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Fascination with Eastern spiritual teachings
has been growing in the West. People have
wondered why millions raised in affluence, and
educated in the disciplines of modern science,
feel attracted to a message that teaches simple
living, and a more intuitive approach to reality.
Is yoga, they ask, a mere fad?

In this book a Westerner explains for the first
time in depth, and from his own experience,
some of the reasons for this appeal.

In Part I of The Path, Swami Kriyananda de-
scribes how he examined, and discarded one by
one, the fulfillments offered by society around
him: material success, worldly recognition,
intellectual and artistic achievement. Gradually
he understood that lasting human happiness
does not come from outer success, but from
inner, spiritual realization.

In 1948, he read Autobiography of a Yogi, by
Paramahansa Yogananda, an experience which
transformed his life. For this book introduced
him to his guru, and to the ancient, meditative
science of Raja Yoga.

In Part II, Kriyananda describes his life as a
close disciple of Paramahansa Yogananda, in
the Los Angeles headquarters of Self-Realization
Fellowship, the first great ashram of the West.
Kriyananda gives a fascinating and compre-
hensive explanation of the yogic philosophy and .
way of life, including hundreds of never-before-
published stories and sayings of Yogananda.
Kriyananda also compares the teachings of yoga
with the teachings of Christ, finding countless
parallels between East and West.

In Part III, Kriyananda emerges as he is to-
day: the founder of a highly successful spiritual
community, and a much-loved, well-respected
teacher in his own right, whose words and ex-
ample are inspiring an ever-widening circle of
people to seekdahélasting joysrof self-realization.

The Path gives a balance verview of the
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To the sincere seeker,
whatever his chosen path.

A group of Paramahansa Yogananda's
disciples had gone with him to see a movie
about the life of Gyandev, a great saint of
medieval India. Afterwards they gathered
and listened to the Master explain certain,
subtler, aspects of that inspiring story. A
young man in the group mentioned
another film he had seen years earlier, in
India, about the life of Mirabai, a famous
woman saint.

“If you'd seen that movie,” he ex-
claimed, “you wouldn't have even liked
this one!”

The Guru rebuked him. “Why make
such comparisons? The lives of great
saints manifest in various ways the same,
one God."
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PREFACE

By John W. White, M.A.T., Yale University

author, Everything You Want to Know About TM\
editor, The Highest State of Consciousness,
Frontiers of Consciousness, What Is Meditation’,
associate editor, New Realities Magazine

When one has been moved to laughter and tears, deep con-
templation and joyful insight, as I have been while immersed in
The Path, it is hardly possible to find a word or a phrase suf-
ficient to encompass the enriching experience. “Deeply in-
spiring” — though hardly adequate — is the best way I can find
to describe it.

Briefly, The Path is a story of one man’s search for God
through the path of yoga. It tells how American-born Donald
Walters became universally-born Swami Kriyananda. At the
same time, it serves as a practical manual of instruction for
others in search of God-realization, no matter what tradition or
path they follow. As an exceptionally lucid explanation of yogic
philosophy, The Path will also be a valuable resource for those
intellectually curious, but not consciously committed to
spiritual growth.

The catalyst in Kriyananda's transformation was his guru,
the well-known yogi, Paramahansa Yogananda, author of
Autobiography of a Yogi. In fact, it is accurate to say that The
Path, subtitled “Autobiography of a Western Yogi,” is as much
about Yogananda as about Kriyananda. For, in truth, the two
are one. That is part of the inspirational quality of The Path —
the selfless devotion to guru which Kriyananda displays
throughout the book. At the same time, he makes clear that
Yogananda did not want devotion for himself. Rather, he would
lovingly redirect his disciples’ devotion to God.

Vil
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This brings me to another element of the book which helped
produce my feeling of inspiration — its abundant wisdom.
Kriyananda’'s commentaries on spiritual unfoldment and his
lucid explanations of yogic concepts are profoundly in-
structional. Moreover, like a true teacher he blends theoretical
presentations and practical advice with personal anecdotes and
illustrative stories in a way that is altogether engaging. Last of
all, he presents us with much previously unpublished con-
versation from Yogananda, whose words are always
enlightening.

Kriyananda's freedom from sentimentality is still another ap-
pealing aspect of his account. In creating this self-portrait, he
speaks frankly about his failings, his ignorant shortcomings, his
periods of doubt and depression, his moments of thralldom to
spiritual pride. He doesn’t attempt to romanticize the path he
followed nor gloss over the difficulties he encountered within
himself and in relation to others.

I have mentioned devotion, honesty, and wisdom as three
characteristics of The Path that give it an uplifting quality.
There are others just as important — transpersonal love, for
example, and the constant emphasis on attunement to God as
the solution to all our problems. However, it is also important to
note that The Path is not only spiritual — it is spiritual literature.
The literary style with which Kriyananda reveals himself is
worthy of study by authors as well as spiritual seekers. It is by
turns elegant, graceful, supple, delicate and always clear — a
verbal elixir that would work powerfully on the consciousness
of readers even if the theme were profane instead of divine.

The final quality of The Path which I want to note is its
planetary vision of society. Yogananda encouraged his
followers — and I quote him here — “to spread a spirit of
brotherhood among all peoples and to aid in establishing, in
many countries, self-sustaining world-brotherhood colonies for
plain living and high thinking.”

Today, Ananda Cooperative Village, established by Kriya-
nanda and dedicated to human upliftment in accordance with
Yogananda's teachings, is part of a growing global network of
spiritual communities from many traditions and teachings
which are linking together ever more intensively to become the
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seedbed for a new world — rooted in a vision of humanity’s
oneness rather than in the warfare and competition that has
characterized this century heretofore.

The Path chronicles the establishment of Ananda. In so
doing, it provides useful instruction in still another dimension
that the dedicated spiritual seeker must come to face — his or
her relation to society in general. The solution proposed in the
life and teaching of Paramahansa Yogananda, as carried for-
ward by Swami Kriyananda, is still another reason why The
Path is so worth reading. The integral relation between spiritual
practice and worldly affairs becomes abundantly clear through
Kriyananda's words and deeds.

Not only is The Path inspirational — urging you to “go and
do thou likewise” — it also gives the pragmatic technical in-
struction needed to put principle into action. Moreover, it does
so with a beauty and simplicity that is the verbal embodiment of
the yogic approach to God-realization. I trust that you will find
The Path to be a major resource in your life and that you will, in
accord with yogic tradition, lovingly share it with others as part
of your service to the world. For an inspired work such as this,
that is the only proper response.

Cheshire, Connecticut
June 1, 1977
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CHAPTER 3
The Pilgrim Whittles His Staff

THERE ARE TIMES when a human being, though

perhaps not remarkable in himself, encounters some
extraordinary person or event that infuses his life with
great meaning. My own life was blessed with such an en-
counter nearly thirty years ago, in 1948. Right here in
America, of all lands the epitome of bustling efficiency,
material progressiveness, and pragmatic “know-how,” I
met a great, God-known master whose constant vision was
of eternity. His name was Paramahansa Yogananda. He
was from India, though it would be truer to say that his
home was the whole world.

Had anyone suggested to me prior to that meeting that
so much radiance, dynamic joy, unaffected humility, and
love might be found in a single human being, I would
have replied — though perhaps with a sigh of regret —
that such perfection is not possible for man. And had
anyone suggested to me, further, that divine miracles have
occurred in this scientific age, I would have laughed
outright. For in those days, proud as I was in my in-
tellectual, Twentieth-Century “wisdom,” I mocked even
the miracles of the Bible.

No longer. I have seen things that made a mockery of
mockery itself. I know now from personal experience that
divine wonders do occur on earth. And I believe that the
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time is approaching when countless men and women will
no more think of doubting God than they doubt the air
they breathe. For God is not dead. It is man only who
dies to all that is wonderful in life when he limits himself
to worldly acquisitions and to advancing himself in
worldly eyes, but overlooks those spiritual realities which
are the foundation of all that he truly is.

Paramahansa Yogananda often spoke of America’'s
high spiritual destiny. When first I heard him do so, I
marveled. America? All that I knew of this country was its
materialism, its competitive drive, its smug, “no-
nonsense” attitude toward anything too subtle to be
measured with scientific instruments. But in time that
great teacher made me aware of another aspect, an un-
dercurrent of divine yearning — not in our intellectuals,
perhaps, our so-called cultural “leaders,” but in the
hearts of the common people. Americans’ love of
freedom, after all, began in the quest, centuries ago, for
religious freedom. Their historic emphasis on equality and
on voluntary, friendly cooperation with one another
reflects principles that are taught in the Bible. Americans’
pioneering spirit is rooted in these principles. And when
no frontiers remained to our people on the North
American continent and they began exporting their
pioneering energies abroad, again it was the spirit of
freedom and of willing cooperation that they carried with
them, setting a new example for mankind everywhere. In
these twin principles Paramahansa Yogananda saw the
key to mankind’s next upward step in its evolution.

The vision of the future that he presented to us was of
a state of world brotherhood in which all men would live
together in harmony and freedom. As a step toward this
universal fulfillment he urged those people who were free
to do so to band together into what he called “world-
brotherhood colonies”:  spiritual communities where
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people, living and working together with others of like
mind, would develop an awareness of the true kinship of
all men as sons and daughters of the same, one God.

It has been my own lot to found such a “world-
brotherhood colony,” the first of what Yogananda predict-
ed would someday be thousands of such communities the
world over.

Because the pioneering spirit is rooted in principles
that are essentially spiritual, it has not only expanded
men's frontiers outwardly; in recent decades especially, it
has begun to interiorize them, to expand the inward bound-
aries of human consciousness, and to awaken in people
the desire to harmonize their lives with truth, and with

God.
It was to the divine aspirations of these pioneers of the

spirit that Paramahansa Yogananda was responding in
coming to America. Americans, he said, were ready to
learn meditation and God-communion, through the prac-
tice of the ancient science of yoga.* It was in the capacity
of one of modern India's greatest exponents of yoga that
he was sent by his great teachers to the West.

In my own life and heritage, the pioneering spirit in all
its stages of manifestation has played an important role.
Numerous ancestors on both sides of my family were
pioneers of the traditional sort, many of them ministers of
the Gospel, and frontier doctors. My paternal grand-
parents joined the great land rush that opened up the
Oklahoma Territory in 1889. Other ancestors played less
exploratory, but nonetheless active, roles in the great ad-
venture of America's development. Mary Todd, the wife
of Abraham Lincoln, was a relative of mine. So also was

* Yoga: a Sanskrit word meaning, “union.” Yoga is also a system of
psycho-physical techniques for helping man to achieve conscious
union with the Infinite Spirit, God. The yogi, a practitioner of the
yoga science, acquires outwardly also a vision of the underlying
unity of all life.
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Robert E. Lee, Lincoln’s adversary in the Civil War. It
pleases me thus to be linked with both sides of that
divisive conflict, for my own lifelong tendency has been
to reconcile contradictions — to seek, as India’s
philosophy puts it, “unity in diversity.”

My father, Ray P. Walters, was born too late to be a
pioneer in the earlier sense. A pioneer nevertheless at
heart, he joined the new wave of international expansion
and cooperation, working for Esso as an oil geologist in
foreign lands. Mother, Gertrude G. Walters, was a part of
this new wave also: After graduating from college she
went to study the violin in Paris. Both my parents were
born in Oklahoma; it was in Paris, however, that they
met. After their wedding, Dad was assigned to the oil
fields of Rumania; there they settled in Teleajen, a small
Anglo-American colony about three kilometers east of the
city of Ploe8ti. Teleajen was the scene of my own
squalling entrance onto the stage of life.

My body, typically of the American “melting pot,” is
the product of a blend of several countries: England,
Wales, Scotland, Ireland, Holland, France, and Ger-
many. It was little Wales, the smallest of these seven, that
gave me my surname, Walters. For Kriyananda is a
monastic appellation that I acquired only in 1955, when
I was initiated into the ancient Swami order of India.

The human body, through the process of birth, is a
new creation. Not so the soul. I came into this world, I
believe, already fully myself. I chose this particular family
because I found it harmonious to my own nature, and felt
that these were the parents who would best afford me the
opportunities I needed for my own spiritual development.
Grateful as I am to my parents for taking me in, a
stranger, I feel less indebted to them for making me what
I am. I have described them, their forebears, and the
country from which they came to show the trends with
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which I chose to affiliate, for whatever good I might be
able to accomplish for myself, and perhaps, also, for
others.

For everyone in this world is a pilgrim. He comes
alone, treads his chosen path for a time, then leaves once
more solitarily. His is a sacred destination, always dimly
suspected, though usually not consciously known.
Whether deliberately or by blind instinct, directly or in-
directly, what all men are truly seeking is Joy —Joy in-
finite, Joy eternal, Joy divine.

Most of us, alas, wander about in this world like
pilgrims without a map. We imagine Joy's shrine to be
wherever money is worshipped, or power, or fame, or good
times. It is only after ceaseless roaming that, disappointed
at last, we pause in silent self-appraisal. And then it is we
discover, perhaps with a shock, that our goal was never
distant from us at all — indeed, never any farther away than
our own selves'.

This path we walk has no fixed dimensions. It is either
long or short, depending only on the purity of our in-
tentions. It is the path Jesus described when he said,
“The kingdom of God cometh not with observation:
Neither shall they say, Lo here! or, lo there! for, behold,
the kingdom of God is within you."”* Walking this path,
we yet walk it not, for the goal, being inward, is ours
already. We have only to claim it as our own.

The principal purpose of this book is to help you, the
reader, to make good that claim. I hope in these pages,
among other things, to help you avoid a few of the
mistakes I myself have made in the search. For a person's
failures may sometimes be as instructive as his successes.

I was born in Teleajen on May 19, 1926, at ap-
proximately seven in the morning. James Donald Walters
is the full name I received at christening in the little

Luke 17:20,21.



8 The Path

Anglican church in Ploesti Owing to a plethora of
Jameses in the community, I was always known by my
second name, Donald, in which I was the namesake of a
step-uncle, Donald Quarles, who later served as Secretary
of the Air Force under President Eisenhower. James, too,
was a family name, being the name of my maternal
grandfather. It was my ultimate destiny, however, to
renounce such family identities altogether in favor of a
higher, spiritual one.

Mother has told me that throughout her pregnancy she
was filled with an inward joy. “Lord,” she prayed
repeatedly, “this first child I give to Thee.”

Her blessing may not have borne fruit as early as she
had hoped. But bear fruit it did, gradually — one might
almost say, relentlessly — over the years.

For mine is the story of one who did his best to live
without God, but who — thank God — failed in the at-
tempt.



CHAPTER 4

He Sets out from Home

\]OY HAS ALWAYS been my first love. I have longed to
share it with others.

My clearest early memories all relate to a special kind
of happiness, one that seemed to have little to do with the
things around me, that at best only reflected them. A
lingering impression is one of wonder to be in this world
at all. What was I doing here? Intuitively I felt that there
must be some higher reality — another world, perhaps,
radiant, beautiful, and harmonious, in relation to which
this one represented mere exile. Beautiful sounds and
colors thrilled me almost to ecstasy. Sometimes I would
cover a table down to the floor with a colorful American
Indian blanket, then crawl inside and fairly drink in the
luminous colors. At other times, gazing into the prism
formed by the broad edge of a mirror on my mother's
dressing table, I would imagine myself living in a world
of rainbow-colored lights. Often also, at night, I would
see myself absorbed in a radiant inner light, and my con-
sciousness would seem to expand beyond the limits of my
body.

“You were eager for knowledge,” Mother tells me,
“not a little wilful, but keenly sympathetic to the misfor-
tunes of others.” Smiling playfully, she adds, “I used to
read children’s books to you. If ghe hero was in trouble, I
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would point pityingly to his picture. As I did so, your lips
quivered. ‘Poor this? you exclaimed.” Mother (naughty
this\) found my response so amusing that she sometimes
played on it by pointing tragically to the cheerful pictures
as well — a miserable ploy which, she informs me, in-
variably succeeded.

