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once appeared in a musical written by
a man named Cloyd Head. Did you
know that?”

We did not, and said so.

“‘Arabesque,’ by Cloyd Head,”
Edwards said. “Cantzen’s real name
was Grappendorf.”

“Indeed,” we said

“He found the money in a brown
paper bag. That’s my opinion, old pal.”

The windows of the Thom McAn’s
on Forty-second Street were ablaze
with 226,608 pairs of shoes when we
arrived. Edwards’ eyes began to shine as
he paced up and down nervously in his
Characters, muttering to himself,
“Cordovan? Cordovant No. Loafers?
No, no, no. Australian bush bootsi No,
no.” He finally settled on a pair of tan
Italian-style shoes, and we went in-
side.

Tom Faga, manager of the Thom
McAn West Forty-second Street
branch, and former manager of the
Fulton Street branch, in Brooklyn, had
everything at his fingertips, including,
in a twinkling, the shoes Edwards
wanted. “Venezias,” he said, “Made
on American lasts in sunny Italy. First
in popularity. Then cordovans, Puritan
veals, plains, wings, and Wellingtons.
No deals with actors, No deals for
cash, no deals for cheaper shoes
and the balance in socks. I've
been working for Thom McAn
for fourteen years. We sell six
hundred pairs of shoes a week.
Wear 'em or take ’em?”

“Wear ’em,” said Edwards.

Wearing them, he headed north,
dragging us along on the end of a string
of words.

The Farm

A LOCAL girl we know married a

boy from Ohio early last year and
went out there to help him do some seri-
ous genteel farming, promising, before
she left, that the two of them would be
back to spend their first Christmas to-
gether under her parents’ roof. Last
week, however, her mother received an
excuse in the form of a telegram from
which there obviously was no appeal.
“Impossible to come, darling,” it read.
“Can’t find an in the entire state
to stay with the cows.”

Longevity Recipe

.AI.?.E kind, permissive, lurk-around-
the-house parents, so much de

rigueur nowadays, all they’re cracked

up to be, psychologically and pedologi-

cally speaking? Does an absentee or

punitive father spell future failure for his

litdde ones? Do people learn by suffering
or do they go to pieces? Such questions
have furrowed our brow during several
decades of buttonheling famous men,
many of whom, it turned out, had been
either quicklv orphaned or paternally
abandoned or parentally cuffed. This
ponderous line of thought possessed us
anew the other morning when we sat
down at a table n the West Fifty-first
Street Schrafft’s for a prearranged chat
with Professor Pitirim A. Sorokin, di-
rector of the Harvard Research Center
in Creative Altruism and author of
thirtv bovks, among them “Time-Budg-
ets of Human Behavior,” “The Amen-
can Sex Revolution,” and “Social and
Cultural Dynamics.” A merry scholar
of sixty-eight if we ever saw one, his face
set in quizzically humorous lines, his
work translated into fifteen tongues;
happily married, by his own account,
for forty years to a prominent biologist,
and the father of two promising sons,
one a physicist and Thinker with I.B.M.
and the other a student at Harvard
Medical School; a vigorous fisherman,
mountain climber, camper-out, and
tiller of a big do-it-yourself garden of
azaleas, rhododendrons, lilacs, and
roses in Winchester, Vassachusetts,
Professor Sorokin is also the possessor of

an upper lip that seems some-

never have mentioned this if
the Professor had not brought
it up himself. “Father did it
with a hammer when I was
mne,” he said. “He was a
good man, but he used to hit the bot-
tle, and then he’d hit my brother and
me Our mother died when I was
four. I was born in Touria, a vil-
lage in Vologda Region, near Arch-
angel. It was a barren, rural, extreme-
ly cold section. I am from the very
bottom of Russian society. Mother was
the daughter of poor peasants, and
Father was an itinerant artisan who did
painting, silvering, and gilding, in
churches and peasants’ houses After
Mother’s death, my older brother and
I—a younger brother was adopted by
an aunt—moved with Father from vil-
lage to village, helping him with his
work We separated from him after the
hammer incident, and he died a year
later, We continued our nomadic life,
gilding icons, and so forth, until in one
hamlet, Gam, I came across a newly
founded school. I took an examination,
was given a scholarship, graduated
after three years, and won another
three-year scholarship, at the Teachers
College in Kostroma Region ”
Professor Sorokin paused to polish off
some ham and eggs. “In 1906, when

