from the depths of his despair. he felt all
his senses become keenly attuned in a
strange new way.  He knew he'd remem-
ber this scene the rest of his life.

Vie asked the woman, “What's doing.
anyway? How's Dick?”

She answered something, but Andy
didn’t hear it, for he had quit listeni
He was looking at the woman . . . no. she
was a girl. several vears vounger than
Yic ... and as he heard Vie's voice azain,
zan to really see the girl. He no-
ticed the elassic profile.  The sheen of
blomde hair. The elear tanned skin, She
was an attractive girl; vou would have
noticed her anywhere . C . il you weren't
lind.

But . .. Andy frowned in confusion
v o« but U've been standing here for five
minutes or more. | was in here all that
time hefore Vie came. and 1 didn’t even
notice whether she waz old or voung. fat
or thin, tall or short, 1 didn’t even see
her until . . . Why should I notice her
HLage

Andy breathed carefully. dropped his
cigarette, and =lowly ground it out with
hiz heel. He called over to Vie, “I°1
meet vou in the bar next door, Vie,” and
walked out. He had to be alone, had to
figure this out.

In the Copper Mug. he swung onto a
stool. said automatically to the bartender,
“Brandy.”

I always liked the girls Vie picked
out, he thought. Why?  Just because
Vic picked them? He closed his eves a
moment, trying o probe deeper. 1o find
an honest an=wer.  He looked back over
the years and gradually remembered a
Iot of things he had liked and wanted
just because Vie had them. Yie, who
was older. always had things first. A
bicyele . . . a membership at the Y . . .
dates with girls . . . college. 1 envied
him every time. Andy thought, wntid [
got just what he had.

Futl it was natural for a kid brother
to feel a bit envions, wasn't it?  That
didn’t mean anything. Or did it?  Could
eovy. mixed with hero-worship, go =0 far
that you'd lose vour own identity and end
up living a carbon-paper life of the one
vou worshiped?

How far has it really gone?  Andy
asked himself. Living in that apartment
with Vie, [ was perfectly satisfied. We
were . . . equal.  We both had a pro-
‘ession . . . an office in the same building

. . cars alike . . . and I've been promis-
mg myself 'd have a house like his some
day.

The. bartender set his drink in
front of him. Andy stared at it. Brandy.
Why. I even drink brandy just because
Vie does! And what a crazy drink in
weather like this . . . at least, to me,

He pushed the glass aside and or-
dered a beer.  As he lifted it and took a
long refreshing swallow, he looked into
the mirror behind the bar and saw Vic
and Lila refleeted there, coming into the
place.

He set the glass down,  Slowly, he
turned and watched them come toward
I Half-afraid, he waited. There was
Lila—charming, attractive. Any man
would admire her. But . . . come on,
Andy Gage, face it and like it and be
glad iv's this simple . . . the only reason

you wanled her for your own was be-
cause she's Vie's!

Good Lord, it had taken him a long
lime to grow up. Grow ap—that’s the
only prescription he had needed.

“Hi. vou two.” he greeted them.

Lila was relaxed. casual, her usual
self,  She'd meant exactly what she said
vesterday afterneon: It hadn’t happened.
Andy silently blessed her—Vie's wife—
for being such a fine person,

“Look.” he said as they sal down,
“I can’t get away, alter all. Could I have
a rain-check on this trip?  For next week.,
mavhe?”  He wanted them to have this
first week-end at their cottage alone. A
hushand and wife deserved that.

“Sure,” Vie said, always agrecable,
“Any time.”

Lila echoed sincerely, “Any time,
Andy.” .

“So long. then”  Andy smiled al
them as he slid off the stool. “Have fun,
and bring back some fizh.”

“We will,” they promised.

Andy walked back to the Profes-
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sional Building. Instead of waiting for
the clevator, he took the steps. two al a
time,. When he reached his office door.
he looked at the gold letters AxprEw
Gace, M. D, and thought, This—my work
—is one thing in my life [ chose myself.
And there's something else [ chose once
« .. and almost lost. He swung the door
wide and saw her by the window, lower-
ing the Venetian blind.

“Oh . .." Her voice was surprised
and concerned.  “1 wondered . . .
theught vou'd gone.”

“I ddid go. But ... I came back.
Peg . . .7 There was something in his
voice that hadn’t been there for a long

time: he could hear it and knew she

conld hear it “Peg. do vou know what
3 8 1

I think?

She shook her head slowly.,

“I think we should have dinner at
‘our’ restaurant . . . once more,”

Her wise brown eves widened sl
Iv. Already, she was he
stand. “All right. And
ing. “You're the doclor.

ht-
1ting to under-
she said. smil-
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Censorship

(Continued from page 24)
persons believe is “bad™ for you.  Amd
since people’s concepts of “good™ and
“had™ vary widely, censorship itself can
range from caprice and silliness all the
way 1o the necessary contral of ohscenity,

Censorship is on the increase in
America,  There are =everal reasons for
this development-—first, the large m
ber of minority groups which have
come highly erganized and insistent in
their denmamds during the past ten vears;
second, the growing fear on the part of
publishers and motion-picture and radio
producers  of offending such  groups:
third, the appearance of television—
which creates a new mediom to be cen-
sored, and fourth, political insecurity
which accounts for such incidents as the
banning of the newspaper Lo Prensa in
Argentina, and the current turmoil in the
LLN. on restricting the free exchange of
information among nations,

As a rl:.:'-l.lfl. more and more agen-
cies, groups and individuals are telling
other people or are trying to tell other
people what they can read, what they
can #ee, what they can hear, and, in the
end, what they ecan think.

