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-By P. D. 

So, okay. I’ll admit I’m lazy; however, It Isn’t for that 

reason I’ve decided to use in this space today the column 

that ran in the May 4th issue. I’m using it because I’m money 

mad; requests for copies have exceeded the supply on hand. 

And that’s all there is to that. Okay? 
To verify the first chapter of Genesis I have only to 

walk into the next room from where I’m now sitting and 

look in the Gideon Bible I stole; however, I much prefer 
to do it the hard way—from memory. I seem to recall that 

somewhere about the twenty-fifth to twenty-eighth verse 

God got around to making man. When He pulled that stunt 

It was getting late on Saturday afternoon, the sixth day. 
I admit that my interpretation of the Book of Genesis 

—presently under discussion, the first chapter — may be 

a bit un-scholarly, if nothing else; I trust I’l be forgiven 
my lack of academic presentation, if you please. 

As I read the first chapter, I get the idea that God 

spent over five days of His work on creating the heaven and 

the earth and creeping and crawling critters, and, indeed, 
everything there is, except man. (I do not wish to sit in 

in dement on God. but He may well have made His second 

mistake that Saturday afternoon.) Anyway, it seems to me 

that man was something of an afterthought to God. I have 

the feeling that when God finished His week’s work, He 

sat down, looked around and was quite pleased, but, sud- 

denly, He snapped His fingers and remembered He ought 
to make just one more thing—that thing turned out to be 

man. 

Personally, I don’t blame God for anything; anyone 
can make a snap decision, and that I know; however, I can 

say that I wish God had not been so darned religious. You 

see, He was pressed for time when He had His afterthought, 
and a hasty job was done, obviously. Had He been willing 
to work on Sunday, the seventh day, I do believe that a 

little patch work, refinement, or something could have 

been done on/to/by/and for His afterthought. 
I could cite countless things that lend themselves to 

my interpretation of the beginning, but the most recent 

I’ve noticed has to do with the good afterthoughts of the 

St. Andrew’s Protestant Episcopal Day School in Jackson, 
Miss. The Board of Trustees voted to remove the Rector of 

the church from the board of the private school. The school 

Is for white Christians only, and according to a tape re- 

cording secured by breaking laws, moral and civil, the 

Rector attended a bi-racial meeting, held on the 28th of 

March. 
Some comment has been made about the fact that 

two persons who’d attended the meeting had been inter- 

viewed over the telephone, their conversation taped without i 

their knowledge, their interviewer having said he was 

Claude Sitton of the New York Times, who, at the time of 

the taping of the interviews, was in his office in Atlanta. 

But, heavens, we all know one must fight fire with fire, and 

all that. The seriousness of the matter cannot be over- 

stressed. The Rev. Edward H. Harrison, board member of the 

white, private day school, attended the bi-racial meeting, 
and present were Negro students, some of whom had taken 
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A BOOK 
REVIEW 

THE OTHER SIDE OF 
JORDAN, by Harry S. Ash- 
more, W. W. Norton & Com- 
pany, Inc., New York, 1960. 
155 pp. Cloth, $3.50. 

Every day we read with in- 
creasing alarm and regularity 
of new outbursts in the arenas 

where the fight for racial equal- 
ity is being staged. Freedom 
Riders and Sit-Ins vie with 
Cuba and Laos for inches-high 
headlines. Bloodhounds and in- 

cendiary bombs, mob violence 
and arrests seem the order of 
the day. And strangely enough, 
the datelines do not all emanate 
from the South. “It is useless 
for us to prate of the conduct of 
South Carolina so long as we 

maintain—illegally (sic) main- 
tain—a practice here which at 
least incidentally sanctions it.” 
So declared an ardent foe of 

segregation not today or yes- 

terday, but in 1845. 
The problem is not a new 

one. It has plagued us as long 
as we have been a nation. In 

the 1830’s Toqueville, after an 

extensive stay in the United 
States, observed that the Ne- 

groes and whites formed sep- 
arate communities and that 
where laws made no racial dis- 
tinctions, custom and popular 
Dreiudices were a decisive in- 
fluence. “Thus the Negro is 
free, but he can share neither 
the rights, nor the pleasuers, 
nor the labor, nor the afflic- 
tions, nor the tomb of him 
whose equal he has been de- 
clared to be; and he cannot 
meet him upon fair terms in 
Life or in death,” Thus wrote 

Toqueville over one hundred 
years ago. 

Far from decreasing the 
problem has increased with the 
complexity of our civilization 
and the growth of the big cities 
and the withering away of an 

agricultural economy. That we 

can begin to probe this problem 
with dispassionate concern and 
clinical observation is one of 
the marks of hope which this 
writer can discern. 

