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EpiTor’s COMMENT

eason’s greetings to readers near and far. As we enter our 19th
year of publication, we are particularly mindful of how your
loyalty—as measured by a truly remarkable renewal rate—has
sustained us through years that have not been easy on magazines, new
or old. For that we are grateful, and we hope in the year leading up to
our 20th anniversary to hear more of your thoughts about what we are
doing and where you would like to see us go. We hope, too, that you
will make us known to friends, libraries, and other institutions to
which you have ties. Word of mouth is still our best form of promotion.
An approaching anniversary also turns our thoughts to former
staffers who have gone forth to accomplish great things in the world
of journalism, writing, and editing. In particular, kudos to Linda
Robinson, whose fine coverage of Latin America has kept readers of
ULS. News & World Report abreast of developments in Cuba, Haiti, and
cooler parts of her region. Praise to Brenda Szittya, who single-
handedly has made the Brookings Review one of the more interesting
journals of public policy now being produced. Cullen Murphy,
managing editor of the Atlantic Monthly, has brought out a superb
collection of essays, Just Curious, that will give readers not already
familiar with his work some idea of why he is so sorely missed back
here. The New York Times Book Review named Robert Wright's pro-
vocative second book, The Moral Animal, one of the 10 best of 1994—
no surprise to former colleagues who have followed his career at the
Sciences and, more recently, the New Republic (where he is a senior
editor) withsteadyadmiration. Finally, founding editor Peter Braestrup,
now senior editor of the Library of Congress, deserves great credit (and
our somewhat nervous applause) for helping to develop the recently
launched magazine, Civilization. The fourth edition of Big Story, his
account of the media coverage of the 1968 Tet offensive, is now out
from Presidio Press, complete with a new introduction and conclu-
sion. To him and to all—best wishes.
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AT ISSUE

The Trouble with Elites

f elite bashing has become a national

pastime—possibly the national pastime,

in the absence of baseball—no one today

appears to be playing the game better
than Republican politicians. For their recent
triumph at the polls at least some credit
should go to skills they’ve been honing ever
since the Reagan Revolution got under way in
the early 1980s.

But Democrats have little room to com-
plain. When the chips are down—and that’s
fairly often—these past masters of the game
still take swipes at the wealthy, particularly
the finance-and-broker types who did so well
during the “Decade of Greed,” even though
it's not altogether clear that BMW-driving
hard chargers truly qualify as the elite. It’s
awfully hard to get these things
straight these days.

Indeed, defining who the elites
are is very much what the modern
game is all about. If few people
now seem inclined to debate
whether elites are in fact a bad thing, they will
argue to their last breath about who the elites
are. The reason is obvious: win this one and
you win the game.

For Democrats of FDR’s time and earlier, it
was a whole different ball game. No one
doubted who the elites were. They were
wealthy plutocrats, East Coast establishment
types, fat cats, robber barons, captains of in-
dustry. The challenge was to convince the
people, the hoi polloi, that the elites needed
reining in, their practices regulated, and at
least some portion of their unseemly wealth
redistributed for the greater good of the
commonweal. The outcome of the game in
those days was more easily determined. If
times were bad, the people tended to go along
with the elite bashers. If not, well, it was a lot
harder to make the case, and the GOP fared
better. Or at least this was the way it appeared
to work.

The reality was always a little more com-
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plicated, of course, a little more fraught with
ambiguities and ironies, such as the fact that
some of the all-time great elite bashers, includ-
ing FDR himself, looked very much like the
elites they were bashing. But such qualifica-
tions aside, the game did seem simpler. If it
wasn't out-and-out class warfare of the kind
desired by Marxists, it did seem to play out a
little more clearly according to crude eco-
nomic interests.

Gone such clarity. Things have long since
turned murky and cultural. Starting in the
mid-1970s at latest, a new image of the elite
began to acquire currency. This image partly
derived from the perceptive social analysis of
such thinkers as Daniel Bell and Peter
Drucker. They and others noticed that in the

new society aborning, the “knowl-

edge society” as Drucker called it,

a new class of symbol-manipulat-

ing professionals (lawyers, ad and

PR people, university profs, high-

level government bureaucrats,
entertainment producers, and journalists)
was assuming greater power and influence.
But that’s not all. The widening sway of this
New Class, as the ascendant group was col-
lectively dubbed, was perceived by some
observers—mainly conservatives, but some
liberals as well—to be of a not-wholly-be-
neficent character.

It comes as no surprise that many of the
New Class folk were baby boomers, and, as
such, were products of a very similar forma-
tion: that is, overindulged, overly secure, TV-
besotted middle-to-upper-middle-class child-
hoods passed during two remarkably pros-
perous decades; leftish, dogmatically secular
college educations; participation in, or at least
flirtation with, the counterculture. Out of this
shared background came a generation of wild-
eyed experimenters, spoiled me-firsters, and
glib cynics disdainful of tradition, hard work,
and the simple virtues—or so a certain unfa-
vorable group portrait suggested. Not surpris-



ingly, this portrait ignored the more positive
results of the New Class’s formation, includ-
ing a healthy idealism that expressed itself in
selfless volunteer efforts (from the Peace
Corps to VISTA to countless other service or-
ganizations) and a commitment to healing
America’s enduring scars of race.

ut if the unfavorable portrait was a
caricature, there was more than
enough truth to it to give force and
credibility to the critique of the New

Class that would be advanced so cogently by
a congeries of apostate Marxists and mugged
liberals (many of New York intellectual fame)
called the neoconservatives. The tough-
minded analysis of America’s cultural and
social drift that came from the pens of such
thinkers as Bell, Irving Kristol, Nathan Glazer,
and Daniel Patrick Moynihan would do an
invaluable demolition job on the stale—in-
deed dangerous—Ileft-liberal shibboleths and
agendas embraced by so many of the New
Class as their orthodoxy.

This critique accurately identified the
self-deceptions and smugness of that ortho-
doxy. It diagnosed the destructive or ineffec-
tual character of many of its social-engineer-
ing schemes. It exposed the deterioration of
our schools and the nihilism and degrada-
tion cheerfully purveyed by the popular
culture. It pointed out the biases of the news
media. All of this and much else was for the
good—and not only for the conservative
movement in America, which had long
needed intellectual stiffening and something
more positive than a merely reactionary
temperament. And in truth, the neocon-
servative critique benefited the Democrats
at least as much as the Republicans—though
the former seem more prone to forget their
lessons.

In certain respects, though, triumphs al-
ways spoil victors. Once-astute criticism can
become formulaic—or worse, disingenuous
and ugly. Perhaps worst of all, truth may
fall victim to partisan expediency. This has
not come fully to pass, but troubling signs
abound, nowhere more pointedly than in
the rhetoric that now circles the word

“elite,” rhetoric that emanates from the Left
as well as the Right.

To some extent, it’s to be expected that poli-
ticians reaching for the populist mantle will
call their opponents elitists. It even makes for
a kind of giddy comedy in an age when we
need all the laughs we can get. After all, what
could have been sillier than the spectacle of
the former president, highborn and Ivy
League educated, calling his opponent an elit-
ist? Or that of the current president and his
wife thumping on the profiteers of the 1980s
when they were involved in some pretty high-
rolling money games themselves?

The danger, though, is that all this pound-
ing on elites may begin to have consequences
quite beyond those intended. Clearly, “elite”
is being used as a code word, a shorthand term
that stands for everything that one side of the
political spectrum claims is wrong about the
other. Whether it’s conservatives railing
against the influence of New Class types or
liberals attacking profiteering Wall Street
yuppies and corporate honchos, the term
“elite” is made to serve as an all-purpose
punching bag, indeed as a scapegoat.

Where might this lead? Again, portents
bode ill. In his last book, The Betrayal of the
Elites (reviewed in this issue), the late histo-
rian Christopher Lasch mounted a criticism of
elites that so dexterously combines both the
left-wing and right-wing populist uses of the
word that it forms an almost perfectly
Manichean picture of America. On one side,
the side of Light, are the increasingly imper-
iled middle and lower-middle classes, consist-
ing of hard-working, patriotic, God-fearing,
and community-oriented folk who see every-
thing they live for being destroyed. No mys-
tery by whom. The villains of the piece, the
forces of Darkness, are America’s elite—in
business, government, education, the media.
These elites, internationalist in orientation,
have no loyalty to communities or even to
their own nation. In their urge to get ahead,
secure in their protected buildings or walled
communities, their children in private schools,
they are mortgaging the welfare of the rest of
the country.

Sad to say, there is more than a little truth
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to this picture. America’s elites, in all sectors
of society and of all political persuasions, have
become irresponsible, selfish, and hypocriti-
cal to a disturbing degree. At the very least, it’s
time on their part for soul-searching and mea
culpas all around. But it would be disastrous
if the idea of elites fell into total disrepute.

And it is in danger of doing just that. To-
day, cynicism about political leaders stokes
the populist dream of direct democracy,
which electronic technology already makes
feasible. (Those who think democracy in this
form would be a good thing should think
twice about its dangers, some anticipated by
America’s Founders, including its suscepti-
bility to media manipulation, subtle and
not-so-subtle corruption, and demagogu-
ery.) Contempt for business leaders encour-
ages a mindless hostility toward the entre-
preneurialism and innovation that is needed
to keep our economy growing. And indis-
criminate attacks on civil servants lead to a
silly denial of the importance of services
that government alone can provide.

The problem, quite simply, is not that we
have elites; it is the quality of the elites we
have. That might seem obvious, but amid all
the elite bashing we hear remarkably little in-
telligent discussion of how elites could be
made better. Clearly they could. Herewith
three modest proposals:

The most important one applies not only to
the formation of elites but to the formation of
all Americans. It pertains to the education of
character. The current campaign for school
prayer is, as Stephen J. Carter points out in an
essay in the New Yorker, a case of misguided
energy and good intentions. A moment of
nondenominational silence might be a fine
thing, but a prayer of any kind would inevi-
tably offend the beliefs of some parties. More
important, though, it wouldn’t be enough.
What is needed is a curriculum that, through
the serious study of religions, philosophy, his-

tory, biographies of heroic figures, and good
literature, inculcates an awareness and appre-
ciation of the virtues. The fact that this is not
available at all levels of schooling—or if avail-
able, is barely adequate—is a scandal that
needs immediate addressing.

The second proposal is that we find ways
to cultivate an elite using criteria that include
but go beyond simple test-taking skills. This
is no easy matter in a society that has come to
use raw intelligence as the single most impor-
tant measure of rewardable talent. But it can
be done. To some degree, America’s service
academies provide a model in the way they
seek students who excel as leaders in all areas
of life—in school, in sports, in church, in com-
munity service. The model can be replicated
elsewhere if there is a social will to do so. We
need not only to educate people of character
but to reward and advance them.

inally, we need to hold our elites to

standards of performance throughout

their careers. Like everybody else,

elites have a tendency to insulate
themselves from evaluation. The worst ex-
ample is in the university, where mediocrity
entrenches itself through the tenure system.
But similar “tenure” systems prevail in other
professions and fields. Civil servants are no-
toriously unaccountable for the programs
they oversee. And many corporate leaders
have insulated themselves (by packing corpo-
rate boards with allies, among other ways)
from the harsher verdicts of the marketplace
and the stockholder.

America is a meritocracy—not a perfect
one, to be sure, but one that has grown gener-
ally fairer over time. As systems of bringing
forth leaders go, it is hard to think of a better
one. But a meritocracy can advance only what
the nation gives it to advance. And the elite
that emerges can reflect only what the larger
nation values.
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Endangered
Pastimes

Sports are among the greatest of human pleasures and, in the age of
Shaquille O’Neal and Emmitt Smith, constitute one of America’s biggest
industries. They are also, as the sociologist Norbert Elias observed, an
essential part of the “civilizing process.” Scanning the contemporary
world of sports, our contributors explore the human value of athletic
competition and discuss the challenges posed to sports by celebrity,
money, petformance-enhancing drugs, and technology.
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WHY SPORTS MATTE

BY WILFRID SHEED

t’s hard to say exactly when the new

era began, but at some point lost in the

smog of the 19th century, sports went

from being officially a bad thing to be-
ing a very good thing indeed, virtually a
pillar of state. England, where it all began,
was coming into its maturity as an imperial
power and the Industrial Revolution was
turning country boys into city boys over-
night, and society’s guardians began to look
at all forms of entertainment in the light of
these developments, but especially at
sports.

Thus preachers, who had previously
considered sports the devil’s work, open
invitations to brutishness and gambling
(how times have changed!), gradually per-
ceived that they might be rescued and
cleaned up in the service of the Lord—and
what was good for God was good for En-
gland; likewise schoolteachers, who had
once punished idle play, decided to join, not
resist, and they began to enforce organized
sports with such severity that some children
grew to loathe and fear the very word “rec-
reation.”

And finally the last, because they had
the most to lose, holdouts—Dickens’s
mythic factory owners, along with more-
humane businessmen—came round too, on
the understanding that if the workers must
have some time off, there were worse ways
to spend it than in a rule-bound, open-air,
referee-dominated contest of skill and
strength.

But perhaps the greatest benefit of all,
to judge from the fuss that would be made
about it, was that sports not only outlawed
cheating but drilled its devotees to detect
and despise it in each other and by exten-

sion in themselves. This was crucial. A na-
tion on the verge of great transactions—a
nation also in the midst of a population ex-
plosion that might have reduced it to Third-
World, or at least downtown-Los Angeles,
status overnight—mneeded a citizenry it
could trust. Indeed, the English would go
on to make such a fetish of fair play that it
became an international joke. Yet the empire
was sustained by this fetish at least as much
as by force, and the British sportsman’s
knack of combining slyness and decency
continued to baffle and frustrate more cyni-
cal nations right to the end.

ut in promoting sport so zestfully,

the powers that be had unwit-

tingly unleashed a small monster

of their own, albeit a wholesome
one. By the “90s of this century, sports wor-
ship had grown and taken on a life of its
own, beyond the wildest dreams of Thomas
Arnold (1795-1842), the English public
school headmaster who might be consid-
ered the founding father of the Sports and
Character movement. And the educational
establishment, having faithfully drummed
sports into its charges, must now pause at
some point to tell them—and itself—that
“it’s only a game,” and prove it to them, or
else watch sports grow and grow until they
bury both the establishment and its schools:
a force that can take on Sex can easily roll
over Education. The president of a major
university, writing in the New York Times
op-ed page a few years ago, said that he
wanted academics to be on a par with ath-
letics at his place, a strangled cry which
suggested that the monster was already
standing on his chest close to his windpipe.
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Thus, too, the clergy must worry about
idolatry and the sin of False Worship, and
the business community about the sheer
waste of time and emotional energy com-
mitted to sport. A fan, perhaps even more
than an athlete, who gets some of his obses-
sive energy out of his system by playing—
can become so psychologically enmeshed in
sports that the rest of life seems like a rather
boring dream that must be gotten through
somehow. Thus transfixed, one can sleep-
walk one’s way through anything from a
dull job to an oppressive regime to a mar-
riage that could possibly use some attention.

he good and the bad of sports are

exquisitely balanced even at the

best of times. Victory and defeat

induce respectively a joy and de-
spair way beyond the run of normal human
experience. When a politician says he hates
something viscerally—whether it’s John
Major on terrorism or Senator Windbag on
flag-burning—one doubts his insides are
much disturbed: as Dr. Johnson might say,
he will eat his dinner tonight.

But a sports fan who has seen a sure
victory slip away in the bottom of the ninth,
or the work of a whole season obliterated by
a referee’s call in overtime, is disconsolate
beyond the power of description, although
Sophocles comes close. This author experi-
enced such grief over the defeat of the
Dodgers by the Cardinals in 1942 as an 11-
year-old should not be asked to bear. An
adult inflicting such pain on a child would
be thrown in jail.

Yet I got over it, and was all the better
for it, recovering sufficiently to root for the
Cardinals over the hated Yankees in the
World Series. This cycle of make-believe
deaths and rebirths can actually be the
healthiest thing about sports, or the most
dangerous, depending on how you handle

if. At its worst, it can cause riots and death,
but at its best the pain of defeat is cleansing
and instructive, a very good rehearsal for life.

Upon reading the second volume of
William Manchester’s life of Churchill, The
Last Lion (1988), I was struck by the fact that
the lion in question was splendidly imper-
turbable about such matters as the rise of
Hitler and the fall of Poland, but was com- -
pletely unstrung by any blow to his vanity,
such as losing a by-election or failing to get
a cabinet appointment. But if sports teaches
you anything, it is that less important things
can hurt more than important ones—but
that they are less important, and that there
are tricks for dealing with them: absorbing
the pain and putting it in perspective, al-
most reflexively.

One of the glories of the human imagi-
nation is its capacity for alternative realities
and its ability to live other people’s lives to
the emotional full, whether they be Oedipus
or the Chicago Cubs (and that’s another
distinction for the civilized individual—art
and sports). But if you don’t learn that cry-
ing over something doesn’t make it impor-
tant—if you forget which reality is which for
too long, or can’t find your mental way out
of Wrigley Field when the game is over—
you might be better off if you’d never heard
about sports to begin with.

eeting with triumph and di-

saster” (Rudyard Kipling

would have made a, well, in-

teresting football coach: “I
want you men to go out there and treat those
two impostors just the same, do you hear
me?”) is only one of several things that
sports teach, and teach better than anything
else. The problem is that in school, where
many of the lessons of sports are learned,
sports increasingly interfere with other les-
sons that must be learned.

Wilfrid Sheed is a critic, essayist, and novelist. His many books include The Boys of Winter (1987) and
Baseball & Lesser Sports (1991). His new book, In Love With Daylight, will be published by Simon &
Schuster this winter. Copyright © 1995 by Wilfrid Sheed.
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A YMCA workout, circa

1900. The idea that sports build character owes “mch to the 9th—cetury

“muscular Christinnity” movement and the Young Men’s Christinn Association, founded in 1844.

A coach’s discipline is different in kind
from a regular teacher’s, because the coach
wants the same thing the class wants—to
win. There is no such clear goal for a regu-
lar teacher. Whether a student pays atten-
tion in class is pretty much up to him. It's a
one-on-one affair between student and au-
thority figure, with the student, if anything,
holding the edge, surrounded by allies,
most of whom have no special desire to go
where the teacher is going and are only too
happy to keep the pace slow.

But the coach starts out with his class
already at white heat: these kids will work
for him to a degree unimaginable in a class-
room, and with an eagerness and excite-
ment that only creative kids in school ever
experience. An English teacher looking at a
football drill or a pep rally must overflow
with envy: if he could capture just one

ounce of such energy for his poetry class, his
students would be the wonder of the nation.
But in the classroom, the teacher is the only
one who works as hard as that—like a coach
doing solitary pushups and kneebends,
while the students look on idly, waiting for
something to interest them.

Yet sports don’t have to be the teacher’s
enemy. At least the young athletes have
learned discipline from somewhere, and there
are no harder workers than jocks or ex-jocks
if they can be made to see the point of it as
clearly as they see the point of sports. Arthur
Ashe, the great African American tennis player,
once suggested that if making the team were
made to depend entirely on one’s grades, the
grades would be achieved somehow or otherby
these highly competitive spirits.

Above all, every kind of athlete knows
what many other students never will, that
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nothing can be learned without discipline.
The words are synonymous. And in the
pursuit of what they want, athletes are al-
ready used to policing themselves and, if
necessary, each other. '

So all that seems to be required now is
for the schools to show that they think that
an education is as desirable as winning, if
only by granting the student-athletes suffi-
cient time to study and get one. The games
themselves need not be a problem, provid-
ing as they do a God-given carrot, a natu-
ral incentive to cooperate with whatever the
school really wants. The real problem, and
it keeps coming back like a toothache, is that
there is no such thing as moderation or cool
judgment once you sign on for a big-time
sports program. You must either keep
growing helplessly with the others, or pull
the plug on the whole thing, as Robert M.
Hutchins did at the University of Chicago
more than 50 years ago when he took his
school out of the Big 10 for keeps, to a flour-
ish of headlines. The lonely grandeur of that
gesture tells you how unreal it would be to
expect many more of them.

If it was hard to leave the table back in
1939, when you had nothing to lose but a
few alumni contributions, it would be just
about impossible to do so today with so
much TV money floating around. And the
TV money has also made it that much more
difficult to slip any real moral wisdom or
spiritual balance into the student-athlete’s
regimen. Since the players tend to have the
impression that the school is already mak-
ing’a lot of money off their backs without
paying them for it, except in devalued de-
grees, the school is the last place they are
going to turn to for moral guidance.

any years ago, a famous Yale
coach told his team that play-
ing in the Yale-Harvard
game that day was the most
important thing they would ever do in their
lives, and he has been laughed at for it ever
since. But subjectively he was right: in the
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make-believe part of one’s psyche that
thinks games are important enough to work
and suffer for, it was the most important
thing and always would be. Until the next
Big Game.

But any way you read it, no story could
tell one more about the difference between
sports then and sports now. In the old days,
the players were paid in nothing but glory,
so the authorities laid on the glory with a
shovel. But no up-to-the-minute coach to-
day would dream of telling his team to do
or die for Old State U. since he knows that
some of them are barely on speaking terms
with the place, and it’s a bit much to ask
someone to die for an institution where he
hasn’t completed a single serious course, or
made one civilian friend, or even had time
for the glee club.

If all that the new athletes are getting
out of a college is the privilege of wearing
its colors—and presumably making them
look good—simple justice demands that
they get paid real money for their pains, as
many people are suggesting these days. If
the Big Game is just another payday, and if
the most important thing about it is the
scout in the stands, and if the fight song just
sounds like bad music—pay the man.

But this is a counsel of despair. Outside
of the mare’s nest of pay scales and competi-
tive bidding and other uncollegiate games
it would open up, professionalization
would also make the athlete’s isolation of-
ficial: whether he would henceforth be
looked up to as a professional or down on
as a hired hand (it would probably depend
on his value to the team), the one thing he
would never again be is a regular member
of the student body, which emphatically
does not get paid for what it does between
classes. The class distinctions that universi-
ties usually try so hard to keep outside come
back with a rush the moment you institute
a payroll.

To which, of course, a critic might retort
that the athlete hasn’t been a regular mem-
ber of the student body for some time now



and isn’t about to become one, so calling
him a student-athlete just provides a hypo-
critical cover for not paying him his share
of the proceeds. And the critic may be right.
But if so, and if we follow his lead and give
up on the very possibility of scholar-ath-
letes, we should be clear about just what it
is we're giving up.

he school that pays its students to

play games for it not only loses

some of its integrity as a school (i.e.

as a self-sufficient exchange center
for academic goods and services, ideas, and
values), it is also saying some very peculiar
things about the nature of games themselves
and their relationship to other college activi-
ties across the board.

.Itis saying, for instance, that playing in
the band at half time is still fun (no one has
ever suggested paying the band), but that
throwing and catching a ball is work—and
that even this depends on what kind of ball

you're using. A football equals work, a vol-
leyball is only play. Appearing on television
is obviously work, but even here distinc-
tions are made: players work, cheerleaders
have fun. Shooting baskets is work, helping
to clean up afterward is its own reward.

" The greatest chasm of all would open
up between sports and the whole outside
world of student activity, including such
strenuous matters as staying up all night for
a month to put the yearbook to bed, rehears-
ing the class play till your eyes cross, or
working overtime in the lab. All of these
tortures are considered so much part of the
college experience that you actually pay the
place to let you undergo them. But basket-
ball is different. For basketball, the college
pays you.

I have lingered over this hypothetical
threat not simply because some strong
voices are urging it but because it is so close
to being here already. Collegiate athletes are
already a quite distinct caste leading a

Soccer, born in Britain, pead mpl around the world at the end of the 19th century. South American
teams developed a distinctive style of play, dominating international competition for many years.
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charmed but precarious life not unlike that
of commandos in wartime, who live both
better and worse than the regular army, but
always apart. College athletes already have
in many cases a potentially adversarial re-
lationship with management. It doesn’t take
much to turn a sports team into a trade
union, complete with grievance committee
and perpetual chip on shoulder, and the
latest TV packages would seem very close
to being enough to do it.

Under the circumstances, it seems quix-
otic to talk about moral instruction at all—
except that moral instruction is inevitable.
Sports teach, it is their nature. They teach
fairness or cheating, teamwork or selfish-
ness, compassion or coldness. A coach who
runs up the score against a weak opponent
has taught his team plenty. And so did the
much maligned Lou Holtz when he jerked
two useful players out of Notre Dame’s line-
up on the eve of an Orange Bowl because,
in his view, they had shown contempt for
the team by skipping practice. Of course, the
players may have wanted the time to study.
(I didn’t say the lessons were simple.)

Schools and colleges also teach some-
thing by their very natures, which is that
you are now playing for a whole commu-
nity and not just yourself, and that if you
win, the community will join you in expe-
riencing a kind of crazy collective joy that
used to more than make up for not getting
paid. Although even to talk about such
things now sounds anachronistic and sen-
timental, over the years this particular ex-
perience has helped to define the American
style of sports as much as any single fac-
tor—the simple fact that even the superstars
once played in front of and in the name of
cheering friends whom they saw in class the
next day.

To the extent that we are losing this, if
we are, we are losing a real natural resource
and killing a lot of fun. But the possibility
of plunging the athletes back into the com-
munity without disturbing the college
sports juggernaut too much edges us some-
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what beyond sports and into race relations.
On many campuses, blacks apparently want
no part of the white community anyway,
sports or no sports, and in fact the sports
teams are probably the most integrated
thing on campus. So the logical next move

‘'would be for the athletes to teach the student

body the values they’ve learned from
sports—but I doubt if the juggernaut could
spare them long enough for that.

Anyhow, whatever the academics may
add or subtract, the sports lesson goes on
like a machine that can’t be turned off, af-
fecting the whole style of the society around
itin ways the society may not even be aware
of. Concerning which, I call upon my first
overseas witness.

few years back, I flew to Port of

Spain, Trinidad, with my father

to watch a cricket match be-

tween Australia and the West
Indies. My father would have flown to
Mars if the mood was on him.) The match
was over early and we found ourselves with
three days left to kill, so we decided to
spend them at the law courts where an ac-
quaintance of ours happened to be presid-
ing as judge.

The weather inside was stifling, and the
ceiling fans only seemed to make things
worse as they dragged the wet air slowly
round and round the room. Yet both the
judge and the lawyers wore wigs and win-
ter-weight gowns, and the law they prac-
ticed hour after sweltering hour was as
fiendishly sharp and serpentine as anything
you’d hear at the Old Bailey on a cold day
in London. And one couldn’t help making
the connection between the decorous ag-
gressiveness of the law court and the figures
in white we’d seen the day before playing
cricket in the same heat with their own
brand of courteous savagery. The surface of
cricket is as silky smooth as the rules of
court or the opening of a classic detective
story: voices are subdued, clothes are im-
maculate. But at the center, the atmosphere
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is murderously intense.
Where Americans prefer to
intimidate with noise and
rudeness, the English and
their erstwhile colonials go
for silence and tyrannical po-
liteness, such that the incom-
ing batsman feels he is on
trial for his life.

Obviously the connec-
tion is no accident: it is one of
the great imperial clichés.
First we’ll show you our
games (says Colonel Blimp),
and then perhaps you'll un-
derstand our other institu-
tions. What was striking
about the above scenes was
that Trinidad had trium-
phantly thrown off British -
rule several years before, yet
maintained both the game
and the institution more
wholeheartedly than ever.

Anyone who has en- SURREY v, AUSTRALIANS
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tribute the style totally to
cricket, only an equal and
opposite fanatic would ig-
nore altogether an activity to
which the area’s small fry have devoted
more time than they have ever spent in
church and more attention than they have
ever paid in school. When a local Muslim
ran amuck a few years ago and tried to stage
one of those hostage-holding protests com-
mon to the rest of the world, a local profes-
sor observed, “We don’t do things like that
in Trinidad. We are a cricket-playing na-
tion”—a remark no Englishman has made
in 50 years.

Cricket lost popularity in its native land, in part because it remained a
sport of the upper class—the Gentlemen on this late 1920s schedule.

In a sense, cricket was the demonstra-
tion sport of the whole Victorian ethos: the
game that instilled the most patience and
the most discipline and was, for long
stretches at a time, the least like fun and the
most like work. The fact that it is now
played best and most authentically in the
lands of calypso and sun is proof positive of
the power of a sport to make its own way
and impose its own style anywhere it takes
root unless another sport got there first.
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This last fact, in its turn, has recently
taken on a global significance, as markets
open up everywhere like spring flowers,
and in each of them thousands of new TV
sets are turned on to find out what the rest
of us have been up to all this time and what
interests us. And the latest word from
America these days is sports, to an extent
that might astonish the non-sports-minded,
who probably think it’s still things like mov-
ies, rock music, and fast food.

Each of these has served a turn at sell-
ing America, for better or worse, but our
movies have been around so long by now
that foreigners half-think they made them
themselves. Rock music can be more or less
produced locally, and McDonald’s is al-
ready a cliché. (The real breakthrough will
be enough food, never mind the speed.)
American culture has triumnphed so thor-
oughly that people scarcely know it’s
American any more.

But what's still new and different out of
America is the Super Bowl, which, thanks
to the extraordinary telegenic charms of
American football, has swept the globe with
the force of a new art movement, or at least
a new dance craze: people stay up all night
to watch it in Europe and Australia, and
London betting parlors make book on it.

o another window opens on the

American soul, and it may be the

most revealing one since jazz,

- which introduced American blacks

to the rest of the world back in the 1920s as

something other than slaves—as masters in

fact. Sports will do the same. But in intro-

ducing black musicians, jazz also intro-

duced the black problem, and sports will do

that too. Foreigners contemplating our foot-

ball and basketball teams for the first time

can only marvel at the number of blacks

who seem to get a college education over
here. Our problems must be solved, no?

Well, not quite. Sports serve to remind

the world that there are a lot of blacks in

America. But they also remind it that it
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doesn’t see that much of them the rest of the
time. People observing American blacks
playing a great deal of American music and
sinking so many American baskets must
wonder where they keep themselves be-
tween engagements.

 But race isn’t the half of it. How a na-
tion plays can tell you something crucial
about how it lives. Hitler’'s worldview, his
aesthetics, and by implication his intentions
were never more eloquently or hauntingly
expressed than by the Berlin Olympics of
1936, or by Leni Riefenstahl’'s movie Olym-
pia (1936); and one look at the East German
swimmers in the last years of that nation,
perched on their diving boards all swollen
with steroids and joyless, told one how eas-
ily communism had back-slid into a form of
National Socialism (if it had ever left) in
which winning really was the only thing,
beyond anything the theatrical Vince
Lombardi ever had in mind.

or another kind of corruption

closer to home, witness the ecstatic
savagery of British soccer crowds,

riding a violence high into Europe

and getting banned from the Continent for
their pains during the late 1980s, like a dis-
ease or a rabid animal. This, from the
mother of parliaments, and of cricket, gives
one special pause and is worth a longer
look, because it shows where another strand
of the great Victorian sports adventure led.
Sports hooliganism is actually not so
much a new development as a regression or
atavism. According to legend, the original
game from which soccer, rugby, and, by ex-
tension, American football all derive was a
primeval affair in which one village at-
tempted by fair means or foul—legend says
nothing about rules—to move an object
(nothing so fancy as a ball, I imagine) to the
far end of another: it was total war, with
everyone pitching in, and while it sounds
kind of jolly now, we know from records
that the earliest English school games were
just plain bloody, and had to be toned down



again and yet again—from
kicking allowed above the
knee, to kicking allowed be-
low the knee, to no kicking at
all—before they could begin
to do the godly work that
Thomas Arnold had in mind
for them. (If the Battle of Wa-
terloo really was won “on
the playing fields of Eton,” it
must have been as much
thanks to the brutality
learned there as to the
sportsmanship.)

Interestingly  enough,
Charles Dickens’s descrip-
tion of a village election in
Pickwick Papers (1837) makes
the politics of the period
sound like a not-too-distant "
cousin of the mythic village Game: rough,
corrupt, and of course jolly, always jolly.

At that stage cricket was actually more
refined than voting, as a match described in
the same book indicates. It was the country
sport, in ethos, as football was the town one,
but throughout the century both sports
would grow side by side with elections in
both sophistication and popularity, match-
ing strides and suiting each other very well,
with sports teaching the democratic virtues
of fairness and team spirit, and democracy
feeding back its own lessons: whatever the
rest of life says to you, this game belongs to
you, the players. The rules, however mys-
tifying at times, have not been imposed on
you from above, but have grown out of the
sport itself and are designed to give you the
best possible game each time out, so it’s in
your simple best interests to obey them.
(The idea of shaping the rules to suit the
spectators, and eventually the TV cameras,
was far in the future.)

One can exaggerate the usefulness of
sports to democracy, and many people
have. Nothing could better illustrate how
the same game can produce radically differ-
ent effects in different settings than to com-

“Neon” Deion Sanders, the exemplar of a new generation that is challenging
old ideas of sportsmanship, celebrates after breaking up a play.

pare India with the West Indies. When
Rudyard Kipling wrote about “flanneled
fools at the wicket and muddied oafs at the
goal,” he may to some extent have been
voicing the exasperation of a myopic,
sportless man, but he was also quite legiti-
mately aiming at the smug insularity of the
English, buffered on all sides by their play-
things, their cricket and football and the
rest. Kipling's first experience of this must
have been in India, where members of the
British Raj were wont to set up their wick-
ets and disappear into cricket for years on
end. Presumably, their servants would
learn democracy by fielding for them.

n Barbados, which inch for inch has
probably produced the finest cricket
talent in the world, the game actually
served to introduce the slaves to their
masters, and to keep them on speaking
terms through the squalls of emancipation,
and leave them friendly afterward. A re-
tired schoolmaster whom I met at the
Bridgetown Cricket Club, surrounded en-
tirely by blacks, assured me that the transi-
tion from white to black rule was as pain-
less as it could be and that if there is such a
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thing as a color-blind society, Barbados is it.
And both sides agree that cricket had at
least something to do with it.

This is further proof, if proof is still
needed, that sports should not be left on
automatic pilot, but require intelligence and
breadth of vision at every turn to be of any
use at all. In Barbados, the white minority
has learned its lesson well over the years: a
society that plays together had better do a
few other things together as well, whether
that society be a former colony or an Ameri-
can university.

But finally, it comes down to what a
society wants its games to do for it. The
English who settled in Barbados wanted a
stake in their new country, so the Game
became a sort of preliminary town meeting;
the Anglo-Indians, contrariwise, were
perched on the fringe of a vast country,
doing their damnedest not to get sucked in
too far: a colonial officer who Indianized
was no use at all. So the Game was just a
transaction, a handshake, a one-afternoon
stand, if you will. Afterward one withdrew
to the club to reorganize one’s Englishness.

So when the roof finally fell in on them
in the 1940s, many Anglo-Indians knew al-
most as little about the country they had
been infesting as they had on arrival. Sports,
if pursued too exclusively, can narrow the
imagination and sap the curiosity. At the
end of a good day, one feels drained and
satisfied, and certainly in no mood to learn
anything, let alone reform it, and the Anglo-
Indian cricketers had hardly even had time
to see the countryside, let alone talk to it.

It was in this sort of sense that sports
failed even Mother England. (Sports can do
only so much.) The British ruling class
thought it knew its own people the way
colonial officers thought they knew the na-
tives, because they had played with them.
But they had only played with some of their
own people, and they had only played in a
certain way.

Cricket reflected neither the rest of En-
gland nor even the century it was in. With
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exceptions, British working-class boys
didn’t consider cricket their game at all, but
if anything, a symbol in the class war. When
I lived in Britain in the early 1950s, the
crowds at Lord’s cricket ground seemed as
different in tone from the crowds at the
Queen’s Park and Fulham soccer grounds as
a first-class railway carriage was from third
class, or the saloon bar from the public one.
(The English could divide anything into
classes.) Sports did not resolve the class
problem but if anything hardened it, and
soccer remains, vestigially, the sport of re-
sentment, the outsiders’ sport.

o sport is not necessarily a force for

good, just a force, and its value as

a barometer is that it is not like the

changing of the guard or some
other ancient ritual that tells you all you
need to know about a country 300 years ago.
It is more like a kitchen window flung up on
the present, showing how the neighbors go
about getting what they want right now, at
white heat, in the most competitive condi-
tions they can devise.