No one, of course, objects to the
censorship of obscenity for obscenity’s
sake. The 1933 campaign of the Legion
of Decency against salacious movies was
NECEssary and iI“P“flu"tl: lll'lf"rt”“-ﬁl"."l}"
like many good campaigns, it brought
extreme results in the form of a movie-
production code so strict that parts of it
approach the ridiculousz. Az one intelli-
zent Hollywood  businessman once  re-
marked, “If you lean over backward far
enough, eventually you'll land on the
back of your head.” That, in essence,

is one of the greatest dangers of censor-
ship; it can cause the producers of
books, movies, radio and television shows
and plays to lean backward so far that
their products become unrealistic and
stereolyped.

What does cepsorship, in its eapri-
cious or thoughtless form, mean to the
average young American?

It means that you can be prevented
from reading a book that offends a mi-
nute number of your fellow Americans.

It means that you may be treated to
i dict of movies, and radio and tele-
vision programs, =o unrepresentative of
life as it i= really lived that vou are al-
most sickened by the unreali

It means that your faverite magazine
may be kept .[rulll the newsstands on the
whim of persons who disagree with jts .
conlents,

It means that your child may be un-
able 1o read a book in his school library
because a censoring minority ehjeets to it

It means that you, in the eyes of
the censor, are a fool, unable to decid
for yoursell what is good and what is

bad.

R’nu[ that the censors are increas-
ing can be found in numerous instances.
There are now official censorship boards
in nearly 100 average American eities.
There are seven state boards, and many
other states have statutes which can be
used for eensoring actions, Various local
ordinances in scores of towns and cities
are also being enforced in such a way
as o constitute censorship by local
authorities,

In Detroit, police censors cut 39,950
fect of motion-picture film in 1949—and
even that was an improvement over the
previous  year, when they suppressed
29,300 feet. In a serics of raids in
1949, police in Philadelphia seized more
than 2,000 allegedly obseene hooks, only
to have many of them later cleared of the
charge of obscenity.  The incident points
up the fact that what is obscene to one
person or group of persons is not neces-
sarily obseene to others,

Florida has no official censorship
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board, But all films must be approved
cither by the National Board of Review
or, oddly, the “state censorship board of
the State of New York.”

In Massachusetts, there is a “Lord's
Day™ statute which permits entertain-
ment on Sundays provided the entertain-
ment has been approved by the state
Commissioner of Public Safety. Since
every movie is shown on Sundays as well
as weekdays, the commissioner’s power
to censor can affect all films,

Almost all Americans would be
shocked by the idea that one man might
be punished for not agrecing with
another man as to what constitutes a dan.
gerous social thought. Nevertheless, this
happened recently in Texas. A theater
manager, W. L. Gelling, was arrested
and fined for showing “Pinky,” a Negro-
problem film, after local censors had
banned it.

“Pinky” had been shown elsewhere
in the South without incident. The cen-
sors. who banned ‘it from Gelling’s the-
ater had no way of knowing for certain
whether their opinion of the picture was
shared by other members of the com-
munity. The majority never had a
chance to make up its mind. Further,
majority opinion itself can’t be the true
vardstick by which a film is measured
for banning or presentation, If the ma-
jority of persons in a ‘given community
don’t want to see a movie with a par-
ticular theme, they can simply stay away
from it. The question iz not “how many”
or “how few” wanted to see “Pinky” in
Gelling’s  theater; rather, it revolves
around the right of any censoring board
to prevent the showing of a clean but
controversial movie which had caused
no disturbances in other communities,

Censorship works in devious ways,
and official boards are only part of the
machinery for suppression, Censorship
by pressure from religious and racial
groups has increased during recent years,
as these groups have become better or-
ganized and more articulate.  Somewhat
insultingly, various of these groups ex-
press through their censoring activities
the unflattering view that the rest of us
can’t be trusted to form our own opin-
ions,

The movie industry is by no means
the only example of how we are being
influenced by censorship, or the threat
of it, but it affords excellent illustrations.
If there are five different censors consid-
ering a movie, with five different degrees
of objection to any one idea, the most
negative objection becomes the control-
ling criticism for all. This is simply be-
cause a producer can’t make five different
versions of his picture, Complicate this
situation further by adding the pressure
influences of half a dozen minority
groups, and you can understand why so
many movies are sterile,

As a matter of faet, censorship has
succeeded in inhibiting the movie indus-
try to the extent that the artists in Holly-
wood can no longer produce with maxi-
mum effect because of their fear of boy-
cotts which can be raised against them
by special-interest groups. A writer can
hardly be said to be operating in an area
of free expression if he has to write a
movie for the Negro singer Lena Horne
in such a way that Miss Horne's scenes
can be lifted out for the film's showing

"Did you know the fellow upstairs is chairman
of the local draft board?”

in Memphis, where she is held by the
board of censors (although not neces-
sarily by the people of Memphis) to be
“imimical to public health, safety, morals
and welfare.”