As I grew older, my inner joy spilled over into an in-
tense enthusiasm for life. Teleajen gave us many op-
portunities to be creative in our play. We were far
removed from the modern world of frequent movies, cir-
cuses, and other contrived amusements. Television was,
of course, unknown at that time even in America. As a
community composed mostly of English and American
families, we were remote even from the mainstream of
Rumanian culture. Our parents taught us a few standard
Anglo-American games, but for the most part we in-
vented our own. Our backyards became transformed
into adventure lands. A long stepladder laid sidewise on
the snow became an airplane soaring us to warmer
climes. A large apple tree with hanging branches served a
variety of useful functions: a schoolhouse, a sea-going
schooner, a castle. Furniture piled high in various ways in
the nursery would become a Spanish galleon, or a moun-
tain fortress. We blazed secret trails through a nearby
cornfield to a cache of buried treasure, or to a point of
safety from the pursuing officers of some unspeakably
wicked tyrant. In winter, skating on a tennis court that
had been flooded to make an ice rink, we gazed below us
into the frozen depths and imagined ourselves moving
freely in another dimension of wonderful shapes and
colors.

I remember a ship, too, that I set out to build, fully in-
tending to sail it on Lake Snagov. I got as far as nailing a
few old boards together in nondescript imitation of a
deck. In imagination, however, as I lay in bed at night
and contemplated the job, I was already sailing my
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schooner on the high seas.

Leadership came naturally to me, though I was un-
willing to exert it if others didn't share my interests spon-
taneously. The children in Teleajen did share them, and
accepted my leadership. More and more, however, as I
grew older, I discovered that people often considered my
vision of things somewhat peculiar. I noticed it first in
some of the newly arrived children in Teleajen. Ac-
customed to the standard childhood games of England
and America, they would look puzzled at my proposals
for more imaginative entertainment — like the time we
gazed into unfamiliar dimensions in the ice while skating
over it. Unwilling to impose my interests on others, I was
equally unwilling to accept their imposition in return. I
was, I suppose, a nonconformist, not from conscious
desire or intent, but from a certain inability to attune
myself to others’ norms. What was important to me
seemed to them unimportant, whereas, frequently, what
they considered important seemed to me in-
comprehensible.

Miss Barbara Henson (now Mrs. Elsdale), our govern-
ess for a time, described me in a recent letter the way
she remembers me as a child of seven: “You were cer-
tainly ‘different Don — ‘in the family but not of it I
was always conscious that you had a mystic quality which
set you apart, and others were aware of it, too. You were
always the observer, with an extraordinarily straight look
in those blue-grey eyes which made you, in a sense,
ageless. And in a quiet, disconcerting way, you made
funny little experiments on other people as if to satisfy
your suspicions about something concerning them. Never
to be put off by prevarication or half-truths, you were,
one felt, seeking the truth behind everything.”

Cora Brazier, our next-door neighbor, a kind, sym-
pathetic lady, once remarked to Miss Henson, “I always
try to be especially nice to Don, because he's not like the
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others. I believe he knows this, and is lonely.”
Although this knowledge was not to dawn on me fully

until after I left Teleajen, there was even there a certain
sense of being alone. It was held in abeyance, however,
by the presence of good friends, and by a harmonious

home life.
My parents loved us children deeply. Their love for

one another, too, was exemplary, and a strong source of
emotional security for us. Never in my life have I known
them to quarrel, or to have even the slightest falling out.

My father was especially wonderful with children.
Rather reserved by nature, he yet possessed, and possesses
to this day, a simple kindness and a sense of humor that
enabled him to appreciate young minds. At bedtime he
would invent hilarious stories for us that were continued
night after night, frequently with additions from his en-
thusiastic listeners. Then, as my brothers and I were
ready to fall asleep, he would arrange us at one end of the
bed or the other depending on whether we said we want-
ed to travel in sleep to Australia, America, or to some
other distant land.

He taught us much, by example as well as words.
Above all what we learned from him came from ob-
serving in him a nature always humble, honest, truthful,
honorable, kind, and scrupulously fair. I would go so far
as to call him, in his quiet, rather shy way, a great man.

But in my own relationship with him there was always
a certain sadness. I could not be to him the kind of
mirror a man naturally hopes for in his sons, especially in
his first-born. I tried earnestly to share his interests, but
where he was attracted to the “hows” of things, I was at-
tracted to the “whys.” He was a scientist, and I, in-
stinctively, a philosopher. He tried to interest me in the
way things worked. (I still remember a dusty expedition
under the house, where he showed us boys what made the
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front doorbell ring. I at least tried to feel grateful!) But I
was only interested in what things meant. My inability to
communicate with him on those subjects which interested
each of us most deeply was the first indication I had that
his world — which I considered, by extension, the nor-
mal world — could never truly be mine.

Mother and I understood one another intuitively; ours
was a communication of souls, less so of speech. Though
she never spoke of praying for us children, I know that
her prayers and love for me were my greatest blessing
during the formative years of my life.

Rumania was still a feudal land. Its people, gifted ar-
tistically, tended otherwise to be somewhat inefficient and
unhurried. The country was an anachronism in this busy
Twentieth Century. Its workmen could spend fifteen
years with picks and shovels digging a tunnel under the
railway tracks at the main station in the capital. One
summer, eager to follow the example of the rest of the
modern world, the whole nation went on Daylight Losing
Time, by official mistake! Drivers' tests included such
penetrating questions as, “What goes on the front of a
car?” (Headlights, naturally.) Years later, Indra Devi, the
well-known yoga teacher, told me that while traveling by
train through Rumania she had once been asked by the
conductor what she was doing in a second-class com-
partment.

“Why, can't you see? I have a second-class ticket!”

“Oh, that doesn't matter in Rumania'. Please, just go sit
in first class where everyone else is.”

Inattention, however, to the petty details of modern
commerce and efficiency seemed somehow appropriate
in a land that inspired thoughts of music and poetry.
Rumania was one of the most fascinatingly beautiful
countries I have ever seen: a land of fertile plains and

* Author of Forever Young, Forever Healthy, and other books.
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soaring mountains, of colorfully clad peasants and
musically gifted gypsies, of hay carts on the highways
vying with automobiles for the right of way, of giggling,
naked children, of gay songs and laughter. Frequently,
outside our colony in the evenings, we would hear bands
of gypsies conversing, singing, or playing the violin: the
sad, haunting melodies of a people forever outcast from
their true home, in India. These gypsies were my first
contact with the subtly subjective moods of the Orient —
moods that, I was to learn, are reflected in many aspects
of life in Rumania. For centuries Rumania had been un-
der Turkish rule. Now a proud and up-coming Western
nation, there still clung to her something of the aura of
the mystical East.

Rumania was a kingdom. King Carol II had his sum-
mer home about sixty kilometers (forty miles) northwest
of us, in Sinaia, a lovely hill station in the Transylvanian
Alps. Though I never saw him there, we, too, spent many
vacations in Sinaia, and in other quaint towns and
villages nearby: Bus§teni, Predeal, Timi®, Brasov. In win-
ter we often skied; in summer we hiked, or waded and
swam in friendly, chuckling brooks, or played in
fragrant meadows. Many times these mountain trips
were taken because of my health, which was precarious. I
was skinny as a pencil, and forever coming down with a
variety of obscure ailments. Timis was my favorite spot.
There we always stayed at a guest lodge run by a German
lady, Frau Weidi, whose husband kept bees that
produced the best honey I have ever eaten.

Sixty kilometers to the south of Teleajen was
Bucharest, Rumania’s capital: a clean, modern city that
rose like a prophetic dream in the mind of a nation still
asleep in the middle ages. Ploe8ti remained for me,
however, the Big City for the first nine years of my life: a
not-very-attractive jumble of dirty streets and unin-
teresting houses. My recollections of it are few: visits to
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Ghiculescu, the grocer; Sunday services at the Anglican
church; and very occasional outings to the movies —
Walt Disney cartoons, mostly, and comedies featuring
Laurel and Hardy, whom the Rumanians had renamed
fondly, Stan and Bran.

The church served as a focus for Mother's piety. In this
area of her life Dad played the role of disinterested spec-
tator. Though he respected Mother's religious in-
clinations, and went with her to church more or less
regularly, I never observed that liturgy held any attraction
for him. His own natural concept of reality was more ab-
stract. Nothing, I think, so inspired him as the con-
templation of vast eons of geologic time. The thought of a
God sitting somewhere on a heavenly throne, bestowing
favors on special groups of worshippers, struck him, I
suspect, as faintly barbaric.

My own natural bent lay somewhere between these
two, the pious and the abstract. Like Dad, I was not
greatly attracted to the church worship services. The
hymns seemed to me rather dull and sad. The minister I
considered a good man, but certainly not an inspired one.
I suppose I accepted the rituals as good things to do;
beyond this pale recognition, however, they held little
meaning for me. I wish I could report that the life of
Jesus at least made a strong impression on me. I am
moved by it now. But then it reached me through a filter
of wooden traditionalism, robbed of immediacy. I'm sure
I couldn't have defined my feelings at the time, but I
think what I missed most of all in our church services
were love and joy. Mother had these qualities. What im-
pressed and touched me about her was not religion as she
defined it, but as she lived it.

Like Dad, I found it difficult to believe in a God who
loved each human being personally. That God was im-
personal seemed to me self-evident, when I considered
the vastness of the universe. How then, I thought, could
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He be interested enough to listen to us mortals when we
prayed? It was only many years later, in the teachings of
India, that I found reconciliation for these seemingly in-
compatible concepts of a God both personal and im-
personal. For the Infinite Spirit, as my guru was to ex-
plain with perfect simplicity, though impersonal in its
vastness, has become personal also, in creating individual
beings. Infinity, in other words, implies infinitesimal lit-
tleness as well as infinite immensity.

Though I found it difficult to address God personally,
I always felt that reality must be spiritual, that it must
have some high meaning and purpose. I remember a
discussion I had once with Dad. I was about six years old
at the time; we were standing on the terrace of our
Teleajen home, watching the birds at play in the large
apple tree.

“In the hundreds of millions of years,” Dad said,
“since the world was created, every species has had its
turn at being the master of this planet, except the birds.
First there were the fishes, then the insects, then reptiles,
and now man, who represents the mammals. Perhaps,
millions of years from now, man, too, will be pushed
aside, and the birds will get their turn at being the earth’s
masters.”

How appealing I found this picture of the vast reaches
of time! But then a doubt occurred to me: Is there no
meaning to it all? Is life nothing but a process of endless
change, with different species ruling for no better reason
than that their turn has come? Surely there must be some
higher purpose — hidden, perhaps, but divine.

My questioning mind must have made me something
of a trial to my parents. Mother, on a visit to Italy in
1933, wrote to Miss Henson: “Please tell the boys that I
want them to try to be very good and that will help both
them and me to have a good time. (Donald is sure to find
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a flaw in that argument, but you might try it!)"

Fortunately for me, Mother and Dad never dis-
couraged my questioning. I remember one day, at the age
of Five, standing in the bathroom, watching Dad shave. I
was pondering one of the profound mysteries of
childhood: How can Santa Claus reach every home in the
world in a single night? Suddenly the answer dawned on

me.
“Daddy, there isn't really a Santa Claus, is there?”

Dad, too honest to insist there is, but too considerate of
the sweet myths of childhood to admit that there isn't,
hedged his reply. I understood him perfectly. Then and
there I decided that it really would be much nicer to go
on believing in Santa Claus anyway. In that spirit I
believe in him still.

Myths are an important part of life. Paradoxical as it
seems, they are important to man's search for reality as
well, for they help to give his mind the elasticity it needs
to imagine new solutions to old problems.

Myths (in fact!) formed a large part of my education. I
loved Greek mythology, the adventures of King Arthur
and his knights of the Round Table, the legends of Robin
Hood, Peter Pan, Grimm's fairy tales, stories from the
Old Testament — myths, all, in which goodness,
courage, and honor win in the end. One's life ex-
periences may not always endorse such moral preach-
ments, but wise men and women have ever insisted that
justice does prevail, eventually, even if the time of
reckoning stretch far beyond man's present horizons.
“Yato dharma, tato jay a,” say the Indian Scriptures:
“Where there is righteousness, there is victory.” Fact may
well, as people claim, be stranger than fiction, but fiction
very often is, in a deeper sense, truer than fact. I think it
a pity that the ancient myths are not given more emphasis
in modern education. Certainly they enriched my own
upbringing.
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But then, the culture of Rumania was more conducive
than pragmatic America's to the art of legend-telling. As
children, my brothers and I got periodic opportunities to
compare these two countries. Every three or four years
Dad received a three-months' vacation, all expenses paid,
in America. My first journey here was when I was six
months old, then three years, seven, ten, and thirteen. It
was after I turned thirteen that we settled here.

I still recall my amazement, at the age of three, on
reaching London and finding waiters, taxi drivers, the
man in the street — all speaking English! I'd supposed
English was spoken only by parents and their friends.
Nurses, of course, spoke German, but wasn't it a law of
life that practically everyone else spoke Rumanian? I sup-
pose by so compartmentalizing these languages I man-
aged to keep from confusing them — a further example,
perhaps, of the value of the myth-making process.
Once Mother addressed me in Rumanian, and I replied
in shocked tones, “Mother, don't talk to me like that!”

Looking at America with eyes that were partly
Rumanian, I gained insights that sometimes conflicted
with my pride in being an American. I deeply loved
America. I admired its dynamic energy, and stood almost
in awe of its constant emphasis on common sense: The
Americans I met seemed to know exactly what to do in
every" situation. I loved them, too, for their kindness —
whenever they took the time from constant, driving ac-
tivity to be kind. But on the other hand, I found myself
puzzled by what often struck me in their conversation as
“big talk.” I'd noticed it in a few of the Americans in
Teleajen, especially in the newcomers. In America even
the children, it seemed, were always trying to demonstrate
how grown-up they were, how sophisticated, how im-
portant. It was as though they had no patience with
childhood. What, I wondered, was all that important about
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being important?

Compared to America, Rumania is a little country.
Though independent in spirit, its people have a less
exalted image of themselves. Americans, with their four
million territorial square miles, fall more easily a prey to
the thought of self-importance, a temptation which seems
to accompany bigness whether in nations, institutions, or
individuals.

Vacations in America entailed visits to our various
relatives. My earliest memories include Mother Ella, my
maternal grandmother, who died while I was still young.
I remember best her sweet smile, so loving it seemed
almost saintly. My paternal grandparents, who lived
longer, were simple, good people too. It was in these
relatives, and in many other people like them, that I
caught my first glimpse of the particular spiritual genius
of America: childlike innocence and simplicity, a
predisposition to see goodness in others, a love of
freedom tempered by a desire to live in harmony with
man and God.

Grandad introduced me also to another American trait:
the tendency to dignify inconsequential matters,
humorously, by pretending that more serious issues are at
stake. It is a trait that can, and sometimes does, lead to
misunderstandings.

Once in Tulsa Dad paid a minor traffic fine. Grandad
remarked to me afterwards, straight-facedly, “Well, I
guess your Dad escaped prison this time.” I took him
literally. Several days later we were eating in a crowded
restaurant. As sometimes happens in a crowd, there oc-
curred a brief interlude when, for no apparent reason,
everyone in the room stopped talking — everyone, that is,
but young Donald.

“Daddy!” I cried, “tell us about the time you escaped
from prison!”
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Momentarily the room was in shock. Then suddenly
everyone was laughing. (Why, I wondered, was Dad
blushing so furiously?)

