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"Now, thanks to the publication of Let Us Talk of Many Things, we can go back and, in appreciating the speeches, we can reach a fuller appreciation of the speaker himself, that enigmatic, indispensable man who, almost single-handedly, won American conservatives’ acceptance, if grudging acceptance, in the political and cultural mainstream.”

p-National Review


 



“What is surprising ... is how personally revealing these speeches are. Framed by their newly written introductions, they are scenes from the autobiography that Buckley has never written. Though he has afforded us, before, several book-length glimpses of a week in his busy life, he has never before shown us that life in long profile.”

—The Weekly Standard

 



“Scattered throughout are delicious anecdotes, piquant quotations, and much evidence of a keen moral sensibility, capable of asking such probing questions as ‘A good society needs to be hospitable to virtue ... but shouldn’t it also be inhospitable to dereliction?’ If not an essential Buckley book, this one yet contains his essence.”

—Booklist


 



“Mirth, wit, and humor abound, and readers of all stripes will wonder at Buckley’s mystical ability to conjure from our common language phrases of staggering beauty, elegance, and power.”

—The Charlotte Observer

 



“David Brooks, in his foreword, calls this a primary document in the history of the Cold War, and it is. But this is not the Cold War as history; it is war as it is being fought, and the speeches from that time bristle with energy and purpose and the glint of Buckley’s weapons. His is the kind of rapier wit where the rapier inflicts real wounds.”

-D Magazine
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THIS BOOK HAS been compiled at the prompting of the publisher, Mr. Steven Martin of Prima Publishing.

I remember rather offhandedly agreeing to undertake the job. I knew it would be onerous but did not guess quite how much would be involved.

Apart from debates and talks at Yale, I began speaking publicly when my first book, God and Man at Yale, was published. Requests from myriad groups, mostly colleges, came in, and soon I retained a lecture agent. For many years I gave seventy or more lectures a year; I continue to lecture now, but less often.

The compiling of the talks for this book was a huge endeavor. My debt—complete, prostrate, eternal—is to Linda Bridges. Miss Bridges, a graduate of the University of Southern California, where she specialized in French literature and modern English, had served as managing editor of National Review, the magazine that I founded and served as editor for thirty-five years. Miss Bridges devoted the better part of one year to putting together this material.

The very first job was to collect the speeches. A few were with my other papers in archives at the Yale University library. Many were in office files. And many more were on computers.

The next step was to eliminate repetitions. This proved difficult because a talk substantially repeated would be slightly and sometimes critically different in different situations; always different in introductory sections, and sometimes in the body of the speech as well.

Every repeated speech set to one side, Linda (I can’t continue  with “Miss Bridges”) listed one hundred eighty-four speeches, all different. To have published the lot would have meant a book(s) with three hundred fifty thousand words. Gone with the Wind is two hundred fifty thousand words. On no account, Mr. Martin said sternly, could the book come to more than one hundred seventy-five thousand words.

That was when I got the bright idea. Why not include, at the end of the book, a CD in which the whole shebang would repose, in the event that students, friendly or unfriendly, wanted access to the oeuvre? That idea, popped onto Mr. Martin’s desk, proved what the French call a fausse idée claire—a terrific idea that doesn’t work. Mr. Martin said that to enclose the CD would mean adding ten dollars to the price of the book, making it unmarketable. This is not a collection of talks opposing the working of the marketplace; and so I yielded. The CD idea may flower in a future special edition suitable for libraries and for readers especially curious to go on beyond where they are taken here.

Linda then graded the talks according to her judgment of their vitality and variety. Blue ink meant Necessary; green ink, Qualified; and red ink, Can do without. The blue-inked, plus one or two of the greens, added up to two hundred thirty thousand words. We cut, in some cases with some sadness, seventeen more speeches, leaving us with the present number. I have introduced each entry with a few words designed to give the reader information I think useful.

The initial talk is included primarily because of its auspices. It was the Class Day Oration of the 1950 graduating class of Yale University. I wince a little on reading what I wrote as a twenty-four-year-old, but that’s good, they say—the perspective that makes you critical of yesterday’s work. The final talk in this volume is introduced by my son, Christopher Buckley, the talented humorist, novelist, and editor. We attempted, in the ninety-odd speeches in between, to achieve a balance. Some of the weightier material, some of the lighter material; a great many oriented to one person, testimonials and eulogies.

I thought to begin the book with the essay I wrote a few years ago for The New Yorker on some of the trials of public speaking—a  useful few pages, lighthearted and informative, about what it is actually like to travel from city to city, college to college, as has been done for so many centuries by poets, politicians, ideologues, and promoters. And then I thought to ask David Brooks to do me the honor of a formal introduction, which, as of this writing, I have not seen. Mr. Brooks, who serves as an editor of the Weekly Standard, was an undergraduate journalist at the University of Chicago at the time my book Overdrive was published. His hilarious putdown of it, in the Chicago undergraduate daily, was so funny that I reprinted the whole of it in the introduction to the paperback edition. We have since forgiven each other.

I swore I would mention only Linda Bridges in this introduction, but I can’t omit mention of Frances Bronson, who since 1968 has looked after me, my papers, my articles, speeches, problems, deadlines—here is another mention of my gratitude and my indebtedness.

—WFB  
Stamford, Connecticut  
November 1999







FOREWORD
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By David Brooks

 



 



THERE’S ONE QUESTION I have always longed to ask Bill Buckley, but I’ve never worked up the nerve: Are you content? Millions of people set off on their lives hoping to build some lasting legacy, to make some immortal impression upon the world. They’re driven hour upon hour, day upon day, to write the next essay, or do the next deal, or paint the next painting. But only a few people in the world actually can sit back knowing beyond doubt that they have succeeded; they have altered the course of events and surpassed all realistic expectations. Bill Buckley is one of those few. No Buckley, no conservative movement; no conservative movement, no Ronald Reagan. You fill in the rest.

I’d like to think that at least for those few there is some sort of cosmic payoff. I’d like to think they experience a grand and delicious sense of tranquillity that serves as an oasis after all the years on airplanes, in meetings, or in front of the keyboard. But maybe one of the reasons I’ve never asked Bill Buckley this question is that I sense he’d tell me there is no sublime contentment. There are always more speeches to be given, more controversies to be addressed, more points to be made. After all, even today, in what in some senses is a retirement, Buckley continues to give more talks, write more columns, and attend to more disputes than most people do in their prime. There’s obviously some spur still driving him on. And maybe he’d add that the kind of oasis I’m talking about isn’t to be found in this fallen world, which, literally, is a shame.

There are a lot of speeches in the book you hold in your hands. And they reveal a lot about Bill Buckley. But they also reveal a lot about world history over the past fifty years. These are primary documents that take you straight back to the atmosphere of the Cold War, the 1960s, Watergate, the Reagan years. Suddenly, you are back in the audience in 1950, when a twenty-four-year-old William F. Buckley Jr. challenges the powers at Yale University; in 1960, when he addresses a rally at Carnegie Hall gathered in protest of Nikita Khrushchev’s American visit; in 1962, when he faces off against Norman Mailer in a packed amphitheater in Chicago. These are thrilling confrontations, but if you are like me you will read them with a sense of tristesse. The debates in those early days seemed so much more dramatic. The issues were fundamental. And, without question, there was a wider gulf between Left and Right.

Liberalism was then at its most outrageous, and Buckley was a little outrageous himself. Debating the New York Post’s James Wechsler in 1959, Buckley assailed: “I cannot think of a single word James Wechsler, a spokesman for American liberalism and a product of it, has ever uttered, or a deed he has done, that could be proved to have given comfort to slaves behind the Iron Curtain, whose future as slaves would be as certain in a world governed by James Wechsler as the future of slaves in Atlanta would have been in an America governed by Jefferson Davis.” He doesn’t tell us whether they shook hands after that exchange.

A few pages further on, the reader comes to that Mailer debate, and what fun it must have been to see. The topic for the evening was the meaning of the American right wing, and Buckley doubts the subject will be of much interest to Mr. Mailer: “I am not sure we have enough sexual neuroses for him. But if we have any at all, no doubt he will find them and celebrate them.” But Buckley goes on to hope that Mailer will show some contempt for conservatism: “I do not know anyone whose dismay I personally covet more; because it is clear from reading the works of Mr. Mailer that only demonstrations of human swinishness are truly pleasing to him.” This is not genteel analysis on the Charlie Rose show. Nor is this a couple of pundits cross-talking on The Capital Gang. This is debate at a much higher  level, at once funnier, more serious, and more vicious. This is incivility with a purpose.

Especially in the 1950s and 1960s, Buckley was a provocateur. But he was not only that, for mixed in here you will find theological orations, often in the form of commencement addresses, in which Buckley talks seriously about serious things. He was certainly not playing to the crowds. There are a few talks in this book I could never have followed while sitting on some folding chair on a sunny spring afternoon in my cap and gown. Buckley clearly wasn’t going to go down to the level of his audiences; he was going to force them up to his. Maybe you can’t be the leader of a movement unless you possess this instinctive force of will.

And as the pages roll by, you see Buckley emerging as the leader of the conservative movement. There is the striking talk he gave on September 11, 1964, to the national convention of the Young Americans for Freedom. Barry Goldwater is going to lose the coming election, he tells them. But, he continues, the Goldwater campaign and the conservative efforts that will follow are parts of the decades-long assault on the walls of fortress liberalism. On the day after the election, he says, “we must emerge smiling, confident in the knowledge that we weakened those walls, that they will never again stand so firmly against us.” As prophecy, not too shabby.

