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FOR PATRICIA TAYLOR BUCKLEY


—WITH LOVE AND GRATITUDE









Introduction


The design of this book is to bring together material I have written over fifty years, with an autobiography in mind.


I have published eight collections, most recently Happy Days Were Here Again, in 1993. In these, I reproduced material from articles, books, and newspaper columns. About one-half of what appeared in those volumes originated as columns, in which the first person is not used (or used only irregularly). And the articles and essays were, for the most part, nonpersonal in address. This time around, probably the final time around, I bring together only scenes and essays in which I figure directly. What I have attempted is in the nature of a narrative survey of my life, at work and play. There are personal experiences, challenges and sorties, professional inquiries, and memories beginning in childhood. Everything in this book puts me in play, sometimes actively, sometimes only in a passive way, but always there.


There would be no point in contriving an autobiography from scratch. Why? I have already written about the events and the people that have shaped my life; any new account would simply paraphrase these. I hope that this volume achieves the purpose, and that it will give pleasure.
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AT HOME









Life at Great Elm


In 1923, after years spent abroad in Mexico and in Europe, my father bought a house, called Great Elm, in Sharon, Connecticut, and moved his family there. I was born in 1925, the sixth child. [image: ][image: ]


 


 


Outdoors it was very very still, and from our bedroom we could hear the crickets and see the fireflies. I opined to my sister Trish, age twelve, that when the wind dies and silence ensues, fireflies acquire a voice, and it is then that they chirp out their joys for the benefit of the nightly company, visible and invisible.


“Why do they care if it’s quiet outside?”


I informed her solemnly that it was well known to adults that fireflies do not like the wind, as it interferes with their movements. Inasmuch as I was thirteen and omniscient, my explanation was accepted.


“I just hope they bite all of them,” she said. Her reference was to our five older siblings, whose shouts and yells we could hear through the chorus of crickets. They were still out there at the swimming pool playing games, one whole hour past bedtime for the four of us under fourteen. I consoled her. I reminded her that I had invited her, not one of them, to crew with me the next day. We would compete on my sailboat at two in the afternoon at Lake Wononscopomuc (also known as Lakeville Lake), a mile-square spring-fed crystal-clear lagoon lying five miles north of our home. We raced every Wednesday, Saturday, and Sunday, seven hot-blooded contestants of whom I was by far the youngest, and my proclamation of whom I had tapped to crew with me the next racing day was eagerly awaited by qualified supplicants. It gave me great pain that only two of my seniors particularly cared whether they were invited or not. I handled that snub by telling Trish that they were, in fact, not truly qualified to serve.


Summers were seasons of unmitigated pleasure for us, in the late thirties, in Sharon, a small village that would be designated by the Garden Club of America as the most beautiful town in Connecticut, after Litchfield. My Texan father had brought his brood to rest there while he continued a peripatetic life in the years since he left Mexico.


One obsession governed almost all of us: horses and horse shows. There was one of these almost every week, somewhere within forty miles of us. Our groom was fiercely competitive. Whenever we failed to place in a contest, he surmised that skulduggery was on the throne. Obviously if one of us captured the blue ribbon, it meant that the judges were both honest and acute. If we captured the red ribbon, it meant that they were either honest or acute.


We would leave for the horse shows in two or three cars, the horses having traveled the night before in their trailers. We were properly dressed in riding habits—boots, jodhpurs, tweed jackets. If it was a day on which we would be competing in a jumping tournament, or running fences on the outside course, there were butterflies in my stomach, pacified by hot black coffee. But most of the equestrian events were mere “horsemanship” contests, in which you displayed your degree of mastery over your steed, first at walking or single-footing, then trotting, then cantering. There was the occasional “family” class, in which parents could enter as many of their children as they liked. Here, with six contestants in the field, we regularly overwhelmed the opposition, if not by horsemanship, then by sheer juggernautery.
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Some of the horse shows were also social occasions, calling for elaborate picnics and other forms of fraternization. Every year in Rhinebeck, New York, a few miles north of Hyde Park, the box alongside my father’s was occupied by the president of the United States, who played the country squire at least once every season at the Dutchess County Horse Show. I remember the afternoon when Trish won the blue ribbon. Protocol requires the winner to ride around the ring to receive the plaudits of the spectators. When she rode by the president’s box, FDR applauded lustily, whereupon Trish abruptly turned her pigtailed head to one side. A moment later, blue ribbon and riding crop in one hand, she came buoyantly to the family box.


“Why didn’t you nod to the president?” my father whispered to her.


“I thought you didn’t like him!” Trish’s face was pained with surprise.
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In those days, in rural New England, only the principal arteries connecting the villages were macadamized. The side roads were dirt, so that Sharon was a network of leafy pleasure and opportunity for the horseman. No day went by at our place without two or three hours’ wandering about through the woods and pastures, sometimes at full gallop. (Though never when within sight of the stables. Ed Turpin drove the point home to us: If you let a horse do that once, he will want to do it from that point on. Horses, like hunting dogs, are eager to set out, and eager to go home.) Horse sweat, for some reason, has always seemed healthier than human sweat, wholesome even. In midsummer the horse lather was white and soapy, but the emanations suggested only the earthy satisfactions of an inspiriting physical workout. The young riders, by contrast, would rush to efface the traces of their exertions, plunging into the pool. At lunch, those who had chosen to play golf or tennis in the morning would join the riders and we would plan the afternoon—though Mademoiselle (Mademoiselle Jeanne Bouchex, our governess) was there to see to it that no outing stood in the way of the forty-five minutes required of every one of us at piano practice. There were five pianos in the house and one organ. It was never absolutely clear whether the sound was worse when all the pianos were being exercised jointly or when only one of them was being played.


It was about that time that I came upon nature’s dirty little secret. It was that beginning on the twenty-first day of June, the days grew shorter! All through the spring we had had the sensual pleasure of the elongating day, coinciding with the approach of the end of the school year and the beginning of the summer paradise. My knowledge of nature and nature’s lore has never been very formal, and so, whereas my older brother Jim knew all about the vernal equinox and hummingbirds and for that matter snakes and fishes and what-makes-it-rain, I came to the conclusion from the evidence of my senses that in late July it was actually getting dark when it was only 8:30! I wondered momentarily whether we were witnessing some sign of divine displeasure. The only relief I had, during the humiliating meteorological briefing from my brother, who told me about the Earth’s orbiting habits, was that Trish wasn’t in the room to hear him. She’d have been dismayed by such a demonstration of my ignorance, given that I knew everything about fireflies.


I did care very much to penetrate the secrets of the wind, because my boat did moderately well in a good breeze and extraordinarily well in a brisk breeze; so that immediately upon waking on racing days I would run to the window and look out on the hundred elm and oak and maple trees visible from the bedroom, studying the movement of the leaves. Usually at that hour they were listless. I had to train myself to remember that in the foothills of the Berkshires the winds tend to sleep late, beginning to exercise themselves only in midmorning. But whatever the wind did, the racers would be at the starting line at exactly 2:00 P.M. Eagerly, my crew and I would gulp down our lunch so that we could get to the lake a full hour before the starting gun, to do a few flashy turns when the wind was brisk; or to practice self-effacement when the wind was light—the objective was to reduce windage by lying flat on the deck or crowding inside the little cockpit. It meant exhilaration or despair, how many seconds after the starting gun went off I was safely across the line. The seven contestants fought fiercely for the trophy, which the winner got to keep for the whole winter season, returning it in the spring to the Commodore for safekeeping until it was awarded to the next summer’s champion.
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GREAT ELM IN THE 1930S


The trophy was a gift from the local drugstore to the Wononscopomuc Yacht Club, whose entire other assets comprised one box of stationery on which was written “Wononscopomuc Yacht Club.” It was used by the Commodore, a retired naval officer with a master sergeant’s temperament. Once a year, he would write to announce the season’s schedule. The yacht club’s annual party, at which the cup was awarded to the boat that had accumulated the largest number of points, was held at the house of one of the contenders. The grown-ups brought their own beer or paid the host fifteen cents for a bottle of his. I don’t remember if I had to pay for my Coca-Cola. It is hard to think of anything I have ever coveted so much as to see the name of my boat engraved on the Wononscopomuc Yacht Club Trophy (achieved in 1940). But there are few desires so intense as the child’s. Or disappointments so bitter, as when—it happened every single night of every single month between May and October—Mademoiselle clapped her hands at the swimming pool right in the middle of a game of Red Rover, to announce that it was bedtime for “les petits.”


My English setter, Ducky (it infuriated me that my oldest sister teasingly referred to him as “Unducky”), slept on his turf, between my bed and Trish’s. He could come and go at will, because one part of the screen hung loose, allowing him to leap through the open window onto the porch, or back into the bedroom. But Ducky was not as content as Trish and I were, because he was waiting for the fall to come, which meant pheasant-shooting, every morning before school. Hunting with Ducky was a lot of fun but hunting meant goodbye to summer, and the change was drastic; because now it was still dark when I rose to go to the pheasant farm, and the dreadful school year had begun, and, on top of that, before the end of the year Trish and I would learn through bureaucratic family channels that she was being moved across the hall to share a room with an older sister, and my younger brother would be moving in with me.


I would in due course instruct him, age nine, about the secrets of the fireflies.
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Life at Great Elm II


My father had strict ideas about musical pedagogy, for which I and (most of) my siblings were ultimately grateful. [image: ][image: ]


 


 


When in 1933 my father brought his household back to Great Elm after three years in France and England, the youngest of his nine children was less than a year old, the oldest, fourteen. The time had come, my father decided, for us to “learn music,” as he put it.