Trips to and from America must have been something
of an ordeal for our poor parents. We were three
brothers. Dick, the youngest, wasn't old enough to engage
in much fraternal rivalry, but Bob and I were close to the
same age, and when we weren't cooperating in some
misadventure (like the time we upset a traveling prince
and his retinue by scrambling their shoes, left overnight
in the corridor to be shined), we often wrestled each other
to work off excess energy'.

Bob was born a year and a half after me, but soon grew
to my height, and occasionally surpassed it. He felt little
hesitancy in challenging a seniority which I had no in-
tention of relinquishing. Temperamental differences
existed between us, too. Bob was impulsive, outgoing,
fond of popularity, demonstrative of his feelings. I was in
many ways quite the opposite: reserved, rather shy, pen-
sive, forever questioning. Bob once picked up a cater-
pillar from a path with the loving cry, “There, there, you
poor little worm! I'll put you over here so no one can step
on you.” He then ran off gaily, quite forgetting the in-
cident. Had I helped the same caterpillar, I would have
pondered the incident for days, wondering what it was
that made certain creatures defenseless, and why this par-
ticular insect, out of millions, should have received help.
Beside Bob I'm afraid I sometimes felt myself rather a
lump. As a matter of fact that thought seemed sometimes
to bother him, too. His spirit of rivalry' was, I think,
rooted partly in unconscious disapproval of me for not
being more like others. But for all that we managed to be
good friends. And always, where the rest of the world was
concerned, we stood together in brotherly solidarity,
never more so than when either of us was being
threatened.
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Fighting is, I suppose, an inextricable part of the
process of growing up, particularly so for boys. I recall
what might be considered my fair share of boyhood
scraps, though I don't remember ever instigating one. (In
this respect I was unlike my cousin Ed, who made full,
aggressive use of nature’s gift to him of a strong body.
“Eddy,” his mother once admonished him, “don’t you
know that when another boy hits you, you shouldn’t hit
back?” “Oh, but Mother,” Ed remonstrated self-
righteously, “I never hit back. I always hit first!")

Though I myself never “hit first,” if ever it seemed im-
portant to me to demonstrate to others, or to myself, that I
was no coward I was not one to turn the other cheek.
Several fights, in fact, far from stirring me now to repent-
ance, stand out in my memory as having helped me to
learn worthwhile lessons.

It was because of a fight that I first learned something
of the fickleness of human loyalties. I was seven or eight
at the time. Alvin, a big boy who was visiting Teleajen
with his parents, determined to impose his command on
our group. Brawn, fortunately, was not important to our
“group dynamics.” I knew that the support I had from
my friends was born of mutual affection, not of fear. But
when Alvin challenged me, his victory seemed so much a
foregone conclusion that most of the children, fearing
later retribution, sided with him. Bob was the sole ex-
ception. I, furious with the rest of them for their
fickleness, determined to teach them a good lesson by
beating Alvin.

It was a long, somewhat bloody battle. Every shout for
Alvin only goaded me to renewed efforts. Gradually his
strength flagged. As it began to look as if I might win af-
ter all, first one of the children, then another, joined Bob
in rooting for me. At last Alvin's courage crumbled
altogether. By this time everyone was enthusiastically on
my side.
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Victory was bitter-sweet for me that day, however. I
knew my friends had really wanted me to win all along.
But I also understood a little bit what an unreliable thing
is the support of one’s fellow creatures.

Wise indeed is he who discovers that God's friendship
alone can never fail him.

But disappointment is a good teacher; it helps us to
take our first, faltering steps out of childhood toward
maturity. For the world is frequently at odds with our
desires. The sign of maturity is a willingness to adjust to
realities broader than one’s own. It is how we react to
disappointment that determines whether our development
will be a shrinking towards bitterness and cynicism, or an
expansion towards acceptance and wisdom.



CHAPTER 3

Storm Clouds

IT WAS SUMMER, 1935. I was nine years old. Va-
c &ioning in the quaint mountain illage of BuAteni, I \y3s

enjoying a happy season of games, picnics on grassy meadows,
and carefree laughter.

One afternoon I went to my room to read a book.
Sitting in a chair, I suddenly felt dizzy. I lay down on the
bed, but even from this position the room seemed to be
spinning. I cried weakly for help, but no one came. At
last, summoning all my strength, I struggled to the door,
leaning against the wall for support, and called again.
This time I was heard.

A doctor was hastily summoned. A large, loud-voiced,
over-confident lady, she was evidently determined to
prove that I had appendicitis. {Prod. “Does it hurt here?”
Prod again. “How about here?) Minutes of this
diagnostic predetermination made me hurt all over.
Finally, deciding, perhaps, that it would be no use
operating on my entire abdomen, she gave up.

I came near dying in that little village. As it was,
though I survived, the happy world I had known for the
first nine years of my life died for me with this illness.
Back home in Teleajen, all I remember “clearly” are
long stretches of delirium: Dad reading to me from Mark
Twain's Huckleberry Finn, and the drunken fits of Huck’s
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father returning to me at night in a terrifying garb.

“I don't want to be a drunkard!" I cried, wrestling with
my own delirium. “I don’t want to be a drunkard!”

At last I came to associate any unusual mental state
with delirium. The very soul-expansion which, until this
time, had visited me so often at night, now filled me with
a nameless dread.

Because of this fear, I now began making a conscious
effort to adjust to the norms of others. For the better part
of a decade, insecurity and self-doubt left me anxious to
prove to myself that I was not in some indefinable way
abnormal.

Dr. Stroyei, a pediatrician in Bucharest, finally
diagnosed my illness as colitis. He forbade me all dairy
products, and put me on a bland diet of soft-cooked foods
that almost robbed me of all interest in eating. When I'd
recovered sufficiently, my parents decided to send me to
the salubrious climate of Switzerland. Dr. Winthrop
Haynes, my godfather, recommended a small Swiss-
English boarding school where his own sons had studied
for a time, in Chesieres, a mountain village in French-
Switzerland. The school was named, perhaps a ftrifle
pretentiously, L’Avenir (“The Future”).

My own future here, eighteen long months of it, was
somewhat bleak. Only nine years old when I arrived,
never before away from my family, and unfamiliar with
French (the language commonly spoken at L'Avenir), I
was homesick much of the time. Throughout my stay,
moreover, I was afflicted with a series of fairly serious
illnesses, stemming from the colitis.

L'Avenir was owned and run by a kindly couple, Mr.
and Mrs. John Hampshire. Mr. Hampshire was English;
his wife, whom we children knew affectionately as Tante
Bea (Aunt Beatrice), was French-Swiss. The students
themselves were a mixed bag of Swiss, English, American
(me), Italian, and French.
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Unhappy though I was, my stay there did have its com-
pensations. The scenery, for one thing, was stunningly
beautiful. Across the valley from us loomed the famous
Alp, Les Dents du Midi. In winter we skied daily. In
warmer weather, frequent walks led us through flowered
pastures and quiet, discreet woods — all very properly
Swiss. I still recall the herds of cows passing our chalet
school in the early mornings, their bells ringing
melodiously.

Gradually, too, as I learned to speak French, ad-
justment became easier for me. The teachers, able to
communicate with me now, grew quite fond of me.
(Grownups were touched, generally, because I treated
them like people.) Even our frosty German teacher, to
whom I'd seemed merely stupid as long as I couldn't
speak French, eventually thawed.

My long illness coincided with the growing political
malady of Europe. In Vienna, where Mother and I
stopped on our way to Switzerland, we were warned by
friends not to criticize Nazi Germany except in safe
places, and then only in whispers. Austria had not yet
been annexed, but one saw Nazi officers everywhere,
marching about, challenging people with the Nazi salute,
sternly shouting, “Heil Hitler?" ("Hi,” I would reply,
waving a hand nonchalantly.) Storm clouds were
gathering. In the bluster of bullies everywhere one saw
the arrogance of men newly justified in their own eyes.
And, growing in the hearts of peace-loving people
everywhere, there was fear.

One of the students at L'Avenir was an Italian boy,
larger by a head than most of us, and a braggart. Guido
tried to ingratiate himself with us by laughing loudly at
everything, and at nothing. But he was a bully, and
nobody liked him. He was also — naturally enough, con-
sidering his own insensitivity — an ardent supporter of
Italy's dictator, Mussolini. We were never allowed to
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forget his country's “glorious” conquest of poor, back-
ward Abyssinia.

Little cogs in a big wheel! But it took those little cogs to
make the wheel turn. Individual bullies, each in-
significant in himself, were banding together on the stage
of history, and imagined in their swelling ranks that fate
had given them the power to change the world. For them
it was a heady hour. Such, indeed, is the power of mass
hysteria that ere long many others, too, peace-loving for-
merly, were striding about behaving like petty dictators.

An Austrian friend of ours in Teleajen, pleasant
enough when he first came there, caught the bully fever.
From then on, normal conversation with him was im-
possible; all he ever spouted was a succession of grim
boasts. “We Germans,” it seemed, would soon be
marching in to subjugate everyone and his dog.

This man's chief weakness was simply, I think, that he
lacked a sense of humor. I've never known a bully to
possess one. I don't mean they can't laugh at people; that
they do readily enough. It's that they can't laugh with
others. Humor certainly was conspicuous by its absence
among those who succumbed to the disease of Naziism.

I even wonder whether the evolution of tyranny isn't
reducible to some kind of law, in which humorlessness
plays an essential role. First, it seems, in the line of con-
verts to tyranny come the true bullies — the sadists, the
mentally crippled and vengeful, the criminal. Then, as
the spirit of arrogance spreads, well-meaning but essen-
tially humorless people enter to swell the tide. Finally
come the well-meaning, but stupid. At this point, anyone
with any true values has little choice but to flee, to go un-
derground, or to maintain a resolute silence in the face of
general insanity. Or — he can laugh.

One evening in Germany a famous comedian ap-
peared on stage before a large audience. Clicking his
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heels together, he raised his right arm high above his
head. Several people in the audience leapt to their feet
and returned the Nazi salute.

“That,” said the comedian, “is how high my dog
jumped yesterday.”

This man knew the probable consequences of his brave
gesture, but his sense of humor in the face of those
probabilities revealed that indomitable spirit in human
nature before which tyranny must ever succumb in the
end.

In the summer of 1936 we traveled through Germany
on our way to America. A stranger sharing Bob's train
compartment was arrested at the German border by the
Gestapo. Perhaps he was Jewish. Or perhaps, like
thousands of others, he was merely trying to flee
despotism. But, young as we were at the time, we knew
the likely outcome of his arrest: imprisonment, and then
death.

In Rumania I had a governess for a time who, like our
friend in Teleajen, was an Austrian Nazi. Also like him,
she was quite devoid of any sense of humor. Miss Annie
assured us constantly, whenever our parents weren't there
to hear her, that Japan would never lose in any war
against America, having never lost one in its long history.
The German people, moreover, in league with the
Japanese and the Italians, were destined to rule the whole
world. It seemed peculiarly fitting to us when Miss Annie
was found to be a kleptomaniac.

Whenever we traveled through Germany, however, all
the people we met proved exceedingly kind and
hospitable, eager to help us in every way they could.
Were these people Nazis? Some, I suppose, were; the
worst bully, after all, is still a child of God, and cannot
but reflect something of the Divine Goodness. But I think
most of them were simply normal, good people caught up
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in the flood of a national tragedy. We loved them almost
more, I think, for the sadness of their plight. What coun-
try, after all, is in a position to be able to say honestly,
“Our people would never sink so low"?

The plight of Europe affected me deeply. Why, I won-
dered, can't people learn to live together in harmony?
What is it in human nature that courts, that seems almost
to demand, tragedy?

Perhaps my gloomy reflections were aggravated by my
own unhappiness. One day I was standing alone on the
balcony of our chalet school. Mr. Hampshire came out to
find me weeping silently.

“What's the matter?” he inquired gently.

“I'm homesick!” I sobbed.

Kindly, he wrote that day to my parents. Soon it was
decided that I should return home.

During my stay in Switzerland Dad had been trans-
ferred to Bucharest. Our new residence was on the out-
skirts of the city, at Strada Capitan Dimitriade N° 10.
Here I got six months’ respite before resuming my formal
education. It was during this period that Miss Annie
tutored me.

My health through this winter of 1936-37 was still
precarious. Occasionally the pain was intense, though I
remember now, more clearly than the pain, the tears in
Mother's eyes as she suffered with me in her love.

Sometimes, when I was well enough, I played football
on an empty lot with the neighborhood children. One of
these was a boy from a slum area across Boulevard
Busteni. His family were so poor they couldn't even af-
ford window panes, but covered up the window openings
in winter with newspapers. I took intense pity on him, in-
vited him frequently to my home, and gave him freely of
my toys. I was his friend. He, I assumed, was my friend.

One day he and a few of the boys in our own neigh-
borhood taught me a hard |lesson. Dissembling
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camaraderie, they invited me to join them in the court-
yard of a nearby home. The gate closed quietly behind
me; someone locked it. Then, to my surprise, they backed
me against a fence and began kicking a football at me,
trying to hit me with it. Obviously, they were working up
the courage for an attack.

I stood my ground and waited quietly, struck the foot-
ball aside whenever it came too near, and affected an at-
titude of indifference. Minutes passed. At last the boys
changed their minds about the merits of this afternoon’s
entertainment. The gate was opened, and I was allowed
to walk out unscathed.

Though physically unhurt, I thought my heart would
break. Back home, I wept inconsolably. Why, I asked
Mother through tears, had my “dearest” friend, and my
other good companions, so betrayed my love for them? It
was small comfort to reflect that war hysteria had by now
made Rumanians suspicious of all foreigners.

Painful though this experience was, it proved an ex-
cellent lesson. From it I learned that it isn't enough to
give to others, even with love. If one would not beggar
them in their own eyes, one must make it in some way
possible for them also to reciprocate.

My absence in Switzerland, which had relieved Bob of
the restraining presence of an older brother, had left him
by no means languishing in his new freedom. Gleefully
in fact, from then on, he insisted that every important
event in our family must have occurred “while you were
in Switzerland.”

My absence from home had had its effect on me, too.
Whether I liked it or not, I now was a little less depend-
ent on the home for which I had so recently been feeling
homesick. God was weaning me from dependence on
earthly security. My illness; my consequent absence, in
that condition, in a far land; my growing sense of
aloneness: these were, I think, meant only to help me
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realize that my true home is not here, on earth, but in
Him.

Indeed, this is for all men an eternal truth: God is our
reality. Ineluctably we are led, quickly or slowly, by one
path or another, towards this divine understanding.

In this thought I am reminded of a brother disciple
who once asked our guru, “Will T ever leave the spiritual
path?”

“How could you?” the master answered. “Everyone in
the world is on the spiritual path.”
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My parents, Ray and Gertrude Walters, in

Teleajen, Rumania.

g

a few days after my ap-

pearance on the scene, May, 1926.

My mother, my brothers Dick and Bob, and I {right). If Dick
was one year old at the time, I was five.
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Chesiere, Switzerland, where I went to school in 1935 and 1936.

With schoolmates at L’Avenir, my school in Switzerland. Skiing was
our favorite winter pastime. [ am standing third from the right.
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In Bucharest, when I was ten.
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A recent photograph of my parents, taken outside their home in
Atherton, California.

A typical scene of rural Rumania as it was when I lived there.



CHAPTER 4

A Temporary Haven

Perraps  THE DIVINE FISHERMAN was  thinking

this poor fish had better not be pulled in too forcibly, lest

he break the line. At any rate, the process of dragging me
out of my little pond of earthly security became, for a time,
relatively pleasant for me. After six months in Bucharest
my health was greatly improved. I was eleven years old
now, and my parents were anxious to see me resume my
formal education.

A Quaker boys' school in England had been highly
recommended to us. Nestling snugly in the heart of the
Malvern Hills near the village of Colwall, The Downs
School was surrounded by verdant, rolling fields, and by
narrow country roads that wound their way carefully be-
tween clipped, very English hedges. The buildings were
attractive, and the grounds spacious. I was steeled to the
idea, which months earlier had been so painful to me, of
living away from home. The Downs seemed a better
place than most in which to spend my exile.

