
in prolonging this situation. It may be possible to build 
the conditions for peace among the rich, advanced coun- 
tries with different social systems on such a basis. But 
peaceful coexistence and dialogue are possible only 
among equals; to permit its ideals, or those of Christianity 
or Marxism, to be identified in the eyes of the peoples of 
the "third world" with the problems of the affluent and 
the policies of governments that dominate international 
economics in their own interests is to jeopardize all efforts 
for peace between rich and poor. 

The problem is not just to help the "third world" to- 

ward economic improvements, toward a larger share in 
the existing system of production and distribution and 
integration into the context of our dialogue. Rather it is 
to understand and identify with its struggles to eliminate 
the fact and sources of domination, backwardness and op- 
pression. This, it would seem, is the starting point for the 
social action of Marxists, Christians or any other "men 
of good will," as well as of genuine dialogue. For the suc- 
cessful outcome of such a struggle will not only create 
a world free of domination and oppression, but will also 
lay the foundations for serious peace. 

The trial o / the  Balt imore/our 

M Y  B R O T H E R ,  THE W I T N E S S  

D A N I E L  B E R R I G A N  

("But everything has been changed today. Man, tor- 
tttred man, lilts up his head and says: I can live. So much 
is gained when only one man stands up and says 'No.' ") 

Brecht, Galileo 

On the first of April, the trial of the '"Baltimore Four" 
opened in the federal court of that city. Eberhart, Lewis, 
Mengell and Berrigan went on trial for the famous blood- 
pouring incident in the Customs House draft center last 
autumn. 

Three days prior to the opening of the case, the gov- 
ernment quietly dropped the most serious of its charges, 
that of conspiracy. There remain two felony charges, 
that of entering government property and of destroying 
government records. 

The night before the trial, President Johnson made 
his abrupt announcement of the mitigation of the air war 
against North Vietnam. We received the news as though 
we were surfacing with bursting lungs, after a long dan- 
gerous time in the depths. We had almost grown incapa- 
ble of hope, or at least the kind of hope we were operat- 
ing under was so close to fatalism, so emptied of emo- 
tional rewards; we seemed in these last years, to be thrash- 
ing about, trying to function without essential organs 
and limbs, feeling our hearts ceasing to beat. But sudden- 
ly we knew the onset of a new emotion, so long absent 
from our lives as to seem almost part of a myth. Was pub- 
lic decency possible? Might superman still be a man? 
Could we make it after all? And what of those patient, 
courageous friends of ours, in courts, in jails, in exile, 
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preparing on campuses for the fateful choices the next 
few months would bring? 

"Caesar must be served!" So the judge closed his books 
on the case of David Miller last year. "Caesar will never 
have me," David answered. "And to show it, I will sit 
down." He did so, and was borne off. 

One bishop, Shannon of St. Paul, went into court with 
a young Catholic Worker, who was subsequently given 
a sentence of three years for burning his draft card. But 
in general, the bishops have played the war straight 
American. And the war's end will probably find few of 
them in any way interiorly changed in their understanding 
of the Church, of the meaning of violence, or indeed of 
their own office. 

Which is not to say that the Church has felt no tremors. 
It is only to suggest that in the Catholic instance, the 
power structure has followed the culture, its sedulous ape. 
Still, in an exciting and even unique way, the war has 
altered the face of the Church as no former American 
war has done. For the first time in our national history, 
significant numbers of Catholics, including a few priests, 
are in trouble. 

The war has also seriously thrown into disarray the 
timetable of renewal which the Church had set for itself. 
That schedule included beyond doubt the building of 
strong, open and affectionate relationships between the 
bishops and their communities. Alas, alas. The war has 
deepened and widened a tragic cleavage which issues 
like birth control, school systems, speech and its freedoms 
and unfreedoms, control of properties and income, had 
already opened. More seriously even, the specter of the 
German church of the '30s is not yet exorcised. Indeed, 
the persistent silence of the American bishops in war- 
time supplies another instance in a massive history of 
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church-state war '"arrangement" marked by connivance, 
sympathy of interest and default by silence. Self-delusive 
rhetoric, regressiveness, sacral fears, economic enslave- 
ment; that abstracf moralism of Christians which Camus 
scored during the Algerian war; the motivation behind 
the record is as complex as it is obscure. In any case, 
one has the sense that a time of Church breakup, much 
more radical and complete than so far imagined, lies 
ahead. And that the Vietnam war will stand as one im- 
portant historical cause of further crisis. 