Before the summer was finished, the regimen had been institutionalized. On Tuesdays and Fridays, Mr. Pelaez came to us from Poughkeepsie. The voluble and lighthearted Spanish-American, about forty years old, was a professional violinist, I suspect of the hotel-high-tea school. But, for reasons never explained, none of us was burdened with studying the violin with Mr. Pelaez, which of course meant that no one had the derivative burden of having to listen to any of us playing the violin. Mr. Pelaez taught many other instruments and, in pursuit of no musical schematic that comes easily to mind, we found ourselves divided into mandolin players (two), banjo players (two), guitar players (two), and ukulele players (one) (my six-year-old sister). We were taught individually, and then made to perform jointly. Mostly we played traditional American songs (“Were you there in the Red River Vall-eee . . .”) and Mexican folk songs (“Ay, ay, ay aaaay. Canta yyy no llorrres”), because my father, who had lived many years in Mexico, simply loved Mexican folk songs. We were as a matter of course regularly entered in the local amateur-hour competitions, which were everywhere during the thirties in the little country towns of New England. We gave ourselves the name “The Cannot Be Better Orchestra,” an evaluation not regularly sustained by the judges, some of whom gave higher marks to the dancing sequences of our neighbors, Jayne Meadows and her sister Audrey—in those days Jane and Audrey Cotter—and to a twelve-year-old violinist from nearby Amenia, New York, a dirty little sneak who, we discovered after it was too late, was a protégé of Nathan Milstein.


My father was a retiring man who, however, saw no reason why his children needed to be retiring, and I remember even now the mortification with which, during a Christmas holiday in Grindelwald in Switzerland, we learned that Father had volunteered the services of the Cannot Be Better Orchestra (he never knew we had so named it, and if he had learned of it, he’d have quite simply forbidden it) to the management of the Palace Hotel for a little concert at teatime. There were moments when we Hated Father, who was the most admirable man I ever knew.


But teaching us the piano was his major strategic offensive on the musical front, and to that end he engaged the services of a tiny, shy, pretty, witty, endearing young woman, herself a concert-level jazz pianist, a composer, an organist, and perhaps the most captivating creature I have known in my lifetime.


Marjorie Otis (we called her, still do, Old Lady, although she was only twenty-four when she first came to us) would arrive in her convertible Dodge from Tivoli, New York—where she lived with her parents when not studying in New York City—on Monday mornings, between eleven and twelve. She would leave forty-eight hours later. In between, she would have given six of us a forty-five-minute lesson on Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday. The contract was that we should also practice forty-five minutes every Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, Saturday, and Sunday, except for the Fourth of July, Thanksgiving, Christmas, and our birthday, when we were excused.
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WITH OLD LADY, 1937


Now, as anyone knows who has ever wrestled with young piano students, there are ways & ways of spending forty-five minutes practicing the piano, and it requires inventive monitoring to see to it that the slothful student does not spend his time playing and replaying easy lush passages (say, the languid early measures of the Minuet in G) over and over, neglecting his scales, his Czerny, and the tough new piece he is supposed to be working on. I remember vividly, as who would not, spending an entire half hour replaying the soft passages of the second movement of the Pathétique Sonata when I heard a rustling of the Spanish shawl that covered the little grand I was whacking away at. Out came Old Lady, who, in the exercise of what the Securities and Exchange Commission calls “due diligence,” had ensconced herself under my piano, out of sight, before my practice hour, precisely to catch me in flagrante. There was steel in that woman, and the middle-aged inarticulateness of her former students when at the piano is entirely the result of their lack of talent and/or application, rather than of her lack of diligence during those years in Sharon before Pearl Harbor, and the ensuing diaspora. Two or three of us were so much in love with her that we resolved at one point to become concert pianists, more or less in her honor. And indeed my sister Patricia played the Grieg concerto at the Ethel Walker School, and a Beethoven sonata at Vassar, before highly appreciative audiences, and I, at age fifty-six, played “Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star” (Twelve Variations. Mozart.) before twelve hundred drunken friends one summer day.


[image: ]


But the absolute no-nonsense figure in our musical training was called Penelope Oyen. She was a tall Scandinavian of austere features (no makeup), and she divided with a forty-year-old bachelor the duties of tutoring five Buckleys and three friends who came to Great Elm to learn along with us, in a curriculum that covered approximately grades one through eight.


Miss Oyen loved music with passion. The use of that word here is not platitudinous. Because Penelope Oyen would weep when listening to music. Not always; not for every composer; but almost always for J. S. Bach.


The drill was four times a week. At four o’clock we came in from afternoon recreation and entered The Playroom, as we inaccurately continued out of habit to call the room over which Miss Oyen now had dominion. My father had bought a huge phonograph, a Capehart, which, if memory serves, was the first instrument that boasted that it could handle records consecutively. This it did, not by the simple device of dropping a fresh record on the one just finished, but by actually taking the record, when finished, and convolutedly lifting it up, turning it around, and either placing its backside on the turntable, or replacing it with the next record, a quite remarkable feat of engineering executed at the cost of a broken record every two or three days; expensive fractures which, however, had as an uncharted social benefit the interruption of Miss Oyen’s lacrimations.


The absolutely decisive feature of Miss Oyen’s discipline was very simple: darkness in the room. Not total darkness, else we’d have ended up playing Sardines. Too much light, and we’d have managed to read—anything, anything to avoid just . . . sitting there, listening to what I suppose in those days we’d have called “that darned music.” There was simply no escaping it. We just sat there, while the Capehart blared away, and the ordeal lasted one whole hour.


And, of course . . . it happened. I’d say it took, depending on the individual child’s latent inclinations, between four and eight months. My oldest brother, John (RIP), was ejected from our tutorial system in the fifth month to go to boarding school, and the result was that he never ever got around to enjoying beautiful music. I am willing to bet that if he had stayed with Miss Oyen another two months, he’d have become an addict, which is what happened to the rest of us.


When I think back on my musical education, I tune in on two landmarks. The first was when I came gradually, inexplicitly, to the conclusion (at, oh, age eleven) that the Scheherazade, which had enthralled me a year earlier, was, really, a most awful bore. That is the equivalent of discovering, usually four or five years later, the same thing about much of the poetry of poor Longfellow.


The other experience was unusual. By age thirteen I too was away at boarding school, and my letters went out in equal volume to my mother, and to Old Lady. I was studying the piano at school, one lesson per week, three practice sessions (there were two pianos, eighty boys), to which I looked forward hungrily. My piano teacher offered to teach me the first movement of the Moonlight Sonata. But I told him that though nothing would delight me more, I would need the permission of my teacher back home, because she had early on warned us that playing the Moonlight before one was ready to play it was, well—wrong. If we had been older, she would probably have used the word “blasphemous.” I didn’t quite understand her point in those days, but my loyalty was complete; so I wrote, from the bowels of that remote little school, asking for permission to study the Moonlight.


Permission denied.


In a sweet, loving letter, Old Lady tried to explain that music was very serious business, if one wished to be good at music, good at understanding music. No one, she said, who didn’t have the technical ability to play the third (difficult) movement of the Moonlight should undertake the first movement. And anyway, technique quite apart, to play the first movement of that sonata required . . . a certain maturity. Her phrases were kindly composed. I didn’t fully understand them. But I believed her when she said that music is very serious business. As poetry is very serious business. As art of any sort is very, very serious business: that which is sublime can’t be anything less. My debt to Old Lady is eternal. To her, and to dear, strange Miss Oyen; and, above all, to my father.









St. John’s, Beaumont


I strongly resisted being sent away to a British boarding school, but once there, in the months before the world war broke out, I ruefully report, I had only happy experiences. [image: ][image: ]


 


 


It was during the summer of 1938 that we were given the dreadful news. I forget at whose hands it came. Probably from Mademoiselle—she was the authority in residence at Great Elm, given that my mother, my father, and my three oldest siblings were traveling in Europe. That left six children, ranging in age from fifteen (Jim) to five (Maureen), to romp happily through the summer at Great Elm. We were superintended by Mademoiselle and by three Mexican nurses; fed and looked after by a cook, a butler, and two maids; trained and entertained in equestrian sport by a groom and an assistant; and given our music lessons by Old Lady and Mr. Pelaez.


It might have been Mademoiselle who told us what Father had decided, or it might have been Miss Hembdt, Father’s secretary, who lived in Yorktown Heights. Miss Hembdt regularly relayed to us bulletins from Father—excerpts of letters he would mail her, mostly to do with his business affairs but now and then including something directed to one or more of his absent children, supplementing what we would learn from letters received from Mother or from one of our siblings traveling with them. These notes, which came with our monthly allowances, would usually be directives touching on this or that subject, or references to a book Father had just read that we should know about, or read ourselves. . . . That dreadful day in August the directive, however transmitted, was as horrifying an edict, my two afflicted sisters and I agreed, as had ever been sent to three healthy and happy children from their father. The directive was to the effect that the next school year we would pass in boarding schools near London, the girls at St. Mary’s in Ascot, I at St. John’s, Beaumont, in Old Windsor.
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The news fractured the arcadian spirit of our summer. We had got used to quite another routine, where summer vacations merged almost seamlessly into a return to school, and where academics required no radical departures from our way of life and none at all from our surroundings, because we were taught by tutors right there in the same rooms in which we played when indoors during the summer. When school began for us at the end of September, we continued to ride on horseback every afternoon, we swam two or three times every day until the water got too cold, our musical tutors continued to come to us just as they had done during the summer, and some of us would rise early and hunt pheasants at our farm before school; our classes began at 8:30 and ended at noon, and there would be study hall and music appreciation between 4:00 and 6:00. Though we sorely regretted the summers’ end, at our ages—Jane had turned fourteen that summer, Trish was eleven—the schooling we got was as tolerable as schoolwork could be. Now, suddenly, we were to go to boarding schools in England.


