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Book The South Is Talking About

“An Epitaph For Dixie”

By HARRY S. ASHMORE

CHAPTER 8

The mystique which activates some ol
the South’s leaders, and paralyzes the rest,
has usually frustrated and often angered
those who have attempted to analyze the
Southern mind. Simple race prejudice is
only part of it. and perhaps a minor pm

~maore. its product than its root. Pride is
involved, and the surprisingly durahle
memories of & lost war aristocratic
(radition, grossly corrupted but never fi-
rau\ abandoned, is a major element in
the compound. And It fs sustained by the
utherner's remarkable capacity for unre-
which still enables him to hold out
L the logic of argument and of

events.

The Negro they understood, If they ever
really did. Is no longer in sight; he was
old Cuffey, singing in the cotton fields,
on the streets of the little tow)
childlike m happy, ineificient but {aithful,
content in his place. Cuiley's son is seen
ACross 4 great void. He is a somewhat
sullen man astride a traclor, planning to
take out for Detroit if he doesn't get more
maney  He is a dark skinned man in a
lawyer's biue suit standing before the bar
of a Southern court demanding hix peo-
ple’s rights. He is a preacher, praising the
Lord and the NAACP as he organizes a
bus boycott. He is a voler impassively
hearing out his old political leader with
his mind already made up to mark his bal-
lot for a Republican. And he is an omi-
nously quiet man with a knife

FAUBUS AND THE CRISIS

No one was more astonished at
Little Rock's becoming the center
of viclent integration and stare's
rights conflict than the informed and
responsible citizens of that city. In
this chapter of "An Epitaph for
Dixie”, Harry S, Ashmore examines
the pars played in this crisis by Gov.
Orval  Faubus  and  analyzes the
character and motivation of Arkan-
sas’ chief executive. — The Editors,

standing squarely in the middle of an emp-
s do not

Cuffey’s nnn and b«auu they don't they

fear in their bowels, and

From the ty sidewalk.
century, Southern -ldxudu ha\a been

shaped by the

—Negroes, nlul.ly noq.uv- force

around which the peculiar institutions were
erected; and Southern whites, removed
from the main stream of national life in

e and in part by
choice. Although Southerners are constant-
ly reminded of their minority status by
march of political events, they rarely
cept it in personal terms, and the malter
is mot much discussed. Even when they
concede that they are oulnumbered, they
pevertheless remain convinced that they
are right. This is an attitude perhaps nec-
essary to the maintenance of self-respect,
but Southerners take it still further. As
W. J. Cash noted in his profound “The
Mind Of the South,” it is an easy progres-
sion 10 the conclusion that Southerners in
fact are the elect of God; if they are mis.
understood and sometimes persecuted, so
were the children of Israel

Taught Tragic History
If this notion is diminishing with the
passing of time, as I believe it is, it re
tains enough vitality to wrap a sort of pro-
tective cocoon around the Southern young
in their formative years. They are still
taught their region's tragic history as
though it had happened 1o a scparate coun-
try. There i& an element of chauvinism
in the education of all American children,
since it is designed to send them forth
from the groves convinced that their nation
is the greatest by both moral and mater-
ial test. But Southern children have an ad-
ditional comparison to make; they must
measure their country against their na-
tion, mnd it is entirely natural that the
place of their intimate associations comes
first. The nation exacts certain obligations,
but it is an impersonal concept; loyalty is
reserved for the South,
cocoon, however, shatters earlier
now than it used to, and lets in a chilling
wind. Few Southerners progress far past
puberty these days without making the
shocking personal discovery that, bevond
its own sealed province, their breed is not
universally admired. 1 recall, on one of
my own early forays cutside the region,
looking for the first time upon the naked
face of contempt, It was at a gathering of
newspaper people in a Greenwich Village
apartment, and asthe applejack blos-
somed I found myself in conversation with
a bespectacled editor who had followed
the great circle route through newsrooms
from California to New York. “I hope you
won't take this personally,” he began, “but
as it happens I hate Southerners.” There
followed a diatribe laced with references
10 & stint he had served in Atlanta, where
he had felt himsell an alien although his
Scotch-Irish biood ran as pure as mine
and had pumped through American veins
as long. It was not only the Southern treat-
ment of Negroes that outraged him. His
complaint was formless and passinnate,
more than anything else a sort of reverse
counterpart of the Southern mystique. The
South's very existence ofiended him, and
1o it he attributed most of his country’s
i