In the late 1960s and early 1970s, we see Buckley engaged on different battlefields. The New Left spread a poisonous anti-Americanism. It even infected the Right. And so Buckley set about defending America—assailing a little less and celebrating our national heritage a little more. Buckley emerges in the 1970s as a calming influence. He seeks to defuse the passions that threaten to blow libertarians apart from their conservative allies. He seems to become more interested in the ideas of the American Founders. The 1980s brought Buckley’s friend Ronald Reagan to the White House. Buckley’s talks become more engaged with issues of day-to-day governance. There are even speeches on economics, as Buckley sets out to defend Reaganomics. One can see the influence of George Gilder.

In 1984, a new character enters the scene: Blackford Oakes. Buckley gave a speech on the hero of his best-selling novels. And in  his description of what makes Oakes a hero, one begins to perceive another shift in Buckley’s field of interest, from public virtue to private virtue. Many of the talks in the latter part of this book are given in honor of some friend or hero: Clare Boothe Luce, John Simon, Jack Kemp, Andrei Sakharov, Vladimir Bukovsky. None of these talks is solely about private character because none of these are private individuals, but Buckley seems to be exploring what it means to lead a noble life. Some will say he mellows as he gets older. It’s hard to dismiss that. As you read his remarks to the fortieth reunion of the Yale class of 1950, reflect back on the remarks he made to that same class four decades before, the first speech in this book. But saying that Buckley has mellowed does not explain away the evidence we have before us. The world has changed, for the better.

In the latter part of the book, Buckley addresses audiences at conservative societies and think tanks that came into being during the course of his career and that he himself inspired. He is not a lonely fighter anymore; it would be odd if he continued to behave like one. Some conservatives seem to grow more sour even as conservative ideas are more widely accepted—even as Communism dies and capitalism triumphs. They insist on their own marginalization, and savor it. But Buckley, though a controversialist, seeks pleasure, not pain. If he seems less offended in the later speeches in this book, maybe there is less to be offended by. The country has gone through many changes over the past five decades, and one of the revelations of this book is how Buckley has changed too.

In the later speeches, in particular, we see the trait that makes him distinctive. When people learn that I worked briefly at National Review and ask me what Bill Buckley is like, the thing I always mention first is his capacity for friendship. We all see the energy he puts into his speeches and columns and television appearances. But lots of people work hard. What is distinctive about Buckley is the energy he puts into his friendships. The world might be different if he didn’t have this gift.

By the time I got to National Review in 1984, it was a convivial ship. We were all so wrapped up in admiration for managing editor Priscilla Buckley that we weren’t in a mood to feud. But in the early  days, apparently, NR was like a crowded valley in the Appalachians, with rifle fire from shed to shed. It must have been Buckley’s talent for companionship that kept the brilliant but ornery editors together. And a friendship that threads its way though this book is drawn from that era, the one with Whittaker Chambers. Buckley quotes Chambers several times in these speeches. Each quotation is a gem, and each is introduced with an unmistakable tone of devotion.

Perhaps this talent for friendship has something to do with Buckley’s prolific speechifying. Think of it: thousands of speeches over dozens of years. Tens of thousands of listeners. Hundreds of thousands of airplane miles. Why give so many speeches? And why do we show up for speakers like Buckley? After all, if it is mere information and argument we want, a magazine article is a more efficient way to get it. An article is on the page, so you can go over it again if your mind wanders, and you can save it for later reference. And if it’s simply Buckley’s locutions you want to hear, you can sit at home and watch him on TV.

But live encounters offer something more, a personal connection that is the seed of friendship. For all Buckley’s contributions to conservative ideas, his most striking contribution is to the conservative personality. He made being conservative attractive and even glamorous. One suspects that more people were inspired by his presence at these events than were converted by the power of mere logic. It would be wonderful if we could go back and watch these clashes first-hand. It would be even more wonderful if we could go back armed with the knowledge we now possess: that in most cases, subsequent events have proved that Buckley’s tormentors were wrong, and he, it transpires, was right.






NOTES FROM THE LECTURE CIRCUIT
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A Veteran’s Complaints, Delights, Concerns By Wm. F. Buckley Jr.

 



 



A GENERATION AGO Bernard De Voto, Harvard historian, novelist, and wit, resolved to give up public lecturing. After so many years of it, he had had enough. Besides, there were those books he wanted to get written, those books still left to read. But he had a valedictory in mind on the subject of public lecturing, and he devoted his column “The Easy Chair” in Harper’s magazine to it. He gave the reader an instructive and amusing account of pitfalls in the trade. Much of what he wrote lingers in the memory of the present-day lecturer, which is not surprising, because the basic arrangements are unchanged.

For instance, you have agreed to lecture six times during the month of May. Your agent discloses a few months ahead where the lectures will take place. A week or two before each event, you receive detailed marching orders. Up until then, though, you will find yourself putting off specific attention to mainstream lectures, i.e., those where one isn’t asked to address special, ad hoc concerns. The reason for this, I suppose, is that one generally puts off thinking about any sort of heavy duty ahead; you tend to avoid looking down the calendar when you know it is heavily stocked with looming obligations, whether professional or social. If you project that inertia a step or two, you will, I hope, understand why, as often as not, I do not actually examine, until the plane has set down, the page in the folder that describes my exact destination and the name of the sponsoring body. I tend to do this when, upon landing, I rise from my seat, pull out the  folder from my briefcase, and fall, at the end of the gangway, into the arms of my host or his representative.

Now vagueness of that order can get you into trouble when successive economies of preparation accumulate. A few years ago I left my hotel in St. Louis, where I had spoken the night before, to go to the designated hangar at the airport where a little chartered plane waited to take me to a college a few hundred miles away, where I would speak that evening. I had been counseled to travel light on the four-seater Cessna and accordingly brought along only a book and my clipboard with my speech, leaving my briefcase at the hotel, to which I’d return late that night.

When I arrived, two charming students, a young man and a young woman, whisked me off to a restaurant for a quick pre-speech dinner. I was suddenly confronted with the fact, as we chatted merrily along, that I had no memory of the name of the college whose guest I was. I attempted to maneuver the conversation in search of the institution’s identity.

When was “the college” founded? I tried. I got from my hosts the year, some of the history, some of the problems, the year coeducation was introduced—but never any mention of the college’s name. And so it went, right through the crowded evening. To this day I don’t know where I lectured that night, other than that it was a couple of airplane hours north (I must have looked at the compass) of St. Louis, Missouri.

I assume that my experiences, over the forty years I have been on the circuit, are fairly typical, though there is of course this difference: as a conservative controversialist, I could not reasonably expect to be greeted onstage as, say, Jacques Cousteau would have been. In pursuit of my apostleship, and the attendant revenue flow to National Review,  I used to do seventy engagements a year; I now attempt to limit myself to twenty. There are several motives for lecturing. One of them is the redemptive impulse: you feel you have to get your message out there. Another is the histrionic bent: some wish always to lecture, to teach. Then of course there is the economic factor. Most successful lecturers will in whispered tones confide to you that there is no other journalistic or pedagogical activity more remunerative—a  point made by Mark Twain and by Winston Churchill. Yes, one can find exceptions. James Clavell and James Michener no doubt earned as much in a day spent on their new novel as they would have giving a lecture. But forget the half dozen exceptions. The working professor or journalist will spend two or three days reading a book and reviewing it for the New York Times for $450; or—at the most lucrative level—three or four days writing an essay for Playboy for ten times that sum. A night’s lecture will bring in better than commensurate revenue. And sometimes the host at this college or that convention—for whatever reason—wants you and no one else, and the offer proves irresistible.

To De Voto’s reflections, in any case, I append my own, starting with Buckley’s Iron Law of Public Lecturing. It is that no matter what they tell you, between the time when they pick you up at your motel and the time when they return you to your motel, five hours will have elapsed. How so? Didn’t the initial contract call simply for a forty-five-minute address, followed by a fifteen-minute Q&A? Forget it. Well no, it isn’t exactly an Iron Law, because there are exceptions; the dream dates. These happen when you are asked to lecture between 11:00 and 11:45 and please do not go over your time period, Mr. Buckley, because the next lecturer comes in at noon and there must be a coffee break for the convention subscribers between you and him. You arrive, as requested, fifteen minutes before the hour; the host/hostess leads you to an anteroom of sorts in which, by closed-circuit TV, you can hear the tail end of your predecessor’s speech and get some sense of the audience. Promptly at 11:00 you are introduced, and promptly at 11:50—the master of ceremonies had said there was time for just three questions—you leave the stage, shake hands with somebody or another, go out into the street, and rejoin the free world. But interaction at such a mechanical level is rare.

A few performers we get to know about on the circuit are abrupt in their dealings with their hosts. Evelyn Waugh was the Great Figure in this regard. It is said that his agent would shrug his shoulders and warn the prospective lecture host that there was simply no shaking Mr. Waugh from his ways. No, he would give no press conference. No  no no, no dinner before the lecture. No! No! Absolutely no signing of books. No-receiving-line-no-questions-after-his-speech. If that sounds awfully austere, it is absolutely convivial in contrast with what Mr. Waugh would proceed to do, which was remain in his limousine outside the hall until after he had been introduced. Only then would he lumber onstage, deliver his speech, and return to his limousine, whose door, one supposes, was held open for him. We do not know whether he paused to say good night to his host.

To behave that way and somehow get invited to deliver more lectures, you need to have a reputation as a grouch so entrenched as to become mythogenic—indeed, in a way, endearing, like the temperament of the Man Who Came to Dinner in the famous movie. The lecture public is titillated before such a character’s appearance by tales of his eccentricities and would be disappointed if he were other than as advertised.

