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—By P. D. 

In times past when I presented lessons from the citizen coun- 

cils Manual FOR SOUTHERNERS I was honest in telling you why I 
was passing the great ideals along to you. 

For the most part, the lessons have been presented as a pub- 
lic service, for that reason and nothing more. However, once, 
when the citizens council was about to take office as Governor 
of the State of Mississippi, I admitted to "social climbing" by pre- 
senting a lesson. Needless to say, nothing came of it; I have yet 
to he invited to the Mansion in Jackson. My ambition got the best 
of me, I'm frank to admit. 

Therefore, my reasoning is no longer ruled by such motiva- 
tion; my desire is simple: to give you, as parents, something to be 
used toward education, now that school is out for the year. Yes, 
use the following lesson and teach your children how to be Bigger 
and Better Bigots. Don't let the summer be wasted. The following 
is Section II of Part 5, for grades 5 and 6. If this is too advanced, | 
then please write the citizens councils of America, Jackson, Miss, j 
and ask them to supply the necessary material to making the child- 
ren of this Nation bigots with completely closed minds. And do 
act today, please; too many children are learning to think for them- 
selves. 

And now, dear parents, from A MANUAL FOR SOUTHERNERS: 

MIXING THE RACES WILL MAKE AMERICA WEAK 
But the Race-Mixers are forcing us to mix our races in 

America. Most of the people don’t want to mix the races. So 

you see, the Race-Mixers are like the Communists. They are 

a few men who want to make the rest of our people be slaves 
to them and do as they say. These people are trying to change 
our way of life. They know we will be unhappy if we change. 
Then our country will not be strong. 

RACE-MIXERS AND COMMUNISTS 
WANT AMERICA WEAK 

Do you see how it would help the Communists if our 

country'became weak? They could beat us in war if we be- 
came weak. And mixing our races will make our country 
weak. The Race-Mixers want our country and race to be 
weak. They are helping the Communists. They are enemies 
of the freedom and strength of a white America that your 
Daddies have fought for. 

GOD SEPARATED THE RACES 
Some of you have been told htat you are not a Christian 

if you don’t want to mix with another race. This is not true, 
either. The Bible teaches you to keep the races pure. In Acts 
17:26 you can read God’s plan about the races. It says that 
God segregated (separated) the races by putting them in dif- 
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GOD DOESN'T WANT RACES TO MIX 
It is not God who wants to integrate the races. To inte- 

grate the races means to have them live with each other and 

marry each other. It is the Race-Mixers who want to integrate 
the race#. Integration always leads the races to marry one 

another. And it is not God’s plan that the races should be 
mixed. 

SEGREGATION IS CHRISTIAN 
Our most famous Americans have believed in segrega- 

tion. Do you think they did not go to heaven because the 
Race-Mixers had not made them integrate? The people of 
the United States have always practiced Segregation. And 
their preachers did not believe they were sinful. Why is it 

suddenly sinful for us Americans to want to keep Segrega- 
tion? If God believed in pure races, can’t we believe in pure 
races, too? Or should we believe the Communist Race-Mix- 
ers? They do not believe in God at all. The Communists be- 
lieve the government is the father of man. Americans believe 
that God is our Father. 

RACE-MIXERS DON'T WANT YOU 
TO KNOW ANYTHING 

Many of you have heard people say we should not talk 
about the race problem. Why do you think these people don’t 
want you to talk about this problem? Of course, some of these 
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A Book 
Review 
ENJOY, ENJOY! by Harry 
Golden, World Publishing Co., 
Cleveland and New York, 1960. 
315 pp. $4.00. 

Listen to the tune of the title. 
Play it on your bugle if you have 
one. “Five — eight — five — 

cne!” Beautiful! Like a Boy 
Scout learning to play taps. Like 
Pythagoras returning to the fun- 
damental tone. Like Abt Vogler 
in Browning’s poem. Like Harry 
Golden at eventide in his rock- 
ing chair. 

