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Truth Is Where You F1nd It

By HELENA PLATKIN

Once upon a time I Went to an in-
stitution for a formal education. .1
took many: courses .and accumulated
many credits, four in economics. The
first semester I got a B; the second
semester, an A. I read the textbook
dutifully—it was dry stuff. 1. even
did some outside reading. It made

the blbhogra.phy on my term papers.

look so well.

In a general way, the instltutlon
had the lofty objective of :turning
out educated men and women, ‘who
would make the ‘world a better place,
Econobmics I and II did not seem to
furnish the spark that would start
off this betterment. I put-away the
book on a lower shelf (it looked aloof

next to the fhppantly orange-bound

SHOW BOAT).
My next venture was in Soc1ology
This ‘was intefesting. Here we

thought in terms of human beings
instead of abstractions like money,
business, management. We even vis-
ited a boys’ club. Wasn't it appall-
ing the things that boys did in the
“gang”. stage. You need only un-
derstand that' a:boy's home lacked
love and understanding (maybe his
mother was too busy scrubbing floors
to earn’ enough just to keep him
alive) and you had the “gang” in-
stinet licked. A nice boys’ club with
athletics a.nd a little culture thrown

in was supposed to remedy that. And

if a boy got into"trouble, an under-
standing judge - would not hold it
against him because—well;- his home
lacked love. Yes, Sociology was get-
ting & little warmer, human, "

'This course was followed by Psy-
chology. The complexes, vpsychosgas,’ '
neuroses; instinet, emotional ‘blocks,;
frustrations that beset man!  Here
was the ¢lue to the better world.
You learned.that if a guy lacked a -
couple of inches in stature he would
compensate hlmself by a Na.poleomc
streak. If he were a frustrated art-
ist, he would try to conquer the
world.” If .a woman-hater, he had
his mother on a shrine and didn’t
know it. But we in Psycho. 018
knew 1t It was practlcally in the
hag, the pattern for a better human-,
ity. And what brought it about?—
Psychology! ;

‘The credits mounted, the institu-
tion honored me with a diploma, and -
I was released. For a long while
thereafter, my reading followed fan-
cy. It 'was grand. No term papers,
no reports, no book reviews. . Just
read aimlessly and enjoy it.  And

~then I came upon “PROGRESS AND

POVERTY.” I need hardly elabo- -
rate on the revelations contained in
its pages. Here was economics, so-
ciology, psychology, but above all,
here was literature, truth and wis-
dom. All the pompous chapters . of
Economics I and  II—agriculture,
business, banking, railroads, labor,
population,. money,  unemployment,
taxes, natural resources, public util-
ities—fell into place like orderly
planets revolving ‘around the sun. All.
the “ologies” on.their wobbly pedes-
tals made way for the simple, irrefu-
table truths of cause and effect. I
was so elated I wanted to spot these
truths over and over wherever they
had been hidden by obscure mean-
ings and pompous terminology. Many
paths lead to the truth and I wanted
the adventure of trodding them all,
I wanted to meet other travelers
who were heading for the same des-
tination. I tried very hard. to keep
up with all the reading I encountered
in, and out of classes at the Henry

* Qeorge School.

I had made a motley Crew. of'
friends. To them I became the butt




£ many wise -cracks.
fieof thém in the subway I. des-
.'perately tried to cover my assign-
iment. (from THE RHYME OF REA-
SON by Holmes) for my logic class.
“What's this?” came the taunt. “A
‘compilation of stuff from THE NEW
YORKER?” Another friend, seeing
THE STATE by Oppenheimer drool-
ed: “A detective story, eh, the State
.~ vs, Who” Hirsch’s DEMOCRACY
'VERSUS SOCIALISM brought forth,
©..“Say, I. didn’t know you were @
pink.” = Another fingered a copy of
“THE SCIENCE OF POLITICAL
ECONOMY. “Heavy stuff, isn’t it?”
‘“‘REBEL, PRIEST AND PROPH-
ET' by Bell? Never heard of it,
Sounds like a good movie number »

“‘THE PHILOSOPHY OF FREE-

DOM'—Oh, she's a highbrow. Doesn't
bother with fiction.”

