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THE TEMPLE WOMEN'S ASSOCIATION 

invites you to 

Thursday at the 
Movies 

Under the sponsorship of The Temple Women's Association, 
a film series will begin in January, centering on the themes of 
four films, one of which will be viewed each month. Partici
pants are invited to view the four films Thursday mornings at 
10:30 in the Luntz Auditorium at the Main Temple; dine on 
a box lunch; and then participate in various discussion groups 
led by the rabbis. Reservations may be made for a single film 
or for the entire series. The only charge is for lunch, which is 
$2.00. Please call The Temple Branch for reservations -
831-3233. 

Thursday, January 20, 1972 
"I NEVER SANG FOR MY FATHER" 

"I Never Sang For My Father" is a love story; it is also a story of misunderstanding, 
anguish, and remorse. A grown son tom between responsibility to his parents yet 
struggling to be true to himself discovers the emotional chasm that has existed be
tween him and his father but until now he has never had the courage to respond to. 
Based on Robert Anderson's Broadway play, "I Never Sang For My Father" reunites 
the brilliant team of Gene Hackman and Estelle Parsons from "Bonnie and Clyde" 
together with Academy Award Winner Melvyn Douglas in his portrayal of a role 
that Life magazine calls "superlative," and Judith Crist "magnificent." 

Thursday, February 17, 1972 
"CITIZEN KANE" 

"Citizen Kane," filmed by Orson Wells, was a breakthrough in cinematography that 
was far ahead of its time. Applying avante-garde film techniques, he created a 
fictional account of the life of William Randolph Hearst. In the film, a young idealist 
begins a crusade for social justice, but by the end of his career his character changes 
into that of an unscrupulous politician. Kane forces his no-talent wife to take 
singing lessons, and in order to make a famous singer out of her, he even builds her 
an opera house. The film introduced for the first time the flashback technique of 
biographical detail. 

Thursday, March 16, 1972 
"RASHOMON" 

Remarkable acting, direction, and photography distinguish this Japanese study in 
evil, involving primitive passions and primitive people. The simple tale told with the 
greatest artistry is made the back~ound for speculation about the·relationship be
tween men and women, the nature of evil, and the attitude of peaple toward the 
misdeeds of their fellow men. A man and his wife are travelling through a forest in 
Japan 12,000 years ago, when the wife is raped by a bandit, and the husband mur
ders him. Four different versions of the event are told by the participants. 

Thursday, May 4, 1972 
"ALL THE KING'S MEN" 

A great film to stand beside its source, the novel by Robert Penn Warren, which tells 
of the rise of a demagogue, suggesting Huey Long of Louisiana in the Thirties. F.as
cinating in its implications about how such a man wins loyalty not only from 
hangers-on and even from family, but also from intelligent and idealistic co-workers. 
Interesting too in its picture of the central figure's developing rationalizations for 
his search for power and his use of it. 



Tuesday, Oct. 29, 1957 TWA Highlight Luncheon 

WE RISE TO EXPRESS OUR THANKS TO GOD FOR THIS, filS CRACIOUS BOUNTY. WE 

PRAISE HIM FOR THE FOOD FROM WHICH WE ARE ABOUT TO PARTAKE. AT THIS HOUR WE 

FRAISE HIM ESPECIALLY FOR OUR TEMPLE I N WHOSE SERVICE WE ARE MET.· WE ARE GRATEFUL 

TO THEE, 0 LORD, FOR THE PROTECTION AND ENCOURAGEMENT THAT THOU HAS LENT TO TfilS 
t.:I N,P ~/'l 

CONGREGATION THROUGHOUT THE YEARS. l!t THY LOVING CARE IT HAS BEEN PERMITTED US 

TO CROW FROM STRENGTH TO STRENGTH. INDEED, r.'E HAVE BECOME ONE OF THE PRE-EMINENT 

~ ' · . 
TEMPLFS EVER DEDICATED BY OUR PEOPLE TO THY SERVICE. INSPIRED BY DESIRE TO SERVE 

4« 

THEE - ANIMATED B.J'tOYAL SUPPORT AND GENEROSITY OF OUR MEMBERSHIP -- WE HAVE BEEN ,,, 

ABLE AT ALL ~ODS OF OUR GROWTH TO ffiOVI.DE THE FINEST OF FACILITIES FOR ~C,.HING 

AND MEETING !SO- THE MOST BFAUTIF'Td SANCTUAR'l, FOR FRAilR - A PLACE WHERE THY Sit:IRIT 
A ~ 

COULD TRULY BE ·woRSHIPPED IN THE BEAUTY OF HOLINESS. IT IS A SOURCE OF RICH mIDE 
IN 

AND DEEP HUMILITY THAT THY LOVING PROTECTION HAS SEEN TO IT THAT/EACH OF THE ELEVE' 

