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Interview With

PAUL GREEN

Note: The following interview will be printed in
{wo installments, the second to be printed in the
Spring Issue, and the opinions expressed herein do
not necessarily reflect the views of the staff or of
the administration of the College.

Interviewer:
regional writer?

Mr. Green: Well, the word regional, I guess,
is a good word for any writer to cling to as a
definition or delimitation of interests. But you
might ask, do you consider yourself even a writer,
whether regional, national, local color, or what
not.

Well, I suppose, I do regard myself as a regional
writer, maybe even more local than that, sec-
tional, or local color, or what not. Most of my
writing, except for the movies and these sym-
phonic dramas, has been connected with a small
section of North Carolina down in the eastern
part of the state, poor whites, Negroes, mules,
dogs, chickens, and all that sort of thing.

Do you regard yourself as a

Interviewer: Do you feel that the North Caro-
lina background still remains an undeveloped area
in so far as fiction goes?

Mr. Green: Well, what do you mean by North
Carolina background? Do you mean North Caro-
lina life? North Carolina customs? Well, pretty
much so. We've had the good work of that pioneer
down there at Southern Pines, my old friend
James Boyd who wrote Drums, Marching On, Long
Hunt, Roll River—some very fine historical novels.
Then, we've had a few earlier ones, you know,
Christian Reid and folks you’ve never heard of
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these days, but I heard of long ago. And of course
we have Inglis Fletcher’s good, honest, fine work;
and we have quite a number of people who are
working in that field; and, so, I think we are
making progress.

Interviewer: Do you feel that North Carolina
has been neglected in fiction?

Mr. Green: Well, if you mean North Carolina
has neglected herself in fiction, why, of course.
Just as she neglected herself in all the arts, in all
the sciences, and in all the great philosophies.
North Carolina has never done her part in that
glorious entourage of eponym spirits. We haven’t
had ever a first-rate composer, never a first-rate
poet, never a first-rate scientist, that I know of,
and we have had one first-rate sort of lyric novelist
in Thomas Wolfe. You’d hardly call him a novel-
ist. He’s a kind of a poetic, autobiographical.
soaring voice. And, so, when we say North Caro-
lina has been neglected, if you mean has she been
done wrong by other people, why, heck no. Any
kind of lack that North Carolina has had she
has had through her own niggardly, lazy, poor
white point of view about the arts. Well, I could
talk for hours on that, so the answer is No.

Interviewer: What are some of your favorite
books on North Carolina life?

Mr. Green: Well, of course, I've liked a lot of
individual books. We have here tonight one of our
distinguished writers, Mr. Pierce. I've liked his
work. TI’'ve liked Hugh Lefler’s historical stuff;
and, as a young fellow picking cotton, I walked
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under the spell of John Charles McNeill, the poet
who used to live down on the Lumbee River and
down in Laurinburg. He used to work on the
Charlotte Observer and wrote a couple of books
full of nostalgia. He almost had the real stuff,
and he had something—Songs Merry and Sad and
Lyrics From Cottonland.

Interviewer: Do you feel that being a South-
ener has its advantages for writing?

Mr. Green: Now that’s a good question. In a
way it does. Maybe, yes and no. You got to re-
member that there was a Concord school up there
in New England, and they put out Longfellow, Al-
cott, Emily Dickinson, Hawthorne, Whittier, Low-
ell, William Cullen Bryant. They had more or
less of a coolish, Emersonian environment. So
you say, how do they turn out to be that? Well,
somebody started breeding climate; and others
added to it; and it got to be the thing to do, and so
on. Well, in the South if experience is the first
need for writing, then the South has had more
experience than any other part of the country. It
has experienced more hate; of course you have the
abolitionists in the North but they were scattered.
But there has been more hate in the South, more
anger, more prejudice. There has been more sin,
more sense of guilt; there has been more frustra-
tion, more imagination. Still is, in the South.
There has been more of the orator poet reach in
the South. The South is acquainted with sin, more
than any other part of the country. The South is
the part of the nation that has suffered the humil-
iation of military defeat. We've been occupied.
This hill here was occupied by Sherman’s soldiers.
The University was occupied. We had the carpet-
baggers, the hate of the carpetbaggers, we had the
Ku Klux here. My own uncle in Harnett County
started the Ku Klux there and waited on old Reu-
ben. He was a young Negro. Been talking sassy.
And he opened the door, and Heck Gaskins was in
front of my Uncle Heck. (They were both named
Heck). Old Reuben had an axe and killed Heck
Gaskins with the axe, and my Uncle Heck shot
Reuben six times. Left him dying on the floor, he
thought. Well, I lived to cut wheat in the fields
with Old Reuben. He loved Uncle Heck better than
his brother. When they would meet, they were bud-
dies. So, we had more love, more friendship. The
love between the Negro and the white is something
wonderful to behold in the South. Has been. So,
the material out of which art, writing and music
can be made is here. We are just full of the drip
of human tears. So, that if we can get rolling and
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keep rolling, we might very well produce the great
renaissance. We’'ve had sporadic people like
Faulkner, Wolfe, Eudora Welty, Tennessee Wil-
liams, Red Warren, and these that are making this
splash who, well Tom not so much, play a lot on
violence . . . yes.

Interviewer: Do you feel that recent develop-
ments have borne out the wisdom of the Supreme
Court decision concerning integration?

Mr. Green: 1 talked to Carl Sandburg about
this. I said, “Carl, let’s get out a statement.” He
said, “Hell, letum fight, letum fight.” He said,
“People gotta bleed, you know, kill each other and
so on.” And he said, “I’'m busy.” Like old Arch-
imedes, he was drawing some figures in a tub of
sand. He invented all kinds of things, discovered
specific gravity. And the Roman soldiers captured
the town and there was a shadow behind him.
And he said, “Please stand out of the light.” Well,
it made this Roman soldier mad, and he killed
him, you know. Well I told Carl, “Don’t you see
him?” Well, he said, “I got my poetry to write.”
“Still there is a Roman soldier in the room with
a spear. He’s here.” “No,” he said, “No.” I told

+ Carl, “Don’t you see him?”