Other countries, other messages. In his
splendid, funny book, You Gotta Have Wa
(1990), Robert Whiting describes a form of
baseball so arduous and fraught with pain-
ful possibilities that one wonders why any-
one bothers to play it at all—if play is even
the right word. In fact, Mr. Whiting com-
pares a typical Japanese mound conference
with a Mitsubishi board meeting.

What they are discussing on the mound
at such nerve-racking and momentum-de-
stroying length is the imperative to avoid dis-
grace, both personal and collective. Nobody
wants to make a decision that will embarrass
himself or his colleagues, and besides, solong
as they are out there, they are not only avoid-
ing the worst, but cementing and advertising
their wa, or team spirit, which is an even more
precious substance than victory. In the same
vein, the Japanese place a premium on full
attendance at practice sessions, which they
insist on holding in their entirety even after



rain delays and even if doing so means post-
poning the game itself.

It has always been easy to laugh at Japa-
nese manners, which Americans are pecu-
liarly ill-equipped to understand these
days, and it would be a mistake to believe
that this farcical surface tells the whole
story. What you see is practically never
what you get with the Japanese. But so far
their philosophy of baseball has not proved
very effective against American teams.

Baseball is the most individualistic of
team sports, such that a side which played
entirely for its various selves might easily
beat one which played only for the collec-
tive. (How many bunts can you use?) In
other words, our national sport is, appropri-
ately enough, tailor-made for Americans:
individualism, with just a dash of coopera-
tion and a great deal of tolerance for the
other individualists, who can break your
heart. And it's an enduring puzzle that the
Japanese, with all their capacity for super-
ficial imitation, can’t seem to grasp the
value of this, or don’t want to.

But surely there are also subjects for sat-
ire in a country such as ours, where the play-
ers are so bereft of wa that they use a world
championship not to build another one but
simply as a bargaining chip to raise their own
price. Although everyone contributes to an
American championship in a spirit that could
easily be mistaken for wa, the gang tends to
break up the next day as everyone rushes his
piece of the prize to the pawn shop. In other
words, the cooperation is strictly ad hoc. No
one wants to get bogged down in it.

t is like two parts of the same joke, or
comedy routine, with the Japanese tak-
ing the virtues of cooperation to hilari-
ous extremes, while the other come-
dian agrees to carry his independence and
self-reliance as far as the law allows in the
other direction. Americans have always
doted on the image of the free lance, the
hired gun who arrives just in time and
leaves before civilization, that is, team work,

gets there; and we also like a man who is
willing to bet on his own value. The
ballplayer who holds out for the moon is
putting his heart and his nerves on the line
as well as his talent, because if he doesn’t
deliver, he can’t hide in a corner with the
money; he has to go out there each day and
field his position in front of thousands of
noisy, quick-to-anger fans, whose sympathy
he has willingly forfeited.

Americans love an underdog, but this is
a top dog, setting himself up to be hated for
the sake of a challenge. Half the sitcomsmade
in America seem to be about the mighty be-
ing humbled one way or another—the celeb-
rity going unrecognized, the father not know-
ing best; it is a source of endless delight in a
democracy. So the athlete who draws a crowd
by baiting this taste is playing a partin a ritual
game as traditional in America as the tea cer-
emony is in Japan.

ut as with all rituals, there is a

right and a wrong way to perform

it. Lately we have had such a slew

of empty boasts and champions
who didn’t really mean it that it is hard to re-
member the excitement of a genuine chal-
lenge, or the little bit extra it could add to an
event, like a huge bet being placed at the last
minute. Muhammad Ali’s trumped-up feuds
and Falstaffian boasts not only filled seats but
affected the intrinsic nature of his fights: his
opponents were always fighting a myth, his
myth, created and directed by him, from the
name on down.

By now, everyone should be getting used
to the mad dances that follow touchdowns
these days and the wild hugging and pound-
ing that greet the most routine plays in foot-
ball—effusions of high spirits that distract the
hell out of one and deform the game’s sym-
metry, like the banging of tin cans in a sym-
phony, but at least remind one that these
things are played for fun, and that those
heavily armored automatons out there have
not quite had the life drilled out of them. It's
a fair exchange—perfection for humanity—
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anyway, it’s the way we do it these days.

But there is a less attractive side to these
displays that also tells something about us,
and that is the extent to which even team
sports have become vehicles for self-assertion
and promotion. At times everyone out there
seems to be selling himself, as indeed many
of them have been since grammar school. Just
as large fleas have smaller fleas, nowadays
there is no level of sports competition so low
that some observer from a slightly higher one
may not be scouting it and checking the tal-
ent ad infinitum. So life becomes one long
quest for the phantom scout’s eye.

In discussing sports, one must constantly
resist the temptation to label as evil that which
is merely silly. Foreigners may never grasp the
extent to which Americans can have fun and
sell themselves at the same time. Anyone can
sell himself, of course, but to do so exuber-
antly and without manifest cynicism or a trace
of whorishness—that’s us.

But it’s finally self-defeating. A stadium
full of salesmen, of carnival barkers hawk-
ing their wares, will not only not provide
the best football game or whatever they're
playing today, it will not even sell anything.

The same overkill has overtaken Joe
Namath-like boasts that don’t come true,
most especially in the case of the mega-boast
inherent in asking for the most money in
history to play your game. At first the deal
used to be, “Give me the money and T'll
prove I'm the best.” But this has degener-
ated into, “If I get the money, then I must be
the best, and I don't have to prove a thing.”

The only hole in this reasoning, and it’s
big enough to drown a whole sport in, is
that market value is determined by what
draws a crowd, and crowds are drawn by
all sorts of things besides skill.

The world is thus getting a mixed bag
with the current American athlete, as it is
with our values in general. The figure of an
ingratiating megalomaniac is a far cry from
the 19th-century ideal of sports, or from the
reasons we play games in the first place. He,
or she, is also something of a caricature, and
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a warning. The fact that we still have so
comparatively few of such megalomaniacs
is a tribute to the innate healthiness of sports
under the incredible pressures of a celebrity
culture.

sports team is a tiny parliament

operating on a war footing.

And what holds it together and

makes it work is the much ma-
ligned cult of winning. An interviewer
once asked Senator Bill Bradley (D.-N.J.),
late of the New York Knicks, whether he
didn’t think we rather overdid our mania
for winning, obviously expecting the lib-
eral Bill to agree with him heartily. But
Bradley knew too much, he had been in
the trenches himself where false pieties
are as useless as they are in real warfare,
and he said in effect “No—if you don’t
emphasize winning over everything else,
players tend to become selfish.”

A team trying to win will clean itself
like a cat of anything that slows it down. So
the athlete who wants to show off must find
ways to do it between plays, or between
games, and in such a way that he doesn’t
hog the limelight totally and leave his team-
mates, who may also want to show off, in
shadow. Thus we arrive at a breed of disci-
plined exhibitionists, affable egotists who
like nothing better than to be photographed
congratulating their teammates, or to be in-
terviewed in the same capacity (“I guess I
knew the Babe better than anybody”)—a
mixed bag indeed.

But these players are interspersed
among perfectly normal young people
who will probably represent their country
in the sports era as attractively and accu-
rately as anything the world has seen of
ours since the Gls of World War II—who
were also a mixed bag. But what is attrac-
tive about them will be precisely their
unspoiled pre-money, pre-television es-
sence, or whatever remains of it, a folk
quality that sports keep alive against the
odds, like an old religion in a modern
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Running the 50-yard dash near Detroit
in 1911 and the 200-meter run at the Seoul
Olympics in 1988. Florence Griffith-Joyner took

home three gold medals.

country. TV may change the look of it, and
the cost of it, and even the way some of
the athletes feel about it, but if you were
lucky enough to see the American ice
hockey team upsetting the Russians at
Lake Placid in 1980, with the achievement
gradually dawning and settling on the
players” and fans’ faces, you saw a sport-
ing print of America as it was a hundred
years ago and will be tomorrow if we
don’t mess up, next to which a political
convention seems by now utterly con-
trived and synthetic, and untrue to its
own nature.

hile it is tempting to say
that what an athlete gets
out of his sport and his life
is his own affair and no spe-
cial business of anyone else’s, it is in fact a

matter of considerable public interest that
he get as much out of both as possible, be-
cause the gap between what a fulfilled ath-
lete can get out of life and the blinkered
world of the hacker is dangerously wide,
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and there are more young citizens playing
around on the edge of it right now than ever
before in history—ours or anybody else’s.

A player who is simply going through
the motions is a loose cannon even within
his sport. Since he isn’t quite sure why he’s
doing this, he leans towards the primary
explanation: it must be for the money. And
why not? That's why the coach is doing it,
with his contract on the side with the shoe
company, whose products our guy has to
play in every night. And that's why the
school is doing it, as it angles to get into the
big-bucks tournaments and appear on TV,
cutting his class time to nothing, if need be,
in order to do so.

ortunately for everyone, the best

way that he, the player, can make

some money too is to play the game

as well as he can. And this is why
the system seems to work despite itself. But,
as [ say, a player thus motivated is a loose
cannon. Because if he doesn’t get that
money, or some kind of payoff outside of
the sheer joy of playing, the best you can
hope for is a malcontent, the worst a cheat,
and the usual, a dropout.

American sports are more and more
geared to make it seem that everything you
do is aimed toward something else—the
game toward the tournament; the tourna-
ment toward_ a better tournament next year;
toward a better high school, college, pro
team, winning pro team, more money with
the pro team or I'll go to another one, never
mind which; endorsements; agents; job op-
portunities—so that it’s hard to say at any
one point that this is what it’s for. The
American dream as currently construed is
more like an order to keep moving until you
fall off the continent and don’t you dare
stop dreaming.

One constant throughout this is, of
course, money, which appears in every
chapter like Woody Allen’s mysterious
character Zelig, reassuring the dreamer of
some continuity at least. The psychological
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significance of this character may be judged
by the intensity with which ballplayers bar-
gain for meaningless additions to already
vast salaries in order to make the most
money at their particular position: if money
is what you've always played for, you can’t
stop now, even though who gets the most
depends on whose contract has come up
most recently, so you can never rest there.

The other constant through every phase
of the sports branch of the American dream
is the game itself—baseball, football, what-
ever—which, like some improbable 18th-cen-
tury heroine, has usually come reeling
through this maze of temptation and corrup-
tion with its virtue more or less intact, if only
because no one has yet thought of a profitable
way of corrupting it. Unlike movies and the
other arts, games are never more commercial
than when they are played exactly as they
should be. Of course, if any little thing can be
done to make the contests even more commer-
cial—eliminating this, shortening that, a des-
ignated hitter here and a 24-second clock
there—it will be, but the heart of sports re-
mains pure. An athlete shinnying up the
greasy pole will find a recognizably similar
game at the top to the one he played as a
child—and this will be the guarantor of his
innocence up there if anything can be.

What it guarantees for women is a brand-
new question for most of us—too fresh to
answer though never too fresh to talk about.
To wit, if certain sports are in some sense an
apprenticeship for, and escape from, the
world of politics and business, it stands to
reason that great numbers of women will
want to play them too, however much the
games themselves seem to have been de-
signed exclusively by men for men, for ex-
ample football, whose weekly injury list seems
like a benign version of a war memorial.

0 maybe we can expect some new
rules shortly, or even a whole new
game—but if so along what lines?
Women have not succeeded so far
in making either business or politics “kinder



and gentler” because the material itself
won’t permit it: you can’t be kind with
shareholders” money or gentle with
Saddam Hussein, or even with Margaret
Thatcher, if her country needs something.

But will sports prove that much more
malleable? How much reform can they
stand without losing their original point?
The evidence so far suggests that the tide
usually runs the other way, and that the
sport changes the players long before they
can change it. Most games, whether played
in boardrooms or stadiums, have a way of
dictating not only exactly how they should
be played but with what attitude, so that the
mildest of citizens may suddenly find his
engorged face parked in that of an umpire
without being quite sure how it got there.
And this goes apparently whether one’s
name is Andre Agassi or Martina
Navratilova.

But these matters of protocol may con-
ceivably be negotiable at that. What isn’t is
the other thing that sports dictate, which is
that you will always play them as hard as
possible, since violence is the inevitable and
often exhilarating by-product of taking your
foot off the brake and seeing just what your
body is capable of. And this is an element
of sports that can’t be compromised with
without losing the point for sure. You can,
if you like, put helmets on the boxers to re-
duce the damage, and you can bench your
star quarterback to keep down the score,
but what you can’t do is tell either of them
to take it easy, or to “have a heart.”

And this, not the physical pain, will
surely be the hardest aspect of competi-
tive sports for many women to swallow:
their sheer implacability and ice-cold le-
galism, which could break your heart
even if you were playing touch football in
a suit of armor. Sports are in fact as un-
feeling as life itself. The ref still calls pen-

alties against you even when you’re down
50-0, and the scoreboard won’t be ad-
justed afterward to make you feel better.
Nowhere does self-esteem take a worse
pounding than on a sports field—unless
maybe it’s at a chess board where “check-
mate in three” can hurt worse than a
blind-side tackle that breaks both legs.
What you get in exchange for these ritual
humiliations is a thimbleful of self-knowl-
edge, a small but precious sense of how
reality works, and all the self-esteem you
can earn with your own muscle and
sweat—and here, sports relents a little: it
rewards duffers who try hard with almost
as much self-satisfaction as it gives to
champions.

his, for the last 150 years, is how
men in the modern world have
prepared themselves for life. If
women decide to take this route
too in significant numbers, and indications
are that they are doing so, it will, if nothing
else, test the sturdiest of all truisms, that
men naturally are just and women merciful.
Men are, it seems fair to assume, not really
born just, but usually have it thrust upon
them the first time they try to cheat some-
one, or someone tries to cheat them, and
they realize that justice is the most kindness
you can give to two people at the same time,
if their interests differ. Any kindness you
have left after you've played games long
enough will be solid indeed—and of course,
the generosity of athletes to teammates is
legendary, and to foes only slightly less so.
What one might hope women, or somebody,
might effect is an opening up of this paro-
chialism to let the rest of the world in.

If this should ever happen, I can only
say the blessings of sports would be infi-
nitely easier to argue than they have been in
this essay.
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THE TECHNOLOGICAL
IMPERATIVE

BY EDWARD TENNER

he road from Princeton, New Jer-

sey, to Philadelphia passes the

handsome iron-fenced grounds of

the Lawrenceville School, a private
institution known not only for its high aca-
demic standards but also for its ample re-
sources. Its gracious campus could easily
house a substantial liberal arts college; in the
summer, its auditorium does justice to pro-
fessional opera productions. Though
Lawrenceville’s flush financial condition is
news to no one, I was still surprised when
driving by one day last autumn to see how
grandly the school pursued the game of
football. Looming over a practice field just
beyond the fence was a railed platform sus-
pended by two tonglike metal frameworks
over a wheeled base the size of a small car.
Standing atop this elaborate machine was a
man with a video camera recording the
team’s practice session 10 or more feet be-
low. Even here, a world away from the
NCAA Division I, technology was literally
raising its head—vivid evidence of the
lengthening reach of the apparatus of pro-
fessionalism.

Itis true that coaches have been analyz-
ing film since the early days of moving pic-
tures, that video cameras now start at only
a few hundred dollars (though this one ap-
peared to be a bigger and much costlier pro-
fessional model), and that mobile lifts prob-
ably have some value for building and
grounds crews as well as for the athletic

26 WQ WINTER 1995

department. And one would have to be Rip
Van Winkle not to know that schools and
colleges are working harder at sport and
spending big money on new athletic tech-
nology. Only a few hundred yards from my
apartment, on the banks of Lake Carnegie,
Princeton rowing crews practice during
New Jersey’s often inclement weather in an
enclosed tank. Across the road, a field of
artificial turf is being installed for the la-
crosse team at a cost of more than $1 mil-
lion. (Competing teams were all using them,
the coaches pointed out, and a generous
alumnus picked up the bill.)

Yet the Lawrenceville image stayed
with me: a portable tower with an all-see-
ing eye, a monument to the interpenetration
of sport and engineering. It is a relationship
that has improved athletic performance and
challenged physicists and designers. It has
often, though not always, made sports safer.
It has also threatened the traditional virtues
of athletic life. It is often said that the infil-
tration of big money, especially in such
high-profile intercollegiate sports as football
and basketball, is killing off the amateur
ideal. But nothing is doing more to under-
mine the distinction between amateur and
professional competition than the rise of
sports technology—including not only ath-
letic gear, but training and conditioning
techniques and professional management—
and its spread to all levels of sport.

It is not incidental that I spotted the



mechanical tower at a school that was the
setting for Owen Johnson's famous turn-of-
the-century Lawrenceville stories. In many
ways, the stories and the school epitomized
the older ideal of gentlemanly amateurism
in sports. Athletics in such
corners of American life, as
in similar British ones,
shared the antiprofessional
outlook of the old humani-
ties curriculum. “Just as the
classics trained your mind
for anything, games trained
mind, character and body
for anything,” Jonathan
Gathorne-Hardy notes in
The Old School Tie (1978).
This gentlemanly model
of sport was not at all inimi-
cal to training, but it put the -
emphasis on other aspects of
competition. In one of
Johnson’s episodes, Dink
Stover, the hero of the series,
learns “that the scientific ap-
plication of his one hundred
and thirty-eight pounds,
well-timed, was sufficient to
counterbalance the disad-
vantage in weight.” Yet Dink
succeeds on the football field
not by studying videotapes
but by developing his char-
acter and his innate intelli-
gence. In a big game, the op-
posing Andover 11 play “with a precision
and machinelike rush that the red-and-black
Lawrenceville team did not have,” writes
Johnson, leaving no room for mistaking his
own view of the machine. At half time it is
the teenaged team captain, not the adult
coach, who harangues the Lawrenceville
squad, urging them to hold back the
Andover line. Only then does the adult
coach, the professional, give brief advice to
each young man. Inspired by his
teammates’ comradeship and spirit, and
laying an old grudge against one of them

The scientific study of motion in sport was born a century ago. Today, even
casual players in many sports have their serves and swings analyzed.

aside, Dink goes on to score the winning
touchdown. In this Lawrenceville of yore, it
was the athlete’s desire for honor and the
esteem of his peers that mattered most, not
his hunger for athletic scholarships or his

hopes for a career in sports. In Dink Stover’s
world, spirit and character always tri-
umphed over regimented efficiency.

he trouble, of course, was that in
real life they neither could nor did.
As sports historian Ronald A.
Smith shows in Sports and Freedom
(1988), college teams born as outlets of
youthful rebellion against faculty paternal-
ism and pedantry early in the 19th century
began hiring professional coaches soon af-
ter the Civil War. On college playing fields,
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at least, plucky amateurs such as Stover and
his friends found themselves losing to teams
that practiced under close adult scrutiny. As
expenses and competition both grew to-
ward the end of the century, colleges began
to bring sports under their administrative
control. The coach began his ascent from
student-paid specialist to college-paid star.
It stretches the point only a bit to note that
this rise roughly coincided with that of the
professional manager in the period’s emerg-
ing large corporations. And unlike business
executives, some early star coaches could
have it both ways: the University of
Chicago’s first football coach, Amos Alonzo
Stagg, not only received the executive-level
salary of $2,500 when he was hired in 1891
but was made a tenured associate professor.
(It was only fair that Stagg was given faculty
standing, since he made the kind of original
contributions—such as the end-around run
and the man in motion—for which profes-
sors of any science get tenure.) President
William Rainey Harper charged Stagg to
send forth teams that would “knock out all
the colleges.”

he decline of amateurism was not

the product of technological forces

alone. The ideal of athletic heroism

began its downward course after
World War I, with its brutal deflation of
gallant rhetoric. Some of the real heroes
who had survived the ordeal of war felt out
of place in its aftermath. Princeton hockey
star and World War I ace Hobey Baker was
miserable as a bond salesman (and club
player) after the war. He died under mys-
terious circumstances, crashing a military
plane he had borrowed. Baker came of age
a generation after the creator of Dink Stover,
but he was one of the last gentleman para-
gons of sport. At Baker’s Princeton, the
bronze statue called “The Christian Stu-

dent,” a memorial to a high-minded football
captain named Earl Dodge who had died of
typhoid in his twenties, had stood unmo-
lested for decades. By the 1920s, this statue
of a handsome youth in a turtleneck football
uniform, draped in academic robes and
laden with books, had become a provoca-
tion. Undergraduates vandalized and trav-
estied it so often that it was finally removed
to the Massachusetts museum of sculptor
Daniel Chester French. It was not athletics
that had declined but heroism. In its place
there was instead, for coaches as much as
for athletes, stardom.

The decline of the heroic ideal is re-
flected in the history of protective technol-
ogy. Football players and other athletes
before World War I could have used much
sturdier helmets and pads than they did,
but they declined to do so for the same
reason that professional boxers today (un-
like their amateur counterparts) still do
not wear headgear: spectators would have
considered such protection unmanly. In-
deed, early baseball gloves were dyed a
flesh color in order to make it less obvious
that players were not fielding the ball
barehanded. In the late 20th century, con-
spicuous exposure to risk has become
positively unfashionable except in a few
events, such as downhill skiing and auto-
mobile racing. Athletes today do push the
limits of protective technologies to gain an
edge. Helmeted batters crowd the plate;
linebackers and linemen risk paralysis
and death by illegally “spearing” their
foes with their helmets. Stronger ropes,
lighter gear, and spring-loaded cams have
encouraged mountain climbers to attempt
previously impossible routes. But the
point holds: few men and women still
glory in doing without available protec-
tion, as Reinhold Messner and Peter
Habeler did in 1978 when they climbed

Edward Tenner is a visiting Fellow in the Department of Geological and Geophysical Sciences at Princeton
University. He is finishing a book on the unintended consequences of technology. Copyright © 1995 by Edward

Tenner.
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Mount Everest without supplemental oxy-
gen. A small number of climbers have
emulated them, but scores of others have
littered the mountain with empty oxygen
canisters.

Technological change may not have
been directly responsible for the decline of
the heroic ideal, but it was the driving force
behind the new model of sport that chal-
lenged and ultimately replaced it. This new
model envisioned sport as a higher craft, as-
sisted by science
and  technol-

Athletes in ancient Greece often resorted to special diets, coaching, and other aids in attempts to improve

pecially after World War I. He quotes a French
athlete’s wish in the 1920s that his daughter
would “one day recite the litany not of our
battles but of our records, more beautiful than
the labors of Hercules.”

hat happened to sport was

part of a broader movement

to rationalize physical per-

formance that had its origins

in workplace time-and-motion study pio-
neered in the
United

performance. In this 6th century s.c. vase painting, a coach instructs two long jumpers.

ogy, frankly devoted to record setting and
winning. In this new world of sport, excel-
lence was seen not as something that grows
from within, but as something shaped by end-
less practice, refinement of technique, and
analysis. Achievements were registered not in
the respect of teammates and peers but in box
scores and record books. An important source
of this emerging perspective, according to
Allen Guttmann of Amherst College, was the
rise of quantification and record keeping, es-

States by the engineer Frederick W. Taylor
(1856-1915). Analyzing the task, the tools, and
the motions of factory workers, Taylor created
what he called a new kind of “scientific man-
agement.” By breaking down each activity
into its component parts and analyzing each
motion, Taylor believed he could optimize the
worker’s efforts and vastly improve perfor-
mance on the job.

Scientific studies of athletic perfor-
mance, animal motion, and industrial pro-
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duction took giant steps together in the
laboratory of Etienne-Jules Marey (1830-
1906), a brilliant physiologist who held a
chair of “natural history of organized bod-
ies” at the College de France. Anson
Rabinbach’s Human Motor (1990) presents
Marey’s work in its scientific and social
milieu. Marey developed an ingenious sys-
tem of stop-motion photography that re-
solved action into microscopic increments of
equal time. Sport was one of his chief subjects,
and his books containing ingenious visual rep-
resentations of motions over time in fencing
matches and other activities were a sensation.
Marey and his American counterpart, the
photographer Eadweard Muybridge, prob-
ably enjoyed their greatest fame for settling
the old sporting question of whether all four
legs of a galloping horse are ever off the
ground at the same time. (They are.)

Taylorist methods appeared in Ameri-
can athletics as early as the first years of the
20th century, and they increased the empha-
sis on coaching (professional management)
and technical specialists. Ronald Smith
notes that in 1905 and ‘06 the young
Harvard football coach William Reid, Jr.,
studied photographs of punting to deter-
mine an optimal style and then trained the
Crimson’s kickers accordingly. Reid also
began to experiment with new equipment
designs. And he pioneered the practice of
intensive scouting, traveling around the
country to recruit exceptional players. Reid
even kept a file card on every one of
Harvard’s 4,000 students to identify the best
prospects for each position on the team.
After World War I, systematic study and
professional coaching spread to more and
more sports. As early as the 1920s James
Naismith, the inventor of basketball, de-
plored the serious coaching that had trans-
formed his sport.

The cult of the coach has become one of
the leading features of late-20th-century
sport. In certain professional sports, such as
tennis, the coach enjoys a status akin to that
of a gury, and in team sports the coach (or
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rather the coaching staff) functions not only
as a technical specialist and master me-
chanic of the sport’s techniques but as a
master planner and field marshal—in a
word, the team’s brain. How many profes-
sional quarterbacks today are allowed to

‘call the plays for their team? And now pro

football is experimenting with radio com-
munications between the sideline and the
playing field. The rise of the omnicompetent
coach is another one of the forces working
to erode the distinction between amateur
and professional sports. Not only are ad-
vanced training techniques and other meth-
ods being disseminated down to the lowest
levels of many sports, but coaches them-
selves move freely between the pro and
amateur ranks. And thanks to summer
training camps and other special arrange-
ments, youngsters who show promise in
some sports are now exposed to the influ-
ence of highly trained coaches before they
reach their teen years.

f today’s superstar coaches are the
heirs of William Reid, the era’s sports
scientists are direct descendants of
Marey and Taylor. Taylorism in indus-
try has largely run its course, long since su-
perseded by other theories of management.

- The scientific study of time and motion still

matters in American industry, and even
more in Japan. But the frontier appears to
have shifted from maximizing physical per-
formance to minimizing the new injuries of
the postindustrial age, such as carpal tunnel
syndrome, an affliction of constant com-
puter users. Now it is the software devel-
oper who makes workers more productive.
But the early-20th-century dream of the
worker as a human motor, operating at top
efficiency and approaching a theoretical
minimum of fatigue, remains very much
alive in sport. Records continue to fall. No
one can predict the limits of human perfor-
mance. This excitement has attracted a strik-
ing number of leading scientists and engi-
neers to sport. The physicist Howard Brody



has published a tennis handbook; the engi-
neer Enoch Durbin has designed a revolu-
tionary tennis racket bearing his name; an-
other engineer, Thomas McMahon, has de-
veloped “tuned” tracks with optimum
springiness that help athletes set running
records; another physicist-author, John
Adair, consults on scientific questions for
baseball’s National League. Visiting the
technical department of the United States
Golf Association (USGA) in Bernardsville,
New Jersey, recently, I saw researchers us-
ing digital television cameras to record golf-
ers’ drives for analysis on a powerful Sun
work station.

ports scientists have also produced

enormous quantities of new equip-

ment over the years. Sporting

goods (including clothing) is a $45
billion industry—though it is often hard to
tell whether it is competition in sports or in
fashion that moves consumers to buy. The
impact of all this new gear varies from sport
to sport. Studies of professional perfor-
mance in golf, for example, show a percep-
tible but very slow decline in average scores
over the years. For ordinary players, how-
ever, the payoff is probably more psycho-
logical than ballistic. Frank Thomas, the
USGA'’s. technical director, believes that
new equipment can keep the conscious
brain from spoiling the unconscious brain’s
natural performance—for a while. Then
golfers become self-conscious again and
revert to their old problems.

Golf may be unusual for its gradual
approach to technological change. New
technologies have drastically altered certain
sports: the fiberglass pole transformed pole
vaulting during the 1960s; echolocators
have given tournament bass fishing the
quality of a video game. But again the over-
riding fact is that the same technology has
been as readily available to amateurs as it
has been to paid athletes. The professional’s
edge is mainly in service and customization,
often provided without charge as part of an

endorsement package.

The heroic approach to athletics still has
many partisans. The Yale classicist Donald
Kagan rejects the idea of elite athletes as
highly skilled workers. He holds up baseball
during the 1950s as an idyll of power and
grace: "The Yankees ruled this world as the
Olympian gods ruled theirs. . . . with steadi-
ness, serenity, and justice, and only the un-
worthy gnashed their teeth in envy and
prayed for chaos to shatter the unwelcome
order.” He prizes baseball’s greatest play-
ers not for their “smarts” or perseverance
but for “the qualities of courage, suffering,
and sacrifice.” And as any admirer of aris-
tocracy must, he exalts inborn excellence
over acquired proficiency.

Kagan wrote in good-natured reaction
to George F. Will’s best-selling Men at Work
(1990), which is in many ways the distilla-
tion of modern attitudes toward sport. Will
begins his book with a discussion not of a
great hitter or legendary pitcher but of a
manager, Tony La Russa of the Oakland
Athletics. And there is not much that is he-
roic or inspiring about him. He is an intense
and supremely watchful executive, armed
with copious information about each oppos-
ing player. He pursues the game methodi-
cally and presides over a corps, not of he-
roes, but of master artisans in various spe-
cialties: third baseman, catcher, etc. Baseball
La Russa-style is not pursued on a field of
chivalry but in a kind of patriarchal athletic
factory.

ith the rise of sports science
and technology, however,
the modern athletic ideal is
no longer the hero of Kagan
or even exactly the artisan of Will, but some-
thing else: the professional. Reviewing a
book on the rise of professional society re-
cently, social historian Jose Harris observed
that “work and play, brutally estranged
from each other by the early stages of indus-
trialization, have now reconverged.” Harris
went on to note that play is returning to work
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through the rise of business lunches and other
job-related social events, but it could be said
with even greater force that work is rapidly
finding its way into play. The tower at
Lawrenceville, for example, points to a new

incarnation of Taylorism. Once imposed ona

recalcitrant working class, Taylorism has be-
come the plaything of elites who are adopting
itin their leisure time, voluntarily, for the sake
of winning. Middle-aged tennis players even
pay stiff fees to attend grueling “vacation”
tennis camps conducted by famous coaches.
As technology, training, and sports science
improve performance, contests in many
sports depend on smaller and smaller mar-
gins of superiority. In the Tokyo World Ath-
letic Championships of 1991, Carl Lewis
sprinted 100 meters two-hundredths of a sec-
ond faster than Leroy Burrell, and all of the
other four runners were less than 0.2 seconds
behind Burrell. Because small differences can
translate into immense differentials of reward,
the athlete can no longer function as an au-
tonomous agent, as the fictional Stover did,
but must depend on the contributions of more
and more people. He or she needs the help of
many others—not just coaches and trainers
but psychologists, shoe and equipment manu-
facturers, trainers, financial managers—the
invisible teammates.*

It isn’t only the flood of money into col-
lege and Olympic sport that has undercut
amateurism. As preparation becomes more
arduous and intense, as standards rise, ac-
complishment requires a professional level
of commitment. In the end, the rules and
forms of amateur qualifications persist, but
in many sports maintaining amateur status
is a preprofessional ritual rather than a
value in itself. Future contracts, signing bo-
nuses, and endorsement income are subjects

*Technology does not just introduce new materials and tech-
niques. It develops extended networks of people. And that,
paradoxically, is one reason for the absence of major new
sports based on new technology. It takes a long time to build a
network of athletes, manufacturers, and coaches, not to men-
tion spectators. Better to refine existing sports. The end of this
technology-rich century has no innovation to compare with
the creation of basketball at the end of the last one.
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of open speculation. The line between phil-
anthropic support of sports and commercial
sponsorship blurs hopelessly. Is it any won-
der that amateurism has become a hollow
ideal, tainted by social exclusivism, a con-
cept that went out with Avery Brundage
and tennis whites? (The 11th edition of the
Encyclopaedia Britannica, published in 1910,
reported that the Amateur Rowing Associa-
tion of Great Britain disqualified anyone
who had ever earned a living as a “me-
chanic, artisan, or labourer.”)

In the postamateur world of sport, more
and more participants are happy to be part
of a technological system. About the same
time that Lawrenceville adopted its hydrau-
lic lift, there appeared at a local shopping
center a new indoor golf practice range
where players could have their swings vid-
eotaped. Some critics fear that we are “tak-
ing the play out of play”; some players seem
happier than ever, though, with the latest
oversized golf club or tennis racket. Will
this continue, or will there be a traditional-
ist counterrevolution in sport as part of a
more generalized reaction against profes-
sionalism in society?

n a sense, technology has restored
some of the importance of the “natu-

ral,” if not the hero. It has encouraged
national and international talent
searches that have turned up athletes whose
body types are more and more precisely
matched to the demands of their sports. As
was noted recently on a public television
show, swimmer Mark Spitz electrified the
world by winning eight gold medals at the
Munich Olympics of 1972, yet 20 years later
none of his Olympic records would have
been good enough to get him a place on the
U.S. Olympic swimming team. In 1992,
Spitz still had the world’s most efficient
technique by the standard test; his succes-
sors were just stronger and more powerful.
If a return to the cult of the natural
player is unlikely, a cultural reaction against
the rationalization of sport is more plau-



sible. German sport may be most famous for
the Nazi spectacle of the 1936 Olympics in
Berlin and for the former East German
training machine, but it also has a powerful
romantic tradition. German gymnasts long
resisted competitive scoring, as Allen
Guttmann has pointed out, and refused to
participate in Pierre de Coubertin’s first
Olympic games a century ago. Adolf Hitler,
always a ruthless modernizer, had to dis-
solve the Deutsche Turnerschaft (German
Gymnasts’ Society) for its opposition to—in
one writer’s scornful list—“concrete sta-
dium, cinder track, tape-measure, stop-
watch, manicured lawn, and track shoes.”
In our own time, the romantic tradition in
sport remains powerful—and not only

among the genteel. Sylvester Stallone’s
Rocky IV (1985) has Rocky Balboa confront-
ing the Russian champion Ivan Drago, a ste-
roid-filled colossus who trains with techni-
cians in a futuristic wonderland of sensors
and monitors. Rocky, “all heart” as his
trainer puts it, prepares for the fight in the
homely seclusion of an Old Russian
dacha, jogging through snowdrifts with
logs in tow. Ultimately Rocky wins a rous-
ing triumph against the giant’s machine-
like attack.

Some modern sportswriters speculate
about the coming of a new age of cyborg
athletics, pitting genetically selected or ma-
nipulated superathletes against one an-
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other. Their predictions may turn out to be
correct. But no technological change is in-
evitable. Change is shaped by the law, by
politics, by public opinion, and by many
other diffuse influences. Decades of fanta-
sies about synthetic food, clothing, and shel-
ter were shattered by the growth of the
popular taste for all things “natural” since
the 1960s. In sports, spectators and athletes
want to win as badly as ever, but the desire
for a more humane style of sport and for the
old sporting virtues remains strong. On the
golf course, amateur players are perfectly
free to agree among themselves to allow the
use of asymmetrically dimpled balls banned
by the USGA from tournament play, but
they rarely do. They likewise spurn the me-
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ticulously engineered putters that swamp
the Patent Office. And professional baseball
years ago rejected the aluminum bat. The
renaissance of minor Jeague baseball in the
1990s suggests that many people will forego
world-class play for a friendlier setting. As
a rule, the biggest sports stars are still those
who, like Michael Jordan, are capable of
breathtaking feats that are prized precisely
because they would be impossible without
some great gift of nature. And a few new
sports, such as ultimate frisbee, roller-
blading, and wind surfing seem to have
benefited by purposely keeping their dis-
tance from big-time college athletics.

hat is important about ama-

teurism is not its fastidious-

ness about money. If writers

and artists can accept corpo-
rate commissions without Josing their souls,
why can't athletes? It is the focus on the whole
person, the refusal to let sport or work or any-
thing else take over one’s existence, that is
most important. Technological intensification
does not rule out this amateur spirit, but it
does set traps, just as computer power does.
The steroid-pumped colossus and the caf-
feine-and-sugar-braced computer hacker are
stereotypes with bases in fact. The burden
cannot rest only with individual athletes. Gov-

erning bodies in all sports must Jook harder
than ever at new technologies and their likely
effects, positive and negative, on the spirit of
the game. The most sophisticated of these
bodies, such as the USGA, have been able to
walk the fine line between innovation that
enhances the enjoyment of a game and esca-
lation that robs it of its challenge.