DECADES OF OUR CONGREGATI:1NAL UFE, THE LAUGHTER OF THE CHILDREN, THE LESSONS OF ~ -· 

THE YOtrrHFUL, THE DEBATES OF THE YOUNG ADULTS AND THE DISCUSSIONS OF THE MATURE 

HAVE BEEN HEARD IN OUR HALLS AND HAVE TESTIFIED TO THE VITALITY OF OUR CONGREGATIONAL 

UFE. 

WE ARE DEEPLY CONSCIOUS OF OUR DEBT TO THEE IN HAVING HELPED TO MAKE THE VOICE 

OF OUR TEMPLE SO MUCH A SOURCE FOR GOOD AND FOR ENLIGHTENMENT IN OUR COMMUNITY 

AND IN OUR WORLD. THE TEACHINGS OF OUR PULPIT HAVE ECHOED FAR ABROAD. THEY HAVE 

NOT BEEN UNIMPORTANT IN SHAPING THE DESTINY OF AMERICA - OF ISRAEL - AND OF OUR 

WORLD. THE EXAMPLE OF OUR LA.Y-LEA.DERSFUP HAS PERMEATED ALL OF ClJR SOCIAt AND 
-t'l) 

C~TURAL INSTITUTIONS - HAS SF:r AN EXAMPLE F.JM WHICH OTHERS MAY WELL ASPIRE. WE 

ARE DEEPLY COGNIZANT OF THE OBLIGATIONS WHICH REST UPON US AS ONE OF THE MOST 
~ f) ,l 

PROlnllBT EXEMPLARS OF OUR FAITH W THY WILL. WE WILL TRY DEDICATEDLY AND DILIGENTLY 

TO CONTINUE TO PREACH AND TEACH AND SEr AN EXAMPLE WORTHY OF THEE. 

MOST 4~'4~ . \WE _JRE GRlllFUL FOR THE ROIE WFllCH OUR TEMPLE HAS PLAYED IN OUR 

PRIVATE LIVES. IT HAS BROUGHT WARJII'H AND UNDERSTANDIN~ FRIENDSIIlP AND INSTRUCTION 
I 

INTO OUR LIVF.S AND THOSE OF OUR CHILDREN -c:4 AN9'·£HOSE OF OUR PARENTS AND OFrEN OF 
{ 

THEIR PARENTS. IN ITS HALIS OUR JOYS HAVE BEEN SANCTIFIED AND OUR SCRROWS HAVE 
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BEEN COMFORTED. IN THE TEMPLE WE FOUND EDUCATION FOR OUR YOUNG, STIMULATION FOR 

';'/~INSPIRATION lf'f:l;i;~liS. DISCOURAGED OR WEARY, UNCERTAIN OR TROUBLED, WE 

HAVE ALWAYS BEEN ABLE TO TURN TO THE TEMPLE FOR GUIDANCE AND ENLIGHTENMENT. IT 
• 

IS A RICH PRIVILEGE TO HAVE BEEN AB1E TO LEND OUR SUPPORT TO SO PRODUCTIVE AND 

IMPORTANT AN ORGANIZATION. 

WE PRAY THAT GOD MAY ESTABLISH THE WORK OF OUR HANDS AND ENABLE THE TEMPLE 
l T.S. '11 /U~S, ~ (J~ Jr 

THROUGHOUT MANY A FUTURE GENERATION TO CONTINUE li!'ffl SERVICE, PERSONALLY O US 

AND TO OUR FAMILIES, AND PUBLICt'rjTo OUR CITY' ';Mft'lcoUNTRY AND OUR WOfilD. 

PRAISED BE THOU, 0 LORD, FOR ALL THY GREAT GOODNESS UNTO US. 