An Edge Of Aggravation

I have heard this, in tunmderlbll va-
riety, many times since, etimes the
conversation is patronizing, pursued vn-
der the guise of honest effort to under-
stand Iww a man of apparently normal in-
telligence could by free choice live in de-
praved Dixie, Sometimes it purports (o be
admiring, based on the assumption that
any literate Southerner who hasn't board-
ed the underground railroad must be a
practicing martyr. In political circles it
carries a sharp edge of aggravation re.
flecting the demnonstirable fact that simply
by its being the South has often had an
adverse effect upon the fortunes of Repub-
licans and Democrals alike. But however
it is cast, no mmm is left that the South
lies under moral indictment as certainly
as it did in the dlu of the abolitionists.

This realization 1s pecullarly lacerating
to the Southern spirit, which is usually ge-
nial and gregarious. Southerners don't
mind being different — indeed many of
them tend to work at it — but like all hu-
man animals they want to be loved. Their
response to the discovery that in many
quarters they arouse no higher emotion
than pity takes many forms. The more
primitive act on the principle that a good
offense is the best defense and denounce
their detractors as mongrels tainted by
foreign influence. more civilized re-
sort to charm_ with which they are nor-
mally endowed by training and tempera-
ment; a polite man of easy manner enjoys
a certain immunity to insult. Humor has
always been a great defensive weapon of
the South’s public men; a skillful racon-
teur can convert the most bitter conversa-
tion into an amiable joke — and raise
doubts that a gentieman so mecllow and
full of human juices could actually be
guilty of high crimes. But most Southern-
ers simply retreat into unreality. It fsn't
s0, they say (and with their hearis if pot
their minds, believe); or, increasingly
m'adnn, even if it is 80, you're another

Truth Intruding
It is defensiveness, then, that ststains
the outward forms of the Southern myth.
ology. But, increasingly, truth intrudes
Southerners are almost plaiolive these
days as they proclaim ene of the neces
sary articles of the faith — that they. and
. they alone, really understand the Negro,

the twin puu\ion hatred.

1t is not in fact a new feeling, although
many Southerners have succeeded over
long periods in muffling it in illusion, When
John C. Calhoun declared that slavery was
not a necessary evil, as many Southerners
had regarded it, but a positive good, cer-
tain necessary premises were established.
The first wa® that the Negro is inherently
inferior and would be content with, or at
least incapable of effectively protesting, a
position that would confine him forever to
the mudsill upon which Calhoun foresaw &
great civilization flourishing. But to make
certain that this was so, the South had
not only to elamp feudal restraints on the
slaves, but to protect them against the un-
settling influence of education, Internal ag-
itation against the peculiar institution —
and there had been a great deal of it in
the South before 1830—had to be silenced;
this was accomplished by a form of social
sanction that prevails to this day. Outside
agitation among the abolitionists of the
North could not be halted; but its practi-
cal effect could be turned back at the Ma.
son-Dixon Line, and was until the fate-
ful day when biue-coated soldiers marched
across the Potomae.

Built-In Agitators

But even with all this, with the South
ordering its affairs on its own terms, there
was always a needling suspicion that the
iron =ocial structure might not be entire-
ly secure at its base. There were, as the
planters began {o discover, built-in agita-
tors among the slaves themselves, hulking
men who could not be finally broken to
the plough and the hoe. They could be,
and were, quickly sold down the river; but
then there would be another black man
locking out of the corners of hus eyes,
thinking. Although slave as for

number. When the lre&sw:u]u
first arose to ‘challenge the conservative
Democrlu they attempted to found their
a coalition of Negroes and poor
wmla And the Bourbons responded by
wooing the colored vote with equal fervor.
The Negro was more a pawn than a par-
ticipant in this struggle for power, and its
excesses led to vote frauds of such mag-
nitude that they were used to bolster the
argument for disenfranchisement. 'l'hcr-
Was, as one contemporary observer not
& wonderful irony in the fact that ﬂn
vlule South took the vote away from the
egro because there apparently was no
\ny ta keep the white politicians from
stealing it. Once deprived of his political
power the Negro had no way to defend
himsel! against the advocates of Jim
Crow — and there was no practical rea-
son why white politicians should stand up
for his rights, In 1896 the Plessy decision
b}' the United Stales Supreme Cmm for-