Those who aren’t given to misanthropy, natural or cultivated, simply can’t get away with it and wouldn’t want to if they could. They oblige—both because good nature impels you to do so and because it is, in the long run, easier to comply than to resist. Your agent tells you that the sponsors who put up the money for the engagement are having a private dinner at which your presence is ... expected. A letter comes in, a week or two before the event, from the student who has led the threadbare conservative movement at the college, and life and death—the future of the Republic!—hang on your agreeing to meet with his group for a mere half hour some time before or after the engagement. After the lecture, there is to be a public reception—it is a fixed part of a hundred-year-long tradition at the Xville Forum, and any failure by you to attend it would quite shatter the evening and demoralize the dozens of people who had a hand in making it a success. The lecture will be so widely attended that there won’t really be a proper opportunity for the twenty brightest students at the college to interrogate you, so surely you wouldn’t mind an hour’s seminar at five, well before the lecture? It would mean so much to the students to have this opportunity.

Most people, as I have suggested, are good-natured. We give in, up to a point, and what finally makes it difficult to protest is the attentiveness and kindness of most of one’s hosts and hostesses, who have spent fifteen hours of hard work for every hour’s work of the visiting speaker. Notwithstanding good intentions, however, the speaker’s priorities aren’t always intuited, let alone observed. I have mentioned the ancillary activity with which you will inevitably become involved. That is a burden. So also is the absolutely distinctive fatigue that goes with the experience. This doesn’t, I think, have anything to do with stage fright (I don’t get this). And it is not alone a product of anfractuous travel schedules (flight to Louisville, feeder flight to Canton, car meets you, hour-and-a-half drive to lecture site; reverse procedure the following morning, which means you will need to leave your motel at 6:15 in order to catch the only flight that will get you securely to where you are headed).

What sets in, and I think my experience is not unique, is a quite situation-specific exhaustion. You are back at the hotel at 10:30. You are not a television watcher, so that form of decompression doesn’t work on you. You have a briefcase bulging with undone work, but reading manuscripts at that hour induces only a conviction that nobody who writes manuscripts can hold your attention in your current mood. If it had been fifty years ago and you were reading Hemingway’s “The Killers,” you’d probably have wondered, after page two, why in the hell he hadn’t got to the point. You pour yourself a glass of wine from the bottle provided by your thoughtful host, nibble at a cracker, and read the back-of-the-book of Time or  Newsweek. You then get around to calling the hotel operator. You tell her that the world itself hangs on her dependability in waking you at 5:15. That is too early for coffee, so you will use your wife’s hot-wired hair-curler type thing, which brings a cup of water to the boil in a minute. You might pop a sleeping pill, read two or three pages from your current book, and go to sleep.

What can happen then is a lecturer’s nightmare. When your escort, often an undergraduate, tells you he/she will be there at 7:30, about one-half the time no one is there at 7:30. “Dear Josie,” I began my letter to my student hostess at the University of Colorado a few years ago. She had been incensed, on arriving at my hotel, to find me in a cab, about to drive off. “Let me explain the events of yesterday  morning so that you will not think me rude to have acted as I did,” I wrote. “You had said the night before that you would pick me up at 7:30 to drive me to the Denver airport. You weren’t there at 7:30. At 7:35 you still were not there. What passes through the mind in such situations is this: If Josie is not there at 7:30, when she contracted to be there, when in fact will she be there? It is possible that she overslept. Or that she has had a flat tire. In which case she might not be there for a half hour—which would mean missing your plane. Precious time, dear Josie, is slipping through your fingers, so you go to the porter and say, Can you get me a taxi to drive me to the airport at Denver? He calls, and the lady driver arrives, and the two of you have just completed loading the luggage when Josie drives up, at 7:41. Now the point you made—that there was still plenty of time to get to the airport at Denver—isn’t what goes through the mind of the lecturer. If I had absolutely known that you would materialize at 7:41, I’d have waited. But if you weren’t there when you said you’d be there—at 7:30—how could I absolutely know that you would be there in time for me to make my plane? Having brought in the lady driver, negotiated the fare to the airport, and put all my luggage in her cab, I thought it would be unseemly to pull out the bags, dismiss her, and go with you. I do hope you understand.”

Josie never acknowledged my letter. I guess she’s still mad. Make it a point to say two things, ever so gently, to the people who are going to pick you up. First, make it clear that punctuality the next morning is very important to you. Second, stipulate an offbeat time for a rendezvous. Never an easygoing 7:30. Rather, 7:25. Or 7:35. If you were back with the CIA, you’d say 7:33. Nobody is ever late if told to be there at 7:33. Dear Josie would have been on time at 7:33, but she would have thought it positively weird.

The whole operation is, as I say, strangely fatiguing. The compensation, however, lies not alone in the fee and the satisfaction of passing along the Word but also in the relative ease of preparation. For some of us, writing out an entire speech is intensely laborious work, in part, I suppose, because most journalists are accustomed to writing thousand-word bites, or else three-hundred-page books. But if your lectures come in orderly sequences, the major effort is made  once a season, either a calendar season or a political season (the inauguration of Bill Clinton, for example, constituted the beginning of a political season). I have a half dozen offbeat speeches in my portfolio: “The Origins of Conservative Thought,” “The Case for National Service,” “The Genesis of Blackford Oakes”—that kind of thing. If the scheduled engagement calls for a debate (there are about five or six of these per year), that requires hard hours of ad hoc study, but there is no need to write out anything—debates call for extemporaneous handling.

Otherwise, I give out as my title (it is always the same) “Reflections on Current Contentions.” The advantages are manifest. There are always current contentions, and pundits always reflect on them—indeed, as in the troubles of Mr. Clinton, revel in them. Every weekend during the two lecture seasons (fall and spring—I do not lecture in the summer), I pull out last week’s speech and go over it line by line—search out anachronisms; insert fresh material; add or subtract a proposition; decide which contentions to analyze at a college, which at a business meeting or civic association. It makes for a busy few hours on Saturday or Sunday, but then you have in hand a speech that, as far as the audience is concerned, might have sprung full-blown from your imagination that very morning.

Some professionals frown on reading a speech. Mine now are mostly read. It requires experience to do this without appearing to be glued to the text. I have that experience. But I also know that there is going to be a question-and-answer period and that during that period I will establish to the satisfaction of the audience that I can handle myself (and my interrogators) extemporaneously. The statement “Mr. Buckley has graciously agreed to answer a few questions,” which inevitably precedes this part of the program, would more correctly be put as, “Mr. Buckley demands that there should be time for questions.” Sometimes a Q&A is necessarily excluded—the hall is too large, the occasion too ceremonial (for instance, a commencement)—in which case you simply make do. But you are left feeling both underexploited and underappreciated; a singer of great range whose upper and lower registers were never tested.

And then whether there is to be a Q&A can depend on the hour,  and here is a Great Grievance. I speak of the dinner that begins at 8. At about 9 o’clock you start looking down at your carefully drafted forty-five-minute speech. As the clock moves relentlessly on, you start fidgeting with your text. Got to cut something! Maybe cut that section? Contract the beginning? Maybe eliminate it? Got to do something, because it’s getting very late.

The enemy of the after-dinner speaker is identified with remarkable ease. Yes, sometimes there are too many cards to be played: awards given out, accounts of activity during the preceding year. But most often, the enemy is—the salad course. I can think of fifty salad courses that came close to ruining an evening, and that is because serving a salad, waiting for it to get nibbled away, removing it, and coming in with the main course is going to consume a half hour. During that period (a) everybody is eating up finite reserves of energy, and some people are getting a little sleepy; (b) many are assuaging their anxiety/ennui/irritation by drinking more copiously than they otherwise would; and (c) the speaker is sitting there knowing that every minute that goes by is a minute that increases the natural torpor of active Americans at the end of a working day, inevitably affecting the keenness of their disposition to listen to his subtleties. And it is a law of nature that when something goes on for too long, management tends to chop off that which can be chopped off. If a Q&A was unscheduled, forget it; if a Q&A was scheduled, the master of ceremonies is likely to eliminate it (“Due to the lateness of the hour, we will need to do without the question-and-answer period Mr. Buckley had so graciously agreed to”).

Speaking of booze, I am reminded of one of Professor De Voto’s major complaints, namely, the dry host. In 1980, many years after reading De Voto’s jeremiad, I had Harold Macmillan on my Firing Line program. He insisted on a half hour’s preparatory interview the day before, designed to explore the ground I intended to cover. After touching on Winston Churchill’s disappointments, on the perils of the Normandy landing, on the winds of change in Africa, Mr. Macmillan got down to business: he would expect some champagne in the room to which he would be conducted before going into the studio. Harold Macmillan was a pro.

There are several stratagems for dealing with The Problem. Entering senior citizenship, I have become blunter than I was as an apple-checked circuit rider. So, on the way from the airport to the motel, I will say to my escort, “I see dinner is at 6. Will they be serving wine?”

The chances are about six out of nine these days that the answer will be yes. But it might well be no, especially if you are eating in a dining hall located on the premises of a state college, or if you are in a dry county, or, of course, if you are in Mormon country. Some hosts/hostesses instantly understand, and those who do will vary their responses all the way from inviting you to the president’s house for “a little wine” before the dinner, to inviting you to their own house, to delivering a bottle of wine to your room. People really are kind and obliging. But the trouble with any of these expedients is that some of us are indisposed to have a drink at 5:30 when dinner is scheduled for 6 and the lecture for 8. The kind of stimulation one is looking for won’t keep for two and a half hours; and then, too, however happy you might be to find yourself with extra moments of unscheduled privacy, you desire privacy least during the cocktail hour, which is inherently convivial.

