
irritating Communist jibes about our racial 
discrimination. But then we meet the ar- 
chaic doctrine of States’ Rights, and the 
obscurantism of reactionary Southerners 
who brazenly maintain that the Constitu- 
tion ought to be taken seriously. The u p  
shot is that when we might be driving 
straight towards some well-planned world 
government goal, the whole business is 
bolo-axed by people with no real respect for 
Harvard Law School training. 

I might note that I am not trying to be 
sarcastic. I am quoting verbatim remarks 
that I often hear from officials who deeply 
resent the fact that what they like to call 
the democratic will-meaning their per- 

sonal will-is so often thwarted by our 
political system. 

In this dilemma-between policies that 
demand centralization of authority and in- 
stitutions that prevent it-the catchword 
“democracy” does seem to offer a solution. 
It implies that the people as a whole want 
those policies which the planners in their 
wisdom deem to be good. And if sufficient 
governmental pressure can be brought to 
bear on radio commentators and news- 
paper writers it isn’t difficult to make it ap- 
pear that people do want what the planners 
prescribe. The natural instinct of the good 
citizen is to believe what his government 

‘ tells him. The natural instinct of the pub- 

Seascape Remembered 

Circling the mad Contessa, birds 
Shattered the sunlight in the first 
Day’s telling of her stories, round 
Our small befuddled heads, beyond 
The lights of yet a second day 
And three and six and seven days 
Of telling, and the light now drew 
Around and down to greens and blues 
And deepened slowly, slowly whirled 
To purples, and the summer blurred, 
And the mornings darkened and shrank until 
One morning that flapped and flapped at her shawl 
Like a small bird of smallest light 
Panting against the dark. We cried 
And scurried home. That day’s abrupt 
Injunction fell: and now we kept 
Our mornings where the beach was rimmed 
By heaps of rock, but often climbed 
To see her smiling on us all 
Under the flapping of her black shawl. 

Modem Age 
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