- - The Minds And Hearts Of Men

_of the great majority of white Amlﬂﬂlm.

objection to such a union cover a consid-
erable range, and all of them might well
be struck down by logic; the

races would be strengthened by an infusion
of blood from the colored peoples who
now so heavily outnumber us around the
globe. But the final deterrent ‘nuld u-
main: an emotion that seems to ha:

force of instinet even though it is dnrl!
an acquired characteristic,

1 have no doubt that this white attitude

in this uulln(-e must be measured An
erations. The key to today's dilemma dnu
not lie in attempling to change the white
attitude by moral persunsion, but in re-
ordering our institutions to accommodate
it as we set about meeting the legitimate
demands of the minority group. This was
what Howard Odum, the great student of
the Southern region, had in mind when he
write in anticipation of the Supreme
Court's segregation rulings: "It was of the
first importance that Southerners face the
plain assumption that they did not appraise
the Negro as the same sort of human be-
ing they themselves are.”” It is of no less
importance than non-Southerners should
candidly examine their own appraisal of
the minorily race,

Not Inherently Evil
Such an examination does not, it seems
to me, lead to the conclusion that social
segregation was inherently evil, Seen in

mally legal
law of the land.

There followed the only relatively quiet
time the South has known. It was, it is
true, the quiet of stagnation, Poverty lay
across the region and whiles and blacks
alike were occupied with elementary prob-
lems of survival. *T!
Cash’s telling phras:
the Yankee made." This was the time
when the South stamped out the brief
flare of populist rebellion and forged its
monolithic political unity, polished up its
legends of vanished glory, and hammered
into place the rigid bounds of social cus-
tom—including Jim Crow in all its legal
and extralegal forms. Great forces of
change were gathering, but they were still
beneath the placid surface. Order had been
achieved at last; everything was In ils
place, and every man, and there was an
illusion of permanence about it all.

B B R

the most part individual, the posslhllny of
organized rebellion was always there. And
when Denmark Vesey led his ill-starred
revolt in Charleston in 1822, a cold wind
blew across the lonely fiefs where a hand
ful of whites lived among an army of
blacks. No one would ever be sure again
what was going on behind those dark and
placid faces.

There are those who believe that this
circumstance alone would have eliminated
slavery in time, or drastically altered its
form. No human being has ever willingly
accepted bondage as a permanent condi-
tion, Those who resorted to naked force to
preserve the system created active resent-
ment, and steadily pushed the slave toward
the point where he had nothing to lose by
fighting back, Those who tried the humane
approach obtained temporary lovalty in re-
l.xrn but they were embarked on a course
would inevitably raise the Negro's
ndards and fan his desire for frecdom.
Frederick Law Olmsted, touring the Cot-
ton Kingdom a few years before the Civil
War, found “no part of the South where
the slave population is felt to be quite safe
from a contagion of insurrectionary excite-
ment.” The question, however, is moot.
There was no time for evolution. The
slave system was summarily terminated at

Appomattox—and no one, North or South,
had given much serious theught to what
would replace it

Feeds An Ancient Fear

It turned out to be chaos. Sentimental
men far removed from the scene had not
only declared the Negro free but had en-
dowed him with the full rights of citizen-
ship—and had sent down an army fo see
that he exercised them. The horrors of Re-
construction, like everything else Southern,
have been exaggerated; but they were
nevertheless real. The mere sight of black
men. drunk  with new-found power and
carpethag whisky, careening through the
streets and clumsily pawing the machin-
ery of government, fed the white South's
ancient fear. The resort, inevilably, was
to force; the old Confederates pulled on
red shirts and pillow cases and took to
horse to put the Negro in his place—not
his old place in the slave pen, but a new
place beyond the pale of white society.
And, typically, they sealed the new order
with a political deal: in 1876 the Confed-
erates traded off the votes required to
steal the presidency from Mr., Tilden, and
in return the Republicans went along with
withdrawal of the federal occupation
forces.

