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T Hear Whispers of |
A Country’

'Continu(d lzom-'page one

- { Perhaps that is why the Irish ha\/"e alwéy‘é )

‘admired courage, why they have dignified
the “fighter’” with a special place among
them, why it could move one Irishman
fo observe: “Only a strong soul can look the
Devil in the eye and make him ‘turn away.”

E As had his ‘ancestors, John' Fitzgerald .

Kennedy learned to respect, to admire cour-
age. In his study of the history of Ameri-
can politics, PROFILES IN' COURAGE, a

work which won for him one of the highest,

awards an author can’ wish, the Pulitzer
Prize, he stated his belief that “to be cour-
ageous . . . requires no exceptional qualifica-
tions, no magic formula, no special combin-
ation of time, place and circumstance. It is
an' opportunity that sooner. or later is_ pre-
sented to us -all. Politics merely furnishes
one arena which imposes special tests of
courage. In whatever arena of life one may
meet the challenge ‘of courage, whatever
may be the sacrifices he faces if he follows
his conscience—the loss' of his friends, his

fortune, his contentment, even the esteem:

of his fellow’ men—each. man must decide
the course he must follow. The stories of
past courage can define that ingredient —
they can teach, they can offer hope, they
can. provide .inspiration. But they cannot
supply courage itself. For this each man
must look into his own' soul.” .

It may not be far-fetched o say on
this' November day in 1963 that it
is the man without a soul who is
the man without a country. And it
may not be mere whim that makes
. us see that the “Rendevous with
Destiny” that Roosevelt foresaw for
all of us. in 1933 has become the
“Rendevous with America” for all
" of us in 1963.

For .John F. Kennedy has now returned
to the common dust from whence we
all have sprung, to which we all return.

Yet, legends will be fashioned from his
life and work, lies will be shaped and spok-
en of his person and his place in history.

But, like us, his ancestors

. .. heard whispers of a country
That lies far across the sea,
Where all men stand as equals
In the light of Liberty.

Unlike us, he rose to grandeur, maybe to
greatness.

Though it may be true “that the irony of
America today lies in the fact that your
father must first make money before you

American.

And that potential is Irish and Itevzlian‘,il?‘o-

lish' and Ukrainian, German and Jewish,

jlze Ciﬂ'zen lmd Aomef/u'ng lo say - - -‘

- can make: history,” it is not. sffétéh‘ihg’ the
|truth to reply that the promise of America ..
still lies in the potential of each and every.

Finnish and French—a polyglot ‘and mixed:

marriage of minds, faiths and.tongues.which.
seek now: for expression, some way to speak

the spirit of -America before.the world.
It may be'a ,'_sad‘ world, 'fbﬁt there ‘is still
Joy it s SR e e

It may be a world where murder stalks
ness to feed and fondle future gencrations.

John Fitsgerald Kennedy' knew this.
A man who knows that he can pusk
a button and destroy half the world,
can not escape a tragic view of life.
Yet he fathered new life, sought to -
sow the seed of new ideas, new
ways of solving what are ancient
problems of mankind. '

grief, he knew the blessings of glee.

And it is time to smile again. It is time ;

to take heart, to, find .courage. Despair

i

whether it is private or public, is still the .

deadliest of the deadly sins.

For the whispers of our country still reach "
with .the winds around the world. And -
though the soft, sad voice now speaks of

tragedy, the sound of America will never be

stilled.

face of death be quieted; the premonition of
a destined end be wiped away:

Something has spoken to :me .in the:
night, ;

Burning the tapers of the waning year; .

Something has spoken in the night,

And told ‘me I shall die, I know not
where; !

Saying:

“To lose the earth you know, for greater .
knowing;

To lose the life you have for greater
life; :

To leave the friends you loved, for
greater loving; ; ;

To find a land more ‘kind than home,
more large than earth—

“Whereon the pillars of this earth are
founded,

Toward which the conscience of the
world is tending—

A wind is rising, and the rivers flow.”
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" their understanding: was: protection: against the: assassin’s bullet:’

.;so.much pleasure. could not-now:serve.us:by: capturing: the instant

~ i) A s B

. /INSTANT UNDERSTANDING
What" more could: words say?. Since. the: first shocking ‘report

‘had shattered the ‘orderliness “of ‘the' day, the flow of talk had been '
incessant.. ) ) LR R e