I 
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TRAVELS WI'm CHARLEY 

In Search of America 

John steinbeck 

,Jt\os:r 
John Steinbeck is one fl ou-r~t respec!~d a1•4::aed Di,ters. Be 

T• ~ - - - - ~ /hi" L/f-.ST YI£ It!'-. f'(A:.J 
has won t• ... ~1n, J £,fa pnJ Uzer Pyizep and the Bew York D.re■a CntDi Alt~~ P~t> 

- ·- - / ~ ·r,.. 
In the late iriimmer of 1960 Mr. Steinbeck set out in a well stocked cabin 

trailer to tour the nation. Accompanied only by an elderly :French poodle 

named Charley, Steinbeck drove north from his home on the Long Island 

Sound through Bew Engl.and to the tip ot Maine, then westward to the 

Pacific Coast on a line Just below the Great Lakes and the Canadian 
l ~ ¼,r ~ - • eo-f-. , ·- ·) ) 

border; from Washington state south to tbe Central California farmlands 
I\ 

around Salinas, Whftet a as his birthplace and the setting of many ot bis 

novels, southeast into 'l'exas and Bev Orleans and then northeast through 

Virginia's Piedmont back home. All told be drove over ten thousand 

miles in something over tour months, and we are allowed to go along with 

him in spirit in his latest work, Travels With Charley . . 
'!'ravels With Charley is, fortunately, not a travelogue ~ la 

8'.tional 6eographi«. -Actually, it comes close~ to being a aeries of 

interesting and arresting occasional impressions of the way one highly 

intelligent and sensitive American reacted to the sights, the people, 

and tbe landscape ot which he is citizen. The style throughout bears 
vj~.J... 

l ~ ~o 
t;: 

the bal]mark of the master craftsman. 

out hard exact description. lmf181De doing America in 275 pages. 

l~ 

~ ~ 
Anyone -4 

vbo would learn the art of writing could study tbeee pages with profit. 

Steinbeck' a moat succes■tul literary invention is Charley. The 

pooc!le becomes his alter ego, his 10UDcling board, a plausible occasion 

to awid the a,r•:t aragp t1POJN: ot 1FOat c11aries. Perhaps too 111ch is 
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made ot Charley's physical needs and occasional physical complaints, but 

the reader can not but be happy that Charley went along. It is an 

-;'1"¥-" .v -. • e • ~-interesting experience to bear a man talking aloud with himaelt -- U?IHtr-

i111g7 his own questions. 

Why did steinbeck undertake the trip in the first place'l Be tells 

us that he set out to rediscover America. Be seems to feel that home and 

business have preoccupied him inordinately -- so much so that when be 

looks up from his paper, as an artist might from his canvas, to recapture 

the sounds and smells of a particular geography, he no longer can conjure 

up in bis mind's eye the exact image. These are bis words: 

My plan was clear, concise, and reasonable, I think. l'or many 
years I have traveled in many parts of the world. In America I 
live in Rew York, or dip into Chicago or San Francisco. But Bew 
York is no more /4mer1ca than Paris is France or London is England. 
Thus I discovered that I did not know my own country. I, an 
American writer, writing about America, was working from. memory, 
and the memory is at beat a faulty, warpy reservoir. I had not 
heard the speech of .Aaerica, smelled the grass and trees and 
sewage, seen its hills and water, its color and quality of light. 
I knew the changes only tram books and newspapers. :ait more than 
this, I had not felt the country tor twenty-five years. In short, 
I was writing of sometb1ng I did not know about, and it seems to 
me that in a so-called writer this is criminal. My memories were 
distorted by twenty-five intervening years. 

Though be does not say so, the catalyst for this trip touched 

his reputation probably as much as it did his sense ot artistic integrit . 

Steinbeck's last several books did not gain much applause. East of Eden 

told ot the generation wbo labored to develop tbe rich central Californian 

famland. It was dismissed by critics with such adjectives as ponderous, 

awkward, unreal. East of Eden at least sold well. Bis next two works, 

Sweet Thursday and The Short Beign of Pippin IV, could 110t even otter 

him that consolation. They were 11nan1JD01tsl.y panned as trivial and 

contri"Yed. They newr made the best seller liat. steinbeck' • 1101t 

recent biographer and critic, Proteaaor Warren l'.rencp, concluded a two 
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hundred and titty page appreciation of the N■fl •• 1 l author of 'fbe Grapes 

of Wrath, lfortilla Flat, Ot Mice and Men, In lbbious Battle, The Red Pony, 

and Cannerz !low by mincing no words about vhat be called "Steinbeck' s 
tou~ ....... { )(. :.' ),,I • • ·-... • • •'--·r 

increasing loss ot touch vi.th his subject matter." Steinbeck uaiea.t.twtny ,. . 

undertook'rbia trip to regain his touch. We will be able to judge its 

success only on the basis of bis next novel. In the meantime it is worth 

our vhile to explore what he saw and what it meant to him. 

