters and messages were real pips. 
There was one from Dr. Dan Whitsett in which he said 

“So you say there ain’t no hell the hell there ain’t.” 
A Presbyterian minister in the state said to me: “You 

can say what you want to, but I’ll tell you one thing. A 

church without a hell ain’t worth a damned!” 
With such logic I could not disagree. One cannot stay 

in business without some kind of merchandise. 
The top smash of them all came from a Baptist 

preacher here in Mississippi who returned by way of 

Yale University. He first told me how stupid I was, and 

with that I agreed. He then informed me that I hadn’t 
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Letters 
Fairhope, Ala. 

Dear Mr. East: 
When I read the letter from 

Washington by Mr. “Name-with- 
held” in the issue of Feb. 13 I 
was inclined to write a letter in 
answer but refrained because of 
your limited space, but after 
reading Floyd M. Martinson’s 
letter in March 6 issue I felt I 
might add a thought or two. 

From the Washington letter I 
quote — “Man’s mind is not big 
enough to grasp the idea of such 
a God. And how could such a 

God be interested in the petty 
affairs of man? Obviously there 
has to be some kind of bridge 
between man and God, a link 
that in some way will tie man 

to God.” As if you could get 
away from the Creator! 

Or as tho God were outside of 
man, outside of the universe, 
outside of spoce, wherever that 

may be. We see stars in the off- 

ing, enormous suns, Sirius, the 

brightest star in our firmament 
is estimated to be 50 million 
millions of miles away and no 

matter how big we make our 

telescopes we do not get beyond 
the stars, limitless space, no 

vacuum, more and more stars ad 

infinitum, “world without end”. 
So why must we conceive oi a 

God to bolster us up excepting 
that we are weak and ignorant, 
fearful of the powers-that-be, 
not willing to stand on our own 

feet, to the extant that we can. 

Of course, when a cyclone, a 

hurricane, a tornado or a flood 

comes along we cannot stand on 

any feet, because nature is not 

concerned with the life of the 

human being any more than it is 

with the life of the fire ant or 

the elephant, yet many or all 

may be eliminated from the earth 

just as pachyderms and other 

animals have been destroyed 
when nature could not provide 
for them. But in spite of all the 

devastation and destruction by 
nature, including man, life goes 
on. Why? Does anybody know? 

To believe in a God of creative 
powers is to believe in a cruel 

_i 

Your correspondent says, — 

“Actually you are a Christian 
whether you know it or not,” 
Why must you be a Christian? 
Isn’t it enough to be a human 

being with understanding, with 

thought, with knowledge of the 

universe, with curiosity about 

the things that we do know? If 

we cannot love the stranger we 

can at least believe in justice for 

all human beings. The idea of a 

God outside of ourselves has 

caused more cruelty, more des- 

truction, more hatred of others, 

more injustice than any other 

idea. Every race, numerous or 

small in number, every primitive 
clan or group, has its own God 
that is supposed to be the only 
true God and for which they 
have been willing to persecute all 

who could not agree with their 

conception. If folks could read 
and understand such books as 

“The Sea Around Us” “The Edge 
Of The Sea,” “The Nature Of 

The Universe,” “The Song Of 

The S k y,” “Man’s Emerging 
Mind,” there would be no need 
for teaching a lot of “beliefs” at 

Sunday School. There is so much 
to learn about actualities, about 

our attitudes towards others, 
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A BrieI Glimpse At — 4 
The Lillie Farmer ! 

The best fertilize on any farm is the footprine of the owner 

— Old folk proverb 
Once he was considered the corner stone of democracy. From 

the small farm came independence, love for freedom, presidents, 
bread, hope, dreams — and the courage to give legs and arms to 
those dreams. 

It was never an easy life. But hardships can tie families and 
neighbors with strong bonds. It had its compensations. The farm 
was the homeplace, the family hitching-post — a bedrock where 
loyalty and courage and love were found. It was a place where 
neighbors came over the hill to visit and stay a while. Sometimes 
songs and frolics grew out of joy or sadness. Feeling was warm and 
human. The old homeplace was long remembered. 