N “But I'll get around to some light

' reading, this summer—perhaps,” I

‘resolved. “How can I do so now with

Ve

".& ‘class .to prepare for, weekly vol~

- unteer work, THE FREEMAN to

. four hours, the daily newspaper?”

.. Then summer comes and I do read
-~ fiction. A good book, a best seller,
s “EAME IS THE SPUR” by Howard
‘Spring. . Now, this is not going to

i - 'pe.a- gushy book review. - It's a lit- .

" tle late for that, for the book’s been

- popular for a couple of years and.

_“rimor-has it that Hollywood is flirt-
. ing with it. So Im going to relax
and-.enjoy the story, no notes to
~:make, no references to look up. But
-'whoa! What's this on page 3877 “And

" 'someone owns the mountain, some-

“ one who isn't God looking down from

_-t”_,,_one named the Marquis of This or
- 'Duke of That, who never carries a

-Davy lamp, who never has red lips

- and white eyes shining in a black
. mask, but who is lord and master
" of:-all this coal, all this petrified veg-
‘etation that aeons ago was trampled
‘mammoths and mastodons and
‘in " the light of a day before
o Sapiens began to squat on his
rs. - All the old sunlight, trans-
into. trees, transmuted -into
L d,;.transmuted into coal, is

When I met

read, LAND AND FREEDOM, and
‘squeezed somewhere into the twenty-.

“historians wrote missed -the point, !

' ".the. ‘Heaven on the mole-hill, some- -

- should think of striking but there

‘time of World War II. Mr. Lewis!

theirs because they are clever encugh
to own the fruit of all the sunlight
that shone on steaming swamps be-
fore the first man uttered his first
grunt, clever enough to own the
mountain they have never seen, let
alone what is going on under it.”

I read this over. Why, it's an old
thought, so familiar that it has be-.
come my own. T’ rea.d on and stop.;
at page 449,

“They can’t see 1t (La.bonr) as;
anything but a haridful of working
men in the House_of ‘Commons, per-
petually in opposition, perpebuany;
arguing about an extra ha'p’orth for ! ‘
the poor. . . ” i

This-in a story! And I thought I |
was going to get away from it all by i
indulging in fiction. (Escapism, Psy- ‘
cho 2.) Why, it’s one of those paths
Im treading with someone who is
seeking the truth! I know the truth
now and I can recognize it anywhere. .
After all; what is a story? And one |
of the characters answers me on
page 626. o

‘. .. it's about all the boys and
gels' I knew. That was it. That was
the essence of any story and . the
story was much the same whether
they were chimney sweepers or gold-
en lads and lasses,” “. . . the stuff

i
i
i
|
f

that for each one of us history is nei- |
ther more nor less than what hap-
pens to me. And the boys and gels
I knew.” The time or period, locale
or setting are just that much em-
broidery for truths to shine forth if
ene but knows them.

~ On page 528 “FAME Is THE
SPUR” takes us back to the time of
World War 1. “It was not to be en-
dured that at a time of such enor-
mous  national peri, the miners

seems no doubt that they would -do
so.” . 'Why I read that in the news-
paper only yesterday and this is the

I indulge in a few minutes of rev-
ery over this page. World War II. .
Good Heavens! What have we done
with - the interlude between wars?
How was it that we lost ourselves so !
hopelessly and now are stumbling !
along - the same bloody road? - We

IR

won. Where is our victory? And
our politician hero answers my query
several pages later: “When some-
body wins, and whoever that may be,
the common . people—the people in
whose name both sides are fighting
—will say ‘Thank God that's over
and, a good deal poorer and sadder,
they’ll settle down till another sa-
viour comes along to ruin them. If
I could be sure of having one pra,yer
answered, I woruld pray for this:
that for fifty years throughout the

- whole world, politicians of sll breeds .
would leave the people alone. We
might then have a better world, we
couldn’t have 8 worse one.”

The tale draws to an end. The
characters are old and sad and wise.
But not entirely disillusioned. . Out
of their turbulent lives they have
shed illusion, expediency, compro-
mise. “No government,”’ says our
hero, ‘“can do more than maintain
a clear framework within which the
essential acts of private life may go -

on. Even a politician would realizé

that the more virtue we have, the"
(Continued on page 282,)




