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Surely, somewhere in this vast country, there must be some- 

one who doesn't care for Harry Golden or his writing; persgmal- 
ly, however, I'm not acquainted with any such person. sHojra 
you happen to be such a person, then let me tell you here ami 
now that this issue is, for the most part, THE HARRY GOLDEN IS- 
SUE. 

My first meeting with Harry 
was in mid-Noverr)Jgyer of 1958 at 
the Roosevelt Hotel in New Or- 

leans. I'd been invited to have 
dinner with him, Bill, his son, 
and Bill's lovely wife, Judy. I 

was late arriving, the party was 

seated, and Harrv seemed to be 
in an expansive mood, as al- 
ways. Being well known, a 11 
eyes in the dining room were on 

Harry~ I entered, walked to his 
table, he arose and greeted me 

and, courtesy of Will Rogers, I 
returned the warm greeting by 
asking: "Pardon me, what was 

that name again?" 
Harry was in New Orleans for a speaking engagement that 

evening. He'd arrived by plane about mid-afternoon and was leav- 
ing the next morning at daybreak. He was a tired and weary man, 

completely exhausted. I issued a complaint by saying, "Harry, 
for God's sake, why don't you settle down and devote your time 
to writing instead of all this flitting around the country^ speak- 
ing trips?" 

"P.D.," he sighed, "I just can't say no to anyone who wants 

me to come." And there was no reason to doubt his word. He con- 

tinued, "Yes, P.D., I know damned well I'm going to die one of 
these days in some hotel room, but tell me ho\tf to say ntf to peo- 
ple who want you?" I was unable to tell Harry Golden anything J 
His question was indeed a good one. I've not seen fit since to yak 
at Harry about his way of doing things. 

Actually, my acquaintance with Harry goes back to the first 
week in July of 1956. It was then I received a copy of his paper, 
The Carolina Israelite, for the first time. I'd never heard of the 
paper and, at the time thought Rabbi Charles Mantinband of Hat- 
tiesburg had sent it while vacationing in North Carolina. Needless 
to say, I was more than a little impressed with the paper, and so 

being,' I wrote and asked that we exchange. I learned the first 
copy had been sent by Harry, and from the exchange of letters a 

warm and friendly correspondance developed over the time that 
has followed. 

There's nothing I can say about this man Golden, by way of 
praise, which hasn't been said. I can say only that Harry is a very 
dear friend, and has shown it on occasion by his acts. 

But back to Harry and his availability to everyone. I'd never 

been fully able to appreciate the intense desire of William Faulk- 
ner for privacy until I learned from Harry that he couldn't say no 

to anyone. And now I can indeed appreciate Faulkner's position 
and would, were I inclined to reccomend anything to Harry about 
his personal life, suggest he follow the pattern and stop answer- 

ing the telephone day and night. Xes, honestly, all you have to do 
is call — he'll answer if he's in Charlotte! 

Many tributes have been paid Harry, but one, I think, was as 
kind as any was by Faulkner's wife, Estelle. One week-end I went 
on a trip thru the state with Harry's son Bill and Judy, Bill's wife. 
I carried them to the Faulkner home in Oxford; I introduced Bill to 
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A Book 
Review 
"For 2c Plain/' by Harry Golden 

(World. 313 pp. $4), with the 
salty with characteristic of the 
author again ranges from De- 
lancey Street, N. Y., to Char- 
lotte, N. C.. in this sequel to the 
best-selling “Only in America.” 

Living as he does away from 
the cultural headquarters of Am- 
erica, Harry Golden has evident- 
ly failed to realize that the per- 
sonal essay is an obsolete form. 
What the public supposedly 
wants nowadays are “fact pieces” 
articles, and simplified charts on 

how to measure sibling rivalry— 
the sort of thing that gladdens 
the pages of oui mass magazines. 
Shielded by this ignorance, a 

year ago Mr. Golden put together 
A collection of crusty casual es- 

says which has since gone into 
fourteen editions and sold 275,- 
000 hard-cover copies. Their au- 

thor now opinionates in a syndi- 
cated column and on a network 
radio show; he has been lionized 
on the lecture circuit in the fash- 
ion of Artemus Ward and he has 
been immortalized on the Jack 
Paar show. All of this without 
extra literary attractions: “Only 
in America” promised its read- 
ers neither the secret of making 
a part-time millon nor a vicarious 
brush with the Mann Act. What 
it did offer was an individual 
point of view on a great many 
things. that touch our lives—and 
this was enough for readers to 
greet Mr. Golden’s robust anthol- 
ogy with the enthusiasm Doughty 
must have felt for a water hole 
in Arabia Deserta. It is a refresh- 
ing phenomenon in a decade that 
has been thirsting for the humor 
of ideas and finding instead 
squibs on such yeasty themes as 

the rigors of communting or of 
exchanging a pressure cooker at 
the local discount store. 