Harry Ashmore is capable of 
such probing. He is an unsenti- 
mental Southerner who does 
not confuse the issue with a 

predetermined regional attitude. 
\s a distinguished newspaper- 
man he was appointed executive 
iditor of the Arkansas Gazette 
in Little Rock in 1948, and it 
was while he held this post and 
luring the crisis in Little Rock 
;hat he wrote AN EPITAPH 
FOR DIXIE which is a study of 
ihe great forces of change which 
ire reshaping the South. 

In THE OTHER SIDE OF 
rORDAN he probes the Negro 
problem as it exists in the j 

(Continued from Page 2) | 

Stated Again, And Well— 

WHEN GOOD MEN KEEP SILENT 
“All that is needed for evil to* 

prevail is for good men to do 
nothing,” the old saying goes. 
While I was doing some fact- 
gathering recently in a heavily- 
Catholic Southern city the 
naked truth of this was deeply 
impressed on me. 

During my stay I attended a 

White Citizens Council meet- 

ing; talked to segregationists 
and integrationists, clerical and 
lay; had lengthy conferences 
with priests and lay people who 
possessed considerable back- 
ground information on the sit- 
uation; and discussed it with 
cab drivers, clerks and profes- 
sors. 

One fact stood out: Because 
of their silence and inaction the 
majority of the people in this 

city have lost control of their 
community to the small minor- 
ity of articulate, organized 
segregationists. 

And most disheartening to 
me were the large numbers of 
Catholics who knew better but 
who were unwilling to be iden- 
tified publicly as standing for 

integration. They employed all 
kinds of mental gymnastics to 

avoid having to commit them- 
selves. To rationalize their posi- 
tion, they would quickly ex- 

plain that they stood for inte- 
gration in principle, but that 

they were “moderates.” 

fortable position. You can stand 
for interracial justice in prin- 
ciple, but you don’t have to act 
on your principles. You can 

stand indecisively in the middle 
condemning the “excesses” of 
both extremes — integration 
and segregation. And you can 

find many reasons for not hav- 

ing to take any action to back 

up the principles you hold. 
We must be “prudent” (a 

magic word, indispensable to 

their position), the moderates 
told me — ad nauseam. If only 
the Supreme Court hadn’t 
handed down its 1954 decision, 
we could have worked this out. 
We really love Negroes, they 
always added, but the South- 
ern Negro just isn’t ready yet 
for integration. 

Or they would take a new 

approach and attack the very 
real prejudice which exists in 
the North. We don’t want to 

rush into this like the North 
and have laws on the books but 
hate in our hearts as you do. 
We want to accomplish integra- 
tion with love. This, they ac- 

knowledged, would probably 
take another 50 years. 

In the meantime, the police 
patrol the two schools where 
attempts are being made at in- 

tegration. The segregationists 
force a white man with two 
children in one of the integra- 
ted schools to ask his employers 

I for a transfer to an undisclosed 

'city. The Communists cleverly 
build up their propaganda, 
made so easy by our coopera- 
tion. The emerging African and 
Asian nations look at us, and 
they do not always like what 
they see. The cold war rages 
on. The city becomes the talk 
of the world. The mederates 
keep silent, unwilling to act and 
throw in with one side or an- 

other. 
And so by default they 

strengthen the hand of the se- 

gregationists who miss no op- 
portunity to further their cause. 
The moderate layman is afraid 
for his job — a real fear be- 
cause the segregationists are 

organized and know how to 
apply pressure. The moderate 
clergyman fears offending his 
congregation, again a real dan- 
ger, knowing that some will fall 
away if they are faced with a 

hard decision. (Though he il- 

logically continues to preach 
against birth control, another 
hard decision for his congrega- 
tion.) 

I find it difficult to condemn 
these people, for I do not know 
what I would do if I were faced 
with their problems. Their ill- 
advised inaction in the past has 
out them on the defensive. Deep 
in their hearts they know that 
discrimination is a cancerous 
moral evil, but they have lost 
the initiative; now nothing 
short of widespread personal 
heroism will restore the right 
order. 

It is a difficult choice, and I 
do not envy them their position. 
Against the day of reckoning 
they need us — their fellow 
members of the Mystical Body 
—and our prayers. For inevi- 
tably the day will come when 
they will be forced to stand up 
and be counted publicly, when 
they will be forced to stand 
up and be counted publicly, 
when they must speak out. 

Speak up they must, for they 
cannot continue to ignore the 
call to action sounded by the 
American Bishops in their 1958 
statementon discrimination, 
when the Bishops prayed that 
“responsible and sober-minded 
Americans of all religious 
faiths, in all areas of our land, 
will seize the mantle of leader- 
ship from the agitator and the 
racist. It is vital that we act 
now and act decisively,” they 
said. “All must act quietly, cour 

ageously, and prayerfully be- 
fore it is too late.” 

When good men keep silent, 
organized evil always stands 
ready to step in and make it 
even more difficult for us to 
speak. Yet, the times cry out 
for the voices of all good men 

to be heard, for Christian voices 
to be heard on the side of Qbrist 

Silence can be golden. It 
can also be just plain yellow. 

DONALD J. THORMAN 


