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Notes and Comment

OW and again, in the most un-

likely places, there appears a fitle
- paradigm of the sort of misun-
derstanding between men of presuma-
bly good faith and sund intelligence
which, in persanal or international af-
fairs, brings on catastrophe. Such a
paradigm was presented recently in the
pagesof the Timer Bank Rovicie. Hao-
nah Arendt had written for this imaga-
zine, and for publication in hook form,
an secount of the trial of Adolf Eick-
mann in Jerusalem. No one was more
qualificd than Miss Arendets undertake
such nworky her experience as German
Jew, historian, philusopher, and hu-
manist enabled her tuapproach her sub-
jeet with fecling, with reason, and with
knenwledge, She outlined precisely and
brilliantly the steucture of the Nazi
hicrarchy, She analyzed the character of
Fichmann, a member of that hicrarchy,
and found him, despite the scope of the
horrar that it was within his power to
inflict, a man without depth of charac-
ter, of passion, or of intelligence; six
millinn victims could nat have heen exe-

cuted withaut the dogged efficiency of
such simpletons as he. She recorded the
behavior of individuals and of nations,
and found within her story o mural for
Germans, fur citizens of ather \Western
countrics, and for Jews—in descending
order of responsibility: T is evil o assent
actively or passively to evil, as its in-
strument, as its abserver, of as its victim,
She eriticized the Tseacli handling of the
case for its lapses inte histrionics at 2
moment that called for catm analysis
and fur the rendering of justice to an
individual who refiected the almust totad
collapse of canscicnce in a formerly
civilized nation. One of the assumptions
underlying her work was that, while
compassion isone enemy of evil, astrong-
or and more reliable force for gomd i
reasn, for the dictates of resson in mor-
al qrestions are mint likely ter coincide
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with the demands of conscience. She
was concerned with all the sins of omis-
sion and commisson that contributed
to the disaster, and, eonclnding that evil
is never grand hut (an infinitely more
terrible thought) unremittingly trivial,
she subtitled her work “A Report on
the Banality of Evil.”

But, with the perversity that often
interrupts even the most ducid and bril-
Jiant discussions of cthics and iistoriog-
raphy, Michacl A. Musmanne, a Justice
ol the Supreme Court of Pennsyl-
vania, chose, in the pages of the Timey,
to. misunderstand.  [n reviewing her
book, he accused Miss Arendt of an ex-
cess of sympathy for Eichmann (her
condemnation of the Nazi leaders was

far more withering than any that had
heen made before) and of a lack of
sympathy fur the Jews (her srrw
aver their suffering was far more clo-
quent than the Justice’s ownir, He
ignured all Mise Arendt’s ivnics {re-
ferring to her “Alas, nehody believed
him," unmistakably ironic in contest, as
a “lament” for Eichmann ). He accused
her of indiffcrence to “the screams of
horear-stricken women and terrorized
children as they saw  the  tornado
of death sweeping toward them,” al-
though an’ important purpeese of her
inquiry was te determine the citises of

these screams, wo that they might never
he heard again. To Miss Arendt’s

quict, moral, eational document he op-

posed such rhetorical exclamations as
“Himmler',” “Hitler!,” as though
these were enlightening statements in
the philosaphy of history. When, in a
letter solicited by the Times, Miss
Arendt atempeed w clarify her already
clear position, Justice Musmanne, in a
reply, simply distorted it again, in such
a way as to make fruitful discussiomrof
“Eichmann in Jerusalem™ alinost im-
pessible, The Times published this un-
symuactrical exchange without com-
ment, and, evidently oo more sensitive
to irany than Justice Musmanno him-
self, added to the confusion by peesent-
ing a letter written in Miss Arendt’s de-
fense as thaugh its aothor, Teving |,
Weiss, had taken the side of Justice
Musmanne, The ecfusal to listen, the
frightening breakdown of Communicas
tian, i nothing new; we have grown

accustomed ot in life and in the head-
Taes. But the very essence of literas
ture i communication, and to Bnd such
a hreakdown in the literary seetion of
a major newspaper i profoundly dis-
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HE Rehearsal Club, which accu-
pics two fivesstory brownstones on
West Fifty-third Street, is the,
away from home of wane for

rangitpdn age from cighteen tp thiety,
all of whehare bent on becondhing stae
actresses, singdhygs, dancers, vrAvpat you

ming arts.
day, the RebearsaNC
celebrate its fiftieth wersaey, and
we were ameng thed invited o be
present. Nosooner didfeeXog the fromt-
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