But there was a condition attached to
the deal, and for some 20 years it was
more or less faithfully observed. The Con-
federales agreed to see to it that the Ne-
gro retained his essential civil rights —
the vote, the right to sit on juries, and the
right to hold public office. Moreover, while
the social lines were drawn as firmly as
ever, the Southern leaders made no im-
mediate move (o end the Negro's free pas-
sage in places of public accommodation.
Former abolitionists who feared the
worst were pleasantiy surprised when they
came South to see for themselves what
had happened after the occupation forces
were withdrawn. In Columbia, Charleston,
and other Southern cities they found Ne-
groes and whites cheerfully riding side by
side on public conveyances, and there
faurants, saloons and ice cream
parlors that drew no color line,

The Negro A Pawn
50 for more Lthan two decades Negroes

continued to vote, under Southern auspi-
ces, and to hold minor effice in substantial

were res

P

But even in the quiet time the ancient
fears persisted without overt cause, Ne-
groes were not actively for a

it can, 1 think, be defended
as a necessary bridge in the Negro's Prog-
ress from slavery to citizenship, a jour-
ney that could not conceivably have been
made overnight. Nor Is the theory that
underlies it necessarily entitled to auto-
matic moral condemnation. Pride of race,
and the desire to maintain its integrity,
are not ignoble. What was ignoble was the
white South's refusal to recognize that in
practice its effort to translate custom inlo
law did not grant to the black South any
perceptible degree of the human dignity it
‘was attempting to maintain for itsell.

For the Negro, segregation came to
mean deprival. He did not get his fair
share of the public bounty; he was not
accorded equal treatment before the law;
he was not allowed to participate in the
conduct of public affairs that concerned
him no less than his white neighbors; he
was blocked out of virtually all activities
that
These conditions, alien as they may be to
basic American concepts of democracy,
might have bm tolerable as temporary

higher place in the social order. Despite
the notable exceptions, they had on the
whole behaved responsibly during the war
and its aftermath, and nnw mey ncv:qxed

‘were 1o the
great mass ;o Numu in their first bewil-
dered years outside the slave quarters,
Tha trouble was that the system became

ible that it could not adjust to

the new citi-
zenship with remnrkable grace; Booker T.
‘Washington held up his spread fingers and
proclaimed that white afd blacks could
move forward separately in all things so-
cial. There were no agitators abroad in
the land; the North was too busy with its
booming commercial affairs to bother with
nonsense like social reform in a conquered
province rapidly being left behlnd in the
great rush of westward migration. The pe-
culiar institutions had never been so free
of pressure, and would never be again —
yet somehow the South found it necessary,
as C. Vann Woodward has documented in

“The Strange Career of Jim Crow.” to
push the forms of segregation beyond any-
thing that had been known or contemplated
in the darkest hours of Reconstruction. It

races at every possible point of public con-
tact; it had to be done in such a way that
the Ne‘ru would be constantly reminded
of his inferiority.

Feeds An Ancient Fear
Why? 1 doubt that there Is a single an-
swer, but there is a clue in the bombas-
tic Southern literature of the period. It re-
flects » growing obsession with the sancti-
ty d white Southern and, by

channmx conditions; it made no provision
for judging Negroes on the basis of indi-
vidual merit; but lumped the best with the
worst. And it insured its ultimate destruc-
tion by allowing the Negro sufficient free-
dom of action to encourage a steady ele-

separation, it would have soon encountered
the dilemma that canlronud the humane

culdn-
and the emotions mﬁq«\m
nhpndulyh‘uillunh mys-
ue s n,
Iis basic assul is that the whil

amalgamation will automatically ensue as
@ result of casual proximity in the class-

region will ever know again; yet the social
pattern as it involved home and family
was never nllered by it, or even remotely

slave owners. Had the ished and
inadequate public school system put togeth-
er in the South only a half century ago ex-
tended equal opportunity to Negroes, it
would have taught them the same lessons
it taught the whites — and those lessons
are based solidly on the equalitarian tra-
dition. Even as it was, sitting in the little
slab-sided shacks at the feet of semiliter-
ate teachers, Negro children hear of Wash-
inglon and Jefferson and Lincoln and
learned that there is a hallowed document
that says all men are created free and
equal. Here, then, was 'the real source of
the agitators the South was prone to
blame for all its racial troubles; Walter
White would obtain material assistance for
the NAACP's crusade in New York, Bos-
ton, and Washington, but he had learned
the lessons of protest in public schools
supported by the white citizens of Geor-
gia, and at Atlanta University, to which
some of them still point with pride as an
example of how well they have treated the
minority race.