Why?


We fled to Aunt Priscilla, Father’s sister. She lived with another maiden sister in a house nearby, commuting back to Austin, Texas, each fall. We went to her: Why? Why? Why? Aunt Priscilla was infinitely affectionate, sublimely humorous, but absolutely self-disciplined. After hearing us out, she agreed to write to Father in Europe to put our case before him: What really was the point in going to England to school? We had all already been to England to school, only five years ago—it was there that Trish and I had first learned English. Jane, Trish, and I had gone to Catholic day schools in London, the oldest four to boarding schools. The two girls had gone to that same St. Mary’s, Ascot, where now Jane and Trish would go.


[image: ]


They hadn’t liked St. Mary’s, hadn’t liked it one bit. Aloïse, the oldest, was fourteen, and possibly the most spirited girl the dear nuns at St. Mary’s had ever come across, with her singular, provocative independence. They had got on at Ascot because by nature Aloïse and Priscilla (eleven) were irrepressible. But they had never pretended to like their school. John (thirteen) and Jim (ten) had gone to the Oratory Preparatory School in Reading. John had kept a diary at the school and was manifestly amused by his foreign experiences, which he depicted in words and drawings. But the entire family had been shocked and infuriated to learn that not once but t-w-i-c-e our brother Jim had been—caned! Called into the headmaster’s study and told to bend over. The first time, he had received one “swipe.” The second time, two swipes. Not quite the stuff of Nicholas Nickleby’s Dotheboys Hall, but news of the punishment was received as such in the family corridors, and the rumor spread about the nursery in our house in London that Father and Mother even considered withdrawing the boys. It did not come to that, but Jim was for at least a year after the event regarded by his brothers and sisters as a mutilated object. He, being sunny by nature and serenely preoccupied with his interest in flora and fauna, actually hadn’t thought very much about the episode. For the rest of us, it was the mark of Cain, disfiguring our year of English schooling.


And now we were headed back for more of the same kind of thing? We needed to know—Why? Surely Aunt Priscilla would set things right.


The Word came, about two weeks later. A letter from Father. Aunt Priscilla didn’t read it to us, but she explained that Father “and your mother”—this was a blatant invention, we knew; it would never have occurred to Mother to impose any such ordeal on us—believed it would be a very fine educational experience for us. “Besides”—Aunt Priscilla winked—“as you know, your father has complained that five years have gone by since he understood ‘a single word’”—Aunt Priscilla did a light imitation of Father, elongating a word or phrase to give it emphasis—“uttered by any one of his children.” In England we would learn to open our mouths when we spoke. We moaned our dismay at one of Father’s typical exaggerations. It is true that Father was a nut on elocution, and true that his nine children, on returning from four years in Europe, had quickly adapted to lazy vocalisms which Father, then fifty, had a progressively more difficult time deciphering in the din of the three-tiered dining room, the main table for the older children and the adults, the middle table for those roughly six to nine, the third little table for the incumbent baby(ies).


We felt certain that his objective wasn’t merely to put us into Catholic schools. Such a thing, in our household, would have been supererogatory. Mother was a daily communicant. Father’s faith was not extrovert, but if you happened on him just before he left his bedroom in the morning you would find him on his knees, praying. Our oldest brothers and sisters, here in the States, were not at Catholic schools. So we ruled that out as one of Father’s objectives.


We dimly understood that Father had always stressed the value of cosmopolitan experience. Bilingual, he had gone to Mexico City to practice law after graduating from the University of Texas, intending to raise his family in Mexico. But he had been exiled in 1921, pronounced by the president of Mexico an extranjero pernicioso—a pernicious foreigner. And indeed he was, having backed a revolution against President Obregón that, among other things, sought to restore religious freedom to Mexican Catholics. And so, pursuing business concerns, he moved the family to France, then on to Switzerland and England. It was in Paris that I first went to school, speaking only Spanish. Was Father simply seeking out further exposure to another culture?


It was much, much later, after the war, that we learned the hidden reason Father thought it prudent to have three of his children of sensitive age away from home. It was why Aunt Priscilla hadn’t read to us the explanatory letter she had received from him: Mother had become pregnant again, against her doctor’s advice. It was not known if she would survive the birth of her eleventh child (one baby had died at birth, ten years earlier). At the time, we knew only enough to be vaguely apprehensive about Mother. We did not know how dangerous the doctors thought the birth, due in November, could be.


But whatever speculation we engaged in, however horrified we were at the very thought of the ordeal ahead, there was never any doubt, in my father’s house, what his children would be doing at any given time, i.e., what Father said we would be doing at that time. So that, on September 18, 1938, after an indulgent twenty-four hours in New York City shepherded about by our beloved young piano teacher to movies, a concert, and Horn & Hardart Automats, we—Mademoiselle, Jane, Trish, and I—boarded the SS Europa.
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There was much political tension. We couldn’t fail to note it immediately on landing in Southampton. British sentiment was divided between those who favored standing up to Hitler, who had just occupied the Sudetenland in Czechoslovakia, and those who opposed any move that might threaten war. Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain was scheduled to return the next day from his meeting with Adolf Hitler in Munich. Before boarding the train for London we were fitted out with gas masks.


In London we were greeted with Mother’s distinctive affection and Father’s firm embraces. Little was said, that I can remember, about where we would be taken the next day, but Father did tell me that he had found Fr. Sharkey, the headmaster of St. John’s, a “fine” person, and Jane and Trish were told that the Mother Superior at Ascot was someone other than the Mother Superior so disliked by our older sisters five years earlier.


Mother drove in one car with Jane and Trish and their bags to Ascot, Father and I in another car to St. John’s.


It was late on a cold English afternoon. Father instructed the driver to detour to the landing field, and we saw Neville Chamberlain descend from the airplane that had flown him from Munich to announce that he had brought “peace in our time.” A half hour later, we turned into the long driveway that took us to the pillared entrance to the school, the whole of it contained in one large square brick three-story building.




[image: (LEFT TO RIGHT): MADEMOISELLE, ME, JANE, AND TRISH]





(LEFT TO RIGHT): MADEMOISELLE, ME, JANE, AND TRISH


We were taken by a maid to a primly decorated salon. Fr. Sharkey, short, stubby, his hair gray-white, came in, took my hand, and chatted with Father for a few minutes about the international situation. Tearfully, I bade goodbye to my father and was led up with my two bags to a cubicle, halfway along a line of identical cubicles on either side of a long hallway that held about thirty of them. To enter you needed to slide open a white curtain that hung down from a rod going across the cubicle’s width, about eight feet up from the floor. The cubicles had no ceiling of their own—looking straight up, you saw the ceiling of the large room, perhaps ten feet up. On either side was a white wooden partition. To the right, a dresser—two or three drawers and a hanging locker. To the left, your bed. A small table stood near the bed, and on it I quickly placed pictures of my family. On the window ledge, which I could reach only by standing on my bed, I placed one end of a huge Old Glory I had bought that last day in New York, holding it down with two weights I contrived from something or another so that the United States flag could hang down behind my bed, all five feet of it. The dormitory master, Fr. Ferguson, knocked on the wooden partition, drew the curtain to one side, introduced himself and told me he would lead me to the refectory, as it was time for supper.


The dining hall was crowded with the eighty boys who boarded at St. John’s. The youngest were aged nine, the oldest, fourteen. After supper, we went to the study hall. I was three weeks late in arriving for the fall term and without any homework to do, pending my introduction the next day to my form master.


I don’t remember how I passed the two hours. In due course we were summoned to evening prayers. We knelt along two of the quadrangular corridors in the building, a priest at the corner, boys at a right angle to his right, and to his left. He led us in prayers, to which we gave the responses. Fr. Sharkey then materialized, and the boys filed by him. He shook hands with each of us and said good night. When it was my turn, he said, “Good night, Billy. You are very welcome at St. John’s.” We walked up the staircase to our cubicles and were given fifteen minutes before Lights Out. Just before the light was switched off, the dormitory master read the psalm (#129) “De Profundis,” to which we gave the responses in Latin. These were thumbtacked behind one of the dresser doors. The first two verses exactly echoed my thoughts. “Out of the depths have I cried unto thee, O Lord. Lord, hear my voice: Let thine ears be attentive to the voice of my supplications.”
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I don’t remember very much about the period of acclimation. I do remember the quite awful homesickness (I had never before spent a night away from my family). It lasted about ten evenings, during which, pressing the collar of my pyjamas against my mouth so that I would not be heard by my neighbors, I wept.


I think I remember praying for war, confident that if war came, Father would take us home. Mother had warned us that we would be homesick. She added that this would go away after a while, and that until then we should offer up our pain to God in return for any private intentions. In a closed conference, back in London, Jane and Trish and I had decided we would offer up our forthcoming torment for the safe and happy birth of Mother’s baby in November.


The routine was extremely severe, up against what I had been used to. Rising hour in the morning always came as a wrenchingly disagreeable surprise. I remember twenty years later reading C. S. Lewis’s Surprised by Joy, in which he told that in thinking about his early schooldays in England he remembered primarily how tired he always was. I assume Mr. Lewis had a special problem because once awake I was all right, but getting up at 7:00 A.M. was for me then—for some reason—more difficult than rising, six years later, at 5:30 A.M. in the infantry, or, a few years after that, at 4:00 A.M. to do watch duty racing my sailboat. Once or twice every month the school Matron, as she was called, would ordain that this boy or that should have a “late sleep,” which meant he would sleep an extra forty-five minutes, rejoining his classmates at breakfast, after Mass. In those preconciliar days Catholics could not take Communion unless they had fasted since midnight. For that reason alone, breakfast could not have preceded Mass.