AB I read Travels With Charley, I had the impression that the 

trip did not do tor Steinbeck what be had hoped. Dr1 Ting occupied too 
l\tlo 1'ttt:C.G' ~~ ~o"tt-,_,.<. R..e-1..lONtf-£. oil.. '"'•<51U..-~T•~6 /fd".,;: F,wnt(..> 'fn 1 •~~c; .... 

much of his time-" Increasingly he tells usli~ttB'tf. ;lfpo-vers in Chicago, "< u •. ~ ·~eP:!,.. 
-f-N P 

Monterey, .Amarillo, where bis wife joined him and be visited with 

relatives. In Bew England, and especially in Maine and again in a abort 

stretch from Minnesota into lt>ntana, the book tells ot side roads, quiet 

evenings in out of the way dells, the meeting \ill' with migratory potato 
_.. ~ la. '( \.. ~ er> b ., " -~ .1 ~ L , t"LJ°"' ~ ~ ., 

pickers and the lonely people of the badlands. The return ~ has a 
---- [ -,t.c. '\ "f' 

frantic and frenetic pace to it -- he takes the bighw~s, not the side 
k ~ ~ I ~~ "- • • () I /_ 

roads -- as it be wanted nothing more than to be home. You learn of 
I\ 

places and people by living and working there as Steinbeck did in his 

youth with the California farm folk, the Spanish Indian paisanos, and 

the dust bowl Okies. When you travel through by boat or train or car -

as we travel here or in Europe -- COJ11prebension is superficial and you 

see largely what you expect to see. The windshield is a picture window. 

One can see, :but there is little conum1n:lcation or getting to know. 

With one exception Steinbeck' s observations are, I suspect, thoae 

that he would haft llade be:tore be left. Be tound cities "traffic harried," 

t\-11 neon-plastered," ~ wonders a( progress that levels natural beauty tor 
I'\ 

the ugliness ot urban sprawl. Food be tound clean but blanl: "In the 
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eating places along tbe roads the food is tasteless, colorless, and ot a 

complete sameness." His commeuts on mass culture ring a familiar. bell: 
4111 

"The dominant publication has been tbe comie book." "'l'bere have been 

racks ot paperbacks with some great and good titles but overwhelmingly 

outnumbered by tbe volumes of sex, sadism, and boJD1 eide." Ot radio: 

"Apart from a fe;r reporting& of football games, the mental tare bas been 

as generalized, as packaged, and as und.istiDgUished as the food." What 

saves the familiar from being bana.1 is its presentation in vivid image. 

It is one thing to say that Americans are politically lazy and illiterate 

-- another to write: 

I bad been keen to hear what people thought poli ticall.y. ~se 
whom I bad met did not talk about the subject, didn't seem to want to 
talk about it. It seemed to me partly caution and partly a lack ot 
interest, but strong opinions were Just not stated. One storekeeper 
did a.cbn:ft to me that be had to do business with both sides and could 
not permit b1mself tbe luxury of an opinion. Be was a grqing man 
in a little gray store, a crossroads place wbere I stopped tor a box 
of dog biscuits and a can ot pipe tobacco. !rbis man, this store 
might have been anywhere in the nation, but ac'b1alJy it was back in 
lf1.nnesota. 'l'be man had a kind of gray wistful twinkle in bis eyes 
as though be remembered humor when it was not against the law, so 
that I dared go out on a limb. I said, "It looks tben as though 
tbe natural contentiousness of people had died. But I don't believe 
that. It'll just take another ~hannel. Can you think, sir, ot vhat 
that channel llliaht be'l" 

"You mean vb1re will they bust out!" 
"Where do they bust out? " 
I was not wrong, the twinkle was there, the precious, humorous 

twinkle. "Well, sir," be said, "ve 've got a murder now and then, or 
we can read about them. 'fhen we've got tbe World Series. You can 
raise a wind any tille over tbe Pirates or the Yankees, but I guess 
the best of all is we've got tbe aissians." 

11 Peelings pretty strong tbere'l " 
"Oh, sure! Hardly a day goes by somebody doesn't take a belt 

at the lmsaians. " l'or some reason be vas getting a 11 ttle easier, 
e-ven pend.tted him.self a chuckle that could have turned to throat
clearing if he saw a bad reaction troa me. 