Tlu.: ridiculous aspects of movie
censorship can be illustrated by a current
Hollywood situation. Several weeks ago,
it was reported from Hollywood that Wil-
liam Wister Haines had completed a
maodern  movie adaptation of a 1927
melodrama, “The Racket,” by Bartlett
Cormack. The news would not have been
significant if it had not been for one
thing: whereas “The Racket” was made
into a movie in 1928 with no undue re-
strictions, it is now. twenly-three years
later, undergoing drastic alterations in
order to conform to other people’s ideas
of what you and [ should be permitted
to see and believe,

Originally, “The Racket™ dealt with
corruption in Chicago; in the new ver-
sion, the city will not be identified—evi-
dently because Chicagoans would be of-
fended.  Originally, “The Racket™ de-
picted the traffic in bootleg liquor; in
the new version, the racket will not be
explained fully, because today Holly-
wood censors do not permit criminal
techniques to be “explicitly presented.”
Originally, a gangster chiel was por-
trayed as leading a somewhat luxurious
existence; in the new version, this will
be largely eliminated in order to allow
fuller development of the eoncept that
crime doesn't pay. Originally, a police
captain threatened to beat the gangster
to death in hiz cell; in the new version,
he will not, because the censors consider
the third degree a “repellent” subject.

Thus, broadly speaking, the implica-
tions are that there is no successful cor-
ruplion in American cities, that Ameri-
cans would be swayed toward crime by
seeing bootlegging techniques, that gang-
sters mever live in luxury, and that no
police captain would dream of using the
third degree,

Such implications are poppycock. of
course, but they cannot be dismissed as
whimsy on the part of a small regulatory
group in Hollywood. They point up the
broad problem by reflecting in every case
the views of someone, somewhere, who
has assumed that he is qualified to decide
what is best for the public.

It iz doubtful that the problem
would have got out of hand if the powers
of censorship, not enly in motion pictures
but in every sphere, had been restricted
to responsible officials with the sole job
of ferreting out that which is ohviously
vulgar, ohscene or otherwise offensive to
the great majority. There are adequate
laws for the punishment of these whe
traffic in immorality, But, having agreed
to aecept a little extra, unofficial censor-
ship here and there, the public is now
being asked to swallow bigger and higger
doses of it

Several weeks ago, a  controversy
arose in the Midwest over “Freshlaid
Plans,” an animated cartoon which sati-
rized Government planning.  The film
dealt with the economie situation in “Egg-
ville,” where business was bad, and it
depicted the operation of a Professor
Hoor, who arrived in Eggville with a
scheme for inducing prosperity through
economic planning, Unfortunately, taxes
went up. a black market Hourished, a
group of citizens went to jail because
they refused to become entangled in the
red tape required by Professor Hoot's
plan. In the end Professor Hoor was run
out of town,

John Sutherland, producer of the
fable, =aid that it tried “to indicate that
out of free confusion comes the miracn-
lous order of supply and demand.” Al-
fred D. Stedman, farm editor of the Saint
Paul, Minnesola, Pioneer Press, did not
think so, however. He called it “a clever
altemptl o use movies to sway public
opinion on a het political issue (the
Brannan Plan) affecting farming.”

Most readers agreed that Stedman
had every right to express his opinion.
But when he added that the cartoon




might well raise the question of drawing
up regulations to govern the use of
movies in farm politics, a great many
persons must have been startled,  For
here, apparently, was the spectacle of a
man advecating censorship of one me-
dium while enjoving the freedom of
another!  Producer Sutherland might as
properly have suggested drawing up rules
to limit the use of Stedman’s columns in
the Pioneer Press!

Az ominous as Stedman’s attitude
was, a United States Senator from Colo-
rado proposed an even more drastic form
of censorship last year. Senator Edwin
C. Johnzon, presumably outraged by the
Bergman-Rossellini affair, introduced a
bill in Congress to license motion-picture
producers, actors and actresses, in addi-
tion to the pictures themsclves, In ef-
feet, Johinson would have set up a Fed-
eral eensorship board and would have
made the Secretary of Commerce respon-
sible for policing the private lives of peo-
ple in the motion-picture industry on
penalty of revoking their permits to work
if they did not conform to a certain set
of standards drawn up for them. For-
tunately, hearings on the bill were indefi-
nitely postponed, but there lingered on
the air the aroma of suppression, Russian
style.