Well, it’s a question of right and wrong, I re-
member talking to the President of the United
States once as a humble citizen, and he said you
couldn’t settle things today on the basis of right
and wrong. I said, “What do you settle them on ?”
He said, “Expediency.” So I figured to myself I
wouldn’t vote for him next time, because I re-
membered George Washington who said that a
nation was like a man, that it should have some
code of honor, its obligations were sacred, its
word was its bond. So here was the President of
the United States saying you can’t do business
that way. You’ve got to be expedient.

Well, what’s right? Was the Supreme Court
right? It was right, it was right. Then the events
that follow something that is right may be the
events caused by people who are wrong. So, when
you ask me, “Have the events borne out the wis-
dom?” I have to answer that there are certain
events. Some were caused by a man named Fau-
bus. His events did not prove the unwisdom of
the Supreme Court but proved the foolishness,
the narrowness of Faubus.

But, it is right that a man is a man. Jesus Christ
said so, and I believe it. When he said, “Suffer
little children to come unto me for such is the
Kingdom of Heaven,” he didn’t say let the brown
ones stay back or the black ones hide, bring on
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the white ones. When Charlie Aycock said, “I
want to educate all the people,” somebody said,
“Godamighty, you mean all?” He said, “I mean
all.”” The Governor of North Carolina, not too
long ago, told me right in there, “I believe the
way you do.” I said, “Why?’ He said, “I have
to play it the other way.” He’s told me that twice.
He believes, but he says we have to go slow. I
said, “How slow?” Three hundred years we have
been here; 1660 North Carolina started down
there in the Currituck Peninsula. Over twelve
million Negroes have lived and died here. Not six
have reached their full potential. They work out
here for me. Some with voices, they talk down
around low C. Great voices, Lawrence Tibbetts in
the Metropolitan. Could be, but never will be,
until the Supreme Court has made its ruling. So
we rob nobody but ourselves. A fellow came over
here from Kinston, said, ‘“Jesus Christ, we people
down in Kinston have built a four hundred
thousand dollar school for the Negroes.” 1 said,
“Yes, and I'm sure tired of building for the Ne-
groes; I want them to build for themselves. Pay
their own taxes, get them up from here.” So I told
Luther Hodges, “No wonder you go hunting for
industry, but if over a million Negroes in North
Carolina got good wages, were lawyers, doctors,
owned farms, you wouldn’t have to hunt indus-
ry.”

About the time you fellows were ten years old,
they had in North Carolina black arithmetic and
white arithmetic. A Negro teacher with an A cer-
tificate couldn’t get as good a price as a white
teacher with an A certificate. Well, now they get
the same pay with an A certificate. Nobody’s
been hurt. So, right here in Chapel Hill, there
are three or four hundred Negro boys and girls,
fine bright minds but will never go to college,
will never realize their full potential because they
haven’t got money to go on. But they could go
here, they could work on Saturday and at nights,
they could somehow, they could borrow from the
loan fund. So what a stupid thing, when a person
just because he happens to be darker than some-
one else has to sue for his rights. And Thomas
Jefferson said that the purpose of a Government
is to see that the talents of its people come to
fruition. The Negro race is a talented race. So,
every time we kick them down we rob not only
them but ourselves.

Of course, we are losing the confidence of the
world, because we have been so slow. This hor-
rible thing down in Mississippi, Emmet Till and
this Parker boy—You young fellows gonna see
things done right. You see, we wear this Christian
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religion as something in our lapel. We don’t
really believe in Jesus Christ. We go to Church
and we pray to him and we adopt him as our folk
God to fit our folk mores. But if you really be-
lieve what that Man said, “Brotherhood: I am
my brother’s keeper,” why yes, yes, yes. Jesus
Christ didn’t know this prejudice. And He
would have been the first to have said, Yes the
Supreme Court is right, but a bit slow. But,
thank God, they have given the truth, that is
that no man is to be denied his rights because of
his color. So the events have simply bubbled up,
some due to prejudice, some to ignorance. So, as
the Attorney General said to me, “Green, you're
reckless.” And I said to him, “Yeah, and you are
too damn slow.” So we had quits. Some due to
recklessness, some due to the tardiness, and so on.
So, it has got to be, it’s got to be, and we have got
to come to it. We have got a dull, dead fellow up
there in Washington named Sam Ervin. I was
in school with him, and I asked myself, “What
did they teach Sam Ervin here at the University ?”
They didn’t teach much. Somehow, they didn’t
reach him. So he fought this thing all the way
down. I was in Asia and saw the results—the
reaction of Asia to the Supreme Court. It made
a tremendous difference.

Interviewer: Do you feel that an important
purpose is filled by undergraduate courses in writ-
ing and college literary magazines?