The English have many wonderful traits: honor,
loyalty, a sense of duty and fair play. Since, however, this
is a chronicle of my spiritual search, I cannot in good
conscience ignore what comes across to me as a certain
blind spot in their national temperament: a reliance so
complete on the ordinary that it gives almost no credence
to the extraordinary. Something there is about the

36
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religious spirit of England that tries to mold Jesus Christ
himself into the very proper image of an English gen-
tleman, and casts the OIld Testament prophets as fellow
club members with him, perhaps writing occasional let-
ters to the Times in protest against the lamentable want
of good form in a few of their countrymen. Whether
rriembers of the Church of England or of any other sect,
the English give one the impression of having neatly
clipped and trimmed their religion, like a hedge, to protect
values that are primarily social. I refer not to the
courageous, free-thinking few, but to the many whose wor-
ship seems to close, rather than open, windows onto in-
finity.

I hope I am wrong. At any rate, the only memorable
religious event for me during my two years at The Downs
occurred one Sunday evening when the father of one of
our students, an Anglican minister, delivered a sermon.
This man's body, almost perfectly round, was sur-
mounted by a face that was dangerously suggestive of a
pig's — dangerously, I say, because his porcine ap-
pearance, combined with a spirit of immense dignity,
reduced me and a friend beside me to helpless fits of
merriment. All I remember clearly now is looking up at
one point, through tears, to see “the pig"” describing a
wide circle with his arms. “And the whole world . . ." he
cried feelingly. His gesture so perfectly outlined his own
global figure that fresh paroxysms of mirth overwhelmed
us. The row directly behind ours was filled with faculty
members, but to my surprise none of them endeavored to
discipline us. Perhaps they, too, were finding self-control
difficult!

The Downs was easily the best school I ever attended.
Religious teaching there may not have been exactly pon-
derous, but in other respects the teachers knew how to
draw the best out of their students. Character building is
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more basic to the English educational system than to the
American. At The Downs, honor, fair play, truthfulness,
and a sense of responsibility were given strong emphasis.
To tell a lie was considered almost beneath contempt. A
boy was once caught stealing sixpence and a little candy
from another boy's locker, and so shocked everyone that
he was expelled from the school.

In sports, too, though we did our best to win, we were
taught that the game itself, not its outcome, was what
really mattered. After rugby matches with other schools
the members of both teams dined together, rivalry forgot-
ten, new friendships affirmed. I have sometimes won-
dered what would happen if opposing teams in America
were to dine together following a game. Given our
national emphasis on winning, I suspect there might be a
free-for-all.

Once, in punishment for some pecadillo, a group of us
were told to run several miles around a course of country
roads. No one checked up on us to make sure we didn't
spend that time lying under some tree instead. Mr.
Hoyland, the headmaster, knew it wouldn't occur to us to
break our word to him.

Another time, as punishment for some infraction, I was
told not to go swimming on three occasions when I really
wanted to. The trust implied in this condition helped me
to live up to it, though I must admit that on one of those
occasions it was raining, so I wouldn’'t have been able to
go anyway.

Needless to say, idealism didn't always win out over
basic human weaknesses, nor propriety over boyhood's
natural exuberance. But on the whole I am impressed
with what the English school system was able to ac-
complish.

The Downs School had a number of innovative
features of its own: two kinds of marks, for example, one
of them in Greek letters, to show how well we'd done in



A Temporary Haven 39

the subjects themselves; and the other in colors, to show
how earnestly we'd applied ourselves to those subjects.
Those bright colors seemed somehow even more worth
striving for than the letter grades.

Wednesday afternoons were our hobby time. We were
allowed to select our own hobbies, on approval, and were
given qualified instructors for them. My first year there I
studied sculpture; my second, painting. For what would
have been my third year, a group of us generated enough
interest to get astronomy approved. But for me, as will
become clear later on, that year was not destined to be.

In addition to sculpture and painting I studied piano,
and also sang in the choir. Our choir instructor, a puffy-
cheeked, solemn, but good-natured lady, would peer at us
myopically as she waved her baton. With great ear-
nestness she taught us to sing:

Bach and Handel, as you know
Died and were buried long ago.
Born in the year one-six-eight-five,
Still they're very much alive.

If this ditty fell short of the musical standards it
celebrated, we had no quarrel with the sentiment it ex-
pressed. For we loved classical music. Actually I seldom
heard popular music untili we moved to America. My
parents and their friends occasionally threw parties and
danced to records, but to us boys this was just “grown-up
nonsense.” I remember how we shook with merriment
the time I imitated for my brothers a recording I'd heard
in England of “My Dear Mister Shane,” sung in ex-
travagantly nasal accents by the Andrews Sisters. At The
Downs, too, tastes ran generally to classical music, except
perhaps among the older boys. It was quite un-
selfconscious on our part; we simply liked it.

Too many people treat the classics as though they were
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something to be bolted down with water and a wry face.
But if children's tastes weren't conditioned otherwise by
their sexually awakened elders, I think most of them
might grow up loving great music.

Life in England exposed me also to another kind of
sound: the British accent. Not that I was unfamiliar with
it many of our friends in Rumania were English. But
there at least we mixed with them on neutral ground.
Here only I was a foreigner. Placed at such a disad-
vantage, I worked hard to overcome it. By the time I
returned home for my first vacation I was already saying
“ne-oh,” and “shahn't” with the best of 'em — much to
the dismay of my parents.

At first I tried awkwardly to cloak my shyness under a
somewhat ill-fitting mantle of jocularity. A boy named
Randall decided my behavior lacked proper dignity for a
Downs boy. When I passed off his scolding with another
joke, he became so irritated that he challenged me to a
fight. Randall was the accepted leader of our form,* and
was accustomed to being obeyed.

Grudges at The Downs weren't supposed to be settled
on the spot. To win time for a possible reconciliation, the
rule was to submit a formal challenge, after which a
boxing match was arranged in the gym, complete with
seconds and a referee.

I accepted Randall's challenge. The date for the match
was set. As the days passed, and Randall observed in me
no sign of fear, his attitude toward me gradually changed.

“Let's be friends,” he suggested one day. I assured him
I'd never felt we were enemies. In time our friendship
developed into one of the happiest I have ever known.

Randall was good-natured, highly intelligent, sensitive
yet practical, and intensely earnest in everything he did.
His friendship opened for me the door to acceptance by

* The English equivalent of grade.
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the other boys. Once accepted, I brought to them a
lighter spirit — the ability, for example, to laugh at
oneself. Our Latin teacher, Mr. Days, a formidable man
whose bluff I somehow managed to penetrate, wrote to
me years later, “Yours wasn't, perhaps, the brightest class
I ever had, but it was certainly the happiest.”

Days passed in study, good fellowship, and sports. A
fast runner, I managed to play wing three-quarter (the
principal running position) in several of the rugby games
with other schools. Cricket, however, I considered an ut-
ter waste of a sunny afternoon. In practice sessions,
which were obligatory, I would lie down in the outfield
and wait comfortably for someone to shout, “Walters, get
up! The ball's coming your way!”

Sometimes there were inter-form “wars” — in fun, not
in anger. One form would “board” the other, perhaps
through windows that hadn't been secured quickly
enough. Fights at The Downs, even those initiated in
anger, commonly strengthened the spirit of friendship.
This was an outcome that, to my surprise, I never en-
countered in the schools I attended later in America.

But while we scrapped and competed merrily in
classrooms and on the playing fields, another more
serious conflict was developing in Europe. The relentless
approach of World War II made a somber backdrop to
our schooldays, one that was never very far from our
thoughts. Many of us, we realized, might have to fight in
the next war. Many of us would probably be killed.

The pride of the English is intense. One boy,
dignifying with the label of patriotism what was really
only a mean nature, once called me a “dirty foreigner.” I
was inured to the second half of this role, so didn't feel
greatly offended. “If I'm a dirty foreigner,” I replied,
smiling, “perhaps you're a dirty Englishman.” Outraged,
the boy leapt at me. I proved stronger than he, and had
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no difficulty in holding him down till he tired of hurling
imprecations and cooled off. Later I related the incident
to Randall and one or two other friends, and was im-
pressed at the depth of their patriotic feeling. Their
laughter at the outset was generous; none of them liked
the boy, and all of them liked me. But it subsided when I
reached the point where I'd said, “Perhaps you're a dirty
Englishman.” Their sympathy returned only when I ex-
plained that it was purely a question of whether or not the
other boy had recently bathed.

England's Prime Minister, Sir Neville Chamberlain,
went to Germany in 1938, and returned with the welcome
proclamation, “Peace in our time.” Much was made in
the press of his glad tidings, though I don't think people
put much faith in them. At any rate, gas masks were soon
passed out to each of us at school. On a trip to Rumania
with Roy Redgrave, the son of family friends of ours
there, we sang the English national anthem loudly in the
streets of Nuremberg, feeling very brave, though I don't
suppose the Gestapo felt particularly threatened by a
couple of skinny English schoolboys. What children do,
however, reflects the spirit of their elders. Throughout
Europe, defiance was now in the air. It could only be a
matter of time before open conflict broke out.

My two years in England gave me much to be grateful
for. The friendships I formed there, and the good times
we had, left me with many happy memories. Though cir-
cumstances prevented me from returning for my third
and final year, Mr. Hoyland had selected me for the
second half of that year to be the head boy. But my gain
was not only in the form of memories. I also learned
many worthwhile lessons, particularly on the correctness
or incorrectness of different patterns of behavior. Such
teaching borders on an important spiritual principle. For
as my guru was to emphasize later, it is not enough to be
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guided by high ideals: One must also “learn to behave.”
That is to say, one must know how to relate properly to
every reality on its own level.

This balance of the inner and outer aspects of one's
life is not easy to achieve. My two years in England
helped me toward this fulfillment. Partly for this reason,
England has always held a warm place in my heart. So
great is my regard for the fine characteristics of her
people, and so loving were the friendships I formed there,
that I think I shall always remain, in part, an English-
man.



CHAPTER 5

The Storm Breaks

IT WAS SPRING, 1939. Dad, after fifteen years in
Rumania, had risen to become head geologist for Esso

in Europe. Now he was being transferred to
Zagreb, Yugoslavia, there to be Esso's exploration
manager. All our belongings were packed and stored
in Bucharest, ready for shipment. In March Dad rented
an apartment in The Hague, Holland, on
Koniginegracht. We spent our Easter vacation there.
(Fond memories of picturesque streets, acres of tulips, and
smiling, friendly people!)

Summer came, and with it another visit to America.
The weeks passed quietly for us among relatives in Ohio
and Oklahoma. August was about to close its ledger; it
was time for us to return to Europe. We entrained at
Tulsa for New York.

As we stepped out onto the station platform in
Chicago, the headline struck us with all the force of an
ocean wave: WAR! Hitler had invaded Poland. Hopes for
peace had been smashed on rocks of hatred and
nationalistic greed. To return now to a war-torn con-
tinent would be foolish. Dad was transferred to the head
offices of Esso at Rockefeller Center, in New York City.
Our belongings, packed and ready for shipment to Zagreb,
had only to be rerouted to Amerijca.

We settled eventually in" the New York suburb of
Scarsdale, at 90 Brite Avenue, in the Foxmeadow section.
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For the next nine years this was to be my home, or rather
my point of perennial departure.

While T was still a small child my parents had enrolled
me at Kent School, in Kent, Connecticut. This was a
church school for boys, run by Episcopalian monks. I was
not scheduled to enter Kent for another year, however,
and was placed meanwhile at Hackley, a boys' school
near Tarrytown, New York.

And now the Divine Fisherman began once again to
reel in His line determinedly. Looking back after all
these years, it is easier for me to summon up a certain
proper sense of gratitude to God for holding me so
closely in check. At that time, however, I'm afraid
gratitude was not my uppermost sentiment. A month
earlier my expectations had been glowing. I was return-
ing to The Downs for a happy final year there, surround-
ed by good friends. Now suddenly I found myself, at
thirteen, the youngest boy in the lowest grade of a high
school where the only familiar feature was my own peren-
nial status as a “foreigner,” a status which, as a born
American returning to his own country to live, I found
particularly distasteful.

Even my accent, now English, set me apart. But where-
as formerly, in England, my American accent had oc-
casioned little more than good-natured amusement, here
my English accent marked me for derision. It took me at
least a year to learn to “talk American” once again.

Heretofore in my life I had never heard a dirty word.
At Hackley it seemed, once I'd been initiated into the
new vocabulary, that I heard little else. In the past, swing
music had been only an amusing game. Here, it was
practically a religion. Sex had never before figured in our
conversations. Here, it was virtually an obsession.
Aggressive behavior, rudeness, insensitivity to others as
an affirmation of one’s own independence — these, it
seemed, were the norms. School “wisdom” included such
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precious advice as, “Silence is golden — and also
healthy.”

The fact that I was just entering puberty made the
problem of adjustment all the more difficult. In truth, I
could see no good reason to adjust. Rather, I tended to
enclose myself defensively within psychic walls, like a
medieval town under attack. One or two of the boys were
friendly to me, but to the others I seemed merely an im-
port, dumped on American soil quite unnecessarily, and,
considering the solid worth of the domestic article, even
presumptuously.

In the room next to mine there was a boy of fifteen,
named Tommy, who weighed two hundred and twenty
pounds to my one hundred and seven. Tommy was a
bully. My “English ways” were, to him, an insult to the
glory of America. It wasn't long before, dissatisfied with
merely voicing his disapproval, he advanced to open
threats.

I'm not sure he was quite sane. One morning I awoke
to see him peering in my window, an air pistol in his
hand. As I leapt to safety behind my desk, a bullet struck
the other side of it with a thud.

What bothered Tommy about me, I think, was not
only the implied insult of my un-American ways, but the
fact that I wouldn't acknowledge my self-evident in-
feriority by cringing before him. Later that day he made it
a point to sit next to me at lunch, the better to express his
opinions. Throughout the meal he criticized my ap-
pearance, my vocabulary, my table manners. (“Don’t you
know you should spoon your soup toward the far side of
the bowl — peasant?”) I paid no attention to him. Finally
he muttered, “Boy, am I going to get you!”

I knew he meant it. Back in my room after lunch I
pushed the dresser up against the door, which was
without a lock. Tommy arrived shortly afterward,
breathing threats. He rattled the doorknob, then leaned
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heavily against the door, puffing dire predictions with
mounting fury. At last, succeeding in shoving the door
open, he rushed into the room like an enraged bull and
proceeded to beat me with such uncontrolled rage that it
really seemed as if he wanted to kill me.

“I'm going to throw you out that window!” he panted
again and again. (We were three storeys above the
ground.) Throughout the beating he kept his voice low
for fear of attracting the attention of others on our floor.
Somehow the ferocity of his whisper sounded more in-
vidious than an angry shout.

What could I do, small as I was? I lay motionless on
the bed, face down, waiting for him to exhaust himself.

“Why didn’t you cry for help?” a friend asked me the
next day.

“Because I wasn't afraid.”

Interestingly, the fact that I took Tommy's beating
calmly, and never thereafter altered my attitude toward
him, left him without another weapon to use against me.

People commonly see physical victory as conclusive.
But true victory is always mental. One's conqueror may
feel conquered in turn by a spirit that he finds he cannot
reach with physical weapons.

Tommy, from this time on, gave me a wide berth.

Though released now from his bullying, in other
respects my life at Hackley grew no happier. I sought
escape in the music room, where for hours at a time I
practiced the piano. My unhappiness stirred me also for
the first time to a longing for the religious life. Perhaps, I
thought, I would become a missionary. I expressed these
aspirations, somewhat hesitantly, to my cousin Betty,
when both of us were at my parents’ home in Scarsdale.
She was horrified.