I should like to think that with the restoration of nor- 
mal national climate, war resisters will gain immediate 
amnesty. I should like even to dream that such men 
might someday be summoned by a future President to 
the Rose Garden of the White House, there to be deco- 
rated for heroic service to their country. 

I see the back of my brother's gray poll as I write 
these notes in the Baltimore Court. The judge is droning 
on, angry and fretful, questioning the prospective jurors. 
The mills of the gods. 

During the Second World War, I was tucked away in a 
seminary in the Maryland hills. We used to follow the 
war with maps and radios, a safe alternative, the worst 
possible method of making boys into men. The war nev- 
er questioned us, it was no part of the sacred curriculum. 
We rejoiced and sorrowed and carried flags and paraded, 
even after Hiroshima. Such immunity from the grievous 
facts of modern war, a system designed to keep us "pure" 
of bloodshed, in fact made us apt for complicity in the 
very system it purported to free us from. It was a purity 
based on bad history; therefore it rendered us impure�9 
But we only learned that later; and even then, only a few 
of us learned the lesson. 

In any case, Philip fought in the war; he was a soldier's 
soldier, decorated and commissioned in the European 
theater. 

(One prospective juror is an old lady whose son is a 
chaplain in the armed forces�9 The judge asks: would 
you be capable of coming to an unbiased conclusion in 
this case? She answer: I would, with the help of God. 
�9 . .  It becomes clearer, as the jurors are questioned, that 
it is almost impossible to find an American who is not in 
some way, through relatives, friends, or emotional bias, 
involved in the war game. Which is to say, the war is, in 
the deepest sense, total.) 

After ordination, Philip spent several years in ghetto 
parishes and schools in Washington, New Orleans and 
Baltimore. As I well understand now, he was undergoing 
the best boot camp training available to a dedicated ac- 
tivist. He was deep in the early civil rights movement, 
among the urban poor. There, he saw no point in taking 
the traditional isolated and segregated stance of the 
Church in the black communities. He was incurably sec- 
ular; he saw the Church as one resource for human 
change, bringing to bear on the squalid facts of racism 
the light of the gospel, the presence of inventive courage 

and hope. He worked with CORE, SNCC, the Urban 
League, as well as the adult Sodality movement. He took 
a freedom ride, did hard manual work of all kinds, 
begged money and gave it away, fought to get Northern 
scholarships for black students. 

Six years in New Orleans; then he was appointed to 
the seminary staff at Newburgh. The war had broken in 
a fury. The Hudson Valley, racist to its bones, primed 
and prodded by the Birchites and Minute Men, proud 
of its former and infamous Newburgh mayor, was in no 
mood to listen, or indeed to debate. Philip was kicked 
out. The night before he left for a new assignment in the 
Baltimore ghetto, we had a party to celebrate the publica- 
tion of his first book, No More Strangers. 

He was incapable of vengefulness, even in his dark 
hours, and wasted no time licking his wounds. He set 
about organizing in the inner city; housing was the main 
issue locally. So was the war. And in all the troubled days 
that followed, the poor people stood with him and his 
friends. 

As far as I can recall, the Vatican Council found him 
interested only to a degree. And I think today how prov- 
idential his dispassion was; no illusions making for no dis- 
illusion. I think both of us were also cooled by our sense 
of the pervasive cultural illness of the American Church, 
its illusions about moral superiority, its massive spiritual 
victimization by racism, cold and hot war fervor, anti- 
Communism. We both suspected that the Council could 
offer us only a limited kind of help; and that those who 
were proceeding on the assumption of instant change from 
Rome were bound someday to be put down hard. 