Mr. Green: Yes, I certainly do. I think that
is all good, just like playing tennis, and baseball.
You got to get out on the sandlot. You got to,
you know, try. You gotta practice, practice, and
this—all is encouraging — gives encouragement,
gives a chance to practice. And it is a wonderful
thing. We ought to have more of it everywhere.
They even give doctor’s degrees at some of the
Universities. And that is all good because you
can’t do anything unless you try. And practice
makes perfect, or, anyway, helps. So this is a
wonderful thing, this thing you are doing down
there, this magazine, there’s nothing like it. There
is a fellow coming here tomorrow from Reader’s
Digest, and he’s a nice fellow; we were talking
on the phone today, and he says that he never
gets over opening that letter and seeing that check
in there for something he’s written. And he learn-
ed, started writing for the magazine in college.
Tom Wolfe used to write here at the University
for the magazine, just kept it full of stuff. Gave
him a chance to practice. And that’s good—it’s
wonderful.
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COMMENT TO REBEL READERS

Spring Quarter, 1958, a group of students and
a member of the English faculty decided that
East Carolina College ought to have a literary
magazine. This was a natural decision as far as
they were concerned because they were creative
writers, and they recognized the need for a crea-
tive outlet for the student body as a whole. On
our campus there were many activities that pro-
vided an opportunity for self expression, but
there was none offering a goal, an outlet, or a
challenge, specifically for the creative writer.
Through their efforts and initiative, The Rebel
was first published. This group limited by a
meager number of copies for a fast growing
campus, by inadequate financial support, and an
idea evoking almost no response, succeeded in
presenting East Carolina College with a publica-
tion that has made the initial steps toward a real
creative potential. When the plans were made
for the first issue, and material was being sought,
there was no guarantee of any later issue. At
the beginning of the 1958-59 school year. The
Rebel was guaranteed its existence for only three
issues. These three issues were a critical period.
Lack of copies prohibited an adequate introduc-
tion of The Rebel to the people on campus. Over
half the student body never saw a copy. It
was almost impossible to encourage students to
submit their work to a publication of which so
few were aware. Another formidable problem

was the organization of an enthusiastic staff will-
ing to spend time on a project with so little future.
Then the question was asked, “Does this magazine
really serve a purpose?’ This question was
answered at a meeting of the Student Govern-
ment in the Spring of 1959 when they voted
unanimously to continue The Rebel. With the
school year of 1959-1960 The Rebel doubled
the number of copies of each issue, the staff was
doubled, and most important of all, the students
recognized The Rebel as their college literary
magazine, and began to contribute actively. Mem-
bers of the faculty have contributed some of their
work and added their support. Now, in scme re-
spects, The Rebel can represent a part of the
creative talents at East Carolina College. In the
future, through the exchange program, The
Rebel will represent East Carolina on many
college campuses; it will serve as a valuable proj-
ect for those interested in publications; it will
give the students and faculty the opportunity of
examining some of the creative work being done
on their campus, and most important of all, it
will encourage young writers, perhaps recording
their best efforts. Although our beginning was
discouraging, the future holds promise. This
year’s staff and all the ones to follow owe a salute
to that group who brought the idea to East Caro-
lina College.
—DAN W.

NIGHT SONG

The cool night winds

Blow enchantingly across lonely moors

Singing their ancient melodies

To the glittering stars.

Sing, O winds;

For I abhor your silence,

And the haunting refrains quench

The restless stirring in soul.

WINTER, 1960
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The Rebel Yell

With the Winter Quarter The Rebel has at-
tempted to present to the campus a wider range
of student participation, and more variation in
the material published. The increase in page size
is necessary to keep pace with the growing amount
of available material, the larger staff, and the
stronger general interest in the magazine. The
staff believes that there is room to grow, and
that much still remains to be accomplished before
The Rebel represents the full creative interests of
the campus; we hope the efforts recorded on these
pages are representative of the best creative work
being done at the time at East Carolina College.

The writing contest is another attempt to en-
courage those students who have a sincere interest
in writing; the deadline for entries was set for
the first of February, but, due to the time in-
volved in selecting the winning composition, and
the steady flow of submissions, the closing date
for the contest has been extended to the first day
of April. The best essay, short story, or poem
submitted will receive the prize, and will be one
of the features of the Spring issue. The judges
will be: Miss Mary Green, Dr. James Poindexter,
Dr. Edgar Hirshberg, Mr. Hugh Agee, and Mr.
Ovid Pierce, the advisor for The Rebel. All stu-
dents are urged to mail their entries to Box 1420
or to bring them by The Rebel office at 309 Austin
building.

APO Fraternity has joineed The Rebel staff as

officito member. It will assist the business
management in circulation and advertising. As
a result of a vote by members of APO, The Rebel
was adopted as one of its service projects. Interest
such as theirs is important encouragement to the

exr

magazine editors. Added encouragement has come
from the fact that a number of Freshmen have
joined the staff. They were chosen on recommen-
dation by faculty members and are being trained

ke

by

to replace editors graduating at the end of this
school year.

The art work for this issue was selected after
a careful examination of the available work in
the Art Department. Emily Neale, Larry Blizard
and Rose Marie Gornto are past contributors, who
have done some very fine work for The Rebel.
Karen McLawhorn, Al Dunkle, James Smith, and
James Sanders are newcomers who specialize in
wood engravings, pen and ink drawings, and
charcoal drawings. A new experiment in photo-
graphy is also included by former Art Editor,
Robert Harper. Nelson Dudley, presently Art Edi-
tor, designed the cover and contributed the etch-
ing “Of Sun and Sweat.” There are plans for an
art contest for The Rebel to be held during the
Spring Quarter.

Featured in this issue is an interview with
Paul Green which is one of the most valuable pre-
sentations of the magazine; short stories written
by Coleman Norris of the Business Department
and Derry Walker of the English Department
were chosen from the creative writing class. An
essay on the writings of Pearl Buck by Fred
Ragan was chosen because of its adept handling
of the clash between cultures as is shown in some
of the novels written by Mrs. Buck. The poetry
was chosen from contributions by a number of
past contributors as well as a number of new con-
tributors and there are two selections by fresh-
men. Featured in the poetry section is Janice
Brand; the poetry by Mrs. Brand appearing in
the last issue of The Rebel has been entered in
the Arts Festival to be held in Greensboro this
Spring. The book review section has been en-
larged still further to provide a larger area of
interest and a more complete coverage.