Over the last 200 years, the typewriter
and computer have not made writers bet-
ter or even more prolific than Jane Austen
or Charles Dickens. Even in major
branches of science, from pure mathemat-
ics to evolutionary biology, today’s best
minds still revere and profit from Karl
Gauss and Charles Darwin. Among the
professions, only medicine and dentistry
are unquestionably and consistently bet-
ter than they were long ago. But thanks in
large part to technology, athletes are still
surpassing the accomplishments of their
greatest predecessors. And many athletes
at the highest levels are reaping unprec-
edented financial rewards from the power
of television and other media to fuel the
machinery of money and stardom.

But athletes have also found them-
selves embedded in an athletic-technologi-
cal-entertainment complex that has them
always in its sights. Like it or not, they have
found themselves under the eye in the sky.
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[LISTENING TO STEROIDS

BY JOHN HOBERMAN

or a decade after his reign as the

premier American marathoner of

the early 1980s, Alberto Salazar

failed to win a major race, and no
one could figure out why. His years-long
quest for medical advice that might salvage a
distinguished career became well known
among those who follow the running scene.
Finally, the long-awaited breakthrough came
with a victory in the 56-mile Comrades Mara-
thon in South Africa in June 1994. But this per-
sonal triumph was accompanied by an odd
and, for some observers, unsettling piece of
news. After consulting with a sports physician
and an endocrinologist, Salazar had con-
cluded that years of intensive training had
“suppressed [his] body’s endocrine system.”
The treatment that he and his advisers chose
was a drug that had no previous association
with athletic performance and did not violate
international rules: the now-legendary antide-
pressant Prozac.

No one familiar with the history of drug
use in sports will be surprised by an
athlete’s innovative use of a medication,
especially one that is prescribed to create
courage and self-confidence in timid, lethar-
gic, or demoralized people. Over the past
century there have always been athletes
willing to ingest substances, including po-
tential poisons such as heroin and strych-
nine, to boost their performance. That many
of them have been assisted by physicians
and pharmaceutical companies reminds us
that sports medicine has always been part
of what one German sports scientist has
called “a gigantic experiment on the human
organism.” At the same time, we must not
overlook the quasi-scientific or pseudosci-

entific character of most experimentation.
Consider, for example, the fuzzy medical
logic employed by Alberto Salazar and his
counselors. While Dr. Peter D. Kramer’s phe-
nomenal best seller Listeniing to Prozac (1993)
makes many claims for the drug, the treat-
ment of endocrinological disorders is not one
of them. Equally revealing is the vagueness of
the self-diagnosis that pointed Salazar toward
the world’s most popular antidepressant: “It
wasn't that I was depressed or sad,” he told
an interviewer. “I just never had any energy
or zest. I knew there was something wrong
with my whole system.”

Iberto Salazar’s encounter with

Prozac forged a high-profile link

between doping in sport and the

wider world of pharmacology
that affects us all. The existence of power-
ful drugs forces us to think about human
nature itself and how it can or should be
transformed. As modern science increases
our power to transform minds and bodies,
we will have to make momentous decisions
about how the human beings of the future
will look and function, how fast they will
run, and (perhaps) how fast they will think.
To what extent do we want to preserve—
and to what extent do we want to alter—
human traits? It is already clear that in an
age of genetic engineering advocates of the
medical transformation of human beings
sound reasonable, while the proponents of
preserving human traits (and, therefore,
human limitations) are likely to sound na-
ive and opposed to progress in principle.
The unequal contest between those who fa-
vor experimentation upon human beings
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and those who oppose it will be the most pro-
found drama of 21st-century postindustrial
society. Yet few people are aware that its es-
sential acts have already been rehearsed dur-
ing the past century of scientific sport.
Drugs have been used to enhance sexual,
military, intellectual, and work performances
as well as sportive ones. Yet sport is somehow
different. Its exceptional status as a realm of
inviolable performances becomes clear if we
compare it with some other vocations. Con-
sider, for example, another group of perform-
ers for whom mental and physical stress is a
way of life. Their life expectancy is 22 percent
below the national average. They suffer from
tendinitis, muscle cramps, pinched nerves, a
high incidence of mental health problems and
heart attacks, and anxiety levels that threaten
to cripple their performance as professionals.
These people are not fire fighters or police
officers or athletes; they are orchestral musi-
cians, and many use “beta-blocker” drugs to
contro] their stage fright and thereby improve
their performances. The use of these same
anti-anxiety drugs has been banned by the
Medical Commission of the International
Olympic Committee as a form of doping.

hat accounts for this discrep-

ancy? What makes sport the

one type of performance that

can be “corrupted” by phar-
macological intervention? One might argue
that an orchestral performance, unlike a
sporting event, is not a contest. Since the
performers are not competing against one
another, deceit is not an issue. Yet even if we
leave aside the prominent international
music competitions, this argument over-
looks the fact that an entire field of equally
doped runners who knew exactly which
drugs their competitors had taken would
still violate the ethics of sport, which require

both fair competition and the integrity of the
performance itself—an untainted, and
therefore accurate, measure of human po-
tential. But why is the same requirement not
imposed on the orchestral musician? In-
deed, one would expect “high” cultural per-
formances to carry greater ethical and an-
thropological significance than sportive
ones. Sport’s role as a special index of hu-
man capacity makes drug use by athletes
uniquely problematic.

he “doping” issue within pharma-
cology thus originates in a tension
between the licit and the illicit, a
conflict that is inevitable in a soci-
ety that both legitimizes and distrusts phar-
macological solutions to human problems.
The enormous market for substances that
are supposed to boost the human organism
in various ways benefits from the universal
presumption that almost any attempt to
expand human capacities is worth trying.
Technological civilization always tends to
turn productive activities into measurable
performances, catalyzing an endless search
for performance-enhancing technologies,
from psychotherapy to caffeine tablets.
The modern obsession with perfor-
mance enhancement is reflected in the wide
range of substances and techniques enlisted
on behalf of improving the human organism
and its capacities. Commercial “brain
gyms” employ stress-reduction devices
such as flotation tanks, biofeedback ma-
chines, and somatrons (which bombard the
body with musical vibrations) in an attempt
to affect the brain waves and thereby in-
crease intelligence, boost memory,
strengthen the immune system, and combat
phobias. So-called “smart drugs,” none of
which have been proven effective in scien-
tifically valid trials, are sold to promote
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“cognitive enhancement.”

The never-ending con-
test between the perfor-
mance principle and the cul-
tural restraints that work
against it blurs the line sepa-
rating the licit and the illicit.
Consider, for example, the
response in 1993 to charges
of steroid doping among
Chinese swimmers. A Chi-
nese newspaper responded
that the swimmers’ world-
class performances had been
made possible by a “multi-
functional muscle-building
machine” that sends elec-
tronically controlled bursts
of electricity through the
muscles. That is to say, an -
accusation of illicit perfor-
mance boosting of one kind
was met with earnest assur-
ances that Chinese athletes
had succeeded by employing
an equally artificial (but still
legal) procedure. Few anec-
dotes could better illustrate
the prevailing opportunism in
the field.

Doping in sport has
been banned for the past 25
years, yet less than a century
ago European scientists
were discussing pharmaco-
logical aids to athletic performance without
any qualms. The physiologists of that time
understood that the pharmacologically ac-
tive substances they worked with displayed
a range of effects: they could be medicines,
stimulants, depressants, intoxicants, anti-
septics, narcotics, poisons, or antagonists of
other drugs. But during this phase, physi-
cians and others had little interest in using
drugs to improve athletic performance.
Sports simply did not have the social and
political importance they have today. At the
same time, the athletic world did not yet rec-

L’athlete forain (1930) by Camille Bombois

ognize drugs as a threat to the integrity of
sport. The distinction between performance-
enhancing and therapeutic medications—a
prerequisite of the doping concept—was not
yet established.

The absence of such a norm explains
why the French scientists who gave experi-
mental doses of drugs such as alcohol and
kola nuts to cyclists in the 1890s were un-
troubled by ethical doubts. The pioneering
sports physician Philippe Tissié, for ex-
ample, could both carry out experiments on
human subjects and warn against the medi-
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cal dangers of stimulants. Tissié saw athletic
physiology as one approach to the study of
the human organism. His attempt to pro-

in a 1913 article, “Sport and Stimulants,” by
the early German sports physician
Ferdinand Hueppe. Modern life is impos-

long a cyclist’s endurance by
feeding him rum and cham-
pagne-during a 24-hour dis-
tance trial may have been the
first scientifically controlled
experiment of its kind. Yet
he was consistently cautious
on medical grounds about
the use of stimulants.
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Tissié’s attitude toward
athletic stimulants appears
strangely conflicted to those
of us accustomed to the an-
tidrug propaganda of the
sports world today. How
could the same physician
who had urged his cyclist
around the track for the pur-
pose of identifying effective
stimulants also condemn
them as dangerous? To dis-
solve this apparent contra-
diction, we must abandon
our conditioned reactions to
the idea of doping and
project ourselves back into
Tissié’s world. If he had no
qualms about energizing his
cyclist, it was because his
experiment occurred before
stimulants had come to be
regarded as a threat to equi-
table competition. In any
event, Tissié was not inter-
ested in producing record-
breaking cyclists. It was

medical prudence, not mor-

ality, that prompted his fre-
quent cautionary remarks
about stimulants. Indeed, his
condemnation of alcohol is immediately
followed by a recommendation that “the
better beverage” for boosting performance
1s sugar water.

A similar ethical nonchalance is evident
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High ideals in international sports, some critics argue, are not matched
within the sports establishment by a strong commitment to drug testing.

sible without stimulants, he wrote, and the
task of the physician is to replace harmful
substances with more benign alternatives.
Hueppe's disapproving references to “dop-
ing”—an internationally understood term



even at this early date—concerned the use-
lessness or potential dangers of drugs, not
their possible use as illicit performance-en-
hancers.

Y ondemnation of doping on ethi-
cal grounds appeared during the
1920s as sport became a genuine
mass-cultural phenomenon. The

growth of international sporting events af-
ter the first modern Olympics, held in Ath-
ens in 1896, created a new arena for nation-
alistic competition that served the interests
of various governments. Larger financial
investments and the prominence of sport in
the emerging mass media gave elite athletes
a new social and political significance,
which helped foster new suspicions about
the competitive practices of others. Having
left its age of innocence behind, sports medi-
cine was now embarked upon a new experi-
mental phase involving the collaboration of
athletes, trainers, physicians, and the pharma-
ceutical industry. At the same time, a new in-~
ternational sports establishment arose cham-
pioning an ideal of sportsmanship that was
threatened by the use of drugs.

The debate over doping in Germany
during the 1920s and ’30s anticipated
today’s doping controversy in almost every
respect. Drug use among German athletes
was widespread and openly discussed. The
German sports literature of this period of-
fered antidoping sermons, justifications for
the use of various substances, and rationales
for drawing lines between what should and
should not be forbidden. Some German
physicians clearly believed that certain sub-
stances did improve athletic performance,
and they were not reluctant to prescribe
them. The prominent sports physician
Herbert Herxheimer, for example, claimed
in 1922 that the commercial product
“Recresal” (primary sodium phosphate)
produced a detectable increase in physical
fitness. More interesting than his endorse-
ment, however, were the verbal gymnastics
that followed. With the approach of the

spring sports season, he said, the aspiring
athlete would need his full dose of phos-
phates. Without mentioning the word “dop-
ing,” he went on to assure his readers that this
ergogenic “aid” was not comparable to the
many “stimulants” in use, since it merely
“supported” basic physiological processes.
Echoes of Herxheimer’'s argument have been
heard in recent years from former East Ger-
man sports scientists who still seek to portray
steroid use as a form of beneficial “hormonal
regulation” for athletes under stress.

By 1930 a less restrained attitude to-
ward the use of Recresal was evident. W.
Poppelreuter, a professor of medicine in
Bonn, claimed that wartime tests on Ger-
man troops and later experiments on moun-
tain climbers had confirmed positive labo-
ratory results. Feeding this substance to
horses, cows, and pigs had caused them to
grow larger, look better, sweat less, work
harder, give more milk, and produce better
litters. Poppelreuter’s own experiments in-
dicated that Recresal also improved arith-
metic performance: the speed of mental cal-
culations rose while the number of errors
went down—an important finding, he said,
because the mental dimension of athletic
performance had become increasingly clear.
He was adamant about the propriety of
Recresal therapy, which he called “a normal
hygienic procedure” that merely supported
basic physiological processes.

he most controversial technique in

Germany at this time was the use

of ultraviolet radiation (UV) to in-

vigorate all or part of the athlete’s
body. From one standpoint, UV was about
as invasive and “artificial” a procedure as
standing in sunlight. But from another per-
spective, UV light was the product of “tech-
nical and machine-like devices” that threat-
ened to destroy the “honorable competi-
tion” sport was meant to be. The debate
over UV became a textbook confrontation
between the antidoping purists and their
more up-to-date opponents for whom per-
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formance was the first priority.

Such problematic distinctions between
“nutrients” and “stimulants,” between
supplemental nutrition and more ambitious
regimens, constitute the core of the “dop-
ing” issue. The sports medical literature of
the interwar period is filled with arguments
over variations on this fundamental di-
chotomy: the “natural” versus the “artifi-
cial,” rehabilitation versus performance
enhancement, restoring the organism ver-
sus boosting it, and so on. Then as now,
debates over specific drugs or techniques
were less important than the larger question
of whether society should impose limits on
athletic ambition and certain methods that
serve it, whether athletes should attempt to
improve performances by resorting to what
one German physician of this period called
“deviations from a natural way of life.”

edical objections to doping in
Germany did not command
universal support among
physicians for two reasons.
Some of these medical men, like their modern
counterparts, were simply spellbound by the
prospect of boosting athletic performance in
ingenious new ways. But the more fundamen-
tal problem, then as now, was that there were
simply too many ways to rationalize the use
of what were believed to be performance-en-
hancing drugs within the standard guidelines
for medical practice. The line between healing
the organism and “improving” it could not be
drawn in a clear and definitive way.
Lacking a systematic definition of
doping,  biomedical  conservatives
adopted a position based on a kind of
moral intuition. Dr. Otto Riesser, director
of the Pharmacological Institute at the
University of Breslau, was one of the few
who understood the biochemical com-
plexities of doping and its uncertain ef-
fects. In an address to the German Swim-
ming Federation in 1933, he deplored
widespread doping in German sport and
blamed physicians for their collusion in
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these unethical practices. Riesser’s re-
sponse to the problem of defining doping
was to say that in difficult cases “common
sense and conscience must be the final
judges.” Such homespun wisdom, though
it could not always prevail over the temp-
tation to cheat, was an important state-
ment of principle. Similarly, when Riesser
wrote about digitalis in 1930, he specu-
lated that it might help the long-distance
skier. “I don’t know whether that sort of
thing has been tried,” he commented.
“But all of us feel a healthy inner resis-
tance to such experiments in artificially
boosting athletic performance, and, per-
haps, a not unjustified fear that any phar-
macological intervention, no matter how
small, may cause a disturbance in the
healthy organism.”

The history of doping tells us that our
“healthy inner resistance” to such tempta-
tions is constantly being subverted by the
problem of distinguishing between licit and
illicit techniques. The idea of doping—and
its notoriety—are, after all, cultural con-
structs. The rise of an antidoping ethos dur-
ing the 1920s shows that the culturally con-
servative response to drug use in sport re-
quired about a generation to formulate it-
self. The culturally conservative response to
performance-enhancing drugs, in society at
large as well as in sport, is today under siege
as it has never been before. In Listening to
Prozac, Peter Kramer makes a point of un-
dermining what he calls “pharmacologi-
cal Calvinism,” defined as “a general dis-
trust of drugs used for nontherapeutic pur-
poses.” Pharmacological Calvinism, he sug-
gests, “may be flimsy protection against the
allure of medication. Do we feel secure in
counting on our irrationality—our
antiscientific prejudice—to save us from the
ubiquitous cultural pressures for enhance-
ment?” As Kramer (and his critics) well
know, we do not. Indeed, the transforma-
tion of Otto Riesser’s “healthy inner resis-
tance” into “antiscientific prejudice” is one
more sign that Kramer’s enormously popu-



lar brief on behalf of “cosmetic psychophar-
macology” has benefited from (and
strengthened) an increasingly activist view
of therapeutic intervention.

he rise of the therapeutic ideal has

made the stigma attached to per-

formance-enhancing drugs seem

increasingly implausible. In the
therapeutic model, the distinction between
enhancement and the treatment of specific
disorders is blurred. Therapy aims at hu-
man improvement, not necessarily the cur-
ing of a specific malady. Precisely because
we now treat the legitimacy of “therapy” as
self-evident, we overlook its expanded role
in modern life. Drugs in particular have a
vast range of applications that extend far be-
yond the treatment of organic diseases.
Drugs now in wide use help people cope
with such “normal” challenges of daily life
as work performance and mood control.
The elastic concept of therapy easily accom-
modates the physiological conditions and
psychological stresses experienced by high-
performance athletes, and the fusion of ev-
eryday stress and extreme athletic exertion
makes it difficult to condemn doping in
sport on a priori grounds. We simply do not
employ a typology of stressful experiences
that distinguishes on a deep enough level
between the pressures of everyday life and
sportive stress. The modern English (and
now internationalized) word “stress” ho-
mogenizes an entire spectrum of experi-
ences and simultaneously implies the need
for “therapies” to restore the organism to its
original healthy state.

The power of this therapeutic ideal is
already transforming the status of the male
hormone testosterone and its anabolic-an-
drogenic steroid derivatives. These hor-
monal substances have been leading a
double life as (legitimate) medications and
(illegitimate) doping agents for almost half
a century. Over the past three decades, ste-
roid use by male and, more recently, female
elite athletes has become epidemic, covertly

supported by a prosteroid lobby among
sports physicians that has received almost
no media coverage outside Germany.

The legitimate medical career of syn-
thetic testosterone compounds began within
a few years of the first laboratory synthesis
in 1935. By the early 1940s, methyl testoster-
one and testosterone propionate were being
promoted by pharmaceutical companies
and administered to patients as an experi-
mental therapy for a variety of disorders
both real and imagined: to treat the “male
climacteric” (fatigue, melancholia, and im-
potence) in older men, to deal with impo-
tence in younger men, to treat hypogonad-
ism (testicular deficiency), to restore libido
in women, and to reverse homosexuality—
a particularly problematic use of testoster-
one, as was recognized at the time. Early
practitioners groped toward safe and effec-
tive treatments, sometimes administering
megadoses (for breast cancer) that dwarfed
the lifetime consumption of the most heavily
doped East German athletes of the 1970s and
’80s. These clinicians divided into more and
less cautious factions, but no one questioned
the legitimacy of hormonal therapy as a medi-
cal technique.

ven at this early date, ambitions for

testosterone transcended strictly

clinical uses. The idea that syn-

thetic testosterone might become a
restorative therapy for millions of people
dates from the early period of its commer-
cial development. In 1938 a Yale scientist
told a meeting of the American Chemical
Society that testosterone propionate “reju-
venated” old men by relieving depression.
While the idea of using testosterone to boost
athletic performance does not appear in the
medical literature, it was becoming appar-
ent to this generation of scientists that test-
osterone played a role in physical fitness. In
1942, for example, three American research-
ers correctly guessed that the combination
of megadoses and exercise would alter “re-
sponses to fatiguing exercise”—an early
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harbinger of steroid use in elite sport.

Paul de Kruif's popular book The Male
Hormone (1945) promoted the idea that tes-
tosterone would soon become a mass
therapy for the fatigue and waning sexual
potency of aging males, and pharmaceuti-
cal companies advertised testosterone
preparations in professional journals during
the decade. Yet testosterone never caught
on as a mass-market drug.

half-century later, new develop-
ments are again encouraging the
widespread use of testosterone.
For one thing, hormone therapy
is now a conventional procedure, even if
certain applications remain controversial.
Pediatric endocrinologists, for example,
treat thousands of children of subnormal
stature with synthetic human growth hor-
mone (HGH). At the same time, they face in-
creasing deinands from parents to prescribe
the same therapy for children who are only
somewhat short. Such pressures are likely
to legitimate the wider use of HGH. Inevi-
tably, some parents will want HGH to boost
the athletic potential of their children. Oth-
ers have already requested steroids for the
same purpose. A National Institutes of
Health (NIH) plan to recruit healthy chil-
dren to test the efficacy of biosynthetic HGH
is yet another sign that social barriers to
hormonal treatments are falling. According
to the NIH panel that approved this clinical
trial several years ago, “There is substantial
evidence that extreme short stature carries
distinct disadvantages, including functional
impairment and psychological stigmatiza-
tion.” The commercial interests of drug
companies also play a role in promoting
hormone therapies. In October 1994, less
than a week before the federal government
was to outline complaints at a congressional
hearing against the two major manufactur-
ers of synthetic HGH, Genentech and Care-
mark, Inc., both companies agreed to curtail
aggressive marketing campaigns.
Testosterone therapy is now a standard
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treatment for hypogonadal males. The re-
sulting demand has stimulated a growing
market for testosterone patches that athletes
(among others) can use for nonclinical pur-
poses. But again the significance of hormonal
therapy extends far beyond the clinic and into
the public sphere, where medical “disorders”
and “crises” are defined in accordance with
social and commercial demands. Thus in 1992
the National Institutes of Health requested
research proposals to test whether testoster-
one therapy can prevent physical ailments
and depression in older males. We may now
ask whether the aging process itself is about
to be officially recognized as a treatable defi-
ciency disease. “I don’t believe in the male
midlife crisis,” commented Dr. John B.
McKinlay, an epidemiologist at the New En-
gland Research Institute who is a specialist on
aging. “But even though in my perspective
there is no epidemiological, physiological or
clinical evidence for such a syndrome, I think
by the year 2000 the syndrome will exist.
There’s a very strong interest in treating ag-
ing men for a profit, just as there is for meno-
pausal women.” The emergence of such a syn-
drome would bring with it new definitions of
physiological normality and male identity,
and it would help to legitimize other grand
ambitions to “boost” the human organism.

he advent of mass testosterone

therapy would represent a dra-

matic cultural change. The use of

sex hormones as a “popular nutri-
tional supplement” (as one German expert
has put it) to strengthen aging muscles
would be a major step toward equating
therapy with performance enhancement.
And if testosterone products proved to
have a restorative effect on sexual functioning
in the elderly, this would surely foster a new
ideal of “normal” sexual capacity that many
people would regard as a “health” entitle-
ment. The certification of low doses as medi-
cally safe would transform the image of these
drugs, “gentrifying” testosterone products
and paving the way for wider use by athletes



and body builders.

The meteoric career of
Prozac is culturally signifi-
cant because Prozac is re-
garded not strictly as a treat-
ment for a specific disorder
but as a performance-en-
hancing drug for a competi-
tive society. The history of
Prozacis a case study in how
the legitimization of a per-
formance-enhancing drug
proceeds. Listening to Prozac
is a fascinating book because
it presents in autobiographi-
cal form the entire cycle of
initial discovery, ethical
doubt, therapeutic concern,
and transformative ambition that consti-
tutes the history of doping in the 20th cen-
tury. (Whether Prozac has actually trans-
formed the lives of a large number of patients
remains a matter of dispute.) The author’s
periodic references to his own doubts about
the ethics of prescribing Prozac function as
evidence of his bona fides: “I became aware
of my own irrational discomfort, my sense
that for a drug to have such a pronounced
effect is inherently unnatural, unsafe, un-
canny.” The resolution of this ethical dis-
comfort is an important aspect of Kramer’s
narrative, and it is achieved by witnessing
the relief afforded his patients by Prozac
therapy. The transformative phase is where
real ethical peril lies, and once again Kramer
sees himself swimming with the historical
tide: “If I am right, we are entering an era
in which medication can be used to enhance
the functioning of the normal mind.” It will
take bravery for human beings to decide to
change themselves, he suggests, but history
is on the side of Prozac and psychobiologi-
cal transformation.

By now the voice of a famous cultural
diagnostician from the last century has be-
come faintly audible. We return to the text
for further clues and read that Prozac
“seemed to provide access to a vital capac-

Scandal du jour: after a string of surprising performances, several members
of the Chinese women’s swim team tested positive for steroids in 1994.

ity that had heretofore been stunted or ab-
sent.” The trail grows warmer. We read on
and find that Prozac “lends people courage
and allows them to choose life’s ordinarily
risky undertakings.” Now the voice is more
distinct. Finally, on the last page of the book,
the missing theme falls into place. The most
profound moral consequence of Prozac, we
learn, will be “in changing our sense of con-
straints on human behavior, in changing the
observing self.” The idea of human self-
transcendence has been the key all along.
Now we understand that Kramer is the
prophet of a Nietzschean pharmacology
that exalts a more dynamic, biochemically
enhanced human type.

Doping is Nietzschean pharmacology
because it defies biomedical conservatism in
the name of a biochemically engineered
superperson. But the legitimization of dop-
ing takes place not under the charismatic
banner of the Nietzschean superman but
under the humane rubric of therapy. The
use of doping substances is driven by the
ambiguous status of drugs that have (or
may have) legitimate medical applications
as well as performance-boosting value for
elite athletes. The “dual-uses” of such drugs
make it difficult to argue that they should
be banned from sport as medically hazard-
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ous. Medical researchers have already con-
firmed the benefits of human growth hor-
mone for AIDS patients. The amino acid L-
carnitine, which appears on a list of legal
“steroid alternatives” compiled by the U.S.
Food and Drug Administration, is another
“dual-use” drug that is targeted at both the
physically powerful and the physically en-
feebled. Sold to athletes in Europe as
“supplementary nutrition,” it has also been
promoted by researchers who claim that it
may play a role in preserving mental and
physical capacities in the elderly. Making 1.-
carnitine a standard part of geriatric medi-
cine would certainly promote its legitimacy
as a performance-enhancing drug for both
athletes and the general public.

he gradual “gentrification” of
such drugs will have diverse ef-
fects. Testosterone products will
be more available to the elderly
and thus more acceptable to everyone, cre-
ating a market much larger than the esti-
mated one million American males who
now buy these drugs on the black market.
Gentrification will also undermine the cam-
paign against doping in sport. At the same
time, destigmatizing these drugs will enable
physicians to treat large groups of patients
in new ways. Ironically, the criminalization
of steroids has been an obstacle to their use
for legitimate purposes. At the Ninth Inter-
national Conference on AIDS, held in Ber-
lin in 1993, physicians urged that anabolic
steroids become a standard treatment for
AIDS patients and people who are HIV-
positive. The potential market represented
by these patients already numbers in the
tens of millions around the world.
The official pharmacological Calvinism
of organized sport is thus under siege from
within and without. While drug use has

been epidemic among elite athletes since the
late 1960s, the new respectability of test-
osterone products will put international
sports officials in an unprecedented bind.
How will the Medical Commission of the
International Olympic Committee maintain
the official notoriety of steroids once these
drugs have become a standard medical
therapy for millions of ordinary people? In
a word, the hard line against doping is not
likely to survive the gentrification process.
This outcome of the contest between our
“healthy inner resistance” to doping and
ambitions to “improve” the human organ-
ism will have fateful consequences. New
roles for drugs will promote the medical-
ization of everyday life at the expense of our
sense of human independence from scien-
tific domination. It will certainly affect our
thinking about licit and illicit applications of
genetic engineering.

hile it is easy to endorse the

medical wisdom of warn-

ings against the widespread

use of steroids and other
potentially dangerous drugs, the history of
athletic doping in this century shows that it
has been very difficult to enforce such phar-
macological Calvinism in the face of growing
demands for the “therapeutic” benefits of
enhanced performance. The elastic concept of
therapy will help to legitimize hormonal ma-
nipulation as a mass therapy of the future. It
is interesting to speculate about how the ad-
vertising experts will promote these products.
It is hard to imagine that they will not turn to
elite athletes, portraying them as pharmaco-
logically improved examples of supercharged
health. One can see the athletes now, lined up
at the start of an Olympic final early in the next
century, their drug-company logos gleaming
in the sun.
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BACKGROUND BOOKS

SPORTS AND SOCIETY

generation ago, scholars interested in

the history of sports were so few, and

their publications so infrequent,
that there was scarcely a book to recom-
mend to readers who wanted something
more than the sports pages of their daily
newspaper. Today, scholars specializing in
sports history are so numerous and their
output so prodigious that it is difficult to
limit one’s recommendations to a manage-
able number.

Richard D. Mandell’s Sport: A Cultural
History (Columbia, 1984) has to be among
the first studies that come to mind. A grand
master of the significant an-
ecdote, with an artist’s eye
for striking illustrations, the
University of South Carolina
historian moves from the fu-
neral games of Homer’s Iliad
to the massed gymnastic dis-
plays of the Soviet Union. He
investigates the role of
sports in societies as differ-
ent as ancient China and
modern Germany. Sports in
the Western World (Univ. of
Illinois, 1988) by William J.
Baker, a historian at the Uni-
versity of Maine, is narrated
with similar flair and illus-
trated with an equally fasci-
nating set of images. Here,
too, one encounters every
conceivable kind of athlete,
from gladiators to golfers.
Both authors are perceptive
analysts of sports as thrilling
demonstrations of extraordi-
nary physical skill and
prowess, and both also have
an informed sense of the
ritual contexts and aesthetic
appeal of sports.

Nowhere have the ritual
and aesthetic aspects of
sports been more in evidence

g

than at the ancient and the modern Olympic
Games. Given the innumerable studies of
antiquity’s most important sports event,
readers disinclined to take on thousand-
page tomes in academic German are advised
to turn to M. L. Finley and H. W. Pleket’s
Olympic Games: The First Thousand Years
(Viking, 1976). In this brief, beautifully illus-
trated book, Finley and Pleket describe the
mythic origins of the ancient athletic festi-
val, and they dispel a number of modern
myths, such as the notion that Olympic ath-
letes were amateurs. (The concept of the
amateur athlete is a 19th-century invention

Study for the Munich Olympic Games, by Jacob Lawrence.
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of the British upper middle class, which was
anxious to exclude the lower classes from
the Henley Regatta and other old-boy
events.) As for the modern games, my own
book, The Olympics (Univ. of Illinois, 1992),
is an attempt to describe briefly what hap-
pened—between Athens in 1896 and Seoul
in 1988—to Pierre de Coubertin’s dream of
sports as the embodiment of international
harmony and good will. Despite the many
boycotts and the horrors of commercializa-
tion, there are still reasons to be hopeful
about the Olympic spirit. Richard D.
Mandell’s Nazi Olympics (Univ. of Illinois,
2nd ed., 1987) demonstrates why the 1936
games (where Adolf Hitler did not snub
Jesse Owens) were a triumph of pageantry
and drama—and a travesty of Olympic ide-
als. William J. Baker’s Jesse Owens (Free
Press, 1986) is, incidentally, a model biogra-
phy of the man whom even the Germans ac-
knowledged to be a Wunderathlet.

odern sports, as I attempted to
show in From Ritual to Record
(Columbia, 1978), are very differ-

ent from those of earlier times. In the ancient
world, for instance, neither times nor dis-
tances were measured, and contests were
never decided by “points.” We moderns
find it hard even to imagine sports without
the ubiquitous quantified results that are the
basis of the uniquely modern concept of a
sports record.

Since modern athletic games are essen-
tially British inventions—Americans con-
tributed basketball and volleyball at the end
of the 19th century—it is appropriate that
British sports are the subject of many fine
books, among the best of which are Sportin
Britain, edited by Tony Mason (Cambridge,
1989), and Richard Holt’s Sport and the
British (Oxford, 1989). The first is an ency-
clopedic illustrated account of the gamut of
British sports. The second subtly examines the
ramifications of social class in athletics. In
Barbarians, Gentlemen and Players (New
York Univ., 1979), Eric Dunning and Kenneth
Sheard trace the evolution of modern soccer
and rugby football from the almost murder-
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ously violent traditional game of folk-football.

Americans are, inevitably, likely to be
most interested in American sports. To in-
dulge that interest, one can hardly do better
than to begin with A Brief History of
American Sports (Hill & Wang, 1993), by
Elliott J. Gorn and Warren Goldstein, histo-
rians at Miami University of Ohio and the
State University of New York at Old
Westbury, respectively. Emphasizing the
ways that sports have reassured American
men about their masculinity in a world
where women have increasingly challenged
them in the political and economic realms,
the authors also cover such conventional
topics as the creation of sports leagues and
the achievements of sports heroes (and hero-
ines). My own book, A Whole New Ball
Game (Univ. of North Carolina, 1988),
which makes no claim to comprehensive-
ness, takes up some specific problems. Why
was it, for instance, that the South, which
prided itself on its hardy sportsmen, was the
last part of the United States to accept mod-
ern sports such as baseball, football, and
basketball? How can economists claim that
black baseball players are the victims of dis-
crimination when their average salary is
higher than that of white players? (The an-
swer: if one calculates salary on the basis of
“productivity,” as measured by such things
as batting average, yards gained rushing,
and rebounds, African-American athletes
are underpaid.)

What about America’s leading team
games? Gorn and Goldstein have interesting
things to say about football’s evolution from
the British sport of rugby and about the
game’s spread from the campus to the tele-
vision screen. But there is, unfortunately, no
definitive history of American football. Bas-
ketball enthusiasts have the advantage here;
they can satisfy their curiosity with Robert
Peterson’s Cages to Jump Shots (Oxford,
1990). The first word of the title refers to the
wire mesh that surrounded the court in the
days before the out-of-bounds rule; the ball
was kept in play and the players, who ran or
fell or were shoved against the mesh, were
kept in bandages.



Baseball has attracted an immense army
of sportswriters, ghost writers, fiction writ-
ers, and historians. The most detailed ac-
count of “the national game” is Harold
Seymour’s magisterial three-volume Base-
ball (Oxford, 1960-90), a study comprehen-
sive enough to satisfy all but the most insa-
tiable fan. The best one-volume social histo-
ries are Charles C. Alexander’s Our Game
(Holt, 1991) and Benjamin G. Rader’s Base-
ball (Univ. of Illinois, 1993). Readers of all
three books will have to surrender their
childhood belief in the myth of Abner
Doubleday—he did not invent baseball—
but they will be rewarded with exciting nar-
ratives that lend some perspective on Ken
Burns’s public television series. Hero-wor-
shipers can also choose from hundreds of bi-
ographies and autobiographies. One of the
best is Robert W. Creamer’s Babe (Simon &
Schuster, 1974). :

If the covers of Sports Illustrated are any
clue, boxing ranks with baseball, football,
and basketball among the most important
American sports. The best social history of
“the fight game” is Jeffrey T. Sammons’s
Beyond the Ring (Univ. of Illinois, 1988).
The New York University historian tells
(and interprets) the stories of John L.
Sullivan, Jack Johnson, Jack Dempsey, Joe
Louis, Muhammad Ali, and many others.

he lives and careers of black athletes

are discussed in many comprehensive

histories and detailed biographies, but
it is rather a scandal that there is no really
good general history of African-American
athletes. The late Arthur Ashe was a great
tennis player and an admirable person, but
his three-volume survey, A Hard Road to
Obey (Warner, 1988), is long on facts and la-
mentably short on interpretation. The schol-
arly deficit in this area is partially overcome
by a body of books on African-American
baseball players in the Negro National
League and (after 50 years of exclusion were
ended) in the major leagues. The story of the
move from segregation to integration is
told, movingly, in Jules Tygiel’s Baseball’s
Great Experiment (Oxford, 1983). Jackie

Robinson is, of course, the central figure of
the stirring drama, but Tygiel, a historian at
San Francisco State University, provides a
full cast of characters, villains as well as
heroes.