Might a lecturer abuse the cocktail hour? Rarely, I believe, and I am aware only of the lurid exception of Truman Capote. Arriving in New Orleans twenty years ago, I was picked up by the chairman of Tulane’s annual Academic Week, during which the college sponsors five different lectures or debates on consecutive nights. On the way to the hotel from the airport, I found my young host in high dudgeon. He and other members of the undergraduate committee had put hundreds of hours of work into planning the Academic Week, and what was the fruit of it all last night? he asked dramatically, as we threaded our way through New Orleans traffic.

“We knew Mr. Capote had this problem,” the tall, angular, blond pre-law student explained, shaking his head slightly. “So during the cocktail hour I handed him a drink that was about one-half jigger bourbon and one gallon of soda water. It didn’t work. Mr. Capote said, ‘Heh heh, lit’l man, you cayan’t get away with that, no sir, not with Truman Capote!’ He handed me back his glass, and I had to give  him a regular drink. Then another. Then another. And he was already bombed when he arrived. By the time he got to the seminar, he couldn’t even talk! We had to rely on the other lecturer, Edward Albee, who carried the whole ball. And then ... and then”—my driver was throbbing with indignation—“after the main talk, you know from the last time you were here, we all go over across the street for the informal talk. Well, Mr. Capote’s aide came to me and said, ’Mr. Capote is too tahhred out to engage in the second pahht of the proceedings.‘ So I said to him, ’Well, you tell Mr. Capote if he doesn’t come to the second part of the engagement, he’s not going to be paid for the first part.”’

What happened? I asked.

“He made it. But there wasn’t much for him to say, I mean, nothing much he could say.”

I consoled him. “Ten years from now,” I promised him, “the Tulane audience will remember only one thing about your Academic Week. It was the week in which Truman Capote got tanked and couldn’t speak.” I was right, as usual.

Then there is the matter of the introduction. A few months back I listened with mounting horror to an introduction of me that Demosthenes would not have merited. I wish I had it in my power to restrain the enthusiastic introducer—particularly the one who wants to justify the special pains the committee went to in getting you there by dwelling on the discursive dreamland that lies ahead for the audience. He (or she) might feel that to do less than advise the audience to expect the wit of Oscar Wilde, the eloquence of Abraham Lincoln, and the profundity of Aristotle would suggest that he held you in less than the esteem owed ex officio to any guest selected by the Lackawanna Annual Forum Series. The thing to do—it works about one-third of the time—is to write out a suggested introduction to yourself, making the usual high points sufficiently to justify your presence there and the audience’s, but carefully refraining from hyperbole. Having said this, I have to add that some hosts take extraordinary pains in composing their words and indite truly elegant introductions.

If the beginning of your talk is unchanged and you have given it  to a dozen audiences in the past ten weeks, you will know very quickly the speed of this assembly, as also something of its disposition. Audiences are generally a little nervous, starting out: they don’t quite know what they will make of you, and they often fear that their reaction may be ploddish. If you are talking to undergraduates, they will wish to be wooed; but they are nicely disposed, except for those whose fidelity to antithetical politics is a matter of deep principle. I remember lecturing at noon at Long Beach State University during the Vietnam frenzies of the late 1960s. Two thousand students lay stretched out on the lawn (that was the convention at the weekly lectures). A few months before they had permitted Senator Vance Hartke of Indiana to get through only ten minutes of his speech unmolested, notwithstanding that the senator was against the war and had been from the beginning. After that, the students began talking to one another, laughing, walking about. I had no problem, none at all, getting through my talk, some of it stoutly defending the policies of Lyndon Johnson. After it was over, I said rather complacently to my host, a professor from the department of psychology, that it was reassuring that I had the power to compel a college audience to listen to me on so excitable a subject. His comment was wonderfully deflating: “Don’t you understand, Mr. Buckley? When you speak, they treat you as they would a man from the moon. They don’t care what you say. They are just biologically curious.”

Most people who wonder about the subject at all (mostly, press interviewers writing about a talk, past or scheduled) wonder whether I have been given a hard time for taking positions usually (especially when speaking at colleges) at variance with those of my audiences. But the shock to the listeners was always reduced by the foreknowledge that they would be listening to a conservative. At the beginning, in the 1950s and 1960s especially, college students, and of course faculty, were surprised, not to say aghast, at the heterodoxies they were hearing from the Right. But there was never (almost never) disruption.

The demands of courtesy tend to prevail. But sometimes someone just can’t take it. And sometimes a public point is intended. Last May in Wilmington, Delaware’s governor sat on the dais, and I  devoted the whole of my time to the problems that had arisen from the Lewinsky-Clinton business. My analysis was sharply to the disadvantage of the president. When I finished speaking, the governor rose and walked swiftly from the dais, manifestly in order to avoid social contact with the speaker after the evening’s formal closing.

If the ambient mood is doggedly skeptical, then waste no time in giving out your conclusion unless you have extraordinary diplomatic balance wheels. I have seen Hubert Humphrey, and indeed Bill Clinton, draw blood from a stone in public speeches, attacking the skeptics in the manner of Jimmy Durante, who would, if necessary to entertain his audience, take an axe to the piano. Such as these have very special skills. The other way is to strive to communicate to your audience that if they exhibit the curiosity and the attentiveness to hear you out, their favors in attending will match yours in appearing; and both parties will leave the hall with a sense that neither wasted its time.

It is a grueling business, though obviously easier on those who are happiest when operating from a podium. The late Max Lerner, a learned evangelist who was truly contented when instructing others how to think and what to believe in, told me that a perfect life for him would involve lecturing every day of the week: the rabbinical itch. Others cherish their afflatus but are more happily engaged when sweating over blank sheets of paper. What would be ideal for us would be an audience of people who sat there while you wrote and told you, after every paragraph or so, whether you were succeeding in reaching them.
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TODAY WE ARE EDUCATED MEN

The Class Day Oration at Yale University; New Haven, Conn., June 11, 1950


A senior is tapped to give the Class Day Oration, elected to do so by Yale Class Council. There was some apprehension when my name was announced because earlier that year I had been selected by the administration to be the student speaker at the annual Alumni Day festivity on Washington’s birthday. For that occasion I wrote a talk critical of what I believed to be the bias in thinking in the faculty—collectivist in political and economic orientation, secular and humanistic in other studies. There was much alarm over the prospective ventilation of such views to a thousand visiting alumni; and for the sake of decorum, I withdrew the speech. (It was published as an appendix to my first book, God and

Man at Yale.)

My Class Day Oration, although otherwise pretty conventional, hints at such concerns against the historical backdrop. Five years earlier we had won the world war, but the struggle for the world was at high pitch. The Soviet Union had gobbled up Eastern Europe, exploded a nuclear bomb, and encouraged the Communists in China who overthrew the Nationalist government, exiled now to Taiwan. Two weeks after Class Day the Korean War would break out, involving the United States in a three-year-long military campaign. On the home front President Truman was adamantly encouraging an expansion of the New Deal.




A YEAR AGO, the orator for the class of 1949 stood here and told his classmates that the troubles of the United States in particular and of Western democracy in general were attributable to the negativism of our front against Communism. His was not a lone voice jarring smug opinion in mid-twentieth-century America. Rather he is part of the swelling forefront of men and women who are raising a hue and a cry for what they loosely call positivism, by which they mean bold new measures, audacious steps forward, a reorientation towards those great new horizons and that Brave New World.

It is natural at this point to realize that (although we must be very  careful how we put it) we are, as Yale men, privileged members of our society, and to us falls the responsibility of leadership in this great new positivist movement. For we have had a great education, and our caps and gowns weigh heavy upon us as we face our responsibilities to mankind.

All of us here have been exposed to four years’ education in one of the most enlightened and advanced liberal-arts colleges in the world. Here we can absorb the last word in most fields of academic endeavor. Here we find the headquarters of a magazine devoted exclusively to metaphysics, and another devoted entirely to an analysis of French existentialism. And here, for better or for worse, we have been jolted forcefully from any preconceived judgments we may have had when we came. Here we can find men who will tell us that Jesus Christ was the greatest fraud that history has known. Here we can find men who will tell us that morality is an anachronistic conception, rendered obsolete by the advances of human thought. From neo-Benthamites at Yale we can learn that laws are a sociological institution, to be wielded to facilitate the sacrosanct will of the enlightened minority.

Communism is a real force to cope with only because of the deficiencies of democracy. Our fathers, who worked to send us to Yale, their fathers and their fathers, who made Yale and the United States, were hardworking men, shrewd men, and performed a certain economic service, but they were dreadfully irresponsible, y’know, in view of today’s enlightenment....

And so it goes: two and two make three, the shortest distance between two points is a crooked line, good is bad and bad is good, and from this morass we are to extract a workable, enlightened synthesis to govern our thoughts and our actions, for today we are educated men.

 



 



NOTHING, IT is true, is healthier than honest scrutiny, with maybe even a little debunking thrown in. When a dean tells us that our task is to go out and ennoble mankind, we nod our heads and wonder whether the opening in the putty-knife factory or in the ball-bearing  works will pay more. When we are told that Lincoln was totally unconcerned with politics, we might ponder the occasion in 1863 when he could not focus his attention on the questions of a distinguished visitor because he was terribly worried over what Republican to appoint postmaster of Chicago. In 1913 Charles Beard wrote his Economic Interpretation of the Constitution. It was banned in seven state universities and brought almost nationwide ostracism for the author. Today a study of this analysis is a prerequisite to a doctoral degree in American history.