The pews were stacked along the sides of the chapel. Twenty boys sat and knelt in the top right pew, looking down on the heads of twenty boys a foot beneath them. Then, across the narrow aisle, to the faces of twenty boys on the lower level, and another twenty above them. To view the altar one needed to turn one’s head. There was no sermon, except a brief one on Sundays. The Mass lasted about twenty-five minutes. School announcements were given in the refectory.


I have always been impatient, and so it was I suppose surprising that I came so quickly to feel at ease with the daily Mass, becoming progressively more engrossed in the words and the ritual. We were studying second-year Latin and I was dreadful at it, incapable of understanding why the Romans hadn’t simply settled for Spanish. But I paid increasing attention to the Ordinary of the Mass, which is to say that part of it that doesn’t change from Sunday to Sunday. It was easy to follow—the right-hand column of the missal carried the English translation. The liturgy took hold of me, and I suppose that this means nothing more than that liturgy has theatrical properties. Yes, but something more, I reasonably supposed, and suppose so now. Thirty years later I would write a scorching denunciation of the changes authorized by Vatican II and of the heartbreakingly awful English translations that accompanied the jettisoning of the Latin. The Mass, in Latin, had got to me.


I had of course attended Mass every Sunday for as long as I could remember and thought myself something of a pro in the business inasmuch as I had been trained, in Sharon, to do duty as an altar boy. I had very nearly become a godfather a couple of years earlier—I remember the thrill, followed by the humiliation. Our devout black butler, Ben Whittaker (he was a first cousin of Fats Waller), became a special friend of mine at Great Elm. After his wife gave birth to quadruplets, he told me excitedly that he wished me to serve as godfather. It transpired that I could not act as godfather, not having yet been confirmed. The honor fell to my older brother John, though by the time the formal event took place, only one of poor Ben’s poor babies was still alive.


It was then that I was told about emergency baptisms, extemporaneously given to anyone in danger of dying. I had once improvised on this privilege. Mother had a friend who visited often at Great Elm, sometimes bringing along her two daughters, one in her late twenties, the other a few years older. On overhearing a conversation between Mother and Mademoiselle, I learned that the two ladies had never been baptized. I thought this shocking and talked the matter over with Trish. We devised our strategy, and knocked at their guest-room door early one morning, after establishing that they had both been brought breakfast in bed, on trays. I knocked and told them that Trish and I were looking for my dog. They welcomed us in to search the room. I knelt down to see if he was under the first bed and, a drop of water on my forefinger, touched it on Arlie’s forehead as if reaching to maintain my balance, silently inducting her into the Christian Communion, while Trish, emerging from under the other bed in search of the dog, did as much for her older sister.


My mother was solemnly attentive when I whispered to her the happy consummation of our Christian evangelism. She did not betray her amusement: that was a part of her magic as a mother. She would never permit herself anything that might suggest belittlement—whatever her child’s fancy. And then, too, she was as devoted a child of God as I have ever known, and perhaps she permitted herself to believe that her friend’s two grown-up daughters, neither one of them at death’s door, had in fact been baptized. When, in England, I found myself going to Mass every day and offering every Mass for the health of my mother, I felt a closeness to her that helped diminish the pain of separation.


In those days I remember a special reverence for Our Lady, to whom I appealed as a mother herself. I hadn’t the capacity (even now I am not comfortable with the abstraction) to imagine infinity. I accepted it as a gospel truth that the Mother of God was “infinitely” wonderful, which meant to me that she was many times more wonderful than my own mother, but this hypothesis I had difficulty with: How was it possible to be many times more wonderful than my mother? I never asked any of the priests for help with that one. After all, I reasoned, they did not know Mother, so they might find the question surprising, impudent even. I knew that would not be the case if they had known Mother. But Our Lady became in my mind an indispensable character in the heavenly cloister. A long time after that I learned that a thing called Mariolatry had been especially contemned by noisy iconoclasts like Charles Kingsley. My first instincts were not combative, but sad. That someone so much like my mother should be disdained was incomprehensible.
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No doubt my religious ardor was stimulated by the circumstances we lived in. St. John’s was run by Jesuit priests. They were, as members of the Society of Jesus tend to be, thoroughly educated. It required thirteen years to become a member of the Jesuit order, and the training was exacting, the regimen spare. Fr. Manning was our form master. At every other school I would ever encounter, a fresh master moves in at the end of the hour, to teach the class his specialty. Fr. Manning did not teach us French, for which purpose St. John’s brought in a layman, whose accent I would ostentatiously mock, my own being so superior, as anyone’s would be who learned French at age four in Paris. But excepting French, Fr. Manning taught every subject in “Figures IIA”—the equivalent, roughly, of first-year junior high. Geography, History, Maths, Latin, Doctrine. Each of the six school years at St. John’s (grades three to eight) had a single form master. Two of these were preordination Jesuits, climbing up the long ladder to priesthood, serving now, so to speak, as field instructors at a boys’ boarding school. They were addressed as “Mr.,” but they met with the priests at faculty conferences, which were conducted in Latin, and I often wondered when did they sleep, since they were always up and around before we rose, and never appeared ready to retire when our lights went out.


I remember once being handed a corrected paper by Fr. Manning in his study. I leaned over to grasp it and accidentally overturned his can of pipe tobacco. I heard the slightest whinny of alarm, and then the majestic Fr. Manning was on his hands and knees, picking up each tobacco grain, one after another, and replacing them in the can. “That is my month’s allowance, Billy. I cannot afford to let any go unsmoked!” I thought this extraordinary—that this . . . seer should have less than all the tobacco he wanted.


On those rare afternoons when we did not do school sports, we would be taken for long walks in that historic countryside. We were within a few hundred yards of Runnymede, where King John had signed the Magna Carta. Striding alongside Fr. Paine, a tall, angular priest, about thirty-five years old, I’d guess—he was the administrative coordinator at the school and also its disciplinarian—I asked about Fr. Manning’s tobacco. Fr. Paine told me that Jesuits took a vow of poverty and that therefore they were given a monthly allowance, which had to suffice for all their needs. I asked whether it would be permitted for a friend to give tobacco to a Jesuit priest and he said no, this was only permitted in the case of food, when it was in short supply. (After the war, for several years, meat was very scarce, and my father sent meat every month to the fathers.) Ten years later, at Trish’s wedding, the Jesuit priest who officiated, a lifelong friend of the groom, told my father not to make the mistake of offering him a stipend in return for his services, “because under Jesuit rules, we cannot turn down a donation, which in any event goes to the order, not to the priest to whom it is offered.” Fr. Paine told me that Jesuit priests needed to guard against the sin of pride, because Jesuits were in fact very proud of the Jesuit order and very happy in it. One inevitably wonders whether that pride is quite whole after the strains of the 1960s.


Fr. Paine would regularly check individual cubicles at night and say good night to each of the boys. When November came, I confided to him that my mother was soon to bear a child, and that I was anxiously awaiting a telegram confirming that the baby had come and that my mother was well. He leaned over and embraced me warmly. He did so again extemporaneously after the baby came, and once finally seven months later when my father wrote to say that because of the lowering clouds of war, my sisters and I would be withdrawn from our schools after the spring term.


Fr. Paine’s warmth did not affect what I judged the extreme severity of the punishment I was twice sentenced to, for whatever social infraction. The first time it was a single ferule stroke, smacked down on my open hand; the second, two strokes, one on each hand, the cumulative experience with corporal punishment in my lifetime, if you leave out an unsuccessful fistfight with the strongest and biggest boy at St. John’s, a rite of passage for any newboy challenger (his name was Burns—I forget his first name, though first names were universally used among the boys). Many years later, when as a magazine editor I contracted for the services of Erik von Kuehnelt-Leddihn as European correspondent, I learned from him that while I was a student at St. John’s, he was teaching the senior boys down the hill at Beaumont College. He told me that on learning, soon after arriving from Austria, that the ferule was the regular instrument of discipline, he had gone to the priest-executioner and demanded to receive six strokes, the conventional ration for grave infractions, exactly as they were inflicted on student miscreants. He was reassured that, at his age, with adult, callused hands, he would hardly feel any smart. But he persisted, and after receiving the blows reported clinically that far from negligible, six ferule strokes, even for a husky Austrian in his twenties, was a singularly painful experience. I heard that for extreme acts of misbehavior the birch rod was used on the buttocks, but I never knew any boy who received this punishment at St. John’s. Fr. Paine and I exchanged a half-dozen letters in the ensuing forty years, and we spoke once in London over the telephone in the 1970s. He was retired and had difficulty breathing. He told me among other things that the young rowdies in London who were disturbing the peace should be given a good beating.


When Lent came we were given a retreat by the brother of Fr. Sharkey, also a Jesuit. He was short, like his older brother, and like him radiated a singular charm on this thirteen-year-old. (I had had a birthday soon after my sister Carol was born, and Father had redeemed his promise to make me her godfather.) I thought back to this retreat twenty years later when I went to Washington with my brother-in-law for a retreat conducted by the president emeritus of Fordham University, Jesuit Fr. Robert Gannon, whose short, electrifying sermons I begged him to put on tape, eliciting an assurance that one day he would certainly do this (RIP, he never did). They were cognate skills, Fr. Sharkey’s and Fr. Gannon’s: their sermons were dramatic, but never melodramatic; persuasive, poignant, inspiriting.


