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The United States Military Academy is pleased to sponsor an annual
lecture series on the Meaning of Freedom. It is significant that this lecture
program has been made possible by the generosity of Mr. Sol Feinstone,
a dedicated American patriot whose commitment to the ideals of the
American Revolution has led him to devote many years of effort, as well
as considerable personal resources, to the collection of important letters,
manuscripts, and books dealing with our heritage of freedom. His dena-
tion of these items to libraries and educational institutions will insure that
the message which they proclaim will be preserved and transmitted to future

generations of Americans.

Mr. Feinstone's abiding faith in a brotherhood of free nations of free men
has found further expression in several lecture serics which he has endowed
in order to permit prominent Americans to interpret The Meaning of

Freedom.

The U. 8. Corps of Cadets and the staff and faculty of the Military
Academy are pleased to recognize the generosity and loyalty of this great

American for providing a living endowment in the defense of freedom.



THE MEANING OF FREEDOM*

You will be greatly relieved to hear that I am going to make
a short speech; that is, short at least, as hour-long lectures go.
That is partly because 1 would like to hear what is on your mind.
But it is mainly because of the vanity that has been sparked by a
study that 1 recently came across, I think it was done at Columbia
University, on the attention-span of an audience, any audience, of
more than one hundred. This cruel study showed that nineteen
minutes is the absolute limit, after which attention lags, the audi-
ence slumps and begins to daydream. That is for an alert and sober
audience. If the audience has just had a meal, the nineteen minutes
drop to fifteen. If they have had two drinks, it goes down to eleven
minutes. After four drinks, however, it goes up, to any length that
the speaker cares to run to. For by that time, the audience does
not mind. It is inattentive but carefree. It is also in coma.

First, let me say that I regard it as a privilege to be invited
to talk to you for a while about a word which has a positive, an
irreducible, meaning for Americans as much as anybody, but which,
especially in your lifetime, has become a buzz word, like “Establish-
ment, fascist, liberal, identity, conservative, reactionary, alienated.”
Freedom is a word passionately invoked by politicians, fuzzily dis-
torted by every special interest, claimed as an unqualified right by
pornographers, leftists and sentimentalists, freely used by every-
body, and defined by very few.

Secondly, 1 should just say that I am sorry not to see here
tonight your annual benefactor, Mr. Feinstone.

This is not the first time I have appeared as a layman before
the College of Cardinals. Fifteen years ago, I was asked to address
the Mayo Clinic. The director assured me that T would not be re-
quired to talk about medicine to that distinguished assembly of
witch doctors. But he gave the assurance too late. 1 had already
written with alacrity to accept his invitation and tell him that 1
had been waiting at least forty years to tell a group of doctors what
their patients thought of them.

But have no fear that I am about to indulge what, in this coun-
try as much as any, is a favorite pastime of civilian commentators:
telling the military where they went wrong. Although in a de-
mocracy we keep to the famous and sensible belief that war is
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too important to he left to the generals, I have seen enough of
civilians running policy in wartime to know that nobody is more
bloodthirsty, more exhilarated by the war game, than Presidential
assistants who are new to it. They give force to C. [£. Montague’s
celebrated line: “Hell hath no fury like a non-combatant.”

On the other hand, I recall that it was General William Tecumseh
Sherman who said, “War is sheer barbarism.” It was General
Douglas MacArthur who begged President Johnson not to com-
mit American forces to Vietnam and who at the end of his life said:
“l am a one-hundred percent disbeliever in war.” [t was General
Dwight D. Eisenhower who, sconer than any civilian, saw the new
and dangerous relationship which technology would forge between
the civilian and the soldier: “In the councils of government we
must guard against the acquisition of unwarranted influence,
whether sought or unsought, by the military-industrial complex.”

Anyway, my military qualifications for talking to you at all
are humble. | am a Kentucky Colonel, sworn by the Secretary of
the State of the Commonwealth of Kentucky to leap to the defense
of its borders at the first whiff of an invader. I am also a Knight
Commander of the British Empire, pledged to defend the Empire,
if, that is, somebody succeeds in putting it back on the map. The
first time I spoke here, which was also the last, vour Superintendent
was Abe Lincoln. So you see, I go back a long way.

