Yk 16 FFEAFE BRIk IRERE

o A

*F BE ¥ I’

L. ZofFiE, BEEELSHMELBDALDGHNHLETHNTIIVITEH
P |

2. ERMERMICEZLRIV, MEAMIIKNTY. EEENSHELZKYD D
LOERABBHo5, IMED, TTRICHEERARO LEBOFREMIZRES
CERESE, £, THROMEMIIIERBSEZETNENLTEEALZEN,
3. KEZERBE L TRITHAEEDHMRE LRIV, ENLANDEINRET
DERERDET,

4, ZOMFREWTIENSRKRDET., % T, BT XAZEIRORER® DA
HoRHLRUHTLIEEN,

5. BEORICIE, MEAKEZAOERIM»DSLT, HLECBENWTHBERE
W, FbR-> TIEWITERA.

6. ZOWMFIIHELER>THEVERA,

OM8(402—113)



KOXLBZT AV DD B vy—FUXMOBHEO—HTY., COXEER

Z, 158 DERMICEARI N, *MMFTVTVNBEMITDNTIEAEXDE
AITENHDEY. 2B, MECTFEHREHZHEEE, FRIIORAZIOE
9. (ERLE 40%)

I began working in journalism when I was eight years old. It was my mother’s
1)
idea. She wanted me to “make something” of myself and, after a *level-headed

appraisal of my strengths, decided I had better start young if I was to have
any chance of keeping up with the competition.

The *flaw in my character which she had already spotted was lack of
“*gumption.” My idea of a perfect afternoon was lying in front of the radio
rereading my favorite Big Little Book, *Dick Tracy Meets Stooge Viller. My
mother despised inactivity. Seeing me having a good time *in repose, she was
powerless to hide her disgust. “You've got no more gumption than *a bump on
a log,” she said. (2‘)‘Get out in the kitchen and help Doris do those dirty dishes.”

My sister Doris, though two years younger than I, had enough gumption
for a dozen people. She positively enjoyed washing dishes, making beds, and
cleaning the house. When she was only seven she could carry a piece of short-
weighted cheese back to the *A&P, threaten the manager with legal action,
and come baclé)triumghantlz with the full quarter-pound we'd paid for and a
few ounces extra thrown in for forgiveness. Doris could have made something
of herself if she hadn’t been a girl. Because of this defect, however, the best
she could hope for was a career as a nurse or schoolteacher, the only work
that capable females were considered *up to in those days.

This must have saddened my mother, this twist of fate that had *allocated

@
all the gumption to the daughter and left her with a son who was content with

Dick Tracy and Stooge Viller. If disappointed, though, she wasted no energy

on self-pity.(5)8he would make me make something of myself whether I wanted
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to or not. “The Lord helps those who help themselves,” she said. That was
the way her mind worked.

When 1 turned eight years old she decided that the job of starting me on
the road toward making something of myself could no longer be safely delayed.
“*Buddy,” she said one day, “ I want you to come home right after school this
afternoon. Somebody’s coming and I want you to meet him.”

When I burst in that afternoon she was in conference in the *parlor with

an executive of the Curtis Publishing Company. She introduced me. He bent

low from the waist and shook my hand. Was it true as my mother had told
(6)

him, he asked, that I longed for the opportunity to conquer the world of

business?

My mother replied that I was blessed with a rare determination to make
something of myself.

“That’s right,” I whispered.

“But have you got the *grit, the character, the never-say-quit spirit it takes
to succeed in business?”

My mother said I certainly did.

“That’s right,” I said.

He eyed me silently for a long pause, as though weighing whether I could
be trusted to keep his confidence, then spoke man-to-man. Before taking a
crucial step, he said, he wanted to advise me that working for the Curtis

@)
Publishing Company placed enormous responsibility on a young man. It was

one of the great companies of America. Perhaps the greatest publishing house
in the world. I had heard, no doubt, of the Saturday Evening Post?

Heard of it? My mother said that everyone in our house had heard of the
Saturday Post and that I, in fact, read it with religious devotion.

Again he studied me as though debating whether 1 was worthy of a
knighthood. Finally: “Are you trustworthy?”

My mother said I was the soul of honesty.

“That’s right.” I said.
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He said he had been so impressed by what he had seen of me that he was
going to make me a representative of the Curtis Publishing Company. On the
following Tuesday, he said, thirty freshly printed copies of the Saturday
Evening Post would be delivered at our door. I would place these magazines,
still damp with the ink of the presses, in a handsome canvas bag, *sling it over
my shoulder, and set forth through the streets to bring the best in journalism,
fiction, and cartoons to the American public.

The following Tuesday I raced home from school, put the canvas bag over
my shoulder, dumped the magazines in, and, tilting to the left to balance their

)
weight on my right hip, *embarked on the highway of journalism.
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It is a supreme irony that we had to leave our planet before we could really see
it. When the astronauts showed us what our world looked like from space, it
was as if a mirror had been held up for us to see our reflection. The image of
Mother Earth, beautiful, *fragile, dancing through space, was shuttled through
the electronic communications systems around the globe and *lodged indelibly
in our minds.

This event was like a signal telling us that a particular time had arrived:
the )final moments of deciding how we are to regard our world and our
relationship with it. The contemporary belief that the Earth is a dead structure

@
that can be endlessly *exploited simply did not match what we felt when we

saw that media vision of the blue and white planet floating in the void. It was
as if life recognized life.

It is, perhaps, a paradox that it was modern technology, and space
technology in partic(?x)]ar, that allowed this view of Earth to be obtained and to
be *transmitted to the minds of billions of people. But the triumph of that
technology was not the putting of a machine into orbit, or men on the moon —
it was the emotional and philosophical *jolt made possible on a mass scale

(4)down on Earth. It was a crucial moment in planetary history that had to come;
the technology was necessary to force us to look anew at our home.

The ghostly image of the Earth as seen from space has become
an established media icon; we see it virtually every day on television,
in newspapers, books, magazines and advertisements. This *subliminal
awareness of our planet has initiated an *acceleration in ecological concern, in
‘“*Green consciousness’. A process has been *catalyzed. As a result, two

philosophies are now locked in a struggle. There is the established, so-called
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‘economic’ worldview that says we have to exploit the planet for the sake of
‘progress’, and that it is too expensive to change our procedures for doing so in
any fundamental way. The opposing, *emergent view says that it is too
expensive #ot to change our ways, because the fine, *intricately linked *f('fl))ric
of life on our planet is in obvious danger; a potential disaster is being sensed.
This emergent philosophy is now rapidly developing in *stature, and there
is a growing confidence that the Green view might prevail against its stubborn,

(6A) (6B)
deeply *entrenched *adversary. But the changes called for have not yet been

completely perceived. For a whole cultural attitude to alter, we have to change
more than our industrial processes — we have to change our minds. It will not
be enough simply to try to alter our behaviour on a planet that is still
conceptualized in the former way. If we are to survive as a species, we have
to literally rearrange our worldview.

Many people in the Green movement realize that the emergent philosophy
is at heart a very ancient wisdom which states that the Earth is in some sense
alive. Most cultures prior to our own hel<(i7)this view. It seems likely that we

will somehow have to recover that belief, so that all our future actions can be

governed by it.
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