Jewish athletes have been luckier than
their African-American counterparts. Peter
Levine’s Ellis Island to Ebbets Field (Ox-
ford, 1992) is hagiography of the highest
order. His argument that American Jews
have been able to devote themselves to
sports with no sacrifice of their traditional
religious identity is questionable, but his
narrative is masterful. Nat Holman leaps
from these pages to sink another two-
pointer, and Hank Greenberg emerges for
another run around the bases.

| I ntil very recently, female athletes

were almost totally neglected, by his-

torians as well as by sports specta-
tors. At best, they were given a separate
chapter in the histories that purported to tell
the “saga of American sports.” Now, in ad-
dition to innumerable biographies and spe-
cial studies of women in cricket, soccer,
baseball, golf, tennis, track and field, moun-
tain climbing, and almost every other imag-
inable sport, there are many books that at-
tempt a more comprehensive view. My own
Women’s Sports (Columbia, 1991) begins
with Queen Hatshepsut of ancient Egypt
and ends in the era of Florence Griffith-
Joyner and Katarina Witt. En route, I discuss
Spartan girls at the Heraia (games sacred to
the goddess Hera), Roman matrons who
mimicked gladiators, medieval huntresses,
18th-century Englishwomen who fought in
bare-knuckle prizefights, Vassar College
undergraduates who formed baseball teams,
and female physical education instructors
who appealed to the International Olympic
Committee to exclude women from the
Olympic Games. The book concludes with
speculations on the erotic appeal of female
athletes, an ideological hornet’s nest in this
age of feminist protest. Susan Cahn’s Com-
ing on Strong (Free Press, 1994), concentrat-
ing on American sports, is, as her subtitle
indicates, a detailed study of “gender and
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sexuality in 20th century women’s sport.”
Cahn is a historian at the State University of
New York at Buffalo. Mariah Burton Nelson’s
lively, controversial work is more radically
feminist (and more positive about the erotic
element in sports): The Stronger Women
Get, the More Men Love Football (Harcourt
Brace, 1994).

Another way to approach sports is to
examine their institutional context. Eco-
nomic historians have produced a number
of fairly technical studies of American
sports. Most of them require a strong back-
ground in economic theory, but Andrew
Zimbalist’s Baseball and Billions (Basic,
1992) is an exception. Zimbalist is a wizard
at explaining such matters as the legal tech-
nicalities of baseball’s famed (and now
largely defunct) “reserve clause” and the
intricacies of cartelization, arbitration, and
the baseball owners’ exploitation of the tax
shelter. Zimbalist, an economist at Smith
College, is ready to practice what he
preaches: he is among those planning to
launch a new baseball league to rival the
strike-crippled major leagues.

I I The debate over ethics in intercollegiate
sports has been as bitter as the struggle
over money in professional sports.

Ronald A. Smith’s inappropriately titled

Sports and Freedom (Oxford, 1988) is an ac-

count of the beginnings of intercollegiate

sports. The Pennsylvania State University

sports historian proves conclusively that
most of the infractions punished today by
the National Collegiate Athletic Association
were familiar on 19th-century campuses.
College sports were full of athletes who
lacked the ability or the motivation to ben-

efit from the curriculum, under-the-table

payments, coaches who earned more than
the college president, and a determination
among players and coaches to win by fair
means or foul. Of the many analyses of the
woes of intercollegiate sports today, College
Sports, Inc. (Holt, 1990), by Indiana Univer-
sity English professor Murray Sperber, may
be the best. He describes, among other abuses,
the extraordinary fiscal and administrative
autonomy enjoyed by many athletic depart-
ments at NCAA Division I universities.

Finally, for readers curious about the
people in the stands and in front of the tele-
vision screens, there is my Sports Spectators
(Columbia, 1984), which moves from antiqg-
uity, when the most violent sport (gladiato-
rial games) had the most peaceful specta-
tors, to the present, when British, European,
and Latin American soccer games are occa-
sions for violent rampages by young, unem-
ployed, working-class men. But readers
worried about the disorderly behavior of
contemporary spectators will be comforted
to learn that today’s tumults are nothing
compared with the Nike riots of a.p. 562,
which began at Constantinople’s chariot
races and left 30,000 dead.

—Allen Guttmann

Allen Guttmann is a professor of English and American Studies at Amherst College. His most re-
cent book is Games and Empires: Modern Sports and Cultural Imperialism, published by Co-
lumbia University Press. Copyright © 1995 by Allen Guttmann.
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THE UsE oF

FORCE

IN Our TIME

BY A.J. BACEVICH

America’s victory in the Persian Gulf War seemed a resounding

confirmation of conventional U.S. military thought. Yet to cope with a

world in which terrorists and warlords pose as great a challenge as

massed armies, a radical revision of military thinking is essential.

Every nation is caught in the moral
paradox of refusing to go to war unless
it can be proved that the national
interest is imperiled, and of continuing
in the war only by proving that some-
thing much more than national interest

is at stake. ) )
—Reinhold Niebuhr,
The Irony of American History (1952)

hen the theologian Rein-
hold Niebuhr wrote
these words, the Cold
War—a crisis in interna-
tional politics touching
virtually every aspect of
American life—was at its height. Yet the
source of the paradox that Niebuhr referred
to was not so much political as military. It
derived less from the East-West confronta-
tion than from profound changes in the
character of warfare, changes that predated
by several decades the Cold War itself. The
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paradox in which the United States found
itself caught in the 1950s was a product of
what the historian Walter Millis labeled “the
hypertrophy of war.” A series of changes in
warfare had plunged the military profession
into a prolonged crisis. An understanding of
that crisis—and the military’s efforts to
evade its implications—is an essential point
of departure for understanding today’s con-
troversies surrounding the use of force.
To Niebuhr and other observers, the
conflicts of 1914-18 and 193945 had dem-
onstrated with awful clarity that war in the
20th century had become “total.” This trans-
formation of war was the product of several
converging developments. Advanced soci-
eties had evolved vast capabilities to mar-
shal human, industrial, and financial re-
sources for military purposes. The collabo-
ration of soldiers, scientists, and engineers
had produced new weapons of extraordi-
nary destructive power. Military staffs had
devised techniques for bringing awesome



Confusion reigns as gunfire erupts on a Port Au

Prince street. Some 6,00 ULS. troops are in Haiti under

Operation Maintain Democracy, one of many unconventional missions now assigned the U.S. military.

accumulations of materiel to bear on the
battlefield. Yet these impressive achieve-
ments had yielded precious little of politi-
cal value. Although it was a staggering
event, the bombing of Hiroshima merely
punctuated what already seemed evident:
that war as an instrument of reasoned
policy had reached a dead end. War had
become too destructive to wage.

Thus by the time Niebuhr wrote, with
the world divided into two hostile camps,
each brandishing nuclear weapons, tradi-
tional conventions of Great Power politics
no longer provided adequate guidance on
the proper role of force in regulating inter-
national affairs. When the slightest miscal-
culation might upset the precarious global
equilibrium and touch off World War III,
only the most important national purposes,
involving true vital interests, could justify
the use of force. “In the face of the horrors
of nuclear war,” speculated Henry
Kissinger in one of the decade’s most influ-

ential books, Nuclear Weapons and Foreign
Policy (1957), “perhaps force has ceased to
be an instrument of policy save for the most
naked issue of national survival.”

et wars were still fought in
the peripheral regions of the
world.  Although  con-
strained from employing the
full weight of their military
might, the larger powers
found themselves ineluctably drawn into
such conflicts—American involvement in
the Korean “police action” being a case in
point. On those occasions when advanced
democracies did engage in protracted con-
flict, mere national interests could hardly
suffice to justify the costs incurred: the
havoc wreaked as a by-product of modern
military campaigns, the suffering of com-
batants and noncombatants alike, and the
resort to morally objectionable methods in
the pursuit of victory. The longer and more
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brutal the war, the more exalted became the
purposes it allegedly served. Thus, for ex-
ample, in Korea and in Indochina—both the-
aters of war when Niebuhr wrote—Western
belligerents attempted to vindicate their con-
duct by citing purposes that transcended the
mere raison d'état. During the second Indo-
china War this was to be even more the case.
Indeed, as representatives of a nation that had
fought one world war in order to “end all
wars” and “make the world safe for democ-
racy,” and whose participation in a second
signified the triumph of the ideals informing
the first, American political leaders were par-
ticularly given to such exercises in national
self-justification.

II

If the threat of Armageddon through
much of this century has vastly complicated
the statesman’s problem of when and how
to use force, soldiers have for the most part
tried gamely to carry on as if nothing fun-
damental has changed. Military profession-
als have attempted to evade Niebuhr’s para-
dox, rejecting or minimizing the implica-
tions of total war.

They could hardly be expected to do
otherwise. After all, the autonomy and in-
stitutional authority of the military profes-
sion and the status and self-esteem of its
members depend upon arrangements very
much at odds with Niebuhr’s paradox.
Those arrangements rest on three essential
assumptions. The first is that the interna-
tional system—"the world”—is composed
of competing nation-states, each possessing
unambiguous sovereignty. According to the
second, the ultimate mechanism for making
adjustments to that system and for prevent-
ing its breakdown is war, conducted be-
tween nation-states in compliance with cer-
tain recognized rules. The third is that ac-

cess to the coercive means needed to wage
war is permitted only to national elites (of
which soldiers form an integral part).

The century has not dealt kindly with
these propositions. Since World War I, sover-
eignty has been progressively circumscribed.
Deference to supranational authority has con-
strained nation-states, and even the Great
Powers, from acting in pursuit of their own
immediate interests. In addition, the lines that
traditionally demarcated war as a realm of ac-
tivity have broken down. As conflict has as-
sumed devastating new forms, the distinc-
tions between politics and war, between com-
batants and noncombatants, and between
what is legitimate and what is impermissible
in the conduct of warfare have become in-
creasingly blurred. Nor have national elites
succeeded in maintaining their monopoly
over the machinery of war. Instead,
subversives, terrorists, partisans, guerrillas,
paramilitary groups, and self-proclaimed
revolutionaries have usurped the state’s con-
trol over the instruments of violence.

For the better part of the century, hide-
bound soldiers—and even the experience of
total war at first hand could not guarantee
a cure for incorrigible obstinacy—have in-
sisted that war has not changed, that hal-
lowed precepts of military practice should
remain unaltered. Yet other soldiers, the
clever ones, have sensed that war is indeed
being transformed. Furthermore, they un-
derstand the imperative of devising a re-
sponse in order to prevent their vocation
from becoming obsolete.

In the aftermath of World War I, the
cleverest and most perceptive soldiers by
far were the Germans. For the German of-
ficer corps, the catastrophe of 1918 was not
simply that Germany had suffered a great
defeat but that the German army had failed
demonstrably to fulfill the task that justified
its elevated status within German society:
securing the decisive victory that would

A. J. Bacevich is executive director of the Foreign Policy Institute at Johns Hopkins University’s School of
Advanced International Studies in Washington, D.C. Copyright © 1995 by A. ]. Bacevich.
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resolve the political crisis of Europe to
Germany’s permanent advantage. Demon-
strated repeatedly over the course of four
crippling years of war, this failure had in the
end unleashed a host of dangerous social
forces that during the 1920s and "30s jeop-
ardized values and institutions cherished by
the German military caste.

As historian Michael Geyer argues, the
imperative to stabilize the social order and
uphold its own privileged place within that
order provided the true stimulus for the
German military’s outpouring of innovation
and creativity during the interwar decades.
It was this implicitly counterrevolutionary
agenda rather than the narrow technical
problem of breaking the stalemate of trench
warfare that motivated German military
reformers such as General Hans von Seeckt
(1866-1936). The central intellectual prob-
lem confronting the officer corps of the in-
terwar period, notes Geyer, was to devise
ways “to limit war in order to make it, once
again . . . purposeful and instrumental.” By
restoring the possibility of rapid decision
achieved at tolerable cost, the German army
would once again “make war feasible,” thus
preserving its own status and prerogatives
within German society as well.

he world would come to know the

results of these labors as “blitz-

krieg.” Yet despite a succession of

dazzling operational perfor-
mances beginning in 1939, the methods de-
vised by German military reformers failed.
Instead of limiting war and making it pur-
poseful, German reforms laid the basis for
a conflict even more horrible than that of
1914-18. Once again, war jumped the neat
institutional boundaries to which military
professionals sought to confine it. Once
again, the search for that single decisive
stroke that would produce ultimate vic-
tory—a modern Cannae—eluded the best
efforts of generals and their staffs. Once
again, war became a matter of indiscrimi-
nate slaughter, encompassing whole societ-

ies and devouring combatants and noncom-
batants alike. Once again, the sheer dimen-
sions and duration of the conflict gave rise
to political and social forces that altered the
existing order in ways neither foreseen nor
desired by reigning elites on either side.

Despite this second recurrence of total
war in a quarter-century, the military pro-
fession (in the countries where it survived)
remained steadfast in insisting that the prin-
ciples of traditional military practice had
not outlived their usefulness. In an age
when the prerogatives of sovereignty were
repeatedly challenged and progressively
diminished, when weapons of mass de-
struction continued to proliferate despite
their manifest uselessness in waging war,
when the failure of national elites to restrict
access to instruments of violence became
undeniable and perhaps irreversible, and
when real wars time and again exposed the
limits of military orthodoxy—throughout
this age, professional soldiers persisted in
their quest to restore “institutionally con-
tained warfare between armed forces,”
thereby reversing the revolution set in mo-
tion by the onset of total war.

111

In the aftermath of World War II, over-
all responsibility for the restoration of the
older idea of war devolved upon the nation
that had inherited the mantle of world’s
leading military power: the United States.
From our vantage point in the 1990s, it may
appear that American soldiers were at first
slow to take up the challenge. Lacking the
stimulus of defeat that motivated the Ger-
mans during the interwar period, American
military thinking from the late 1940s into the
1960s was lackluster. It derived less from
sustained engagement with the implications
of total war than from obstinate parochial-
ism and fierce interservice rivalry.

Many will recall this period as a golden
age of impressively original American
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thinking about war. But the innovators
were civilian “defense intellectuals,” not
soldiers, and their preoccupation was
averting wars, not fighting them. By com-
parison with the sophisticated contours of
the civilians’ deterrence theory, the
nuclear “warfighting” scenarios created
by military professionals appear crude
and simplistic. The army’s ill-conceived
“Pentomic” experiment of the 1950s, for
example, called for the fielding of whole
new families of nuclear weapons but
sought to fit them into the framework of
traditional campaigns and battles. Indeed,
American civilian leaders never showed
much interest in the military’s doctrinal
excursions, indulging them only to the ex-
tent that they might add credibility to
America’s deterrent posture by showing
that the nation’s professional soldiers
were undaunted by the prospect of fight-
ing World War III.

President John F. Kennedy’s fascina-
tion with counterinsurgency and nation
building in the early 1960s stands as the
exception to this civilian indifference, but
it was an exception that ill-served the
cause of military professionalism. The
premise underlying counterinsurgency
doctrine as it developed during the late
1950s and early "60s was that by supple-
menting existing routines with a smattering
of novel technique, conventional military
institutions could deal with the noxious
“brushfire wars” that had become increas-
ingly commonplace after World War II in
places such as Malaya, the Philippines, and
Indochina. That premise proved to be false.
Instead of allowing soldiers to expand the
reach of professional competency, the flir-
tation with counterinsurgency paved the
way for the disaster of the Vietnam War.

ietnam made it impossible for
American soldiers to sustain the
pretense that all was well with
their profession. So-called strate-
gic weapons, developed at enormous ex-

54 WQ WINTER 1995

pense during the 1950s and ’60s, were
largely irrelevant to the problem at hand,
and even “tactical” nuclear weapons, if
their use had been politically possible,
offered little prospect of meaningful op-
erational effect. Concepts of conventional
war found no ready application: there
were no enemy field armies to encircle, no
battle fleets to destroy, no vital industrial
centers to bombard.

Nothing remained but to engage the
enemy on his own terms, waging uncon-
ventional war with forces not specifically
tailored to the task. This American extem-
porizing produced a harvest of tactical
successes, a hugely gratifying develop-
ment to those managing the Vietnam War.
After all, such minor victories provided
the stuff from which even greater success
at the operational and strategic levels
could be constructed—at least that was
the lesson of earlier wars. The art of
generalship lay in marshaling tactical suc-
cesses s0 as to win battles and campaigns.
Yet in Vietnam this was the problem that
stymied senior commanders. What was the
operational significance of a dozen scattered
firefights, of ambushes and patrols, of
firebases defended, of weapons captured
and bodies counted? No one knew. Despite
the expenditure of American blood and
treasure on an ever more lavish scale,
American soldiers found themselves fight-
ing a war of attrition that they could not
win. As had been the case in the trenches of
World War I's Western Front, the sergeants
and the captains did their job well enough;
the generals failed utterly in theirs.

To be sure, no sooner had the futility
of American efforts become undeniable
than efforts commenced to absolve the
generals of blame for defeat. American
soldiers had fought the war under absurd
restrictions that condemned them to fail-
ure, it was said. The generals” hands had
been tied by civilian political appointees:
the McGeorge Bundys and Walt Rostows,
Robert McNamara and the Whiz Kids



running roughshod over
the Pentagon brass, all the
bright but mnaive Ivy
Leaguers who had re-
sponded to JFK’s sum-
mons. The responsibility
for defeat in Vietnam be-
longed to those civilians.
Yet at no time during this
long war did such restric-
tions move any senior of-
ficer to resign in protest.
To the very end they sol-
diered on, collecting med-
als and promotions, bid-
ding their weary subordi-
nates to persevere in a struggle that had
long since lost all purpose.

Furthermore, as with Germany’s de-
feat in World War I, the political and so-
cial dimensions of the crisis provoked by
Vietnam loomed at least as large as the
military-technical ones. Although it was a
conflict waged on a far smaller scale than
the war of 1914-18, Vietnam took on some
of the qualities of total war, engaging
whole societies and producing aftershocks
that reverberated through virtually every
quarter of American life. Besides nearly
ripping apart the American political sys-
tem, the war generated long-term changes
that soldiers could only view as inimical
to the well-being of their profession.

nxious to “reconcile” and to

“heal old wounds,” Americans

today seek to smooth the rough

edges of memory about Viet-

nam. But in the collective psyche of in-

cumbent military leaders the rough edges

remain. Understanding their perspective

is impossible without first recalling the

way the world looked to them 20 years

ago, when they were subalterns recently
returned from a failed and bitter war.

In those days, the national landscape

as viewed from inside the American mili-

tary could hardly have looked more de-

Attempting to make conve
von Seeckt radically redesigned the German army between 1920 and '26.

ntional war quicker and less costly, General Hans

pressing. Vietnam had legitimized mass
resistance to war and to military service.
To have protested and refused to fight
was recognized as a sign of enlighten-
ment, a view that persists even today, al-
beit with some ambivalence, in influential
sectors of society. Many of those who had
fought and who remained in the post-
Vietnam military felt shunned and unap-
preciated. Soldiers nursed a smoldering
grudge against the news media, blaming
biased and sanctimonious reporters for
puncturing the image of the American
fighting man as selfless patriot, casting
him instead as either a dupe or an accom-
plice in war crimes. Although seldom
voiced openly, a deep-seated cynicism
about politics and a contempt for politi-
cians imbued the officer corps that came
home from Vietnam. The officers felt that
they had been used and betrayed by civil-
ian elites. As a result, the war left in its
wake an unhealthy residue of civil-mili-
tary distrust. Even more broadly, the war
served as catalyst for a cultural explosion,
giving rise to changes that soldiers in-
stinctively viewed as antithetical to their
ethos. Expectations that the military
should somehow accommodate itself to
the agenda of Black Power, feminism, gay
liberation, and the cult of the imperial self
provoked dismay and resentment.
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Yet to its everlasting credit, the mili-
tary wasted little time feeling sorry for
itself. The American defeat in Vietnam,
much like Germany’s humiliation in 1918,
soon produced a period of intense intro-
spection and spectacular creativity. As
with the German response, this American
reform effort, ostensibly rooted in mili-
tary-technical issues, had its wellsprings
in the imperative of responding to the
larger institutional crisis that defeat had
brought to a head. The overriding task in
the 1970s paralleled the one that German
officers had faced a half-century earlier:
re-establishing a basis for military profes-
sionalism by affirming that war as an ex-
tension of politics remained the special
province of a warrior caste that could
rightfully claim a distinctive status within
society.

n one critical respect, however, the

German and American responses

differed. German military reform

evolved within the narrow strategic
framework defined by Germany’s posi-
tion in the heart of Europe. This setting
obliged German soldiers to pursue profes-
sional rehabilitation by refighting the war
they had lost. Working within the spa-
cious strategic parameters permitted a
truly global power, American military
professionals felt no similar compunction
to devise solutions to the problems of
counterinsurgency {(solutions that inevita-
bly would have collided with the canons
of military orthodoxy). For American of-
ficers, the starting point for retrieving
their professional legitimacy lay in avoid-
ing altogether future campaigns even re-
motely similar to Vietnam. Among Ger-
man soldiers after World War I, the West-
ern Front that had cost them so dearly
became an obsession; their aim was to get
it right the next time. With only a few ex-
ceptions, American soldiers evinced little
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interest in refighting the last war. Even
those who were willing to revisit the con-
flict joined in the unanimous conclusion:
never again.

Yet in another sense, the American
search for professional redemption after
Vietnam did mirror the German experi-
ence. In both cases, the aim was inherently
counterrevolutionary: to restore limits
and boundaries to war, so that outcomes
would be determined by the clash of op-
posing armies, not the mobilization of
entire societies. American soldiers would
have to convince a public and elites
scarred by Vietnam that war did not nec-
essarily mean costly stalemate—the noto-
rious “quagmire.” They would have to
demonstrate the feasibility of achieving
decision at tolerable cost and without
widespread collateral damage and inci-
dental slaughter. The element of time was
critical. Vietnam had convinced American
soldiers that modern democracy’s capac-
ity to withstand the strains of war was
severely limited. In any conflict in which
success was not soon forthcoming, popu-
lar impatience might lead to the with-
drawal of support, with devastating con-
sequences for the war’s outcome and for
those who fought. Therefore, an overrid-
ing imperative in future conflicts was to
win quickly. The corollary was equally
important: conflicts in which the prospect
of early decision appeared problematic
were to be avoided at all costs.

In short, the officer corps that came
home from Southeast Asia devoted pre-
cious little energy to dissecting the war
that it had just endured. Doing so would
have advanced the cause of professional
revival minimally, if at all. Rather, sol-
diers threw themselves headlong into an
effort to restore the possibility of decision-
oriented warfare directed by military
elites—an effort undertaken in the face of
skeptics (mostly on the political Left) per-
suaded by Hiroshima on the one hand and
Vietnam on the other that all war had be-



come an exercise in futility.

The bind to which these critics
pointed was a real one. The post-Vietnam
American military attempted to escape it
by reasserting the existence—indeed, the
primacy—of conflict in the zone between
all-out nuclear war on the one hand and
unconventional war on the other hand, be-
tween apocalypse and people’s war. Nor
was it absurd to claim that such a zone
existed. The unfolding military history of
the modern Middle East provided ex-
amples that were as instructive as they
were fortuitous.

Even as the agony of Vietnam played
itself out, the Arab-Israeli wars of 1967
and 1973 reminded American military of-
ficers how wars were supposed to be
fought: warrior pitted against warrior in
a contest whose stakes, military as well as
political, were straightforward and unam-
biguous; commanders empowered to
command and backed by political leaders
who refrained from operational med-
dling; civilian populations that were
spared direct involvement as belligerents
but that had no difficulty determining
whose side they were on. Best of all, these
wars ended within a matter of days with
an outcome that was unequivocal. In the
performance of the Israeli Defense Forces,
and in the IDF’s status within Israeli so-
ciety, American soldiers found inspiration
for their own recovery.

The problem was one of adapting the
style of warfare practiced by the Israelis
to fit American strategic requirements.
For the United States, the “threat” was not
Arabs but the Soviet empire. The critical
battlefield was not the desert. It was cer-
tainly not the jungle or rice paddy. It was
the “Central Region,” the expanse of in-
dustrialized and democratic Europe ex-
tending from Denmark south to Switzer-
land, from the Iron Curtain west to the
Atlantic ports. By re-establishing itself as
a force that with its North Atlantic Treaty
Organization (NATOQO) allies could win

handily any face-off against the Warsaw
Pact, the American military establishment
might begin to undo the effects of Viet-
nam. Even without fighting—indeed, the
overriding criterion of success was to pre-
vent a fight—the American military pro-
fession could recover the stature and le-
gitimacy lost in Southeast Asia.

Thus disposed, most American offic-
ers came to regard the Vietnam War less
as a defeat than as a digression from real
soldiering, as lost years during which the
United States fell behind the Soviet Union.
Beginning in the mid-1970s and continu-
ing through the 1980s, the Soviet “other”
provided both focus and a sense of ur-
gency to their campaign of military revi-
talization. Leaving few parts of the armed
forces untouched, this effort manifested
itself most prominently in the realm of
doctrine, particularly in the AirLand
Battle Doctrine unveiled by the army in
1982 and formally endorsed by the air
force as well. AirLand Battle provided the
blueprint according to which outnum-
bered U.S. forces would turn back a full-
scale non-nuclear Warsaw Pact attack,
relying on superior technology, superior
training, and superior personnel to com-
pensate for the enemy’s greater numbers.

he Cold War’s unexpected end

meant that this plan would never

be tested in battle. But it turned

out that even a Battle of Western
Europe might not have provided that test:
war plans acquired from the former East
Germany show that the Warsaw Pact in-
tended to employ nuclear weapons on a
mass scale at the outset of an attack. One
of the most critical assumptions informing
the vision of AirLand Battle had been
wrong all along.

Yet even though the demise of the
Warsaw Pact came not with a bang but
with a whimper, the hosts designed to
defend Europe from attack did have their
day in battle. In one of the great ironies of
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military history, forces made redundant
by the end of the Cold War and soon to be
disestablished were handed the reprieve
of one final mission.

No war is to be welcomed. But if the
United. States was destined to fight a war
in the Persian Gulf, the timing of Iraq’s in-
vasion of Kuwait could not have been
more opportune. The American-led re-
sponse to this act of naked aggression cul-
minated in an extraordinarily one-sided
victory. The strategic consequences of that
triumph continue to ripple throughout the
Middle East. No less important, Opera-
tion Desert Storm quickly turned Ameri-
can thinking about war upside down.
President George Bush and others con-
cluded that the nation had at long last
kicked the Vietnam syndrome. The war’s
neat convergence of national interest and
international morality combined with an
awesome display of military prowess (and
extremely low casualties) fed increased
popular expectations about what Ameri-
can power and leadership might accom-
plish in shaping the post-Cold War world.
And although some theorists glimpsed in
Desert Storm the outlines of yet another
profound revolution in military affairs—
a revolution driven by technology that
promised to change the very nature of
war—soldiers saw it as validating the re-
forms of the previous 15 years. By liber-
ating a small desert oligarchy from the
clutches of a ham-handed aggressor pos-
sessed of a large army but no nuclear
weapons, they had reasserted the pre-
eminence of “real war.” In this sense,
Desert Storm seemed to signal the long-
sought redemption of military profession-
alism.

A\Y
And so for the United States at least,
Desert Storm seemed to herald a release

from Niebuhr's paradox. To soldiers, it
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promised an end to the long crisis of their
profession. Yet subsequent events have
dashed all such hopes.

Rather than bring about an age of har-
mony, the end of the Cold War gave way
to an era in which confrontation and con-
flict promise to be endemic. Although
mostly small-scale and seldom posing a
direct threat to American security, post—
Cold War military crises such as those in
Somalia, Bosnia, Haiti, and North Korea
have proven impossible to ignore. Fur-
thermore, despite America’s overwhelm-
ing military power, these crises have de-
fied ready solution.

To be sure, none of them have yet cul-
minated in full-fledged disaster for the
United States. Yet when one recalls the
confidence and renewed sense of purpose
presumed to form part of the legacy of the
Persian Gulf War, the difficulty experi-
enced by the United States in bringing its
power to bear on these lesser problems is
striking. Despite agonizing that has been
protracted and almost embarrassingly
public, consensus on questions of pur-
pose, means, and method has remained
beyond the reach of American policy-
makers and their military advisers. At the
pinnacle of its military superiority, the
United States has seemingly drifted once
again into a state of confusion about when
and under what circumstances to employ
force.

In short, it has become increasingly
apparent that the end of the Cold War and
victory in Desert Storm have not allowed
the United States to escape from the im-
plications of Niebuhr’s paradox after all.
At most, the end of the Cold War has
turned that paradox inside out. Once only
vital national interests could justify a de-
cision to employ force. Expectations
prompted by victory in the Gulf changed
that. The perception that American mili-
tary power might with minimal risk be
employed to serve “something much
more than” the nation’s immediate inter-
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ests seemed to oblige the United States to
make that effort. The illusion of
unchallengeable military superiority mag-
nified the call of conscience. In some in-
stances—the rescue of the Kurds, the in-
tervention in Somalia, and the peaceful oc-
cupation of Haiti are examples—conscience
impelled intervention in the near-total ab-
sence of substantive national interests.
Formerly, according to Niebuhr, once

a nation found itself militarily engaged,
leaders groped for larger purposes to jus-
tify and sustain the commitment they had
made. Today, the admirable objectives
that provide a compelling argument for
going in may not suffice to justify staying.
Americans want to do good in the world,
but their willingness to pay for doing
good is limited, especially if payment is
demanded in American lives. Once the
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bullets have begun to fly and it becomes
apparent that success may involve sub-
stantial costs, the larger purposes that in-
spired the decision to intervene lose their
resonance. The ensuing debate over how
long to sustain a commitment reverts to
the question of whether doing so contrib-
utes directly to the well-being of the
United States. Failure by responsible offi-
cials to answer that question in the affir-
mative undermines popular and political
support for an operation. An enterprise
that yesterday seemed expedient is today
not worth the blood of a single American
soldier. In the case of Somalia, such think-
ing led the United States to abandon its
commitment altogether. In the Harlan
County incident in Haiti, it aborted a mis-
sion barely under way. So the bind iden-
tified by Niebuhr in 1952 has reasserted it-
self in a somewhat altered form. Its effects
remain the same: despite an abundance of
available military power, the obstacles
confronting efforts to translate that power
into political advantage are seemingly in-
surmountable.

VI

But why is this the case? With the
Cold War now history, with Desert Storm
as a recent model of how to use power
effectively, why is American military
policy once again so apparently ineffec-
tual? The interpretation most frequently
advanced by critics is the political one: re-
sponsibility for bootless U.S. policies can
be traced directly to an irresolute leader
and the maladroit advisers who serve
him. But that explanation is incomplete, if
not altogether misleading.

Rather, the limited utility of American
military power stems in no small measure
from the persistent limitations of profes-
sional orthodoxy. In an officer corps
buoyed by success in the Gulf but still
haunted by memories of Vietnam, that
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orthodoxy has if anything entrenched it-
self more deeply. Adversaries as different
as Mohammed Farah Aidid and Radovan
Karadzic have all too readily grasped the
opportunities implicit in that fact. No
doubt they respect the American military
establishment for its formidable strengths.
They are also shrewd enough to circum-
vent those strengths and to exploit the
vulnerabilities inherent in the rigid
American adherence to professional con-
ventions regarding the use of force.

one of this is new and most of

it is unavoidable. As I sug-

gested earlier, the abiding

theme of 20th-century military
history is that the changing character of
modern war long ago turned the flank of
conventional military practice, limiting its
application to an ever narrowing spectrum
of contingencies. Despite expectations to the
contrary, Desert Storm did not reverse that
trend. Nor is the revolution in military af-
fairs to which Desert Storm supposedly
pointed likely to do so in the future. On the
contrary, as the predicaments posed by So-
malia, Bosnia, Haiti, and North Korea sug-
gest, the military history of the post—Cold
War era is likely to continue to evolve along
the lines of the past several decades.

Unlike the brazen “criminal trespass”
that made Iraq such a choice villain in the
Persian Gulf, political violence after the
Cold War only infrequently takes the form
of one state directly victimizing another.
Three of the four cases cited above involved
some variant of internal conflict. In the
fourth case, a state desperate to make up for
its own failings has employed nuclear
threats to extort concessions from the inter-
national community. Yet even in this in-
stance, North Korea has carefully refrained
from overt aggression.

In other words, when political disputes
turn violent, seldom does the nexus of con-
flict take the form of one sovereign entity
directly violating another. So long as this is



true, the concept of Major Regional Contin-
gencies (MRO), featured in the Clinton
administration’s Bottom-Up Review of de-
fense as the supposed template for future
American military operations, will rarely
prove useful. Indeed, none of the four cases
cited above have served to validate this
planning tool. Perhaps this should not be
surprising. Although dressed up in
postindustrial garb, the MRC is an attempt
to revive a model of limited war more
suited to an 18th-century system of interna-
tional politics than to our own.

Implicit in the MRC model is the expec-
tation of U.S. forces operating in pursuit of
clearly defined purposes, waging cam-
paigns of limited duration, and relying on
the high-tech weaponry that is the Ameri-
can strong suit. Yet the varied military cri-
ses of the past two years have repeatedly
frustrated such expectations. Local condi-
tions have undermined efforts to translate
political aims into crisp military objectives.
What was the mission in Somalia? To feed
the starving? To rebuild a failed state? To
get General Aidid? Urged to add peace-
keeping and peacemaking to their reper-
toire of missions, professional soldiers
bridle, perhaps catching a whiff of rice
paddy or triple-canopy jungle. Such mis-
sions raise the specter of open-ended com-
mitments under circumstances in which
every other party involved possesses the
ability to extend the quarrel indefinitely
while no one possesses the capacity to bring
it to a conclusion.

Nor have circumstances on the
ground—whether actual as in Somalia or
prospective as in Bosnia—accommodated
the preferred American operational style.
Mountainous terrain and crowded cities do
not facilitate the effective employment of ul-
tra-expensive, precision-guided munitions.
The intermixing of combatants with non-
combatants confronts U.S. regulars with the
unwelcome prospect of once more fighting
adversaries who are undistinguishable from
their surroundings—and of being saddled

with the blame for the civilian casualties
that are a by-product of fighting in such cir-
cumstances. Even in North Korea, arguably
the most clearcut military problem with
which the United States has wrestled of late,
Pyongyang’s shadowy nuclear capability
has vastly complicated efforts to define op-
erational concepts that are feasible and
make sense politically. As Roger Molander,
military analyst and former member of the
U.S. National Security Council staff, has
commented, North Korea suggests that,
with the possible exception of Iraq, the non-
nuclear MRC may already be a myth.

For reasons such as these, American
military leaders have in case after case
stood in the forefront of those arguing
against direct U.S. military intervention.
In a sense, this is not unusual: soldiers are
habitually reluctant interventionists. Yet
their specific objections—the difficulty of
translating political purpose into clear
military objectives (Somalia and Bosnia),
the lack of a precisely defined operational
endpoint (Somalia, Bosnia, and Haiti), the
prospect of conflict involving nuclear
weapons (Korea), the risk of casualties
beyond a level acceptable to American
opinion (almost anywhere)—emphasize
the point that the conditions permitting
effective military action in the Persian
Gulf were the exception rather than the
rule. In short, if military professionals saw
Desert Storm as restoring “real war” to
pride of place, subsequent efforts to apply
that experience to the problems of a tur-
bulent world have foundered. The long
crisis of military professionalism contin-
ues unabated.