Certainly civilization cannot advance without freedom of inquiry. This fact is self-evident. What seems equally self-evident is that in the process of history certain immutable truths have been revealed and discovered and that their value is not subject to the limitations of time and space. The probing, the relentless debunking, has engendered a skepticism that threatens to pervade and atrophy all our values. In apologizing for our beliefs and our traditions we have bent over backwards so far that we have lost our balance, and we see a topsy-turvy world and we say topsy-turvy things, such as that the way to beat Communism is by making our democracy better. What a curious self-examination! Beat the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics by making America socialistic. Beat atheism by denying God. Uphold individual freedom by denying natural rights. We neglect to say to the Communist, “In the name of heaven look at what we now have. Your standards don’t interest us.” As Emerson threatened to say to the obstreperous government tax collector, “If you pursue, I will slit your throat, sir.”

The credo of the so-called positivists is characterized by the advocacy of change. Republicanism, on the other hand, is negativism because conservatives believe that America has grown and has prospered, has put muscle on her bones, by rewarding initiative and industry, by conceding to her citizens not only the right and responsibilities of self-government, but also the right and responsibilities of self-care, of individually earned security. The role of the so-called conservative is a difficult one. A starry-eyed young man, nevertheless aggressive in his wisdom, flaunting the badge of custodian of the common man, approaches our neat, sturdy white house and tells us  we must destroy it, rebuild it of crystallized cold cream, and paint it purple. “But we like it the way it is,” we retort feebly.

“Rip ’er down! This is a changing world.”

 



 



IS OUR EFFORT to achieve perspective all the more difficult by virtue of our having gone to Yale? In many respects it is, because the university does not actively aid us in forming an enlightened synthesis. That job is for us to perform: to reject those notions that do not square with the enlightenment that should be ours as moral, educated men, beneficiaries of centuries of historical experience. Yale has given us much. Not least is an awesome responsibility to withstand her barrage, to emerge from her halls with both feet on the ground, with a sane head and a reinforced set of values. If our landing is accomplished, we are stronger men for our flight.

Keenly aware, then, of the vast deficiencies in American life today—the suffering, the injustice, the want—we must nevertheless spend our greatest efforts, it seems to me, in preserving the framework that supports the vaster bounties that make our country an oasis of freedom and prosperity. Our concern for deficiencies in America must not cause us to indict the principles that have allowed our country, its faults notwithstanding, to tower over the nations of the world as a citadel of freedom and wealth. With what severity and strength we can muster, we must punch the gasbag of cynicism and skepticism, and thank providence for what we have and must retain. Our distillation of the ideas, concepts, and theories expounded at Yale must serve to enhance our devotion to the good in what we have, to reinforce our allegiance to our principles, to convince us that our outlook is positive: that the retention of the best features of our way of life is the most enlightened and noble of goals. Insofar as the phrase “For God, for Country, and for Yale” is meaningful, we need not be embarrassed to mean “For God as we know Him, for country as we know it, and for Yale as we have known her.”






THE TROJAN HORSE OF AMERICAN EDUCATION?

A Baccalaureate Address at St. Joseph’s College; Collegeville, Ind., June 8, 1952

This address to a conservative Catholic college reflected an emphasis in God and Man at Yale, which had been published the previous fall, stirring up much controversy. I remained grateful to my supporters (see my reminiscences concerning Henry Regnery, April 12, 1972, and John Chamberlain, November 9, 1978). In this address I challenged the views of the president of Harvard, Dr. James B. Conant, mho had expressed himself as opposed to education in private schools. I emphasized the encroachments of secular perspectives on learning and stressed the importance of conventional Christianity.



AS I LOOK about me, I see that you have made no particular effort to disguise the proceedings here this afternoon. Lots of people are in attendance—parents, alumni, benefactors, the leading citizens of Collegeville. The ceremony will probably receive generous mention in the local press. All in all, quite a to-do.

Yet if James B. Conant, dean of American college education and president of Harvard University, has right on his side, the ceremony we are participating in today ought to go underground. There shouldn’t be anything brassy to commemorate the intellectual puberty of a regiment of young men who, by virtue of their education in a private school, promise to introduce into our society divisive and undemocratic influences.

That’s what you’re going to do, gentlemen of the graduating class. Dr. Conant says so. He spelled out his misgivings last April. True, he spoke specifically of private preparatory schools; but logic requires that private colleges—most especially denominational colleges like this one—fall under his indictment. We can only achieve unity, Dr. Conant insists, “if our public schools remain the primary vehicle for the education of our youth, and if, as far as possible, all the youth of a community attend the same school irrespective of family fortune or  cultural background.... There is some reason to fear,” he continues, “lest a dual system of secondary education ... come to threaten the democratic unity provided by our public schools. The greater the proportion of our youth who attend independent schools, the greater the threat to our democratic unity....”

Less prominent men, but important men just the same, gleefully took up the cry. A Dr. Oberholtzer, speaking at the same conference, said, “It is the ideas or philosophy behind the nonpublic schools that are dangerous.” The executive secretary of the American Association of School Administrators, a branch of the National Education Association, Dr. Worth McClure, added, “The denominational schools build prejudices, they build little Iron Curtains around the thinking of the people.”

Now the American people are not, as a general rule, given to talking back to educators. We have been taught better. Education is good. More education is better. Still more education is better still. The more education we have, the sounder will be our judgment and the less we ought to be contradicted. Mr. Conant has had great gobs of education. His advice, generally speaking, ought to be worth many times our own.

Still, some undisciplined folk are inclined to tell Professor Conant to go take a ride on Charon’s ferry. They simply don’t agree that private education is necessarily divisive and undemocratic, and even to the extent that private education is not socially cohesive, they’re not particularly concerned to foster the sort of unity Mr. Conant is interested in. In short, they want to know why Mr. Conant is attacking private education—especially since the record is clear that graduates of private schools, Mr. Conant included, have made and continue to make striking contributions to our society.

To understand Mr. Conant, it doesn’t help to read his full statement, which treats mostly of the advantages of mixing rich and poor, Catholics and Jews, artists and farmers. All of us agree that the tolerance generated by mixing with people of diverse backgrounds and interests is all to the good—while perhaps rejecting Mr. Conant’s intimations that this is the highest value of education. Yet none of us have spotted any marked intolerance coming out of private schools— no more, certainly, than comes out of public schools. Nor are we convinced that there is less stratification within a public high school, or a state college, or a value-anarchistic private university like Harvard (where groups with common intellectual, cultural, racial, or religious interests tend to stick together) than there is in the private school or in the private denominational college. So why should a man whose most casual asides shake the foundations of the educational world come out and say such unreasoned and unfriendly things about the men and women who support private schools and send their children there?

The answer is that Dr. Conant, along with some powerful educational confreres, is out to fashion society in his own mold. The most influential educators of our time—John Dewey, William Kilpatrick, George Counts, Harold Rugg, and the lot—are out to build a New Social Order. And with a realism startling in a group of longhairs, they have set about their job in the most effective fashion. They don’t dissipate their efforts on such frivolities as national elections (though they do this incidentally); they work with far more fundamental social matter, the student.

The chagrined and frustrated parent has very little luck opposing the advances of the New Social Order. “The consumer has no rights in the educational marketplace,” Professor Henry Steele Commager puts it. Translated, this means that a parent has no right to seek reform regardless of the extent to which he disapproves of the net impact of the local school. The educator, in short, has consolidated his position as the exclusive, irresponsible regent of education. L‘ecole,  he says, c’est moi.

There is not enough room, however, for the New Social Order and religion. The New Order is philosophically wedded to the doctrine that the test of truth is its ability to win acceptance by the majority. Economically, the New Order is egalitarian; politically, it is majoritarian; emotionally, it is infatuated with the State, which it honors as the dispenser of all good, the unchallengeable and irreproachable steward of every human being.

It clearly won’t do, then, to foster within some schools a respect for an absolute, intractable, unbribable God, a divine Intelligence who  is utterly unconcerned with other people’s versions of truth and humorlessly inattentive to majority opinion. It won’t do to tolerate a competitor for the allegiance of man. The State prefers a secure monopoly for itself. It is intolerably divisive to have God and the State scrapping for disciples.

Religion, then, must go. First we must expose religion as a not-very-serious intellectual and emotional avocation (see the famous 1945 Harvard Report’s dismissal of religion: “... we did not feel justified in proposing religious instruction as a part of the curriculum.... Whatever one’s views, religion is not now for most colleges a practicable source of intellectual unity.”).

Next, we must prove that to allow religion to be taught in public schools imminently commits us to uniting Church and State (see the  McCollum decision of the Supreme Court). Having paved the way, we can rely (always barring divine intervention) on the results. If religion is given no place at all—or just token recognition—in the intellectual diet of the school, the growing generation will probably come to think of it, as Canon Bernard Iddings Bell puts it, as “an innocuous pastime, preferred by a few to golf or canasta.” When this happens, religion will then cease to be a divisive influence.

The fight is being won. Academic freedom is entrenched. Religion is outlawed in the public schools. The New Social Order is larruping along.

But there remains an enemy. An implacable Trojan Horse that threatens the uniform evolution towards the New Order. The private schools (outnumbered ten to one by public schools) are still measurably independent. And many of them are straightforwardly religious. So long as these schools survive, the public-education monolith is threatened.