I asked, "Anybody knov any lmasiana around bere'l" . 
And now he vent all out a.ad laughed. "Course not. That's Why 

they' re valuable. llobody can find tault with you it you take out 
atter the lbssians. " 

"Because we' re mt doing business w1 th theld" 
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Be picked up a cheese knite trom th! counter and caretully ran 
bis thwnb along the edge and laid the ltnite down. "Maybe that' a it. 
By George, maybe that' s it. We' re not doing lauaineas." 

"You think then we might be using the lbssians as an outlet for 
something else, tor other things." 

"I didn't think that at all, sir, but I bet I'• going to. Why, I 
remember when people took everything out on Mr. Roosevelt. Andy Larsen 
got red in tbe face about Poosevelt one time when bis hens got the 
croup. Yes, sir," he said with growing entbuaiasm, "those Bu.ssiaas 
got quite a load to carry. Man has a fight with bis wife, he belts 
the l\J.ssians." 

"Maybe everybody needs 1'lss1ans. :I'll bet even in Bu.ssia they need 
Russians. Maybe they call it Americans." 

Be cut a sliver of cheese trom a wheel and held it out to me on 
the k.Dife blade. "You've give me something to think about in a 
sneaking kind of wa::,." 

"I thought you gave it to me." 
"Bow?" 
".About business and opinions." 
''Well, maybe so. KDow what I'm going to dot Bext time Andy Larsen 

comes in red in the face, I'm going to see it the 1'1.ssians are bother
ing his hens. It was a great loss to Andy when Mr. Boosevelt died." 

~ .. ~t;;~ ~i' t ,.. o •M -4 /t\ Ii. ~ "7e i A,/·Ju • • .!,: <.;. •. ,-\ 'o ,. _v <-', > ... • 0 

I speke ~ot ~ obsersation tor which I sense he was unprepared. It 

is s.,mmed up in the simple sentence, "From start to tini sh I found 

strangers." "For all our enormous geographic range, tor all of our 

sectionalism, for all of our interwoven breeds drawn from every part of 

the ethnic world, we are a nation, a new breed. /aer:l.cans are much more 

American than they are Jfortberners, Southerners, Westerners, or Baaterners, 

and descendants ot English, Irish, Italian, Jewish, German, Polish are 

essentially American. ,f'fbe and tbe public schools, and restrictive 

:1-1grat1on laws ba'ft aone their work. !be melting pot baa ~1mme"9d. 

Put in a novelist's tel'lllB the age ot nationality writing -- ot tbe Bast 

Side ot 1lev York' s Jews, ot Boston' s South End' a Ir.I.sh, of Steinbeck.' s now 

fa1liar paiseno• -- is finished, closed. A noftl v1ll have to stand on 

tbe detini tion of personal 1 ty and problemf rather than on a colorful 
C.. U \.: \ '-' (\. A~ 

eTaluation ot ,unique and eccentric traits ana. traditions. Pllt into 
I • ft\ 

local context Cleveland is a city, not a aeries of tastetally planted 
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nationality gardens. I BUapect that Steinbeck is right and I suspect 

L"~t v/(l.. \ ,v.._ t c.. 
that as a writer he will tind it difficult to adjust eRG ••••Vb· 

Why'l :Because Steinbeck, tor all bis well tailored clothes and 

lew York know-bow, is essentially most at home in a more natural and rural 

world. Be is a marine biologist ot SOJDe note. Baised on a farm, his 

strongest and most sincere writing touches nature and tbe iron laws ot 

survival. This is true even in Travels With Charley. Little in the book 

~ 
rivals fhis description ot the Bevada desert. 

I have driven through the Southwest many times, and even more 
often have tlown over it -- a great and mysterious wasteland, a sun
punished place. It is a mystery, something concealed and waiting. 
It seems deserted, tree ot parasitic man, but this is not entirely 
so . Follow tbe double line ot Ybeel track through sand and rock and 
you will find a habitation SODleVbere huddled in a protected place, 
with a few trees Pointing their roots at under-earth water, a patch 
of starveling corn and squash, and strips of jerky banging on a 
string. There is a breed of desert men, not hiding exactly but 
gone to sanctuary from the sins ot confusion. 

At night in this waterless air the stars come down just out of 
reach ot your fingers. In such a place lived the hermits of tbe 
early church piercing to infinity with unlittered minds. Tbe great 
concepts of oneness and of majestic order seem al~s to be born in 
the desert. The quiet counting of the stars, and observation ot 
their movements, came first from desert places. I have known desert 
men vbo chose tbeir places with quiet and slow passion, rejecting 
the nervousness of a watered world. These men have not changed with 
the exploding times except to die and be replaced with others like 
them. 