Like our native wits from Se- 
ba Smith to Finley Peter Dunne. 
Mr. Golden is a humorist who is 
also a humanist. He has a quality 
he .attributes to some of his cul- 
ture heroes: an abundant “sense 
of life.” In “For 2c Plain,” his 
second collection of footnotes to 
the past and present, he again 
ranges from Delancey Street to 

Charlotte, N. C., with unpremedi- 
tated detours in all directions. On 
a pilgrimmage to the scenes of 
his youth, he recalls how “talk- 
ing” pictures first same to the 
lower East Side in 1919. (Using 
megaphones, a coupled libbed 
Yiddish dialogue to synchronize 
with the lip movements of such 
silent stars as Mary Pickford and 
William S. Hart.) He revisits the 
birthplace of the American knish, 
which is a massive turnover de- 
scended from the Russian pirojok. 
(Mr. Golden claims that the knish 
was “invented” on Houston 
Street, but here he may be let- 
ting his nostalgia run away with 
him.) 

He remembers the Delancey 
Street enclave of two generations 
ago as a kind of “huge clubhouse, 
poverty and all,” where the 
crowding and hazard of falling 
seltzer bottles from tenement 
window sills was balanced by a 

bubbling intellectual ferment. Af- 
ter all—“the entire American civ- 
ilization was waiting” just out- 
side. 

Ty Cobb, writes the author, is 
one of his special idols, “along 
with Enrico Caruso, Franklin D. 
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From The Charlotte Observer — 

A Home Town View Of Harry Golden 
BY 

KAYS GARY 

Students Were 'Mesmerized' 
When Harry Golden Spoke ... 

The four foreign students had come a long way to meet the 
fat little man who lives at 1312 Elizabeth Avenue and writes alt 
over the place. 

They wanted to ask Harry Golden some questions. 
This, with some difficulty, was achieved. 
They wanted to hear him talk. 
This, was a lead-pipe cinch. 
He mesmerized them. 
Here is a part of it 

★ ★ ★ 
No Chance For Dictator Here .. . 

Dorio Mutti of Italy could not understand why America has 
never fallen into the grip of, say, a Mussolini. 

Golden: "Oh, we've had our Mussolinis and we've survived 
them all because this is no monolithic state. 

"You see, there is never a political vacuum here, a vacuum 
which gives such a man his chance. 

"Besides the President and two houses of Congress and the 
cabinet, we have 50 governors and 50 lieutenant governors and 
practically every state has two houses with members from out 
home towns. 

"We all have contact with our government. Sen. Joe comes 
home on weekends. He must face us. 

"So maybe a man gets enough power to control a state, say 
Louisiana or Mississippi. In North Carolina he might get arrested 
for vagrancy. They'd laugh at him. He couldn't get elected dog 
catcher!" 

IK- fp -m 

He Asked About Segregation ... 
The dark Mr. Kahn could not understand how a nation could 

reveal so much race hatred, refuse to immediately comply with 
laws against segregation and hope to hold respect as the leader of 
the free world. 

Golden: "Do not say 'hatred'. The South has the kindest peo« 
pie in the world. The trouble is the clash between reality and the 
clinging to memories of an old agrarian society. 

"Rastus isn't lying under the magnolia tree laughing and 
showing his gold tooth. He's taking his daughter to dancing 
school. It takes some getting used to. 

"People have some real fears. A man asks me 'Would you 
like for your daughter to marry a Negro?' I don't quote Freud at 
him. I don't try to debase and dehumanize him. You win no vio 
tories that way. 

"I tell him I respect his real fears but believe his real fear has 
a false foundation. He does not hit me. He shakes my hand. Is this 
not some progress?" 

* « 
* * m 

Americans Seek The Dollar ... 
Well, how about Americans and materialism? Their worship 

of the dollar? 
Golden: “Materialism implies a lack of generosity. This Is, 

then, a misnomer. Yes, Americans are do liar-seekers. It is probab* 
ly our soft under-belly. But I think the dollar struggle is more the 
struggle for status and recognition the dollar brings. I 

“But materialistic? Hardly. Americans built every hospital Inj 
the Far East. This is the heart of America." ; 

Argentina's Huge Vercelli wondered how, with constant 
building of military bases abroad, people can keep from falling fo£ 
Communist charges that we are imperialists. 

Golden: “This nation answered that a long time ago and has 
kept answering it throughout its history. We were with all na- 
tions during the Boxer Rebellion after which all grabbed a hunk 
of China ... all except one. \ 

“The United States not only took not one inch of land, 
wrote out a check for $8 million for damage of property and gava 
it to the China it helped save." > 

Khan talked of the great respect in the Middle East for Dr, 
(Continued on Page 2) 