VII

The point of emphasizing the endur-
ing nature of this crisis of military profes-
sionalism is not to condemn or belittle the
efforts of those in uniform who wrestle
with it. If soldiers cling stubbornly to the
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premises that have defined the essence of
their calling, they are behaving in ways
that are predictably human. How could it
be otherwise? Indeed, an appreciation of
the dilemma that soldiers face should
temper expectations about how far exist-
ing military institutions can be stretched
to incorporate unorthodox conditions.
Americans may properly insist that their
military attempt to adapt itself to new cir-
cumstances, but they should do so with
the understanding that only modest
change will occur. They may ask why the
nation’s vast military capabilities are so
seldom relevant to the actual sources of
upheaval in the world, but they should
not expect their queries, objections, or
complaints to have more than modest ef-
fect. Given the framework of military pro-
fessional orthodoxy, reinforced by the
American experience of the past 25 years,
the range of circumstances in which U.S.
military power is likely to find application
will remain narrow. No amount of railing
against senior officers for their perceived
timidity is likely to change that. Nor is
foisting some new weapon system on the
military or demanding changes in doc-
trine or force structure. Nor will any so-
called revolution in military affairs pro-
vide any near-term remedy.

hose who would nudge the mili-

tary toward accepting a somewhat

wider range of contingencies need

to find ways to reassure soldiers
that such departures from strict orthodoxy
will not put the status and prestige of the
military at high risk. To accomplish that, po-
litical leaders and others must encourage
Americans to shed unrealistic expectations
about the near-term political payoff of even
the most successful military operations.
When Somalia or Rwanda collapses, mili-
tary intervention can establish conditions
that permit humanitarian operations to pro-
ceed. But no military action can create or
restore functioning societies. When Haiti

62 WQ WINTER 1995

falls victim to military thuggery, the perpe-
trators can be deposed through military in-
tervention and duly elected officials can be
restored to power. But military action can-
not democratize a nation in which few of the
prerequisites of democracy exist.

Americans must also be disabused of the
notion, vastly reinforced by the fabulous suc-
cess of Desert Storm, that technology is sani-
tizing war or paving the way for an era when
technologically advanced countries such as
the United States will employ the military in-
strument bloodlessly. With rare exceptions,
the effective use of force will almost invariably
carry with it a substantial risk of American
casualties. Indeed, a capacity for absorbing
casualties provides one measure of a nation’s
military credibility.

Any new attitude toward the use of
force will thus require a few modest steps
toward the de-sentimentalization of the
American soldier. The United States
should never send its warriors in harm’s
way without good reason. It should train
them well and arm them with the best
available equipment. It should honor their
sacrifices. It should mourn their loss when
they fall in battle. But if the United States
intends to be taken seriously as a world
power, the death of American soldiers—
volunteers and professionals all—should
not in and of itself lead the nation to re-
verse or abandon stated policy. Ameri-
cans need not worry that their military
leaders will treat cavalierly the lives of
those placed in their charge. By conveying
their own realistic appreciation that the
use of force entails the likelihood of casu-
alties and that the loss of a single rifleman
does not necessarily constitute unaccept-
able calamity, Americans will encourage
the military itself to evaluate the potential
use of force without inordinate anxiety
about the impact of casualties on public
support for its mission and status.

By coaxing American military leaders
into becoming marginally more responsive
to the world as it is, such changes in public



attitudes might for a time enable the United
States to use its military power more effec-
tively. But adjustments of this sort would
provide at most a temporary palliative,
merely postponing the final resolution of the
century-long crisis of military orthodoxy.

linging to orthodoxy will in the
end only undermine the special
status and prestige of the military
which that orthodoxy is designed
in part to protect. For the moment, in the
lingering afterglow of Desert Storm, the
American public feels little eagerness to
peer behind the imposing facade of military
professionalism. The abiding appeal of mili-
tary pomp and display, the allure of war
machines as testimonials to national
strength and ingenuity, and perhaps above
all the reservoir of esteem and affection for
the mythical G.I.—all of these and more
maintain the public’s inclination to accept
the status quo. Yet no amount of popular es-
teem can sustain the facade indefinitely. If
nothing else, the unfolding history of our
era will see to that. Each time the United
States submits to nuclear extortion (having
established the precedent with North Ko-
rea), each time terrorists successfully pen-
etrate American cities and take American
lives, each time professional soldiers re-
spond to episodes of ethnic cleansing or
genocide by declaring such problems out-
side their brief, a few more of the citizens
who pay so dearly to uphold their country’s
status as the World’s Only Superpower will
venture to ask what they are getting for their
money. Such doubts will erode—and may
eventually demolish—the public’s support for
military professionalism as it exists today.
Faced with such erosion, military lead-

ers will awaken to the unwisdom of blanket
opposition to missions that fail to conform
to their own preferences and priorities. As
a device to shore up public trust and confi-
dence, they may feel obliged to accept an in-
crementally greater role in such undertak-
ings as multilateral peacekeeping or drug
interdiction. Yet reluctant acceptance of
nontraditional missions that is not accom-
panied by thoroughgoing institutional
change carries risks of its own. As has often
been the case with past efforts at half-
hearted improvisation, the chief risk is one
of failure—to the detriment of the nation as
well as the military’s own agenda.

he expectation that traditional

military thinking and traditional

military practice can satisfy the re-

quirements of the United States in
the 21st century is a delusion. Yet devising
workable substitutes remains a challenge.
That soldiers themselves may yet summon
the vision to adapt their ideas and institu-
tions to the requirements of this new era—
even at the cost of giving up their traditional
definition of what it means to be a military
professional—remains a possibility. Butitis
aremote one. It is more likely that a renewal
of American military thought will be the
work of people outside the military but able
to view the soldier’s dilemma with sympa-
thy. Given the weight of the traditions with
which they must contend, the reformers’ task
will be a huge one, demanding creativity and
even genius. It will require a grand-scale re-
thinking of war, the use of force, and military
purpose. Yet it is not too much to say that
American security and even the survival of
American democracy may hinge on the suc-
cess of their efforts.
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VIETNAM SINCE THE WAR
(1975-1995)

BY FREDERICK Z. BROWN

Twenty years ago, Saigon fell to the North Vietnamese and the long war came to
an end. With the communist victory, Vietnam seemingly became unified and
independent. But “liberation” brought its own tragedies and sorrows. Now, with
their Soviet patron gone and the U.S. trade embargo lifted, Vietnam’s communist
leaders are looking outward, betting on economic reform, and stirring new hopes.

Tanks with victorious North Vietnamese soldiers enter Saigon’s Presidential Palace on April 30, 1975.
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Khong co gi quy hong doc lap tu do.

—There is nothing more precious than
independence and freedom.

right, red-lettered banners bearing the words of the
sainted communist leader Ho Chi Minh (1890-1969)
hang from government buildings in Hanoi and other
cities and towns throughout the Socialist Republic of
Vietnam. But few citizens now pay much attention to
once-rousing slogans. With fully half of the present
population born since 1975, Vietnam is in more ways
than one a new country. Today, its citizens are more
concerned with the everyday demands of the present than with the
struggles, however heroic, of the past—a reality that may well distress the
aged veterans of Dien Bien Phu and other memorable battles, taking their
ease in the parks along the shores of Hanoi’s lakes. But ambitious city
dwellers, working hard to earn a living by day and then, in many cases,
learning WordPerfect for Windows, or studying English, or holding down
a second job by night, are too busy to care about that. As for the farmers,
who still make up three-quarters of Vietnam'’s 73.5 million people, their
overriding concern is the same as it has been for 2,000 years: to plant the
next rice harvest.

Yet the ubiquitous slogan of Uncle Ho carries more meaning than the
busy populace perhaps quite realizes. His cherished “independence,”
bought with much blood and seemingly secured 20 years ago when Saigon
fell to the North Vietnamese, remains a question mark—and a very impor-
tant one. “Freedom” also remains a particularly elusive quality. Within the
Communist Party, and especially among the 77-year-old General Secretary
Do Muoi and other members of the ruling Politburo in Hanoi, there is much
uncertainty about where Vietnam is going—and whether the party will still
be in power when it gets there. Outside party circles, there is also wide-
spread uneasiness. It is evident, for instance, in the cynicism toward party
and government that ordinary Vietnamese often display, even to foreign-
ers, after several bottles of “Seventy-Five” beer (the “revolutionary” brew
that replaced the French-brewed “Thirty-Three” beer popular in South
Vietnam). In Hanoi, one finds graffiti that pointedly truncate Uncle Ho's
slogan: Khong co gi (“There is nothing”).

The uneasiness is well-founded. The regime’s policy of doi moi (“reno-
vation”), now in its eighth year, is limited to economics in theory, with the
party attempting to set its extent and pace. But control is increasingly dif-
ficult. Even though the stultifying bureaucracy has slowed down renova-
tion, doi moi could easily go too far. As the party has come to understand,
economic reform cannot fail to have political and social consequences. With
the Soviet Union no longer around to prop Vietnam up, the communist
leaders have had no real choice but to open the country to the outside world
and hope that they can subdue the forces thereby unleashed. Whatever the
ultimate fate of the regime, and of its Marxist-Leninist ideology, there is
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an even larger question that cries out for an
answer. For centuries, what has happened
in Vietnam has been determined less by the
Vietnamese themselves than by others—by
the Chinese especially, but also, of course,
by the French, the Japanese, the Americans,
and, more recently, by nationalists in thrall
to a foreign ideology. With Marxism dis-
credited and Leninism increasingly uncon-
genial to the younger generation, will the
Vietnamese at last be able to find their own
authentic identity, and with it, true indepen-
dence and a greater measure of freedom?

* * *

On April 30, 1995, it will be 20 years
since the Democratic Republic of Vietnam
(“North Vietnam”) overcame the Repub-
lic of Vietnam (“South Vietnam”). To Viet-
namese who were on the winning side, the
“liberation” of the South in the face of the
tremendous effort and vast resources of
the United States still evokes pride.
Shortly after the last U.S. chopper lifted
off from the roof of the American embassy
on the last day of April 1975, Vietnam
became a unified country for the first time
since 1887, when the French completed
the absorption of the Nguyen dynasty into
their Indochina empire.

Once the Americans were gone, Ho
Chi Minh vowed, Vietnam would be re-
built and made “10,000 times more beau-
tiful.” Yet today, in addition to pride,
there is disillusion. It is not just those Viet-
namese who fought on the losing side who
are now dispirited. Twenty years after the
“Great Spring Victory,” the quality of
education and of health services, once the
pride of the communist regime, has de-
clined, and most of the people continue to

live in poverty. Annual per capita income
is less than two million dong (about $185).

Americans, too, have mixed emotions
20 years later. How could a venture begun
with such good intentions have ended so
tragically? Millions of veterans do not eas-
ily forget their own futile efforts or the
deaths of 58,000 of their comrades. Avoid-
ing “another Vietnam” has become the
conventional wisdom of U.S. foreign
policy. And despite President Bill Clin-
ton’s February 1994 decision to lift the
embargo on trade with Vietnam, the
wounds Americans suffered from the war
that ended 20 years ago are not yet healed.

Nor are they in Vietnam, where life
nevertheless goes on. The war with the
United States was only one of many wars
in Vietnam’s long history, and Saigon did
not really “fall.” It was renamed Ho Chi
Minh City, and even that change was su-
perficial. Today, most of its three million
inhabitants, including the party cadres,
still call their city Saigon.

n a hot summer’s Saturday night,

thousands of young Vietnamese

boys and girls circle the center of

the city on shiny new Honda and
Kawasaki motorbikes. “Swarming,” they call
it, this seemingly endless circling of tightly
packed bikes and bodies, sometimes three or
four people to a bike, the riders clad in blue
jeans or black leather or, in the case of some
of the girls, silken ao dais. The colorful stream
flows around the old Hotel Continental,
where Graham Greene set his prophetic novel
The Quiet American (1956), and around the Ben
Thanh Hotel. Back in the days when the Ben
Thanh was named the Rex Hotel, U.S. Army
officers reported there to brief the press on
progress in the war against the Viet Cong.

Frederick Z. Brown directs Southeast Asian studies at Johns Hopkins University's Nitze School of Advanced
International Studies in Washington, D.C., and is the author of Second Chance: The United States and
Indochina in the 1990s (1989). As a Department of State foreign service officer, he was a civilian adviser in
Vietnam’s Vinh Long province (1968-70) and consul general in Da Nang (1971-73). Copyright © 1995 by

Frederick Z. Brown.
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Phuong Anh Nguyen escaped Vietnam with her family in 1978 and settled in

Culiforniu.The San Jose

State College graduate moved in 1991 to Ho Chi Minh City, where she designs interiors for restaurants.

Reporters called the daily briefings the “five
o’clock follies.”

Today these hotels are filled with for-
eign tourists and businessmen. And in
many ways, Ho Chi Minh City is as much a
center of capitalist activity as it was in the
days of Ngo Dinh Diem and Nyugen Van
Thieu. Every imaginable commodity, from
expensive European cosmetics to the most
sophisticated computer devices, is available
in Cholon, once the Chinese heart of
Saigon’s commercial district. Food markets
abound, featuring a dozen varieties of rice
and packed with succulent vegetables and
fruit from the Mekong Delta, as well as im-
ported delicacies. Bookstalls are crowded
with students poring over American eco-
nomics textbooks and the latest French nov-
els. Not surprisingly, the Western influence,
in the form of books, movies, music, and
dress, is much more visible in Ho Chi Minh
City than in the less prosperous capital of
Hanoi, but even there, one finds a burgeon-

ing interest in the West.

To an American who took part in the
U.S. crusade in South Vietnam, as I did (as
a U.S. foreign service officer in Vinh Long

The photographs appearing on this and
most subsequent pages of the article are
from Passage to Vietnam (1994), created
by Rick Smolan and Jennifer Erwitt.
Published by Against All Odds Produc-
tions/Melcher Media and distributed by
Publishers Group West, Passage to Viet-
nam features the work of 70 photojour-
nalists from 14 countries, including 15
Vietnamese photographers. For seven
days in late March 1994, they were given
unprecedented access by the govern-
ment of Vietnam, resulting in what may
be the most comprehensive look at Viet-
nam and the daily lives of its people ever
assembled. To order the book, call 1-800-
634-6850, department 400.
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province and in Da Nang), returning to that
land now, during the era of doi moi, is espe-
cially poignant. Arriving at Tan Son Nhut
airport in Ho Chi Minh City, one finds that
the monument South Vietnam erected to
“Our Gallant Allies”—a huge sculpture of
an American and several other soldiers that
once dominated the circle at the airport’s
gate—has been replaced by an open-air mar-
ket. There is a vitality now that was absent as
recently as 1988. That year, I was driven from
Tan Son Nhut to my hotel in a 1947 Renault
taxicab without floorboards. Six years later,
many of the cabs in use are relatively new,
good-condition Nissans, brought in from
Singapore by way of Cambodia. On my taxi
ride in 1988, the driver apologetically made a
stop for gas, explaining that he wanted to fill
up before noon, when the price was to go up
another thousand dong. Inflation then was
running at almost 1,000 percent; now, it is
down to almost 10 percent.

Born in central Vietnam, Nguyen Van Thanh became
therevolutionary, Ho Chi Minh(“He Who Enlightens”).
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Change is evident in the North, too, in
what was once the capital of the enemy:
Hanoi. The heavily traveled road from Noi
Bai airport—which U.S. pilots had been in-
structed to bomb carefully in 1972 in order to
avoid hitting Soviet planes on the runway—
consisted in 1988 of two potholed lanes, lined
with tiny family plots of vegetables and herbs
destined for the city market. Today the road-
way has become a smooth four-lane highway
on which travelers are whisked through the
rice fields . . . to end up, if they please, at the
Hotel Sofitel, still known by its French name,
the Metropole. At $300 a night, it is Hanoi's
finest. The bartender there—at least until two
years ago—had studied nuclear physics in
Moscow (and could make some fairly explo-
sive drinks). Most evenings in the lounge, one
is likely to see businessmen from Hong Kong,
South Korea, and Taiwan cutting deals for off-
shore oil pipelines, computer assembly plants,
and frozen-shrimp export licenses.

The economic reforms made under doi
moi, the shift of the economy toward a free
market, have made life better for many Viet-
namese (although, it should be noted, few fre-
quent the Metropole and 90 percent of
Vietnam'’s roads remain unpaved). The im-
provement is especially evident in the South,
where many of those who lived under the
American-backed government possessed the
entrepreneurial skills and outlook that were
needed to take immediate advantage of thedoi
moi reforms. In the greater Ho Chi Minh City
area, the average income of $500 per year is
more than twice the national average, thanks
partly to dollar remittances from relatives liv-
ing abroad. The American influence, clearly,
is not wholly a thing of the past. Nor, for that
matter, is the old split between the northern
and southern regions of Vietnam.

* * %

Ever since the 17th century, when the
Vietnamese—after their centuries-long nam
tien (“drive to the south”)—reached the
Mekong Delta and the Khmer fishing village
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Workers repair a Soviet-made rock grinder at a
cement factory in Lang Son, near the Chinese border.

that was to become known as Saigon, the
northern and southern regions have devel-
oped along different lines. Life was easier in
the South, which had a gentle climate and
abundant agricultural resources; in the
North, where physical conditions were
harsher and the populace more numerous
(since the Viet “tribe” had been living there
for a millennium), life seemed more of a
struggle. Meanwhile, the people living on
the narrow coastal plain in the center of
what is now Vietnam developed their own
character: taciturn, tough, and somewhat
disdainful of both the North and the South.
The French accentuated these regional divi-
sions during their colonial rule by creating
three different administrative zones.

At the 1954 Geneva Conference, which
ended France’s rule and its war with Ho Chi
Minh'’s Viet Minh, the country was divided at
the 17th parallel into two administrative
zones, North and South. The division was
supposed to be temporary. The Viet Minh
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agreed to withdraw its forces from the South,
while the French left the North; then, in two
years, nationwide elections were to be held to
select a leader of the whole country.

Although Vietnam was halved, Ho Chi
Minh held effective sway over about two-
thirds of the country. Largely because of
American fears of a communist victory at the
ballot box, the 1956 elections never took place.
In 1954, the last of the Nguyen dynasty em-
perors, Bao Dai, who was living in indolence
and luxury in France, chose Ngo Dinh Diem
to be the prime minister of the new South Viet-
namese administration. A devout Catholic
who had once contemplated the priesthood,
Diem was then staying in a Benedictine mon-
astery in Belgium; earlier he had lived in the
United States, at a Maryknoll seminary in
New Jersey. There, he favorably impressed
several influential Americans, including then-
senator John F. Kennedy. With the assurance
of U.S. material and political support, Diem
was installed in Saigon in 1954 as the leader
of the anticommunist South.

A civil war soon commenced between
Ho’s communist forces—supported, at first
cautiously, later strongly, by the Soviet Union
and China—and the U.S.-backed Saigon re-
gime. Initially, the war pitted communist
guerrillas, mainly in rural areas in the South,
against the Diem regime; in 1960, recognizing
that the South Vietnam government had be-
come firmly established, Hanoi decided to
unify the country by force and began infiltrat-
ing troops into the South. (The fiction was
maintained, however, that the struggle for lib-
eration was being carried on independently of
Hanoi. The People’s Revolutionary Party,
formed in 1962, was ostensibly an indepen-
dent organization of southern communists
[Viet Cong], but it was actually under the con-
trol of Hanoi's Communist Party.)

y the early 1960s, Vietnam had
become a prime battleground in
the Cold War, with the United
States eager to test its counter-
insurgency techniques against communist



“liberation movements.” In March 1965,
some 3,500 U.S. Marines went ashore at Red
Beach near Da Nang, and in May about
3,500 men of the U.S. Army’s 173rd Air-
borne Brigade, stationed in Okinawa, were
brought to the Bien Hoa air base, northwest
of Saigon, and to the base at Vung Tau, on
the coast. By the end of that year, there were
184,300 U.S. troops in the country—and the
Vietnam conflict had turned into a “big bat-
talion” war. As it went on, and expanded—
and the oft-glimpsed “light at the end of the
tunnel” seemed always to recede—the war
became a source of great and prolonged
agony in the United States. In 1973, the
United States signed a peace agreement that
all but guaranteed the demise of the Saigon
regime—after a “decent interval.” In April
1975, North Vietnamese Army tanks
crashed through the gates of Saigon’s Presi-
dential Palace (which had served as the of-
fice of South Vietnam’s President Nguyen
Van Thieu), and the war finally came to an

At French-built Vitta Factory in Hanoi, workers turn out bicycles under the watc

end. Colonel Bui Tin, the ranking North
Vietnamese officer on the scene and a vet-
eran of the war against the French, accepted
the South’s surrender.

The “Great Spring Victory” had come
far sooner than the North Vietnamese had
anticipated. Heady with their triumph, they
proceeded during the next four years to
make a succession of disastrous political
and economic decisions. It is no small his-
torical irony that in 1991, Bui Tin, the life-
long Communist who had received the
South’s surrender, left the country and de-
fected from the Hanoi regime, blasting the
party’s postliberation policies in an open
letter to the Politburo. For the North Viet-
namese, it turned out, winning the war was
not quite the same as making Vietnam an
integrated nation with a functioning
economy and a reconciled population.

The communist “liberation” of the
South, great “revolutionary” triumph
though it was, and achieved only after dec-

SHAN

hful eye of Uncle Ho.
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Doctors make their rounds of the cardiology ward at Hanoi’s Bach Mai
Hospital. Vietnam has 9,000 clinics and more than 23,000 physicians.

ades of hard and costly struggle, evoked
little enthusiasm from the South’s populace.
Its most natural supporters, the indigenous
Viet Cong, had seen their ranks severely
thinned during the Tet offensive of 1968.
Although most southern Vietnamese were
still poor seven years after Tet, they had had
a taste of capitalism and of multiparty poli-
tics. U.S.-sponsored “pacification” cam-
paigns had poured resources into rural ar-
eas. Many villages had experienced rudi-
mentary forms of self-government. The
“land to the tiller” program in the Mekong
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Delta had created a new
class of independent farm-
ers, who owned their own
land. Several brands of
“miracle rice” (which, with
the aid of chemicals, multi-
plies the yield from a kernel
of rice two or three times),
developed specifically for
Vietnam at the Philippines
International Rice Institute,
grew abundantly in the
delta. And the war-stimu-
lated economy had encour-
aged the growth of a middle
class in the cities and towns.

Although the South
Vietnam regimes, from
Diem’s (1954-63) to Nguyen
Cao Ky and Nguyen Van
Thieu’s (1965-75), had often
governed corruptly and with
a heavy hand, most of the
populace had little appetite
for the communist alterna-
tive. The triumphant North
Vietnamese were perceived
less as liberators than as po-
tential oppressors. Yet, ex-
hausted by war, many
southerners were probably
ready to give the victors a
chance. Hanoi, however,
missed it. By its obtuse ac-
tions, the North confirmed
the historical mistrust that southerners har-
bored, and mutual hostility has affected life
in Vietnam ever since.

The case of General Tran Van Tra illus-
trates the problem. Born in the South in
1918, Tra had joined the Indochina Commu-
nist Party during the 1930s, spent years in
French jails, and taken part in a 1945 Viet
Minh uprising just before Ho Chi Minh—
with World War II over and Japan de-
feated—declared Vietnam an independent
country. During the Viet Minh's subsequent
war against the French, Tra rose through the



Victory Day at Tan Son Nhut

Kien, a North Vietnamese Army infantry officer in the long war against the South Vietnamese and the
Americans, is the protagonist of The Sorrow of War: A Novel of North Vietnam (the English transla-
tion forthcoming from Pantheon Books), by Bao Ninh, a novelist who served in North Vietnam's Glorious
27th Youth Brigade and today lives in Hanoi. The Sorrow of War was a best seller in Vietnam in 1991. In
the following scene, set shortly after his unit took Tan Son Nhut airport on April 30, 1975, Kien tries un-
successfully to lose himself in the drunken revelry. But a haunting image from those strange first hours of
victory—the naked corpse of a woman—uwill never leave his thoughts.

ien began drinking. There was plenty of
K free booze at the airport. He wandered

around watching the soldiers looting, and
joined in the drinking and destruction. The enter-
tainment seemed riotous, but it wasn’t the least bit
amusing. They turned over furniture, smashed
and ripped fittings and scattered them every-
where. Glasses, pots, cups, wine bottles, were all
broken or shot up. They used machine guns to
shoot out the chandeliers and the ceiling lights. Ev-
eryone drank heavily and they all seemed to be
drunk, half-Jaughing, half-crying. Some were yell-
ing like madmen.

Peace had rushed in brutally, leaving them
dazed and staggering in its wake. They were more
amazed than happy with peace.

Kien sat in the canteen of the Air France ter-
minal, his legs up on a table, quietly drinking. One
after another he downed the cups of brandy, the
way a barbarian would, as if to insult life. Many
of those around him had passed out, but he just
kept on drinking.

A strange and horrible night.

At times the noise of machine guns and the
sight of the red, blue, and violet signal flares fired
into the air at random created a surreal atmo-
sphere. It was like an apocalypse, then an earth-
quake. Kien shuddered, sensing the end of an era.

Some said they had been fighting for 30 years,
if you included the Japanese and the French. He
had been fighting for 11 years. War had been their
whole world. So many lives, so many fates. The
end of the fighting was like the deflation of an
entire landscape, with fields, mountains, and riv-
ers collapsing in on themselves.

As dawn approached it grew noisier, then the
racket died down.

Kien felt the sharp contrast between the
loud, chaotic night and the peaceful morning.
Suddenly, he felt terribly alone; he sensed he

would be lonely forever.

In later years, when he heard stories of V-Day
or watched the scenes of the fall of Saigon on film,
with cheering, flags, flowers, triumphant soldiers,
and joyful people, his heart would ache with sad-
ness and envy. He and his friends had not felt that
soaring, brilliant happiness he saw on film. True,
in the days following 30 April he had experienced
unforgettable joys after the victory. But on the
night itself they’d had that suffocating feeling at
the airport. And why not? They’d just stepped out
of their trenches.

Yes, he had drunk his way through the night
sitting in the Air France lounge. It wasn’t until
morning that his brain started reeling. He began
to have nightmares about the naked girl they'd
dressed up. The floor beneath him felt as though
it was heaving, a glass wall before him seemed to
go up in smoke. The apparition of a naked girl
appeared before him, her chest white, her hair
messy, her dark eyes swarming with ants, and on
her lips a terrible twisted smile. He looked steadily
at her, feeling pity. This was a human being who
had been killed and humiliated, someone even he
had looked down on. Those who had died and
those who lived on shared a common fate in this
war.

He reached out unsteadily and tried to em-
brace the ghostly shadow of the girl. In his drunk-
enness he was blubbering, generating deep pity for
her poor lost soul as he blathered on with words

‘of consolation for her.

When he spoke of these events in later life,
others found it inconceivable he would waste his
time becoming nostalgic over a girl at Tan Son
Nhut airport who had not only been a corpse but
the corpse of someone Kien had never met! Yet the
woman had, strangely, left a tragic and indelible
imprint on his mind. She became the last of his
enduring obsessions.
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ranks of the People’s Army of Vietnam;
during the late 1950s, he became deputy
chief of staff, and during the 1960s, he
served underground in South Vietnam and
was the National Liberation Front’s ranking
military officer in the final campaigns. Af-
ter the “liberation,” Tra was immediately
named head of the Military Management
Committee in Saigon, in effect, the military
governor of the defeated capital. Nobody,
North or South, could doubt Tra's loyalty to
the communist cause.

But during a liberal interlude from 1988
to’89, Tra’s association of southern commu-
nist veterans, the “Club of Former Resis-
tance Fighters,” dared publicly to criticize
the Communist Party for failing to practice
openness. It also blamed party “conserva-
tives” for the failure of doi moi. In response,
the government in 1990 denied the club per-
mission to exist independently of the “Fa-
therland Front,” the party’s official organi-
zation of more than 100 groups. Tra’s club
was forced to merge into the Vietnam Vet-
erans Association, which is under firm cen-
tral control. Southerners, as this action
made quite clear, were still suspect.

In 1991, when several colleagues and 1
met him, Tra was living in retirement in Ho
Chi Minh City in a modest bougainvillea-

5.
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Amerasians are outcasts in family-centered Vietnam. About 75,000
Amerasians and members of their families have come to the United States.

draped villa that once might have housed a
midlevel American diplomat. Tra, we knew,
had been elected to a seat in the National
Assembly, which in recent years has be-
come more prominent in Vietnam’s politi-
cal life. (The election had been confined to
communist-approved candidates.) During
our conversation, we congratulated Tra on
his chairmanship of the assembly’s veterans
committee. Smiling, he informed us that he
had just been “dis-elected” from the Assem-
bly. The reason: his leadership of the club of
former southern resistance fighters.

In 1975, the Vietnamese Communists had
achieved their long-sought goal. The Ameri-
cans were gone, and South Vietnam was
theirs. Now, Hanoi had to create a unified
nation. To accomplish this, General Secretary
Le Duan and other members of the Politburo
decided, they had to get rid of what was left
of the “enemy forces,” consolidate their
power, integrate the South into the Demo-
cratic Republic of Vietnam, and transform the
southern economy into a socialist one. This
was a tall order, and in trying to fill it, the
Communists committed a series of blunders,
with disastrous consequences.

First, they set about deal-
ing with those who had been
officials in the vanquished re-
gime and with the military
officers and men who had
served it. General Tra, the
newly installed military gov-
ernor of Saigon, and his fellow
Communists dealt harshly
with those who had been in
authority or who seemed to
represent a future threat. The
Vietnamese Communists
were less barbarous than their
counterparts in Cambodia,
the notorious Khmer Rouge,
but they were capable of bru-
tality. Many thousands of



A Southerner’s ‘Re-education’

Jade Ngoc Quang Huynh was an apolitical 18-year-old Saigon University student when the city fell to the
Communists in 1975. He was sent to labor camps for “re-education.” Escaping from Vietnam in 1977, he
ended up in the United States. In this excerpt from his memoir, South Wind Changing (Graywolf Press,
1994), Hﬁynh describes what happened in one of the labor camps after the commandant, Comrade Son, told
the inmates, surrounded by armed guards, how a prisoner who tried to run away had been shot. “This is a

very good lesson for all of you,” Son said.

ome here!” [Comrade Son] pointed to a
new captive who wore glasses.
The guard shoved the new man in the
back with his gun to make him walk up to Son.

“You look handsome with your glasses. You
are an intellectual from the south, huh? You know
too much. You are the one who had a revolution
against us, against our people, against our coun-
try for over 20 years and our people had to bleed
all that time. You are a traitor, you are an idealist.
Am I right, our citizens?” he rasped in his heavy
accent full of scorn. Then he grinned.

“Yes, comrade, yes, comrade. He's our trai-
tor!” we all shouted as if we were furious. Many
guns were held at our backs ready to fire. I felt so
bitter since every bad thing I said about others
made my mouth dirty. Did I have any choice? The
prisoner wearing glasses said softly:

“No, comrade, I'm not an intellectual person.
I'm a mechanic in the army and I never held a gun
to anyone. Look, look at my hands. They’re all
dirty with calluses. I'm not a traitor. Please forgive
me!” He raised his voice louder and louder, repeat-

edly, but the crowd’s voices were overpowering
his.

177

“Don’t lie to the party,” Comrade Son
shouted. “I have all your files here. You were
working for the secret police. You have to confess
to us now!”

The crowd quieted. The prisoner kneeled
down and crawled over to him and begged for
forgiveness. “I'm not a traitor, please forgive me!”

He patted his hands on Son’s legs and bowed
down; Son pushed him away. He crawled back
again, but this time the guard who stood next to
Son raised his gun and knocked him down. The
blood began to dribble from his mouth.

“Who will volunteer to punish our traitor?”
Comrade Son asked.

One of the men in the antenna group, the pris-
oners who spied for the guards, stood up and
walked over to him like a dog obeying his master.
Son threw him a rope. He held it, pulled the
prisoner’s arms to his back and firmly tied the left
thumb to the right toe and the left toe to the right
thumb. He jerked the man toward the flagpole,
dragging him in the dirt like an animal. I didn’t
know if I was an animal or a human being at this
moment. The antenna group man walked over,
picked up the glasses and gave them to Son while
the captive was moaning, trying to get up on his
feet. He couldn’t see anything without his glasses,
his face was close to the ground. He pushed with
his head, trying to sit up, but he didn’t succeed.
Son walked over to him and pulled him up. The
inmate stood silently, his mouth bleeding. Son
held his glasses in front of his face.

“Are you trying to act blind? We are the
people; we are the justice. We know you so well,
traitor. Why don’t you come and get them?” Son
waved the glasses in front of his face and the cap-
tive stood still. “You ignore me.” Son dropped the
glasses into the dirt, lifted his foot, then brought it
down, grinding glass into the dust. He laughed.

southerners (the precise number is not
known) were summarily executed, and at
least one million were sent to “re-education
camps.”

The severity of the punishments meted
out varied somewhat according to the loca-

tion and the whims of the local party organi-
zation. Generals and colonels in the Army of
the Republic of Vietnam, and senior civilian
officials, were sentenced, as a rule, to terms of
about 12 years in the camps, while captains
and majors often got sentences of eight years.
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In many cases, these terms were tantamount
to death sentences because of the extremely
harsh camp conditions. Enlisted soldiers and
low-ranking civilians sent to the re-education
camps were generally released after a few
days or weeks.

The communist victory and ensuing
crackdown on the erstwhile enemy prompted
an exodus of refugees in the spring of 1975,
mostly from South Vietnam’s upper crust—
officers, doctors, lawyers, senior civil ser-
vants. Almost 200,000 Vietnamese refugees
came to the United States that year. They
would be but the first wave.

ext on Hanoi’s agenda came the

consolidation of power. Before

the defeat of South Vietnam, the

Communists had hinted that
unification of the country would take place in
phases, over a 15-year period. This was prob-
ably no more than a ploy to win over “unde-
cided” southerners who had misgivings about
northern domination. In any case, only a few
months after Saigon’s fall, Hanoi decided to
get rid of the separate communist organiza-
tions that had been set up for South Vietnam
during the war. The leaders of the Provisional
Revolutionary Government and of the Na-
tional Liberation Front were obliged to vote
their organizations out of existence in Novem-
ber 1975. Then, in April 1976, a new National
Assembly for the entire country was elected,
in a process closely controlled by the party.
The assembly soon approved a new govern-
ment for the newly unified country: the Social-
ist Republic of Vietnam. On paper at least, uni-
fication was finally a reality.

Hanoi then turned to the question of the
southern economy. After the 1968 Tet offen-
sive, the economy had revived somewhat
thanks to President Richard Nixon’s
“Vietnamization” of the war and an infusion
of U.S. resources into the rural “pacification”
program. But the cumulative effect of the
gradual withdrawal of U.S. military forces by
1973, the closing of American bases, and the
drastic cuts made in U.S. aid in 1974, resulted
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in massive unemployment. By April 1975, as
provinces and whole regions of the South
passed into communist hands, the southern
economy was in desperate shape.

As party leaders tried to figure out what
to do, an old debate was revived. During the
war, Truong Chinh, who had been general
secretary from 1941 to 1956 and was the
party’s premier ideologist, had argued that
building socialism in the North was more
important than waging the war in the South.
Le Duan, the general secretary since 1960 and
a former Viet Cong leader in the South, had
taken the contrary view: the liberation
struggle deserved priority. Now, with that
“liberation” accomplished, the same argu-
ment came back in new guise. Truong Chinh,
the ideologist, argued that the South should
be forced to change course immediately, un-
dergo a “revolution in production relations,”
so that its economy could be transformed into
a socialist one. Le Duan, once again, took the
opposite view: that the “growth of productive
forces” in the country as a whole was more
important, and that, in effect, the South’s
economy should be kept in roughly its current
form and its considerable economic potential
harnessed to serve the entire nation and, in
particular, to help reconstruct the North. He
and others were keen on tapping the rich ag-
ricultural resources of the Mekong Delta to
feed the undernourished North.