& iThe '}ayihg of language washed the ﬁbﬁ‘mi\r'lé'ffo‘m.' the eyes';'ﬁut',

‘there, was. in’ the: endless: tlow; of ‘words no ablution to/ cleanse’ the

heart of the: knowledge of evil, ' .. . M i
I turned off the television: ' el

It was' a.much: different. day for; 'my: small'sons: There weré
./mo. cartoons to- watch.. Their. delightful”entertainment héd‘ been'in=
}terrupggd’, they knew, because: f_‘a.;qu:_man',had:shot-,'the president.””
' The horror. of the moment iwas in/the wide-eyed statement of the'
| three-year-old: ‘“.. . and there: was blood on his head!” ' ’
. Now they spent their time-in.romping play.In ‘their “noisy and.
innocent: response to-the sombernessof:a tragedy 'that_: ‘was beyond'
The: zest for living.had not been destroyed-in America. A
.. ."/An' older sister collared: :'thémfrand :persuaded them to' sit on

. the sofa. 'With a.welcome .diversionary: tactic, she led :them in song.
© the streets, but there is'still love and tender- -

Flanking a white, inflated: reindeer,: with' ‘faces still* flushed from:

" running, they belted: out their favorite number:: “I've Been Work- -
.'ing on:the Railroad.” | R el '

The: depression ~‘of_-the.?déy- lifted:'A cute;’k‘piéture for the family

.. album, 1 ‘thought'y I'immediately:went: for ‘the: Polaroid Color Pack
. Camera. The film was.quickly ‘loaded.: The white, numbered tabs,
. however, did not position-icorrectly;: they: could’not be .adjusted in!

room ‘light.'I: went: into.my. den; closed the door, turned’ out the'

- light, -and walked into/a darkened closet..There the correction was’

quickly made.’

: AIA'jwalked across the qniightéd.room:into al camera;on colli’sion
with ‘the unseen door. In:the:light, :my: fear was: confirmed; the

s : .| camera was badly. damaged: :
And he did it with a.smile, with wit, with "
grace. - Though he had ‘a heart filled with .

.In ,anv,instan,t._ the magic of:making~.a~colqréd:‘picture wa,svlost.1
The marvelous camexjg..w\as‘-;useléss: In: dismay I looked at the
canted'lens-board:“This fine_ instrument: that: had: given' the family

and preserving. its:meaning for. a lifetime, .
The. childish. chorus:had :progressed: through ‘Jingle Bells" to,
‘.‘F‘ishersp of Men.” »Thig-.sc‘ene was:lost’ but:to memory.

The current; ;s(eleétior_r.f.ofithe B'ook‘,Find:Club:arrived .that af-|
-ternoon. It was Saint: Genet;  Aetor! 'and’ Martyr?' by Jean-Paul
‘Sartre, translated. from: the French.by ‘Bernard Frechtman. The:

.jacket blurb- invited: reading: . “At:‘the very. least, it seems safe to
..say. that this extraordinary. book is the:most. exhaustive evaluation
. - — moral, social, religious, aesthetic:— -that- a writer' had ever re-.

_'Nor- can the affirmation of triumph. in the

ceived:in his own: lifetime. ‘But . in.:.order: to.understand why a

: ‘philosopher-of ‘Sartre's. stature should have ‘written:over a quarter

of ‘a million ‘words: about:‘a :comparatively - little-known man five
-years: his: junior, it is necessary to: know. something about the uni-
que phenomenon of Jean Genet himself.”

This is the: promise ‘of:'the book:: to: let us know something

" about a writer whe “has no-imitators: Though his novels and plays
. are being translated into a dozen: languages, his: reputation is still

an underground. one. Socially, morally, even legally, no other lit-
erary figure of the 20th century can:be compared to him.”

~An incomparable:man: ‘An.intriguing personality. But a quar-
ter of a million words!

In'the very beginning of this flow.of ‘words Sartre made an
observation that :-seemed to -fit' the instant: of a: most momentous
day. “To say ‘instant’ s to say fatal instant. The -instant is the
reciprocal -and contradictory - envelopment of the before by the
after. ‘One-is still what one is going to cease to: be and-already
what one. is .going to.become.-One lives one’s death, and one dies
one’s life. One ‘feels oneself to be one’s own'self and another; the
eternal is present in'an atom:of duration.. In the midst of the full-'
est life, one has a foreboding -that-one will ‘merely survive, one is

.afraid of the future. It is the time of anguish and of heroism, of

pleasure and destruction. An instant is sufficient to destroy, to en-
joy, to kill, to be killed, to make-one’s fortune at the turn of a
card.”

