
fun.” The posters had not lied. 

and Port0 Ricans and Negroa and Jews. A city of great 
h m e n e ! s a  That fascinating city within a city, the 
New York of d h  and Bowery men. The city of go 
laughing colored people lisasning to it. 

I took a room iu Greantrfch Village. Then I went out, look. 
ing for mme genuine jun d o n q  Outaide, a young negro asksd 
me for a light. We began talking. He worked as a waiter and dish. 
washer. Every evening he’d go‘out for some jazz, ‘‘just to forget”, 
as he said. Strangely enough, the little he kpew about rehgion bs 
didn’t believe in. Neverthehs he has always wanted to meet a 
priest, ever since he had aeen Bing Crosby in “Going My Way”. 
But prim@ &h’t mually frequent restaurant kitchem or jad &bat 
1 tpld him I was on& He evidently didn’t believe me at first, became 
he smiM and remarLsd tbat priests “don’t go fo’r our kind of 
mwic”. I laughed and d d  he wao wrong. I liked him ”;medi-tely, 
because he knew that j 9  belonged to them, the black, before 
belonging to us, the wMb, red he didn’t mind saying so. & was 
outspoken, f@ of ratlied idmi, earthy, knew life as life is in the 
sllltaa’d &ibm and in ths South, pc~nrrad a r e m * U G b o w -  
ledge pf e &tory of j a q  and waa very,much preoccupied wit l i  
ideas of morality. I explained a few to h*, and he d 
to accept them. Then we lietend to some mtmk together. He feed. 
a lot to tell me, and I learned much from him. I hope he l e d  
a little from me. 

I spent half a day at the Catholic Worker. Dorothy Day lo& 
BO tired and old. The firm kinbesa written on that woman’s face 
is a trcmrerwbw tbiq in iraalf. m a  there, I leed in the mcitdon, 
of the roscuy 4 litdee. That, I consider an honour.. .An around 
me, there were those “least of my brethern”, mem who& lived had 
been a long aadnw in corruption and disorder, in Buffering end 
sin, and who, one Pao; had mst a kind face giving them soup f tbe 
lime of Christ. It waa not BOOUP paid for by the Rockerfe+ 
Foundation, or the Federal Relief Funds, or anything like that. h 

. 

sophical 
come of 
which 
crime. 1 

demned 
EV 

live, bu 
after se 
God f o  

Al 
for mo 

1 
1 

f orni 
used 
She 
Jews 
ques 
and 

me, 

they 
a. I 

me 

I tk 
SO11 



Getting 

Italians 
isery and 
age. The 
jazz and 

Nut, look- 
ro asked 
ind dish- 
forget”, 

igion he 
meet a 

v Way”. 
zz clubs! 
because 

kind of 
iedbtely, 
, before 
He was 

s in the 
e know- 
ied with 
’ seemed 
He had 
learned 

iy looks 
n’s face 
xitation 
around 

ves had 1 
ing and 
p in the 
rerfeller 
hat. It 
n away 
11 never 
dlies, it 

i 
iew the 
t ‘philo- 

65 ST. DUNSTAN’S RED AND WHITE 

sophical plays of the century. But I had never dreamed that it could 
come off so forecfully on the stage. A man is accused of a crime for 
which he will he hanged. But he is never told the nature of his 

At the end, he goes mad trying to find out why he is con- 

idently, it’s the image of today’s MAN. He is condemned to 
cannot find out why he is living. It’s a terrible play, and 

ing it, it’s so good to go to one’s room to pray and thank 

4,;Aboard the Liberte, life was generally- gay and useless, at least 

‘ But God has strange ways - - - - 
1 He must have put it in the mind of a young lady from Cali- 

fornia, that she should convert me to Pantheism. She tried hard, 
used every argument, gave me books . . . . I felt very sorry for her. 
She was Jewish. Hated all 
Jews who still believed in Jehovah. Her family was divided by this 
question of orthodoxy, a brother and sister had committed suicide, 
and her father had left the home. 

One day, after a long story, she started to cry, then she asked 
me, (I could see she meant what she was saying) ~ “But why, why 
do the Jews have to suffer so much? Why do people hate us like 
they do? What have we done to the world, anyway?” 

I have seen her once, since I am in Paris. She had phoned 
me to come and see her. She was lonely, and wanted me to visit 
some churches with her, and explain the different things in them. 
I think she is on her way to Christ. 

- -_ 

I 
God for one’s Faith and understanding. 

ior‘most people. 

1 
Hated the religion of her childhood. 

I also got to know a-very fine young Persian, a Moslem. (The 
first Moslem I had ever spoken to). He seemed surprised that I 
knew anything at all about the Koran. We spent many hours to- 
gether. He talked about his home and the custom in his land, his 
religion and his liking for the Mormons. It was interesting to hear 
what he thought of Christians. I was sorry he had never come in 
contact with monks. He only knew the type of Christian one 
generally meets at the University of California. (He had just ob- 
tained a degree from that university). He was going home to live 
after spending four years in the United States. He would have to 
become an Oriental again. He would have to get used to the idea 
of many wives. He would have to put his western suit aside. And our 
music, and dances, and food . . . everything that he now was used 
to. It was not going to be easy. Particularly the occidental idea of 

He might have 

e. Romantic love. I learned a lot from him. 

en anything betwe 
Then there was this Mexican from Monterry. 
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There were only three of us at our diningtable, a mother an 

young fellow was a real little devil. 
father. 

She said he took afte 

Answer: “Yes . . . I suppose that’s true . . . there’s certainly 
some truth in that, all right . . . . . BUT. 

Greetings from Paris. 

Don’t forged that, if only to vieit Paris bl l i jpntly 
and enjoy this marvellous city, it’s worth while stud- 
French for six long years! 

ADRIAN ARSENAULT. 

I 