And always there are mysteries in the desert, stories told and 
retold of secret places in the desert JIOUDtaina where suniving clans 
from an older era wait ·to re-emerge. Usually these groups guard 
treasures hidden from the waves of conquest, the golden artifacts of 
an archaic lbntezuma, or a mine so rich that its discovery would 
change the world. It a stranger discovers their existence, he is 
·killed or ao absorbed that he is ne"Yer seen again. ~se stories 
have an inevitable pattern untroubled by tbe question, It none 
return, how 1a it kDovn what is thereT Oh, it's there all right, 
but if you find it you will never be tound. 

Alla. there ia another J110D0litb1c tale vhich never cbangea. ~ 
prospectors in partnership cliaco'ftr a lline ot preternatural richness 
-- ot gold or diamonda or n.biea. • '!bey load tbellaelft• with aaaplea, 
•• 111ch aa they can carry, an4 they mark the place in their minda by 
lancbaarka all &l'VIUl4. '!hea, on the Y«1 out to the other world, one 
41ea ot thirst and exbauat1011, but the other cravla on, diacarcling 

;..,, .,1.,• 
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most of the treasure he bas grown too weak to carry. Be comes at 
last to a settlement, or perhaps is found by other prospecting men. 
They examine bis samples with great excitement. Sometimes in the 
story the survivor dies after leaving directions with his rescuers, 
or again be is m.u-aed back to strength. Then a well-equipped party 
sets out to find the treasure, and it can never be found again. 
That is the invariable end of' the story -- it is never found again. 
I have heard this story many times, and it never changes. There is 
nourishment in the desert tor myth, but myth must somewhere have its 
roots in reality. 

And there are true secrets in the desert. In the var of sun and 
dryness against living things, life has its secrets of survival.. 
Life, no matter on what level, must be moist or it v1ll disappear. 
I f'ind most interesting the conspiracy of life in the desert to 
circumvent the death rays of the all-conquering sun. The beaten 
earth appears defeated and dead, but it only appears so. A vast 
and inventive organization of living matter survives by seeming to 
have lost. The gray and dusty sage wears oily armor to protect ita 
inward small moistness. Some plants engorge themselves with water 
in the rare rainfall and store it for future use. An1mal. life wears 
a bard, dry skin or an outer skeleton to defy the desiccation. .And 
every living thing bas developed techniques tor finding or creating 
shade. Quall reptiles and rodents burrow or slide below the surface 
or cling to the shaded side of an outcropping. Movement is slow to 
preserve energy, and it is a rare animal vbicb can or will defy the 
sun for long. A rattlesnake v1ll die in an hour of full sun. Some 
insects of bolder inventiveness have devised personal refrigeration 
systems. Those animals which must drink moisture get it at second 
hand -- a rabbit trom. a leaf, a coyote from the blood of a rabbit. 

One may look in vain for living creatures in the daytime, but 
vben tbe sun goes and the night gives consent, a world of creatures 
awakens and takes up its intricate pattern. Then the hunted come 
out and the hunters, and hunters of the bunters. 'l!be night awakes 
to buzzing and to cries and barks. 

When, very late in tbe history of our planet, the incredible 
accident of' life occurred, a balance et ebeJl1cal. factors, combined 
with temperature, in quantities and in kinds so delicate as to be 
unlikely, all came together in the retort of time and a nev thing 
emerged, aott and helpless and unprotected in the savage world of 
unlife. lfben processes of ~bans~ and variation took place in the 
organisms, so that one kind became different from all otbers. But 
one ingredient, perhaps the most important of all, is planted in 
every lite form -- the factor of survival. 1'o living thing is 
witbout it, nor could life exist without this magic formula. Of 
course, each tom developed its ovn machinery for survival, and some 
failed and disappeared while otbers peopled the earth. ~ first 
lite might easily have been snuffed out and the accident Dl'1 never 
have happened again -- but, once it existed, its tirst quality, its 
duty, preoccupation, direction, and end, shared by ewry liviag 
thing, is to go on living. And so it does and 10 it will until some 
other accident cancels it. And the desert, the dry and sun-lashed 
desert, is a good school in which to obaene the clewrneas and the 
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infinite variety of' techniques ot survival under pitiless opposition. 
Life could not change the sun or water the desert, so it changed 
itselt. 