An instant is sufficient to kill, to be killed. For John Fitzger-
ald Kennedy. For Lee Harvey Oswald.

An instant is sufficient to make a color picture of a momen-
tary and momentous event — whether it be a time of anguish or
of heroism, of pleasure or of destruction.

But is an instant sufficient-to achieve an understanding of the
significance in our lives of The Instant of this darkened day?

The camera is broken. But it is repairable, and so there is an
end to my chagrin. If repair were impossible, the mass-produced
camera could be replaced with another, identical in its mechanism,
capable of taking and developing color pictures in an instant.

There is no identical replacement for the unique personality
that was John Fitzgerald Kennedy. Others can match some of the
schisevernents, others can strive to complete what he began, otbers
can share his aspirations and accept his goals. Nome can take his
place.

He was no Camera.

We sometimes trested hism as though he were 3 mechamical
comtrivance, ingemiously turmed gt to produce am Dmstant pictmre
of peace, prosperity, and well Being for all of ux. We expectad af
i a wide, wide view of a trusiioss world. In Ris keen
we Boped for (Be capacity to resd faintest of Gght im the
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‘this gr ﬁ,"Iéadér “from’ us’ s
A e G .
AN an’,'iristar'xtjw}.m’can”dwméGﬁ)d?é"iirﬂl?‘ In a lifetime whe

can know the wisdom of His ways?

' of the before by the after,” wrote Sartre.

Continued from page’ 14:

darkest of aspects and produce for us a clear vision, We demanded | |

of him a quick focus on the problems that most concerned us, We
wanted him to frame in his viewfinder the American scene as we
saw ' it, and by some mystic process to arrange all ‘the discordant

*elements vi»nto one harmonious 'composition. By some far-sighted
magic we hoped he could bring democracy’s distant promise into
* the foreground of our lives. :

It was .through the camera’ that we achieved such intimate
knowledge of this man and his family. The instant of his enigma-

 tic 'smile, of his hearty laughter, of his serious:concern, of his
“:aroused anger was known to us ‘as ‘well ‘as the unguarded expresi ‘
.'sion’ of ‘one /of the ‘family. We knew more about ' him than'we :

knew: about the neighbor just around the corner. '® ' &

_.Noiv the instaiit: of his| death has given poignancy and new
meaning to the instant of his life as captured by the photographic ' .

; A

F Ay Seas

S wasl a réihy Saitilr_cl.ay atternoon. Inescapable was the feel-
ing that the heavens cry when great men die. ' Do they also show

‘their grief when: evil men perish?

In the gloomy evening I W_alked to the corner lunchroom and

wvariety store.: No' wise’ men ‘meet'tﬁe;'e"'_'—- just men’ who wonder,

‘about ‘the: wisdom.: of men who -are:

‘ “‘_There;m'\ist'be a'lesson‘in "'chi‘s_fér. the Ame'ricampeople,’f an

" old friend opined. He was convinced that God; willed. the taking (of
ve “in His

R WL E s,

From the magazine rack I picked up the current issue ofv Look.

*The cover picture was entitled: “The President and His Son: an
«exclusive picture story.” A glowing and vigorous man exchanged

.j'a' happy smile with his small son who stood on a bench,. bracing
himself against his father’s shoulder. What would have been a
he_artWarming story of the relationship of a much too busy father
with his companionate son was now a touchingly sad story.
Unwittingly the magazine’s editor had projected that instant

~into the future: the magazine was datelined December 3, 1963 —

11 days after the death'of the President.

“The- instant is' the reciprocal and contradictory evmfelovpment

In Texas the president was presented with a hat. Jocularly he

- promised to' put it on the following Monday in Washington. But

on'Monday his dead hand clasped the ring given him by'-hi's'yvit‘e.
_Few now use the quaint phrase, YGod willing”, when speak-

“ing of their future commitments. But there is no future, no “will”
~in our languagé without the involvement of God.

Is this the lesson we need?

Before rétiring, I picked: up the Revised Standard Version: of
the Holy Bible. It opened in my hands to Matthew 24. In modern
tongue I read the first two verses:

i “Jesus left the temple and was going away, when his disciples

“ came to point out to him the buildings. of the temple. But he

answered them, ‘You see all these, do you not? Truly, I say to you,
there will not be left here one stone upon another, that will not
be thrown down.’”

