Road to Freedom
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Anthor of “Syrian YVankes™

gy Finst duty of a newcomer 1o

America, as § see i, is one of

discovery. This is true whether
he arrives by boat or by birth, He
must try to find, to define, understand
and appreciate America’s growing in-
ner spirit—te know its history, its
people and the great men who have
inspired s sea ui: for Hberty and se-
curity, justice and brotherhood,

T did not know this duty whes 1 frst
came here, I came to know i only
slowly. Ome of my chief handicaps to
knowing it sconer than T did was a
complete ignorance of the English
ianguage.

This did not trouble me at frst,
T was ioo dazzled by the outward
magnificence of my new country to be
worried by a language <iehcmmcy. My
eyes alme-—and my Syrlan earge
were enough to drink in all the wonder
and mesning of America I wanted.

Iy first agtonishment in America
had been the immensity, the size, the
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scale of evervihing that existed in this
rich and fabulous land-—the lofty
temples and skyscrapers, the great
and sprawlng factories, the endless
streats of cndless magic cities, the
buge and opulent fayms,

But these, the ocutside facts of
Asperica, as ¥ grow used 1o them, gave
way to a passion to know the inside
facts of my eountry. And here ¥ faced
a reat difficalty. How could { under-
stand the spirlt of America, get at its
chusive inner meanings, st its rich and
hidden depths, without a knowledge
of the language which conveyed these
things? Here T was, literally a mental
prisoner, held incommunicado behind
the mocking bars of a jail worse than
jail: Mliteracy. And nobody to bail
me out, Only T could do that.
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» on Americanization, Salom Bizk atiracted the atiention of an editor of The
d was sponsored by I|mi b
Mr, Rizk’s book, Fweion Fasbee, bas Tun into eight printings. For 2 year
was one of i,!n, editors in the Office of War Information.
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Consider my p!u.hft T could not
speak with my American friends, nor
ask them even one of the meany ques-
tions that plagued ae. T could nol
understand the radio before which 1

sat dnmbly while iy Leothers, relas
oored at the

affer & day’s work,
wr and Distened we

ng
112
ingly interested faces 1o
specches and news
not read the big, iat z
ihe books in the grest Hbr
looking the tecming busine:
from the top of jones st
mocked my ignovance.
Burning to learn the la
was, nevertheless, frogtrated Ji every
rurn, Becsuse 1 worked long bours
every day, T could not go to school.
My Syrian friends f:}tuzd it easier in
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As ¥ to fan this burning ambition o

iearn FEnglish into an unguenchable
fiame, ¥ kept bumping into experi-

iliternte state,
ia.naumm’

ences for w hldL in my
1 could fipd no satisiving ex
Serpe of these experiences .
some were not,  And ong <f: the un-
hapyy ones came one day when I de-
cided to see a now section of the city,
by x,mlimaw home £ OVET B
itfevent you
'i’;f@seﬂtﬁy i Lound myvs
running along the
dirty and deeary and s
thing I had seen in the v
of  Beirud’s  Mediterrar

TOERE W

fon g street
a street as
wlid as any-
st seciion
water

front.

I wondered, “is really
America?’  Here was a hed,
ugly side of America my Syrian school-
mmt{:: had not told me about; a dark
nether region of the city my brother
Bad failed {0 show me in that fst
sightseeing trip.
[ shuflled 1oy tred feet along the
et may omind filled with in-
The dirt v, paper-stre
spit-Hecked Em&’(.‘i"i’ii‘lsy
shabby, huddied houses and vac
store huildings setiled askew on their
foundations; the putrid smell of things
spoiling in a summer swarm of fhes
and maggets: the heery odor of speak-
easies; the long, drab street strewn
with tag ends of rags and clothing, old
vetlowed newspapers, crampled hand-
bills and posters, loose boards and
bicks, emoty botiles, tin cans, broken
, horse manure; the dousty, grass-
less }&fd_m; the worn, tired ook of
decrepitude on all the houses; the
Hmp, gray curtains--all these out-
ward intimations of Hilth, misery apd
hunger within gave me a feeling of
having suddes out of Amer-
ica in ope simple turning of a corper.
Thin, pale, stringv-haired cnl
with smeared and ragged clot il%?”
played bavefoot in the hot streeis,
Callow vout vere, and slov-
enly old men s '
stoop of defe
people and %..21 17 hous

much

alike.  Broken ﬁaidw& ited porches
hung precarious Lia, fronts of

ing over the dirtg !.::(i windows has:,
tired evelids. Trrunks sprawled in the
doorways of abandoned bulldings.
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This was my frst disenchantment.
It was as if all the good things 1 had
known and seen in America had been
totaliy obliterated, suddenly blotied
from memory, My mind was Dlled
with the wretched scenes of the long,
poos street that streiched hefore me.

At home 1 icld my brother of this
incongruous, enbelievable thing T had
found isl America. “You were in the
slums,” he told me, Slumst A new
waord, an {:vi.! word, a word T wanied
1o forget.

I tried to forget it by thinking of
slums as an abomination that could
not reach me, a8 quagmire I could
escape by simply staying away. Shums
were, after all, isolated poverly—a
small, segregated part of a city that
was mainly clean and wholesome and
PHOSPEeToUs,

Vet T could not help remfcmbvriﬂg
the long davs of waiting in e for
work before the crowded gates of the
packing plant, the happy ia\:c«'—;—s of the
men who were called, the dejected
ook of men turmed away.