In the last two decades lhl're has been
al least tacit Southern that an

does not nec-
essarily rnllow contact; it is a matter of
personal choice that is, should be, and will
continue to be, beyond any system of law.

The South can see, too, if it cares to
look. that this has been the pattern in non-
Southern school districts which have had
years of experience with integration on a
scale that is not, in any event, likely to
follow in the South for some years aiter
the bars are finally lowered. The District
of Columbia, which a loaded Congression-
al Committee has attempted to use as a
horrible example of the perils of integra-
tion, provides a case in paint, In his some-
times bitter “Go South to Sorrow." Carl
Rowan, the sble Negro journalist, des.
cribed the scene at a Washington high
school He had just been told by a while
student of & football game that ended
with white players bearing a triumphant
colored halfback off the field on their
shoulders, But Rowan's practiced and in
many ways disapproving eye saw a great
deal more:

Still there was evidence that this
ndin;

increasing number of Negroes were earn-
ing a higher place in the social order than
the old system afforded. Although the
Southern leadership went through the mo-
tions of protest in the line of segregation
cases that preceded the public school de-
cision, it accepled the adverse decisions
with marked tolerance and even good will
So did the general public. There was no
great outcry when Negroes began to vole,
to enter without prejudice the graduale
schools of Southern universities, and to sit
where they chose on interstate transpor-
tation. Indeed, before lh' recent tide of
bitterness swept over the region, South-
erners had begun to publicly acknowledge
some o( lh. patent absurdities of a system
that in name of sanitation required
separate drinklnl fountains for Negroes
but permitted white infants to feed at the
dark-skinned breast of a colored wet nurse.
They could chuckle at the suggestion of
Harry Golden's “‘Carolina Israclite” that
the way to complete the transition was to
adopt “vertical integration”; since nobody
in the South objected to standing by a Ne-
gro, and everybody objected to sitting by

& vigneite did not tell

.
the full story of desegregation at Me-

Kinley or the other public schools of
Washinglon. There were scenes of ra-
cial commingling ~ ping-pong, bﬂl\:
-— it

ball and a few Informal chats
weenes of racial cla ness
numerous, Negroes walked
with Negroes, white and Negroes ate in
their own little racial groups for the most
part.

How could anyone ratlonally expect it
10 be otherwise® The Southern mystique
itself — whether one regards it with pride,
wonder, or loathing — demonstrates that
the barriers of the mind have never need-
ed to be sustained by the barriers of law.
Indeed, the final irony is that in the
South’s own terms there could be no great-
er insult than the contention that physical
separation of the races i necessary 1o
prevent the blue-eyed daughters of Dixie
from winding up in the arms of colored
lovers.

...
NEXT SUNDAY — The Other Side of
the Coin.

READY REFUGE FOR WASHINGTON'S FUGITIVES

Burning Tree: Par Over Politics

At Burning Tree Club, where | Golf’s the thing at Burning|publican leader,
President Eisenhower and other |Tree. Par submerges politics (j\artnce s
notables bang away at par in- |And despite the big names 1o be|Force,

and
Irvine of the

Lt Gen [Elbin, the present pro. hald the
Air [course record of 84. Rep. Jack
Westland (R-Wash!. once the na-

stead of politics, nothing Is
sacred except tradition. Stran-
gers are shooed away. Womén
are never allowed. Here's an
intimate peek behind the pines
and poplars that protect the
big-wigs’ privacy at their ex-
clusive golf club outside Wash-
ington.

By WHITNEY SHOEMAKER

a fear of

Miscegenalion, it is true, was already un-
der way on a grand scale in the region and
proceeding at such a pace that a really
black skin would soon be a rarity. More-
over, it was obvious that this wholesale
cross-breeding was the direct product of
the degradation that accompanied the ex-
tremes of segregation; whatever their de-
sires might be in the matter, black wom-
en were available for the white man’s tak-
ing. Tt was, however, a one-way traffic;
the highest crime of all—beyond murder
or treason—was the taking of a white wom-
an by a Negro, and it made little differ-
ence whether it be by force or consent.