How best to do away with them? The modern mind turns automatically to the State to do a job. Why not outlaw private schools? Dr. Conant is too realistic. The American mind is not yet conditioned to such heavy-handed federal action. Other means must be found.

Private schools are supported by private money. So why not expropriate private money? This campaign of attrition is already succeeding. The private colleges are in desperate shape. And many of  them are masochists of the first order: for the most part, they urge upon their students the evils of private property and the glories of egalitarianism. Quite predictably, these students graduate to urge higher and higher taxation on their political representatives, who comply by absorbing a greater and greater percentage of individual income, thus making less and less of it available for the maintenance of private colleges. The next step, clearly, is for our government to rush in with various species of federal grants to keep the schools from perishing.

But if “public” money is used to support an educational institution, certain requirements must be fulfilled. No classes on religion, of course, else you marry the Church to the State. And nothing too unkind about the State itself. Nor may the school indulge itself in its own admissions policy. In short, the acceptance of federal grants means the surrender of the school’s independence.

Alongside an economic war against the private schools, a propaganda assault must be staged against them. The movement to discredit the private schools began, indirectly, a long time ago. The philosophers of egalitarianism and class hatred started to hack away at “private schools for young fops.” The psychological groundwork has been laid, and the time is ripe for the direct onslaught.

Gentlemen, the enemies of private schools, the champions of academic freedom, refuse to think through the implications of education. Whereas they constantly talk about the search for truth, they refuse to face the implications of finding truth.

Dr. Charles Seymour, ex-president of Yale University, is often quoted as stating, “We shall seek the truth and endure the consequences.” What, indeed, are the consequences of finding truth?

Presumably, they are twofold: The truth must be embraced, and its opposite must be scorned. Students must be encouraged to recognize and honor truth and to reject and battle its opposite.

Again, we must ask: How do we know when we have discovered truth or when we have, at least, discovered the nearest available thing to truth? The answer is that we can only know after canvassing alternatives and bringing our reflective faculties to bear on them. But once we have selected our truths—and each individual is entitled to select  his own truths—it becomes our duty to promote them as energetically as we can.

The overseers of the denominational schools, the patrons of our private nonsecular schools and colleges, believe they have found the truth in God and through God. It is their privilege and their duty to promote this truth as efficaciously as possible, through the medium of the classroom. When educators say that denominational schools “build little Iron Curtains around the thinking of the people,” they really mean that in their opinion the overseers of these denominational schools have selected not truth but error. Surely if they believed that denominational schools were teaching the truth, they would not brand them as Iron Curtain hangers. In short, gentlemen, after you strip away the circumlocutions and casuistry, you find yourself at point-blank range with what the proponents of the New Social Order really mean. They really mean that those people who disagree with their version of truth, who disagree that pragmatism, positivism, and materialism are the highest values, are in error. And, with characteristic intolerance towards differing creeds, they seek to liquidate their opponents by talking about such things as democracy and divisiveness.

You graduate into a turbulent and confusing and perverse world situation which, because so many men have forgotten the lessons of Christ and because so many men have turned their back on Him, seriously threatens the international ascendancy of evil: a physical war against Christian civilization, and an intellectual war against the foundations of our spiritual faith.

Leadership in the movement against the Antichrist is sorely needed; and yet the sternness and sacrifice and singleness of purpose which we must show to win the fight seem to be lacking in a good many of us. They are lacking, mostly, because of the easy and lazy optimism that has developed as a result of seeing over the centuries individual after individual, tribe after tribe, country after country discard their pagan beliefs in favor of Jesus Christ. We have come to feel that the truths of God are so intellectually and emotionally compelling that they are certain to triumph in the contest of ideas. And because of our faith in the organic attraction of Christianity, we are no longer fired with the resolution and zeal which characterized the small band of men whose willingness, nineteen hundred years ago, to sacrifice, to proselytize, and to teach is responsible for the fact that on Sundays we worship at the altar of Jesus Christ rather than at the altar of twentieth-century counterparts of Zeus and Athena and Apollo and Pluto.

Too many of us have fallen prey to the spurious logic best typified by a recent statement of Max Eastman, who labeled it “silly that two-legged fanatics should run around trying to look after a God whom they at once consider omnipotent and omniscient.”

Gentlemen of the graduating class: It is not sacrilege to state that God needs your help. It is not vainglory to state that you can help God. It is not empty rhetoric to state that insofar as you help man, you help God; that insofar as you serve God, you serve man, and you serve yourself. And it is not Commencement Day bombast to remind you that knowledge of truth carries with it awful consequences, as well as sustaining joys.




THE ARTIST AS AGGRESSOR

An Address (excerpted) to a “Welcome to New York” Rally Sponsored by Aware; the Ballroom of the New Yorker Hotel, New York, August 15, 1955


Until National Review came into being, my papers were scattered, and no speeches survive from 1953—54. During that time the Korean War had ended (in stalemate), General MacArthur had been fired (and was now a diffident candidate for president), Senator McCarthy had risen and fallen. The anti-Communist movement had suffered from McCarthy’s disgrace but wasn’t moribund. In New York an organization called Aware was formed to give support to the House Committee on Un-American Activities and to a Hollywood group that sought to identify and resist fellom travelers. This speech was to a rally welcoming the chairman of the House committee, Francis E. Walter, and members of  the committee to New York City, where they would be continuing their  in vestigation of Communists and fellom travelers in the entertainment industry.



MR. WILLIAM SCHLAMM wrote a year ago that “the essence of what we have learned in five thousand years about the nature of man is that the inviolable sovereignty of the person presupposes his inseparable responsibility for the positions he takes, even wrong ones.” Yet now the liberals are in effect insisting that “man is morally a vegetable and intellectually an eternal child. The intellectual scandal” of the day centers on the “frightening frivolousness” of the position “which holds that man’s choices signify nothing; that on his walks through the valley of decisions man picks and discards commitments with the abandon of Peter Pan picking daisies.”

In dealing with artists, the liberal is particularly dogmatic in his insistence that men be not taken seriously. If a politician or a professor should be lightly let off for joining Communist fronts, an artist is almost to be commended for doing so. The artist is entitled to especial immunities given the fact that his interest in politics is avocational, and his knowledge of politics correspondingly inexpert. On top of that, any liberal will tell you, it is unfair to retaliate against an artist in his capacity as an artist for what he does after hours, so to speak, in his capacity as a citizen.

That is an appealing argument—but irrelevant. The fellow-traveling artist upon whom anti-Communists train their sights has not generally been the man who is content to indulge his political passions discreetly, in his capacity as a private citizen. Rather he is the man who trades upon his artistic reputation to advance his political objectives. When Paul Robeson emerges as a high official in the National Council on Soviet Friendship, or Larry Adler comes up sponsoring the Joint Anti-Fascist Refugee Committee, it is a brazen fact that Robeson has not been selected for so high a position because of his renown as a master of Soviet-American diplomatic history, and  that Adler cannot be assumed to know with a precision that sets him apart from other men just what fascism is all about. In other words, it is clear to those who gave Paul Robeson and Larry Adler their posts, and it is clear to the community at large, and it should be very, very clear to Mr. Robeson and Mr. Adler, that their occupancy of politically significant positions arises exclusively from the fact that the one is a very able singer and the other a very able harmonica player. More precisely, their occupancy of those positions arises from the fact that in the course of singing and playing these men acquired a public reputation and hence a public following; and in splashily joining a political organization, the artist is inviting the community, which honors him as an artist, to give sympathetic attention to the objectives of the organization.

What is the community to do? How is it to resist the aggressors? Yes, the artist is the aggressor: he initiated a political gesture that cannot, if human beings are to be taken seriously, be ignored but must be accepted or rejected. The politician who announces his support of Communism meets up with professional political opposition backed by those in the community who reject Communism. Pro-Communist publicists—newspapermen, radio commentators, columnists—are replaced by newspapermen, radio commentators, and columnists who are, at least ritualistically, anti-Communist. But what is to be done with the artist who consciously commits his artistic self to a partisan political cause? The orthodox resistance measure—the backing of the competitor—is only sometimes applicable. In the nature of things, some artists are irreplaceable. Who is to replace Charlie Chaplin, one legitimately and even apprehensively asks? No one, is the somber answer. Hence we must ask ourselves: Do we abhor the aggressive political identity of Charlie Chaplin enough to deny ourselves the pleasures of his genius? The answer is not an easy one. Decisions must be individually made. Many artists back political causes which, while we may disapprove of them, are not in themselves morally objectionable. With such artists we can agree to co-exist. But with others, with men and women who ally themselves with a movement which aims at overturning the bases of society, we cannot negotiate. There  are higher values than art. The Sistine Chapel is not as valuable as a single human life. The pro-Communist artist, as the willing or unwilling agent of a revolutionary system, must, if he insists on it, be dealt with as a human being rather than as an artist....




ONLY FIVE THOUSAND COMMUNISTS?

An Address to a Rally Sponsored by Aware; New York, May 7, 1958

The chairman of the House Committee on Un-American Activities was again in New York City in pursuit of the committee’s business, and again a rally of welcome was organized. As the speaker, I defended the work of that committee and of the Senate Internal Security Subcommittee, argued with the proposition that the word “un-American” was indecipherable, and took on several of the committee’s critics, notably Professor Arthur Schlesinger Jr., the noted historian, and James Wechsler, then the editor of the New York Post. In that period the Post, under Wechsler and owner-publisher Dorothy Schiff, was the flywheel of the liberal Left.