Vnriaus religious groups—Protes-
tant, Catholic and Jewish—sometimes
impose pressure to prevent persons (not
necessarily of the same faith) from see-
ing a particular movie, The most recent
example is the case of “The Miracle,” an
Italian film which tells the story of a
poor girl who is seduced by a man she
later believes to be Saint Joseph. In this
instance, the protest came from certain
Catholics. It is interesting to note, how-
ever, that many other Catholics—among
them prominent members of the faith
felt that “The Miracle” was not objec-
tionable and that the protest against its
appearance was ill-conceived,

On its appearance in [taly, the pic-
ture was condemned by Monsignor Al-
bine Galletto, head of the Catholic Cine-
matographic Center.  But the Vatican it-
self held out no objection to the showing
of the film. L'Osservatore Romane, the
Vatican newspaper, noted that “ques-
tions may arise—even serious ones—of
a religious nature,” but said that “never-
theless, the picture contains passages of
undoubted distinction. We continue to
believe in Rossellini’s art, and we look
forward to his next achievement.” This
was the official view of the Catholic
Church in Rome,

United States customs officers ap-
proved the film as suitable for import
into this country. It passed the New
York state censor board twice, once with-
out English titles and a second time with
them when it appeared as part of “Ways
of Love,” which was imported by a dis-
tributor named Joseph Burstyn. On De-
cember 12, 1950, it opened at the Paris
Theater in New York without incident.

But twelve days later, the Legion of
Decency, which passes on all films for
the Catholic Church in the United States,
denounced “The Miracle” as “a sacri-
legious and blasphemous mockery of
Christian and religions truth.,” Edward
T. McCaffrey, New York License Com-

Redbook Muagazine July 1951

missioner and a former state commander
of the Catholic War Veterans, ordered
the Paris Theater to withdraw the film on
penalty of having its license revoked.
He said he found the picture “officially
and personally blasphemouns.” The the-
ater took “The Miracle” off the screen
the following day.

Burstyn, the distributor, went imme-
diately to court. He was granted an in-
junction by New York Supreme Court
Justice Aron Steuer, who held that Me-
Caffrey had no right to order a film with-
drawn when it had already been passed
by state censors, As a result, the show-
ing of the film was resumed,

But the pressure mounted. On Sun-
day, January 7, a message from Francis
Cardinal Spellman, head of the Catholic
Archdiocese of New York, was read at
all masses in S1. Patrick’s Cathedral, di-
recting Catholics not to see the film or to
patronize any theater showing it. Pickets
representing the Catholic War Veterans
began to appear regularly i front of
the Paris Theater with placards saying,
among other things, that the picture was
blasphemous, It could not be deseribed
as an orderly picket line.
had lined up to buy tickets were pointed
out as “Communists” for attending the
showing. There were several scullles
and several arrests for disorderly con-
duct.

There were two bomb scares when
anonymous persons called the theater
and announced impending blasts, but
nothing drastic happened. An organiza-
tion of New York film critics, who had
already voted “Ways of Love” the best
foreign-language picture of the year, pre-
pared to give it an award at the Radio
City Music Hall. Nine days before the
scheduled ceremony, Martin Quigley, an
influential Catholic layman and publisher
of a film trade paper, called the Music
Hall 1o advise that the theater was apt to
be boycotted if it allowed its stage 1o be
used for presentation of the award. As
a result, the eritics withdrew from the
Music Hall.

Finally, the pressure became too
greal even for the Board of Regents of
[lew York State. On February 15, the
board revoked the film's license on
grounds that it was “sacrilegions.” “The
Miracle”™ was again withdrawn by the
management of the Paris Theater, and
the battle swept back into the courts,
where, at this writing, it still rages.

The issue, of course, was a funda-
mental one, It was not whether Cardinal
Spellman had the right to urge Catholies

to stay away from “The Miracle”; there |
The issue was |

was no problem there,
simply whether the members of one re-
ligion had the right 1o exert pressure to
the point where members of other re.
ligions who wanted to see the film were
not permitted to do so. It was also
pointed out by a number of observers
that what is sacrilege or blasphemy to
one person or sect is not necessarily
sacrilege or blasphemy to another,

In any event, many Catholics were

as dismayed by the “Miracle” situation |

as were nen-Catholics.  Otto Spacth,
writer, art critic and prominent Catholic
layman, was especially eritical of Com-
mizsioner MeCaffrey's action in summari-
ly ordering the Paris Theater to remove
a film because he found it “personally”

People who |
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blasphemous. Writing in the Magazine more tempests like the one brought on

of Art, Spacth noted that MeCaffrey had
“again left a prominent Catholic in the
exposed public position of attempling
to . . . enforce his private views on the
community, and limit the liberties of
all. . . . There are great sections of the
adult American  public  entitled  and
equipped to make the decizion that the
commissioner attempled to reserve for
himself. Neither opinion of the film
should eolor one’s view of the commis-
sioner’s action, [ would oppese it even
if 1 happened to share his views"

Another Catholic reacted in much
the same way., Writing in the Commeon-
tweal, a Catholic publication, William P.
Clancy, of the Department of English at
Notre Dame, observed that “the paltern
of these campaigns has shocked thou-
sands of non-Catholic Amcricans, and
this shock is shared by many loval Cath-
olics, . .. We are profoundly disturbed
to =ee certain of our coreligionists em-
barked upon crusades which we feel can
result only in great harm to the cause of
religion, of art, and of intelligence. . . .
It is a spectacle which many of us, as
Catholics, can view only with shame and
repulsion, for we know that neither art
nor prudence, religion nor country, in-
telligence nor morality, can be served by
such means,”