Harry Golden, who edits the 
Carolina Israelite and transmits 
occasionally from inner space, is 
a confirmed spelunker, which 
does not mean quite the same 

thing as cave-man. He lives in 
& den and thinks it is wonderful. 
He loves the tenement cliffs oi 
New York, because they are full 
of humanity reeking with the 
odor of old caves. To him the 
starry sky above is just the dome 
of one great cave. His world-im- 
age is a cave. 

But the cave he loves best, 
next to Judaism, is the triple 
dome of the capitol building at 
YV ctMUIlglUII, WIliVJIl nictivca an cn- 

closure of space. Next to Moses, 
he thinks John Marshall was a 

| great man. He says: “It was John 
I Marshall who laid down the rules 
upon which our United States has 
thrived and prospered.” 

John Marshall said: “The gov- 
ernment of the Union, though 
limited in its powers, is supreme 
within the sphere of its action 
‘THIS CONSTITUTION, ANE 
THE LAWS THEREOF 
SHALL BE THE SUPREME 
LAW OF THE LAND.’ Being su- 

preme, the federal government 
must have the right to select the 
means to effectuate its legitimate 
purposes.” 

Harry Golden, who used to be 
a hotel clerk, believes*, that Uncle 
Sam’s establishment can easily 
accommodate fifty families and 
provide each with all the inde- 
pendent privacy that cave-dwell- 
ers so justly demand. But aftei 
all! It is one hotel. It is all un- 

der one management. And it is 
cne of Uncle Sam’s house rules 
that you can’t keep any pet bab- 
oons in the bathroom. The hote' 
is a respectable house for respec- 
tive people. At least that is Am- 
erica for you, as Harry Golder 
sees it. 

In America business is busi- 
ness. To a Jew nothing is more 

important in the eyes of God 
than earning a living. He calls il 
“parnosseh”. And let the custom- 
er beware. 

Over on Stanton Street there 
was a merchant who pretended 
to be extremely hard of hearing 
A customer had picked a suit, lik- 
ed it, and now came the big mo- 

ment: “How much?” Merchanl 
yelled to the back: Louis, how 
much for Number 2734?” 

From the back came the voice 
very loud so the customer heard 
it clearly, “Sixty-five dollars.’ 
Deaf merchant with a straight 
face turned to the customer and 
said, “Thirty-five dollars.” Where- 
upon the customer pulled out 

thirty-five dollars, grabbed the 
suit without waiting to have i1 

boxed, and hustled out with his 

big bargain. Off went Louis and 
the “deaf’ salesman to Davis 
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An Interesting Discussion On — 

DEFINING A JEW 
BY 

MARTIN PANZER 
if you are so smart,” said. 

Abel, “answer me a simple ques-1 
tion.” 

Borah held the soup spoon half 
way between the plate and his 
lips. “You said it, I didn’t,” he 
said. “But let it be. What is the 
simple q u e s t i o n-” The soup 
leached its destination and was j 
suitably savored. 

“My question,” said Abel in the ! 
singsong he reserved only for dis- 
cussions such as this (his business 
tone was brisk and crisp), “is 
simply this: What is a Jew?” 

Borah snorted. “A Ben-Gurion 
you’ve become already,” he said. 

“Stop wuth the analogies,” said 
Abel. “Just answer the question.” 

“You don’t even know what an 

analogy is. All right, you wrant 
to know what a jew is? I’ll tell 
you.” 

Abel waited until his compan- j 
ion finished the last spoonful of ; 
soup. “A Jew,” said Borah, adopt- 

< ing the singsong, “is a man who 1 

even if he never goes to shul, | 
never was Bar Mitzvah, marries 
a shiksa, eats on Yom Kippur, 
and preaches atheism still re- 

mains a Jew.” 
“I thought so,” said Abel. “As 

usual, you spill out a bushel of 
words but you don’t say any- 
thing. Yau call that an answer to 
a simple question.' you can mat 

an answer at all? I don’t. To me 

this is a ridiculous hodge-podge 
of meaninglessness and it not 
only doesn’t answer my question 
but it doesn’t answer any ques- 
tion at all. I ask you what is a 

Jew, and you tell me a Jewr is a 

Jew.” 
“I’ll have stuffed cabbage,” said 

Borah to the waiter, who was 

hovering over him more for the 
purpose of listening to the debate 
than of getting his order. 