Are the scriptures to be used like the exposed entrails of an
ominous creature, to be the basis for soothsaying? The instant has
no answer. § :

The pundits of television, the soothsayers of the airwaves
confidently predict what is on the poli‘tical horizon. None of them
foresaw the assassination of a vigorous, young president and the
upheaval in political strategies his death would cause.

This incredible event did not fit into their orderly systems of
political analysis.

The event cannot be denied. But the meaning can be manipu-
Jated by the survivors of the great man to fit an incomplete con-
ception of the order of the universe. ]

Someone thought of searching through the catacombs beneath
the capitol for the catafalque on which had rested Lincoln’s bier.

Television’s tireless commentators related the death of Abra-
ham Lincoln and the death. of John F. Kennedy in the same
solemn tones. The word martyr became as quickly used for one as
for the other. It was announced that burial would take place in
Arlington Cemetery, at a site directly across the Potomac from the
Lincoln Memorial.

The myth was in the making.

Locked in the twisted and now stilled mind of the murdered
assassin was the motive for the killing of the first American
president since Lincoln, In the spontaneous outpouring of sympathy
and grief over the senseless assassination was lost the nice distinc-
tion of the true meaning of martyr. The mourners were oblivious
to the fact that in the absence of reason for the killing was im-
plicit denial of the fact of martyrdom.

But myths have served our people well. One could not deny
the people as a new martyr the President whose words had so
beautifully stated their deepest beliefs.

Words gave way (o music, more eloquent and more emotive
than anything the lugubrious commentators had said. In its beau-
wunmmmc{mmmuedmnm life and background
of Johm Fitzgerald Kennedy, the National Broadeasting Compeny
fistingly let the listemers silently meditate on the meaning of
great man's life. As the television carmera roemed over the ooum-
try side and seaside he had knowm so well, the face of e mem
appesred in the face of the I
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Barn Still Stands On Site

BARN OF SOBER FARM

STILL STANDS IN IRISH VALLEY

Once Famed for Chestnuts

. by LOUIS POLINIAK
A cupola maﬁf not be the highest pinnacle from which to

observe the. world, except to

this dome, and look upon the world that only he knows.
- Such a man once stood in his cupola, on top of a huge
barn, and looked over his vast farm, where he had revolu-

tionized the orchard business..
.Now, ‘the cupola is empty, the

farm - overgrown, but' the wind
that 'shuffles through' the battered

waxes used. Using this method, he
could determine if anyone was
shirking on the job. i

Coleman -insisted that all scions
were to be whinped or tongue-
grafted, ‘as he considered wedge
grafting obsolete. He also devel-
oped a grafting wax that could
withstand the heat of the sum-
mer sun. Prior to the use of bee’s
wax in grafling, mud and clay
was primarily used. y !

a man who:might stand in

attempted chestnut culture. When
new shoots appeared in the

shutters tells a tale.

Coleman Kimber Sober was
born  in  Irish: Valley on Novem-
ber 24, 1842, spending his boyhood
on ‘his father’s 700 acre tract
which the elder Sober had pur-
chased: after ‘the close of the Re-
volutionary: War.

. As a boy does, “Coley” observ-
ed ‘every move that his father
made, but was most intrigued
when: his: father made grafts on
‘the different trees in the “orch-
ards.
.- When a lad of twelve years
of. age, Coleman grafted his
first . Chestnut’ tree, much to
the . surprise of his father,
who had treated' the episode’
as a joke, never realizing,
that this first graft would
play a great role in the fu-
ture life of his son. '

LEAVES AREA

Coleman spent most of his sum-
mers on the farm. During the
winters, he was in school, com-
pleting his education at the Dan-
ville Academy. When he was 18,
hé left the farm completely, and
was engaged as a teacher for 18
yéars. During this time, he mar-
ried Bernetta Anderson.

In 1880 he secured employment
with a lumbering concern, and
within a month, was able to pur-
chase a third interest in the firm.
A year later he acquired a half-
interest in the company, which
was then known as the Glen
Union Lumber Company of Clin-
ton County. Sober maintained his
residence in. Lewisburg, but in
1896, he returned to his beloved
farm, 42 years after he had graft-
ed that first chestnut tree.