I recall only a single parable, if that is the right word for it, from that retreat at St. John’s, six months before the world war. I put it in an essay I wrote on my boat during a transatlantic sail. Esquire had asked me to write about where, that I had never been, I would most wish to visit. I wrote, on that sunny, breezy day in mid-Atlantic, that I would most like to visit Heaven because it was there I would be made most happy. I gave Fr. Sharkey’s exegesis: He had been approached some weeks earlier, he told us, by a devout elderly woman who asked him whether dogs would be admitted into Heaven. No, he had replied, there was no scriptural authority for animals getting into heaven. “In that case,” the lady had said to him, “I can never be happy in Heaven. I can only be happy if Brownie is also there.”


“I told her”—Fr. Sharkey spoke with mesmerizing authority—“that if that were the case, that she could not be happy without Brownie, why then Brownie would in fact go to Heaven. Because what is absolutely certain is that, in Heaven, you will be happy.” That answer, I am sure, sophisticated readers of Esquire dismissed, however indulgently, as jesuitical. Yes. But I have never found the fault in the syllogism.


My sisters at nearby Ascot were in regular contact by mail. Trish, with whom I had been paired since infancy, wrote me twice every week, always—always—closing, “I hope you are well and that I will see you soon.” We did in fact see each other every week. Father had rented an apartment (50 Portland Place, I still recall) where Mademoiselle would stay, looked after by James Cole, a New Orleans–born black cook-butler, a man of enormous spirit, a devout Catholic, who normally looked after Father in New York. Mademoiselle, driven by a chauffeur—his name was McCormack—would come to see us every Saturday afternoon, beginning after the two-week embargo against visiting new boys and girls. My sisters would be picked up at Ascot and driven to pick me up at St. John’s, where I could be found sitting, waiting, at the end of the long driveway. We would all go off to Windsor, which, of course, is where Windsor Castle and Eton College are located. I remember, breathless with pride and pleasure, recounting to my sisters a tale I had just been told. In 1855, five years after the founding of Beaumont, the headmaster had issued a challenge to the headmaster of Eton to a soccer match, and got back a note, “What is Beaumont?”—to which the fabled answer had been, “Beaumont is what Eton used to be, a school for Catholic gentlemen.” We would eat and talk and laugh and then—sadly—go back to our schools in time for supper. We were allowed, if I remember, two hours away.
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The principal extracurricular enthusiasm in my childhood having been horses, I wrote to my father as we neared the great day in March at Aintree. He and Mother had come to London in January, bringing the baby and her immediately older sister and brother and their nurse. Maureen and Reid were about the same ages Trish and I had been when we had gone to day school in London in 1932 attending the same schools they now attended. I asked my father if I might be taken to the Grand National. Camden, South Carolina, our winter home, is the steeplechase center of the region, and I would hear nothing during the first two weeks in March, from horse owners and their grooms, but talk about who would win the Grand National, in which one or more Camden thoroughbreds regularly competed. Father wrote back that I would need the permission of Fr. Sharkey. I sought it. He said, No, such exceptions to school rules could not be made. I wrote back to my father with the sad news. He then wrote a letter to Fr. Sharkey, a copy of which he sent me. Dire signs were visible on the horizon, my father wrote, and if I did not get to see the Grand National now, I might never have the opportunity again. Would Fr. Sharkey, under the circumstances, bend the rule to permit an American boy this experience?


I was summoned to his study. He had changed his mind, he said. I might go to the steeplechase.


Three days later Father’s chauffeur drove up. Fr. Sharkey led me to the car and stopped me just as I was about to enter it. He reached into his pocket and withdrew a florin, a two-shilling piece. He leaned over and whispered to me, “Billy, put this on a horse called Workman, to win.”


I was driven to 50 Portland Place, where my father and his close friend George Montgomery got into the car, and together we went to the station at Euston and got into a private compartment.


I spent the three hours poring over the tabloid coverage of the thirty-six horses that would compete, carefully apportioning the ten shillings my father had given me among the horses I thought likeliest to prevail. I was startled, on reaching Aintree, by the appearance of the famous track—it seemed as though all of Liverpool squatted on the infield. It was impossible to see the horses after the first turn. They would reappear, after a minute or two, on the left turn. I was in a frenzy of excitement. Finally, they were off.


Of the thirty-six horses that competed, six finished. On none of them had I bet. The winner was Workman. He paid 18–1.


And I had neglected to place Fr. Sharkey’s bet.


I didn’t dare tell my father about this . . . egregious, unspeakable delinquency. It passed through my mind to “borrow” the thirty-six forfeited shillings from him, but I was too ashamed. I was preternaturally silent on the train ride back, and altogether silent in the car with McCormack on the hour’s drive to St. John’s. It was nearly midnight when we reached the door. Fr. Sharkey opened it, exultant over the news he had got on the radio about the horse that won the Grand National.


“Father,” I said, looking down on the stone steps, “I forgot. I didn’t place your bet.”


His dismay was acute. Then, suddenly, he smiled. “Those things happen. Now get to bed.”


I fell quickly to sleep, but not before praying that God would forgive me, that God would find a devious means of transmitting thirty-six shillings to Fr. Sharkey, that God would suspend the vow of poverty for long enough to permit Fr. Sharkey full and indulgent use of those thirty-six shillings. But I awoke the next morning in panic, fearing the obloquy of my schoolmates, already jealous of the privilege I had been given.


The scandal was stillborn, aborted by Fr. Sharkey. All that I heard the next day was from Fr. Manning, who wished to know what it had been like at Aintree, and had I been told that Fr. Sharkey had picked the winner? Yes, I said—just that, “Yes.” We had a secret, Fr. Sharkey and I, and I wondered whether, by his confessional vows, he was bound to silence about my sin.
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When my boy, Christopher, was ten I took him to see St. John’s. I had no intention of sending him there, but I was curious about what we would now call his chemical reaction. My father was wonderful with children (up until they were adolescents; at which point with his own children he took to addressing us primarily by mail, until we were safe again at eighteen). He loved especially about them that they were incapable of deception. “You can always tell,” he said to me one day in his wheelchair, after a stroke, his grandson on his lap, “whether they really like something or whether they don’t.” Perhaps my son, who was much taken by what he saw, was reflecting my own radiations. I had been, notwithstanding my distance from home, very happy at St. John’s, and I knew absolutely—about this there simply was no doubt—that I had developed a deep and permanent involvement in Catholic Christianity. They say about alcoholics that they are never “cured.” I am a senior citizen and my faith has never left me, and I must suppose that Fr. Sharkey and Fr. Paine and Fr. Manning had something to do with it. They, and the closeness I felt, every morning, to the mystical things that were taking place at the altar.









The “Distinguished” Mr. Buckley


Two decades after I took my son to see my old school, I found myself introducing him at a political affair (at the East Side Conservative Club in Manhattan) as an established author. [image: ][image: ]


 


 


Ladies and gentlemen:


I am very happy to be here again in the company of the most distinguished conservative club in the United States, unless there’s a more distinguished one I haven’t heard of, which is unthinkable. Which reminds me of a story told me by my late mentor, Professor Willmoore Kendall of Yale. A humble priest, calculating that the mortgage on his church would be paid up at the end of the month, called on his rather pompous bishop to ask whether he would speak at the mortgage-burning ceremony on the first Sunday of the following month. The bishop replied with a heavy sigh of self-pity that he would appear, provided the priest could not succeed in finding somebody “less distinguished” than the bishop to appear instead.


Well, the priest searched high and low, but finally was forced to redeem the bishop’s pledge, and His Grace reluctantly appeared. In introducing him to the parish, the priest apologetically stuttered out the story and then said, “And so, ladies and gentlemen, having failed to find anyone less distinguished, I present to you our bishop.”
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THE AUTHOR OF THE WHITE HOUSE MESS


CREDIT: THOMAS A. BOLAN


The Lord specializes in humbling the proud. As a father, last spring I was ecstatic to learn that on the following Sunday, my son would visit with me on the bestseller list of the New York Times Book Review, where I keep a little apartment in which I reside for a few weeks every year.


The following week, looking down at the New York Times Book Review list, I saw my son’s name—but my own was no longer there. I had been ousted. By my own flesh and blood. I knew how King Lear felt. I marched over to Dan Mahoney [the retiring Conservative Party chairman, and my own lawyer] and said, You know that will I made out a few years ago? Well, I want to make it over. Every time you see the name Christopher Buckley, substitute the name Serph Maltese [the incoming Conservative Party chairman].


But then I thought: The Lord can be wonderfully playful. I have no doubt what happened. The guardian angel of the New York Times, whose delinquencies we are all most awfully familiar with, was neglecting his duties one afternoon, as usual, and he picked up a copy of The White House Mess. He roared with laughter—uncontrollable laughter—and he pushed the button on his desk and said, “Put the author of The White House Mess on the New York Times bestseller list.”


An intimidated voice came back, “But sir, there is already a Buckley on the list.”


The guardian angel said, “Remove that Buckley. The one I’m talking about is more distinguished.”


Well, this time, the guardian angel of the New York Times—just this one time—did the right thing. You will get a specimen of The White House Mess from my distinguished son, Christopher, here introduced by his proud father.









Wine in the Blood


My father liked to collect wine, and in doing so, had an adventure. [image: ][image: ]


 


 


At age forty, my father had never (he said so, and he never lied) tasted an alcoholic drink. But that year his doctor, after fishing around with whatever doctors fish around with to examine the heart, recommended that he drink red wine every day. It became an affair of the heart.