“Not a missionary, Don! There's too much to do in this
world. You wouldn't want to bury yourself on some
primitive island!”
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The vigor of her reaction shook me in my still-frail
resolution. What, after all, did I really know about the
missionary calling? Self-doubt was in any case becoming
my own private hell.

After a year at Hackley School, the time came for me
to enter Kent.

Kent is an Ivy League prep school that ranks high,
scholastically and socially. I entered it with high hopes.
But I soon found that the general interests of the boys
here were essentially what they had been at Hackley, with
the addition of a sort of “All for God, Country, and Our
School Team” spirit in which arrogance played the
leading part. The Kent student was expected by his peers
to embrace every social norm, to like or dislike all the
“right” people, and to boast of his proficiency in all the
“right” activities, particularly those related to sex and
drinking. Woe betide that hapless youth who danced to a
different piper. To laugh with the loudest, to tell the dirt-
iest jokes, to shout boisterously when merely passing the
time of day, to smile expansively at everyone (“Oh, hi,
Don!") in a bid to get others to like youl These were the
banners of success. Conformity made one eligible for that
supreme reward: popularity. Nonconformity exiled one to
a limbo of disapproval and contempt.

Experience had shown me that I had the ability to
make friends. But what was I to do when, try as I might, I
simply couldn't share the enthusiasms of my fellow
students? It was not a question, as it had been in
England, of relating to new realities on their own level.
In England, principles at least had been concerned. Here
I could find none — only egotism, selfishness, and self-
interest. I might have been able to stand my ground firm-
ly had I been able to out-shout, out-boast, and out-
laugh others. As it was, being naturally somewhat shy, I
was unwilling to offer my ideas where I felt they were un-
welcome.
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Instead I became intensely introverted, miserable with
myself, certain that my life was already, at its outset, a
failure. In an environment that demanded absolute con-
formity, an inability to conform seemed like failure in-
deed. Gradually.it became as evident to others as it
already was to me that I was simply one of that un-
fortunate breed, of which the human race will ever
produce its allotted few: a misfit, a general em-
barrassment, a creature of subnormal ability.

Yet in my heart I knew this judgment to be false.

I tried my best to enter into the life of the school. I
joined the school paper, reporting sports events with a
hopeful heart. But my first two articles spelled my un-
doing; my humorous touch on so sacred a subject as sports
was considered tantamount to blasphemy. The editor
smiled with amusement, then appeased his conscience by
withholding further assignments from me. I joined the
debating society, but found I couldn’t speak in defense of
issues to which I wasn't sincerely committed. I became a
member of the French club, but my fellow members were
for the most part lonely outcastes like me. I played foot-
ball. I rowed. I sang in the glee club.

Nothing worked. There was almost a kind of shame in
the few friendships I did form, a tacit understanding that
ours was a companionship in failure.

At times I was actually afraid to leave a roomful of
boys, lest my departure give them the opportunity to talk
against me. Nor were my fears groundless: I knew, from
the times when I stayed, what uncomplimentary things
they could say about those less popular boys who hap-
pened to be absent. One day, after passing a couple of
classmates on the stairway in our dormitory, I over-heard
one of them, obviously not caring whether I heard him or
not, laugh derisively, “What a sad case!”

The worst of it was, I had no clear grounds on which
to refute him.
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During this gloomy period, religion might have been
the comfort for me that it had been at Hackley. Kent was,
after all, a church school, and most of the boys there were
moderately religious; at least, I recall none of them grum-
bling over the required attendance at worship services.
But religion at Kent seemed as though it were being
kept preserved in formaldehyde. With the exception of
one jolly, elderly brother who taught ho classes, and who
was, I'm afraid, a little foolish, the monks seemed a
joyless lot, uninspired and uninspiring in their calling.
The church services were heavy with the consciousness
that one went through all this merely because it was done.
Religion at Kent inspired me to look almost anywhere
but to God for solace and enlightenment.

Soon I was seeking both of these fulfillments in the
realm of ideas. Always a bookworm, I began diving into
the worlds of James Fenimore Cooper, Sir Walter Scott,
Keats, Shelley, Shaw, and other great writers.

At fourteen I began writing a novel of my own. The in-
fluence of Cooper was evident in my setting: A pioneer
family, living on an isolated farm in Oklahoma, was at-
tacked by red Indians. Only two boys escaped massacre,
by fleeing during the confusion. Earnestly, at this point, I
counseled the reader not to think harshly of the Indians,
“For they had been oppressed by the white man ever
since he came to this continent, and had had their hunt-
ing grounds taken away and changed into towns and
places of civilization ... Nor must you think ill of their
scalping methods, for that was just the coustom [szc ]
among the indians, and though we may think it cruel or
repulsive, surely some of the things we do are just as bad,
if not more so.”

The two boys escaped into a nearby forest, pursued by
Indians. Deep in the forest they discovered a cliff, scaled
it to a high ledge, and there rested, thinking they'd
arrived unobserved. Minutes later, one of them happened
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to look down from their ledge, “and drew back in
astonishment, for there, not five feet below him, was an
indian, and following him came three more, the last two
carrying guns, but the others without them for greater
agility. Just then the foremost one heard him and uttered
a word that would correspond to our word ‘Shucks” For
they had planned on a surprise.” (How I've laughed over
that Indian’s disappointed exclamation!)

The boys, having nowhere else to go, fled into a nearby
cave. Down and down it led them, deep under the surface
of the earth. At last, to their amazement, they emerged
into another world, inexplicably sunlit and beautiful.
Here Indians and white men lived happily together in
perfect brotherhood: hence the title of the novel, The
Happy Hunting Grounds.

This was all, of course, pure escapism. Yet it also
reflected a feeling which I think comes to many people
from time to time in their lives: the deep, inner certainty
that their true home Js elsewhere, that they belong in
heaven, and that the present world is only a proving
ground for the soul. As Jesus said, “No man hath ascend-
ed up to heaven, but he that came down from heaven.” *
This certainty is born not of speculation, but of deep
astral memories that have been dimmed by more recent,
earthly experiences.

Unhappiness and suffering are necessary for the soul's
unfoldment. Without them we might remain satisfied
with petty fulfillments. Worse stil, we might remain
satisfied with ourselves.A My personal unhappiness at
Kent School inspired me to meditate on the sufferings of

*John 3:13.

t“Because thou sayest, I am rich, and increased with goods, and
have need of nothing; and knowest not that thou art wretched, and
miserable, and poor, and blind, and naked: I counsel thee to buy of
me gold tried in the fire . . . and anoint thine eyes with eyesalve, that
thou mayest see.” (Revelation 3:17,18.)
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mankind everywhere. Could anything, I wondered, be
done to improve the human lot?

Surely, if all men would truly accept one another as
equals they would be much happier. I laboriously worked
out a system of government in which no man possessed
any personal property, all things being owned in com-
mon. Though I don't think I realized it at the time, my
ideas were similar in several respects to those preached,
though hardly practiced, under modern communism. But
as I pondered the matter more deeply, I came to realize
that most men are not capable of, living in a voluntary
state of nonpossession. A few people — monks, for in-
stance — might be nonattached enough to consider
nothing their own, but to force nonpossession on humanity
at large would be tyranny. Dictatorship, even in the name
of the common weal, would inflict more abuses than it
could alleviate.

At this time also I wrote a one-act play, titled, The
Peace Treaty. Its subtitle was, “Every Man for Himself.”
It was about a group of cave men, tribal chieftains, who
got together after a war to determine the conditions for
peace. One of them, like all visionaries ahead of his
times, proposed an idea that he claimed would banish
war forevermore. His plan demanded a generous spirit of
international cooperation among the different tribes to
replace the inter-tribal rivalries and selfishness that had
prevailed hitherto. The other chieftains professed great
admiration for his ideas. But it soon became clear that
they understood him not at all, for when it came to the
question of what sacrifices each would have to make to
ensure peace, each suggested a few “minimal”" im-
provements in the original plan, with a view to getting as
many concessions as possible for himself. The peace
treaty was finally thrown out as chieftains scrambled for
whatever booty each could grab for himself.

At the close of the play the hero soliloquized: “If God
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existed, would He allow all this? . . . But — of course
He exists! How could life have come to this earth without
Him? Ah! I see it all now. Yes, God exists, but He wishes
mankind to live under hard conditions, for it is only un-
der such that Man can prove himself worthy of the
Kingdom of Heaven.” God cares, I concluded, but wants
man to earn His blessings, for without victory over greed,
paradise itself would become but another battleground.
Man, I was saying, is not perfectible through outward
systems, but only in himself. The play ended with blows
and shouts offstage, followed by gunshots, then can-
nonades, then bombs, and finally one bomb, mightier
than all the rest. And after that: silence.

The hard reality of human greed was the stumbling
block on which my dreams of political salvation became
shattered. At fifteen I began writing another novel, about
a man who foresaw the destruction of modern
civilization, and decided to do what he could to preserve
its most constructive elements. Far out into the wilderness
he went, and there built a utopian community. Aiding
him were experts in various fields, men and women who
understood that expertise must be rooted in wisdom and
love, not merely in knowledge. This little community
kept the lamp of civilization burning while the rest of
humanity bombed itself back to the caves. The group
then returned to their fellow men to teach them a better,
more constructive way of life.

The more I thought about my visionary community,
the more compellingly it attracted me. From an escapist
dream my concept evolved gradually to a spreading net-
work of intentional villages within the framework of
present-day civilization. Someday, I resolved, I would
start such a community myself.

It isn't often that one’s boyhood dreams are later
fulfilled. With God's grace, this one has been. That tale,
however, must await its telling until a later chapter.
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I gave much thought also at Kent to the possibility of
paranormal phenomena — prophecy, telepathy, and the
mental control of objective events — and to the question
of what life is like after death. I wondered whether I
might serve my fellow man better if I tried to develop ex-
tra-sensory powers myself. But no, I decided, this whole
subject was too remote from common experience to be
meaningful to most people. Instead I would become a
writer; through words perhaps I would be able to inspire
others to a loftier vision.

While I was mentally improving the world, however,
my own little world was deteriorating rapidly. A few of
the older boys conceived what must have been almost a
hatred of me. Ineptness I suppose they might have ex-
cused; not everyone, after all, could hope to match them
in their excellence. But while self-admittedly inept in
their ways, I had gone on from this recognition of failure
to develop other — to them, inadmissible — interests.
Was not this implied rejection of their standards un-
thinkably presumptuous? They began openly threatening
to make my life “really miserable” next year, when a few
of them would be returning to Kent as student body
leaders.

I felt I could take no more. In tears that summer I
pleaded with Mother to take me home.

Stroking my head tenderly, she said, “I know, dear. I
know. You're like your Dad. He's always been shy when
people didn't want what he had to give them. Yet he has
so much to offer. And so do you. People haven't un-
derstood it, but never mind. Stay home now, and live with
us who love you. Here you'll be happy.”

What relief flooded my heart! I never saw Kent again.
Who can say whether I might yet have coaxed a few
useful lessons from its dreary walls? But I felt I had taken
from them every blessing that I possibly could. I was
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ready now, inwardly as well as outwardly, for a different
kind of schooling.
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CHAPTER 6

A Paper Rest House:
the “Popularity Game”

OST OF THE YOUNG PEOPLE I met during my
Madolescence seemed secure in their values. The

Nineteen-Forties were unlike the Seventies. Today it is
common for young people to question society’s values, to
seek Meaning, to ponder their relationship to the universe
and to God. When I was in high school, as nearly as I
could tell T walked alone in such questing. I knew no
guidelines to follow. I wasn't even sure what it was I was
seeking. All I knew definitely was that I wanted something,
and that that something didn't seem to be what anyone else
wanted.

Others had already planned their lives more or less
confidently. They would get good jobs, make money, get
ahead in the world, marry, settle down in Scarsdale or in
some other wealthy community, raise children, throw
cocktail parties, and enjoy the fruits of a normal, worldly
life. But I already knew I didn't want money. I didn't
want to “get ahead” materially. I wasn't interested in
marrying and raising a family. I knew well enough a few
of the things I didn't want, but had no distinct notion of
what it was I did want. And in this uncertainty I
sometimes doubted whether my disinclination for the
things others prized wasn't proof of some inadequacy in
myself.

57
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Had others, I wondered, secure as they evidently were
in their norms, achieved some insight to which I was
blind? Certainly my lifelong inability to adopt a con-
ventional outlook had for years been a source of intense
unhappiness to me.

Now that I had left Kent, and was enrolled as a senior
in Scarsdale High School, I determined to overcome
what was surely a defect in my character. This new
school year, I decided, I would try a great experiment. I
would pretend to myself that I /iked what everyone else
liked, that their values were my values, their norms mine.
I would see whether, by deliberately adopting their
outlook, I could not begin at last to feel at home with it.
If I succeeded, how easy my life would become!
Resolutely I set my sights. This last year of high school
would mark my giant step forward into normality.

As a first step toward “swinging with the crowd,” I
seized energetically on swing music. Every week I
listened eagerly to the radio with my brothers to learn
which popular songs had made it onto the Hit Parade. I
put on crowd-consciousness like a suit, and soon found
that it fit snugly enough. In shouting competitions I
pitched in and shouted. In laughing I bubbled with the
best. I dated. I danced. I became the vocalist for a local
dance band. And as I made a great noise I found, in-
credibly, that I both liked it and was liked for it.

I began the school year with a major advantage: Both
of my brothers were popular. Bob, who was in the tenth
grade, was loved by everyone, including upperclassmen.
His was not the typical attitude of the Big Man on Cam-
pus — more interested, that is to say, in being loved than
in loving, and ever careful to associate with only the
“right” people. Bob genuinely liked everyone. It made no
difference to him whether they were looked up to or down
on by others. He was their friend, and they knew it.
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Unable to tone his voice lower than a gentle boom, he
dominated every gathering, but no one seemed to mind.
Somehow in his company they felt more generous, more
sure of their own goodness.

His enthusiasm for life was boundless. One day,
coming home from playing in a football game, he was
found to have a fever of 105°. Ill as he was, he had in-
sisted on finishing the game.

They called him “Bucky,” after Bucky Walters, the
famous baseball player. Though the nickname has
remained with him, I myself have never used it, for I
know that he has also a deeper side, one that he doesn't
often reveal to others — a refined sensitivity to music, a
deep gentleness, a certain nobility of character, all of
which seem to me rather betrayed by the hail-fellow-well-
met implications in that nickname.

From the start it was obvious to everyone that Bob and
I were very different specimens. A few of my classmates,
besides, had heard from Phil Boote, my ex-roommate at
Kent. Phil also lived in Scarsdale, and had shown
enough sense of community responsibility to warn them
what a social disaster I was. For Bob's sake, however, and
because I was so obviously determined to mend my un-
conventional ways, they gave me the benefit of the doubt,
and accepted me kindly enough into their midst.

Scarsdale High was much larger than Kent, a fact
which permitted many different types there to mix hap-
pily without the same pressure being placed on them to
conform as there had been at Kent. Being Bob's brother
automatically threw me into the “in” group, a position I
boldly accepted as the kind of challenge I needed to
bring off my “great experiment” with a maximum of suc-
cess.

I tried out for the football team. At 136 pounds, I was
hardly first-string material. Still, I played hard during
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practice sessions, and at the games ardently supported
our team from the bench. Unfortunately for my dreams
of glory, I was a halfback, and so also was Charlie Ren-
senhouse, the team captain. Openings in that position
were rare. The only time I actually made it onto the
playing field during a game was once when Rensenhouse
got hurt.

“Walters!” Coach Buchanan shouted.

My big opportunity? “Yes, Sir!" I cried, leaping eagerly
to my feet.

“Walters, set out there and help Rensenhouse off the
field.”