At the Fourth Party Congress in 1976, the
party resolved the debate by deciding that it
wanted both economic development (so what
was left of capitalism in the South could re-
main, temporarily) and the complete “social-
ist transformation” of the South by 1980. In
pursuit of these contradictory ends, the
congress’s Second Five Year Plan set ex-
tremely ambitious—and totally unrealis-
tic—production goals for the entire nation.
Central planners, not market forces, deter-
mined the targets. Heavy industry was
stressed, farms and light industry in the
South were collectivized, the need to give
farmers and workers incentives was disre-
garded. And, in practice, it all worked about



as well as might be expected, which is to say
not at all. Popular discontent grew, and by
late 1979 the Vietnamese economy had
ground to a near halt.

s if that were not bad enough,

Hanoi in 1977 and 78 mounted

vicious campaigns to close

down all small private busi-
nesses in the South, in the Saigon area and
the Mekong Delta. The result was a stam-
pede of hundreds of thousands of Vietnam-
ese small businessmen and their families to
get out of Vietnam. The refugees—many of
whom were “Hoa people,” ethnic Chinese
whose families had been in Vietnam for gen-
erations—came not only from the South but
also from the North, skilled mechanics from
Haiphong’s port, for example. Escaping by
sea in most cases, these “boat people”
wound up on the Chinese mainland or in
camps in Thailand, Malaysia, and Indone-
sia, and some made their way to the United
States and Canada, the second wave of the
Vietnamese exodus.

Why did Hanoi, with military victory
achieved, follow so self-destructive a
course? Why did Le Duan and the other
communist leaders, having achieved the
independence for which they had fought so
long and suffered so much, take their nation
down the road to economic ruin, and then
drive away so many people who could have
been of use to their country?

The main reason has to be that they
were simply blinded by their Marxist-
Leninist ideology: they could not analyze
the situation they faced, except in terms of
communist dogma, and this, to put it
mildly, was a poor guide to reality. But fear
also played a part—fear that unless they
used all available means to secure their con-
trol over the former South Vietnam, they
might again be faced with enemies there,
either from the old Thieu regime or, even
worse, from the cadres of the erstwhile
National Liberation Front. (That fear would
not go away, which is why Hanoi would

later not tolerate General Tra’s independent
club of southern veterans.)

And hubris, the sort of pride that comes
naturally to people who have won a great
victory, also played a role in determining
Vietnam’s self-destructive course—and not
just at home but beyond its borders as well.
By virtue of their stunning victory, Le Duan
and the others saw Vietnam, in his words,
as “an impregnable outpost of the socialist
system, an important factor of . . . national
independence, democracy, and social
progress in Southeast Asia.” With
Moscow’s encouragement, the communist
leaders saw a now-unified Vietnam as a
springboard for revolutionary movements
elsewhere in Southeast Asia.

* % *

Throughout its long history, Vietnam has
been buffeted by forces beyond its borders,
and frequently beyond its control. Foremost
among those forces is China, Vietnam’s colos-
sal northern neighbor.In the Hanoi Historical
Museum today, the exhibits pertaining to the
French and American adversaries occupy just
two rooms, but the exhibits about the Chinese
take up most of the large building. Vietnam'’s
struggles with the Chinese have been going on
for millennia.

In 111 B.C., the Han dynasty conquered
the Sinitic tribe that lived in the North’s Red
River Delta, and for the next thousand years
China ruled over “Vietnam.” In aA.D. 39, a
successful but short-lived revolt against that
rule was led by two sisters named Trung;
the hai ba Trung became a legend (and
streets are named after them in every mod-
ern Vietnamese city). Nearly 900 years later,
in A.D. 938, the Vietnamese finally drove the
Chinese out, and then, between 1257 and
1287, repulsed several invasions mounted
by Mongol China and Emperor Kublai
Khan. Tran Hung Dao, a military leader
during this period, is venerated today for
the ingenious tactics he used to defeat a
vastly superior Chinese force.
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But Tran Hung Dao and the emperors
of the Le dynasty, who reigned from the
15th through the 17th centuries, were feu-
dal lords who commanded only limited
populations and resources. Subsequently,
Vietnamese kings decided that their inter-
ests were best served by paying tributes to
China. The Confucian and mandarin influ-
ence of the “Greater Dragon” to the north
remained dominant until the French began
their colonial conquest of Vietnam in the
19th century. By then, the Vietnamese had
expanded steadily south, absorbing the
Cham Empire and what was left of the
Khmer Empire in the Mekong Delta.

The French turned the South (Cochin-
china) into a colony, and the Center
(Annam) and the North (Tonkin) into pro-
tectorates, ruling all three Vietnams with
more or less an iron hand: But the hand
stayed inside a glove of cultural velvet. The
French used the beauty of their literature
and art to seduce the Vietnamese aristoc-
racy and commercial class. And in the
South, the French even allowed political
parties to be formed and elections to be
held, although the electorate was very nar-
row; in the North and the Center, no such
political participation was permitted. Mean-
while, as the 19th century gave way to the
20th and the years went on, the masses of
exploited peasants and a generation of in-
tellectuals began to develop a hatred of the
French colons. Through the charismatic Ho
Chi Minh’s clever manipulations, Vietnamese
nationalism became intertwined with com-
munism, and Vietnam began moving down
the road that, in time and after much blood-
shed, led to the “liberation” of April 30, 1975.

After the war, Hanoi's leaders presumed
that the ideology that had served them well
in their struggle against the French and the
Americans would also serve them well in
building a “socialist” Vietnam and in encour-
aging the growth of socialism elsewhere. They
were wrong, For reasons that were deeply his-
torical as well as ideological, Hanoi soon
found itself embroiled in costly conflicts with
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its neighbors that diverted badly needed re-
sources at a time when the regime was cop-
ing with severe economic problems at home.

hina, Vietnam’s ancient foe,

could not be ignored. The bitter

quarrel between China and the

Soviet Union that erupted in the
early 1960s had made life difficult for Hanoi
during the war, since it needed the support
of both communist “big brothers.” After the
1972 rapprochement between China and the
United States, Hanoi’s and Beijing’s mutual
suspicions increased. When in 1978 Vietnam
strengthened its economic links to the So-
viet Union and concluded a new mutual-
security treaty, China saw itself “encircled”
by unfriendly powers. But Vietnam now
had a more urgent problem: Cambodia
(Kampuchea).

Phnom Penh, Cambodia’s capital, had
fallen to Pol Pot’s Khmer Rouge just 13 days
before Saigon was taken by the North Viet-
namese. Once in power, the Cambodian
Communists proceeded to kill more than
one million of their fellow countrymen.
During 1977-78, Pol Pot’s forces made
bloody forays into Vietnam’s southern
provinces, inflicting thousands of casualties,
as well as disrupting the Mekong Delta’s re-
construction. Pol Pot’s men also systemati-
cally executed several thousand Khmer
Rouge guerrillas who had been trained in
Vietnam during the 1960s and '70s, and did
not neglect to kill their families as well.

In December 1978, Hanoi struck back.
Vietnamese forces invaded Cambodia, de-
posed the Khmer Rouge regime, and, using
former Khmer Rouge military figures who
had fled for their lives from Pol Pot’s mad-
ness, installed a client regime in Phnom
Penhin 1979. The new government'’s social-
ist character (and pro-Vietnamese orienta-
tion) was declared “irreversible.” But that
did not end the war with the Khmer Rouge.

As a result of its aggression—even
though the victim was an extraordinarily
heinous regime—Vietnam became a politi-



cal and economic pariah, condemned by the
United States, the European Economic
Community, Japan, and the Association of
Southeast Asian Nations. But there was an
even more forceful response to Hanoi’s ac-
tions: in early 1979, Chinese forces invaded
Vietnam, devastated its northern provinces,
and then withdrew about two months later.

or the next decade, the People’s
Army of Vietnam (PAVN) was in-
volved in a guerrilla war in Cam-
bodia that it could not win, a quag-
mire from which it found it hard to extricate
itself. To an American with experience in Viet-
nam, the situation seemed all too familiar. In
August 1988, on a flight from Da Nang to Ho
Chi Minh City, I happened to be seated next
to a PAVN colonel who had just finished a
nine-year tour of duty in Cambodia. He told
me of the frustration he had had in dealing
with his former Khmer allies. Vietnam’s inva-
sion and long occupation of Cambodia, he
had come to believe, had been a grave mis-
take: Vietnam’s forces could not achieve a
military solution to the Cambodian problem.
“Never again,” he seemed to be saying.
During the Vietnamese Communists’
struggle for liberation, Marxism-Leninism
had served as a fighting faith, promising the
downtrodden that a better future would come
with national “independence and freedom,”
and that ultimate victory was scientifically
guaranteed. The ideology also had been the
glue that enabled Ho and his supporters to
put together an effective fighting organiza-
tion. Without the bond of communist ideol-
ogy, it is highly unlikely that they would have
received the support they did from the Soviet
Union and China—and without that support,
North Vietnam could not have won the war.
Ideology was not everything. Ho, the master-
ful General Vo Nguyen Giap, and other Viet-
namese Jeaders brought great political and
military skills to their cause, as well as the
required ruthlessness. (They killed noncom-
munist Vietnamese nationalists or otherwise
eliminated that threat to their movement, and

in the process drove many noncommunist na-
tionalists into the arms of the French and later
the Americans.) Nevertheless, the communist
ideology counted for a great deal.

After liberation, however, Marxism-
Leninism became part of Vietham’s problem,
helping Hanoi's leaders to send their economy
to the brink of ruin. Socialist solidarity did not
keep Vietnam out of the Cambodian quagmire.
Nor had the ideological glue continued to stick
in China’s case—and, in time, the bond with the
Soviet Union also would come apart.

* * *

The state of ruin to which their ideologi-
cally driven policies had reduced the
economy by 1979 forced Vietnam’s commu-
nist leaders to recognize that some change
was necessary. Conservatives contended that,
with perhaps just a bit of modification, the
Marxist-Leninist program would produce
prosperity. But reformers such as Politburo
member Nguyen Van Linh—a native of the
South who had spent much of his life advanc-
ing the communist cause there—believed that
tinkering with the economic system now was
useless, that there had to be profound
changes. The very survival of socialism, they
argued, depended on renovation, on change
that was selective but nonetheless real.

As an influential member of the ruling Po-
litburo during the late 1970s and early '80s, and
as party chief in Ho Chi Minh City from 1981 to
’86, Linh pushed hard for economic reform and
achieved some modest results. The party in 1979
approved the use of “output contracts” in both
agriculture and industry, allowing families in co-
operatives to sell on the open market any excess
they produced above the quota they had to de-
liver to the state. This approach was first tried in
limited areas, and the incentives increased pro-
duction significantly. In early 1981, “output con-
tracts” went into use throughout the nation.
Other market-oriented reforms also were cau-
tiously introduced.

Vietnam’s economy began to recover—
but the hyperinflation that accompanied the
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nascent recovery wiped out much of the
improvement. The reforms were deemed a
failure, free-market activities were cur-
tailed, and the reformers were made scape-
goats. At the Fifth Party Congress, in March
1982, Linh was ousted from the Politburo
and kicked off the party’s central commit-
tee. “Restore socialist order in the market,”
Nhan Dan, the party newspaper, demanded.

But this retreat did not do much for the
economy. On the contrary, production in all
areas declined and inflation soared to 700
percent by 1986. The situation once again
turned desperate. That December, after the
death of General Secretary Le Duan, Linh
(who had been brought back to the Polit-
buro the year before) was chosen at the
Sixth Party Congress to succeed him. No
doubt inspired somewhat by the example of
Mikhail Gorbachev’s perestroika in the Soviet
Union, Linh and the party now took bold
steps to move away from a command
economy and toward a free-market one. The
trick for the party was to do that without
abandoning “socialism”—or, perhaps more
to the point, power.

In 1989, as Hanoi was about to with-
draw its forces from Cambodia, Moscow
began to cut back deliveries to Vietnam of
fuel, fertilizer, steel, chemicals, and cotton.
After independence, Vietnam had been
heavily dependent on Moscow, receiving $1
billion a year from the Soviet Union and
Eastern Europe in economic and military
assistance. Now, tens of thousands of Viet-
namese guest workers in the Soviet Union
and Eastern Europe, witnesses to the failure
of communism there, were sent home.
These developments spurred Nguyen Van
Linh’s reform efforts, pushing Vietnam to-
ward a free-market economy.

During 1988-89, Linh and the party
somewhat relaxed their controls on the
press in the South, which led immediately
to outspoken criticism. After that, Linh’s
influence in the party began to diminish.
The collapse of communism in Eastern Eu-
rope in 1989 and of the Soviet Union itself
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in 1991 made it crystal clear to the Hanoi
Politburo that while economic change was
urgent, any political change would have to
be very carefully controlled. At the Seventh
Party Congress, in June 1991, Linh was re-
placed as general secretary by conservative
Do Muoi, whom the party judged better
equipped to achieve those objectives.

ecognizing its growing isolation

and the limits of its military

power, Vietham tried to im-

prove its relations with China and
began to seek a negotiated exit from Cambo-
dia. In October 1991, it joined in a United Na-
tions-sponsored comprehensive political
settlement of the war. With the Soviet Union
crumbling, Hanoi, still keeping a wary eye on
its Chinese neighbor, had come to see that its
own interests now lay with the other,
noncommunist nations of Southeast Asia,with
Japan, and with the West. By agreeing to an
end to the Cambodian war, Vietnam was now
able to move closer to those nations and to its
former enemy, the United States.

Since 1991, Vietnam has made some im-
pressive economic progress. The Communist
Party and the government have sanctioned
private entrepreneurship in a wide range of
small and medium-size enterprises, and col-
lectivism in agriculture has been all but aban-
doned. The party has agreed, in principle at
least, to reduce its effort to administer the
economy on a daily basis. Prices of commodi-
ties—with the notable exceptions of gasoline,
electricity, public transportation, and certain
food staples—are determined now by market
forces. Gross domestic product increased by
eight percent in 1993 to 125 trillion dong ($11.5
billion), and was expected to grow by about
nine percent in 1994. Inflation was around 11
percent in 1994, roughly one-hundredth of
what it had been during the late 1980s.

Total trade amounted to $6.25 billion in
1993, and was expected to increase by about
30 percent in 1994. With last year’s lifting of
the U.S. embargo on trade and investment,
pledges of foreign investment have grown,
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The Soviet Union may have fallen but Lenin continues to be
honored in Hanoi, with a statue and a park that bears his name.

adding up to more than $10 billion as of last
September. By that time, Americans had an-
nounced 21 investment projects worth $187
million. U.S. firms are building part of a new
highway system along Vietnam’s central
coast, and an American-led consortium is cre-
ating a huge resort area near Da Nang.
Citibank and Bank of America have opened
branches in Hanoi and Ho Chi Minh City.
With Mobil, Continental, and other U.S. firms
involved, oil has become one of Vietnam’s
most important exports. Rice is another. Food-
deficient until recently, Vietnam is now the
world’s third-largest rice exporter, after Thai-
land and the United States. Despite the lifting
of the U.S. embargo, American investments so
far have been relatively modest. Taiwan,
South Korea, Hong Kong, and Japan have

been far ahead of the United States in
trade with, or investment in, Vietnam.

Even with doi moi, Vietnam is far
from being the picture of economic
health. With help from international
financial organizations, rehabilita-
tion of the country’s physical infra-
structure has begun, but it will take
decades for Vietnam to catch up with
its noncommunist neighbors. The in-
ternational trade market now is in-
tensely competitive, and office space
in Hanoi and Ho Chi Minh City, be-
cause of the scarce supply and big
demand, is almost as expensive as in
Hong Kong and Tokyo. According to
one survey, a square meter of prime
office space in Ho Chi Minh City now
rents for as much as $475, which is
more than in any other major city in
Southeast Asia—and is a clear disin-
centive to foreign investors.

The full-fledged conversion of
Vietnam’s economy to anything like
a free market one is by no means ac-
complished, or even assured. Many
basic problems remain. Under the
1992 constitution, the state is still the
sole owner of land, although indi-
viduals have the right, avowedly ex-
tending for 50 to 70 years, to use, divide,
and inherit it. The ultimate ownership of the
land remains a controversial issue.

oreover, the regime seems to

be deliberately dragging its

feet on privatization, and it

could well reverse course at
any time. A large number of state-owned en-
terprises are being kept alive through subsi-
dies or special loans from the state bank. And
in the more market-oriented economy, Com-
munist Party members and party-controlled
organizations still have significant advan-
tages. Even the army has gotten heavily in-
volved in business. The net result of all this is
that “private” enterprise in Vietnam has be-
come the preserve of those with connections.
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Letter from Vietnam: Hopes and Sorrows

Carole Beaulieu, a Canadian journalist and senior writer for the Montreal-based newsmagazine L'actualité,
lived in Vietnam with her husband, Pierre, during 1992-94, when she was a Fellow of the Institute of Cur-
rent World Affairs, in Hanover, N.H. One of the many newsletters she wrote for the institute during her
time in Vietnam concerned “people who do not make the news.” Some edited excerpts from that February

1993 report:

my gloves on as the sounds of exploding fire-

crackers fill my room. Tet, the Vietnamese
New Year, is approaching. The narrow streets are
filled with holiday shoppers buying sweets, rice wine,
peach trees with pink blossoms, and barh chung, the
traditional rice cake which is boiled for seven hours.
In four days, the Year of the Rooster will begin. “And
the American embargo will be lifted,” says Son, a 19-
year-old student and rock singer from Hanoi. “There
will be many changes then.”

Hope. There is so much hope these days in
Hanoi that you can feel it in the air. Hope is ev-
erywhere. In the new neon signs, in the thump-
ing of the bricklayers, the whizzing sound of the
blowtorches. Hope also shines in Son’s long,
unruly black hair. “I got in some trouble at
school because of the long hair,” says the 19-
year-old, laughing. “But God gave us hair, why
cut it?” Son’s favorite songs are the American
hits “Hotel California” and “Stairway to
Heaven.” The small band he sings with favors
heavy-metal groups such as Black Sabbath, a
British band, and Metallica, an American one.
“We practice in a warehouse,” says Son in his
shaky English. “At home we cannot turn the vol-
ume up because of the neighbors.”

We are sitting in a century-old lakeside coffee-
shop eating sunflower seeds and drinking coffee so
strong it could starta car engine. “The war was crazy,”
says Hoang, bass guitarist in Son’s group and a stu-
dent of foreign trade. “We lost 20 years.”

Born during an American bombardment,
Hoang dreams of visiting the United States. In
his room, near the ancestors’ altar, he has pinned
a Metallica poster. “I wanted to study at the
Conservatory,” he says, “but my parents would
not let me. They said I had a better chance of
earning a living if I studied foreign trade.”

Hoang and Son both believe the Year of the
Rooster will bring the end of the long-standing

I t is freezing cold in Hanoi. I am typing with

American embargo. Others, like Tran (not his real
name), hope it will not. A government official in his
mid-thirties, Tran could be called a progressive. He
supports the market reforms and wants them
speeded up. He sees the American embargo asa way
of putting pressure on the Vietnamese government.

Nguyen Xuan Phong, head of the Americas
Department of the Vietnamese Ministry of Foreign
Affairs, disagrees. “Our reforms were not trig-
gered by the pressure of the embargo,” he says.
“The reforms came out of a need to give a better
standard of living to our people.”

But Tran has other reasons to hope the lifting
of the embargo will be delayed. “When the em-
bargo is lifted, a lot of money will be dropped in
the hands of the government,” he insists. “They are
not ready. They will not know how to use it well.
They need time to learn about the market
economy, to learn to decide on facts, not pride or
wishful thinking.”

e originally had planned to live at
Tran’s house in Hanoi. He had sug-
gested the idea and his enthusiasm

won us over. But when we got to the capital, Tran
had changed his mind. It was mainly because of
his father, who is not as progressive as his son,
more of a hard-line Communist. When he heard
about the plan, he was not at all pleased. “My fa-
ther feared he would come under attack if others

found out his son was renting a room to foreign-

ers while he was criticizing the open-door policy.”
Tran was so worried about letting us down, he did
not tell us until we arrived in Hanoi.

So, back to square one: looking for a house.
Renting to foreigners is one of the hottest busi-
nesses in town. Many people are renovating their
houses, creating small apartments for rent.

“This house is brand-new,” insists Fon, a
mathematician, as he shows us a two-story
house a half-hour’s bike ride from the center of
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town. The owner wants $1,000 a month for it.
Fon has found housing for quite a few foreign-
ers, but we are not as rich as they, so he takes
us to another house, smaller and less modern.

* ' * *

In Ho Chi Minh City, Pierre and I lived with
a revolutionary and a bear. No joke. I can tell you
the bear’s name but not the old man’s name. You
see, his wife broke the law. She did not pay any
tax on our rent. (She was no exception. Most
people around here seem either to totally ignore
that law or declare a much lower rent than the one
they really collect.)

We enjoyed staying on the second floor of
their villa, where our room was a perfect picture
of what life must have been for the French in co-
lonial times: high ceilings, slow-turning fans, large
windows with wooden shutters, a roofed terrace
where you could slowly rock in a hammock while
listening to the rain beating on the roof.

The old man was a founding member of the
Communist Party in the South. Until he fell ill a
few months ago, he was a high-ranking party of-
ficer. He lived in the large French villa and kept a
black Soviet-made Volga sedan with green govern-
ment plates in his garage.

In early morning, through the shutters, we
could hear Saigon wake up. The roosters sang at
5:30. At 6, the two maids washed pots in the court-
yard, and after that, there was no point trying to
sleep as the hubbub of Saigon honked its way into
our room amid the songs of street vendors.

We did not see the old man much. Despite his
illness, he was often in Hanoi. And when he came
home, many people came to talk to him. I wish he had
been home more often. He had deep-set, bright eyes,
a warm smile, and a firm handshake. He understood
French well but did not speak it with us.

We saw more of Baloo the bear: a small black
vegetarian bear, roughly the size of a large dog.
The old man’s wife bought it from poachers who
had intended to sell it to Taiwanese buyers who
would have cut off its paws and sold them. Baloo
led a peaceful life in the courtyard, swinging from
a fence, eating bread and fruit.

The old man had a sister-in-law, a bright
woman who had earned the highest honors at the
Sorbonne in Paris and spoke flawless French. Years

of hardship had dimmed her beauty, but one could
see behind her mass of gray hair and finely shaped
face the striking beauty she must have been in her
Parisian youth. I called her “Madame Soeur.”

She did not talk much, especially not about
politics. But one night, as we sat together watch-
ing the news, she said: “I should have stayed in
France. I was offered a good job as the head of a
research laboratory. I could have discovered some-
thing. Silly girl I was. I felt a responsibility to my
people, my family, my country. I came back and
found these imbeciles running the university. We
had no resources. I could do nothing. I wasted my
life. I lost everything.”

overwhelming. “Maybe your presence helped

the students you taught during all those
years?” I tried. The look she gave me shut me up.
Only she knew what the past 15 years had been:
the incompetent but politically correct teachers
being promoted, the good ones demoted, disci-
plined, silenced; the students being taught unsci-
entific methods; the sons and daughters of officials
getting the overseas fellowships that better stu-
dents should have received.

Madame Soeur was lucky. Members of her fam-
ily were powerful. She was spared a lot. “I know of a
simple-minded man who was sent to re-education
camp because he played an American song on his
accordion,” she recalls. “He died there.”

Life is easier now, she admits. The openness
is real and a new wind blows through the univer-
sities. But she feels old, too old to start over again.

Never again was Madame Soeur to be so open
hearted with me as she was that night. Like most
of the Saigonese I met whose lives were crushed
by the wheels of the revolution, she usually carried
her burden with a dignified serenity.

It was the same with our friend Hung. In his
youth he had been a promising embassy secretary,
well-educated and fluent in foreign languages.
Since 1975, he has been unemployed. Whenever I
spoke about improvements and hopes for the fu-
ture, he listened carefully. But he never agreed.

[P.S. (September 1994): Hung writes me that
he has been offered a job teaching law at Ho Chi
Minh University. While his doubts and sorrow lin-
ger on, the country’s apparent new effort at legal
reform is rekindling his hopes.]

I sat motionless. The depth of her sadness was
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Corruption is massiveand growing at all lev-
els of Vietnamese life, a condition that the
party seems unable to rectify—in large mea-
sure because it is itself a part of the system.

* * *

As Chinese prodemocracy students were
assembling in Beijing’s Tiananmen Square in
May 1989, college students in Hanoi were
making their own demands on the Commu-
nist Party and the state regarding food, hous-
ing, and scholarships. In contrast to the
bloody crackdown that took place in China,
the local party committee in Hanoi quickly de-
clared the Vietnamese students’ demands “le-
gitimate” and made some concessions.

The episode was an indication of the
stirrings in the country that were prompting
intense debate in the party’s upper reaches.
During the 1988-89 liberalization, journalists
for the first time were encouraged to investi-
gate official wrongdoing and permitted to
publish their stories without prior consulta-
tion with party censors. Having gotten a whiff
of freedom, journalists hoped for more. The
editor of Quan Doi Nhan Dan, the army daily,
expressed regret that the press could debate
only “the means of applying policies,” not the
correctness of the policies themselves.

Vietnamese writers and artists also were
given greater leeway during this period. As
Gareth Porter, author of Vietnam: The Politics
of Bureaucratic Socialism (1993), noted in 1990,
“Writers are increasingly choosing themes
based on their own lives rather than on the
party line and writing in styles far removed
from the ‘socialist realism’ that had been in
official favor.” In popular plays of the late
1980s, war heroes returned to a life of alien-
ation and spiritual emptiness, and party offi-
cials were shown as petty and arrogant. The
dramas played to packed houses in Hanoi.

Many publishing restrictions that had
been in force were dropped. “Popular literary
works by anti-communist authors of the
prerevolutionary period—such as Nhat Linh
and Khai Hung—that had been banned pre-
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viously were now allowed to be published or
performed,” Porter observed. And, like jour-
nalists, writers and artists began to voice their
desire for greater freedom. At a meeting with
General Secretary Linh in October 1987, a
group of them called for an “untying” of cul-
ture from party control. Linh pledged to act
on their complaints, and an official resolution
a few weeks later said that literary works—
other than those that were “anti-people, anti-
socialist, or anti-peace”—could be “freely cir-
culated and placed under the assessment and
judgment of public opinion and criticism.”
But as demands for greater freedom be-
gan to be linked to the idea of ending the Com-
munist Party’s monopoly on power, Linh and
other party leaders began to speak out
strongly against political pluralism. “Why We
Do Not Accept Pluralism” was the title of a
major speech Linh, the leading proponent of
doi moi, delivered in May 1989. In another
important address later that year, he stated,
“Democracy does not mean that one is free to
say what one wants to, write what one wants
to write.” Those, he said, were “anarchist
acts,” and political pluralism was just a
“scheme of imperialism.” His two speeches—
collected and published under the title Following
the Road Chosen by Uncle Ho—were widely dis-
tributed for study by party members and others.

inh’s efforts to limit the movement

for political change could not dis-

guise the fact that political liberaliza-

tion had taken place under his lead-
ership. In mid-1991, as earlier noted, he was re-
placed as general secretary by the conservative
Do Muoi. Party leaders soon retreated from the
dangerous liberalization.

In Article Four of the new national constitu-
tion, adopted by the National Assembly in 1992
after months of debate, there was, however, a
slight change of wording. The 1980 document
had declared that the party was “the only force
leading the state and society.” In the new consti-
tution, the word only was deleted.

As the modesty of that modification sug-
gests, Vietnam'’s leaders continue to try to



limit political change. “Stability” is the watch-
word. Improvement of the material lives of
the people can happen only if political order
is maintained, and that can be accomplished
only if the Communist Party remains in sole
control of Vietnam’s political life. Although
the National Assembly assumed a more
prominent role with the 1992 constitution, it
remains firmly under party control. “The
South had pluralism, a lot of political parties
bickering among themselves—look what it
got them,” as one party official told me once.

The party’s determination to preserve
“stability” limits the respect it shows for hu-
man rights. According to Amnesty Interna-
tional, at least 60 prisoners of conscience were
in jail at the end of 1993. No criticism of “Ho
Chi Minh thought” or advocacy of pluralism
is permitted. Freedom of religion is carefully
circumscribed. The government has set up its
own “Vietnam Buddhist Church” to pre-empt
the existing Unified Buddhist Church of Viet-
nam, which has demanded the right to have
education and social groups independent of
party direction. Some demonstrations during
the last few years have resulted in violence,
and several Buddhist leaders have been ar-
rested. The Catholic Church has fared some-
what better, thanks to the Vatican’s long
reach, but here, too, the government has co-
opted many Catholics through various party-
dominated groups it has set up.

Despite the absence of political freedom and
other liberties as they are known in the West, the
promise of doi moi remains. But can the govern-
ment deliver on it without paving the way to a
liberalism that would destroy the party’s politi-
cal monopoly? I have asked young profession-
als in Vietnam about the contradictions in their
country today and about whether or not there
really is a desire for more change. They have
been amused by my puzzlement, and their re-
ply is almost standard: “We don’t talk about
peaceful evolution. We just do it.”

* * *

Theideological preachments of the Vietnam

Communist Party seem very remote from what
one sees and hears now in the streets. Vietnam-
ese listen to foreign news broadcasts without
interference. Many Western magazines and
books—so long as they do not violate major ta-
boos—are available. American rock music and
Vietnamese variations on it are almost impos-
sible to avoid. American films are shown in the-
aters and available on videotape. Blue jeans and
other types of Western dress are popular with
the young. Many young people are studying En-
glish, French, and Japanese in hopes of getting
jobs as tourist guides for foreign firms in Viet-
nam. Fax machines and copiers are widely avail-
able. The gradual increase in foreign companies
doing business in the country can only add to the
sense of a traditional society that is more and
more in a state of flux.

Despite the restrictions on them, Vietnam-
ese writers and artists still seek to express the
truth as they see it about themselves and their
people. Filmmaker Luu Trong Ninh'’s Please For-
give Me (1993) explored the generational conflict
between the older Vietnamese who romanticize
their role in the “liberation” of the country and
the younger people, who are more fun-loving
and cosmopolitan. The movie was shown briefly
before official censors banned it, insisting that
Ninh cut several scenes (including one in which
acharacter declared that Viemamese commumnist
troops, as well as U.S. soldiers, had committed
acts of brutality during the war). Outspoken nov-
elist Duong Thu Huong—who at age 20 led a
Communist Youth Brigade into action during
the war, and later chronicled the 1979 conflict
with China—became a vocal advocate of human
rights and democratic reform. She was expelled
from the Communist Party in 1989 and impris-
oned without trial for seven months in 1991. Her
four novels, including Paradise of the Blind (Mor-
row, 1993) and, forthcoming in English, Novel
Without a Name, have been effectively banned in
Vietnam.

Making their own, less dramatic contribu-
tion to the ferment in Vietnam are the one mil-
lion Vietnamese living in the United States, the
Viet kieu, as they are known. Some of them have
gone back to live in Vietnam. The number is
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is acting as a middleman for
foreign investors. “We want
to do business here,” she
told a New York Times re-
porter, “but business is
mainly our means of getting
here.”

For the most part, how-
ever, the influence of the Viet
kieu is exerted from afar. The
refugees who fled their home-
land in 1975, and their children,
are now well-established as
doctors, nurses, engineers, busi-
nesspeople, even graduates of
US. military academies. Many
Viet kieu send back to their rela-
tives and friends in Vietnam re-
mittances that in all are esti-
mated to amount to $500 mil-
lion a year, and the total has in-
creased since the end of the U.S.
trade embargo in 1994. The gov-
ernment no longer permits dol-
lars to circulate freely and in-
stead requires them to be offi-
cially exchanged for Vietnam-
ese currency. This has enabled
the government to take a share
of the money—and also has ye-
vived the black market. The re-
mittances not only allow the re-
cipients to live better but let

v

A veteran of both the French and the American wars, 71-year-old Le Chau
Phong today tends the graves at a cemetery in Thanh Trach village, Quang
Binh province. “Many of my friends are in this cemetery,” he says.

them buy more foreign goods.
And the Viet kieu are sending

small, but since the lifting of the U.S. embargo,
ithasbeen growing. Camellia Ngo, a28-year-old
American Jawyer who fled Vietnam with her
parents two decades ago, is one who has decided
to go back, along with her Vietnamese-Ameri-
can husband, a mechanical engineer. Her memo-
ries of Vietnam are not of the war but of the
beauty of the country and the joys of childhood,
of “playing hopscotch with my friends and us-
ing things like banana peels and stones.” She
will represent her Oakland law firm, which
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more than money or gifts home.
They also are transmitting ideas
and information. The impact of these is hard to
gauge, though the government in Hanoi fears
that it may be considerable. But because the re-
gime cannot shut out the outside world that it
needs, there is little it can do.

he pressure for greater economic
and political latitude seems to be
growing ever stronger. The knowl-
edge of Western affluence, the sight
of Western and other foreign goods, have



stoked popular discontent with the economy.
The reforms of doi moi hold out hope, but the
lumbering bureaucracy and massive corrup-
tion diminish it. The South’s increasing pros-
perity makes people in the North and in cen-
tral Vietnam more resentful. The gap between
rich and poor has widened.

Do Muoi and his colleagues in Hanoi, lead-
ers of one of the few remaining communist re-
gimes in the world, know that they must
change—or perish. They are reluctant to take doi
mot’s reforms much further—but they cannot go
back. Nor can they keep unwanted foreign ideas
and influences out. Technological advance alone
has seen to that. And Hanoi now needs the
United States and its allies not only to improve
its economy but also to serve as a political coun-
terweight to its northern neighbor, China.

Just how closely Vietnam is reading the
strategic tea leaves is suggested by the warm
welcome extended last October to Admiral
Richard C. Macke, the commander-in-chief of
U.S. forces in the Pacific. Hanoi has shown
“tremendous” cooperation, Macke said, in the
continuing effort to account for the 2,214 U.S.
servicemen still considered “missing in ac-
tion.” He and Prime Minister Vo Van Kiet
discussed not only that subject but also the
question of maintaining stability in the region.
The possibility of future U.S.-Vietnam military
cooperation was not ruled out.

Vietnam now has “observer” status in the
Association of Southeast Asian Nations
(ASEAN), whose members include Indonesia,
Malaysia, the Philippines, Singapore, Thai-
land, and Brunei Darussalam. These relatively
prosperous nations have had free-market
economies for decades, and also had, during
the Cold War, a U.S. security “umbrella.”
Vietnam is likely to be invited to join the asso-
ciation this year, which will be a distinct plus for
the nation’s commiercial relations. Membership
will also enable Vietnam to take part in the
association’s “Regional Forum,” where security
issues are discussed. There, it will find strong

agreement that the oil and mineral resources of
the South China Sea should be shared regionally,
not exploited solely by China.

As Vietnam shifts its position in the
world, so, inevitably, will it have to change at
home. “Peaceful evolution” is dismissed by
the Vietnamese communists as something
cooked up by foreigners, an anti-Vietnam plot.
But, in truth, peaceful evolution—perhaps
toward the sort of “soft authoritarianism”
practiced in Singapore, which draws on Con-
fucian values and allows multi-party elec-
tions, or toward the “guided democracy” of
Indonesia—now appears to be the only real-
istic course open to them. Giving the Vietnam-
ese people more say in their own governance
seems essential if the regime hopes to build
popular support. Independence alone, it is
evident, is not enough.

luralism is not the only thing Viet-

nam needs. It also needs to be hon-

est and conciliatory in dealing with

the past. Along virtually every road
one travels in the South, there are small cemeter-
ies in which are buried the local Viet Cong sol-
diers killed in their long struggle for Ho Chi
Minh's “independence and freedom.” The cem-
eteries—in some of which doubtless lie the bod-
ies of North Vietnamese soldiers—are carefully
preserved. Families come to leave flowers and
worship at the graves of their loved ones. And
yet, to the best of my knowledge, there are no
such cemeteries for the Vietnamese soldiers
killed fighting for South Vietnam. Indeed, after
1975, some cemeteries containing the graves of
soldiers in the Army of the Republic of Vietnam
were deliberately bulldozed over.