The Editors would like to extend to any the
invitation to criticize, or comment by letter. Let-
ters will be printed in the magazine on an Editor’s
page, with answering comments by the Editors.
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Poetry BY JANICE BRAND

Father

Father! Father! Blood-tongued Neanderthal!
Fury-browed Neanderthal!

Kneel down again before your demon fire

Kneel now beneath the cryptic antelope

(Ten million revelations’ burnt your fire and
smoke has charred your cryptic antelope)
Father! Father!

CH ORA.

green Willow Gold Willow

Children, listen:

Soft within the circle

of the green drenched waving willows
softly there I drink forbidden dreams
and softly there the secret tongues
lament rising fluttering then made mute
offering silvery serpents

their strange luminiousant fruit. . . .

Che Letters

By God! I burnt them all
and stood to watch

the ebon rose shrink
from the golden grasp;

then fixed my foot firmly
upon its breath,

and thought how sweet,

to watch black petals blow.
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SOMETHING IN COMMON

by RONNIE GOLLOBIN

The door to the bar swung open and Martha
Deidi walked out into the sunshine of the side-
walk. Her high heels tapped down on the pave-
ment and faded in the city traffic sounds.

Inside the bar, Joe Cutler sat. An empty
whiskey glass was in front of him. Mike Garcias,
the bartender, came over to Joe’s table. No one
else was in the bar. Mike spoke.

“Will she come back?”’

“TI don’t know,” Joe replied.

“Where is she going?”’

“T don’t know,” he said again.

“Do you care for her?”

“I don’t know. She was just another girl at
first.”

“A year is a long time.”

“It’s not so long.”

“Is she different from the others?”

“I don’t know.”

“Will you find another one?”

“I don’t know.”

“Am I bothering you?”

“No. I don’t mind talking about her.” Joe
looked at his empty glass. Suddenly he looked up
at Mike. “You ever been in love, Mike?” Mike
shrugged his shoulders.

“What is love? I thought I was in love once in
college. She told me she loved me and couldn’t
stand for anybody else but me to even look at her.”

“What happened?”’

“She eloped with another guy.”

“Somebody she had dated before you?”

“No. Some sailor she had known about a week.”

“Ever think about her?”

“Sometimes. I got a letter from her last month.
She’s divorced and wants to see me.”

“You going?”

“Nope. I don’t want to get hurt any more.”
Joe stared at Mike. Mike stared out the window.
Without looking around, Mike spoke.

“How about you?”’

“What about me?”

“What are you going to do about Martha?”

“I don’t know.”

“Why did she leave?”

“She said that I didn’t really like her. That I
was just giving her a run around.”

“You treated her like the others.”

“You have to.”

WINTER, 1960

“Did she know about the others?”

“Yes. She knew.”

“What did she think about them?”

“T don’t know.” The bartender studied Joe for
a moment then ne spoke.

“I think you love her.” Joe was silent for a
long time before he answered.

“I think I do too, now,” he said.

“Better tell her,” the bartender said.

“T've told her before. She knew I didn’t mean
it then, and she won’t believe me now.”

’

Will she come back?

“Guess you are right. What are you going to
do now?”

“What can I do? If she wants to come back,
she will.”

“Suppose she doesn’t come back?”

“T don’t know.”

“Will you find another one?”

“I don’t know.”

Outside, the sun was still shining brightly. In-
side the dimly lit bar, Joe Cutler drank another
whiskey sour. The bartender, Mike Garcias, wiped
off the counter with a dirty rag.
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Musical Note

Music is perhaps the most misunderstood crea-
tive art; of all the arts more misconceptions exist
concerning music than any other. A great num-
ber of people never develop their musical potential
beyond the more simple forms such as folk songs,
popular favorites, and rock and roll. One of the
reasors for the widespread appeal for this type
of music is the fact that it requires so little effort.
In classical music one particular selection may
contain any number of themes or ideas. The
theme or idea throughout the selection expresses
the feelings of the composer and attempts to in-
still a particular feeling within the listener. To
appreciate and understand classical music one
must sharpen his perception beyond the mono-
theme which is the basis for rock and roll. Of
course, there are compositions in all areas that

are exceptions to the rule; however, classical.

music for the most part is an ensemble which has
expression far beyond the repetitious beat of rock
and roll. The basic element in rock and roll is
one continuous rhythm, whereas classical music
varies from the simplest of solo melodies to the
greatest symphonic work. For example, the sim-
ple melody could be the song “To Love Again”
which was taken from the Eddie Duchin Story,
and is the theme from Chopin’s E flat Nocturne
written many years ago. Other such songs are
heard daily and people enjoy them without realiz-
ing that they are taken directly from a classical
selection or varied slightly from the original.
Some are:

“Don’t You Know”—Della Reese—taken
from Musetto’s Waltz, LaBoheme, Pucecini.

“I'm Always Chasing Rainbows” — taken
from Chopin’s Fantasie Impromptu.

Phillip Morris Theme Song—taken from
“On the Trail,” Fred Grofe.

“Tonight We Love”’—taken from Tschai-
kowsky’s Piano Concerto No. 1.

“Full Moon and Empty Arms”’—taken from
Rachmaninoff’s Piano Concerto No. 2.

“Where”—Platters — taken from Tschai-
kowsky’s Romeo and Juliet.
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“I Love You, Porgy”’—Nina Simone—taken

from Gershwin’s Porgy and Bess.

Creative arts owe their validity to the length
of time they enjoy recognition; classical music
as a creative art dates far back into history, per-
haps increasing its popularity with each succes-
sive year.

In comparison rock and roll has a history of
nearly a decade and is already on the decline.
The reason for the lack of durability of the tem-
porary music fads is evident when we examine
the intricate process which precedes the develop-
ment of a classical selection. Every classical
musical composition requires a knowledge of mus-
ical form on the parts of the composer, performer
and to some degree, the audience. Rock and roll
requires only the most elementary fundamentals
which for the most part are nothing more than
the recognition of a regular beat and three dif-
ferent chords.