In track I did better. We hadn't had a track team at
Kent, so I was unfamiliar with the proper starting
techniques, but I was a fast runner, and managed to
acquit myself creditably. I actually ran the 100-yard dash
in only 10.2 seconds at my first meet. Unfortunately, I
pulled a ligament early in the season and was out of the
running for the rest of the school year.

Of my classes, my favorite was English. Lucyle Hook,
our English teacher, took a keen interest in her subject,
loved her students, and obviously wanted with all her
heart to share her knowledge with us. She was as much
our friend as our teacher. With her encouragement I
wrote short stories and poems. While none of them was
particularly consequential, they were good enough at least
to gain me a reputation as a budding talent, and fanned
my determination to become a writer.

One of the students in my French class was a girl
named Ruth, later voted the most beautiful girl in our
senior class. I dated her frequently, and became as in-
fatuated with her as any boy is likely to be with his first
girl friend. But there were potholes on the highway of our
romance.

Dad, for fear of spoiling us boys, gave us a weekly
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allowance of only fifty cents. I had to save for two weeks
merely to take Ruth out to the movies. Even then, we
usually had to walk the several miles to White Plains and
back. It wasn't the best possible set-up for making a good
impression on a girl.

Worse still, when it came to something so deeply per-
sonal as romance I couldn't put on my extroverted bluff,
which was carrying me along successfully enough in other
departments of my life. Somehow I'd conceived the
notion that I was physically unattractive, and that I had
nothing worthwhile really to offer anyone. Because I
doubted my own worth, moreover, I was afraid to trust
myself to another person's feelings about me. When
another boy, a large, perennially joking, popular football
star, began dating Ruth, I hadn't the self-confidence to
compete with him. For that matter, I wouldn't have com-
peted with him even if I'd been bursting with confidence,
for I could never see love in the light of self-imposition
and conquest.

Singing I found a joy. Mr. Hubbard, our chorus direc-
tor, tried to persuade me to take it up as a career.
“There's money in your voice,” he would insist, not
realizing that money was probably the poorest lure he
could have dangled before me. That year I sang in Han-
del's Messiah, and in Gilbert and Sullivan's Yeomen of the
Guard. At our Church of St. James the Less, my brothers
and I also sang the roles of the three wise men in the
Christmas pageant, an event which, I was surprised to
learn recently, is still remembered by some old-timers in
Scarsdale.

Other activities at the church, I must admit, held less
appeal for me. Our minister, Father Price, kept
threatening us in his sermons that if we didn't toe the
straight and narrow we'd soon end up “right in the lap of
the Nazis.”
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Instead, I began bending rather too far in another
direction. Doug Burch, a friend of Bob’s and mine, in-
troduced me to Nick's, a night club in Greenwich
Village, famous as a hangout for dixieland jazz en-
thusiasts. Eddie Condon, Peewee Russell, and other jazz
“greats” played here with such consummate skill that I
actually found myself growing to like jazz. Fascinated
with this new “scene,” I absorbed all its trivia: how the
wife of one of the taller players used to beat him up; how
the band ate in a night club across the street because
Nick wouldn't feed them properly; how a little old lady
showed up on Saturday nights, took a front table, and
clapped her hands enthusiastically to the music, shouting,
“Yeah! Yeah!” like any teenager. It is amazing that
people can make as much as they do out of this kind of
“news,” merely because celebrities are involved. But they
do. And we did.

It was at Nick's that I took my first alcoholic drink. Of
all the foolish pastimes to which mankind is given,
drinking must surely rank near the top of the list. Few
people, I imagine, take up either drinking or smoking for
pleasure alone. It seems more a question of not wanting
to appear gauche. At any rate, those were my motives.
Alcohol I found at least not positively sickening, but
smoking was like learning to enjoy rotten food.

I remember clearly the first time I learned to inhale. A
girl at a party in Scarsdale showed me the knack. One
drag made me so dizzy I almost slipped to the floor.
Then, with the kind of inverted idealism that marked
most of that year for me, I told myself sternly, “I'm going
to master this thing if it kills me!” Little did I realize that
true mastery would have meant not succumbing to such
silliness in the first place. That evening I succeeded in
“mastering” smoking, but I'm afraid it wasn't long before
smoking mastered me.
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The worst of drinking, from a spiritual standpoint, is
not the temporary stupor it may induce, nor the hang-
over that sometimes follows an indiscreet “night on the
town,” but the long-range effect that alcohol exerts on the
personality. In some subtle way it seems to make one
more worldly; one’s perceptions become less refined; one
inclines, if ever so slightly, to scoff at things that he for-
merly considered sacred. The ego, in becoming less sen-
sitively responsive to its environment, becomes more self-
assertive and aggressive. It is as if it were gripping harder
in an effort to compensate for the diminution of its
natural powers. These effects, as I say, may be observed
not only during hours of inebriation, but as actual, long-
term personality changes.

The explanation may be that things, inert though they
seem, actually serve as media for various states of con-
sciousness. We may scoff, as I used to do, at “holy Joes”
in church who denounce “likker” as a tool of Satan, but
many a truth has been hooted down with laughter. The
very inclination, so common in societies where drinking
is popular, to tell jokes about drunkenness suggests a sub-
conscious desire to silence the whisper of conscience. For
every man must know deep inside him that drunkenness

is an insult to his true divine nature.

Another “thing” through which consciousness often
gets changed is music. Looking back, I am astonished to
see how quickly, by my constant, willing exposure to
swing music, I came to assume attitudes that I had
thought formerly quite foreign to me. As months passed it
became more and more my second nature to see life in
terms of sports, romance, and good times, to laugh with
the loudest, roam hither and yon with the most restless,
and give and take in the youthful exuberance of an ego
competing more or less insensitively with other egos.
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Yet somewhere, deep inside me, there was a watchful
friend who remained unimpressed, who questioned my
motives, observed my follies with detachment, and
demanded of me with a sad smile of reproach, “Is this
what you really want?” I was frank enough with myself to
admit that it wasn't.

Gradually the longing grew within me to stop wasting
time. I could see that there was too much in life to learn,
too much towards which to grow. For my English source
theme at the end of the school year I elected to write on
the subject, The Different Concepts of the Universe that Were
Held by Ancient Civilizations, and the Quality in Each
Civilization that Influenced the Development of Its Particular
Concept. Questions that had no part in my Great Ex-
periment returned insistently to my mind: What is life?
What is the universe? What is the purpose of life on
earth? Such issues could not be laughed away with
another night at Nick’s.

One evening a classmate and I visited a local diner, an
“in" place with the high school crowd. While we were
waiting for seats, my friend began making impromptu ad-
ditions to the music that was playing on the juke box.
Laughingly I encouraged him. All the while, however, my
silent inner “friend” demanded of me indignantly,
“What is all this jerking about, this nodding of the head
up and down like an animated puppet, this contortion of
the facial muscles? Is not this, too, a kind of drunken-
ness?”

My outer friend wrote afterwards in my year book how
much he had enjoyed our little “jam session” together.
But I felt merely embarrassed by it, as though I had been
the plaything of a rhythm-induced hysteria.

At Scarsdale High I learned that I could, if I wanted
to, play the Great American Popularity Game and come
out, in a sense, a winner. But my success had not made
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me any happier. If I felt that I now understood something
of what other young people wanted from life, I couldn't
say that I was any more attracted to their vision.

I was back almost at the beginning. The one thing I
had learned this year was how to wrap a veil around
myself and hide my true feelings. Well, perhaps after all
this was a useful lesson. There can be little merit in ex-
posing one's highest aspirations to people who don't ap-
preciate them. But it wasn't much of a step towards
fulfilling my aspirations. My next step, I realized, must be
more deliberately in the direction of that fulfillment.



CHAPTER 7

To Thine Own Search Be True

GRADUATED FROM Scarsdale High School in June,

1943, shortly after turning seventeen. Bob and I were
invited by George Calvert, a school friend of ours, to work
with him on his father's farm in upstate New York. That
summer we picked strawberries and pitched hay. The
work was vigorous, healthful, and good fun. After six or
seven weeks as a farm hand, I decided to take advantage of
my vacation to broaden my experience of the world. The
change I hit upon was radical: from bucolic pastures to
grey skyscrapers and acres of sterile concrete.

New York! I worked there as a messenger boy for the
Herald Tribune. Every day, dodging determined cars,
trucks, and buses, and weaving through impatient hordes
of shoppers, my fellow messenger boys and I visited the
inner sanctums of well-known department stores,
delivered advertising copy to and from countless cor-
porations, and swept pellmell through the rushing blood-
stream of big city life. The myriad sense impressions were
stimulating, almost overwhelming. In madly bobbing
faces on crowded sidewalks, in pleading glances from
behind drugstore counters, in fleeting smiles, frosty stares,
angry gestures, twitching lips, and self-preoccupied
frowns, I saw mankind in virtual caricature, exaggerated
out of all credible proportion by the sheer enormity of
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numbers. Here were tumbling waves of humanity: the
youthfully exuberant, the sad and lonely, the stage-struck,
the grimly success-oriented, the hard and cynical, the
fragile, the lost. All looked hurried and nervous. All
seemed harassed by desire.

New York! Its heaving sea of humanity charms and
repels in the same instant. It encourages a sense of
exaggerated self-importance in those who pride them-
selves on living in one of the largest, most vital cities in
the world. But, in the anonymity it imposes on its faceless
millions, it also mocks at self-importance. New Yorkers
face a perennial conflict between these opposing
challenges to their egos, a conflict that is resolved only by
those who seek a broader, spiritual identity. For in the
frenzied pace of big-city life it is as if God were
whispering to the soul: “Dance with bubbles if you like,
but when you tire of dancing, and your bubbles begin
bursting one by one, look about you at all these other
faces. They are your spiritual brothers and sisters, mirrors
to your own self! They are you. O little wave, transcend
your littleness. Be one with all of them. Be one with life!”

When autumn came I began my higher education at
Haverford College, a small men's college on the main
line to Paoli from Philadelphia. At that time, owing to the
war, it was smaller than ever.

The students were bright-eyed, enthusiasticc and in-
telligent; the professors, quiet, sedate, seriously concerned
for their students’ welfare. Haverford, a Quaker college,
conveys the simple, serene dignity that is to be expected
of institutions run by that pacific sect. I don't mean we
students didn't have our normal boys’' share of high times,
but these were always inflicted on a background of gentle
disapproval from the discreet greystone-and-ivy buildings,
and of restrained dismay from our ever-concerned
faculty.
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The diminished student body was composed mostly of
freshmen, a fact which didn't conduce greatly to the
maintenance of certain hallowed college traditions, such
as freshman hazing. When a handful of upper classmen
appeared one day in our dormitory to subject us to that
ancient rite, we met them with another venerable
American institution: the bum’'s rush. With whoops of
joy, flying pillows, energetic shoves, and a solid phalanx
of inverted chairs, we drove them down the stairs and out
of the building. Thereafter they left us strictly alone, con-
cluding, no doubt, that in wartime there are certain
sacrifices which older and wiser heads must make in the
name of peace.

We freshmen were so dominant numerically that I ac-
tually made the football team. One of my problems at
Scarsdale High, apart from my light weight, had been
that I could never throw the ball properly; my hands were
simply too small to get a grip on it. At Haverford our
coach, “Pop” Haddleton, solved this problem by making
me a running guard. Counting on speed rather than
weight, I found I could pull larger opponents off balance
while they were still shifting their bodies into position to
block me. I would then dash through the line and catch
many a runner before he'd got off to a good start with the
ball. The left guard, a boy named Mason, was as light-
weight as I. Our college newspaper was soon dubbing us
“the watch charm guards.”

My big play of the season came near the end of a
game. Up to that point neither team had scored. In a last,
desperate maneuver we were going to try an end run
down half the length of the field. I was to run in-
terference. We cleared the end safely, and were well on
our way into “enemy territory,” when two men rushed to
intercept us. I prepared to block the first of them, hoping
our runner would be able to dodge the second. Just then I
tripped on a dangling shoelace! Sprawling full length
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onto the ground, I made a perfect, though involuntary,
double block. Our man went on to make the touchdown.
And I was the hero of the hour. I tried to explain what
had really happened, but no one wanted to believe me.

We won every game that season. And so it was that my
school athletic career reached a happy climax — before
petering out altogether.

For not long after this, college sports and I came to a
rather cool parting of the ways. Our separation was due
partly to my increasing preoccupation with the search for
meaning, and partly, I'm afraid, to the fact that I was at-
taching “meaning” to a few of the wrong things — like
sitting in local bars with friends, nursing a variety of
poisonous decoctions, and talking philosophy into the
wee hours.

I began devoting much of my free time also to writing
poetry, the themes of which related to questions that had
long been bothering me: Why suffering? Why warfare
and destruction? How is it that God countenances hatred
and other forms of human madness? Surely, I thought,
suffering can't be His will for us? Must it not be a sign,
rather, that man is out of harmony with God's will?

And what of eternal life? Not even matter or energy
can be destroyed. Was it not reasonable, then, to suppose
that life, too, is eternal? And if eternal, what about
heaven and hell? T wrote a poem at this time in which I
postulated a world after death that is perceived differently
by each individual, seeming to be either beautiful or ugly,
happy or sad, according to the state of consciousness he
brings with him from this world.

At this point in my life I might easily have embraced a
religious calling. But I knew too little about it, and found
no guidance from others in directions that were
meaningful to me. Haverford College is a prominent cen-
ter of Quakerism. In my time there, leading members of
this society were on the faculty: Douglas Steere, Rufus
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Jones, Howard Comfort. I was impressed by their trans-
parent earnestness and goodness. I also liked the Quaker
practice of sitting quietly in meditation at the Sunday serv-
ices — “meetings,” as they were called. Above all, I
liked the Quakers for their simplicity. All that they did
seemed admirable to me. But somehow I could find no
challenge in it. I was seeking a path that would engross
me utterly, not one that I could contemplate benignly
while puffing on a pipe.

Sunday meetings became all too frequently the scene
of genteel competition. The Quakers have no ordained
ministers; their members sit in silence on Sunday morn-
ings until one of them feels moved “of the Spirit” to rise
and share some inspiration with others. Haverford being
an intellectual community, our Sunday meetings were
more than usually taken up with this kind of “moving.”
Hardly a minute passed in silence before someone else
was on his feet, sharing with everyone else. Sometimes
two or more were moved simultaneously — though, in
such cases, courtesy always prevailed.

Il never forget Douglas Steere rising one day to
inquire brightly, “Is there a little bird in your bosom?”
Involuntarily my hand went to my chest. The solemnity
of the occasion, and my own respect for him, prevented
me from succumbing to hilarity on the spot, but afterward
my friends and I made up delightedly for our heroic
repression.

Doubtless I had much to learn, not the least being
reverence and humility. It may be that those religious
leaders had more to teach me than I knew. But since I
didn't know it, I had no choice but to follow my own star.

Early during my first semester at Haverford I made
friends with Julius Katchen, who later acquired fame as a
concert pianist in Europe. I loved his intensity and en-
thusiasm. And though I was less agreeably impressed by
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his egotism, I found compensation for it in his romantic
devotion to every form of art, music, and poetry. Our
friendship flourished in the soil of kindred artistic in-
terests. In this relationship, Julius was the musician, and
I, the poet. Through our association my feelings for
poetry became more musical, artistically more romantic.
Julius's mother, too, had been a concert pianist. When I
visited the Katchen home in Long Branch, New Jersey, I
was caught up in his entire family’s devotion to the arts.

At this time, also, I took a course in poetry composition
at nearby Bryn Mawr College under the famous poet,
W.H. Auden. Auden encouraged me in my poetic efforts.
For some time thereafter, poetry became my god.

Yet there was another side of me that could not remain
satisfied for long with Keats's romantic fiction, “Truth is
beauty, beauty, truth.” In every question, what mattered
most to me was not whether an idea was beautiful, but
whether in some much deeper sense it was true. In this
concern I found myself increasingly out of tune with the
approach our professors took, which was to view all in-
tellectual commitment with suspicion. Scholarly detach-
ment, not commitment, was their guiding principle.