But, as a citizen, of this country and not less of the shrinking
world we call free, I hope my credentials are more impressive. I am
a boy from Lancashire, the kingdom of the Red Rose, as Yorkshire
was the kingdom of the White Rose. And though, when T was a
boy, the Wars of The Roses had been over for more than four
hundred years {after Henry the Seventh had got to the throne—
a Lancastrian, I am happy to say) I was nevertheless brought up
in the almost religious belief that all Englishmen were and ought
to be free, except Yorkshiremen.

As a boy I saw the Lancashire regiments go off from the Man-
chester railroad stations to France and more remote theatres of
war and saw maybe a half of them come back. Then came the peace,
and famine among the ravaged countries of Europe. And 1 went
to college and had the luck, as a very nonpolitical person, to in-
terrupt the long Cambridge honeymoon with a spell of teaching
school in Germany. There, in Munich, I once listened to a speech
by a rabble-rouser whom nobody on the cutside was paying much
attention to. But I found myself, like the rest of the small outdoor
audience, hypnotized by thiz powerful and subtle man. His name
was Adolf Hitler.



In Dresden, I was taken to a restaurant, and the walter, against
the manager’s instructions, seated us at a table by the window. At
the first appearance of a slice of meat on a plate, children sprang
up from nowhere and tottered over to glare through the window:
small children with black circles under their eyes, rib cages as well-
defined as in an X-ray, and bellies swollen like balloons. Then the
cops came swarming in and beat them off.

Back at school in Silesia, I was surrounded by country people
so ground down by depression and hunger, and the vengeful condi-
tions imposed on them by the Allies, that the best they could do was
to serape for food and dream of the dignity of a job and a half-way
decent home. It would have been an insult to the facts of their life
to talk to them about such rosy abstractions as civil rights or free-
dom. Survival was all. Then came Hitler, pointing to two scape-
goat villains. He told them they were a fine, upstanding people
cheated by the Allies and gouged by the Jews. In relief and thanks-
giving they rallied to him. Some of the schoolmasters 1 knew went
underground politically, and one or two of them, God knows, literal-
ly. It was my first political lesson in the frailty of freedom.

“No amount of political freedom,” wrote Lenin, one month be-
fore the Russian Revolution, “will satisfy the hungry masses.”’ It
is a sentence worth remembering whenever you come on the un-
employment statistics, or consider that in the black slums of
America one boy in three between the ages of 15 and 22 not only
has no job but has only the remotest prospect of one in his fore-
seeable future. To him, freedom is a luxury cruise on the other
side of a pay envelope. When there are enough of him, of any race,
and when their primary needs go unheeded, a free society is in
trouble. It will erupt into disorder and social chaos, as Germany
did, and it will be pacified only by the arrival of a leader who sus-
pends the laws and imposes his own.

I never believed that America was given freedom by act of
God. And when Senator Joseph McCarthy, in the early Fifties, was
hounding evervbody, including the Army, for beliefs which, on
paper-thin evidence, they were alleged to hold, I thought we were
very fortunate not to have—as we'd had twenty years earlier—
thirteen million unemployed. 1 believe he could have torn up the
Constitution.

Simply, when a free society is hit by depression, and or by
uncontrollable inflation, no citizen is confronted by such an ordeal
of conscience as the soldier. Is he committed to restore a kind of
order that accords with his belief in freedom, or is he sworn to re-
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store order af all costs? Does he obey his principles or the Fuerher?
I met Prussian officers of the best type who, finding this dilemma
too uncomfortable to live with, retreated into the technicalities of
their profession, cut themselves off from the nation that had been
bullied into submission, and kept up their morale by privately de-
spising Hitler and all his works, Some of the more philosophical
of them did this, I'm sure, not out of cowardice but out of the pro-
fessional conviction that Herman Melville’s Captain Vere expressed
to the naval court: “In receiving our commissions we in the most
important regards ceased to be natural free agents . . . we fight
at command. If our judgments approve the war, that is but coinci-
dence.” It is a tragic dilemma that has plagued soldiers ancient
and modern, from Brutus to Billy Budd's commander, from Billy
Mitchell to Erwin Rommel.