It may well not be until generations
hence that all the dead of that war can be
given the respect they deserve. But it seems
to this writer that until the Vietnamese come
to terms with their own recent past, their
quest for an authentic and secure national
identity will not be at an end.
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THE

Book
AS A

BY WILLIAM H. GASS

o! You’'ve written a book! What's in

it?”
When Hamlet was asked
what he was reading, he replied
“words, words, words.” That’s what’s in it.
Imagine words being “in” anything
other than the making mouth, the interven-
ing air, the receiving ear. For formerly they
were no more substantial than the rainbow,
an arch of tones between you and me.
“What is the matter, my lord?” Polonius
asks, to which Hamlet answers, “Between
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" The Seven Capital Elements (1934), by Max Ernst

who?” twisting the meaning in a lawyerlike
fashion, although he might have answered
more symmetrically: pages, pages,
pages . .. that is the matter ... paper and
sewing thread and ink. .. the word made
wood.

Early words were carved on a board of
beech, put on thin leaves of a fiber that
might be obtained from bamboo and then
bound by cords, or possibly etched in ivory,
or scratched on tablets made of moist clay.
Signs were chiseled in stone, inked on



unsplit animal skin stretched very thin and
rolled, or painted on the pith of the papy-
rus plant. A lot later, words were typed on
paper, microfilmed, floppy disked, photo-
copied, faxed. As we say about dying, the
methods vary. Carving required consider-
able skill, copying a lengthy education,
printing a mastery of casting—in every case,
great cost—and hence words were not to be
taken lightly. (They might have been, in-
deed, on lead.) They were originally so rare
in their appearance that texts were sought
out, signs were visited like points of inter-
est, the words themselves were worshiped;
therefore the effort and expense of writing
them was mostly devoted to celebrating the
laws of the land, recording community his-
tories, and keeping business accounts.

hese marks, each and every one,

required a material that would re-

ceive them, and a space where

they might spread out, since they
were becoming visible for the first time,
made formerly from air and as momentary
as music. They were displacing themselves
from their familiar source: the lips, teeth,
tongue, the mouth from which they nor-
mally emerged on their journey to an ear.
Before there was writing and paper and
printing, though words remained in the trail
left by their maker like the ashes of a fire or
the spoor of a deer, another sort of stability
had to be achieved, since it would scarcely
do the speaking soul much good or the lis-
tener any harm, if words were no more felt
than a breeze briefly touching the cheek. As
we know, many of language’s earliest for-
mations had a mnemonic purpose. They
made play with the materialities of speech,
breaking into the stream of air that bore
their sounds—displaying speed and vehe-
mence, creating succession—and working
with the sounds, the ohs and ahs themselves,
possibly because, like the baby’s babbling,
it was fun, and a fresh feat for a new life, but
more practically because, when the sense of
a sentence or a saying was overdetermined,

and the words connected by relations other
than the ideas they represented by them-
selves, then they were more firmly posted
up in memory, and might like a jest be re-
peated, and like a jingle, acted on, leading
to the casting of a vote or the purchase of
bread, to the support of the very cause
which the sentence, wound like that snake
around one of Eve’s limbs to beguile her,
had slyly suggested.

When cast in lead, carved in bark,
billboarded by a highway, up in lights,
words had a palpability they had never had
before. Nor did they need all the machinery
of rhyme and rhythm and phrasing, of
rhetoric’s schemes or poetry’s alliterations,
since they could be consulted again and
again, pored over, studied, annotated,
lauded, denied. For Plato, though, the writ-
ten word had lost its loyalty to the psyche
that had been its source, and Phaedrus
could hold beneath his cloak a roll on which
another’s words were written, words that
Phaedrus thought he might soon pro-
nounce, allowing them to seem his, per-
forming passions and stating beliefs not
necessarily held or felt by him, handing his
conscience over to a ghost, practicing to be
a president. Although the written word
made possible compilations of data, subtle-
ties of analysis, persistence of examination,
and complexities of thought that had hith-
erto seemed impossible, it contributed to
the atrophy of memory, and, eventually, by
dispelling the aura of the oral around
words, to the absence of weight, conse-
quence, and conviction as well.

xcept that poets and prophets and
canny politicians continued to
write as if they spoke for the soul,
and to this end their sentences
sometimes still sang in a recognizable voice.
However, the displayed word was almost
immediately given fancier and fancier
dress; calligraphic sopranos soon bewitched
the eye; creatures, personalities, events, and
other referents were pictured alongside lan-

CONTAINER OF CONSCIOUSNESS 89



I S

guage to amplify it, dignify it, illuminate it,
give it the precious position it deserved. So
unchecked and exuberant was this develop-
ment of the visual that writing was often
reduced to making headlines or composing
captions.

Add radio to print and the word be-
came ubiquitous. It overhung the head like
smoke, and had to be ignored as one ignores
most noise. It was by loose use corrupted,
by misuse debased, by overuse destroyed.
It flew in any eye that opened, in any ear
hands didn’t hide, and became, instead of
the lord of truth, the servant of the lie.

Readers were encouraged to race like a
motorcar across the page, taking turns on
two wheels, the head as silent as an empty
house, eager for the general gist, anxious to
get on. Rarely did a reader read in the old-
fashioned, hesitant, lip-moving way—by
listening rather than by looking, allowing
the Janguage fastened on the page its own
performance; for then it would speak as
though souled, and fly freely away into the
space of the mind as it once had in the rarer
atmospheres of the purely spoken world.

ew notations confound old or-

ders and create essential

changes. The alphabet helps

make the mind, and language
becomes not only the very vehicle of
thought but much of its cargo. Music bursts
forth into its modern form when signs that
facilitate sight-reading emerge from
neumes, and when the voice learns it must
do more than merely rise and fall to please.
As a consequence of the miracle of the mod-
ern scale, the composer could take down
imagined music. Similarly, more than
memory is served when objects are reduced
to reproducible, transmissible dots. The
image is now as triumphant as money, as

obnoxious as the politician’s spiel, as ig-
nored as other people’s pain, as common as
the cold.

In sum: there is the observed word,
watched as you might an ant or an interest-
ing bird; and there is, of course, the spoken
word as well, since we still make conversa-
tion, go to plays, and look on in a contrived
night while movie stars enunciate clichés as
if such commonplaces were the only lan-
guage. But, in addition, there are the silent
sounds we make within the hall of our head
when we talk to ourselves, or take any prose
or poetry seriously enough to perform it, to
listen to it with our brains, as we do when
we read this delicious bit from Jeremy Tay-
lor, one of English prose’s greatest masters,
about the difficulty of dying:

Take away but the pomps of death, the
disguises and solemn bugbears, the tin-
sel, and the actings by candlelight, and
proper and fantastic ceremonies, the
minstrels and the noise-makers, the
women and the weepers, the swoonings
and the shriekings, the nurses and the
physicians, the dark room and the min-
isters, the kindred and the watchers; and
then to die is easy, ready, and quitted
from its troublesome circumstances.

These are lines composed for the pulpit and
delivered to the ear as honesty ought. Nearer
to our time, there is now and then prose
whose performance is only hoped for, bidden
but rarely achieved, as any of Proust or James
or, as in the following passage, Joyce:

I call her Sosy because she’s sosiety for
me and she says sossy while I say sassy
and she says will you have some more
scorns while I say won't you take a few
more schools and she talks about ithel
dear while I simply never talk about

William H. Gass, the director of the International Writers Center at Washington University, is the author
of numerous works of fiction and nonfiction, including Omensetter’s Luck (1966), In the Heart of the Heart
of the Country & Other Stories (1968), and The World Within the Word (1978). His new novel, The
Tunnel, will be brought out by Alfred A. Knopf in February. Copyright © 1995 by William H. Gass.
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athel darling she’s but nice for enticing
my friends and she loves your style
considering she breaksin me shoes for
me when I've arch trouble and she
would kiss my white arms for me so
gratefully but apart from that she’s ter-
ribly nice really, my sister. . ..

It is natural to suppose that the splitting
up of the printed line (composed of alpha-
bet blocks and blocklike spaces), as well as
the arrangement of these lengths in rows on
the plane of the page, and the subsequent
piling of pages one upon another to form the
material volume of the text, which the
book’s case will then retain and protect, are
all the most normal and modest of conven-
tions, as, of course, the sounds and letters
are (indeed, it comprises a perfectly Euclid-
ean lesson in spatial construction, beginning
with points, assembling their numbers into
lines, combining the lines to form planes,
and, by stacking these, eventually achieving
volume); and that there is nothing about the
book, as a material entity, neither in its
pages, nor in its lines, nor in its principles
of manufacture, which is essential to the
meaning and nature of its text, no more than
the shelf that holds the spices is a spice it-
self or adds to their piquancy or savor.

Even if sounds once wonderfully mim-
icked the various kinds of things and crea-
tures that populated nature, and even if
ancient hieroglyphs depicted their referents
as faithfully as the most vulgar bourgeois
painter, by now these resemblances have
been forgotten and are no longer relevant,
because it is the sheerest accident, as far as
sense goes, that “book” and “look,” “hook”
and “crook,” “brook” and “spook,” “nook”
and “cook” share twin ¢’s, like Halloween
eyes, and terminate in k, as do “kook” and
“rook.” Moreover, the relation between
“hoot” and the owl’s “toot” and the train’s,
“soot” and smudge, “loot” and L.A., is per-
fectly arbitrary, could be anything at all,
except that frequently used words tend to
be short, and coarse words Anglo-Saxon.

So one is inclined by common sense and
local practice to consider the book as a
simple vehicle for the transportation of
texts, and no more does the meaning of a
text change when clapped between unac-
customed covers than milk curdles when
carried by a strange maid.

However, as the philosopher White-
head suggested, common sense should find
a wall on which to hang itself. That the size
of type, the quality of paper, the weight of
what the hands hold, the presence and
placement of illustration, the volume’s age,
evidence of wear and tear, previous owner-
ship and markings, sheer expense, have no
effect upon the reader, and do not alter the
experience of the text, is as absurd as sup-
posing that Aida sounds the same to box or
gallery, or that ice cream licks identically
from cone or spoon or dish or dirty finger.

hear an objection: the meaning of the

text cannot change unless the text

changes. Any reaction to that meaning

is certainly dependent upon external
factors, including one reader’s indigestion
and another reader’s mood. However, the
text remains the text, regardless of print, pa-
per, and purse strings, unless you alter the
words and their procession.

Let us consider the word, first, in terms
of the ontology of its composition. This will
be the same, in a way, as considering any
larger units, whether they be phrases, para-
graphs, pages, volumes, or sets.

The words I am writing now, for in-
stance, are not words in the full sense; they
are, first of all, marks on an otherwise un-
marked page, then sounds undulating in a
relatively quiet space. However, these
marks and these sounds are but emissaries
and idols themselves, what logicians call
tokens, of the real English words—namely
“now,” namely “writing,” namely “m,”
namely “I,” namely “words,” namely
“the”—or what logicians refer to as the Lan-
guage Type. If this were not so, then, if I
were to erase the word “word” from this
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paragraph’s opening clause—"“the words I
am writing now”—or if I were to fall firmly
silent in front of the w and refuse to go on;
then there’d be no more “word” for word,
written or spoken, like that momentarily
notorious expression, “dibbit ulla rafiné
snerx,” which was said once—just now—
written hardly at all, given this temporary
body only to disappear without ever gain-
ing a soul, that is to say, a significance.

To be precise, we do not write words or
speak them either. We use their tokens, or
stand-ins. Each hand, each voice, is unique;
each stamp, each line of print, is somewhat
less so, though they form the same message,
ACCOUNT OVERDRAWN, on the checks
of so many members of Congress, in the
headlines of the papers, in the accusations
of impropriety by their constituents. But the
Language Type is the same, whatever the
ink, the cut of the stamp, the font, the accent,
tone of voice. At this level a word is more
than its meanings; it is also a group of rules
for its spelling and pronunciation, as well as
a set of specifications that state its gram-
matical class and determine its proper
placement and use in the normal sentence.
That is, if my recent paragraph’s opening
had been “I am words writing the,” we
should recognize the tokens—"the” is still
“the” there, as far as its marks mean and its
sounds sign, but we should have trouble
assigning them their Language Types, for
“the” is not where “the” belongs, articling
up to something.

et us journey into Plato’s country
for a moment, and speak of the
Pure Type, not merely a linguistic
one. Although mot means “word”
and wort means “word” and parole means
“word” and word, to be fair, means logos
means verbum, and so on, from tongue to
tongue, the pure Word they each depend
on, and which comprises their common
core, has no rules for its formation, since it
escapes all specific materiality, has been, in
fact, never written, never spoken, never
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thought, only dreamed during our extrapo-
lations, envisioned solely by great Gee’d
Geist, large aR’d Reason, or the high-sided
eM of Mind.

This progression—from verbal token to
Language Type, and from that Type to un-
spoken Idea—has always seemed to some
philosophers to be eminently reasonable,
while it appears to others as an example of
Reason capitalized, another case of reifica-
tion, and, like Common Sense before, lead-
ing us astray. But imagine for a moment that
all the tokens of a particular Language Type
have been removed from past or present
use, as the Fithrer wished to do with Jew-
ish names. Even so, we would be able to
generate tokens once again, since we should
still have a definition, know the word’s part
of speech, and understand its spelling. In-
deed, only intellectually is it possible to
separate the spelling of a word from the
word itself. To show how a word is spelled,
one writes the word. However, if the Lan-
guage Type were also removed, the word
would at once disappear, and disappear for
good, because the Pure Type has no mate-
rial instantiation. It is a limit. Which means
that words have a special kind of nonspe-
cific or floating residence, because our be-
lief even in a Pure Type depends on there
being at least one material instance (or the
rules for making such an instance) in exist-
ence. Which is as true of the book as the
word, for, in a way, the book itself isn’t “in”
any one example of its edition either, al-
though at least one copy has to be about, or
the printer’s plates, along with the outline
for its manufacture.

In any case, something interesting hap-
pens when we examine an extended text
from the point of view of these distinctions.
Madame Bovary, for instance, has been trans-
lated into many languages, but does this feat
mean there is a Pure, un-French Madame B,
one beyond any ordinary verbal exactness
or lyrical invention? Clearly Madame Bovary
is confined to its language, and that lan-
guage is not merely French in some broad,



undifferentiated sense, but is Flaubert’s so
particularly that no other hand could have
handled the studied pen of its composition.
In short, as we rose, somewhat dubiously,
from the token to the Pure Type, we now,
more securely, mark the descent from a gen-
eral language such as French to the specific
style of artists such as Flaubert or Proust.
With their native tongue they speak a per-
sonal language, and may even, as in the case
of Henry James, have a late as well as an
early phase.

They achieve this individuality of style,
as we shall see, by being intensely con-
cerned with the materiality of the token,
whether of word or sentence form or larger
rhetorical scheme, although a text may be
notable for its ideas or particular subject
matter as well. In doing so, such authors
defy the idea that the relation between to-
ken and type is purely arbitrary. By impli-
cation, they deny that a book only hauls its
passengers.

ords really haven’t an inde-

pendent life. They occupy no

single location. They are foci

for relations. The Pure Type
may sit like a sage on its mountain top, pre-
tending it is a Holy Thing, but the Language
Type is dependent in great part upon the
history of use that all its tokens have, for the
oddity is that if the word is not the token, it
is nevertheless the token which does the
word’s work.

If the word is an accretion formed from
its history of use, then, when it scrapes
against another word, it begins to shave the
consequences of past times and frequent
occasions from its companion as well as
being shorn itself. We can imagine contexts
that aim to reduce the ambiguous and rich
vagueness of language and make each em-
ployed term mean and do one and only one
thing. (Gertrude Stein says she aimed at this
effect for a time, and insisted that when
words were so primly used, they became
nearly unrecognizable.) And there are cer-

tainly others whose hope is to employ the
entire range of any word’s possibilities,
omitting not even its often forgotten roots
(as Joyce does in Finnegans Wake). The same
token can indeed serve many words, so
that, while the word “steep,” set down
alongside the word “bank,” will withdraw
a few meanings from use, it may take an
adjective like “muddy” to force the other
“banks” to fail. Differentiation and determi-
nation are the goals of great writing: words
so cemented in their sentential place they
have no synonyms, terms so reduced to
single tokens they lose their generality; they
survive only where they are, the same size
as their space, buried words like buried
men:

Though grave-diggers’ toil is long,

Sharp their spades, their muscles
strong,

They but thrust their buried men

Back in the human mind again.

All our lines of language are like the
rope in a tug of war. Their referential char-
acter pulls them one way, in the direction of
things and the material world, where “bur-
ied men” are covered corpses, no otherwise
than fossil bones, while the conceptual side
of our sentences drags them toward a realm
of abstraction, and considers them in their
relation to other ideas: those, first of all, that
define terms and tell us most matter-of-
factly what it is to be buried, but only word
for word; second, associations that have
been picked up over time and use, like dust
on travel clothes, and that shadow each es-
sential sense to suggest, in this case, that
death in one life is life in another; and, third,
those connections our own memories
make—for instance, if these lines remind us
of a few of Edwin Muir’s, and link us sud-
denly with a land frozen into flooring, a
place whose planks are crossed, let’s say, by
a miller’s daughter one cold winter’s day,
in another country and in another poem,
and where the implications for the buried
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are quite otherwise than those suggested by
Yeats.

But they, the powerless dead,

Listening can hear no more

Than a hard tapping on the sounding

 floor

A little overhead

Of common heels that do not know

Whence they come or where they go

And are content

With their poor frozen life and shallow
banishment.

Our own awareness, too, is always being
drawn toward its objects, as if it were being
sung to by sirens, at the same time that it’s
withdrawing, in the company of the cautious
self-regarding self, into the safe citadel of the
head—unless, of course desire is doing the
driving, for then the same sensation that is
sharply focused on the being of another (an
exposed chest, a piece of moist cake) will find
itself inside hunger’s stomach.

These brief considerations should be
sufficient to suggest that the word may be
troubled by the same ontological problems
that plagued Descartes (and all of us who
inherited his hobbies): there are two poles
to the person that are pulling the person
apart, namely mind, meaning, and math-
ematics, inside the circle of the self; and
body, spatial location, and mechanics,
within the determined realm of things. A
book is such a bodied mind. Descartes de-
scribed these spheres (in the way, it seemed
to him, accuracy required), as so separate,
so alien from one another, indeed, as so
opposed in every character and quality that
we might naturally wonder how self and
world could combine, meet, or merely hail
one another, if they are at such ontological
odds. And we have seen, as I have said, how
bodylike the book is, how mindlike the text,
and if Descartes’s critics complained that he
had made of us a ghost in a machine, we
might now understand the text as thought
slipped warmly between cold sheets, elu-
sive as a spirit, since its message cannot be
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injured by ripping up its pages or destroyed
by burning its book. Dog-earing can do no
damage to the significance of the sign, ac-
cording to the Cartesian division, nor can
the cruel reader’s highlight pen clarify ob-
scurity, a check mark change a stress, an
underline italicize a rhyme. This bifurcation
of reality can be made persuasive, yet does
our experience allow us to believe it?

Of course, we continue to call them cop-
ies, as if there were an exemplar still, and
every book were but a vassal of its Lord,
and Adam to its Maker. This medieval
scheme is gone. There are no books copied
piecemeal any more. Rather the book is an
object of mass production, like a car (there
is no first Ford), and both language and
printing confer upon it a redoubtable gen-
erality to accompany its spiritual sameness.
Like citizens in our country, all copies are
truly equal, although this one, signed by the
author, is somewhat more valuable, and this
one, from the original edition, is to be pre-
ferred to all subsequent impressions, and
this one, bound beautifully and illustrated
by Picasso, is priceless (see, it’s wrapped in
tissue), and this one, dressed in vulgar col-
ors and pretending to be a bosom not a
book, like a whore flaunting its contents but
ashamed of its center. Such a book asks to
be received as nothing but an object, a com-
modity for learning or for leisure use, cer-
tainly not as a holy vessel, a container of con-
sciousness, but instead as a disposable dupli-
cate, a carbonless copy, another dollar bill,
and not as a repository for moments of aware-
ness, for passages of thought—states that, we
prefer to believe, make us most distinctly us.

Descartes endeavored (it was a futile
try) to find a meeting point for mind and
matter, a place where they might transact
some business, but consciousness could not
be moored to a material mast like some di-
rigible, and his famous gland could not re-
side in both realms at once, or be a third
thing, neither one nor t’other, not with re-
alities so completely contrary. Yet if he had
looked inside his Cogito instead of pursuing



its ergo to its sum, he would have found the
simple, unassuming token, made of mean-
ingless ink as its page is of flattened fibers,
to which, in a formal yet relaxed way, was
related both a referent in the world and a
meaning in the mind. It was not that world;
it was not that mind. Both had to happen
along and find their unjon in the awareness
of the reader.

ormally we are supposed to say

farewell to the page even as we

look, to see past the cut of the

type, hear beyond the shape of
the sound, feel more than the heft of the
book, to hear the bird sing whose name has
been invoked, and think of love being made
through the length of the night, if the bird’s
name is the nightingale. But when the book
itself has the beauty of the bird, and the
words do their own singing; when the token
is treated as if it, not some Divine intention,
was holy and had power; when the bird it-
self is figured in the margins as though that
whiteness were a moon-bleached bough
and the nearby type the leaves it trembles;
and when indigo turbans or vermilion
feathers are, with jasmines, pictured so per-
fectly that touch falls in love with the finger,
eyes light, and nostrils flare; when illustra-
tions refuse to illustrate but suggest instead
the inside of the reader’s head where a con-
sciousness is being constructed; then the
nature of the simple sign is being vigorously
denied, and the scene or line or brief rendi-
tion is being treated like a thing itself, re-
turning the attention again and again to its
qualities and its composition.

If it’s ever spring again,
Spring again,
I shall go where went I when
Down the moor-cock splashed, and
hen,
Seeing me not, amid their flounder,
Standing with my arm around her;
If it’s ever spring again,
Spring again,
I shall go where went I then.

What is this as-if “if”? It is as if the to-
kens were rebelling against their simple dis-
pensable utilitarian status; it is as if they
were appealing to the meanings they osten-
sibly bear by saying, “Listen, hear how all
of me helps you, for I won't let you merely
declare your intention to return to a place
and a time when you saw the moor-cock
amorous with his hen and held your own
love fast in tribute to him, but I shall insist
that my very special music become mean-
ing too, so that none of me, not a syllable of
my substance, shall be left behind like an
insignificant servant, because, as you can
hear and see and feel, I am universal too, I
am mind, and have ideal connections.”

Yet it is only a long-standing philo-
sophical prejudice to insist on the superior-
ity of what are called the “higher” abstract
general things, for they feel truly ghostly,
orphaned, without even a heaven to make
a shining mark on, and beseech the material
world to give them a worthy home, a resi-
dence they may animate, and make worth-
while; they long to be something, to be
someplace, to know the solidity and slow
change of primal stuff, so they—these ideas,
these designs—will rush into the arms of
Thomas Hardy’s lines, and instead of pass-
ing away into one realm or other, will re-
main and be repeated by us, revisited as the
poet revisits that meadow full of spring-
time: “I shall go where went I when.” Like
a kite, the poem rises on the wind and longs
to be off, yet the line holds, held by the page,
pulling to be away, required to remain.

Wandering through cold streets
tangled like old string,

Coming on fountains rigid in the frost,

Its formula escapes you; it has lost

The certainty that constitutes a thing.

This stanza of Auden’s describing
“Brussels in Winter” discloses what rhymes
do. They mate. They mate meanings on the
basis of a common matter; on the basis of an
accidental resemblance argue common
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blood. Through this absurd connection, they
then claim equivalent eloquence for the
mute as for the vocal.

Only the old, the hungry and the
- humbled
Keep at this temperature a sense of
place,
And in their misery are all assembled;
The winter holds them like an Opera-
House.

Rows of words become the frozen
scene, while the scene is but the sounds the
syllables align.

Ridges of rich apartments loom
tonight

Where isolated windows glow like
farms, .

A phrase goes packed with meaning
like a van,

A look contains the history of man,

And fifty francs will earn a stranger
right

To take the shuddering city in his arms.

Rhymes ball their signs like snow, then
throw for fun the hard-packed contents of
the fist at the unwary backside of a friend,
who will nonetheless laugh when he re-
ceives the blow.

It was Emerson who wrote:

He builded better than he knew;
The conscious stone to beauty grew.

The stone is carved by the consciousness of
the carver. That way consciousness achieves
the dignity of place, and the stone over-
comes its cold materiality and touches
spirit.

The oscillation of interest between
“thing” and “thought” inside the sign is
complemented by a similar vibration in con-
sciousness, inasmuch as we are eager to lose
ourselves in our experience, enjoy what
Nietzsche called a Dionysian drunkenness,
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and become one with what we know. But
we are also anxious to withdraw, observe
ourselves observing, and dwell in what
Nietzsche said was a dream state, but I pre-
fer to imagine is made of the play of the
mind, an Apollonian detachment, the cool
of the critical as it collects its thoughts
within the theater of the head.

The book contains a text. A text is
words, words, more words. But some books
want to be otherwise than cup to coffee at
the diner’s anonymous counter. That's what
I've so far said. They want to be persons,
companions, old friends. And part of their
personality naturally comes from use. The
collector’s copy, slipcased and virginal,
touched with gloves, may be an object of
cupidity, but not of love. I remember still a
jelly stain upon the corner of an early page
of Treasure Island. It became the feared black
spot itself, and every time I reread that
wonderful tale, I relived my first experience
when, toast at a negligent tilt, I saw Blind
Pew approaching, tapping down the road,
and Billy Bones, in terror of what he might
receive, holding out a transfixed hand. I
licked the dab of jelly from the spotted page.

I scribbled many a youthfully assured
“shit!” in my earliest books, questioning
Pater’s perspicacity, Spengler’s personality,
or Schopenhauer’s gloom (even if margin-
ally), but such silly defacements keep these
volumes young, keep them paper play-
things still, in their cheap series bindings
and pocketbook colored covers, so that now
they are treasures from a reading time when
books were, like a prisoner’s filched tin
spoon, utensils of escape, enlargements of
life, wonders of the world—more than com-
panions, also healers, friends. One is built of
such books, such hours of reading, adven-
tures undertaken in the mind, lives held in
reverential hands.

In a book bin at the back of a Goodwill
store in St. Louis, I come upon a copy of The
Sense of Beauty. By what route did Santa-
yana’s first work reach this place? We
scarcely wonder what wallet has previously



enclosed the dollar bill we're on the brink
of spending, but I for one get romantic
about the vicissitudes of books’ voyages,
about hurt spines, dust, thumb prints on
certain sheets, wear and tear, about top
edges that have faded, and feel that some
texts age like fine wine in their pages, wait-
ing for the taste of the right eye, the best
time. Pure texts have no such life. Only their
tokens, and the books that keep them safe,
wallow in the world.

ecorations did not always dirty

the word by disgracing its depth

and subtlety with lazy loops,

silly leaves and flowers, poorly
imagined scenes, or with characters as
crudely drawn as most comics. Nor were
banal texts invariably embarrassed by
leather bindings, complex enclosing bor-
ders, and initial letters as elaborately tacky
as a Christmas tree. The better matches
were reminders of the Book’s ideal: to real-
ize within its covers a unity of type and to-
ken, the physical field supplying to its pas-
tured words the nutrients they need to
flourish, and actually making the text serve
the design of a beautiful thing, while that
object itself becomes something of a symbol,
enlarging on the significance of the text and
reminding the reader where his imagination
belongs—on that page where “a phrase goes
packed with meaning like a van.”

If, then, the miseries of metaphysics are
to be found in author, book, and reader, as
well as in the whole unheeding world, and
if, as its geometry suggests, a book is built
to be, like a building, a body for the mind,
we might usefully peer into that head where
the text will sometime sound and see what
elements need to be combined to complete
its creation and its containment of a con-
sciousness.

Clearly, the epistemological passage
begins with the kind of awareness of the
world and its regulations that the writer of
our text achieves. When a thing is seen it
says its name, and begs to be perceived as

fully and richly as possible, because sensing
of any kind transforms its innocent object,
as Rilke so often wrote, into an item in con-
sciousness: that stone jug, standing on a
trestle table, gray as the wood, its lip white
with dried milk, or the old mill whose long-
stilled wheel showers every thought about
it with the tossed fall of its working water,
or the worn broom, dark with oil and dust,
leaning now like a shadow in a corner, qui-
etly concerned about who will take hold of
it next, and bird call, of course, and the
smell of anciently empty dresser drawers,
the coarse comforting feel of dark bread
between the teeth. Would any of these quali-
ties be realized without the valiantly alert
observer, dedicated to the metamorphosis
of matter into mind, with the obligation to
let nothing escape his life, never to let slip
some character of things: the way wood
wears at corners, or rust grows rich, or
lamps stand on carpets?

ur ideal writer will naturally

understand that experience is

everywhere toned by our mood,

soothed or inflamed by immedi-
ate feeling, and that these emotions are
modified by what we see or think or imag-
ine, so that sometimes new ones will
emerge. [ take an emotion to be a perception
of the relation of the self to other things: fear
or hate when they threaten me or mine, jeal-
ousy when I am faced with loss, envy when
I wish I had someone else’s talent, luck, or
favor, love when I identify my own well-
being with another’s, then more generally,
loneliness as a recognition that I am not
sought or valued by my environment, alien-
ation when I believe I have no real relation
to the world, happiness when sufficiently
deluded, melancholy when I see no possi-
bility of improvement in my affairs, and so
on. About these judgments a person may be
correct or mistaken. And our ideal writer
will be right about hers, able to empathize
with those of others, and be adept at mea-
suring how feeling deforms things or how
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cannily it makes most of its assessments.

Thought is another essential character
in consciousness, going on sometimes at a
tangent to perception or in indifference to
emotion (as philosophers like to brag it
ought), though, if  am right about one of the
functions of awareness, each and every el-
ement is cognitive; and it is a fortunate per-
son, indeed, who has feelings the head
trusts, and perceptions his other faculties
can count on. I can feel persecuted and be
deceived; I can see snakes, and be d.t.’d; I
can believe in my project of squaring the
circle, and be deluded; and we do know
people who can’t get anything right, who
marry wrong, who embrace a superstition
and call it faith, whose perceptions lack clar-
ity, color, and depth, and who have never
once heard the horn in the forest. Such a
person might very well wish to possess the
character of a good sentence.

For the most part, our formal thought
goes on in words: in what we say to our-
selves, in the sotto voce language I have al-
ready spoken of. Plainly a meditative per-
son will need the data his perception fur-
nishes and the support which sound emo-
tions lend. But he will, in addition to the
disciplines of logic, mathematics, and the
scientific method, need to possess a rich
vocabulary, considerable command of it,
and the fruit (in facts and their relations, in
words and theirs) of much skilled and care-
ful reading, because reading is the main
way we discover what is going on in others;
it is the knothole in the fence, your sight of
my secrets, my look at what has been hid-
den behind your eyes, since our organs are
never shared, cannot be lent or borrowed.
In order to be known, we speak. Even to
ourselves.

We must notice our drives, our desires,
our needs, next, although they are always
calling attention to themselves. They put
purpose in our behavior, position the body
in the surf, urge us to overcome obstacles,
or make hay while the sun shines. And
whatever we desire, Hobbes says, we call
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good, and whatever we are fearful of and
loathe, we insist is bad, avoiding it even if
at cost. These are cognitions, too, and we
discover, when we realize our aims,
whether we were right to want to go home
again, or were once more disappointed in
the pie, the place, the conversation, and the
trip.

inally, in addition to our passions,

purposes, and perceptions, the

skills and deftness of our brains,

there is what Coleridge called the
“esemplastic power”—that of the creative
imagination. As I am defining it, the imagi-
nation is comparative, a model maker,
bringing this and that together to see how
different they are, or how much the same.
The imagination prefers interpenetration.
That's its sex. It likes to look through one
word at another, to see streets as tangled
string, strings as sounding wires, wires as
historically urgent words, urgent words as
passing now along telephone lines, both
brisk and intimate, strings that draw, on
even an everyday sky, music’s welcome
staves.

Having read the classics closely, the in-
ner self with honesty, and the world well—
for they will be her principal referents—the
writer must perform the second of our
transformations: that of replacing her own
complex awareness with its equivalence in
words. That is, the sentence which gets set
most rightly down will embody, in its lan-
guid turns and slow unfolding, or in its pell-
mell pace and pulsing stresses, the impera-
tives of desire or the inertia of a need now
replete; it will seize its subject as though it
were its prey, or outline it like a lover, com-
bining desire with devotion, in order to
sense it superbly, neglecting nothing its na-
ture needs; it will ponder it profoundly, not
concealing its connections with thought and
theory, in order to exhibit the play, the per-
formance, of mind; and it will be gentle and
contemplative, if that is called for, or pas-
sionate and rousing, if that’s appropriate,



The Readers ( 1924), by Fernand Léger

always by managing the music, filling each
syllable with significance like chocolates
with creme, so that every sentence is a bit
of mindsong and a fully animated body
made of muscle movement, ink, and breath.

ast, as if we had asked Santa for

nothing yet, the adequate sentence

should be resonant with relations,

raise itself like Lazarus though it
lies still upon the page, as if—always “as
if”—it rose from “frozen life and shallow
banishment” to that place where Yeats's
spade has put it “back in the human mind
again.”

How otherwise than action each is, for
even if—always “even,” always “if”—I pre-
ferred to pick the parsley from my potatoes
with a knife, and eat my peas before all else,

I'should have to remember the right words
must nevertheless be placed in their proper
order: that is, parsley, potatoes, and
peas . .. parsley, potatoes, and peas . . . pars-
ley, potatoes, and peas.

That is to say, the consciousness con-
tained in any text is not an actual function-
ing consciousness; it is a constructed one,
improved, pared, paced, enriched by end-
less retrospection, irrelevancies removed, so
that into the ideal awareness that I imagined
for the poet, who possesses passion, percep-
tion, thought, imagination, and desire, and
has them present in amounts appropriate to
the circumstances—just as, in the lab, we
need more observation than fervor, more
imagination than lust—there are introduced
patterns of disclosure, hierarchies of value,
chains of inference, orders of images, na-
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tures of things.
When Auden, to return to him, lullabies
this way:

Lay your sleeping head, my love,
Human on my faithless arm;

he puts a most important pause—“my
love”—between “head” and “human,” al-
lowing the latter to become a verb, and then,
by means of an artfully odd arrangement,
resting the m’s and a’s and n’s softly on the
a’'s and m’s and ’s.

Of course, we can imagine the poet with
a young man’s head asleep on an arm which
the poet knows has cushioned other lovers
equally well, and will again; and we can
think of him, too, as considering how beau-
tiful this youth is, and pondering the fleet-
ing nature of his boyish beauty, its endan-
germent now calmly ignored:

Time and fevers burn away
Individual beauty from
Thoughtful children, and the grave
Proves the child ephemeral:

But in my arms till break of day
Let the living creature lie,

Mortal, guilty, but to me

The entirely beautiful.

