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HARRY DEVLIN 

The Price Is Not too Great 
A FEW DAYS before Christmas, in 1776, the 
tattered regiments of Washington's army were 
called out to hear the reading of a paniphlet by 
one of their fellow soldiers. He had written it on 
a drumhead, by the light of a campfire, during 
the retreat across New Jersey. Now the regi
ments were encamped on the Pennsylvania side 
of the Delaware River, without shelter, half-
starved, some shoeless, all clothed in rags 
against the bitter winter. It was a beaten, dis
pirited army that stood listening to the words of 
Thomas Paine: 

These are the times that try men's souls; 
the summer soldier and the sunshine pa
triot will, in this crisis, shrink from the serv
ice of his country; but he that stands it 
now, deserves the love and thanks of man 
and woman. Tyranny, like hell, is not easily 
conquered; yet we have this consolation 
with us, that the harder the conflict, the 
more glorious the triumph. What vv'e obtain 
too cheap, we esteem too lightly: 'Tis dear-
ness only that gives everything its value. 
Heaven knows how to set a proper price 
upon its goods; and it would be strange in
deed if so celestial an article as Freedom 
should not be highly rated. 
Those are the opening sentences of Paine's 

The American Crisis. They are worth reading 
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and believing in another winter of discourage
ment. For they remind us that outnumbered 
American forces have had to retreat at other 
times in our history. They remind us that the 
present crisis is not the first thai ihc American 
people have faced, and perhaps not even the 
greatest. 

The crisis that Paine wrote about and lived 
through and helped so greatly ui resolve was as 
different from this one as the \\;irld of 1776 is 
different from today's. Yet the stake was the 
same, and the odds against winning it were long 
and discouraging. The states ^vhich had de
clared their independence had j ji: to win it. The 
central government was feeble nnd full of dis
sension. Its money was almost uorthless. The 
army lacked everything needed to win a war, 
including disciplined soldiers. I he Americans, 
on short-term enlistment, facet! a superior, ex
perienced, well-equipped force Many of them 
deserted or went over to the ercniy. The Eng
lish held the city of New York, I ong Island and 
most of New Jersey. The counlr\ was divided 
and demoralized, and the formidable fifth col
umn of Tories was almost as much of a threat 
to independence as the Briti-l: and Hessian 
troops. 

Yet. in the face of those odos. Washington 
led his soldiers—Thomas Paim among them— 

across the ice-choked Delaware on that Christ
mas night of 1776 in the first successful "D-day 
invasion" of our history. And some historians 
say that many of those soldiers, as they crossed 
the river and marched in a blizzard toward Tren
ton, were repeating Paine's words: "These are 
the times that try men's souls." 

Certainly his words are as apt today as when 
they were written. And if their author were on 
earth now, we don't think he would write them 
any differently. Freedom still bears a dear and 
proper price, and tyranny has never been eas
ily conquered, whether it takes the form of 
George III and an army of musketeers or 
Stalin with a stockpile of atomic bombs. 

The people of the United States have lately 
gone through another period of sunshine pa
triotism. It is now ended. The winter of reality 
is upon us. Our government has recognized the 
magnitude of the present crisis and has taken 
some necessary steps to deal with it. They are 
steps which will affect the lives of all of us. They 
will try our souls and our resolution and our 
strength. They will cost more lives. But that is 
the price of freedom. 

Heroism Knows No Color 
THIS IS ONLY ONE of the many stories of 
brave men that have come out of the Korean 
war. It is a story which prompted the com
mander of the carrier Leyte to say, "There has 
been no finer act of unselfish heroism in mili
tary history." 

On December 4th Ensign Jesse Brown, a pilot 
attached to the Leyte, was shot down in enemy 
territory near the Chosin Reservoir. Lieutenant 
(jg) Thomas J. Hudner saw him hit and radioed 
the information to the commander of the mis
sion. The commander went oft' to call for a res
cue helicopter, while the lieutenant circled the 
downed plane. He saw that it was burning and 
that the pilot, though alive, was obviously in
jured. He also saw, from footprints in the snow, 
that the plane was circled by enemy troops. 

Lieutenant Hudner knew that Ensign Brown 
would die unless he got immediate help. He 
knew what his own fate might be if he tried to 
help him. Yet he set his plane down in the same 
field and ran to the injured man. The canopy 
of the burning plane would not open, so the 
lieutenant called his commander and told him to 
get fire extinguishers and an ax aboard the heli
copter. Then he returned and began packing 
the fuselage of the wrecked plane with snow to 
keep the flames away from Ensign Brown. 

The helicopter arrived a few minutes later. 
But Ensign Brown died before the rescuers could 
get him out of the plane. That is the end of the 
story, but there is a postscript. 

Ensign Brown was a Negro—the first Negro 
naval aviator and the first Negro officer in the 
Navy to lose his life in any war. 

The matter of his color does not add to or de
tract from the heroism of a man who was ready, 
without hesitation, to lay down his life for a 
friend. But the story of Ensign Brown is an
other spike in the propaganda guns of the Krem
lin, of misguided Americans like Paul Robeson, 
and of those who believe and spread a vicious, 
distorted, generalized story of racial discrimina
tion in America. We do not intend to generalize 
in turn. There is discrimination, of course. But 
there is also kindliness, good sense and a hatred 
of bigotry which are typical of America, too, 
and which reach their ultimate expression in the 
story above. 

Collier's for .Janiiary 27, 19,?1 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



' Jfc' 

' ' ^ * ^ ; K 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



"OWjUlLD CAA^'A CKMRl fJE BE o 

How Mild? I found the answer 
when I changed to CAMELS 

-they agree with my throat!" 
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J l ^ ^ STAR OF FILMS AND RADIO 
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K . J . Reynolds 
T , , l i a / ; c o C o . , 
I Salem. N .C . 
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Being in show business, I can't risk throat 
irritation. That's why I was so careful in 
choosing the cigarette I smoke. I didn't 
decide on one puff or one sniff. A fast inhale 
and exhale wasn't enough proof for me. 

"Instead, I made what I think is the one 
sensible cigarette t e s t . . . my own 30-Day 
Camel Mildness Test. I smoked Camels regu
larly, day after day, for 30 days and 
found out for sure that Camels agree with 
my throat. And I like Camels' rich flavor! 
Now I know why more people smoke 
Camels than any other cigarette!*'^') 

NOTED THROAT SPECIALISTS REPORT 
ON 30-DAY TEST OF CAMEL SMOKERS . . . 

Notone 
single case of 

throat irritation 
due to smoking 

%RlMklWl E i H l P 9 
Yes, these were the findings of noted throat specialists 
after a total of 2,470 weekly examinations of the 
throats of hundreds of men and women who smoked 
Came l s - and only Camels —for 30 consecutive days. 

E25s;s.^^ 

'••^tei«i.,,.j -.jjim, wiSi 

^Tf;7% 
v j 

•^••p-M 

-•M 

Jli'^ ::':}^-:jji 

LITERALLY an "Arkan-
s.is I r . n e l e r " , Dick 
I'ow I'l I s c l i m b to 
11111% ru l ame b e g a n 
\\ liL fi III' sang in a 
chim while a college 
SCIUILIK .11 IJtcle Rock, 
Ark. ^i.u of over 40 
llulliuond musicals, 
Diik s M;rsatility has 
\\«>ii hull hard-hitting 
ill.1111.Mil. roles. 
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