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August, 1963 

For four or five years John Howard Griffin and I have 

been friends. I have been his guest a number of times, visit- 

ing with him and his wife, Piedy, in their home at 

Mansfield, Texas. And to this day John remains an enigma 
to me. The simple fact is this: John Griffin behaves dif- 

ferently from the way I do. So, naturally, he’s an enigma. 
One example I have in mind goes back several months. 

At that time John’s desk was piled high with work; there 

were letters to be answered, lectures to be prepared, articles 
and reviews to be written, not to mention a book to be 

finished. 
Sometime that day an acquaintance (he barely knew 

the person) called and asked if he could come and talk 

over a personal problem with him. John, being the man 

he is, stopped all his work and gave his time that evening; 
it was mostly given to listening. 

Finally, after four to five hours of listening, John’s 

major response was: “Perhaps you might find a religious 
affiliation of great benefit. A spiritual reservoir can see 

you through such a crisis .” 

“No, no,” the person interrupted, “I could never be 

a Catholic. It’s just too easy!” 
(Not once had John mentioned the Catholic Church, 

even though he’s a devout member. My personal opinion 
was that another person had missed a point, and not such 

a fine one, either.) 
Like the acquaintance with whom John talked, to 

whom he gave of his valuable time in the hope of helping 
another human being, I, too, am not a Catholic, and I 

doubt I could ever become one, but, I assure you, for a 

reason to the exact opposite of the one given to John on 

that occasion. 
Now, while I’ve never even considered becoming a con- 

vert, I have often gone to a Catholic church and sat in the 

quiet and let the mood and, if you like, the spirit of the 

surroundings engulf me and restore something that gets 
drained from the human spirit in the everyday scuffle to 

survive. However, I hasten to add that I have also found 
t.hp samp satisfaction sitting still and Quiet in a Temple. 

If you have read this paper for any length of time, 
you know that I am not a Christian; I have never been 

one, am not now one, and have no hope of ever becoming 
one; however, I assure you that I appreciate, admire, and 

respect a Christian, his demoninational choice notwith- 

standing. Indeed, I have the same respect and admiration 
for any person who is what he claims to be—Christian, Jew, 
and/or whatever the hell else there is. 

And what is the purpose of all this? Well, it’s be- 

ginning to look a little like a sermon—but, then, there 

are no members of my church, so no sermon, I hope. 
The purpose is simply this: To pay respect to a man, 

now dead more than two months, Pope John XXIII. 
When Cardinal Roncalli was elected Pope in October, 

1958, I had an immediate regard for the man, the image, 
I suppose it was. I liked him personally. I had the feeling 
that here was a human being, a kind and gentle man, a 

man who could and would understand the countless points 
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A BOOK 
REVIEW 

A THOMAS MERTON READER, 
edited by Thomas P. McDonnell. 

Harcourt, Brace & World, Inc., 
New York, 1962. 553 pp. $5.75. 

How odd that a recluse should 
be so friendly, for Thomas Mer- 
ton is a monastic. Born in France 
in 1915, educated at Clare College, 
Cambridge, and Columbia Uni- 
versity, he entered the Cistercian 
Order in 1941, was ordained a 

priest in 1949, and is now Father 
Louts of the Order at the Abbey 
of Our Lady of Cethsemani in 

Kentucky, USA. 

Thomas Merton has written 
many delightful books, and this 

anthology is drawn from a quar- 
ter century of reflection, experi- 
ence, and creative work. Take the 
book with you. If you are on the 
(symbolic) highway, and have a 
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(symbolic) battery, you will need 
it—to reduce the outwardness of 
Jupiter Pater’s thunderstorm to 
the inwardness of your self-sov- 
ereign spark plugs. 

Now Rome has been pillaged be- 
fore, and can be again. To a gaunt 
and starving Goth the collected 
and unprotected wisdom of Rome 
looks inviting. If Thomas Merton 
has discovered a wonder drug to 
relieve headache, heart-burn, and 
anemia of the soul, why not make 
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LITTERS 
Levittown, New York 

Dear Mr. East: 
Your very good friend, sena- 

tor james eastland, is now engag- 
ed in another grand mockery of 
the freedoms of this country. He 
is now heading the U. S. Senate 
Internal Security Subcommittee, 
which is investigating Pacifica 
Foundation, on the suspicions of 
its being communistic. 

Are you acquainted with Paci- 
fica Radio—here in New York 
WBAI? The subscribers of WBAI 
and its sister stations in California 
look to it for every facet of in- 
tellectual nourishment, the arts, 
public affairs, the state of the 
nation, and of the world. The loss 
of these stations would be the loss 
of just another of the last really 
free communication channels. 
These stations are supported by 
their listeners, by no grants and 
by no political or commercial in- 
terests; therefore representatives 
of any viewpoints can and do 
speak on the Pacifica stations — 

where else? 