Becausze of the hue and ery raised
over “The Miracle,” it is now an almost
foregone conclusion that even tighter
censorship will result,  If past experience
is any example, those with the power to
censor will be stricter than ever in the
future in order to aveid stirring up any

‘he Miracle.™”

The case of “Oliver Twist” presents
a similar situation. Not long ago, a tax-
paver's suil was brought in New York
to force the New York City Boeard of
Education to remove “Oliver Twist™ from
school libraries, It was unsuecessful, but
the movie “Oliver Twi=t™ ran into com-
parable minority difficultics and wound
up with some 800 feet of film missing
hecanse the characterization of Fagin
was deemed offensive by certain Jewish
groups,  The questions pose themselves
automatically: Is one “Oliver Twist”
right and the other “Oliver Twist”
wrong? Are both of them objectionable?
Or is neither one ohjectionable?  What-
ever the answer, hiding “Oliver Twist™
from the public will not provide it

by *

rI‘lm advocates of censorship argue
that it exists primarily to protect the im-
mature, and anything which is designed
to shicld voung people from improper
influences iz dificull 1o criticize.  Un-
fortunately, however, the problem is not
that simple. A great many men have
wrestled with it, and most of them have
arrived al the same conclusion drawn by
Benjamin  Franklin:  “Of  course  the
abuses of free specch should be sup-
pressed, but to whom dare we entrust
the power of doing it?"

One difficulty is that censorship ad-
vertises that which is supposed to be
immoral and sendsz unteld numbers of
people scuttling to see or read or hear
what all the shouting is about. A book

T VTIPS (Tey Vicerovs)

DOCTOR: Remember, filtered cigarcue
smoke is better for your health.®

DOCTOR: The nicotine and tars trapped
by this Viceroy filter cannot reach your
mouth, throat or lungs.

DOCTOR: That's why I advise my patients
to smoke Viceroy Cigarettes. Because
Viceroys filter the smoke.

DOCTOR: Smoke Viceroy Cigaretes be-
cause Viceroys filter your smoke!

Viceroys cost only a penny per pack more than ordinary cigarettes.
#Reader”s DHgest— Jampary, 1900

banned in Boston is practically assured
of snceess elsewhere, for example, and a
play banned in Chicago will attract great
crowds in other citics.

The law does not define obscenity,
and the censors themselves have no com-
mon rule of thumb. Although it is thor-
oughly illogical, many operas which have
been seen for centuries may not be dram-
atiged for motion pictures, Customs offi-
cers [requently approve books for impor-
tations, only to fnd that the Post Office
Department will not allow them to be
sent through the mails.

Who iz right? Who can say that the
appointment last year by the mayor of
Providence, Rhode Island, of a commitice
of privale citizens to rid newsstands of
what they—but not neceszarily the pub-
lic—eonsidered  “objectionable™  hooks
was in the best interest of the community ¥

In Bartlesville, Oklahoma, last year,
lante committee” barred
publications it considered sulbwversive from
the public library., Thesze included the
Nation, the New Republic, Negro [Ngesi
and Consumer Reports. The eities of
Maecon, Georgia, Atlanta, Providence and
Milwankee, to mention four, have all
banmed official publications of the Rus-
sian  Government from school libraries
and classroomz. There iz a ban on the
Nation in school libraries in New York.
In Detroit, the Common Council ap-
proved an ordinance banning the news-
stand sale of subversive literature and
then elozed down one stand that =old a
perindical the council deemed subversive.

(ne answer to the proponents of this
form of censorship was supplied by the
Scarsdale, New York, Board of Educa-
tion. In rejecting the demands of a
small group of residents that books wril-
ten by alleged Communists be taken off
the shelves of school libraries, the board
said that “protection against subversive
influences can best be achieved by the
positive approach of vigorous teaching,
rather than by the negative methods of
repressive ecnsorship.” A gz many
people whe  despise  Communism  ap-
plauded the board’s action,

3

rlhn next victim to fall under the
sharp ax of censorship will undoubtedly
he television, Radio has already  sue-
cumbed to sell-cenzorship, although it
might reasonably have been expected to
conduct itzelf with decorum all along,
since the Federal Communications Com-
mission has the authority to take appro-
priate action if networks and stations
“are nol operaling in the public inte

t." So far, the television industry has
tried to resist self-censorship, but not
with any great conviction that it can con-
tinue to resist.

Film exhibitors have brought pres.
sure with their complaints of unfair com-
petition, since molion pictures are cen-
sored and television programs are not.
It has alse been reported recently that
certain churchmen in New York have
been advising congregations on the tele-
vision shows they consider acceptahle
and unacceptable, a practice which can
hardly be condemned if it stops th
But it is apt to go farther; already there
is talk of a Federal censorship board to
serecn material before it goes on the air.

The advocates of censorship, with




their special prejudices, are also on the
march in the United Nations, A strong
bloc, led by the Soviet Union, would re-
strict the free exchange of information
by imposing regulations prohibiting the
publication of anything considered likely
to “injure the feelings of nationals of a
slate,”

If the Soviet Union should be suc-
cessful, we will have to reconcile our-
selves to being thoroughly misinformed
on virtually everything that happens out-
side of the United States. We will be
told only what other nations want us to
be told.