The desert, being an unwanted place, might well be tbe last stand 
of' life against unlif'e. For in the rich and moist and wanted areas 
of' the world, life pyramids against itselt and in its contusion has 
finally allied itself with tbe enemy non-life. And what tbe scorch
ing, searing, freezing, poisoning weapons ot non-lite have failed to 
do may be accomplished to tbe end of its destruction and extinction 
by the tactics of survival gone sour. If the most versatile ot 
living forms, the bnman, now fights for survival as it always has, 
it can elimi.nate not only itself' but all other life. And if that 
should transpire, unwanted places like the desert might be tbe harsh 
mother of repopulation. For the inhabitants of the desert are well 
trained and well armed against desolation. Even our own misguided 
species might re-emerge from the desert. The lone man and bis sun
toughened wife wbo cling to the shade in an u.nfru.1 tful and uncoveted 
place might, with their brothers in arms -- tbe coyote, the jackrabbit, 
the horned toad, the rattlesnake, together with a host of armored 
insects -- these trained and tested fragments of lite might well be 
tbe last bope of life against non-life., The desert bas mothered magic 
things before this. 

Steinbeck' s great novels touched tbe brute struggle of certain 
(;Jtj~£ 
~pa of men against the forces of nature -- el•••r striking Mexican 

wetbacks in California labor campa, Loc the Okies o(tbe dust bowl, .JW the 
C> ' f\ J i l cf Wt1" 

Spanish-Indians f'8.l'!lil.ll&- the sea. As tbe uniqueness of these people slips 

away and as nature is more and re farmed JIQt lQ! a ,.,._ by the tractor 

and the combine, what shall be te about? Prophetically, 1 mmeil.iately 

following this masterful descrip ion of the desert there follows a 

tedious aDd labored description a sgiving weekend in an exurbanite 

Texas bome, the main point of v ch seems to be that 'l'exans are just 

people. What else could they t What else must a novelist show them to 

be? Just people have loves hates and city adventures and arreatiDg 
MJ->C' 

personal. 11 ves. It is these t t the modern novelists write about and it 

" is these that steinbeck does no seem able to write about successtully. 

I teel for Steinbeck. I recall one of his early short stories 

about a transplanted tam1ly of stolid •w Englanders named Whiteside. 

·~) c-L ... -.. -~ '~ 
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!'be grandtather, after a BarYard education, comes West to be on the land 

and ot the land. Be was a literate sturdy man who fumed well, conquered 

his tielda, and built a large rambling house ot indestructible redwood. 

'!'be tamily would be rooted and bomed. 

Be had only one child, a son, and the son rema111ed on tbe land -

be had only one grandchild -- a son -- tbe grandson moved from the farm 

to tbe city. He waa an absentee landlord. One ~ while doing what he 

could at the farm tbe grandson miscalculated and burned ott some 

underbrush too near the indestructible homestead. It vas burned to the 

ground. The family was homeless -- adrift. While watching tbe names 

and thinking of his grandfather, the grandson mused, "I think I know bow 

a aoul feels when it seea its body buried in tbe ground and lost." 

Steinbeck' s soul is lost in an urban bomogenized America as much 

as bis touch loses its way every time he came into our, cities. It's a 

pity and we can only hope th1 s t8] ente4 Jgµrnali ,rt x1 l l tiai '" ·asain. 

It's worth a momer.rt to consider the psychological and personal 

implications of an Jaerica which has lost its plural.isti·c cultures and 

is becoming citified and bomogenized. '!'here is 80llleth11Jg unappe~ing 

about two hundred million souls being educated on similar texts and 

conditioned to react predictably to certain --virtues and politics. That 

it is happening seems uncontestible. Steinbeck's 11:fe history is a 

living testament. So is the roving similaritr,. in the at,...-...,-· 

political parties. It can be attested by the simple tact that a "'°1111
"" 

st1nrnl ated by Madison Avenue st1mnlates appetites across the nation. 

I suspect it 1s only the farm boy who sees tbe city aa Wlitorm and of a 

single piece. !he Jewish people have historically been urban dwellers. 

Ye_i tice the diversity which bas been ours religiously, with our liberal 



If Steinbeck had wanted to find America, he would have done better to 

have stayed at home and to have spent his days in New York City. America is 
.-~ 1~e ~~ -~ ..-~ 

no longer.~ country farm or a,a-open prairie,-- a drama of geography. America 
" w_~ pb--'---

today is the city street~anct tbi~skyscraper. Its drama is the drama of 

civilization. We have tamed nature. We have not yet tamed ourselves. 

