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One week from today, on February 16, Van Wyck Brooks 

will celebrate his 75th birthday. “Celebrate” is probably the 

wrong word to use with reference to him; actually, I suspect 
he’ll get up that morning, begin work on whatever he’s doing, 
and forget the event. 

I’m tempted to recount my visit to his home once, my im- 

pressions, but since he is a friend and probably the hmost sin- 

cerely modest man I know, I’ll forego that pleasure, not only 
out of fear of embarrassing him, but out of respect, too. 

So, I’ll limit my comment to this: A sincere wish to him 

for many happy returns of the day, and to hope his next 75 

years are as productive for him and as beneficial to the Ameri- 

can reading public as have been his first 75 years. And that 

wish I make with respect and personal regard. 

What with keeping out of touch with reality as much 

as possible, I am often inclined to be critical of students 

these days, not to mention the schools they attend. 

At this moment I am prepared to make a limited 

apology. I had occasion in late November to speak at the 

University of Michigan, to the Department of Journalism. 

While there I saw numerous students in the cafeteria eating 
with one hand and turning the pages of a book with the 

other. I asked Wesley Maurer, my host, and Chairman of 

the Department of Journalism, if they were preparing for 
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VAMAAAU* **V W « 

only better students, and that they were required to work 

quite hard. And I believed him, too, from the large number 

of students studying at lunch and dinner each day. 
On the way home I stopped off in Atlanta and visited 

with Ralph McGill; he showed me copies of poems by his 

son, Ralph, Jr., who is now fifteen, and a high school 

student. I was most impressed with young Ralph’s work 

and asked for copies. Some of them have been used in 

recent issues of paper; others are to come in future issues. 

Of the six copies I got from young Ralph, not one impressed 
me more than one entitled IF, and it reads: 

If 
The sum of 
One and 
Two 
Did not equal 
Three, 
The Universe 
Would crumble. 

Not only was I impressed with the efforts of Ralph 
McGill, Jr., but so was Mr. Carl Sandburg, and he wrote 

young Ralph and said so. I mention that only to support 
my own judgment. 

I have a tendency to favor irony and satire for some 

reason, and a friend who teaches English at Southeastern 

College in Hammond, La. told me of a paper written by a 

student there. I asked to see a copy and found it quite 
humorous, to me, anyway. It was a theme written by 
Carolyn Finer an, and entitled “THE CORRECT PROCE- 
DURE FOR PREPARING ASSIGNMENTS OUTSIDE THE 

CLASSROOM.” (For some reason I am reminded of a 
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A BOOK 
REVIEW 

THE CONFIDENT YEARS: 
1885-1915. Van Wyck Brooks. 
Everyman’s Library edition. 
E. P. Dutton and Company, 
Inc., New York; 620 pp. 

The Confident Years is one 

volume in a series of five begun 
in 1932: MAKERS AND FIND- 
ERS: A HISTORY OF THE 
WRITER IN AMERICA. Van 
Wyck Brooks, one of America’s 
foremost writers and critics, has 
been honored with the publica- 
tion of this volume in the fam- 
ous Everyman’s Library of 
great books. Both the writer 
and his book merit the epithet 
“great.” 

In this series is compiled a 

comprehensive, thorough, know- 
ledgeable history of trends in 
America literature, of figures 
who represent these trends, and 
of the times which produced 
these trends and writers. The 
works of this outstanding man 

in American letters are not dry, 
intellectualized, unemot i o n a 1 
records of writers’ lives. Rath- 
er, they are live, vital pages in 
which American writers live 
and move, absorb the life and 
culture around them, and strive 
to report, praise, condemn, or 

reform it. Such studies are, in 
the final analysis, the story of 
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QUOTE OF THE MONTH 
When Herman Long, director 

of Fisk University’s Race Rela- 
tions Institute, was asked 
whether a new South has been 
born as a result of sit-in pro- 
tests and other recent efforts to 
win equal rights, he replied: 

“No, but a condition of preg- 
nancy certainly is indicated.” 
ANTI-FRANCO SAILORS 
SAVED 

When Victor Jaanimets es- 

caped from Khrushchev’s Bal- 
tika during the Soviet dictator’s 
visit, U. S. immigration officials 
rolled out the red carpet. The 
young Esthonian was immedi- 
ately granted political asylum 
and job offers poured in. 