I should guess that even in peacetime, and in times of what
the Founding Fathers called ‘“‘domestic tranquility,” one of the
psychological hazards of being a soldier is nothing less than the
soldier’s life: the sense of being isolated from the society you are
pledged to defend. You are not entirely alone in this. Think first
today of the life of a professional athlete. To a lawyer, everybody,
including a doctor, is a client. To a doctor, everybody, including a
lawyer, is a patient. But they do not live together in a compound
outside the bounds of general society. However, you are also citizens,
part of the mass of people. And I should like to see all military and
naval and air force and marine academies recruit a regular roster
of speakers from every walk of life, to keep you reminded of the
varieties of freedom that people claim: businessmen, labor union
leaders, welfare workers, hospital directors, lawyers, farmers, shop-
keepers, longshoremen, drug rehabilitators, Congressmen, women’'s
liberators, abortionists, anti-abortionists, nurses, engineers—main-
ly people who are in the thick of one job to talk to you about their
jobs and how they work, and fail to work. Even bankers of no gen-
eral intelligence whatsoever have one lobe of the brain that is ex-
pert in the moving or making of money, and it is worth probing.

If there is one thing I learned from thirty years as a foreign
correspondent—roaming around every corner of this country and
talking one day with a senator and then with a trucker, with a
hospital orderly or a Mafia chieftain, with an oil expert in Okla-
homa, a tattooist in San Diego, a sheep-sluicer in west Texas—I
learned at first-hand that no profession is as simple as it seems to
an outsider and that a free society is a great deal harder to run
than an authoritarian one, if only because of the great range of
opinion, prejudice and self-interest, and the difficulty of diseiplining
these lively feelings in the general interest.
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Time and again in our government we see the votes in Con-
gress decided not by a free judgment of the majority but by the
successful pressure of a minority interest: that is, by the self-
interest of a powerful lobby, which is yielded to because every Con-
gressman hopes that next time he can get a majority vote for his
favorite lobby. Some people deplore this as a new and dangerous
tyranny, a tyranny of factions, of special interests. But James Mad-
ison, even before political parties were invented in this country,
looked on the conflict of factions as a healthy sign, as indeed the
essence of representative government. He insisted only that there
be plenty of different factions attached to the interests of different
parts of the country. “In government,” he said, “ambition must be
made to counter ambition.”

Of course the most effective way to cut through the babel of
competing voices and interests is to get strong leadership. And we
hear a great deal today, and always in an election year, of the need,
the hunger, for a strong leader. It is a mischievous longing. For it
is one of the permanent contradictions of a democratic society that
strong personal leadership is only possible during a war, when many
democratic liberties (the First Amendment as an example) have
to be suspended.

You will notice that so far I have not talked much about free-
dom as an abstract idea but as something that applies to you in
practice; rather, it must seem, as something that bardly applies
to you, since you live in a closed society and have chosen at the
start to abide by a system of rules and taboos that are not required
on the outside, that, in fact, millions of Americans might regard
as denials of freedom itself. That is only because, but it s because,
we are living in a time when “freedom” is given a definition so
boundless that a whole generation wallows in the notion that the
First Amendment gives Americans a license to do anything they
want, at any time, in any place. Or, at the very least, to echo a
famous English political leader when he said: ‘““Real freedom means
good wages, short hours, security in employment, good homes, op-
portunity for leisure and recreation with family and friends.” That
sounds like a universal preseription, what every politician—Re-
publican, Communist, Liberal, Democrat, Socialist, Conservative—
is offering us: what, indeed, television advertising is all about. 1
wonder if the applause for that sentence would die down if we reveal
its author. He was Oswald Mosley announcing the true faith as
the leader of the British Fascist Party! These promises have
nothing to do with freedom. You can have “good wages, short hours,
security in employment, good homes, opportunity for leisure and

5



recreation with family and friends” in a nation in which a personal
opinion, a dissenting speech, a disturbing scientific discovery, the
booing of a public speaker, is a passport to exile, a labor camp, a
prison, a psychiatric hospital or a firing squad.

Freedom is a good deal more than general comfort, and much
more demanding. It may be news to some people to hear that liberty
demands anything. But, for one thing, it demands voluntary limits
on freedom itself. Over eighty years ago, the greatest of American
jurists, Mr. Justice Holmes, put his finger on the favorite maxim
of many people today who say, “I can do what I like provided it
doesn’t seem to hurt other people.” “The liberty of the citizen,” he
wrote, “to do as he likes so long as he does not interfere with the
liberty of others to do the same has [become] a shibboleth . . .
[But] it is interfered with by school laws, by the Post Office, by
every state or municipal institution which takes his money for pur-
poses thought desirable whether he likes it or not.”