He was nobody's fool, knowing so well through his own 
suffering the difference between pronunciamentos and per- 
formance. The poor,. I think, had conferred on him that 
wisdom which sees and sees through the big talk of little 
minds. And his own mind was too lively and encompass- 
ing to be bemused by the rhetoric of totalists or tokenists 
--whether of Church or State. 

His gifts had begun to flower in New Orleans�9 He was, 
as I came to realize, a good, even an impassioned speak- 
er. He did his homework and wrote well; he was carry- 
ing on an old tradition in our family, of making noise, of 
being congenitally unhappy with phony peace. 

I sit in court, and think of the delicious logic which 
has brought him here. Simply, it is inconceivable that he 
would have been spared; he is free, lucid and fearless, a 
man. A public man, who picks his own issues, one or two 
at a time, one or two, if necessary, even in a lifetime. 
He would say, I think: if the issue is the right one, one 
issue is enough, and will lead a man to all the others. 

For most Catholics, the war years have been a kind of 
Dantesque twilight; nothing is clear, phantoms and de 
mons, men and trees, no great evil, no great good. Nor- 
malcy and numbers; we fit the cultural landscape so neat- 
ly that the President could fairly count on us for a Sunday 
blessing upon a typical filthy week of war. 
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Philip is not of that landscape, not of that war; indeed, 
not of that Church. Which is why he is in this courtroom, 
on this day. Indeed, the war narrowed, disastrously, the 
field of options open to all resisters. To all men? It may 
be. "Men had hoped," writes Brecht, "that someday 
there might be bread to eat. Now they may hope that one 
day there may be stones to eat." Stones for bread; the 
reversal of the old biblical temptation, no longer impure 
hope; now, for us, for the time of horror, no hope at all. 

But despair is not the word for this man. Indeed, in a 
time of the breaking of men, is it not strange that one 
hears, in such lives, in such hands, in a room where jus- 
tice is corrupted and the innocent are under ordeal, the 
sound of the breaking of bread? 

(The judge has accepted a juror who works for the De- 
fense Department and objects in principle to '"modes of 
protest which destroy property." The judge has seated an- 
other, who belongs to the American Legion; another who 
has a son about to leave for Vietnam. What sort of trial 
will this be?) 

i lOCHHUTl l 'S  Ci lURCHILL 

�9 �9 �9 �9 �9 �9 �9 �9 0 0 0 0 0 0 

ETC.  
On Feb. 28, Theatre Toronto staged the English-lan- 

guage premiere of Rolf Hochhuth's Soldiers at the Royal 
Alexandra Theatre with the German author in atten- 
dance. The play, which had its German opening in Octo- 
ber, and already celebrated because of the Lord Cham- 
berlain's veto of a proposed London production planned 
by Kenneth Tynan and Sir Laurence Olivier for Britain's 
National Theatre, seems destined to bestir again some of 
the hornets set buzzing with the appearance of Hoch- 
huth's indictment of Pius XII, The Deputy. 

The Toronto production has met with the playwright's 
enthusiastic approval and with wide critical success. 
Hochhuth's New York agent, Sanford Jerome Greenbur- 
ger, is currently negotiating for a New York production, 
probably involving Tynan and Herman Schumlin, pro- 
ducer-director of Hochhuth's earlier Deputy. The play 
may reach Broadway late in the spring, transplanting the 
Clifford Williams' Toronto production fairly well intact. 
Tyrian has hopes of bringing the production to London 
sometime after June, the scheduled date for the welcome 
demise of the Lord Chamberlain's office. The proposed 
London production of the National Theatre's literary 
manager will not appear beneath" the marquee of the 
National Theatre, however, since that theatre's board of 
trustees remains adamant in its opinion that Hochhuth's 
play is a libel on Winston Churchill. 

Hochhuth presents his play as a play-within-a-play, 
prelude and dress rehearsal for a production of The Lit- 
tle London Theatre o/ the World. The inner play's di- 
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