In rock and roll the dominant expression is
excitement, whereas in classical music the expres-
sion can be a religious theme, one of happiness,
sorrow, jubilation, or triumph. These can be
fulfilled through voices, various combinations of
instruments, tempo, dynamics or the difference
in tonality.

JOAN Eupy

Music As A Force In
Campus Life

Have you ever thought of what the campus
would be like without any kind of music? With-
out the performance groups, operas, musicals,
and even without the radios, T.V. and record
players that almost every student has access to?

Music has become such a part of our life, that
we have come to take it for granted, without
realizing or thinking about the many new worlds
it can open for us. Everyone loves some kind of

(Continued on page 24)
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Universalism:
PEARL BUCK

by FRED RAGAN

A writer worthy of the title has something to
say to man. Pearl Buck has something to say
about two of our worlds; our limited secure
provincial world, and our complex frustrating
world of many cultures, strange manners, and
varying standards.

The works considered here, with one exception,
The Good Earth, cannot be defended as an artistic
presentation of an observation of life. Buck ap-
pears to be more interested, at times, in the idea
she is dealing with than in her characterization.
Malcolm Cowley describes Buck with this state-
ment, “Naturalists like to write about a communi-
ty or social environment.” The world community
is one of Mrs. Buck’s subjects. The objective here
is to trace the arguments that appear in some of
her writings for the world community, which is
the universal thesis. For she does more than
write about this community, she argues for it.

Provincialism is a very real and strong feeling
among men. As one’s eyes are opened to the
world beyond, usually it is to the immediate sur-
roundings of a larger world within the nation-
state. In The Good Earth, Wong Lung is forced
by famine to move South and leave his beloved
land. Here he becomes conscious of his differ-
ences: his language, his diet, and his appearance.
Wong Lung encounters a young man haranguing
a crowd, “China must have a revolution and
must rise against the hated foreigners....” Wong
Lung becomes frightened, believing he is the
foreigner about whom the man speaks and moves
away from the crowd. Wong Lung’s feeling is
provincial. His realm of experience has not en-
compassed men in his own country. Little Josui
has a similar experience in The Hidden Flower,
a novel dealing with an inter-cultural marriage.
Josui, a first generation Japanese-American in
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California, is popular with her friends, but when
Japan bombed Pearl Harbor, her friends became
hostile. In this situation the people involved
could not separate their feelings of hate from
little Josui who brought to mind the bombing of
Pearl Harbor. The actions of her friends is the
result of a narrow provincial feeling.

From the provincial conflicts within the nation-
state, the line of argument can be traced next to
the point of ideological impact when the cultures
meet.

Pearl Buck’s first book, Fast Wind: West
Wind, reveals the astonishment of a young Chi-
nese woman when she learns that other people be-
lieve her habits, her customs, and her language
queer. The Chinese woman listens to her husband,
who has studied in America, tell her of life in
America.

He laughed when I exclaimed, ‘Oh, funny—
oh, strange!” ‘No more strange than we are
to them,” he said for some reason greatly
amused.

‘What! I cried in fresh astonishment. ‘Do
they think we are funny?’

‘Of course,” he replied, still laughing. ‘You
should hear them talk! They think our clothes
are funny and our faces and our food and
all that we do! It does not occur to them that
people can look as we do and behave as we
do, and be wholly as human as they are.’

The husband serves as the agent through which
Buck argues for the acceptance of the universal
thesis. He stimulates his wife to think; Buck
attempts to stimulate the reader to think.

After the shock of the meeting, a clash develops.
Not all ereatures withdraw from the crowd as did
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Wong Lung. Some refuse to allow expressions of
the new culture to invade their life. The old
mistress in East Wind: West Wind refuses to
accept the new way brought home by her son who
studied in America. But as some will not accept
the new, others accept it after a period of con-
flict. In all cases, a conflict appears, and with its
appearance there is struggle and sorrow. “These
are ruthless days for the old. There is no com-
promise possible between old and young. They
are as clearly divided as though a new knife
hewed a branch from a tree.”

After the initial encounter of the cultures, a
universal feeling emerges in some shape or form.
The brother, in East Wind: West Wind, is re-
jected by his family. His American wife gives
birth to a son, the “world child.” The brother’s
sister, after contemplating the sorrow which
brought the “world child” into being and the
beauty of the child, wishes the “world child” “to
be a brother to my son.”

Josui, who had been carried back to Japan by
her parents after the war began, accepts the
universal thesis without great anxiety. But she
realizes that her American husband cannot give

up what is demanded by the combination of cul-

tures that make up the universal thesis.

Mrs. Buck makes another strong argument for
the thesis in a scene with Dr. Stiner, a refugee
from Hitler’s Germany, who accepts Josui’s child,
after the mother decides she no longer wants the
“world child.”

At first, you must know, we could not imag-
ine that they really killed little children of
mixed blood. It was not your blood, but it
was my blood, mixed with the Germans. They
said we must have only pure blood—as though
human blood is not pure wherever it is found!

In East Wind: West Wind, The Hidden Flow-
er, and Command the Morning, scientists are the
instruments through which the universal thesis
is projected. The knowledge of science is used
as in the above quote to add substance to the
thesis.

And finally there is the attitude toward the new
life which is created or destroyed because of the
meeting of the cultures. Dr. Stiner’s helper de-

fends the “world child” from the bitterness of
their neighbors.

‘Lennie ain’t Japanese,” she retorted. ‘He’s
different from any baby I ever did see.’

‘Especially,” they said cruelly, ‘when your
son was killed by a Jap.’

She still bled at the heart when her Sam
was mentioned, but she said, ‘It wasn’t Len-
nie that did it for sure.