Justice Holmes was writing this opinion at a time when no-
body seriously questioned the sense or necessity of school laws, or
Post Office regulations, or the need to be taxed to maintain state
or municipal institutions. But there was then, as now—a popular
rhetoric of freedom which blinds otherwise intelligent people to
the parts of life that have to do with freedom and the parts that
do not. Well into this century it was taken for granted that a
doctor, or a policeman, or a fireman would always be on hand.
When the police of Boston, in 1919, following the example of the po-
lice of London and Liverpool, organized in a union in order to press
as a body for decent wages, they astounded the nation by going on
strike. There was a very ugly twenty-four hour bout of looting,
and the Army was called in. When the president of the American
Federation of Labor asked that the police be returned to their jobs,
the Governor of Massachusetts refused and made an announcement
which to the rest of the country had the force of holy writ:
“There is no right to strike against the public safety by anybody,
anywhere, any time.” This recital of the obvious, and 1t was obvious
in those days, brought him a wire of congratulations from President
Wilson; the next year, the Vice-Presidential nomination of his
party; and two years later (by the grace of God’s disposal of War-
ren Harding) the Presidency.

I do not think today it would bring him anything but defiance
and uproar. In Coolidge’s time, society had the positive restraints
of institutional religion, and the negative restraints of what most
people thought unthinkable. Together, these checks disciplined, or



at worst cowed, the vast majority of people into socially acceptable
behavior.

Today, religion has lost its restraining power, even in pre-
dominantly religious nations; obedience to constituted authority is
widely confused with authoritarianism; and almost anything is
thinkable, including frequent assertions of the rights of citizenship
which implicitly deny that citizenship carries any duties at all (such
as being counted in the census or submitting to registration for
military service).

A week or more ago, there was a parade in Princeton of young
protesters against the idea of draft registration. One sign carried
the slogan: “There is Nothing Worth Dying For.” That seems to
me to be the witless end of Know--Nothingism. If enough Americans
felt that way, this nation would long ago have succumbed to a
dictatorship.

But this, too, is nothing new. It is a feeling that disrupts
most societies in the exhaustion of a long war. We had our draft
riots during the Civil War, race riots during the Second World
War, and an unprecedented outcry against the war in Vietnam. In
the middle 1930s, the memory of the enormous slaughter of the
First World War was still so green that, when Hitler went on the
rampage, the prospect of war actually stimulated, in millions of
Europeans, a longing for peace at any price. This disillusion sup-
pressed the recognition that some things have to be fought for.
So much so, that there was a powerful and popular slogan
that helped Britain put its head in the sand. It was “Against War
and Fascism,” a cry about as sensible as “Against Hospitals and
Disease.” It was chanted most fervently by people who were willing
to do absolutely anything to get rid of Hitler, except fight him. This
muddled thinking persisted until it was almost too late. The Munich
agreement may have been, as Churchill said at the time, “a total and
unmitigated defeat,” but, because the popular mood had impressed
itself on the Conservative government in the form of believing that
if you do not re-arm you will not have to ficht, Munich became an
essential, a very necessary, surrender. Britain did not have the
power to protect the freedom of Czechoslovakia, or its own. London
had two anti-aircraft guns.

Well, it will be no news to you that your profession is not
popular. It rarely has been in the United States. Today it is a pro-
fession especially despised by morally superior people, whose sense
of moral superiority is, in fact, made possible by your existence.
We, the United States, are today the only one of 55 nations, many
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of them free and allied to us, that does not have a system of military
conscription, And yet the volunteer army is not working because
there are not enough volunteers. And the Chief of Naval Operations
recently confided to the Joint Chiefs of Staff that the poor pay of
skilled petty officers is stripping the Navy of enough men to run
its ships.

I am not advocating military conscription. I am saying that it is
not & sign of our superior freedom that we do not have it, only of our
superior optimism. Or maybe it is the very general feeling that
since the Soviet and American possession of the nuclear bomb and
the well-publicized stalemate of a “balance of terror,” a conven-
tional war would be impossible, in spite of the glaring fact that,
precisely because the use of the bomb is unthinkable, there have
been more conventional wars in the past quarter century than in
all the nineteenth century.

I think, too, that our strong resistance to any compulsory serv-
ice proposed by the national government is a sharp reflection of
what I believe to be our striking preference for equality over lib-
erty; if all men are created equal, then I'm just as gooed as you, who-
ever you are, and probably better. At any rate, I should not like
to see the results of a national survey of honest opinion about
whether we cherish liberty more than equality, or comfort more
than either. It was a very comfortable, a self-indulgent and wealthy
author, Somerset Maugham, who saw the French refugees in 1940,
rich and poor, trudging the roads in flight from the oncoming Nazis
on their way, no doubt, to his own luxurious villa in the south of
France. He found himself saying something that most of his readers
would not have expected from his lips: “If a nation values any-
thing more than freedom, it will lose its freedom; and the irony
of it is that if it is comfort or money that it values more, it will lose
that too.”