The recent government seizure in
Argentina of the newspaper La Prensa
cansed greal concern wherever there is a
free press, Censorship and suppression
have a way of growing and spreading,
and there is no assurance whatever that
they can be controlled.  And that is
pretty much the whole dilemma.  If cen-
sorship is desirable, as some contend,
who should be given the authority to de-
cide what is right and what is wrong?

The only conclusion which can be
drawn safely is that it is fatal o delegate
to anyone that much power. Several
weeks ago, the same dangerous question
popped up in Dubugue, lowa, when po-
lice seized a number of hooks which were
allegedly “obsecne” because of the illus-
trations on the dust jackets, and then
dismissed a charge against the distribu-
tor on the advice of the county attorney,
who failed to find evidence of what he
considered obscenity.

A group of churchwomen protested
immediately that the books should be
kept off the newsstands. Mrs, Anthony
Eberhardt, spokesman for the group,
displayed, however, a rare appreciation
of the crux of the problem. “We are
not trying to influence adull reading or
adult thinking,” she said. “We are mere-
Iy trying to remove what is objectionable
to children, Of course, if this restriction
is incompatible with freedom, then we
agree that freedom is more important.”

Despite such  enlightened  outlooks
as that of Mrs. Eberhardt, we are still in
peril. The censors are taking over more
and more, The answer to this menace
is not easy to find, but the freedom that
gave us a Constitution and a Bill of
Rights was not easy to find, either, The
immediate answer to the problem of cen-
sorship is a willingness to discuss it, to
protest it, and to fight it when it seems
to intrude on our rights as citizens,

There are certain practical steps
any young American can take. As an
individual, you can support organizations
designed to protect the essential Ameri-
can liberties—such organizations as the
Civil Liberties Union, Of equal impor-
tance, you can match protesi with pro-
test; when censorship strikes because
of the activities of a pressure group, you
can add to the weight of opposing opinion
by writing a letter or sending a wire.
You can interest local gronps—your
PTA, your club, your community dis-
cussion group—in [ree and open media
of expreszion.

And, most important of all, you can
remember at all times that freedom of
expression is the kind of freedom that's
everyone's job. ... Tue Enp

A Double

Surprise

(Continued from page 23)
like this. I still have nightmares when 1
remember my last visit. and Bobby was
only three then, Poor Bill,

Janiz finished rouging her lips and
stared thoughtfully inte her own velvely-
soft brown cyes. No, not “poor Bill.” In
all fairness she couldn’t say that. He was
worse than Sally when it came to turning
himself inside out to give Bobby the sun,
the moon and the stars, but in a way it
was understandable. . . .

Bill had been close to forty when
Bobby was born. He had almost given
up hope of having the son he wanted
more than anything else in the world,
and Jan knew that even now, after five
yvears, every time he looked at the little
boy. miracle dust obscured his vision.
He loved his son to the point of foolish-
nesz,  [f you could call it love—

That wouldn't be the way [ would
show my love, she thought suddenly. [If
I ever have a son, he won't be raised like
Bobby! Surrounded with that sticky,
icky endless patience—a marshmallow
world that would make any child sick.
My son will know I'm a human being,
ton; that I can get angry, or cry, or
refuse to put up with completely selfish
behavior, or warm hiz bottom if necessary
.. . and when I find a man who feels the
same way about that and a lot of other
important things, I'll know he’s right
for me.

Her eves filled with tears. but she
brushed them away impatiently.  Stop
feeling =orry for yourscll. You could
have married any number of times, but
you wouldn't take second-best. And you
never will,  She sighed and continued to
dawdle over her dressing:; she was in no
hurry to expose herself to the little tyrant
downstairz. Who ever heard of a happy
tyrant?

Janis brought her thoughts up short.
She wasn"t going to think about her
nephew or start feeling sorry for him,
All she wanted to do was go home. and
that, thank heaven, was the deliriously
delicious prospect for tomorrow.

“Just give me strength.” she praved
as she slipped a green linen sport dress
over her shining head.  “Please, please
don’t let me say anything mean or nasty
before [ leave—"

Wlli]c Janis was busy addressing a
deity with whom she occasionally felt on
zood terms, Sally Stratford was grinning
mizchievouzly at her hushand sprawled
on their bed with Bobby bouncing pain-
fully on his stomach. Neither one of
them would have dreamed of asking the
child to stop it.  “Is perfect!™ Sally
crowed. “Simply perfect! You'll see—"

Bill grunted. “I hope you know
what you're deing. [ don't like ir.”

“Of course 1 do!™ Sally eried. She
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wag a warm person—generonsg, kind-
hearted, sentimental. And if she wasn't
overburdened with gray matter, Bill
didn’t care; he found it restful.  “Bill,
listen—Jan is simply starved for affec.
tion; that’s all that’s the matter with her.
That's why 1 was so anxious to get her
down here for a taste of real family life.
How would vou like to be thirty-two and
live all alone in a stuffy apartment in
Chicago?"