what smashed in We would th

1 was seventeen,” he said, “I was ar-
rested there by the Czarist police and
imprisoned for four months for gmng
revolutionary talks at factories. 1 was
later arrested twice more by the Czanst
police and three times by the Bolshe-
viks. Being arrested under the Czar was
rather cozy. Czarist prisons were first-
class hotels. The wardens were our of-
fice boys. “T'elephone your friends from
my office,’ they would say. “Help your-
self to the books there.” Bolshevik arrests
were very different. Every day was a
day nfljmpard}r. After Teachers Col-
, 1 went to night school in St.
Petersburg, and then spent several years
studying, and subsequently teaching, at
the Psycho-Neurological Institute and
the University of St. Petersburg. I gave
courses in criminology and penology.
In 1917, I was one of the four founders
of the All-Russian Peasant Soviet and a
member of its executive committee, and
T became secretary to Kerensky, then
Prime Minister I was also editor-in-
chicf of Volia Naroda, the Petrograd
newspaper that was the main voice of
the Kerensky government. My first
Bolshewik arrest, for opposing such
Communist leaders as Lenin, Trotsky,
and Kamenev, was in January, 1918.
My second, in the fall of that year, was
for helping engineer the overthrow of
e Communist government in Archan-
gel. I was condemned to death, was re-
leased after six weeks through the in-
tercession of a former student of mine,
and returned to the university, where T
founded its Department of Sociology.
I wrote five books on sociology and on
law, and underwent my final arrest. I
was then comfortably banished, and
went to Czechoslovakia on the invita-
tion of my good friend President
Masaryk, and in 1923 [ came here to
lecture at the Universities of Wisconsin
and Illinois. I juined the University of
Minnesota faculty in 1924, and in 1930
I went to Harvard, where I organized,
and became chairman of, the Depart-
ment of Sociology. In 1948, I founded
the Research Center in Creative Altru-
ism there, with the finandal support
of Eli Lilly, an altruistic Indianapolis
pharmaceutist. So far, Mr. Lilly and a
fund called the Lilly Endowment have
given us a hundred and thirty-five thou-
sand dollars between them to conduct
studies on how to make human beings
less selfish and more creative. I haven’t
been arrested since 1922, but I have
received a few parking tickets. I rather
miss being arrested.”
This nostalgic multiple jailbird passed
us the sugar, and we pressed him for a
further word on creative altruism “In
brief, as a result of my studies, beginning



in the nineteen-forties,” he said, “I came
to the conclusion that if individual hu-
man beings, groups, and cultural insti-
tutions in general did not become
notably more creatively altruistic, noth-
ing could save mankind. Popular pre-
scriptions, such as political changes, re-
ligious changes, and education as a
panacea against wat, won’t do it. This
century, in which science and education
have reached unnvalled heights, is the
bloodiest of all the twenty-five centuries
of Greco-Roman and European his-
tory. Have you read my ‘Altrustic
Love’? It deals with some of the ascer-
tainable characteristics of five hundred
living American altruists and forty-
six hundred Christian saints. The ex-

longevity and vigorous
health of the saints is remarkable! Or
my “The Ways and Powers of Love’?
It uncovers a sufficient body of evi-

dence to show that unselfish, creative
love can stop aggressive inter-individual
and inter-group attacks, tangibly influ-
ence international policy, and pacify in-
ternational conflicts, and that altruistic
persons live longer than egoistic individ-
uals. Or my “‘Man and Society in Ca-
lamity’? In this, I confirm the law of
polarization, which runs contrary to the
Freudian claim that calamity and frus-
tration uni generate

and contrary to the old claim, reiterated
recently by Toynbee, that they lead umi-
formly to the moral and spiritual en-
noblement of human beings. What the
law of polarization holds 15 that, de-
pending upon the type of personality,
frustrations and misfortunes may be re-
acted to and overcome by positive polar-
ization, either in an increased
creative effort (consider the deafness of
Beethoven, the blindness of Milton) or

in altruistic transformation (consider
St. Francis of Assisi and Ignatius Loy-
ola), or they may induce negative
polarization, in the shape of suicide,
mental disorder, brutalization, increase
of selfishness, dumb submussiveness, or
cynical sensualism. This works both in-
dividually and collectively.”

We unfurrowed our brow and left,
resolved to love one and all, and to live
to be a hundred and three.

OTE left on the hall table for a

resident of Alexandria, Virginia,

who had gone to a dinner party across
the river:

Dear MoTHER:
I would like you to explain about the
universe when you have more time to.

SANDRA
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