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S itting in my Texas garden as I approach my
ninetieth birthday, I often reflect upon my life in the United
States, enjoying what the nation offers now but shuddering at the
pitfalls that threaten us in the years ahead. Since this report is an
evaluation of life in my homeland, I had better begin with justi-
fying why I consider myself qualified to brave making some
judgments about America.

Foremost is my dedication to the United States. It began in the
earliest years of my life. In a Presbyterian Sunday school I was
taught that God had elected our country as His favorite land and
all that our leaders did was in obedience to His loving care. De-
voutly I believed that we were His special charges.

Each morning at our public school, which I attended from age
six to eighteen, we opened the day with school prayer, the recita-
tion of the Pledge of Allegiance and, on many mornings, the bel-

lowing of a song that we sang in unison:

‘O beautiful for spacious skies,
For amber waves of grain,

For purple mountain majesties
Above the fruited plain!
America! America!

God shed His grace on thee
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And crown thy good with brotherhood
From sea to shining sea!

Each time I sang these words in my usual off-key voice, I was
convinced that a universal brotherhood did exist in my noble
homeland.

In those days the indoctrination of children with a love of their
homeland began at age six and continued daily for the next
twelve years. I have often thought back on that simpler time and
concluded that it is better for a child to have some strong moral
and social beliefs rather than none at all, even though his indoc-
trination may have been chauvinisticc muddled or even erro-
neous. Later he can correct error, but if he has allegiance to
nothing he has nothing to work on in his later reeducation.

At an early age I began to know our country well, for at four-
teen I hitchhiked north and south, and some years later I probed
far to the west. In adult life I lived for extended periods in scat-
tered states: Pennsylvania, Colorado, Massachusetts, New York,
Hawaii, Maryland, Florida, Texas, Maine and Alaska. I spent
shorter six-month periods in Virginia and Ohio, and I made en-
lightening visits of some length researching in the American is-
lands of Samoa, Virgin Islands, Puerto Rico and Guam.

From these travels I acquired an appreciation of the fact that
we are a country with unique blessings. Our land territory
stretches from ocean to ocean, so we did not have to worry about
our neighboring nations east or west; there were only those
north and south, which, by great good fortune, were friendly na-
tions: Canada and Mexico. True, we did have skirmishes with
Canada, but we quickly backed off, and we did have far more se-
rious wars with Mexico, from whom we acquired—or perhaps
stole would be a better word—an amazingly rich southern tier of
states that had belonged to her: Texas, New Mexico, Arizona, Cal-
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ifornia, with extensions reaching into states like Colorado. But in
general our neighbors’ amicability allowed us freedom to de-
velop peacefully inside our spacious borders. We owe much to
Canada and Mexico.

Within our boundaries we have almost unimaginable riches:
agricultural land capable of providing much of the rest of the
world with wheat, corn, beef and other foods. We also have spec-
tacular natural beauty: our vast prairies, our towering moun-
tains, our deep canyons, our vital rivers. We are a land truly
blessed, for beneath this beauty lie immense deposits of petro-
leum and the precious minerals gold and silver.

I established in seven of the big states what amounted to per-
manent homes and participated in the social, economic and
political life of the areas. Thus I became familiar with eastern
seaboard traditions, the radically different patterns in the Far
West, the rigid values of New England, the seductive charm of the
South, the unique character of life in Texas, the allure of Hawaii
and the frozen wonders of Alaska, where I spent extended time
one winter in total darkness north of the Arctic Circle. And on the
islands—Pacific and Caribbean-I witnessed how our nation oper-
ated as a colonial power.

The reason I was deficient in my knowledge of the West Coast
states was a somewhat complicated one. I married an American
woman of Japanese descent, whose birth in the United States au-
tomatically made her an American citizen. But when we were
catapulted into World War II by the Japanese sneak attack on
Pearl Harbor, public opinion in California became so inflamed
that my future wife’s family was given two days to liquidate all
their holdings and was moved into an American-style concen-
tration camp that used the stables at the Santa Anita Racetrack as
living quarters. In later years my wife boasted humorously: ‘Our
family occupied the stall of the great horse Equipoise.’
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Despite her ability to make light of what had happened to her,
she rebelled when I attempted in the 1960s to move our head-
quarters to California so that I could write what I hoped would
be a strong novel on that state. She said: ‘I could not sleep easily
in California. Remembering how they abused my mother and me
would be too painful!” So I lost the opportunity to live in one of
our mightiest states and write what might have been one of my
better books.

However, in our later years she became forgiving: ‘True, we
were thrown into concentration camps, mine was in Colorado,
but they must not be compared with Hitler's terrible death
camps. None of us was killed or tortured, and last year the gov-
ernment did compensate us for our losses—if only ten cents on
the dollar-as a kind of apology for what they had done.’ Then
she laughed: ‘By sending us to strange areas they forced us to
leave what might later have developed into a Japanese ghetto in
California. We scattered to places like New England, Utah, Okla-
homa and, in my case, to a good life in Chicago, where I met you.'

I too would experience how difficult and sometimes cruel life
in America can be, for I was born a foundling, reared in genteel
poverty, and was occasionally brought to the local poorhouse
when family funds diminished. My life till age fourteen was a
struggle with deprivation, and when I had worked my way out of
poverty-I was constantly employed from age eleven-I was faced
by the Great Depression and the ravages of World War L.

I watched the brutal way in which American capitalism waged
battle against labor unions and the tricks by which blacks were de-
prived of their rights in the South. I also came out strongly against
the death penalty, for I saw that it was imposed primarily upon the
unfortunates in our society, seldom against the well-to-do, whose
high-priced lawyers could be trusted to find a compassionate
judge and a jury of middle-class conservatives to set them free.