“It dsn't stoffy,” Bill said mildly,
“and Jan lives alone because she can
afford to indulge her passion for privacy.
You'd be surprised at the wolves she's
always sweeping off her doorstep.”

“I just can’t understand it. She's so
attractive.  She’s more than attractive;
I think Jan's really beautiful, don’t you?"

*“Yes,” Bill frowned, “and that's part
of the trouble.  She’ll probably never get
married.”

“0h, Bill. Why
not?"

“Well . . . she once told me she
wouldn't marry any man whe couldn’t
dominate her intellectually.”  He grinned.
“I don’t know any men who can dominate
Jan intellectually, do you? I don’t think
there are any.”

Don’t sav that!

(19
She can’t be serious!”

#She's seriouns, all right.  And look
at her! With that face and hair and—
well, [ mean Jan's really stacked. Why,
she attracts men by the dozen.  Always
the kind she doesn™t want. And the shy
intellectual guvs are scared off; they
don’t hang around long enongh to find
out she's a brain, not a body.”

Bill rolled over on his stomach, and
the little boy elimbed his back, slamming
hiz heels against his father’s ribs and
sereaming Giddap!  “IYs mo—ouch!—
use, honey. Jan'll never find what she's
waiting for.”

“But, Bill , . . did vou notice how
she looked at you-know-who last night
when he tipped his cercal over in my lap?
Starved. She was just dying to take him
in her arms. 1 could tell—a mother can
tell those things. It's frustrated mother-
love, that's what it is; and that’s why my
scheme is so perfect.”

Bill looked doubtful. “Its a dirty
trick. I'll have no part of it."”

Sally flung herself down on the hed
beside him,  “Bill, please, it's the least
you can de for your own sister. Jan
might change some of those funny ideas
of hers if she ever held a child in her
arms.  MNow. stop teasing and listen. The
telegram calling us te Asheville will come
thiz  afternoon.  I've already phoned
Mother to send it. We'll pretend it's an
ecmergeney—ijust a few days. And onee
we've gone, once Jan is alone with Yol
know-who, she'll open up like—like a
rose!™

“Or a thistle. I didn’t think you'd
ever leave him alone with anybody, Sal,
I don’t like the idea. Something might
happen to him,”

Sally hesitated. “Well, [ wouldn’t
under ordinary circumstances, but I feel
so sorry for Jan and somehow | know we
can count on her. She's the kind of a
person who'd be boiled in oil before she'd
betrav a trust.  I'll admit she =cares me
halfl to death sometimes, she's so terrilily
intelligent and so impatient . . . but she’ll



86

take zood care of him; [ know she will.”
“But does she know how?™
“She'll learn.” Sally smiled com-
placently.  “It will be a wonderful ex-
perience for her.”
“Holy tomato!™

r.[‘lte bombshell was exploded un-
der Janis at 4:45 e, when the tele-
gram arrived. All things considered.
she seemed to take it rather well. On
the surface. Actually her despair was
abysmal, her feeling of heing trapped so
acute that her docile paralysis was mis-
interpreted by both Bill and a jubilant
Zally, whose last words. suitably muted
for the mythical emergency were: “You're
an angel to do this for us, Jan; we'll get
hack as soon as we can. [ left a list of
instruetions in the kitchen covering every-
thing. butl vou won't need them, darling.
You're so smart.”

Smart. Janis looked at the clock.
It was now ten minutes after six. Bobby
had maintained an angelic calm until his
parents were out of sight (they must have
promized to bring him back a mountain!)
and then. seeing his aunt settle down with
a book, had promptly started to howl.

*In two more seconds he would have
howled for five minutes straight, turning
various shades of purple in the process
and pausing only for breath. Janis ig-
nored him. She felt a =small surge of
admiration for his stamina, but otherwise
nothing. When the noise reached full
volume again, she got up and mixed her-
sell a stiff Scotch-and-soda. then resumed
her seat and her book.

A puzzled note was heginning o
creep into the howls. For the first time
in his short life. they had not brought the
little hoy the instant attention and con-
cern he was used to. -And Janiz did not
intend that they should—not if her ear-
drums burst or he velled himself into a

fit.

During the hour it had taken Bill
and Sally to get ready 1o leave. she had
fled to her room and given the impossible
situation in which she found hersell deep
thought. She knew her own limitations
and had no intention of tryving to exceed
them.

Janis was not a misogynist; she liked
a great many people. But spoiled children
were simply too much for her. Their
fragrant smallness, to which she reacted
as she did te all lovely things, could nm
compensate for the strain on her nerves
and her sensibilities.

She believed in a maximum of self-
expression for adults and a minimum of
self-expression for children. whoe started
life as nothing more than bundles of
selfish atavistic drivez. How were they
ever to grow into tolerable human beings
if mobody stronger or wise showed them
the way?

Thus, shaken as she was. she had
emerged from her room with a definite
plan. not because =he expected or cared
about any permanent results but only as
a means of keeping her =anitv. D
would, she knew. be a real survival of the
fittest—and she intended the fittest to he
Janis Stratford and not her hopelessly
spoiled five-year-old nephew.