“That's all very well,” I would think. “I want to be ob-
jective, too. But I don't want to spend my life sitting on a
fence. Even objectivity ought to lead one to conclusions
of some kind.” To my professors, scholarly detachment
meant holding a perennial question mark up to life. It
meant supporting, “for the sake of discussion,” positions
to which they didn't really subscribe. It meant showing
equal interest in every argument, without endorsing any. I
was impatient with their indecisiveness.

My need for truths to which I could commit myself had
posed a problem for me in our debating society at Kent
School. It made me a failure in public speaking classes
during my freshman year at Haverford, and a bad actor
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in the plays in which I occasionally took part, during
college and afterward. It ruined my chances, years later,
as a radio announcer. More and more it was to give me
difficulties as a student as well, particularly in such sub-
jects as English literature and philosophy. I had to know
whether what we were considering was true. In reaction
against my professors and their insistence on a spirit of
polite scholarly inquiry, I gradually developed a
rebellious attitude toward college in general.

It was at about this time that I met a student at Haver-
ford whose search for truth coincided more nearly with
my own. Rod Brown was two years older than I, ex-
ceedingly intelligent, and a gifted poet. At first our
relationship was one of learned sage and unlettered
bumpkin of a disciple. Rod treated me with a certain
amused condescension, as the ingenuous youngster that I
was. My poems he read tolerantly, never lavishing higher
praise on them than to call them *"nice.” His poems I
couldn't even understand. He would quote at length from
countless books I'd never heard of, and could make each
quotation sound so important that one got the impression
that only a confirmed ignoramus would dare to face life
without at least the ability to paraphrase that passage.

Rod was a sensitive young man who had learned early
in life to fend off others’ rejection of him by treating them
with disdain. It was purely a defense mechanism, but he
carried it off well. I was as intrigued by his superior at-
titude towards me for my ignorance as I was captivated
by his single-minded devotion to philosophical realities.
Surely, I thought, if he knew enough to look down on me,
it behooved me to learn what the view was from his
altitude.

In time we became fast friends. I discovered that,
besides his enthusiasm for truth, he had a delightful sense
of humor, and was eager to share his ideas and opinions,
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always fresh and interesting, with others. Rod only raised
a supercilious eyebrow at my theories about God, suf-
fering, and eternal life. Rhetorically he would ask, “How
can anyone ever know the answers to such questions?”
But he directed my thinking constructively into more im-
mediate channels. For the time being the quest for
religious truths dropped out of my life. But where the
search concerns truth, can true religion be very far away?

Indeed, Rod’s thinking and mine verged constantly on
the spiritual. He introduced me to Emerson and
Thoreau. I drank eagerly at the fountain of wisdom in
“The Over-Soul,” in “Self-Reliance,” and in Walden.
These writings were the closest I had come so far to the
expansive vistas of Indian thought, * for though I didn't
realize it at the time, Emerson and Thoreau were both
admirers of India's Scriptures, and echoed in their own
writings the lofty teachings of the Upanishads and the
Bhagavad Gita.

Rod prompted me to stop concerning myself with life’s
meaning as an abstraction, and to face the more concrete
problem of how to live wisely among men. One of the
principles we discussed night after night was nonat-
tachment. Another was the courage to reject values that
we considered false, even if all other men believed in
them. Amusing as it seems now, we spent hours
discussing intellectually the uselessness of intellectualism.
And, deciding that the uneducated masses were surely
more genuine than we in their simple, earthy attitudes,
we set out with pioneering zeal to frequent the haunts of

*In those days, courses in Indian studies were comparatively rare.
The only actual exposure I ever got to them was from Douglas Steere,
in his freshman course on the history of philosophy. For the first
twenty minutes of his first class Dr. Steere touched lightly on the
Vedas, giving us the impression, merely, that there was such a thing as
Indian philosophy.
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truck drivers and manual laborers. No deep wisdom was
ever born of these outings, but then, people who hold
cherished theories rarely feel a need to sustain them on
the coarse fare of facts!

Not everything Rod said or did won my support. He
told me approvingly, for instance, of an older friend of
his who had an unnaturally small heart. To Rod and his
friend this fact suggested a lack of emotional capacity,
and, therefore, a nature truly nonattached. But I
disagreed with their equation, for I considered nonat-
tachment and feeling not at all incompatible with one
another. The important point, rather, I felt, was that one's
feelings be impersonal. Nonattachment releases one from
identity with a mere handful of things, and should
therefore permit an expansion, an increase, of feeling.

Rod also believed that, armed with a genuine spirit of
nonattachment, one could behave in as worldly a manner
as one pleased. But this argument struck me as too con-
venient a rationalization for his own worldliness. For
Rod, despite his disdain for middle-class values and his
praise of lower-class simplicity, betrayed a marked fond-
ness for upper-class luxuries. Though he often mocked
me for my innocence, I myself looked upon innocence as
a truer safeguard of nonattachment.

Rod, like all men, had his shortcomings. He was,
among other things, somewhat intolerant of
disagreement, proud of his own brilliance, and
unabashedly lazy. But for all that he was at heart a loving
and true friend, deeply concerned about countless others
despite his vaunted indifference, more hurt by people's
rejection of him than honestly disdainful of them in
return, and a great deal more conservative in his values
than he would ever have admitted. While others clucked
disapprovingly at him, I saw him as one person who
could really help me to think boldly for myself. For this
reason above all, I was grateful for his friendship.
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Yet in my association with him I also acquired some of
the very traits I disapproved of in him. Such, indeed, is
the power of all human association. Like Rod, I
developed intellectual pride as a defense against rejection
and misunderstanding. Perhaps worst of all, I acquired
some of his worldliness, though never so much so that
Rod ceased to twit me for what he called my naivete.

In those days it was Rod who gave me my real
education. My classes formed a mere backdrop; they
taught me facts, but in discussions with him I learned
what I would do with facts. Night after night we sat
discussing life over pots of coffee in our rooms, or in
bars, or in an off-campus restaurant with the engaging
name, “The Last Straw.” We had few friends, but that no
longer really mattered to me. I was seeking truth now, not
the mere opinions of men.
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The pond and some of the buildings at Haverford College. Penn
sylvania, where I spent two years.

-

My college friend. Rod Brown, and I in Wellesley, Massachusetts.



My at We lesley Our Haverford football team. I am in the front row, third from left.
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CHAPTER 8
Joy Is the Goal

Y FIRST YEAR At Haverford was one of joyous
Msifting of new ideas. During my second year there, I
tried to digest those ideas and make them my own. The
digestive process took place on two levels, the one abstract,
and the other deeply personal.

On the abstract level, association with Rod had coaxed
me out of my former preoccupation with suffering, and
with the essential unreality of this world. I was beginning
to see the world more affirmatively. Even suffering

seemed to me conquerable now, by the simple — and
perhaps simplistic — expedient of strong, positive af-
firmation.

On the personal level, I was learning to affirm my own
worth, a worth I had doubted during my years at Hackley
and Kent, then affirmed artificially at Scarsdale High.
Now, at Haverford, in the company of friends who shared
many of my ideals, I was discovering in myself a basis for
genuine self-acceptance.

Once I had somewhat digested my new attitudes, my
two-fronts advance converged on a single point. For both
abstract and personal reasons, I began to find myself able
to express once again that most battered of virtues: trust.
In the words of Emerson, I was beginning to feel that the
world was my “oyster,” that life was basically sunny,
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right, and beautiful. Even the disapproval of worldly
people could no longer dampen my expanding trust in
life, and, on a certain level, in them. For I felt they
merely lacked the courage to live up to a truth which,
deep in their hearts, they believed in. I longed for the
power to bring them joy.

Trust! This joyful offering I now made to life was
selfless and pure. Yet the wise have ever said that one
should trust fully only in God, that to place faith in
earthly accomplishments is like expecting perpetual
stability of a ship at sea. Alas, I hadn't their wisdom to
guide me. All my faith now I flung with ardent en-
thusiasm into the fragile basket of this world.

For my sophomore year I was assigned to a suite in
Lloyd Hall, which in normal times was reserved for
upper classmen. My roommate was from Argentina.
Roberto Pablo Payro was his name; I understand he has
since become a successful novelist in his country. Roberto
was quiet, dignified, and ever courteous: ideal qualities in
a roommate. We got along well together, though the goals
we pursued were different. Roberto’'s social life was as
quiet as he was. He liked sophisticated, serious
discussions, mostly on such down-to-earth subjects as
politics and sociology, and rather marveled that such ab-
stractions as “life” and “truth” could command from me
the intense enthusiasm that they did. My tendency was to
seize a thought firmly, wrestle with it for days until I felt
I'd mastered it, and then to dash out, laughing, in search
of friends with whom I could celebrate my victory. To
Roberto I must have seemed alternately far too intense,
and inconsistently frivolous.

But thought itself was, for me, a joyous adventure. It
was only years later, after I met my guru, that I learned
that thinking is but a by-path to truth, and that the highest
perceptions are possible only when the fluctuations of the
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mind have been stilled.

Rod was the best friend I had found so far in this
country. We spent much time together, continuing our
nocturnal rounds of coffee, drinks, and wee-hour
philosophizing. But I was beginning also to spend more
time now seeking truth on my own.

For my college major I selected English literature. I
loved reading the great works that comprise our true
heritage — a heritage of insights and inspiration, not of
mere worldly accomplishments. Reading Shakespeare,
Donne, and numerous others, I pondered a new question:
In what ways has great literature served the cause of
truth? As an aspiring writer myself, I hoped to make
whatever I wrote serve as an instrument of the highest
vision.

But there was buoyant good humor, too, in our
seeking. Rod and I could laugh merrily over the gravest
of issues. A few somber souls there were who viewed our
unconventional levity with dismay. I think they con-
sidered it a proof that we were dissolute, misspending our
youth in drunkenness and debauchery. But we had little
patience with people who equated seriousness with
joylessness. Taking my cue from Rod, I would sometimes
delight in pretending we were in league with forces un-
speakably dark. (The effort to imagine such forces I left
entirely to our critics!)

One of our fellow students, with the appropriate last
name of Coffin, used to carry a Bible around with him
wherever he went, the more sadly to reproach anyone
who showed a disposition occasionally to kick up his
heels. “The wages of sin,” Coffin would remind us sin-
ners gravely, citing chapter and verse, “is death.” As my
own reputation for cheerful irreverence spread, he took to
bringing me, particularly, the Good News. Entering my
room one morning before I'd fairly tested the world to
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make sure it was still there, he sat on the edge of my bed,
the Bible open in his hands, looked at me dolefully, and
— sighed.

If only religion weren't made so lugubrious, I think
many people might be inspired to seek God who present-
ly confuse ministers with undertakers. It was years before
I myself learned that religious worship needn't verge on
the funereal — that it can be, as Paramahansa
Yogananda put it, the joyous funeral of all sorrows. As it
was, I satisfied a natural craving for religious inspiration
by laughing at the lack of it in religion as I found it prac-
ticed. Had I known better, I might have sincerely wor-
shipped.

During our second year at Haverford someone gave
Rod a few guppies in a glass bowl. Guppy, we decided,
was far too undignified a name even for so nondescript a
creature. We renamed his new pets, accordingly, “The
Sacred White Fish.” Soon, enlarging on this grand con-
cept, we created an entire religion, complete with
ceremonies, dogmas, and ritual responses. I even found a
partially completed, abandoned chapel for our rites.
Needless to say, our comedy never advanced beyond the
playful planning stage, but we had great fun with it.

One day Rod was summoned into the dean’s office.
“What's this I hear, Mr. Brown,” began Mr. Gibb

cautiously, “about — ah — how shall I put it? — a new
religion? Something about the — ah — sacred — ah —
white — ah — fish? Have I heard this incredible tale

correctly?” We never learned whom it was we'd shocked
into reporting us to the dean, but even this anonymous
outrage added fresh zest to our game.

Yet I also felt, inexplicably, a deep, almost wistful thrill
at the thought of helping to found a new religion.
Perhaps it was because the fun we were having with those
guppies underscored for me the joy that I missed in the
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churches. But to me it was more than fun. My search for
truth, and for joy as the very essence of truth, held an
almost life-or-death earnestness.

On another matter I felt less keenly the need to cloak
my interest under a guise of playfulness. A continuous
aspiration of mine since the age of fifteen had been the
founding of a “utopian” community. Utopia literally
means, “not a place”; the word is generally used to
describe any impractical communitarian dream. But I
was convinced that an intentional community founded on
high ideals could be made viable, with sufficient realism
and foresight. During this period at Haverford, and for
years thereafter, I devoted considerable time to studying
and thinking about the problems connected with such a
project. On some deep level I believed it was my duty
someday to found such a community.

Among my friends, however, I encountered little sym-
pathy for the idea. When I spoke of it to a few of them,
they expressed mild interest, only to lose it altogether
when they realized I was completely in earnest. After
that, they left me to do my dreaming alone.

Undaunted by their lack of interest, I simply
broadened my horizons to include the rest of the human
race! The more I thought about intentional communities,
the more clearly I saw them not as a step backward into
primitive simplicity, but as a step forward in social
evolution, a natural progression from machine technology
and the self-defeating complexity of modern life to a new
kind of enlightened simplicity, one in which technology
served human, not merely mechanical or economic ends.

Decentralization seemed to me a growing need, too, in
this age. The essentially sterile demands for efficiency
that are served by centralizing power in big industry and
big government would, I believed, be balanced by the
human and idealistic values that would be emphasized in
small, spiritually integral communities.
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With my growing enthusiasm for life I also took in-
creasing pleasure in singing. At last I resolved to take
singing lessons. Dr. Frederick Schlieder, the noted pianist
and organist, recommended to Mother that I study under
Marie Zimmerman, a singing teacher in Philadelphia.
“She is a real musician,” he assured Mother. “Your son
is fortunate to be in college so nearby.”

One day I took a train into Philadelphia and visited
Mrs. Zimmerman in her studio. Seventy-five years old
she must have been at that time. A concert singer in her
younger days, her voice, now no longer beautiful, was
still perfectly placed.

“The voice,” she explained to me, “is an instrument
that can't be seen. I can't show you how to use it, as I
could how to play the piano. You'll have to listen sen-
sitively as I sing a note, then try to imitate the sound that
I make. The more perceptively you listen, the more
quickly you'll learn.”

Next she placed my right hand over her stomach. “I'm
going to show you how to breathe properly,” she ex-
plained. As she inhaled, her diaphragm moved down-
ward, pushing the stomach out. I prepared to listen to a
full, operatic tone.

“Moooooooooooooo!” came the feeble croak, its sound
hardly powerful enough to fill a pantry, let alone a con-
cert hall. I fought to suppress my mirth.

But her voice was well placed. Recalling Dr.
Schlieder's high recommendations, I decided to study
with her.

“You will pay me five dollars a lesson,” she announced
firmly. “It isn't that I need the money. I don't. But you
need to pay it. It will help you to take your lessons
seriously.”

I didn't want to bother Dad for the weekly fees, so I took
a job waiting on tables one night a week at The Last Straw.
From those earnings I paid for my lessons.
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Marie Zimmerman proved an excellent teacher.
Unlike most voice teachers, she wouldn't let me sing on
my own for the first weeks. Gradually only, as my
placement improved, she allowed me to practice a little at
home, then a little bit more. The farther I progressed, the
more I grew to enjoy these lessons, until at last they
became the high point of my week.

Marie Zimmerman was not only an excellent teacher
and a fine musician; she was also a remarkable woman.
Deeply, calmly religious, she was content with only the
highest and noblest in everything. She was, in fact, an im-
pressive example of a truth that was becoming in-
creasingly clear to me, that the chief masterpiece of an
aspiring artist must be himself.