And here, T think, we come to the form-
less fear that lies at the heart of the
Southern mystique — not much
these days except in the rude halls where
the demagogues harangue the Citizens
Councils, but active and fuunnx still,
Irene C. Edmonds, the Negro has
called it the Black Shadow — "lhe fear of
Negro blood as a source of defilement.”

The South Has No Patent

The South, of course, has no patent on
it. It exists in varying degree among white
peoples everywhere and is particularly
prevalent among those of the Anglo-Sax-
on and Nordic strains. Perhaps the short-
est and most pointed conversation I ever
had on the subject occurred in London a
few years ago. It was at a cocktail party,
American style. with too many people
Jjammed beneath a lowering pall of tobac-
co smoke, I was in the middle of the
crush, struggling to raise my glass, when
a tall, thin Englishman appeared before
me, shuffling crabwise through the crowd,
He peered down and inquired, " You're the
gentieman from Arkansas®” [ agreed that
1 was, “It’s in the South. isn't it”" Again
1 concurred, “Well. sir.” he said. *'T should
just like to say to vou that | shouldn't
like to have my daughter marry a nigger
withee."* And shuffled off.

The Englishman's answerto the un
asked question would, 1 suspect, be that

W. TON, i — When
President Eisenhower wanis Lo
get away from it all for an af-
ternoon, he slips into a White|
House limousine and heads for
the Maryland countryside.

Eleven miles later he turns off
a narrow blacktop road, pulls up
at a gabled manor, climbs out
and becomes one of the boys at
Burning Tree.

A WORLD APART

Only 25 minutes by car from
the White House, Burning Tree
Club is a world apart for the
President and other notable fu-
gitives from the worries of Wash-
ington.

Devoted solely to golf and
closely related diversions, such
as gin rummy and
Burning Tree is a capital insti-
lutmn It has been descnbed as

of

found there, members insist no
deals are made nor causes ad-
vanced on the premises. One in-
fidel is said to have been sacked
years ago for asking a senator
how he intended to vote on a bill
pending in Congress,

PUBLICITY SHY

For all the notoriety, Burning
Tree is publicity shy. The club
was founded for privacy. Stran-
gers are shooed away. It's a
place where bigwigs who must
behave like proper gentlemen in
public life may shed all traces of
dignity. And they do.

Behind sheltering poplars and
pine that hide the course from
passersby, a normally well.
ressed business executive may
tee off in outlandish costume —
bare paunch hanging out mer
shorts, socks, shoes and nothing
else.

The idea for Burning Tree was
plunled on the 10th tee of an-
other Wi course in 1922,
Four prominent Capital citizens
had plodded the first nine behind
fairway dawdlers and were held
up 45 minutes at the 10th. There-
upon they resolved o establish a

bon, [new club with limited member-

ship (no women, especially) and
a_ modcrn course. Thirty like-
contrib-

oﬂmuldvm and one of the 20th
century’'s few remaining sanctu-
aries for the male.

At Burning Tree it is not mere.
1y suggested that the ladies keep
out. They are banned.

SACRED TRADITION

In the brick and gray field-
stone clubhouse, where nothing|
is sacred but tradition, Eisen-
hower may sit down to lunch ot
the same table with Gen. Nathan
F. Twining, chairman of the
Joint Chiefs of su{r. lnd Sen.
Stuart

uted $10,000 apiece to the ven-
ture. In 1924, Burning Tree was
a reality.

NO TENNIS, NO POOL

There is no tennis court, no
swimming pool. There is no res-
taurant, but a plainly furnished
dining room with two long tables
provides Junch and gargantuan
Sunday breakfasts.

Until an addition was built this
fall; there was no bar. Drinks|
are not sold over the new one.
Members bring their own potions,

E keeps his golf clubs

Democrat who hat sb-rp!y al
tacked some of the administra-
tion's military polici

In the locker room, Eisenhower
may be greeted by Vice Presi-
dent Nixon. Or Justice Tomn Clark
of the Supreme Court. Or Attor-
ney General William P. Rogers.
Or perhaps a Demucratic critic|

nd a change of clothes in a
mall room off the main locker!
room. His locker, No. 85, has a
tiny American flag taped inside
the grill.

