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Sweet Gherkins, an erratic newsletter of Sweet and Sour opinion.
Some fact and a little unconscience humor.
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Reader participation invited, 
easier filling this space with 
than to grow my own.

Let’s face it, I’m lazy. It is
otaer’s honey and gall drippings,
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SONG OF- tHE HARP-PLAYER (2100 B.C.)« .
...Men beget and women conceive,
Every nostril breathes the air.
...Put song and music before thee ’
Behind thee all evil things,
And remember th ou (only) joy.
...Follow thy desire wholly,
...Give bread to him who hath no field.
So shalt thou gain a good name
For the future forever.

The Dawn of Conscience -James Henry Breasted



Y UGOSLAV YOUTH RAILROAD 191+7
The loud-speaker on the outside of the building made the whole val­

ley .alive with inweic the radio station was playing,, Each barracks , 
h ad a library and each brigade had its own recreation and cultural 
director. Most of the recreation and cultural directors were young 
women studying to be teachers. Among other things they edited the
wall newspapers that all the brig ades put out every week. Tonight 
the Novi Sad brigade was going by truck to a village some distant 
away to put on a play for the country people. Each brigade had its 
own chef who cooked in the manner of the erea the brigade cane from. 
This brigade had only six illiterates at the start. Already five of 
them had learned to read and write.

The schedule for the ordinary brigade started at 9 A.M. That’s whe 
they all got up. For fifteen minutes they did setting-up exercises. 
Then breakfast, a flag-raising ceremony, and by six-thirty they were 
on the job. There was a rest period in the middle of the morning. 
They were through work for the day at one-fifteen. They spent the 
afternoon and evening in educational, cultural, or sport activities. 
They went to bed at 10 P.M. There was no work on Sunday.

Each brigade picked its own leader by popular vote. Wherever I 
went I kept on the.lookout for signs of military influence. There 
were none. Not even as much as in the C.C.C. camps in America. Or 
in the Boy Scouts. The Yougoslav Army had nothing to do with the 
Youth Railroad. No military drill. No saluting. No uniforms. No 
standing guard. N o bugles. No martial music. The youngsters 
lived in barracks as soldiers do. But few armies provide barracks as 
pleasant as these. Zora said that for many peasant youngsters this 
was really luxury living. Both as to food and housing too.

■• In one of the camps we went to I asked the leader about discipline. 
He didn’t seem to understand. I asked him what powers he had. Was 
he a gauleiter? Was his word supreme? Did be have the right of punis- 
ishment? But I was talking a language he didn't seem to understan d 
even when what I said was translated Lto him in Serbo-Croat. There 
was no discipline. Discipline in the New Yugoslavia comes from with­
in. They held meetings every night. If someon did something wrong 
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t'lU3 meeting might discuss it. They might even vote what to do about it. 
B ut that didn’t happen very often. They lived together in harmony. 
They had consideration for each other. They helped one another. If 
somesomeone did something wrong someone else would poitat it out to him. 
Then he’d never do it again. There was no need for discipline. That was 
something we foreigners couldn’t seem to understand, wasn't it? He hoped 
that beffre I left I would see what he meant. That I would see how they 
lived together without any need for discipline from above. There was no 
’above.' This was a democracy. There were no officers. There were no 
individual medals. Everyone worked for the common good.

2l| YEARS A TUNNEL EXPERT

I spent most of thatnight inside the longest and most difficult tunnel
on the whole road. It was. being bored through a mountain of solid rock. 
The boss was Yovo Orlie. He’d been a tunnel expert for twenty-four years. 
He said he’d built ’some of the worst tunnels in Europe.’ Fifty or six­
ty of them. This was going to be a mean one. He preferred to talk about 
tunnels rather than about his own life the past few years. He didn’t 
wear a spomenica medal but it turned out that he had one at home. He’d 
gone into the Partisans in 19^1 and moved up to the rank of captain.

After a lifetime of building tunnels he 
he became an expert at blowing them 
up so the enemy co ldn’t use them. 
He said he worked and fought all over 
Yugoslavia on foot. From one corner 
of the country to the other. He’d 
had three sons. All of them were in 
the Partisans with him. Two ere
killed in the battle. The third came 

out alive. But on a reconstruction job just last week he lost his right 
hand. But never mind about all that. He'd rather talk about this youth 
project. Of co rse it was a real job, boring a tunnel with girls and 
boys doing most of the work. Some of them came from places like the 
Vojvodina. They'd never even seen a mountain in their lives. But, old 
Yovo Orlie said, just wait until you see them at work! They all call me 
The Old Man. I guess maybe I am old compared with them. They say I look 
sixty. That's because of some things that happened the last few years. 
Really I’m only forty-four. So they call me The Old Man and what does 
it matter. But they work like mad for me. What they don't in the way 
of experience they make up for with strength and enthusiasm. There’s no
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