The husband of the Chinese woman in Fast
Wind: West Wind consoles his wife when she
reflects on the sadness which was necessary for
the “world child’s” conception. “Think only of
this—with what joy of union he came into the
world! He has tied together the two hearts of
his parents into one. Those two hearts, with all
their differences in birth and rearing—differences
existing centuries ago! What union!”

Mrs. Buck emphatically maintains that a com-
bination of the cultures is a beautiful union. She
approves of the union of East and West, and she
has high hopes for the new creations coming
forth. East is East and West is West and the
twain shall meet!

In her latest book, Command the Morning, Mrs.
Buck attacks the problem of man’s ultimate loyal-
ty. Is it to man? Or is it to a political unit? This
book deals with the scientist and his conflict while
creating the atomic bomb. One point of conflict
was the question of the use of the bomb. And
after it was used on Hiroshima and Nagisaki,
each of the American scientists displays a sense
of guilt. The European born scientists continue
to work to ban the bomb from further use.

The philosophical question raised is one of
value. Mrs. Buck argues emphatically for the
world community. Each of the major characters
in Command the Morning withdraw from any
work which can be connected with destruction
after the bomb is used. Typical is Jane, a brilliant
young physicist, who changes her area of research
to biology, the study of life.

Pearl Buck adheres to the idea that mankind
is one. The question of our highest human value
is raised and her position is unequivocal. But any
question of human value must be individually
considered.
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THE HOUSE ON THE SWAMP

by DERRY WALKER

Suddenly there was

“What a road,” Dave muttered as his car
bounced over another series of rough bumps.
He glanced at the speedometer and noticed he was
only moving a few miles per hour, yet he felt
he was going to bounce through the roof of the
ar any minute.

His headlights shone on the lumpy clay road
Rain speckled his windshield but there
wasn’t enough for the wipers yet. By his head-
lights and by the occasional big flashes of light-
ning he could see the thick undergrowth on both
sides of the road. The closely knitted dark green
foliage looked impenetrable. :

“A Salem witch wouldn’t buy land around
here,” he thought. He leaned forward and squint-
ed at the distance ahead. He wished silently that

ahead.
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no floor beneath him.

the lightning would come more often; he was
afraid his headlights would miss the side road
he was to take. He chuckled softly as he recalled
how he had gotten into this predicament. He
was the unlucky pledge who happened to be con-
venient when the two fraternity brothers were
looking for someone to harass.

“Pledge,” one of the brothers had said, *“you
are going to be an errand boy tonight. I left a
coonskin cap in the house on the swamp. Now I
think a lot of that cap and I want it back, so you
go get it.”

They didn’t tell him where the cap’s exact loca-
tion was, only that it was in the house and he had
better find it. So here he was.

The storm broke and waves of rain crashed
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against his windshield with each gust of wind.
The clay road began to melt into a shapeless
mess, and he felt the rear end of his car slide and
he cursed the storm. He thought about the house
on the swamp. Haunted, they said. There was a
ghost legend behind it. He remembered hearing
it discussed one night when he and some of his
friends were swapping yarns about legendary
spooks. The house had been unoccupied for thirty
years, ever since the family that lived there had
been killed. There had been much talk about the
murder. Some said that it had been done by
robbers ; others said it was done by a maniac who
was on the loose; a few said it was done by a
monster that inhabited the dingy swamp—a mon-
ster that wandered along the edge of the swamp
about this time of year.

Dave laughed aloud as he thought of the mon-
ster legend.

“Crazy people in this world,” he smiled. Ab-
ruptly he checked the smile as he caught sight of
a break in the undergrowth a few yards ahead on
his right; there was the road to the house.

“Now,” he mused, “I'll get in there and get
that cap and get out of this forsaken place.” He
cut the wheel sharply and headed into the road
to the house. It was an uphill climb and a wind-
ing one; low-hanging limbs raked across the top
of his car and he heard the tall weeds rub the
underparts of it as he passed over them. Rain
came so hard, his windshield wipers could scarcely
work fast enough.

The little road seemed endless: he drove on and
on watching the eerie scenery creep by. The storm
was reaching its peak. The wind grappled with
the vines and scrubs, twisting them about un-
mercifully, revealing the luminous bottoms of
their leaves. The sudden drop in temperature had
caused his windshield to fog, and he turned on his
defroster. At length, the road grew wider, and
he saw in the distance ahead what appeared to be
a clearing; he shifted out of low gear into second
and increased his speed.

All at once he emerged from the leafy passage-
way. His headlights projected their beams across
a hundred and fifty yards of weedy terrain into
another wall of trees and undergrowth on the
opposite side of the clearing. To the right of his
lights and above him, he saw a huge dark form
at the top of the hill. A tremendous crack of
lightning nearby revealed an immense gray struc-
ture with large gables; four tall columns support-
ed the roof at the front door. The windows were
wide and the few shutters that had not blown
away hung by one or two nails. The building was
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Then he put his shoulder against it and shoved
it open.

square and very tall. A steel rail fence surrounded
it. This is the house on the swamp, thought Dave.

Dave came to an obstacle he had not expected.
The steel gate in the fence was closed. He stopped
his car and stared at it for a second, then opened
the door and stepped out. The wind wrenched
the door from him and slammed it shut. The
rain pounded him fiercely and nearly blinded him
as he made his way to the gate. He felt his cloth-
ing stick to him as the rain drenched him. He
fumbled with the catch in the gate and finally
heard it click, then he put his shoulder against it
and shoved it open.

He jumped back into his car and drove through
the opening. He felt water running off his fore-
head into his eyes and he felt it trickling down his
back. He was soaked. He drove as close to the
front of the house as he could and stopped. His
lights played on the porch and the huge oaken
door. He reached under the seat and groped for
a flashlight. Finding it, he raised up and pushed
the switch for his headlights in: he started in
his seat and jerked the switch out; he had seen
something move; he knew it, but now it was gone.
Just as his lights died, he saw a form leap from
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the porch into the darkness, but when he snap-
ped them on, it was gone.