Being Jan. she gave no thought te
the possibility that the firm hand she in-
tended 1o employ might seriously injure

Bobby's delicate little psyche. Had any-
one told her so, she would have said with
characteristic frankness that in her opin-
ion the psyche of the modern youngster
was tougher than the hide of a rhinoceros,
and if anybody neecded considerate han-
dling it wasn't Bobby but his shattered
adult victims,

Jan took an appreciative sip of her
drink and turned a page. The howls had
temporarily subsided, and she said, “Is
there anything you want, precious
lamb?™

“I hate you. I want my mommy!
Where's my mommy?"

“She’ll be back in a few days. Why
don’t you play with those nice new blocks
she left you?"

With a clatter he spilled them out on
the floor. *You come and build me a
house.” 2

Janis turned another page. “Not

now. I'm reading. You build your ewn
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house, and when it's all dene I'll be the
building inspector.”

“My mommy always builds me a
house!™

“That's no fun, is it? Then it's her
house, not vours, Build your own house;
make it as tall as you can—"

“I gan’t; 1 don’t know how.”

“Wouldnt you like to learn how?
Go on—1iry iL”

“Aunt Jan.” he whined,
posed to.do it for me—"

Janiz put down her book and glared
at him until he dropped hizs eves and he-
gan e make aimless circles with his
fingers on the rug.  “Do vou know what
vou're doing. Bobbv?™

He shook his head. and one of the
fingers found it= way into his mouth.

“You're interrupting me. [ know no
one has ever told you what that means,
so I will”

Janis took a deep breath and waited
until she had her nephew’s undivided if
sullen attention.  “When grownups are
reading or talking or busy doing special
grown-up things., you have to wait until
it’s your turn again. They give you lots
and lotz of time during the day and at
night, too, il you're sick or really need
them; so yvou must give them some time,
too, MNow, thiz iz Aunt Jan's time all for
herszelf, and vou're not suppoesed to bother
me.  Pretty soon it will be your turn
again and then we'll do something nice
together.,” (I sound like an imbecile and
I'll surely be one before Bill and Sally
zet back.)

Bobby looked unimpressed. but he

was obviously trying to digest the entire-
Iv new idea that other |:u.n||h- had right=
amd privileges. too.  He's smart, Janis
thought. with a little lift.  1f he weren't,
this would be hopeless, 1t probably is,
anyway.

With a last consciouszly pitiful hic-
cough, Bobby began to pile the blocks
one on lop of the other,

Janis lit a cigarette and watched him
out of the corner of her eye.  No founda-
tiom. The hovse would tumble soon,

“you're sup-

She tried to concentrate on her book,
but the words kept running through her
head. No foundation . . . no foundation.

. That was why. bored as she already
was, she couldn’t help feeling sorry for
the unhappy little hoy whose house was
zoing to fall. He had no foundation.
either. Hiz loving parents had made him
practically helpless, unable to fit himself
into any scheme of things that actually
existed.  Grown-up slaves to do his bid-
ding: immediate attention whenever he
wanted it; and the sure conviction that
he was the center of the universe.

Janiz felt a linle sick inside when
she thought of what awaited him if he
went to public school. His only way of
dealing with disappointment  was o
howl; he had never paid the slightest
penalty for rude or destructive behavior:
the world of give-and-take was a elosed
book to him:

Her nepliew was in for a painful
wakening. and it would be dreadful when
it came. No more false sweelness and
light. The real world would be a crucl
place for thiz Bobby and the countless
other Bobbys whoe would enter it emo-
tionally crippled by parents too soft or
too =stupid to accept their responsibilities.

It's no concern of yours, Jan told
herself wearily, and you're probably all
wrong, anyway. You've never had a
child, and at the rate vou're going, you'll
never have a husband. either. You cer-
tainly don't qualify as an expert. .

But her brain kept clicking on Tike
the fine precision instrument it was. I'm
not wrong. And when I have a child he'll
be taught the difficult and painful lessons
of life by people who love him—not
thrust into the real world, unfit and vul-
nerable. to have those hitter lessons
crammed down his throat by strangers!

(13

Lnukl Aunt Jan, look how tall it
is—"

Janis rose to see better. and there
was a crash.

Bobby stoeed mute, staring down at
the remainz of the first house he had ever
built all by himself: then he turned
furiously on Janis. “You knocked my
house down—you knocked it down!”

“I didn’t knock it down. Bobby: you
didn’t build it right. Put more blocks
at the bottom—"

“Yon did! You did! 1 built it
fine!” Sobbing with rage. he flung him-
self at Jan. slamming both of his
clenched fists against her face.

Without a moment’s hesitation, Janis
slapped him—a hard stinging blow across
the mouth,

He fell back. too shocked to cry.
“You—you hit me!”™

“Of course.  You hit me.”

“My mommy never hits me; my
daddy never hits me; nobody’s lowed to
hit me-

“I'm sure not,” Jan said deyly. “Did
it huort?”

Silence,

“Did you like it?"

More silence.

“Well. it’s a [unny thing—neither
did Aunt Jan. The same things that hurt
you hurt me. and evervhody elsc. 1oo,
Would you like to lut me again?  You

can il you want te.”
Yo I
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