One day at about this time I had what was, to me, a
revelation. Sudden, vivid, and intense, it gave me in the
space of a few minutes insights into the nature of art, and
of art’s relationship to truth, that have guided my thinking
ever since.

The word art, as Rod and I used it, encompassed all the
creative arts including music and literature. We had pon-
dered authorities whose claim was that art should be for
art's sake alone; or that it must capture reality as a camera
does, literally; or that it ought to reflect a sense of social
responsibility; or be a purely personal catharsis; or express
the spirit of the times in which the artist lives.

Suddenly I felt certain of a truth deeper than all of these.
Most artistic theories, I realized, emphasize primarily the
forms of art. But art is essentially a human, not an abstract
phenomenon. A man’s intrinsic worth is determined not
by his physical appearance, but by his spirit, his essential
attitudes, his courage or cowardice, his wisdom or
ignorance. With art, similarly, it is the artist's vision of life,
not his medium of expression, that determines the validity
of his work. Inspiration, or sterility: Either can be ex-
pressed as well through realism as through impressionism.
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The essential question is: How great does the artist's work
reveal HIM to be, as a man? Only if he is great will his work
stand a chance of being truly great also. Otherwise it may
reveal superlative craftsmanship, but lest plumbers, too,
deserve acceptance as artists, mere skill cannot serve to
define art. *

My first task as a writer, I decided, was no different
from my first task as a human being. It was to determine
what constitute ideal human qualities, and then to try to
develop myself accordingly.

At about this time we were given the assignment in
English class of writing an essay on our personal criteria of
greatness in literature. Not feeling competent as yet to ex-
plain some of the subtler nuances of my revelation, I con-
fined myself to one aspect of it — one perhaps subtler than
all the rest! I wrote that, after reading Homer's Iliad, I had
sensed a blazing white light emanating from it. Later, as I
contemplated other great works, I had sensed again in
each case a bright light, though in no case so intense as
Homer's. Chaucer's light seemed of a duller hue than
Milton's, Dante’s, or Shakespeare's. From still lesser
works I sensed no light at all; it was as though they were
spiritually dead. I admitted that I saw no objective reason
for giving Homer the highest marks; his epic seemed to
me, on the surface, only a good, rousing war story. But I
knew from its light that it must be a work of superlative
greatness, t

My poor professor! Shaking his head in bewilderment,
he gave me a flunking grade. Yet even today I consider the

* An essay on this subject appears under the title, “Meaning in the
Arts,” in a book of mine, Tales for the Journey (Ananda Publications,
1974). This book contains two short stories also that I began writing
during my sophomore year at Haverford.

t Homer was customarily referred to by ancient Greeks as “divine
Homer.”
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criterion of greatness that I described in that paper to have
been just and valid.

Rod and I continued our discussions on philosophical
matters: intellectual integrity’, for example, and living in
the now. and the importance of nonattachment. Nonat-
tachment. I was coming to realize, is crucial to human
happiness. No one can truly’ enjoy’ what he fears to lose.

One evening my' nonattachment was put to an unusual
test. I was sitting in my’ bedroom, studying for a philosophy
exam. The textbook was exceptionally dull. Midway
through my' study, as I was reflecting glumly that this
author valued pedantry' over clarity’, I heard footsteps ap-
proaching stealthily over the dry’ leaves on the ground out-
side my’ window. I glanced at my watch. Nine-thirty: the
hour the library’ closed. One of my friends must be plan-
ning to play a joke on me on his way back from there.
Smiling. I stepped over to the window to show him I'd
caught him at his Little game.

At once the footsteps fled into the night. Whoever it was
would. I assumed with a smile, come around through the
front door and we'd enjoy a friendly’ chuckle before he
returned to his own room.

To my surprise, no one came.

Smiling at the improbable fancy. I thought. “Maybe
someone wanted to shoot me!"

Twenty minutes passed. Again the footsteps came, this
time even more softly over the dead leaves.

Who could it be? My' friends weren't this persistent at
anything. Perhaps it really was someone wanting to shoot
me! Silently I stepped to the window. Once again the steps
faded hastily into the darkness.

By this time my curiosity’ was thoroughly aroused. How
would I ever know who this mysterious intruder was, or
what he wanted, if I persisted in frightening him off? If he
returned a third time. I decided. I would pretend I hadn’t
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heard him.

Another twenty minutes passed. Finally once again:
footsteps, this time more stealthy than ever. Moments later,
a shoe scraped lightly on the ledge below my window. A
hand grasped the metal grating over the window.

Suppressing a smile, I kept my eyes glued on the page
before me.

Suddenly: an ear-splitting shot! For several seconds I
heard nothing but the ringing in my ears; then, gradually,
the ticking clock on my dresser; a car in the nearest
parking lot revved its motor and roared off the campus at
high speed.

Amazed, I leaned back in my chair and — laughed
delightedly! It seemed incredible that such a thing could
have actually happened. I checked my body: No holes
anywhere. No blood. No pain. What? Nothing to show for
this absurd adventure? I stepped over to examine the win-
dow. The screen was intact. What did it all mean?

Days later I learned that that evening had been
Halloween! Evidently some village boy had decided, as a
Halloween prank, to put the fear of God into a college
student. He'd fired a blank cartridge!

I knew one ought to show a greater sense of respon-
sibility toward one’s body than I had. But I was happy at
least to have had this experience as evidence of some
definite measure of my nonattachment.

Soon, however, I received another test of my nonat-
tachment, and this one I didn't pass so easily. It was a test
of my developing ability to offer trust unreservedly.

Haverford boys usually dated Bryn Mawr girls. I did
too, whenever I had the inclination for it — and the
money, which was seldom. I finally met a girl at Bryn
Mawr named Sue, who came to epitomize for me
everything that was good, kind, and holy in life. Her tastes
were simple. Her smile expressed so much sweetness that,
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whether blindly or with actual insight, I could not imagine
her holding a mean thought. Our joy in each other's com-
pany was such that we never felt the need to go anywhere
in particular. A quiet walk through green fields, a friendly
chat, a communion of hearts in precious silence: These
were the essence of a relationship more beautiful than any
I had ever before known.

I had no thought of marriage, of long years spent
together, or of anything, really, beyond the present. Sue
was for me not so much a girl friend as a symbol of my
new gift for trust, for giving myself to life joyously, without
the slightest thought of return. How she felt toward me
seemed almost irrelevant. It was enough, I felt, that my
own love for her was true.

Yet there were times, in the happiness of moments
together, when she would gaze at me sadly. She wouldn’t
say why. “Never mind,” I would think, “I will only give
her the more love, until all her sadness is washed away.”

For Christmas vacation I went home. Shortly after the
New Year I received a letter from Sue. Eagerly I tore it
open.

“Dear Don,” it began, “there is something I've been
needing to tell you. I realize I should have done so early in
our friendship, but I enjoyed your company and didn't
want to lose it.” She went on to say how deeply she had
come to feel about me, and how sad also, that the realities
of her life were such that she could never see me again.
She was married, she explained, and was even then
carrying her husband’'s baby. Her husband was stationed
overseas in the navy. She had realized she would not be
allowed to return to college once it became known she was
pregnant; hence her resolution of silence. But she had
been feeling increasingly unhappy about this resolution in-
sofar as I was concerned. She realized she should have had
the courage to tell me sooner. Now she would not be
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returning to Bryn Mawr to finish the school year. She
hoped I would understand the loneliness that had
motivated her to go out with me. She had never wanted to
hurt me, and was unhappy in the knowledge that such a
hurt now was inevitable.

The effect of her letter was devastating. I didn't blame
Sue, but rather sympathized with the predicament she'd
been in. I reminded myself that I had never asked her to
return my love, that in fact I'd never contemplated
marriage to anyone. But, oh, the pain! And had I, I asked
myself, been wrong to trust so completely? Put differently,
was the whole structure of my inner development, in
which trust played so vital a role, made of sand?

Much time was to pass before I understood that life,
without God, is never trustworthy. It is not earthly
fulfillment that deserves our faith, but God alone; not
outer circumstances, but His inner blessings in the soul.
These alone can never fail, can never disappoint. For God
is our only true love. Until we learn to place ourselves
unreservedly in His hands, our trust, wherever else we give
it, will — must, indeed — be betrayed again and again.

Can a boat ride calmly in a storm? How can a world in
constant flux offer more than delusive security?

For months to come my problem was not disillusion-
ment, for I determined with all my heart to trust life in
spite of anything else that might come to hurt me. My
problem, rather, was how to find a firm base on which to
repose my trust.

I blessed Sue when I received her letter. I bless her even
more now. For through our friendship, and even more
through our parting, I was brought closer to God.



CHAPTER 9

He Gathers Strength for the Climb

AT ABOUT THIS TIME in my life I had an interesting
dream. I was living with many other people in a tor- ture
chamber. For generations our families had lived here,
knowing no world but this one; the possibility of any
other world simply never occurred to us. One awoke, one
was tortured, and at night one found brief respite in
sleep. What else could there be to life? We didn't par-
ticularly mind our lot. Rather, we imagined ourselves
reasonably well-off. Oh, there were bad days to be sure,
but then there were also good ones — days together,
sometimes, when we were less tortured than usual.

The time came, however, when a handful of us began
thinking the unthinkable. Might there, we asked ourselves,
just possibly be another, a better way of life? Moments
snatched when our torturers were out of earshot served to
kindle our speculations. At last we determined to rebel.

We laid our plans carefully. One day, rising in unison
from our tasks, we slew the torturers and escaped. Slipping
out of the great room cautiously, lest armies of torturers be
waiting for us outside, we encountered no one. The torture
chamber itself, it turned out, occupied only the top floor of
a large, otherwise empty building. We walked un-
challenged down flights of stairs, emerging from the
ground floor onto a vast, empty plain. Confined as we'd
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been all our lives in the torture chamber, the horizon
seemed incredibly distant. Joyfully we inhaled the fresh
air. Gazing about us, we all but shouted the new word:
Freedom!

Before departing the building forever, we glanced up-
ward to the top floor, scene of the only life we'd ever
known. There, to our astonishment, were the very torturers
we thought we'd slain, going about their business as
though nothing had happened! Amazed, we looked to one
another for an explanation.

And then the solution dawned on me. “Don't you see?”
I cried. “It's ourselves we've conquered, not the torturers!”

With that realization I awoke.

I felt that this dream held an important meaning for me.
The prison, located as it had been on the top floor of the
building, symbolized for me the human mind. The tor-
turers represented our mental shortcomings. The emp-
tiness of the rest of the building meant to me that once one
overcomes his mental torturers, he finds no more enemies
left to conquer. All human suffering, in other words,
originates in the mind.

My dream, I felt, held a divine message for me. Its im-
plication was that the time had come for me to seek a
higher life. But how was I to seek it? I knew nothing of
great saints who had communed with God. To me this
very word, saint, connoted only a person of frail goodness,
not one filled with divine love, and certainly not with ec-
stasy. All I knew of religion were the stylized church serv-
ices I had attended, the uninspired ministers I had listened
to — insecure men who sought support for their faith in
the approval of others, not in the unbribable voice of their
own conscience.

Though I didn't realize it at the time, my ignorance con-
cerning the spiritual path was my own chief “torturer”; it
hindered me from seeking the good for which my soul
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longed. Subordinate to ignorance there were other, more
evident, failings — doubt, for example. Had I approached
truth by love I might have gone straight to the mark. But I
was trying to think my way to wisdom. God I looked upon
as Something to be thought about, not Someone with
whom one could commune. I wanted desperately to trust,
even to love, but had no idea what, specifically, to trust or
to love. I had reached a point where I thought about God
almost constantly; but He remained silent, for I never
called to Him.

Another of my mental torturers was fear. Certainly I had
never considered myself a fearful person, but that was
because in most matters I was nonattached. In one test of
my nonattachment, however, I had shown myself ex-
ceedingly vulnerable: I feared disappointment from others.

Peace in this world depends on cheerfully relinquishing
attachment to all things, even to ego. As long as I strove to
protect my sense of personal worth, I would suffer again
and again, ever in essentially the same ways.

I was not yet wise enough to see clearly, but at least my
vision was improving. My dream about the torture cham-
ber, conveying as it did a sense of divine guidance, had
made me more aware of realities beyond those known
through the senses. This awareness, coupled with the trust
and affirmation that I had worked on developing earlier,
led me now to an interesting discovery.

I hit upon what was, as far as I knew then, a novel
theory: To be lucky, expect luck; don't wait passively for it
to come to you, but go out and meet it halfway. With
strong, positive expectation, combined with equally
positive action, success will be assured. With this simple
formula I was to achieve some remarkable results.

Not long after the New Year our first semester ended. At
that time Rod, and one or two other friends, flunked out of
college. It was hardly surprising, considering the disdain
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all of us felt for “the system.” Their departure put me on
my own now in my efforts to understand life more deeply.
My independence proved a wholesome opportunity.

I visited Sue's dormitory occasionally, hoping in chats
with a few of her friends to relive a little of the happiness I
had known with her. But the pain of not finding her there
was too keen.

Marie Zimmerman, noticing my low spirits, inquired
about them one day. I told her of my little tragedy.

“Ah!" she exclaimed impatiently. “Puppy love! I lived
with my husband nearly fifty years. In all that time our
friendship kept growing deeper. Since his death we are
closer than ever. That is love!”

Offended, I told myself she simply didn't understand.
But her words remained with me, gently reminding me in
my deeper self that I probably had much in life yet to
learn.

My college classes had lost all appeal for me. I seldom
mixed with the other students. To protect my unhappiness
over Sue, I put on an over-intellectual front, did frequent
battle with words, and assumed an air of self-assurance in
which there was considerably more affirmation than self-
recognition. My heart was vulnerable, but not my reason
or my will.

Mainly, however, I spent my days thinking, thinking,
thinking, as if to wrest from life insights into its farthest
secrets. Why was the promise of joy so often a will-o’-the-
wisp? And was it not essential to a well-ordered universe
that love given be in some way returned? Again, where lay
the pathway to true happiness?

“Relax!" cried Roberto one day, seeing me staring
sightlessly out the window. “Can’t you ever relax!”

So the semester passed. In recollection it all seems a
grey fog.

My draft board called me for an examination, which I
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failed because of poor eyesight, thereby resolving the
dilemma of whether or not to register as a conscientious
objector. I had doubted whether I could register thus in
completely good conscience, since it wasn't a matter of
my religious convictions; I simply knew with perfect cer-
tainty that, even if my own life depended on it, I could
never take the life of another human being.

In April, Dad was sent to Rumania as petroleum at-
tache to the U.S. diplomatic mission in Bucharest.

My job at The Last Straw convinced me, and everyone
else (especially my employer!), that whatever my mission
in life was, it was not to be a waiter. I kept absent-
mindedly sitting down with customers, quite forgetting
that there were other tables to be served; then forgetting
to change the bill when customers increased their orders.
I'm afraid I was almost The Last Straw’s last straw!

My singing lessons were the only really bright spot in
my life. Marie Zimmerman was a demanding teacher.
After six months of weekly lessons she stopped me one day
in the midst of a song.

“There!” she cried triumphantly. “That note. That's
how all of them should sound!”

There were other compensations besides the sheer joy of
learning to sing from her. Once she said to me, “If any

singing teacher worthy of the name — I mean a real
musician — were to hear you now, he would be im-
pressed.”

And toward the end of the college year, she told me
softly, “I am living for only one thing now: to see you
become a great singer! It isn't only your voice; others have
good voices, too. But you have a mind; you understand.”

Dear Marie! (May I call you that, now that you've left
this world? To call you Mrs. Zimmerman seems too for-
mal when addressing your soul.) How sad I have been that
I had to disappoint you. That was our last class together. I
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couldn't go back to you. I knew that to be a singer, even a
world-renowned one, was not at all my calling. But maybe
yo