Among his 18 companions In
these quarters are Twining; Sher-
man Adams, assistant lo the

from Capitol HilL

president; Rep. Charles Halleck:
of Indiana, assistant House Re-

‘IKE’ TO FRIENDS

Eisenhower first joined the
club while Army chief of staff
shortly after World War 1I. He is
“Ike” to close friends. Mainly,
however, it's “Mr. President.”

Toward the front of the club-
house is the dining room where
members lunch before an after-
noon round or feast at Sunday
breakfast. Forty or more stal-
warts gorge themselves regular-
ly at these Sabbath conclaves,
which precede another Burning
Tree l’lll ~— the Sunday four-
so

me:

Almough compelition is evened
off by the club’s own intricate
handicapping system, none but
the brave (or daffy) should par-
ticipate in these Sunday skir-
mishes. They play in any kind of
weather, torrential rain or driv-
ing snow.

ANNUAL TOURNAMENT
Charts posted outside the plush
pro shop keep all informed of
progress in the annual club tour-
nament. an affair that rambies
lazily through spring, summer

and fall.

course is demanding, but|af
members argue it poses no un-
fair shots. 1t dips and rolis for
6,129 yards off the front tees (6.-
704 off the back) for par 36-36-72.
Tightly lined fairways,
hemmed by oak and pine, have
caused many an errant golfer
to grumble that they didn't burn

enough trees at Burning Tree.
The fourth hole has provoked
some of the saltiest language
|heard on either side of the Po-
tomac. Top your drive and you
land in a gully. No. 18 also is
a nuisance. Years ago a marshy
cut 75 yards off the tee was
dubbed Mcintyre's Lake because
Martin H. Mcintyre, FD.R.'s
{secretary, could never clear it
Several years ago the cut was
jconverted into a reservoir and
stocked with bass in a program
spearheaded by retired Col. Tom
Belshe. a huddy of _Eisenhower
from Army days.' Now a real
lake, it's c-lhd hh\wl Bayou.

&4 COURSE RECORD

L Lew Worsham, a former Burn
ing Tree pro who wan the Nation-
al Open 10 years ago, and Max

tional amateur champion, prob-
ably keeps the closest company
with par among members. Sen.
Prescott Bush, former president
of the US. Golf Association, also
shoats in the 70s,

When playing regularly, Ei-
senhower hits in the upper 80s.
At that rale he has picked up
a bit of change from the $1 Nas-
sau he sometimes bets.

The President varies his oppo-
sition. The White House never
identifies his golfing companions,
but he has been known to match
strokes with Bush, Arends, West-
land, Halleck, Rep. George Ma-
hon (D-Tex), Belshe, former
Secretary of the Navy John L.
Sullivan, and Robert W. Flem-
ing, board chairman of the Riggs
National Bank in Washington.

$1,500 INITIATION
For the privilege of hobnobbing
with their peers, Burning Tree
clansmen pay an initiation fee of
$1.500, rather steep for Washing-
ton area clubs, and $360 yearly
dues. Plus tax.

The ceiling on resident mem-
bership is 230. There is a waiting
list of more than 100. Hundreds

of others would sacrifice their pet
putter to join, but figure it wotld
be futile to apply.

Club President Whitaker, an af-
fable 71.year-old Tennessean, ex-
plained Burning Tree's status as
a man’s world.

"It is," he said, “man's re-
treat from the domination of
what he, in his v-nlty. is pleased
to call the weaker sex.

TWO VIOLATIONS
On two occasions in recent
years women have managed to
violate the sanctuary, When Ei-
|senhower took visiting Premier

Kishi of Japan out for a
last summer, newsmen and pho-
tographers were admitted for the
first time. Heads wagged that
day, for two girl reporters fast-
talked their way in with the rest.
The other intrusion was more
spectacular, A light plane, sud-
dmly in trouble, made a forced
landing on Burning Tree uﬂ one
wintet day in 1955. The pnlol and

his  passenger escaped
-|scratches, but thn plane nlmelt
knocked an end” off the club-
house when it started up agajn.