Therefore, I, as a Pacifica sup- 
porter ask that you use the Petal 
Paper to again oppose eastland, 
who himself opposes all freedoms 
which we are fighting to keep or 
restore. I think the morals and 
the views of your subscribers must 
coincide pretty closely with those 
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Afterthoughts On BLACK LIKE ME- 

THE SHINE BOY HAS THE DREAM 
by 

John Howard Griffin 

Two years ago when I completed 
a journey through the Deep South 

during which I lived as a Negro 
for a number of weeks, I sank 
into the despair of a Negro. This 
came not so much from the sub- 
human existence that is the Ne- 

groes’ lot as from the hopelessness 
of its ever getting better. Com- 

munication, a dialogue of some 

sort, had to be established be- 

tween the two groups of citizens 
before there could be hope for 

improvement. Discrimination long 
ago destroyed such communica- 
tion. A Negro who spoke simple 
truths about justice or inalienable 

rights was not tolerated. Since 

most white southerners lived un- 

der the illusion that they alone 

understood their “nigras” and 

were thoroughly imprisoned in a 

culture that said the “System” was 
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pressed, what chance for any true 

communication? 
This “System” is a complex of 

customs and traditions that have 
all the force of law, plus the ac- 

tual Jim Crow ordinances. The 

System says in effect that the 

Negro is a citizen of this country, 
but a special kind of citizen: that 
he should pay taxes and defend 
his country from its enemies, but 
he should not vote, have equal 
protection under the law, equality 
of educational or job opportuni- 
ties; and that he should not have 
access to public eating places, 
parks, hotels, libraries, concert 
halls, and even hospitals. 

Every Negro understands this 

System, but although it is part of 
the southern whites' “way of life,” 
few of them have taken a close 
hard look at it. The Negroes have 
lived it, been burned by it every 
Hav nf their lives, hut contrary 

to the facile beliefs of many 
whites, Negroes have never accept- 
ed it, never been “happy" with 
it, never got used to it. They have 
a remarkable record for resisting 
subversion, for manifesting a deep 
love of country; but this Ls a love 
of what the country is supposed 
to be, the American dream—not 
what it is where racism is prac- 
ticed. 

A Negro has his secrets. He has 
had to “accomodate” or else suf- 
fer reprisals. He has had to climb 
his mountain of yes-yes-yes and 
grin at the white man. He has 
seen the perpetration of the south- 
ern myths that say he Ls happy, 
carefree, contented with life as 

southern whites have arranged it 
for him. He knows that these 
myths are a great lie which white 
men have had to invent in order 
to live with their consciences. 
When I was a Negro we yes-yes- 
yessed and grinned, but when we 

went home for the evening we 

wept and said how could the 

white man twist his mind enough 
to think this death of our man- 

hood, our hopes, our dignity—this 
slavery—was for our own good. 
The only way to accept it was to 
lose hope, to despair, to stop 
thinking and feeling and just 
exist. Not to give a damn. Not 
to give a damn for your own 

people or whites or anybody else 
—just try to make it, keep the 
bread on the table. Try to keep 
from hating. Try to keep from 
having your belly twisted into 
knots all the time. 

Living under the “System,” only 
the shallowest optimist could re- 

sist the temptatiotn to despair; 
but Negroes could resist the temp- 
tation to hate southern whites, and 
this for two reasons. 

First, Negroes understood that 
southern whites were as helplessly 
entrapped by the System as 
southern Negroes; and further that 
the whites were as devastated by 
it as the Negroes. Anything that 
dwarfed and deprived a Negro 
child also dwarfed and deprived a 

white child. This was another of 
the Negroes’ secrets, something 
most white men did not know. 

Second, Negroes believed that 
their misery came from the “white 
trash” and that the white trash, 
though powerful, were a minority 
as oppressive and painful to the 
“good whites” as to the Negroes. 
Negroes retained faith in the 
“good whites,” who could be 
counted on to behave correctly 
and swing their weight in favor 
of justice when a showdown came. 
Did they not quietly tell the Ne- 
groes of their disapproval of the 
facLst bullies, of their shame? 

But all of this has changed, is 
now changing. The changes are so 
arasuc mat tnose wno knew some- 

thing about the South ten years 
ago or even two years ago, are 

misinformed if they rely on that 
information today. 

Negroes, particularly young Ne- 
groes, have lost their illusions 
about the “good whites.” They 
have seen “good whites” equivo- 
cate endlessly and finally grow 
silent in times of crisis when is- 
sues were bare and words of pro- 
test or sanity would have sounded 
with clarion clarity. A “good 
white’s” quiet words aimed sym- 
pathetically at a Negro’s ears don’t 
mean anything now; they are part 
of the mockery. A cracker is a 

cracker. The “good” ones are just 
less bad than the bad, bad crack- 
ers. They won’t join the mob, 
but they belong to that mob that 
sees the Negro individual as noth- 
ing but the stereotype; that talks 
to him about “your people” and 
“your problems" and tells him 
how much it admires “the Negro 
race"; and some say they are pro- 
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