Dave thought for a moment.

“So,” he whispered to himself, “they’re going
to try to put the scare on me, are they?”’ He
laughed to himself as he thought about how much
trouble his big brothers in the fraternity must
have had planning this one. They sure were
going to be disappointed, because he wasn’t
scared. He cut the headlights off again and step-
ped out of the car. He snapped on his flashlight
and jumped onto the porch. He found the knob
on the door and turned it; nothing happened.
He put his shoulder against the huge door and
shoved ; it resisted at first, then gave finally and
swung around on its heavy iron hinges. Dave
flashed his light in a half circle before him. Just
to his left, stairs led to the second floor. The
banisters leaned away from the stairs and ap-
peared on the verge of toppling over. Wall-paper
hung in shreds from the walls and the floor was
littered with ancient debris. To his right an arch-
way led into a large room which appeared to be a
sitting room at one time. The hallway in which
he stood led by the stair-case and ended at a door
which probably led to rooms in the rear of the
house. Slowly, he brought his light to bear on an
open doorway a few feet in front of him. He
stopped and jerked his head in that direction;
his heart beat against his spine and he felt his
legs grow numb. His reaction to what he saw
seemed to rise abruptly to the base of his skull
and explode, sending thousands of pin pricks
across his forehead and down his back.

He took one step backward and stared at the
four huge fingers that curled around the door-
facing. Each finger was as large as three of his,
and was almost hidden by coarse black hair. They
ended in dark jagged nails, like claws. The hair
on the fingers glittered in the beam of his flash-
light and he saw a drop of rain-water fall from
them onto the floor. The someone or something
to whom the fingers belonged was wet, and must
belong to the same being he had seen leap from
the porch when he switched off his headlights.

His eardrums echoed his heartbeats and his
stomach seemed to shrivel into nothing. He pivot-
ed quickly and darted into the archway on his
left and as he did so, he heard a thump behind
as if someone had taken a sudden leap forward.
He pushed his legs hard against the floor and

ran across the huge sitting room. He whirled -

to the right at the other end of the room and
lunged through a doorway, bashing his knuckles
as he flung open the door. He heard another
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thump, closer behind him than before, and he in-
creased his speed. His foot slipped and he fell
to one knee, but was up running again until he
came to a door. He wrenched it open and felt a
muscle strain in his back as he darted through it,
then, suddenly there was no floor under him and
he catapulted downward. His flashlight flew from
his hands and he felt his knees grate against
heavy steps; he somersaulted over as he crashed
downward and finally smashed to a stop on a
heavy oaken floor. His head roared and his ears
buzzed ; his body burned all over and his muscles
ached, and then he heard laughter all around him.
He opened his eyes and looked up. In the sparse
light from kerosene lamps he saw girls and boys
looking down on him, laughing. All his big bro-
thers in the fraternity were there, and there were
as many girls.

“Congratulations, pledge,” one brother laughed,
“you made it to the party.” More laughter. “We’re
having a surprise party for all the pledges out
here tonight. Those that get here get free beer.
Those that chicken out get a firm paddling. You're
a good boy, you didn’t chicken out.” One brother
came forward and helped him up. The others
continued laughing.

“You all right?” he asked.

“Yeah, sure,” Dave quavered. “But how ...

“Oh, we all left our cars about a mile from here
and walked, so there would be no tracks. We
watched you come all the way. We were going to
go up and get you if you started to leave. We told
all you pledges to come out here . . . each separ-
ately. But it’s all over now.”

“But . . .” Dave began.

“Perfect night for it, isn’t it?”’ the brother
asked.

“Right,” Dave agreed. The others laughed
again. “But who’s upstairs?’ Dave asked, rub-
bing his hip. “God, what a scare.” Everyone
laughed harder.

The brother by Dave laughed with them.

“No one’s upstairs,” he giggled. Everybody’s
down here, you nut. Can’t you see that?”’ By
this time, everyone was weary of laughing. Some
of the brothers held their sides.

“No one is upstairs?”’ Dave asked.

“No one,” the brother repeated. “We decided
just to let you guys scare yourselves. C’'mon, and
have a beer.” The brother smiled and walked
away. Everyone smiled. But Dave didn’t smile
back. He looked at the stairs and the open door
at the top with only darkness beyond it, and he
didn’t smile at all.

”»
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“Woods”

18

(Pen and Ink Drawing)

by AL DUNKLE
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“Alone” (Wood Engraving) by KAREN MCLAWHORN
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The Arrival

by COLEMAN NORRIS

1st. Lt. Bob Andrews had been stationed over-
seas for two years prior to his transfer to the
states. He had fifteen days before he was to re-
port to his base in California so he decided to
spend a few days at home. This was only his
second day home, but already he had become
restless. Ever since his high school days he had
been like this; just hated to sit home.

“Mom, I think I will ride out to Grandpas
farm and look it over. It’s been so long since I
walked over it, and I promised Grandmother I'd
come out today anyway.”

“Alright, Bob, but don’t stay over a couple of
hours. We'll have supper around six o’clock.”

After driving out into the country for about
ten miles, he turned off to the right on the dirt
road that led to his Grandfather’s farm. He
stopped the car under the oak tree in the large,
shady front yard and walked up the dirt walk
to the screened back porch.

He walked on into the house without bothering
to knock. He saw his Grandmother bending over
the cook stove in the kitchen so he tipped on in
and said, “Hey guess who’s here?”

His grandmother jumped, dropping the spoon
she had in her hand and whirled around. She
stood still for a moment—an expression of sur-
prise and happiness covered her face. She rushed
toward him with her arms out stretched.