S0, in our time, when we see comfort, and anarchy, and even
violence, being claimed as expressions of freedom; and when many
peaceable and well-meaning people seem unaware that individual
liberty has its limits, what is the effective form of social diseipline?
Plainly, it is no longer church or even appeals to the sanctity of
the law. The only safeguard, as I see it, is the safeguard of what
most people feel they ought not to do, a voluntary belief in what
1 might call a code of aceepted taboos. I have said this elsewhere,
and 1 repeat it here without apology because | cannot say it any
better:



As for the rage to believe that we have found the sec-
ret of liberty in general permissiveness from the
cradle on, this seems to me to be a disastrous senti-
mentality, which, whatever liberties it sets loose,
loosens also the cement that alone ean bind any society
into a stable ecompound: a code of obeyed taboos. I
can only recall the saying of a wise Frenchman that
“liberty is the luxury of self-discipline.” Historically
those peoples that did not discipline themselves had
discipline thrust on them from the outside. That is
why the normal cycle in the life and death of great
nations has been: first, a powerful tyranny, broken
by revolt, then the enjoyment of liberty, then the
abuse of liberty, and then back to tyranny again. As
I see it, in this America, a land of the most persistent
idealism and the blandest cynicism, the race is on be-
tween its decadence and its vitality.

To come back to the ordeal of the Prussian officers under Hitler,
ultimately what matters is not how you look to the Administration
or to your classmates. It matters how, if you are religious, you lock
to your Maker. If you are not religious, how you lock to your con-
science, which is the seedbed of honor, a word very rarely used by
honorable people, who tend to stay mum on Emerson’s sound prin-
ciple: “The more he talked about honor, the faster we counted our
spoons.”

I do not fool myself that everybody here joined the army in
order to defend liberty. Every profession has its morbid attractions.
Think of the surgeon, who has found a socially sanctioned exercise
in sadism; the social scientist who has found a quick formula to
be a know-it-all ; the psychiatrist, who chooses a profession in which
he is always right at the other person’s expense. You have all, 1
hope, learned how often, how almost automatically, in many coun-
tries of South and Central America the army is the obvious weapon
to call on when you want to stifie freedom as quickly as possible.

But to the extent that you here are ready to sacrifice the easy
life to defend not what is craven, or greedy, or brutal, or muddled
about our society but what is free and humane about it, ladies and
gentlemen, [ salute you.



ABOUT THE SPEAKER . . .

Alistair Cooke is exceptionally well suited to discuss “The
Meaning of Freedom.” For almost four decades he has been ex-
plaining American history and society to audiences in this country
and abroad.

Born in Manchester, England, November 20, 1908, he received
First Class Honors at Jesus College, Cambridge, and was a Com-
monwealth Fellow at Yale and Harvard. He became a United States
citizen in 1941.

A journalist for several British newspapers, he also was
Chief American Correspondent for the Manchester Guardian for
25 years. He has been a special correspondent for the British
Broadcasting Company since 1940, and his weekly radio talk,
“Letter from America,” is heard on every continent but North
America, On television, he perhaps is best known as the host of
the PBS Masterpiece Theater series, host of the award-winning
Omnibus series, and writer and narrator of the thirteen episode
series, America: A Personal History of the United States.

He is the author of A Generation on Trial: US.A. v. Alger Hiss,
Alistair Cooke’s America, One Man's America, Tall About America,
Stz Men, The Military Churchill (written with General Dwight
D. Eisenhower), and The Americans.
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S0L FEINSTONE'S CREDO
DEDICATEDR TO
The fudea-Christian commitment of self-sacrifice for peace on earih, and
the brotherhood of free nations of free men;
The Spirit of '76, a struggle of free men lo remain free;

T he immigrants who came after the revolulion and helped build our country
in freedam;

The underprivileged of all races who, by uplifting themselves, will raise
all mankind to a higher humanity.

My DEriMiTION 0OF FREEDOM

In the beginning there was the void of sameness; the spark of life made
everything different.

The stamp of sameness s the stamp of death.

Freedom o me means a social order based on individual freedom to live
differently and to dream differently. I dream of a Brotherhood of Free
Nations of Free Men.

Sol Feinstone



