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East Side 

-By P. D. 

THE TEXAS OBSERVER is published weekly at 504J/est 
24th, Austin, Texas and is edited by Ronnie Dugger." Off 
hand, I'd say it was the best paper in Texas, and the cost per 
year is $4.00. 

Ennough for the commercial. A couple of weeks ago 
Dugger ran the following piece of copy under the head 
WHERE IS THE SPIRIT THAT MADE US IN IMAGE OF THE 
GODS?" It was written by Thomas P. Yoakum, a teacher of 
history and government in San Marcos High School for twelve 

years. 
Personally, I enjoyed it so much that I'm holding death- 

less prose of my own this week. 

Citizen, Solon, and Voltaire, a Fantasy by Thomas P. 

Yoakum. (The words of Voltaire are precisely his own.) 

Citizen: I have assembled you here in the hope that you 

may help me think through certain problems which beset the 

'sfate. We are, on the surface, a happy, properous, and vigorous 

people. We deem ourselves devotees of liberty. Our lawgivers 
and public servants are construed to be dedicated to our historic 

ideals. All seems well but all is not well. I perceive shadows 

which fall dark and expansive across our land. 

Solon: Come now, Citizen. You speak in riddles and that is 

because you speak in generalities. Our wealth is unprecedented; 
our state is properous and secure; the mechanisms of government 
function smoothly; the people are content. Your apprehensions, 
whatever they be, are without basis. Perhaps they stem fxom 

your leading and hearing a fe^1 unoi’thodox ideas which infest 

the land. The conjurers of imagined maladies are all that fret us. 

Their drivel is enough to produce intellectual neurosis and ple- 
beian hysteria. Stei’n measures should be taken against tnese 

wily, inflammatory peddlers of do-goodism and their rascally 

utopian illusions. They would drive gentlemen of quality to 

bankruptcy. They make me see red. 

Citizen: That brings me to my point, Solon. The spokesmen 
for our harrassed minorities, our unfortunates, the poor, the op- 

pressed and the underprivileged — it is these who are howled 

down. They ai’e di'iven from oui’ universities, discoxu aged fiom 

places of authority, and maligned as enemies ot the state. Among 

others, this is a vexatious shadow which stalks our land today. 
It is the monstrous tyranny of intolerance. 

Solon: You give the name of tyrant to those who would de- 

fend the security and good order of the state from these non- 

conformists who challenge our institutions and establishments. 

When the last nonconformist is strangled in the entrails of the 

last challenger, then we shall have order. Given the power, it is 

they who would be tyrants. 
Voltaire: Define your terms or we shall never understand 

one another. 

Citizen: Tyranny is the exploitation of the many by the few. 

Solon: Tyranny is equally the exploitation of the few by the 

many. 

Voltaire: Let us boldly say how little we know. 

One gives the name of tyrant to the sovereign who knows no 

laws but those of his caprice, who takes his subjects’ property 
and then mobilizes them to take the property of his neighbors. 

Solon: But Sire, it is the people who are sovereign. It has 

been said that it is ‘The fools, who at all times form the immense 

majority.” And so, we who govern are merely the product of 

these creatures who are so destitute Qf reason. 

Voltaire: The progress of the rivers to the sea is not so rapid 
as that of man to error. 

Citizen: We are degenerating from cynicism to despair. It is 

evident that man can build a better society if he is enlightened. 

Voltaire: Nothing enfranchises like education. 

Citizen: Intelligent leadership, with a social conscience, must 
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Letters 
3202 Shady Ave. 

Pittsburg, 17, Pa. 
Editor 
The Petal Paper 
Hattiesburg, Miss. 

Dear Sir, 

This really isn’t a letter to the 
editor but rather to people who 
read this column so that I can ex- 

press my views without paying 
for an ad or buying the whole 
damn paper. 