Tiid these dejected workers live
the slums? Withoui brothers to help
me, would wnemploviment  fnally
drive me down Into those sgualid ha-
bitations? Why must vich, ;.;ower&.ih
kindly Americs, the America that had
sent money, {ood, cdothing and milk,
and Red Cross Angels, 1o starving
Syria after World War F—why must
thiz America suffer the humiliation of
poverty and hunger and jobless men
tn its midst? Tt was a guestion that
was to *'e'pe-'rt itsell more and more

orcibly later, and in a way that ¥
S}m!l never be able to forget,
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Towarp tHIS end I took a job in a
hai-cleaning shop, I might leamn a
Tittle English {from the customers,
But the only time 1 met a customey
hen he didn’t like the joh.

Cimally, in desperation, T went on
ithe road sclling Oriental rugs and
fapesztries, m the hope of learning =
little ¥inglish from American house-
wives. 1 learned other things, too.
Fvery town, ne waiter how small, had
s shum,““the other side of 1he tracks,”
where the poorest pmf)k fived 1
shacks apd shanties, in appalling
noverty.,

{nieer that T hadwe’t noticed befor
his seamy underside of imir;mn
cities. The reting of my mind,
camern with a color filler, must imve
besn fixed, by my naive expectations,
to cateh anly the brighter Impressions.
f’%i azsay rate, fziling to undersiand this
ving coutrast of misery and
mdgmi}{:ﬁi&i"‘, I sccepted it ag one of
the inevitable visitations of life even
in America. T did not then know of
the growing literature of social pro-
test which sought to reveal the roots
of this paradox and to find a remedy.

After o summey of checkered suc-
cess, I oderided to make my bhome in
’%mm Towa. § was atiracted by the
b ezmmu% college campus and the great
halls of kdrmmu Finding work as a
dishwasher in a Greek yestaurant, I
enzolled a5 a special student in the
fourth grade, primarily to learn Eng-
lish. ¥ was now almost 20 vears of age.

Before long I was teiling my lma
story to my classmates, then fo their
parenis, to church groups, luncheon
clubs and college classes. And T wus
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Jenrning to read. Every night Tsat in
my [oom poring over & 1;4;% ahor-
sousty looking up the words in the dic-
fionary, puzsling my brain to make
sense ouf of the ivalved sentences.
Semetimes 1 read only a page an hour,
This was much too 91{}**", and when 1
acquired a shoe repair shop i paid one
of my shoe shiners so much o page 1o
sit at my elbow and read tome
1 cobbled, ¥For every new word he
taught me, I gave him a penny. He
was underpaid,

ju%‘f shout this time ;.
b{ Anning Lo talk “hcmi HY
Ty ORTETLOE
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iike a flood. Bow my 1ot loaked hop
fess, In 3yria T had hope beoa

eould escape the ever
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of ihat land by coming to America.
Rut pow, here In Arerica, was pov-
erty. Where could T escape to now?
My disiltusioned spivit plumbed ihe
depths of despair.

ABOUT THES time n college lnstrucior
gave me & list of books to read, Among
them was The Fungle by Upton Sin-
elair, about which President Ronse-
velt satd “it turned his stomach.” 1€
turned mine, teo—and pierced my
heart, Though Fhe Fungle was wril-
teny about conditions since corrected,
e SO itiﬁa of the
Yous human cost of America’s mag-
niicont “niuymf:* “nd thriving in~
dus

sppetite for
kwi it m‘%‘lc ted my A 'i.;i@ foy read-
mng ‘E,wma:.%.ﬁw, and | devoured almost
everything e had written. He opened
for me o whole new world, revealed to
my astonished mind a side of America
i had never suspect it seemned in-
s:w/h‘) le to me i‘hcu ai tt ese injustices,
mequalities
ﬂ: ”‘!xbci:ly}
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ica—why vice zmd crime, unemplove
ment and ¥ P YOS, EVEN WA -
could spread and increase and remain
gnconguered.

¥ this author [ ound the discoverer
af the folty of man's habitual relation-
hip to the land—a  relationship
wlich, for all his deeds of gres 5,
spells his ultimate doom. And o bis
writings I found the remedy for the
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economic trends that arve threatening
the very foundations of ci*fi'iiza.tion,
for the permans ent relief of shun con
(%.Et,i{}nS, of vice and crime,

I don’t think Osdumbus felt any
happler in his discovery of 2 new hemi-
ephere iium Eodid when 1 found the
olan {for a new and sane world In the
‘X’i"iiif‘ gs of America’s greabest phtw
II enry Leorge.
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Mistakes
Malke the World Go "Round

Fokn B Gibson

« PEsSIMIRT smight be called o

W feliow who carries 2 pencil with

f 34 an eraser on both ends of it

w rnistakes. He s

o0 shortsighisd 1o see thal mistakes

are valmable—ihat some arve aciually

worth their weight in gold

For every right way 1o do a g

‘iiuegv there ¢ are (‘Eﬂz@ns @f WIOBE W

'He 15 afraid of ma

frst tin
5‘3, the %mrhﬁﬁ
radinm §3<
at the first attempt we
million 1o one.

N“a matier how skilled & man may
B, or what his ohisctive, he g bound
E;_-,—” §}‘i&, law of averages fo make a lot of
mistakes. Bat he should be sucowraged

by each one that he makes. For each
mistake is a milestone that indicates
he is that much closer 0 his wml
For wesks the famous sciar
Lola Tesla, had fspé"z'z!' f-ilin(‘
waking hour in hi
on the verge of
entifi
A4 man wed to ”

. M
wwﬂnf
He was

y—Trst 50 fny sno

him, Omne day

éw Imm ‘cg;{—’ ereal in-
“AR the ’"rzé‘:ad £y
L YO hzm« ;
Tesln smiled. “MNot
s wery close, § §a<;v<s onkby
to make
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spiil |t
a fow more misls
Aot of people thi
suceesainl a man is, the fewer mistakes
<5 made. Case histories of ieading in-
dustrialists prove that the opposite is