The first thing that he did
when he was back on the farm
was  to cut down the standing
chestnut trees where he first had

spring, they were .grafted with
scions which later were to pro-
duce the famous Sober Paragon
chestnut. Coleman obtained the
Paragon species from W. H. Eng-
le, of Marietta, Pennsylvania. The
tree was about five times as large
as.the American wild variety.

HUGE GROVE

The mountainside was cleared
of 'pine and ‘oak, in preparation
for. chestnut cultivation. On one
side of the mountain; there was a
grove that consisted of more than
300 acres, with rows. a mile long.
To the north of the farm, there
. was a 100 acre grove containing
more than 300,000 Sober-Paragon
registered seedlings; and grafted
trees from one to three years of
age. All 1irees were in-grafted
with scions from. the true Sober-
Paragon trees, to produce hy-
brids.

To meet the rising popularity
of the Chestnut as a food,
Coleman opened a nursery
branch in 1900, planting more
than 200 bushels of chesinuts,
and adding a quarter of a
million seedlings.

During the early days of his re-
turn to the farm, the grafting was
done by Coleman and his two as-
sistants. As the work increased,
20 {o 40 nursery men werc em-
ployed, who grafted almost 500
trees per day.

Sober was shrewd in more
ways than one. He conceived the
idea of coloring grafting wax. Its
use soon became apparent to his
employees. Each nurseyman was
ijssued grafting wax of a certain
color. At the end of the day, So-
ber would personally count the
number of trees which were
grafted, making note of the quan-
tity of different colored grafting

soms of flowers that adorn his bier. As the television camera
searched the face of America, I could see the cryde images of peo-
ple. In the foliage of trees, in the etchings of the soil, in the
craggy escarpments of natural wonders were fleeting faces of grief
with dark, sunken eyes, and bowed brows.

Myth it may be that John Fitzgerald Kennedy died the death
of a martyr. But his deep commitment to the cause of freedom is
a true and proper progression from the ideals of Abraham Lincoln.
The need of the myth was felt. As the television camera softly ran
its fingers of light over the noble visage of the Great Emancipator,
my mind’s eve saw in the wavy Jocks and the ruggedly sculpt
checkbones the courageous profile of John Fitzgerald Kennedy.

“One feels one’s self to be one’s own self and another,” wrote ¢

Sartre.
Jobhn Fitzgerald Kenneay’s life wil
the imstant that saw his desth. “One

dies one’s life.” Words that might has
v been given mew M

in the light of

The first orders for the Sober-

Paragon trees were mainly from

the New England states. As their
fame spread, orders came {rom all
parts of the country, Several car-
loads of bearing trees were sold
every spring. The Chestnut Grove
Stock Farm was fast getting an
enviable reputation. Eight hund-
ved acres were now in chestnut
cultivation. !

The Sober farm at iis peal
from about 1805 1~ 1913, suf-
fered some loss in 1906 when
the ‘17 year locust made its
appearance, playing havoc
with that year’s crop.

While the chestnui was splen-
didly arrayed with creamy white
flowers in the spring, or boldly
tinged with autummal shades of
yellow in one part of the country,
there was something strange hap-
pening not to far away.

A strange disease, or as an or-
chardist would phrase it, a blight,
of unknown origin, appeared
among chestnul trees growing in
the famous Bronx Zoological
Gardens. Interest soon bhecame
widespread, and attention was

- focused on Sober’s chestnut farm.

Th e national government,
through the United Stales Depart-

ment of Agriculture, and the
state government, through the
Department -of Forestry and

Chestnut Tree Blight Commission,
had seen fit 1o investigate Cole-
man Sober’s experiments.

THE BLIGHT

The top notch personnel of the
commissions, a professor of Bot-
any from the University of Penn-
svivania, and a professor from the
ﬁepm‘tmcm of Agriculture visit-
ed the farm and checked the trees
on numerous occasions, as late as
September 7, 1911.

Isolation lanes were cut
across the mountains of
Pennsylvania to halt the pro-
gress of the killing fungus
disease, but to no avail. The
blight made’ its debut in this
region in 1314, and four years
later, the chestnut iree, as
other generations knew it.
was gone from the mountain-
side.

The blight extended as far as
Tennessee. The chestnul was its
prey. and the whole Appalachian
region, from Maine to Tennessee,
its battleground. Where once the
i i shiclded their