And nobody knows how to love the land like he who plows and 
digs and feels it with his own fingers. To such a one the soil is a 
sacred thing, a vital thing that feels and stirs with life and sends 
up tender little shoots of new life. Spring corn blades are little hope 
sprigs plusing with future promise. Apple and peach blossoms are 

songs on the wind, tuned to lift the heart higher than the budding 
tree-tops. 

in winter ne wants across nis iieias wnn eyes max miss notnmg, 
because love directs the looking. The soil texture — thin in this 
spot, needing organic matter, or rich black loam in another teeming 
with the millions of little soil organisms. There is a stubble, a stump 
needing to dug up, a pile of stone or perhaps a beginning gulley. He 
drags pine brush to fill the ditch. He picks up stone from a ridge-top 
field to fill in a wash lower down. His fingers are sore. Jagged rock 
edges lacerate, wear and scratch. Blood may ooze as fingers claw 
at a stubborn stone. But he loves the feel. The pain stirs something 
inside. His feet are on the land and in the dirt, set solid in the hope 
only true farmer knows. It is a good feeling, strong and alive. 

The land! It gives so much. It gives man life; it takes his body 
when life is finished. It is home, man’s present and future. The 
American Indian, more civilized and advanced than many believe, 
held that the air and water and the land were common property, 
and our pioneer ancestor once believed those who tilled the land 
should own it. * 

But we’ve gone a long way from that. Today America has lost 
too much of her early dream. Today the little farmer is losing his j 
land. He is the most exploited, the hardest pressed and has the 
bleakest future of any segment of our nation. Today the little farmer 
is the vanishing American! 

Big corporation farms are taking over. The lumber and the pulp- 
wood companies are grabbing up the land by tens of thousands of 
acres. Ownership is vested in hands whose fingers never feel the 
dirt, who don’t know how to love and watch over it, who can’t feel 
its pulse beat or the vibration of corn blades breaking through. 

In many places old chimneys stand, stark reminders that once 
a home was there with children playing about — and of what is 
happening to the farmer of America. Grave yards where the dead 
were laid down beside their neighbor dead are grown over with ? 

briars and bushes. The grey roots of tall trees creep through graves 
and wrap around the bones of men who used to be. Today is a sad 
day for the little farmer — a sad day for America and the dream 
that once kept hope alive in htxmble places. —Don West. 

One Thought On — 

Religion In The Schools 
Not long ago I met one of our 

great schoolmasters — a veteran 

in that high service. “Where in 

your time-table do you teach 
religion?” I asked him. 

“We teach it all day long,” he 
answered. “We teach it in arith- 
metic, by accuracy. We teach it 
in language, by learning to say 
what we mean — ‘yea, yea and 

nay, nay!’ We teach it in history, 
by humanity. We teach it in 
handicraft, by thoroughness. We 
teach it in astronomy, by rever- 

ence. We teach it in the play- 
ground, by fair play. We teach it 
by kindness to animals, by cour- 

tesy to servants, by good man- 

ners to one another, and by 
truthfulness in all things. We 
teach it by showing the children 
that we, their elders, are their 
friends and not their enemies.” 

“But what,” I said, “about the 
different denominations? Have 
you no trouble with the par- 
ents?” “None at all,” he replied; 
“we have half a dozen denomi- 

nations. But we treat the child- 
ren, not as members of this 
church or that, but as members 
of the school, and we show them 
that, as members of the school, 
in work and play, they are mem- 

bers of one another. We teach 
them to build the Church of 
Christ out of the actual relations 
in which they stand to their 
teachers and their schoolfellows, 
because we believe that unless 
they learn to build it where they 
are, they will not learn to build 
it afterwards anywhere else.’* 
“Do you talk much to them 
about religion?” I then asked. 
“Not much,” he said, “just 
enough to bring the whole thing 
to a point now and then.” 

Finally he added a remark 
that sruck me — “I do not want 
religion,” he said, “brought into 
this school from outside. What 
we have of it we grow our- 

selves.” — L. P. Jacks, British 
Philosopher and Theologian. 
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