HALFWAY THROUGH THE second term of Franklin Roosevelt, the New Deal braintrusters began to worry about mounting popular concern over the national debt. In those days the size of the national debt was on everyone’s mind. Indeed, Franklin Roosevelt had talked himself into office, in 1932, in part by promising to hack away at a debt which, even under the frugal Mr. Hoover, the people tended to think of as grown to menacing size. Mr. Roosevelt’s wisemen worried deeply about the mounting tension ... And then, suddenly, the academic community came to the rescue. Economists across the length and breadth of the land were electrified by a theory of debt introduced in England by John Maynard Keynes. The politicians wrung their hands in gratitude. Depicting the intoxicating political consequences of Lord Keynes’s discovery, the wry cartoonist of the Washington Times Herald drew a  memorable picture. In the center, sitting on a throne in front of a Maypole, was a jubilant FDR, cigarette tilted up almost vertically, a grin on his face that stretched from ear to ear. Dancing about him in a circle, hands clasped together, their faces glowing with ecstasy, the braintrusters, vested in academic robes, sang the magical incantation, the great discovery of Lord Keynes: “We owe it to ourselves. ”


With five talismanic words, the planners had disposed of the problem of deficit spending. Anyone thenceforward who worried about an increase in the national debt was just plain ignorant of the central insight of modern economics: What do we care how much we—the government—owe so long as we owe it to ourselves? On with the spending. Tax and tax, spend and spend, elect and elect ...


Why do we need the House Committee on Un-American Activities, in the year of our Lord 1958? Imagine the reaction of New York Post  editor James Wechsler when he read, a few months ago, that enrollment in the Communist Party was down to five thousand members! Joy floods down upon him. Not because he learns that there are fewer Communists; he doesn’t attach much importance to that: there never were enough Communists in America either to please or to bother James Wechsler—not enough to please him when he was engaged in recruiting members to the Communist Party, which he did with the same zeal with which he nowadays recruits anti-anti-Communists; nor enough to bother him when he broke with the Party, even though there were enough to control, among other enterprises, the newspaper for which James Wechsler went to work. No, the joy that came to the House of Wechsler lay in the potential of this magic incantation: There are only five thousand registered Communists in America! What do we need congressional investigating committees for? What do we need the anti-subversive division of the FBI for? Why the Smith Act? The McCarran Act? The loyalty oaths? Where is the clear and present danger?


Ladies and gentlemen, that is the new look in the struggle to rid America of anti-Communism. Liberals have fallen in love with numbers—provided they are not used to describe victims of Soviet concentration camps. Quantitative analysis, you beautiful doll! Accordingly, we are destined to become as familiar with the intoxicating  datum attesting to the negligibility of Communist strength as we are with the fact that, if the news is fit to print, the New York Times will print it. The opinion makers will not only emphasize the sheer numerical weakness of five thousand people (there are twice as many anti-vivisectionists, you know); before long, we will be left with the distinct impression that those five thousand are every one of them arthritic, so that even on the wild hypothesis that they chose to plant bombs all over the Capitol, probably among them they couldn’t muster the physical strength to throw the switch.

Internally, however, the argument of numbers does not really satisfy the Wechslers or the Joseph L. Rauhs or the Arthur Schlesingers. When there were twenty times as many members of the Communist Party as there are today, they were not stressing the importance to the nation of a House Committee on Un-American Activities. Their basic quarrel has very little to do with the size or strength of the enemy. It has to do with the idea that anybody has the right to decide what is “un-American.”

What is un-American about Communism?

Well yes, violent overthrow of the government is un-American, all right; but we have laws against that, so why do we need House committees and additional laws? And if the Communists, when they talk about the necessity for violent overthrow of the government, are talking only in a fanciful sort of way—in the way, for example, that Dante talks about the physical dimensions of Hell—then can you, in a democratic society, punish them for what amounts to nothing more than the exercise of free speech?

What are these terms? What is to be “subversive”? “Subversive” of what? What is “treason,” or “treasonable”? What, when you come down to it, is “un-American”? Lots of people think Franklin Roosevelt was un-American. Should he have been investigated by the Committee on Un-American Activities? Isn’t it a law of life that what is considered un-American today is due to become established national doctrine tomorrow? Doesn’t a congressional committee on so-called un-American activities in effect ask a society to stop in its tracks, blocking to an anxious people access to security in the womb of the Brave New World?

The liberals, ladies and gentlemen, are, and let us never forget it, in control of events; so that—like bears on Wall Street—they have the raw power to justify their own predictions and their own analyses. They appear to have done so in this case; something a great many people would have deemed un-American ten years ago—standing up for the Soviet national anthem—now happens at the Metropolitan Opera House every night before the Moiseyev Ballet.

The vision of our thought leaders is not of an America of unchanging basic attributes, the kind of America that we dreamed about one hundred eighty years ago when words like “inalienable” and “immutable” and “indefeasible” were so freely used. Their dream is a shifting dream. Our dream is of an America whose essential characteristics must never change, however violently time and tide pound upon our shores. Our vision is not of the Open Society of an Oliver Wendell Holmes or an Alan Barth or a Henry Steele Commager, but of an America of fixed landmarks. Their America prepares for a measured surrender to socialist ideology. Our America is evoked by the great theorists and poets of our past, who used a language which moves us even now and permits us, even now, to know what is subversive, and un-American; that what was subversive of the American dream yesterday will be subversive tomorrow; what was beautiful then will be beautiful tomorrow, if it survives the ministrations of the Deweys and the Holmeses.

I do not believe there was ever a time when there was more for a congressional Committee on Un-American Activities to do. The challenge is not so much, at this moment, to rescue America from five thousand Communists, as to rescue America from the national delirium that gives to five thousand Communists the power of five million. We are in danger of going mad, and I take the liberty of declaring madness to be un-American. We are becoming not a peaceful but a pacifist people—and to go from peacefulness to pacifism is like going from thrift to miserliness. Many of our opinion leaders clamor for retreat, at every level. The lighthouses of anti-Communist resistance are, by the enveloping darkness, being blotted out from sight.

All this a congressional committee, with its unique facilities, might successfully dramatize. A big job for so small a committee, to  be sure. But the few have saved the many before. For a few exhilarating moments, Mr. Eugene Lyons wrote after the Hungarian uprising, it almost looked as if Hungary would liberate the United States. The committee must never lose sight of the fact that it is our leaders, above all, who need to be educated. By his own admission, the President of the United States does not know how to argue the superiority of the West against a champion of Communism. Assuming Radio Free Europe were an effective propagandist for the truth, I would recommend that it beam its message not at the Iron Curtain but at America, directing its strongest impulses towards 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue.

Perhaps it is romantic to assume that the House Committee on Un-American Activities can adhere to a position so very much different from that of the President of the United States and the majority of the Congress. But I do not think so. It was done before—by this same committee, bucking very strong tides, in the late 1930s and early 1940s. It must be done again, and fast. There may be only five thousand Communists left in America. But they threaten to outnumber the anti-Communists.




SHOULD LIBERALISM BE REPUDIATED?

The Opening Statement in a Debate with James Wechsler at a National Review Forum; Hunter College, New York, April 9, 1959


A half dozen times a year, National Review sponsored public meetings at Hunter College—lively affairs, this one a debate with James Wechsler on the proposition: Resolved, That liberalism should be repudiated. The opening statement adduced central affirmations of the contemporary liberalism which I thought at best vulnerable, at worst wrong and even dangerous. Many allusions were of topical interest to a highly partisan and expressive audience, especially the ones to a confidence man named Paul Hughes, who, it was revealed, had for months posed successfully as an employee of Senator McCarthy, collecting, and relaying to his sponsors  at the Washington Post and the Americans for Democratic Ation, the fruit of his supposed discoveries in McCarthy’s offices. He had confided to his patrons that the cooking editor of the New York Post was a clandestine McCarthyite.




I WISH TO DISTINGUISH sharply between the question, Should  liberalism be repudiated? and the question, Will liberalism be repudiated? The differences are obvious, just as, a century and more ago, it was generally conceded that there was a significant difference between the question, Should slavery be abolished? and the question, Will slavery be abolished? Abolitionists had been active for many years, making effectively the case for the abolition of slavery, before it came to be said that slavery had been abolished.

I say it “came to be said” that slavery had been abolished because, lo and behold, there are more slaves in the world today than there were one hundred years ago, though indeed slavery has taken a different form from that familiar to the antebellum South. As to slavery of the earlier kind, I think it safe to assume that against it my distinguished adversary, Mr. James Wechsler, would have joined forces with the Abolitionists, as I hope I should have done. But in the current phase of the eternal struggle against slavery, I fear we shall continue to limp along without Mr. Wechsler’s support. I cannot think of a single word James Wechsler, a spokesman for American liberalism and a product of it, has ever uttered, or a deed he has done, that could be proved to have given comfort to slaves behind the Iron Curtain, whose future as slaves would be as certain in a world governed by James Wechsler as the future of slaves in Atlanta would have been in an America governed by Jefferson Davis.

Not only do the voices of liberalism strike despair in the hearts of millions of slaves; they do more: they chill the hearts of potential slaves in the Free World. Every time I go through an issue of the New York Post, I make it a habit to calculate roughly how much freedom I would lose if all the measures advocated in that issue were to become law. On a typical day I count myself lucky to lose a mere 10 percent. 


When Mr. Wechsler is feeling extremely liberal, I can count up to 25 or 30 percent. And of course there are the days, for example when Mr. Wechsler calls upon us to surrender Quemoy and Matsu, in which he disposes of 100 percent of some people’s freedom.