I’ve never met PDE personally 
but I’m certainly an enthusiast of 
his i.e. hi£ views, and this 
missle is directed to those who 
share my belief. I therefor purpose 
a plan that would enable all to fi- 
nancially help P. D. without too 
much of a burden and at the same 

time remind others that a small 
spark of individualism still shines 
in this U. S. of A. 

I’ve already personally put this 
plan into effect ... it is simply 
this: I’ve purchased two subscrip- 
tions for friends who are part ot 
Vance Packard’s “opinion makers’ 
and who are also staunch individ- 
ualists — one is a minister of my 
old church (Unitarian) and the 
other (whom I don’t know from 
Adam) is the rabbi of a reform 
synagogue here i n town. 1 
BOUGHT GIFT SUBSCRIP- 
TIONS FOR “OPINION MAK- 
ERS.” 

The purpose is two-fold 
first, and primarily, I’m advancing 
a way of life I hold dear, i.e. the 
individual is important above ah 

and he musn’t be subjugated 
by normal social pressures which 
are in the final analysis economi- 
cal pressures (e.g. cancellations ol 
subscriptions and ads) secondly, tc 
help ease the existing financial 
burdens by increasing circulation. 

It is a matter of a few dollar? 
but buying one subscription 

means $3. more for good old P. D 
it means an enforcement ol 

that- new subcribers belief in the 
power of the individual and il 
means the disemnination of this 
belief by people who are-respect- 
ed and listened to. 

l_,ei s Keep x^. lj. xmaiiuau) 

sound and let people know i1 
exists!! 

/S/ Dr. R. N. Gross 
P.S. I’M not receiving one thir 
dime from this and I’m not the 
new circulation manager (yet!). 

(Now, here's a Man and a Plar 
I'm for. What good taste this doc 
tor has! P.D.) 

Watch On The 

POTOMAC 
by 

Robt. G. Spivack 

EISENHOWER AS HE REAL- 
LY IS — Ever since the 1956 elec- 
tions it has become a popular 
sport in Washington for column- 
ists, feature writers and ever 

backroom politician's to poke fur 
at the President’s method of ex- 

pressing himself. Some writers 
have taken great pleasure in dis- 
secting the Eisenhower language 
as it is spoken at his press con- 

ferences and they have concluded 
that he is a “murderer” of the 
King’s English. 

Yet when a reporter sits in the 
Old Indian Treaty Room and lis- 
tens to the President’s words one 

(Continued on Page 2) 

Final Part Of Three Parts — 

For Those In School 
Two weeks ago (Feby. 5th) this space was devoted to the first 

draft of an article written for HARPER’S magazine. Last week 
(Feby. 12th) the space was given to an exchange of letters having 
to do with the article. That which follows is the final draft, as it 
appeared in HARPER’S in January, under the title HOW TO BE 
A MAN OF DISTINCTION. 

The aim of these three pieces has been to give some insight to 
students as to how a piece of copy came into being, how it was pre- 
pared, etc. I hope it has been of some value to students or faculty 
members in English and journalism classes. (And I still insist that 
I ain’t making like a teacher ... just filling empty space.) 

Anyone having missed parts 1 and 2, and should they so desire 
copies, I’ll be, pleased to send them if they’ll write me at Box 349, 
Hattiesburg, Miss. And, if you please, make checks payable to my 
favorite charity ... ME. 

P. D. East ^ 
■.. ...} k 

the Easy Chair 
The author of this candid suc- 

cess story is a native Mississip- 
pian who was born in Columbia, 
a small town in Marion County, 
and grew up in various logging 
camps in the southern part of the 
state, where he attended public 
school. He edited two union pub- 
lications before November 1953 
when he founded a newspaper in 
Petal, a town in Forrest County, 
Mississippi. 

Despite the history he relates 
here, the Petal Paper has not yet 
gone out of business. Although 
it does not have a single sub- 
scriber in Petal, nearly half of 
its 2,000 circulation is in Missis- 
sippi with perhaps a fourth of 
this in Forrest County. Seventy 
five per cent is in the South, and 
the rest, according to Mr. East, 
"is scattered in all forty-nine 
states, England, Germany, Italy, 
France, Japan, Australia and 
Hawaii." 