He tended to take on his enterprises in a big way. I have an early memory of my father doing a single thing with his own hands (he was inept at manual pursuits). He was in the large wine cellar he had had built during the twenties at Great Elm, engaged, with the help of my mother and one or two assistants, in the painstaking job of pouring wine from the barrels he had bought in France into appropriate bottles, which they then carefully labeled. I remember that it was a very protracted project, lasting several evenings. In those days serious purchasers brought their wine in barrels to America and let it rest for five or six years before decanting it. But that has changed—I suppose, as a result of cork technology. In any event, my memory of it is that by the end of the thirties Father was buying his wine already bottled, wherein lay a tale that greatly amused his children during the war years.


The last batch he had purchased was in 1939, and when the shippers were about ready to dispatch it, a world war got in the way. But though freight was suspended during the war, the mails were not suspended, and every year or so the wine broker would write from Lyons reporting that my father’s wine was still securely stored at a repository in the countryside, safe from bombs bursting in air and other wartime distractions. But then in 1943 a terrible letter came—the Nazis had discovered the hidden wine in the château and consumed it! My father was stoical about these things, but he was, not unexpectedly, saddened at the loss of thousands of bottles of lovely Bordeaux and Burgundies.


The second letter on the subject was a happy surprise. By that time the German soldiers had fled, and the merchant learned that they had not discovered the wine, which rested contentedly in its storing place. That was good news, but sadly overtaken by the next letter, sometime soon after the Normandy landing in 1944. The American invading force had chased out the Germans—but, en cherchant partout, they had come upon the wine and, presumably toasting to the Allied cause, had consumed it. Well, nothing too good for our GIs was my father’s philosophical position, though I knew he wished the GIs had realized what delicate wines they had got so uproariously drunk on only because they had run out of beer and bourbon.


A year later, after the German surrender, the wine broker’s jubilant letter came: In fact, the GIs had drunk an entirely different lot of wine! My father’s was after all secure, and would be shipped in a matter of weeks; which indeed it was.


A few years after that, for insurance purposes, my father brought in a French oenologist to assess his cellar. The Frenchman, whose English was insecure, spent a half hour surveying the wines, taking notes. After he was done he came up to my father’s study and said solemnly, “Your wine is valueless.”


“Oh?” my father said. “I have thought it very fine wine.”


“That’s what I said,” the expert replied. “Valueless!” It was with some relief that it dawned on us what a Frenchman can do in search of the English word “priceless.”


Father was devoted to his ten children, and he desired very much that he should have no estate left for the government to tax, to which end he distributed every year as much as he could of his assets. He did this with so much success that when, the year before he died, he instructed his secretary to make the usual arrangements to take him to Bad Gastein late in the summer, where he went to escape a debilitating hay fever, he was informed that he could not afford to travel to Austria with his wife and entourage (he had had a stroke and needed a practical nurse) because he had no money. He found this hilarious, and so did his ten children. Forswearing the opportunity to act like the dreadful daughters of King Lear, we provided for him. When after his death his will was probated, we each received a check for forty-four dollars. There could never have been such posthumous content as the size of those checks must have given my father.


The jolt came when, a few months after that, a revenue agent appeared. He wanted to look at the deceased’s wine cellar. My father had absentmindedly forgotten to list it as an asset, or to give it away to his children.


But our consolation was prolonged. Year after year, for over twenty years, whenever we gathered at Great Elm, we would be served the wines Father had accumulated, those lovely things that had slept peacefully, gaining flavor and enhancing their power to delight, through a world war and several occupations. It is a wonderful way to remember one’s benefactors, isn’t it? To drink wine in their memory?









Wine: One Man’s Happy Experiences


As a junior wine collector, I had my own adventures, recorded in this piece written in 1985. [image: ][image: ]


 


 


My father’s approach to wine collecting was quite simple and direct: he would order the best wines (of contemporary vintage) that could be bought. He used them in moderation, and his cellar, when he died, contained about 7,500 bottles—great Bordeaux, and Burgundies, and Sauternes, and Loires, a few Spanish wines, nothing from California (my father died in 1958, before which I don’t remember that California grew potable wines).


Last Thanksgiving, twenty-six years after his death, we drank the last of his wine. The family rule was that Father’s wines would be reserved for joint consumption. They were too valuable, too special, for routine use by any of the sons or daughters or in-laws who, in the absence of the interdict, would have needed only the energy sufficient to walk a few steps to the wine cellar.


So . . . we developed our own cellars.


This required a certain reorientation. Before long, we had dissipated not only most of his cellar, but also much of his patrimony, so that the question for us was, How do you find a drinkable wine that doesn’t cost too much money?


The question has been addressed universally, and every third wine column one reads highlights that season’s buys. But recommendations by others, we all know, while worth pursuing, are not worth betting on, for so simple a reason as that palates differ, and in the last analysis one does not care if the other nine people in the room like a particular wine: if you do not like it, you do not want to stock it. On the other hand, if you have enjoyed wine of different kinds frequently with someone else and your evaluations nicely correspond, year after year, then you have made not only a friend, but a wine clone. My friend Jack Heinz and I, having jointly appreciated the same wines on a hundred different occasions, made a pact in the early seventies that we would limit our purchasing to white wines we could get for three dollars a bottle, red wines for four dollars a bottle. Those who have feasted at Jack Heinz’s table will believe that if this story is true, Heinz has mastered not only the art of making ketchup, but also the art of alchemy. No. He has a cellar of vintage wines he raids for special occasions. We are talking about house-wine drinking.


Well, here are the rules I have decocted from the experience, and I give them out while acknowledging that they cannot be put into universal practice. Books on how to ski are not particularly useful to those living in the tropics. But here goes:


The first rule is to make a connection with a genial vintner. Mine is a gentleman called Bill Sokolin of New York City, whose enthusiasm for wine is the animating enthusiasm of his life. I remember the description of one of the characters in Randall Jarrell’s Pictures from an Institution. Jarrell wrote of Professor Daudier, a man of letters. “There were two things he was crazy about, the thirteenth century and Greek; if the thirteenth century had spoken Greek I believe it would have killed him not to have been alive in it.” So one might say that it would positively have killed Bill Sokolin if he had been born, say, in Saudi Arabia. I suspect both his hands and both his feet would have been amputated by the time he was sixteen, because Bill Sokolin cannot be kept from wine tasting.




[image: ]





When I first knew him, back in the sixties, he recommended to me that I make a serious “investment” in a wine cellar. (When vintners want you to buy a lot of wine, they will use the word “investment.”) I talked myself into thinking that what I would do is buy twice as much wine as I was likely to use in twenty years. Keep it for ten years, then sell one-half of it for enough to pay for the cost of the whole. That way, I explained cheerfully to my siblings and others who would listen, I would in fact be drinking wine free for the rest of my life.


Well, of course, funny-money schemes don’t work in any medium. When, after ten years, I found that indeed the dollar value of my wine had doubled, there arose the question: How could I sell it? The answer in Connecticut, where I and the wine live, is: You cannot sell it. Not a single bottle. Because if you do, you are acting as a wine merchant. And wine merchants need to be licensed as such. If you sell a bottle of wine without a license, the penalty is a fine plus the confiscation of your entire cellar! Accordingly, I was left with the excruciating fate of having more wine than I could drink, an oxymoron I have managed to adjust to.


So the wines I paid three and four dollars for were, fifteen or twenty years later, fine wines, some of them what my colleague William Rusher calls oh-my-God wines. Among them are some of the standbys, like Beychevelle, Brane-Cantenac, Ducru-Beaucaillou, Lynch-Bages, Troplong-Mondot, Léoville Poyferré, and Figeac. But Sokolin introduced me also to Château Livran, which until I tasted the Serradayres from Portugal I thought the best inexpensive red wine I had ever tasted. I learned from him about the Château Raspail, whose 1967 is a wine that widens the eyes of the most cosmopolitan gourmets. And some of the wines changed along the way. There was the Mirassou Cabernet from California, which I very nearly returned on tasting it. But either I forgot about it or else I decided that since California harvested Reagan, I’d give it a second chance. Ten years later it was superb. The whites were less successful, but the Montagny was splendid, and the Soleil Blanc superb.


But the layaway private wine cellar does not answer the quotidian demands of lively social households in which a fair amount of entertaining goes on. And it is here one can hope to be useful with a simple hint. It is this: Never consent to taste wines that, should it happen that they meet the Heinz–Buckley formula (which has inflated [as of 1985] to ten dollars per bottle), you can’t then go out and buy in quantity. Nothing is more frustrating than to find a good cheap wine and then discover that there are two and one half cases left of it in all of New York. I bought thirty cases of a Château Livran from Sokolin at under three dollars a bottle, and my guests have gasped with pleasure on tasting it.


White wines are harder to handle, and the H–B formula strains at the ten-dollar tether. On the whole, I begin by checking out the Portuguese inventory. The wines there are almost uniformly underpriced. Now, most of the whites deserve to be underpriced, but every once in a while you land one, as with the vinhos frescos, though the supply is irregular, and not copious. Then look at Italy. People tend to forget that Italy exports twice as much wine as France, and a good Italian wine tends to be cheaper than a good French wine, even with the dollar triumphant over the franc. White California wine is, or rather tends to be (there are always exceptions), out-of-sight expensive. Or out-of-sight awful. There is nothing more dismaying than to approach the bar at one of those large affairs, ask for a glass of white wine, and see that gallon jug of California Chablis tilted over a poor, defenseless glass, causing you to close your eyes and recall the white wine you had aboard the airplane that day, which was worse.