But no such heartwarming 
welcome greeted Victor Alba, 
anti-Franco sailor, who jumped 
a Spanish warship after com- 

pleting his four years of com- 

pulsory military service. Alba 
was quickly seized for deporta- 
tion to Spain, where his anti- 
Franco statements would put 
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Political 'Religion' Of South Africa- 

HATE AS A WAY OF LIFE 
by 

DR. ALBERT S. GOLDSTEIN, 
Rabbi, Temple Ohabei Shalom, 

Brookline, Mass. 

Apartheid is the Afrikaans^ 
word for racial segregation. 
Pronounced apart-hate, the last 
syllable is significant. Because 
hate is the fuel for the fire that 
blazes under the seething pot 
which is South Africa today. 

Hate is usually a by-product 
of the frenzied effort to keep 
people apart. This is an old, 
painfully tragic story. 

The differences among men 

do not invariably make them 
abhor one another. Merchants 
and ministers differ from one 

another, so do babies and grand- 
parents—to say nothing of col- 
lege men and co-eds. These dif- 
ferences do not normally keep 
these individuals apart, hating 
each other. 

But one difference between 
humans has done this for mil- 
lenia. It is the absurdly super- 
ficial difference of skin color. 
This is one of the fateful facts 
of current history. 

It is a fact of utmost impor- 
tance to Americans precisely 
because most of us are members 
of the so-called ‘white’ race. 

‘So-called’ because we are, of 
course, not really “white.” A 
perceptive Negro once proved 
this by holding up his calling 
card next to the face of a Cau- 
casian, to prove to bystanders 
that the ‘white’ man was ac- 

tually “a kind of dirty pink.” 
(If you think you are white, try 
this in the mirror some time.) 

As one high school student ob- 
served, next only to albinos, 
blonds are the most colored of 
all people. Elementary physics 
had taught this teen-aged child 
that black is the absence of all 
color, white the combination of 
all color. 

Ultimately, our fate, the safe- 
ty and survival of the so-called 
white race, may depend on the 
good will of the black, brown 
and yellow-skinned folk. Be- 
cause, together, they (and not 

we) constitute the overwhelm- 
ing majority of the world’s pop- 
ulation. 
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If there were any truth at all 
to the delusion of white su- 

premacy, particularly the notion 
of the superior intelligence that 
is supposed to accompany rela- 
tively unpigmented skin, this 
intelligence would be directed 
toward minimizing the impor- 
tance of differences in human 
color, rather than disastrously 
accentuating color lines. But 
evidently not all whites are 

quite so intelligent as some 

imagine. Else why have they 
permitted this ludicrously in- 

significant difference between 
men to plague human relations 
since dim antiquity, and to rise 
in our day to a crisis of global 
and explosive proportions? 

So very ancient is this social 
disease of discrimination against 
dark-skinned men, that the 
writer of the Bible book of Gen- 
esis — to whom it was an old 
familiar phenomenon — devel- 
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black men were enslaved by 
their white brothers. You will 
find the story in Genesis (9:18- 
26) 

According to this folk-tale, 
Noah and his three sons were 

the last male survivors of the 
Deluge. Shem founded the 
Semitic race, Japheth the Indo- 
European, Ham (or Canaan) the 
African. The legend is that 
Noah ‘celebrated’ his family’s 
survival by getting drunk and 
wallowing naked and insensate 
on the floor of his tent. Ham, 
seeing his father thus exposed 
and inebriated, did something 
abominable to Noah. Some 
scholars say it was a homosex- 
ual act; others that it was cas- 

tration to prevent Noah from 

begetting additional progeny to 
share the sons’ patrimony. In 
any event, it was surely some- 

thing more than mere voyeur- 
ism. Otherwise, how explain 
“When Noah awoke from his 
wine he knew what his youngest 
son had done unto him”? In any 
event, we are told that Noah 
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