I am a man of distinction. For 
some it is difficult to find some 

small item to set them apart, but, 
given timeJw it can be found. 

My claim to distinction actu- 
ally is two fold. First, I own a 

weekly newspaper in the village 
of Petal, located two miles from 
the town of. Hattiesburg, in For- 

; rest County, Mississippi, and my 
nmirononot' Uoo a 1 4- 

per capita circulation of any in 
the world. I confess to an 

abounding ignorance of arith- 
1 metic, but I think in dealing with 

material objects the lowest count 
is zero. And zero is the number 
which represents my circulation 
in Petal (whose own clami to dis- 
tinction is, as proud Petalites will 
tell you, that it is “the largest 
unincorporated town in the coun- 
try”). Second, my paper is, to the 
best of my knowledge the only 
one in the nation with ar nlist- 
ed telephone number. In my de- 
fense I wish to point out that to 
reduce a local circulation from 
2,300 to zero in only five years 
requires a certain ability and 
constant effort. Frankly you’ve 
got to work at it full time—and 
a ringing telephone is distract- 
ing. 

My distinction makes certain 
demands, and to date the price 
I’ve paid has been two ulcers, a 

pointed head of gray hair, and 
almost $10,000 in cash. I’ll admit 
my success was not a sure thing 
in the beginning. Actually the 
first hint of it came when a mop- 
maker refused his paper at the 
post office one week. It was re- 
turned to me marked “refused,” 
and I was surprised, but in the 

weeks that followed I became ac- 
customed to an armful every Fri- 
day. And with those refused pa- 
pers I knew I’d arrived. 

The secret of my fii’st sweet 
smell of success was relatively 
simple. I had reached a startling 
conclusion: that Negroes were, 
after all, just people. Needless to 
say, I was more than a little sur- 

prised to learn that everyone 
didn’t share my opinion. 

I reached this conclusion from 
reading the Constitution of the 
United States, and especially the 
amendments to it, which im- 
pressed me, and wouldn’t turn 
loose from my memory. Having 
been so corrupted, I was shocked 
at a proposed amendment to the 
Constitution of the State of Mis- 
sissippi, put to a vote in the fall 
of 1954. which empowered the 
Stale Legislature to abolish the 
public school system in the event 
of integration. My best advertis- 
er—who, by his own modest ad- 
mission, was the leading mer- 
chant in the village—told me that 
anyone who opposed the amend- 
ment was for the integration of. 
white schools. He was an articu- 
late man and got the message 
across: If I opposed the amend.- 
ment he would stop advertising. 
I opposed it, true to my con- 

science; he stopped advertising, 
IrilA tA 1a 10 UTnvrl WT r\ 

honorable men. 

I stopped to reflect and con- 
cluded that success didn’t “just 
happen.” I saw right away I’d 
have to work at it, which I did. 
In a short time I didn’t have a 
single advertiser in Petal. 

Having been corrupted by the 
Constitution. I next decided it 
was my patriotic duty to render 
a service to my state. I did so in 
presenting an editorial, on April 
21, 1955, suggesting that the state 
symbol of the Magnolia be re- 
placed with the Crawfish. 

“Here in the State of Missis- 
sippi we are making progress,” I 
wrote, “progress such as no state 
heretofore has known. Our saga- 
cious leaders are showing us 
how; they are leading the way. 
Their aim is to protect us from 
those crawfish who haven’t the 
intelligence to move backwai'd 
(as any sane crawfish knows), 
backward toward the mud from 
which he came.” 

The reaction was of some, in- 
terest, especially the fact that 
something like five professional 
Southerners bought subscriptions, 
to the paper, telling me how 
pleased they were that I’d made 
it clear to “them niggers as to 
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