It would be a tempting profession, wine purchaser for an airline. The wisecrack that you need to begin with wines that travel well is shopworn. Never mind what travel does to them. You need to begin with wines that taste good. I have been served wines aboard fancy airlines that almost certainly cost a lot more than my budget wines, but which were affronts to the taste. It has got to be that someone is in charge of purchasing who simply does not know, or does not care. Or—I remember one wine, aboard an airline, that convinced me, on tasting it, that the man/woman/monster who had chosen it (a) hated wine and (b) hated people who drink wine. That purchaser must be very happy, as he reflects on all those wine drinkers he has succeeded in making unhappy at mealtime.


It is wonderfully comforting to reflect that the New Testament speaks other than invidiously of wine. There is always the sin of excess, and I comply with the biblical injunctions against greed by making it a hard-and-fast rule never to pay excessive prices for wine. Meanwhile, one has to acknowledge the pleasure and satisfaction it gives. And resolve to set aside just a few special bottles as a part of our patrimony. Our children should be helped to smile when they think back on us.









William Frank Buckley, 1881–1958


I wrote the obituary notice for National Review about this remarkable man. [image: ][image: ]


 


 


The vital statistics are that he grew up in Texas and as the oldest son undertook, upon the premature death of his father, to look after the health and welfare of his mother, and the education of his three brothers and two sisters. He did this, and supported himself at the University of Texas by teaching Spanish, which he had mastered while living as a boy on the frontier. He went to Mexico to practice law, and saw the revolution against the benevolent and autocratic Porfirio Díaz, and what followed in its wake—and learned, and never forgot, his distrust of revolutionary ideology.


There are not many alive who knew him then, but those who are remember keenly the intelligence, the wit, the largeheartedness, and—always—the high principle, which brought him a singular eminence in the community. That eminence the American government repeatedly acknowledged, as when three successive secretaries of state called on him for guidance; as when the Wilson administration offered him the civil governorship of Vera Cruz (he refused indignantly); as when he was called by the Senate Foreign Relations Committee as the premier American expert on the tangled affairs of Mexico. And in 1921, the end of the line: exile from Mexico. At that he was lucky. For he had indeed materially aided a counterrevolutionary movement. The fact that the counterrevolutionaries were decent men, and those in power barbarians, does not alter the political reality, which is that it is a very dangerous business indeed to back an unsuccessful insurrection—and he knew it, and barely escaped with his skin.


He had married, and had had three children, and would have seven more, all of whom survive him. He launched a business in Venezuela, and his fortunes fluctuated. But as children we were never aware of his tribulations. We knew only that the world revolved about him, and that whether what we needed was a bicycle, or an excuse to stay away from school for a day, or the answer to an anguished account of a personal problem, he was there to fill the need, and when he thought the request exorbitant, or improper, he would, by a word, bring us gently to earth. He worshipped three earthly things: learning, beauty, and his family. He satisfied his lust for the first by reading widely, and by imposing on his lawless brood an unusual pedagogical regimen (recounted on pp. 11–16). The second impulse he gratified by a meticulous attention to every shrub, every stick of furniture that composed his two incomparable homes. The third he served by a constant, inexplicit tenderness to his wife and children, of which the many who witnessed it have not, they say, often seen the like.


In his anxiety for the well-being of his country his three passions fused. Here in America was the beauty, the abundance, that he revered; here in the political order was the fruit of centuries of learning; here his wife, and his ten children, and his thirty-one grandchildren would live, as long as he lived, and years after. So he encouraged us to stand by our country and our principles. To his encouragement, moral and material, National Review owes its birth and early life. It was only two weeks ago that, crippled and convalescent in Austria, he registered, in turn, joy, and indignation, and amusement, and sadness, as his wife read aloud to him from the latest issue of this chronicle of America’s glories and misadventures.


My father died last week at seventy-seven, and we take leave of him in the pages of the journal which had become his principal enthusiasm. We pray God his spirited soul to keep.









Aloïse Steiner Buckley, 1895–1985


I also wrote my mother’s obituary notice for National Review, and then reworked it for use as the epilogue to my book Nearer, My God, which I dedicated to her. [image: ][image: ]


 


 


My mother worshipped God as intensely as the saint transfixed. And his companionship was to her as that of an old and very dear friend. Perhaps somewhere else one woman has walked through so many years charming so many people by her warmth and diffidence and humor and faith. If so, I wish I might have known her.


The great house where my mother brought us up in Connecticut still stands, condominiums now. But the call of the South, where she and my father were both born, was strong, and in the mid-thirties they restored an antebellum house in Camden, South Carolina, where we spent the winter months. There she was wonderfully content, making others happy by her vivacity, her delicate beauty, her habit of seeing the best in everyone, the humorous spark in her eye. She never lost a Southern innocence.


Her cosmopolitanism was unmistakably Made-in-America. She spoke fluent French and Spanish with unswerving inaccuracy. My father, who loved her more even than he loved to tease her, and

whose knowledge of Spanish was flawless, once remarked that in forty years she had never placed a masculine article in front of a masculine noun, or a feminine article in front of a feminine noun; except on one occasion, when she accidentally stumbled on the correct sequence—whereupon she stopped (unheard of in her case, so unstoppably did she aggress against the language) and corrected herself by changing the article: the result being that she now spoke, in Spanish, of the latest encyclical of Pius XII, the Potato of Rome (“Pio XII, la Papa de Roma”). She would smile, and laugh compassionately, as though the joke had been at someone else’s expense, and perhaps play a little with her pearls, just above the piece of lace she always wore in the V of the soft dresses that covered her diminutive frame.


Her anxiety to do the will of God was more than ritual. I wrote her once early in 1963. Much of our youth had been spent in South Carolina, and the cultural coordinates of our household were Southern. But the times required that we look Southern conventions like Jim Crow hard in the face, and so I asked her how she could reconcile Christian fraternity with the separation of the races, a convention as natural in the South for a hundred years after the Civil War as women’s suffrage became natural in the twentieth century. She wrote, “My darling Bill: This is not an answer to your letter, for I cannot answer it too quickly. It came this morning, and, of course, I went as soon as possible to the Blessed Sacrament in our quiet beautiful little church here. And, dear Bill, I prayed so hard for humility and for wisdom and for guidance from the Holy Spirit. I know He will help me to answer your questions as He thinks they should be answered. I must pray longer before I do this.”


There were rules she lived by, chief among them those she understood God to have specified. And although Father was the unchallenged source of authority at home, Mother was unchallengeably in charge of arrangements in a house crowded with ten children and as many tutors, servants, and assistants. By the end of the thirties her children ranged in age from one to twenty-one, and an inbuilt sense of appropriate parietal arrangements governed the hour at which each of us should be back from wherever we were—at the movies, at a dance, hearing Frank Sinatra sing in Pawling, New York. The convention was inflexible. On returning, each of us would push, on one of the house’s intercoms, the button that said, “ASB.” The exchange, whether at ten, when she was still awake, or at two, when she had been two hours asleep, was always the same.


“It’s me, Mother.”


“Good night, darling.”


If—as hardly ever happened—it became truly late, and her mind had not recorded the repatriation of all of us, she would rise and walk to the room of the missing child. If the child was there, she would return to sleep, and remonstrate the next day on the neglected intercom call. If not there, she would wait up, and demand an explanation. I doubt she’d have noticed, half asleep, if the person on the other end of the line had been God Himself, her most reliable friend, and lover.


[image: ]


On my father’s seventy-fifth birthday she raised her glass to say, “Darling, here’s to fifteen more years together, and then we’ll both go.” But my father died two years later. Her grief was profound, and she emerged from it through the solvent of prayer, her belief in submission to a divine order, and her irrepressible delight in her family and friends. Six years later her daughter Maureen died at age thirty-one, and she struggled to fight her desolation, though not with complete success. Her oldest daughter, Aloïse, died five years after Maureen. And then, three months before her own death, her son John. She was by then in a retirement home, totally absentminded; she knew us all, but was vague about when last she had seen us, or where, and was given to making references every now and then to “Will” (her husband) and the trip they planned next week to Paris, or Mexico. But when John died she sensed what had happened, and instructed her nurse (she was endearingly under the impression that she owned the establishment in which she had quarters) to drive her to the cemetery, and there, unknown to us until later that afternoon, she witnessed from inside her car, at the edge of an assembly of cars, her oldest son being lowered into the earth. He had been visiting her every day, often taking her to a local restaurant for lunch, and her grief was, by her standards, convulsive; but she did not break her rule—she never broke it—which was never, ever to complain; because, she explained, she could never repay God the favors He had done her, no matter what tribulations she might be made to suffer.


Ten years before Mother died, my wife and I arrived in Sharon from New York much later than we had expected. Mother had given up waiting for us, so we went directly to the guest room. There was a little slip of blue paper on the bedside lamp, another on the door to the bathroom, a third on the mirror. They were love notes, on her three-by-five notepaper. Little valentines of welcome, as though we were back from circling the globe. There was no sensation to match the timbre of her pleasure on hearing from you when you called her on the telephone, or the vibration of her embrace when she laid eyes on you. Some things truly are unique.


Five days before she died, one week having gone by without her having spoken—though she clutched the hands of her children and grandchildren as we came to visit, came to say goodbye—the nurse brought her from the bathroom to the armchair and (inflexible rule) put on her lipstick, and the touch of rouge, and the pearls. Suddenly, and for the first time since the terminal descent had begun a fortnight earlier, she reached out for her mirror. With effort she raised it in front of her, and then said, a teasing smile on her face as she turned to the nurse, “Isn’t it amazing that anyone so old can be so beautiful?”


The answer was, Yes, it was amazing that anyone could be so beautiful.
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God and Man at Yale


My first book, God and Man at Yale, was widely read and rejected as something of an effrontery, or even as protofascist thought. When the publisher undertook to bring out a twenty-fifth-anniversary edition, he asked for a comprehensive introduction to the book, describing the circumstances that brought me to write it and the critical reception it was given. I spent time reviewing the heavy critical seas of 1951, which were rough, varied, and engulfing. But then literary devastation, or attempts at it, can be very readable, and here what they said, and how they said it, is preserved.