The drama of man against nature has been told. The drama of man against 

himself remains to be told. The city needs•n infinite number of competent 

artists and writers who can bring its passion and its challenge to life. 

l',\J ""°"" el.\; Think of the infinite variety of novels o,1Red 1n the city. The child ~..:._.__,.--, ... , 
~,Lot-~"-tN' to ee oe,a,., ~- ~ •"'= ,n,t.s..s against the street. Man &8tl'±11S t Ill I' JHliRlfl i Ii?'., The little person against 

vast political and economic power. The family against the city's temptations. 

Strangely, American writers have so far shunned and avoided the city. 
~o-t\ li' 01""' ~,,It•,._, 'WI''> 

Indeed, our best writers have fled the city -- Hemingway to Puerto Rico, 
~ ~ 

Steinbeck to the farthest tip of Long Island, Faulkener to a Mississippi 

plantation, Melamud to a Washington State uni versity. The city is noisy. 

The city permits little quiet for creative work. The city is overwhelming . . -
"~ ikL '-- •)' 

Ma; ~ , t jp ±h9 ■e.s. It is difficult to distinguish, unlike 
I'\ 

tA< 'CZ (t:EtV 
the :--aed Jbt-

/'t 
aa,ri,e pioneer silhouetted against an open landscape. But .America today is the 

city. That is clear. In 1900 seventy percent of .Americans lived on farms. 

In 1960 seventy percent of Americans lived in cities. If America is to be 

written abou~the city must be backdrop aM 13 ¢; bssl i r~ and cauldron of 

our novels. 

Pennit me a word as a rabbi. I would recall to you the words of the 

young grandson in Steinbeck's story as he watched the ancestral home go up in 

flames, "I think I know how a soul feels when it sees its body buried in the 

ground and lost." Men cleared the land and farmed it to survive and to set 

in roots. Much of the sturdiness of .Amer.tea lay in the strength of these 



roots. Then ca.Ine the industrial revolution, the road, a mobile .America, and 

rootlessness. The brilliant sociologist , Durkheim, has called this sense of 

alienation anomie, the loss of a sense of belonging. In the city men lead 

frenetic lives, but few feel that their lives are essential to the welfare 

of the city. Men live in the city but are not of the city. Apartments have 
IJ fhfJ.TM1,-,.;r O ~ c:1.J.s.='tt, ~,~c. t. 

elevators which go up; r.iad a~t roots which sink in. The city man is a job 

description and a corporate table of organization. He is a patient number in 

a medical clinic. He is a long queue bending around the corner for theater ~ ~4clitlo . 

-e'ifbe;as. He is a human sardine in a hermetically sealed subway. He is 

replaceable . He is a body that many see but few know. He works for himself 

and for his family but he has no sense of befing a part of a larger whole. /1 
Anomie, the absence of a sense of belonging, 
-- WW-

to emotional and person-

~lity breakdown. If society says to us that we are expendable and replaceable, 

we begin to think little and ill of ourselves. If society sees us but takes 

no notice of us we come to feel that it matters little if we live lives which 

are apart and we feel no urgency to participate in civic and coutrnunity 
~ ~ ~ Au..,iD__._J ~J /J y{... t--.~ ~ J..o.. -.iAJ f'U- {Gt r QU ~~ ~ .. '4';.._ £:x:«_, 

projects. Men begin to live for themselves and it becomes easy·~o justify 
~ 

every act of greed and selfishness . on the grounds that no one cares anyway. 

The anonymous of the city live with one ambition, to mine in the city a 

treasure of coin and then to escape from it . The ultimate ambition of those 

who suffer from anomie is to get away. And what kind of ambition is that? 

The city nee~s desperat5writers who can dissect and lay bare the 

tensions of the one and the many and the clash of personality and anonymity. 

If we are fated to live in the city, let us at least know the dimensions of 

the challenge it throws up at us . The city is dangerous, but it is also 

colorful and rich, f ull of exciting opportunity. Etymologically, the word 

ttci vilization" means "of the city~'. Townlet and hamlet have never produced 

the exciting clash of ideas and of men which raises the skyscrape1·s of 



~-'•c::. 
philosophy and art and levels the long ~1 gs of group understanding. A 

l0t v 
native .American~ in the 1960 1s must throw up the potential and the peril 

of the city, its thrust and its tortures, its glory and its garishness. 

This is America. It is an .America which I hope men of the quality 
\µ( r.> \ ' IJ ,,_ 

of _jlteinbeck wll help us to understand. 
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