As I say, there is no strain of the abolitionist remaining in the modern liberal, the mantle having fallen completely on the shoulders of conservatives. That development was spotted early by the philosopher George Santayana, who commented that the only thing the modern liberal is interested in liberating is man from his marriage contract.

So I cannot predict when liberalism will be repudiated. But I can maintain that liberalism should indeed be repudiated and pray that the moment will not forever be postponed.

Mr. Wechsler, who is a superb journalist, is fond of focusing on little incidents of a workaday sort and placing them in proper focus, in order to expose the black reaction of those who drag behind his own liberalism, the black reaction of, say, the New York Times. It is a perfectly legitimate device, for we do indeed have the best view of the universe from the study of a grain of sand, though of course it makes a considerable difference what prism you use. For example, for years Mr. Wechsler and his associates have made great sport of the proposition that if a man is a loyalty risk—that is to say, if there are grounds for questioning his loyalty to the government of the United States—he should not be employed by the government of the United States, even in a nonsensitive position. I doubt if a week has gone by in the history of the Post under its present steward that Mr. Herblock, or Mr. William Shannon, or Miss Doris Fleeson, or someone else, has not regaled us with the story of the persecution of some poor Communist working innocently in the Post Office, or the Bureau of Wildlife and Fisheries, who has been wrested from his job by the violent hand of hysterical American conformism. Mr. Joseph L. Rauh Jr., co-founder with Mr. Wechsler of the Americans for Democratic Action, led the fight in Washington against the dismissal of employees working in nonsensitive positions in government and most recently won a notable victory in the case of Cole v. Young, in which the Supreme Court was persuaded that the relevant loyalty and security  legislation really intended to reflect the views of Mr. Rauh and Mr. Wechsler, rather than those of Senator McCarran, who was principally responsible for drafting the bills.

As I read the glowing tribute to Mr. Rauh in the New York Post,  I was persuaded to take another view of that grain of sand. Three years ago a confidence man, Mr. Paul Hughes, was brought to trial in New York. He had successfully conned the editor of the Democratic Digest, the editors of the Washington Post, and Mr. Joseph L. Rauh Jr., extracting from them $12,000 in return for lascivious accounts of the venalities of Senator Joseph McCarthy, on whose staff he pretended to be serving as a secret investigator. The unfortunate Mr. Hughes then turned and tried to con the Federal Bureau of Investigation, an encounter which led to his present embarrassment.

In the course of his trial, Mr. Hughes described his relationship with Mr. Rauh, to whom he had sold his fabricated secrets. Mr. Rauh is now on the stand and has been reminded that one of the secrets Hughes “stole” from Senator McCarthy was that McCarthy had a sympathizer on the staff of the New York Post. Mr. Hughes had found out, he said—a complete fabrication, I remind you—that McCarthy’s spy on the Post was the cooking editor.

 



“Did you call Mr. Wechsler,” asked Hughes’s lawyer, “and tell him?” Rauh: Yes, sir.

Q: You didn’t feel that the cooking editor was going to slant any recipes in McCarthy’s favor, did you?

A: That wasn’t the purpose. [The purpose] would have been to have somebody there.

Q: What was the purpose of McCarthy having a spy as the cooking editor?

A: Because a cooking editor like anybody else has access to all the records, files, and clips and other matters on the paper and to all discussion. It doesn’t matter who the person is. I didn’t feel [McCarthy] should have anybody on the paper.

 



I give Mr. Wechsler back his grain of sand, having now understood that it is all right for agents of the Soviet Union to occupy  nonsensitive jobs in the United States government, not all right for a sympathizer of Senator McCarthy to stay on as cooking editor of the  New York Post.

This considerable facility of which I speak, to view a grain of sand in different ways, depending on the light, is indispensable to the successful operation of liberalism; it is the reason why, for instance, liberals can call for massive expenditures—and reduced taxes; for equal treatment for all persons—except wealthier persons; for an impartial receptivity to all points of view—except the conservative point of view; for rule of law—except when the Supreme Court decides to go in for a little sociological pioneering.

The economic philosophy of liberalism is, every bit of it, reflected in a grain of sand—one of those that escaped Mr. Wechsler’s attention.

In the tense closing hours of the 1958 gubernatorial campaign in New York, Averell Harriman, grown desperate, loosed on his opponent the three most sinister imaginable political imputations. The first had to do with Nelson Rockefeller’s alleged inconstancy to Israel, but this quickly backfired when friends of Rockefeller were able to show that he had given barrels of money to the United Jewish Appeal dating back even to before Israel existed. The second two charges evidently worried Rockefeller so much that he spent virtually all his talking moments, right through to election day, denying he had ever entertained such heinous thoughts. Under no circumstances would he (I) permit a rent rise in rent-controlled New York City or (2) stand by while the subway raised its fares.

It is tempting to dig out the root economic assumptions of liberalism by examining its attitude towards the New York City subways. In a discussion of subways, moreover, one does not bog down with that old devil profit, for the subways belong to the people of the City of New York.

The calumny Mr. Harriman attempted to pin on Mr. Rockefeller was that he would permit the Transit Authority to do the only thing the Transit Authority is permitted by law to do when it is losing money, namely, raise the fares. But raising subway fares is a politically explosive business, which is why Mr. Rockefeller went to such pains  to express himself as horrified at the very thought. What must be done, both he and Mr. Harriman agreed, is to meet the subway deficit out of general funds.

This involves, of course, a net imposition on non-subway riders, for the benefit of subway riders. So be it. If all goes according to plan, Cayuga County apple pickers will soon be making it possible for Manhattan elevator operators to ride to work for 15 cents even though it costs the Transit Authority 20 cents to provide the service. In due course, the political representatives of Cayuga County will appeal for increased off-season benefits for apple pickers, whereupon it becomes necessary to increase the taxes of subway riders. Keep this up, and the skies are black with crisscrossing dollars. A dispassionate accountant, viewing the purposeless pell-mell, would surely wonder, What on earth is this all about?

What is wrong with the economy of the crisscrossing dollar?

Well, for one thing, there is the well-known fact that any time a Cayugan sends a dollar down to New York City, it is going to stop at Albany for an expensive night out on the town. But aside from the leakage, what is wrong with the political economy of liberalism, in which dollars are exchanged by political negotiation?

What is principally wrong is that it is an economics of illusion. What is secondarily wrong is that the system permits profiteering by politically mobilized groups. The third way in which it is wrong is that it diminishes the influence of the individual in the marketplace, transferring the lost power to politicians and the ideologues who stir them up.

In the last days of 1958 Senator Jacob Javits wrote his constituents a glowing year-end report. From the middle of 1952 through 1958, he wrote, the federal government spent the enormous sum of $28 billion in New York State. The statistic was jubilantly reported, and the senator further uplifted his constituents by reminding them that the expenditure of “federal funds in New York generated additional public and private spending which might not otherwise have benefited New York.”

What was the senior senator from New York trying to tell his constituents, if not that New York, thanks to the acumen of New York’s  political representatives, was getting an outsized slice of the federal pie? But what did Senator Javits fail to report to his constituents? That during the period in question the federal government received in taxes paid by New York citizens and corporations the sum of $83.6 billion, or about three times the sum of money that found its way back. The facts are these: projecting the average figures over the past seven years, New York State can expect to pay 18.5 percent of any future national tax levy, while the percentage of any federal aid program it is likely to receive is 6.9. In other words, New York senators and congressmen anxious to spend, say, $100 million of “federal money” on New York education will find themselves voting to tax New Yorkers about $250 million to make that possible By contrast, Mississippi puts up 0.22 percent of the federal tax dollar—and gets back $2.07. So that the Mississippi senator or congressman can assume that for every $I million of extra taxes he loads down on his fellow Mississippians for federal aid projects, he can return them $10 million.

In its elusiveness, liberal economic theory lends itself to political deviousness. There is considerable sentiment in New York, for the most part stimulated by the indefatigable dissemination of liberal superstitions, in favor of federal aid to education. Now I am convinced that there are residents of New York State who are concerned with the depressed level of education in Mississippi to the point of wanting to contribute New York dollars to the advancement of Mississippi education. And I am just as convinced that they do not number one-tenth of I percent of the population of the state—indeed, not one-tenth of I percent of the readers of the New York Post. Federal aid programs are, for New Yorkers, a form of autotaxation in behalf of non-New Yorkers; but the voters do not know this, and Jacob Javits is not going to tell them, any more than Nelson Rockefeller did—or Averell Harriman, whose silence on the subject aroused the antagonism of neither James Wechsler nor Dorothy Schiff.

Forget everything I have said. Let us assume that schools rise up out of the cornfields, great big beautiful air-conditioned schools, staffed by teachers who have each spent ten years at a teachers college on a federal John Dewey Fellowship and have passed examinations in  all the works of Max Lerner [a prolific columnist for the New York Post ]. Education today claims to emphasize the development of the critical faculties—but to what purpose is not clear, and that it is not clear is the central revelation of the contemporary critique of education. Although it is tacitly agreed that graduates of our schools must be molded in liberalism, to recall the injunction of Senator Joseph Clark in The Atlantic Monthly, it is not really clear what liberalism is. Mr. Wechsler constantly bemoans in his paper the listlessness of the people and their failure to rally behind a more aggressive liberalism, and Professor Arthur Schlesinger, writing in The Reporter a year ago, spoke deeply and eloquently about our absent discontents. The readers of the New York Post have not felt deeply since the days of the Reign of Terror, back when Bertrand Russell—a fountain of wisdom out of which American liberals regularly drink—was telling Englishmen that Senator McCarthy had made the reading of Thomas Jefferson a criminal offense.
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