To young inquisitive friends, I say: Don’t bother to read the book, but do read the introduction. [image: ][image: ]


 


 


I was still familiar with the arguments of God and Man at Yale when Henry Regnery, its original publisher, asked whether I would furnish a fresh introduction to a reissue of it. But I had not looked at the book itself since I had finally closed its covers, six months after its publication in the fall of 1951. It had caused a most fearful row and required me over a period of several months to spend considerable time rereading what I had written, sometimes to check what I remembered having said against a reviewer’s rendition of it; sometimes to reassure myself on one or another point. The prospect of rereading it a quarter-century later, in order to write this introduction, was uninviting.


Granted, my reluctance was mostly for stylistic reasons. I was twenty-four when I began writing the book, freshly married, living in a suburb of New Haven, and teaching a course in beginning Spanish at Yale University. I had had help, notably from Frank Chodorov, the gentle, elderly anarchist, friend and disciple of Albert Jay Nock, pamphleteer, editor, founder of the Intercollegiate Society of Individualists, a fine essayist whose thought turned on a single spit: all the reasons why one should be distrustful of state activity, round and round, and round again. And help, also, from Willmoore Kendall, at that time a tenured associate professor of political science at Yale, on leave of absence in Washington, where he worked for an army think tank (“Every time I ask Yale for a leave of absence,” he once remarked, “I find it insultingly cooperative”).


Kendall had greatly influenced me as an undergraduate. He was a conservative, all right, but invariably he gave the impression that he was being a conservative because he was surrounded by liberals; that he’d have been a revolutionist if that had been required in order to be socially disruptive. Those were the days when the Hiss–Chambers case broke, when Senator McCarthy was first heard from, when the leaders of the Communist Party were prosecuted at Foley Square and sentenced to jail for violating the Smith Act. That conviction greatly incensed Kendall’s colleagues, and a meeting of the faculty was called for the special purpose of discussing this outrage against civil liberties and framing appropriate articles of indignation. Kendall listened for two hours and then raised his hand to recite an exchange he had had that morning with the colored janitor who cleaned the fellows’ suites at Pierson College.


“Is it true, professor”—Kendall, with his Oklahoma drawl, idiosyncratically Oxfordized while he studied as a Rhodes scholar in England, imitated the janitor—“Is it true, professor, dat dere’s people in New York City who want to . . . destroy the guvamint of the United States?”


“Yes, Oliver, that is true,” Willmoore had replied.


“Well, why don’t we lock ’em up?”


That insight, Kendall informed his colleagues, reflected more political wisdom than he had heard from the entire faculty of Yale’s political science department since the meeting began. Thus did Kendall make his way through Yale, endearing himself on all occasions.


Kendall was a genius of sorts, and his posthumous reputation continues to grow; but not very long after this book was published he proposed to Yale that the matter of their mutual incompatibility be settled by Yale’s buying up his contract, which Yale elatedly agreed to do, paying over forty thousand dollars to relieve itself of his alien presence. Willmoore Kendall went over the manuscript of God and Man at Yale and, as a matter of fact, was responsible for the provocative arrangement of a pair of sentences that got me into more trouble than any others in the book. Since any collusion or suspected collusion in this book was deemed a form of high treason at Yale, I have always believed that the inhospitable treatment of Kendall (after all, there were other eccentrics at Yale who survived) may in part have been traceable to his suspected association with it and to his very public friendship with me (he became a founding senior editor of National Review while still at Yale).


You see, the rumors that the book was being written had got around. They caused considerable consternation at Woodbridge Hall, which is Yale’s White House. Yale had a brand-new president, A. Whitney Griswold, and he had not yet acquired the savoir faire of high office (when the controversy raged, Dwight Macdonald commented that Yale’s authorities “reacted with all the grace and agility of an elephant cornered by a mouse”—but more on that later). I remember, while doing the research, making an appointment with a professor of economics who privately deplored the hot collectivist turn taken by the economics faculty after the war. At Yale—at least this was so when I was there—the relations between faculty and students (properly speaking I was no longer a student, having graduated in the spring) were wonderfully genial, though (again, this is how it was) there was no confusing who was the professor, who the student. I told him I was there to collect information about the left turn taken in the instruction of economics, and he reacted as a Soviet bureaucrat might have when questioned by a young KGB investigator on the putative heterodoxy of Josef Stalin. He told me, maintaining civility by his fingernails, that he would simply not discuss the subject with me in any way. It was not so, however, in my research dealing with the treatment of religion at Yale, perhaps because I ambushed my Protestant friends. I asked the then president of Dwight Hall, the Protestant student organization, if he would bring together the chaplain and the half-dozen persons, staff and undergraduate, centrally concerned with religion to hear one afternoon my chapter on religion at Yale. Everyone came. I read them the chapter that appears in this book—save only the paragraph concerning Yale’s chaplain, the Reverend Sidney Lovett. (I did not want to express even the tenderest criticism of him in Dwight Hall.) Three or four suggestions of a minor kind were made by members of the audience, and these corrections I entered. I wish I had recorded the episode in the book, because a great deal was subsequently made of the alleged singularity of my criticisms and of the distinctiveness of my position as a Roman Catholic. All that would have been difficult for the critics to say if they had known that the chapter had been read out verbatim to the half-dozen Protestant officials most intimately informed about the religious life of Yale, all of whom had acknowledged the validity of my findings, while dissociating themselves from my prescriptions.


I sent the completed manuscript to Henry Regnery in Chicago in April, and he instantly accepted it for publication. I had waited until then formally to apprise the president, Mr. Griswold, of the forthcoming event. We had crossed paths, never swords, several times while I was undergraduate chairman of the Yale Daily News. The conversation on the telephone was reserved, but not heated. He thanked me for the civility of a formal notification and told me that he knew I was at work on such a book, and that he respected my right to make my views known. I was grateful that he did not ask to see a copy of the manuscript, as I knew there would be eternal wrangling on this point or the other.


But a week or so later I had a telephone call from an elderly tycoon with a huge opinion of himself. William Rogers Coe is mentioned in the book. He advised me that he knew about the manuscript and had splendid tidings for me: namely, I could safely withdraw the book because he, Mr. Coe, had got the private assurance of President Griswold that great reforms at Yale were under way and that conservative principles were in the ascendancy, so why bother to publish a book that would merely stir things up? I gasped at the blend of naïveté and effrontery. But although I had observed the phenomenon, I was not yet as conversant as I would quickly become with the ease with which rich and vain men are manipulated by skillful educators. As a matter of fact, men who are not particularly rich or vain are pretty easy to manipulate also.


I did attempt in my correspondence with Mr. Coe to make one point that especially bears repeating. It is this: that a very recent graduate is not only supremely qualified, but uniquely qualified, to write about the ideological impact of an education he has experienced. I was asked recently whether I would “update” this book, to which the answer was very easy: This book cannot be updated, at least not by me. I could undertake this only if I were suddenly thirty years younger, slipped past the admissions committee of Yale University in a red wig, and enrolled in the courses that serve as ideological pressure points; if I listened to the conversation of students and faculty, participated in the debates, read the college paper every day, read the textbooks, heard the classroom inflections, and compared notes with other students in other courses. For years and years after this book came out I would receive letters from Yale alumni asking for an authoritative account of “how the situation at Yale is now.” After about three or four years I wrote that I was incompetent to give such an account. I am as incompetent to judge Yale education today as most of the critics who reviewed this book were incompetent to correct me when I judged it twenty-five years ago. Only the man who makes the voyage can speak truly about it. I knew that most of my own classmates would disagree with me on any number of matters, most especially on my prescriptions. But at another level I’d have been surprised to find disagreement. Dwight Macdonald was among the few who spotted the point, though I don’t think in his piece for The Reporter on the controversy he gave it quite the emphasis it deserved. But he did say, “Nor does Buckley claim any sizable following among the undergraduates. They have discussed his book intensively—and critically. Richard Coulson (’52) notes in the Yale Alumni Magazine that ‘it is a greater topic of serious and casual conversation than any philosophical or educational question that has been debated in quite a few years. . . . In contrast to many of their elders the majority has not been blinded with surprise or carried away with rage at either Buckley or the Corporation by his claim that individualism, religion and capitalism are not being propounded strongly both in and out of the classroom. The undergraduate feels that this particular observation is correct.’”


Well then, why republish God and Man at Yale in 1977, if it tells the story of Yale in 1950? The question is fair. I suppose a sufficient reason for republishing it is that the publisher has experienced a demand for it. Not, obviously, from people who desire to know the current ideological complexion at Yale—they will have to probe for an answer to that question elsewhere—but from whoever it is who is curious to know how one student, a Christian conservative, experienced and reacted to a postwar education at Yale University, and wants to read the document that caused such a huge fuss; and those who are curious—the purpose of this introduction, I suppose—about what, a quarter-century later, the author might have to say (if anything) about his original contentions, and the reaction to them. I do have some thoughts about the arguments of this book (which I have reread with great embarrassment at the immaturity of my expression—I wish Messrs. Chodorov and Kendall had used more blue pencil) and about the sociology of the educational controversy. It is extremely interesting how people react to the telling of the truth. We all know that, but should not tire of learning even more about it. But the problems raised by God and Man at Yale are most definitely with us yet. Some of the predictions made in it have already been realized. Some of the questions are still open. Some of the arguments appear antiquarian; others fresh, even urgent.
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