“You know,” said the waiter, 
your friend is right. That’s not 
an answer to the question.” 

Only a Jewish waiter could 
Have survived Borah’s withering 
glance. “A voice from the gal- 
lery,” said Borah. “All right then, 
if you want to join the customers 
instead of doing your job, YOU 
tell us—YOU tell us, what is a 

Jew.” 
The waiter flipped a crumb 

fiom the table to the floor with 
a napkin. “Gladly,” he said. “A 
Jew is anybody who says he is a 

Jew. It stands to reason. Would 
anybody say he is a Jew if he is 
not a Jew? So if he says he is a 

Jew you can take it for granted 
he’s a Jew.” 

“This much I will admit,” said 
Borah, “it’s a simple answer to a 

simple question. But tell me, how 
simple can a man get before you 
start referring to him as an 

idiot?” 
■ 

The waiter drew himself up 
haughtily. “You want stuffed 
cabbage. But remember, I didn’t 
make the recommendation.” He 
stalked off to the kitchen. 

“Maybe you were a little too 
hard on him,” said Abel. “After 
all, he was only trying to be 
helpful.” 

“He’d be more helpful if he 
minded his own business,” said 
Borah. “You think I’ll be able to 
eat the stuffed cabbage now?” 

“Forget it,” said Abel. “You 
want me to tell you what a Jew 
is?” 

“Hah!” said Borah. “Here lies 
the dog buried. This whole dis- 
cussion is only because you want 
to give your definition of a Jew. 
You asked me the question but 
you want to answer it yourself. I 
should have known from past ex- 

perience what kind of a twister 
you are. So get it off your chest. 
I’m a captive audience. I’m your 
straight man, your stooge. So tell 
me, Mr. Bones, what is a Jew?” 

“I’m glad you asked,” said 
Abel. “A Jew, my dear friend, 
“is a person who believes in the 
Old Testament, whose parents are 

Jewish, who is good in his heart 
and who obeys the Ten Com- 
mandments.” 

“We’re all out of stuffed cab- 
bage,” said the waiter who had 
reiurnea on ruooer soies ana 

heels. 
Borah started at his voice. “You 

should be a detective on televi- 
sion, not a waiter,” he said. “I 
wouldn’t have eaten it, anyhow. 
Bring me some tea in a glass and 
finished. My appetite is dead, 
anyhow.” 

“Listen,” said Abel, addressing 
the wraiter, “You see how he 
changes the subject.” 

“Who’s changing the subject,” 
objected Boiah. “He sneaked up 
and told me there’s no stuffed 
cabbage so I told him to bring 
me tea. This is changing a sub- 
ject? At the worst, it’s an inter- 
polation.” 

“A beautiful word,” murmur- 

ed the waiter respectfully. Bo- 
! rah forgave him for his previous 
slander. 

“So if it’s not an interruption,” 
said Abel, “what do you think of 
my definition of a Jew?” 

Borah smiled a supercilious 
smile. “Don’t go yet,” he said to 
the waiter. He turned to Abel. “I 
think,” he began, the singsong 
rolling richly with the first two 

i words, “your definition is won- 

derful. I never heard a better 
; definition in my life. And I have 
; a confession to make. I’m the big- 
I gest liar in the world.” 

“Never mind the sarcasm,” said 
1 Abel. “You got something to say? 
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TO A WANDERING EYE 
The man who is truly observant has found 

That the first thing to carefully notice 

About beautiful women is not how they're gowned 
(Though their figures be lush as the lotus) 
But whether or not his wife is around. 

IRVIN ASHKENASY 