“Well Lord have mercy, Bobby!” she exclaimed,
and then could say no more as the words were
choked with tears.

His Grandfather had heard the commotion, and
came rushing into the room and the hugging was
repeated.

After about thirty minutes of answering his
grandparents questions, Bob said, “I think I’ll

20

walk over the place. Want to come, Grandpa?”’

“Naw, son, I ain’t up to it. My back’s been
giving me trouble lately. But you go ahead.”

Bob walked down by the barns and down the
hill through the pasture. After about fifteen
minutes he came to the pines that separated the
large pasture from the tobacco fields.

He got on the path and continued to walk
through the woods until he came to a creek. He
stopped and looked down into the clear, fast mov-
ing stream of water. He looked for a long moment
before he realized that he was looking at himself.

He saw the reflection of a boy in the water. Not
a different person in his mind, one completely un-
attached to him. The only relationship between
them would be that the grown man would remem-
ber the boy and the boy’s childhood, but they
wouldn’t be the same person.

He then looked over to the right and saw the
gully he used to play in when he was small. We
walked over to it and stood for a moment and
then ran down the side to the bottom. There were
still some of the old rusted tin cans lying around
that he had brought there when he was small.
It was funny, but he couldn’t remember for what
purpose he had used them.

The wall of rocks that he built was still there.
He had built it to keep wild Indians out when he
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as a cowboy, to fight the enemy with when he was
a soldier, and for a hundred other purposes.

He sat down on the wall and let his thoughts
once again drift back into the past. It was so odd,
he thought, how he was still very much like the
kid that used to play here during the summers
of years past.

He had always wanted to be a lawyer and live
in a big city. He would be a different person.
That was the only way he could conceive or
picture the future.

He wouldn’t even look the same. Except for
his mother and father and grandparents, he
wouldn’t ever come back here.

He would have good looking girls all the time
and a big pretty apartment. And talk! He would
be able to say anything he wanted to in such a
big and right way. He would know all of the big
important people and have plenty of money,
enough so he could spend it any way he wanted.
He would be grown then and would retain no
part of the boy. He would emerge just like a
butterfly from a cocoon.

But as he sat there he realized just how little
he had changed. He had grown up a little, but
not over a couple of feet. He didn’t even feel as
big as a grown man had looked when he was
small.

He just couldn’t leave the kid behind. His
thoughts were not those of a different person. It
had not been fourteen years ago, but just a little

while. There hadn’t been the revolutionary change
or the expected transformation in himself.

Even Christmas and his birthday came every
twelve months now instead of just once a year,
as they had when he was small. His thoughts
were broken by the gear rattling on some mules
coming down the path from the field. Bob stood
up to look out of the gully and saw two mules led
by Uncle Thes. Uncle Thes was the old colored
man that tended the place for Grandpa and had
been tending it as long as Bob could remember.
As they were crossing the creek, Bob walked out
of the gully.

Uncle Thes looked old and tired now. His
hitchup overalls were patched and dirty, his faded
blue shirt was wet with sweat. His worn bro-
gans and the bottoms of his overall pants were
damp and muddy from crossing the creek. A
dirty felt hat sat down on his head, but still little
blotches of his white wool-like hair were visible.
Slowly his cracked, tired voice rose and fell to the
rhythm of an old spiritual. “I'm patiently waiting
for dat great day when the trumpets will blow. 1
know it’s a coming, just a little while longer
down here.”

Uncle Thes limped along; the mules tramping
behind. The animals seemed to be walking in
slow unison to the beat of the deep-pitched song
he was singing.

To Bob this brought back many old memories.

(Continued on page 32)
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SONNENT 2I

How dissolutioned of fate so unkind

To search for and never find

Till star studded patterns twisted our way
Destined our meeting one blue skyed day

Surely Venus mothered our design
And created this ecstasy so sublime
A wonderous joy from us hidden

Patiently waiting a thing forbidden

Then bursting forth as Phoebus light
Thus it came when all was right
Filling our hearts from that day
With love lasting for eternity

Infatuations, fate, from ours must reign
To fleeting loves passed, all in vain

Puck

BLACK SPOT

Down the unhushed jubilant street
The blind man hobbles and falls
Through doors of dampness
Rattling with cups not tin.

Loose cobbles bump his toe
Shoulders jostle his

As he makes his stumbling way
Down the thoughtless avenue

Coal burns in the coal-black day
The horse trot rumbles

He reaches for the distaste
Full human touch

Clambering by ridged-surfaced walls
With only one black spot.
This strange, familiar
Cane-tapped earth.

ERIC SMITH
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“Of Sun and Sweat” (Etching) by NELSON DUDLEY
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MUSIC AS A FORCE IN
CAMPUS LIFE

(Continued from page 12)

music. Tastes may differ with the person and the
occasion, but in the end for enjoyment, entertain-
ment, or relaxation people instinctively turn to
music. For intense listening a person may enjoy
a Beethoven Symphony, or a Mozart sonata, but
for light listening or dinner music he’ll probably
turn to Percy Faith, or some other popular orches-
tra or band.

What would we do if we never came in contact
with music? If we didn’t have a radio to turn
on when we went back to the dorm or the room
for the evening? Music seems like a basic part
of life; in fact music gives added meaning to life.
In an age of science which emphasizes the material
aspects of living, there is all the more need for
the leavening qualities of music. So many people
are moving so fast, and perhaps with no purpose,
that they don’t take time out to relax and take
stock of themselves. Music soothes us when we
are depressed, and adds to the enjoyment when
we are happy.

Music is necessary to help man find his moral
and ethical balance, his spiritual destiny, his
search for truth. One might say that music speaks
directly to the heart. Through the study of the
music of a people, one begins to understand much
of their <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>