Yet it is scarcely likely that Auden’s contem-
plating mind ran on just this way, making
in that very moment the pun on “lie,” or
creating that delicious doubled interior
rhyme “but to me the entirely” which so
perfectly confirms the sentiment. It's prob-
able that the poet, passion spent, looked
down on his lover in a simple song of sym-
pathy. Later, he recalled his countless
climbs into bed, in sadness at their passing,
perhaps, but with a memory already re-
signed, recollecting, too, certain banal rou-
tines, in order, on some small notebook’s
handy page, to cause a consciousness to
come to be that's more exquisite, more—
yes—entire, and worthy of esteem, than any
he actually ever had, or you, or me. What
the poem says is not exceptional. This mid-
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night moment will pass, this relationship
will die, this boy’s beauty will decay, the
poet himself will betray his love and lie; but
none of that fatal future should be permit-
ted to spoil the purity of the poet’s eye as it
watches now, filled with “every human
love.” Nor can we compliment Auden’s art
by repeating Pope, that what it says has
“ne’er so well been said,” because that for-
mula misses what has so beautifully been
given us: a character and quality of appre-
hension.

Sentences, I’ve said, are but little shim-
mied lengths of words endeavoring to be
similar stretches of human awareness. They
are there to say I know this or that, feel thus
and so, want what wants me, see the sea
sweep swiftly up the sand and seep away
out of sight as simply as these sibilants fade
from the ear; but such sentences present
themselves in ranks, in paginated quires, in
signatures of strength; they bulk up in the
very box that Cartesian geometry has con-
trived for them, to stand for the body that
has such thoughts, such lines that illuminate
a world, a world that is no longer their
author’s either, for the best of writing writes
itself.

ow wrong it is to put a placid
pretty face upon a calm and
tragic countenance. How awful
also to ignore the essential char-
acter, the profounder functions, of the con-
tainer of consciousness—to think of it even
as a box from which words might be taken
in or out—for I believe it is a crime against
the mind to disgrace the nature of the book
with ill-writ words of puffery or to compro-
mise well-wrought words by building for
them tawdry spaces in a tacky house. “The
book form,” Theodore Adorno writes,

signifies detachment, concentration,
continuity: anthropological character-
istics that are dying out. The composi-
tion of a book as a volume is incompat-
ible with its transformation into mo-



mentary presentations of stimuli.
When, through its appearance, the
book casts off the last reminder of the
idea of a text in which truth manifests
itself, and instead yields to the pri-
macy of ephemeral responses, the ap-
pearance turns against the book’s es-
sence, that which it announces prior
to any specific context. ... The new-
est books [have] become question-
able, as though they have already
passed away. They no longer have
any self-confidence; they do not wish
themselves well; they act as though
no good could come of them. ... The
autonomy of the work, to which the
writer must devote all his energies, is
disavowed by the physical form of
the work. If the book no longer has
the courage of its own form, then the
power that could justify that form is
attacked within the book itself as well.

It remains for readers to realize the text,
not only by reachieving the consciousness
some works create (since not all books are
bent on that result), but by appreciating the
unity of book/body and book/mind that
the best books bring about; by singing to
themselves the large round lines they find,
at the same time as they applaud their place-
ment on the page, their rich surroundings,
and everywhere the show of taste and care
and good custom—what a cultivated life is
supposed to provide; for if my meal is mis-
takenly scraped into the garbage, it becomes
garbage, and if garbage is served to me on

a platter of gold by hands in gloves, it
merely results in a sardonic reminder of
how little gold can do to rescue ruck when
ruck can ruin whatever it rubs against.
But if candlelight and glass go well to-
gether, and the linens please the eye as
though it were a palate, and one’s wit
does not water the wine, if one’s dinner
companions are pleasing, if the center-
piece does not block the view, and its
flowers are discreet about their scent, then
whatever fine food is placed before us on
an equally completed plate will be en-
hanced, will be, in such a context, only
another able element in the making of a
satisfactory whole; inasmuch as there is
nothing in life better able to justify its fol-
lies, its inequities, and its pains (though
there may be many its equal) than getting,
at once, a number of fine things right; and
when we read, too, with our temper en-
tirely tuned to the text, we become—our
heads—we become the best book of all,
where the words are now played, and we
are the page where they rest, and we are
the hall where they are heard, and we are,
by god, Blake, and our mind is moving in
that moment as Sir Thomas Browne’s
about an urn, or Yeats’s spaded grave;
and death can’t be so wrong, to be feared
or sent away, the loss of love wept over,
or our tragic acts continuously regretted,
not when they prompt such lines, not
when our rendering of them brings us to-
gether in a rare community of joy.
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CURRENT BOOKS

Blaming the Elites

THE REVOLT OF THE ELITES and the
Betrayal of Democracy. By Christopher Lasch.
Norton. 248 pp. $22

he title of Christopher Lasch’s last
T and regrettably posthumous book

pays a backhanded tribute to The Re-
volt of the Masses (1932), José Ortega y Gasset’s
worried meditation on the character of demo-
cratic society. Ortega y Gasset thought mass
culture had created a new human type, the
person whose horizons were bounded by the
desire for creature comforts, whose attitude
toward “high” culture was one of resentful
suspicion, and who threatened liberal indi-
vidualism by trying to impose the herd’s
mentality on the elite. Lasch, as one would
imagine from his book’s title, turns these old
anxieties on their head: it is not the masses but
their more-or-less liberal social superiors who
have all but destroyed democratic values.

The Revolt of the Elites is one of several
recent denunciations of the social irresponsi-
bility of the beneficiaries of the economic
changes of the past two decades. Robert
Reich’s Work of Nations, Mickey Kaus’s End of
Equality, Kevin Phillip’s Arrogant Capital, and
Charles Murray’s contribution to The Bell
Curve are a small sample of the variations
lately played on a common theme that runs
pretty much like this: since the 1960s, the
American economy has generated increasing
economic inequality. At the top of the eco-
nomic ladder are what Labor Secretary Reich
has called “symbolic analysts.” At the bottom
gasps a desperate new underclass. In between
struggles an increasingly insecure and hard-
pressed working class.

Like Reich and Kaus, Lasch is pained to
observe the way the economic elite has sepa-
rated itself from the rest of American society.
Its children go to private schools, it lives in
planned communities that pay for private
policing, and its tastes and interests link it
more closely to foreigners of the same eco-
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nomic status than to Americans of a different
status. This new elite has abandoned the rest
of American society to its fate.

What Lasch catches with particular poi-
gnancy is the fate of those caught in the
middle. They never aspired to climb some
imaginary ladder. Indeed, Lasch challenges
the idea that “social mobility” is an essential
component of democracy. The folk in the
middle, he insists, aim only to lead secure,
self-respecting lives. A modicum of comfort
is necessary for self-respect, but the indefinite
accumulation of consumer goods certainly is
not. Cultural goods of a slightly elusive kind
are more necessary than any but the most
basic economic goods. And these cultural
goods depend on geographical and technical
considerations in a more complicated fashion
than most economists have understood.

Self-respect depends upon the respect of
others, even though it enables us to survive
the absence of that respect when necessary. It
depends on our having something for which
we respect ourselves—a skill, a job well done,
children whom we have brought up to be
good citizens and decent people. This means,
in part, that we need to have stable, skilled
work to do. We also must live in neighbor-
hoods where others know us well enough to
appreciate our worth. Torn-up neighbor-
hoods, riven by crime, ethnic hostilities, and
ineffectual schools will not do. Malls with
their fast-food outlets and comfortless walk-
ways will not do. Pubs and cafés do the trick;
Main Street does the trick.

Unlike older American critics, who wrote
off the small town as the home of prejudice
and bigotry and hankered after the cosmo-
politan city, Lasch celebrates the small town’s
virtues as well as the big city’s. Or rather he
sees, though he does not say so with any great
clarity, that there need not be a sharp contrast
between the one and the other. The greatest
cities are cities of neighborhoods. But neigh-
borhoods are just what the new, financially



driven economy has been wrecking, whether
in their small-town or their big-city shape. As
a consequence, democracy has been going
down the drain, both politically and cultur-
ally.

One.can of course debate how much of
this should be laid at the door of an elite. One
source of self-respect, according to Lasch, is
a productive job, a job in which we create
something that can be visibly better or worse
made. The more production is replaced by
services, he argues, the further we are from
doing such work—and the more likely we are
to despise manual work and admire clever-
ness to the exclusion of all else. But is this
wholly true? Why—apart from income—
must flipping hamburgers be less desirable
than working on a GM assembly line? Why
can’t the “instinct of craftsmanship” survive
in the crafting of software? But Lasch is cer-
tainly right about one thing: it is bloodless fi-
nancial calculations that now largely drive the
economic changes that he deplores.

I asch is even more unhappy with the
fragility of the American family. Par-
ents struggle against the tide of sex and

violence that pours out of the television and
into the bedrooms of their children. They can-
not pride themselves on having brought up
their children well, since it is almost impos-
sible to do so. Yet how can we lay this com-
plaint at the door of the elite? Surely it is not
the symbolic analysts who have determined
television’s popularity or who have made the
burdens of family life so difficult.

The collective title of these essays is thus
misleading, even if it was too good to pass up.
The process Lasch describes and laments is
not a “revolt” so much as a secession. We
know what an insurgent elite looks like:
Lenin’s Bolsheviks or the Jacobins of the
French Revolution—a revolutionary class or
cadre bent on seizing the reins of power.
Lasch’s elite is not revolutionary, not insur-
gent, not even conscious of itself as an elite. Its
desires are more nearly those of the masses as
described by Ortega y Gasset—namely, de-

sires for wealth, creature comforts, worldly
goods, security. Its desire to hang on to the
economic power it has accumulated over the
past two or three decades has nothing in com-
mon with the ambitions of revolutionaries. In

fact, what is wrong with this present elite is
an unwillingness to do its social and political
duty. And what is wrong with The Revolt of the
Elites is that it is fairly unclear what that duty
might consist of.

Lasch wrote The Revolt of the Elites under
what he stoically describes as “trying circum-
stances.” Indeed, he was dying of leukemia.
So it may seem churlish to complain that a
book so written against the clock is not wholly
coherent or that it is easier to see what Lasch
disliked about the world than to form any
clear idea of what we might do to repair
things. But in Lasch’s case, it would be more
churlish not to complain. His earliest books—
The New Radicalism in America (1965) and The
Agony of the American Left (1969)—were as
good as Dwight Macdonald’s or Edmund
Wilson’s critiques of our political culture. The
Culture of Narcissism (1979) threw a much-
needed bucket of cold water on the nascent
self-help movement, and it is hardly to be held
against Lasch that it did little to slow the
American descent into the present bog of self-
exculpation and blaming. The best tribute to
a critic such as Lasch is to argue with him.

The Revolt of the Elites shows Lasch in a
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bind from which he could never quite es-
cape. He was a populist who believed that the
common people were intrinsically decent,
morally serious, culturally conservative,
sturdy and sensible. Yet statistics show they
have been rather easily debauched, as evinced
by soaring divorce rates, the low level of
popular culture, abysmal levels of political
knowledge and participation. What is the
remedy? Is it to recall the elite to their duty of
setting a good example to the lower classes?
That hardly sounds like populism, though it
is a rational enough view. Is it to deny that the
people have been debauched? But then who
subscribes to the cable channels that produce
the garbage that pours into our children’s
minds, if not the common people? Something
in Lasch’s argument has to give. His contempt
for self-indulgent upper-class liberals was so
intense that he could not bring himself to see how
far his critique of the decay of the republic reflects
on all of us, not just on his favorite target.

he question about the relationship be-

I tween the elite and the common

people ina successful republicis a very

old one. It goes back to Machiavelli and the

politics of Renaissance Italy. It was thoroughly

understood by James Madison and the

American Founders, and it underpinned their

understanding of the Constitution. The great

question was how to instill civic virtue in or-
dinary people.

This is very much Lasch’s theme. In the
old story, it was understood that the common
people could easily turn into a mob, that they
were cowardly unless properly led, that they
were superstitious unless their religious sen-
timents were disciplined. But if given a proper
social and political discipline, they would be
brave, loyal, public-spirited, rational, and far
less likely to be swept away by greed and
ambition than their social superiors. Govern-
ments get the people they deserve, and if you
want to keep your republic, then civic education
of the ordinary people is one of your main tasks.
How badly our current rulers have done that job,
they themselves have just begun to discover.
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Lasch here claims that liberals have al-
ways hoped to do without civic virtue—a
strikingly silly remark that suggests he never
heard of John Stuart Mill. The proper retort is
that he himself failed to take the full measure
of the bleak elitism of the democratic and re-
publican tradition that he set opposite to lib-
eralism. This tradition was, as he says, “popu-
list”; but it was also, as he is somewhat less
candid about acknowledging, utterly elitist.
The people were to curb corruption in their
rulers, but only if they were taught their job
by their rulers. The people could display civic
virtue, but only if it was instilled in them.

To think that civic virtue can be instilled in
us presupposes that politicians have enough
control to provide the things that Lasch wanted,
such as more democracy at work and the pro-
tection of a livable environment against greedy
developers. It presupposes that politicians can
instill an awareness that it is worth forgoing per-
sonal economic advantage for the sake of amore
satisfactory social climate. The evidence of the
past three decades is that politicians have no such
control. The “symbolic analysts” whom critics
such as Lasch blame for the decay of democracy
were not invented by some evil force as a ma-
lign joke. They came into their own as a result of
ill-understood and all-but-irresistible technical
and commercial changes.

o control these changes, we need to do
I a great deal more than rail against the
culture they have brought with them.
Above all, we need a cool, sociologically in-
telligent understanding of what is and is not
politically possible. Among the many reasons
for lamenting Lasch’s untimely death, we
shall never know what he might have sug-
gested once he turned from lamentation to
construction. It is easy to be grateful for
the savagery of his criticism, easier still to
regret that there was not time for his mel-
lowing and encouragement.

—Alan Ryan, a professor of politics at
Princeton University, is the author of
Bertrand Russell: A Political Life (1988).



The Music King from New Orleans

BAMBOULA! The Life and Times of Louis
Moreau Gottschalk. By S. Frederick Starr.
Oxford. 564 pp. $35

orld famous in the mid-19th cen-
tury, the American piano vir-
tuoso and composer Louis Moreau
Gottschalk is all but forgotten today. Is this ob-
scurity deserved? Or s it an injustice for which
we should blame a snobbish musical estab-
lishment that has never fully appreciated
America’s distinctive musical legacy? In Bam-
boula! the historian S. Frederick Starr goes a
long way toward answering these ques-
tions—and tells a colorful tale in the bargain.
Gottschalk (1829-69) was born in New
Orleans to a mixed Jewish and French Cre-
ole family. At the age of 12 the young
prodigy went to study in Paris,

complex pieces in which the songs and
rhythms of African people in the New World
played a significant part.

Indeed, Gottschalk hardly thought of his
borrowings as borrowings at all. Unlike Eu-
ropean music folklorists, he was not, Starr
says, self-consciously seeking “an exotic alter-
native to the world in which he moved.” What
were “noble savages” to European musical
audiences were to him real people, and he was
tapping “a living voice from deep within his
own receding past.” “Let his audience treat
Bamboula and other Creole pieces as exotica,”
Starr writes. “For Moreau they bore the stamp
of the viscerally familiar, of loss, of nostalgia.”

Yet the very authenticity of Gottschalk’s
folk sources might have hurt his reputation.
In the early 19th century, the Germans were

where a few years later he won ac-
claim for his Louisiana quartet. For
these four pieces, including
Bamboula, he drew upon the vernacu-
lar music of his New Orleans child-
hood, especially the Creole melodies
that he picked up from the songs of
his Haitian nurse and the syncopated
rhythms that he heard in the music of
the city’s enslaved black population.

Gottschalk’s borrowings were, to
some extent, consistent with contem-
porary European musical practice.
Among the early romanticists, folk
music was considered a fresh source of
vitality, an antidote to the stale artifi-
ciality of classicism. But Gottschalk did
something far more radical than any
early European romanticist imagined.
He drew on Afro-American music.
Half a century before ragtime and jazz
even appeared, much less found their
way into the work of such European
modernists as Debussy, Milthaud, and
Stravinsky, Gottschalk was writing
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among those who embraced folk music as
a challenge to the universal claims and aes-
thetic rigidity of French classicism. But by
midcentury that challenge had been met,
and the triumphant musical culture of Ger-
many was beginning to make its own uni-
versal claims and impose its own aesthetic
rigidity. In the process, the Germans came
to despise folk music as vastly inferior to
their ideal of “absolute music” as the high-
est art, accessible only to the cultivated elite.

Gottschalk fell short of the new Ger-
man-fostered ideal, not least because he was
a shameless entertainer. After his early trip
to Paris, he never returned to Europe. In-
stead, he lived out his days on the road,
hustling a living as a musician from one end
of the Americas to the other. Starr brings out
the picaresque quality of Gottschalk's life,
and many scenes in Bamboula! brim with de-
tails and atmospheric qualities reminiscent
of the works of Latin American magical re-
alists. Gottschalk toured western Puerto
Rico in 1857, for example, packing a pair of
pistols to protect himself. After one concert,
“live doves with gilded plumage and
adorned with ribbons descended on the
stage, and then the entire party proceeded
to a huge banquet.” With similar vividness,
Starr portrays Gottschalk in the winter of
1864, crammed into cold, sooty trains with
rowdy Union recruits; in 1865, making scan-
dalous headlines in San Francisco; in 1866,
being cheered by a huge Santiago crowd
that included the president of Chile and the
country’s archbishop.

Throughout his career, whenever he
could, Gottschalk would organize crowd-
pleasing “monster” concerts featuring
scores of pianos and hundreds of musicians.
On such occasions, as in today’s stadium
rock concerts, musical expression was sac-
rificed to sheer spectacle and volume. It
may be said, in Gottschalk’s defense, that
these excesses were committed in an era
lacking electronic amplification. Nor was
Gottschalk the only such culprit. “Monster”
concerts were a staple of most 19th-century
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virtuosos, European as well as American.

The highbrow charge against Gott-
schalk is that, over time, his romanticism
degenerated into sentimentalism. His most
popular compositions, selling millions of
copies in sheet music, were songs such as
“The Last Hope” and “The Dying Poet,”
each of which he himself referred to as “un
succes des larmes” (a tear-jerking hit). Starr
reminds us that these songs expressed the
heartache of ordinary Americans aggrieved
by the losses and hardships of the Civil War
or by the uprooting effects of industrializa-
tion. But the fact remains that, musically
speaking, they are kitsch.

The best description of kitsch as a deca-
dent form of romantic music comes from
the German musicologist Carl Dahlhaus:

When the noble simplicité of a classical
style descends to the marketplace, the
result is banality—the mere husks of
classical forms—but hardly ever
kitsch. Kitsch in music has hybrid
ambitions which far outreach the ca-
pabilities of its actual structures and
sounds. . . . Instead of being content
with modest achievements within its
reach, musical kitsch has pretensions
tobig emotions, to “significance,” and
these are rooted in what are still rec-
ognizably romantic preconceptions,
however depraved.

Against the charge of kitsch, it is impos-
sible to defend Gottschalk completely. With
his contemporary Stephen Foster, he stands
convicted of founding the maudlin “hearts
and flowers” school of American popular
song.

But one should not forget Gottschalk’s
other side, the side represented by his use
of Afro-American music. For Gottschalk’s
actual playing did not just delight his upper-
crust audiences; it won the admiration of his
“sources,” from the Afro-Cuban musicians
who introduced him to contradanzas to the
Puerto Rican drummers who taught him the
difference between a tresillo and a cinguillo



rhythm. In ragtime and jazz, Gottschalk
(and the early European modernists after
him) found wit, simplicity, and emotional
restraint—qualities that amount to the very
opposite of kitsch.

ottschalk’s attraction to Afro-

American music raises a critical

question. The exuberance of this
sound comes, as we know, from that elusive
but essential rhythmic quality known as
“swing.” Swing is made up, according to
the French musicologist André Hodeir, of
several ingredients, the most important be-
ing “infrastructure,” or a regular structural
beat, often implied rather than played, and
“superstructure,” or other rhythmic pat-
terns surrounding the structural beat, often
given equal if not greater accentuation. The
problem with most European composers’
uses of Afro-American music is that they
borrow the irregular patterns of the “super-
structure” but fail to place them in proper
tension with the structural beat. "By de-
stroying the basic pulsation,” Hodeir writes,
“our composers killed the principle of at-
traction on which the phenomenon of swing
depends.” This leads to the question: did
Gottschalk know how to swing?

Alas, we will never know, because
Gottschalk’s playing, like that of his fel-
low virtuosos, is lost to us. Recording had
not yet been invented, and Gottschalk
failed to notate many of his compositions.
In part he feared having his work pur-
loined, but Gottschalk also understood
the difficulty, well known to 20th-century
composers, of notating Afro-American
rhythms. Though we may never know for
sure, it is possible that Gottschalk was the
Count Basie of his time.

Even if he was, that would have done
little for his reputation among the guardians
of “absolute music.” Quoting Gottschalk’s
archenemy, the Boston music critic John
Sullivan Dwight, Starr emphasizes how
chilly the judgments of such guardians
could be:

For Dwight, the ideal performer would
be an all-but-invisible person
who . .. would perform with no “show
or effect,” so that “the composition is
before you, pure and clear,...as a
musician hears it in his mind in read-
~ ingitfrom notes.” Theinevitable next
step was for members of the audience
to bring the score into the concert
hall. In Dwight's Boston, score-read-
ing became a mark of culture.
Gottschalk loathed the practice.

The loathing was returned, expressed in
endless gossip about Gottschalk as a merce-
nary and rake. Remarkably, this prudish tone
persists even today. In the liner notes to a re-
cent recording of Gottschalk piano pieces, the
German writer Klaus Geitel sneers at
Gottschalk’s “love of money,” which “rained
down upon him copiously,” and sniggers
about the composer’s reputation as being “a
Don Juan who delighted in creating havoc
among the crowds of enchanted ladies who
formed his continual entourage.”

True, Gottschalk did spend most of his
adult life trying to make money. And, yes, he
was a handsome fellow whose music thrilled
men and women alike. But as Starr’s biogra-
phy makes clear, the gossips rarely stopped
to consider how hard Gottschalk’s life truly
was. A sensualist and an aesthete, Gottschalk
enjoyed flirting with innocent young girls. But
he was also a near celibate. The lifelong bur-
den of providing for his penniless and incom-
petent relatives (mother and siblings both)
kept him from developing lasting romantic re-
lationships.

Implicit in Starr’s narrative is a defense of
Gottschalk on the grounds that art music can-
not flourish long without a vital connection to
the musical vernacular. Indeed, it was the loss
of this connection that hastened the decline of
German music, first into the self-indulgence
of late romanticism and then into the sterility
of serialism. Gottschalk himself was a Jack-
sonjan democrat who distinguished between
refined “airs” and true refinement of mind.
He had no patience with the European snob-
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bery that sees only money-grubbing com-
merce in America. To the contrary, he saw a
positive, enterprising spirit with the potential
to apply America’s wealth to the task of edu-
cating America’s taste.

nyone familiar with Starr’s superb
Red and Hot: The Fate of Jazz in the
Soviet Union (1985) may expect
Bamboula! to extend the earlier book’s the-
sis that a commercial culture provides a
healthy environment for the arts. Red and
Hot illustrates the difference between the
deadly “people’s cultures” designed for the
masses by their totalitarian masters and the
rich popular culture that developed in the
more-or-less free marketplace of America,
giving rise to jazz among other musical glo-
ries.
Yet Starr’s sympathy for commerce re-
mains strangely muted in Bamboula!, possi-
bly out of reluctance to pass final judgment

on Gottschalk the composer. Unfortunately,
this reluctance means that Starr stops short
of assessing Gottschalk’s proper place in the
history of Western music. But Starr does
make it clear that even if the greatest
strength of Gottschalk’s music was a rhyth-

‘mic force lost with live performance, his

place should not be forgotten. Indeed, now
that young musicians routinely gain fluency
in both the European and the Afro-Ameri-
can idioms, a swinging revival of Gott-
schalk’s music may be in store. Beyond that
possibility, the life of this forgotten eccen-
tric, this failed aesthete, sheds real light on
how the music and culture of the last cen-
tury gave rise to the perplexities of our own.

—Martha Bayles, formerly the television
and arts critic for the Wall Street Jour-
nal, is the author of Hole in Our Soul:
The Loss of Beauty and Meaning in
American Popular Music (1994).

How Beastly Our Beatitudes?

THE MORAL ANIMAL: Evolutionary
Psychology and Everyday Life. By Robert
Wright. Pantheon. 467 pp. $27.50

THE HUNGRY SOUL: Eating and the
Perfecting of Our Nature. By Leon Kass. Free
Press. 248 pp. $24.95

hat can the study of nature, and,
above all, of human nature, teach
us about how we ought to live?

According to both Robert Wright and Leon
Kass, the answer is clear: a great deal. Such
an answer marks a valuable turning away
from the dominant assumptions of an age
that, believing in the moral silence of an in-
different nature and the moral neutrality of
objective science, sees human nature as
nearly infinitely malleable and solely
shaped by social forces. Both Wright and
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Kass are convinced that such a mistaken
view of human nature, fostered by our so-
cial and natural sciences, is in part respon-
sible for the moral confusions from which
we suffer today. By their willingness to ex-
amine human nature, both authors return
us to the originating Socratic question of our
philosophical tradition.

Yet, beyond that common purpose,
Wright and Kass can agree on very little
because they look for human nature in op-
posite directions. Wright, gazing backward
at our evolutionary past, constructs just-so
stories of how our natural tendencies may
have come into being; Kass, “taking human
nature as we find it,” explores its current
meaning and its possible improvement
through custom and culture. Which ap-
proach, then, is the correct one? Which ac-



count is more illuminating and compelling?

In The Moral Animal, Wright, a senior edi-
tor of the New Republic and a highly respected
science writer, seeks to popularize the new
science of “evolutionary psychology.” This
science, as he explains, is the study of human
mental and moral traits as evolved devices for
the maximization of genetic fitness. To
Wright, evolutionary psychology constitutes
a breakthrough in our scientific understand-
ing of human nature. Its practitioners have
discovered that we are really machines en-
dowed with a common set of emotional
“knobs” (love, guilt, hatred, empathy, etc.),
the “exact tunings” of which are determined
“by a generic, species-wide developmental
program that absorbs information from the
social environment and adjusts the maturing
mind accordingly.” The underlying bio-logic
of these knobs and tunings is to pass on as
many copies of our genes as possible to sub-
sequent generations by flooding our psyches
with feelings, impulses, and judgments that
will motivate us to act as natural selection
“wants” us to act.

Wright believes this perspective has pro-
found implications for our moral and politi-
cal lives. “Can a Darwinian understanding of
human nature help people reach their goals in
life?” he asks. Can it help us choose properly
from among our many impulses and goals,
distinguishing the practical from the imprac-
tical, the legitimate from the illegitimate, and
the worthy from the unworthy? “The an-
swers,” Wright boldly asserts, are “yes, yes,
yes, and finally yes.”

Wright's aims, however, go well beyond
information and instruction. This book is, as
he puts it, “a sales pitch for a new
science . . . [and] for a new basis of political
and moral philosophy.” Such candor is wel-
come, but, as with any “sales pitch,” readers
should be wary of false promises and flashy
packaging that conceal the same old contents.
If we strip away the label of “evolutionary
psychology” in The Moral Animal, we find “so-
ciobiology” printed underneath. The name
has been changed for marketing purposes

because, as Wright notes, the harsh criticisms
of sociobiology’s flaws had made the word
too “tainted” for use. In some respects, The
Moral Animal is an updated version of E. O.
Wilson’s On Human Nature (1979) and Rich-
ard Dawkins’s The Selfish Gene (1976), com-
plete with their reductionism, exaggerated de-
terminism, and moral confusion.

For Wright, as for his predecessors, “ev-
erything that matters” about us, both high and
low, is just a “device” designed by our “cre-
ator”—that “ingenious craftsman,” natural
selection. Romance and rape, honesty and
deception, humility and social climbing are all
part of our genetically constructed psycho-
logical repertoire that we employ as circum-
stances demand to enhance our genetic fit-
ness. Sympathy for others is an “investment”
aimed at long-term genetic returns; the grief
of parents over the death of an adolescent
child is just regret over lost “assets.” Adultery
isno vice and fidelity no virtue but simply the
appropriate sexual strategies for different cir-
cumstances. Even the teachings of Jesus, Bud-
dha, and Lao-tzu are merely ideologies serv-
ing their own personal social status and hence
genetic interests.

right knows no bounds in his
unmaskings, except for his own
efforts, of course. But what follows

from such a perspective? What of the behav-
ioral insights and moral guidance Wright has
promised? While Wright does succeed in
demonstrating the fallacy of equating a Dar-
winian perspective with conservative politics,
the implications and insights he offers tend to
be either trivial or contradictory. Do wereally
need evolutionary psychology to tell us that
human beings are often selfish and hypocriti-
cal and that our moral sense is often self-serv-
ing, or to learn that women in poor commu-
nities are more amenable to sex without com-
mitment? If his analysis of Darwin’s person-
ality, which is presented as a “test of the ex-
planatory power” of the new doctrine, culmi-
nates in the “verdict” that “he was a product
of his environment,” what have we gained?
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Wright's attempts at moral guidance are
even more problematic, not because they are
unworthy but because his moral preferences,
however admirable, are at odds with the
theory that is supposed to sanction them. He
fills hundreds of pages describing human be-
ings as “robots,” “puppets,” “machines,” and
“Swiss watches” programmed by natural se-
lection—a natural selection that he manages
to endow with all the qualities of ingenuity,
reason, and creativity that he denies to human
beings. How then can he argue that “there is
no reason to derive our values from natural
selection’s ‘values’ ” because we are now free
to choose our moral ideals? If “biochemistry
governs all,” how can we reflect on this “fact”
and its underlying “value” (genetic fitness)
and reject them both? Where do these non-
evolutionary values come from and how are
we to choose them if free will, as Wright tells
us repeatedly, is sheer illusion, an illusion we
can choose to abandon?

Wright recognizes that evolutionary
psychology’s unmasking of all thoughts and
feelings as genetically programmed “invest-
ment strategies” may have a corrosive effect
on our moral principles and social order
through the cynicism, relativism, and de-
spair that it seems to nourish. To escape
such a prospect, he proposes a return to
19th-century utilitarianism as a natural
moral ground upon which our lives are to
be reconstructed. Leaving aside the prob-
lems with utilitarianism as a moral philoso-
phy, how can Wright argue that Darwinism
leads us in the direction of a non-hypocriti-
cal “brotherly love” and “boundless empa-
thy” which truly recognizes that “every-
one’s happiness counts equally,” when he
has already told us that Darwinism un-
masks such feelings as mere devices
“switched on and off in keeping with self-
interest”? If natural selection is “a creative
process devoted to selfishness” and has
“programmed” us accordingly, why
wouldn’t our understanding of this “fact”
lead us to honest and self-conscious genetic
selfishness instead? In short, Wright’s utili-
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tarianism requires a leap of faith, the very
possibility of which his own theory denies.
Faced with such contradictions, many read-
ers will, I fear, find more grounds for ratio-
nalizing their moral failings and brutal in-
terests than for their “love of humanity.”

ass’s Hungry Soul is a powerful an-

tidote to works such as Wright's

that attempt to reduce living beings
to mere machines. Kass may not have any
breakthroughs to sell, but he has crafted a
splendid and thoughtful essay. Through an
examination of human eating, he sheds
valuable light on the distinctiveness of hu-
man nature and how it is to be nurtured and
perfected.

To Kass, a medical doctor by training,
reductive accounts of our nature are “un-
natural” because they ignore the reality of
our lived experience. They are also “ethically
subversive” because they discredit the
moral sentiments, aspirations, and teach-
ings by which we have attempted to guide
our lives. Kass’s “more natural science”
aims at recapturing that lived experience,
both our own and that preserved in “our
accumulated moral and cultural wisdom.”

Kass presents a fascinating account of
human eating and the various taboos, cus-
toms, manners, and rituals surrounding it,
to show what these reveal about ourselves.
Even the eating behavior of animals re-
quires that they possess the ability to recog-
nize and respond to inner needs, sense the
outer presence of whatis needed, and act to
incorporate it. In simple organisms such as
bacteria, these powers may be experienced
“ ‘automatically,” without deliberation or
conscious intention.” But in complex organ-
isms, such as mammals, the “nascent self”
becomes more fully developed as the organ-
ism gathers and processes more information
and coordinates more complex actions to
satisfy its needs. In humans, consciously felt
need and consciously directed actions gen-
erate a “realm of freedom” from automatic
control by instinct or biochemistry, a “free-



dom” which is qualitatively different from
other animals’ experience.

Transformed into “hunger” and “crav-
ing,” our metabolic needs stimulate both
imagination and reason, which enable us to
pursue satisfactions that may range far be-
yond physiological need, even to the point
of harming our health. We come to eat for
pleasure and not simply for nutrition and
find pleasure in meals as diverse as an At-
lantic City buffet or the Japanese delicacy of
pufferfish, whose lethal poison, tetradotox-
in, rewards thrill-seeking gourmets with ei-
ther euphoria or death. :

But just as these “pleasures of the pal-
ate can be pursued as ends in themselves,”
so too may the other pleasures of the table
that accompany them—conversation, fel-
lowship, and refinement—which may ulti-
mately become the real focus of the meal.
Every step along the complex path by which
our species satisfies its nutritional need,
from planting crops to the preparation of
food, requires faculties and pleasures of
mind that can be applied beyond, and even
against, the demands of our stomachs to
satisfy our yearnings for understanding and
meaning. With reason and imagination we
can thus track down and capture an animal
larger and swifter than ourselves and then
worship rather than roast it.

ere, in the play of manners and

cuisine, we see the ultimate inad-

equacy of reductive evolutionary
accounts of our nature that explain diver-
gence from adaptive value as a “malfunc-
tion.” Wright acknowledges this inad-
equacy in the appendix to his book when he
tries to explain the development of human
homosexuality, a pattern of sexual behavior
that defies evolutionary logic. Homosexual
behavior points instead, Wright says, to
“the malleability of the human mind” and
a “general principle” of life: “Once natural
selection has created a form of gratifica-
tion—genital stimulation, in this case—that
form can come to serve other functions.”

Wright's intellectual honesty here is laud-
able, but by acknowledging the freedom
and openness of human possibility, he is
contradicting the argument of his work.

or Kass, it is precisely this potential

freedom “to serve other functions”

that constitutes our distinctive nature
as a “moral animal” because of the possi-
bilities for virtue and perversion that it
opens up. How then to choose from the
vast range of the possible—and choose we
must—that which is better, while avoid-
ing that which is worse? Kass proposes
that our understanding of nature can
serve as a “suggestive teacher.” Those
customs, laws, and beliefs—such as the
ones surrounding civilized dining—that
restrain the purely animal while cultivat-
ing the distinctively human qualities of in-
tellect, self~command, civility, and rever-
ence are “truer” and “better” than those
that faijl to do so.

As a guide to our inescapably moral
lives, this image of human nature—human
nature in the Aristotelian sense of what we
can grow into, rather than what we have
grown out of—may be imperfect. We may
certainly disagree about which customs,
laws, and beliefs best cultivate that distinc-
tive human nature, but Kass has succeeded
brilliantly in reminding us of who we really
are so that we may endeavor to act ac-
cordingly. At a minimum, Kass's re-
minder enables us to reject images of our
nature, such as those celebrated in evolu-
tionary psychology, that are neither true
nor good. In an age when such false im-
ages encourage our embrace of genetic re-
programming and biochemical manipula-
tion, this in itself is a remarkable and valu-
able achievement.

—Howard Kaye is a professor of sociology
at Franklin and Marshall College and the
author of The Social Meaning of Mod-
ern Biology, from Social Darwinism
to Sociobiology (1986).
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OTHER TITLES

History

FABLES OF ABUNDANCE: A Cultural
History of Modern Advertising. By T. J.
Jackson Lears. Basic. 492 pp. $30

Jackson Lears’s fascinating history of advertis-
ing is really two books in one. The first tells
the story of how, around the turn of the last
century, advertisers put their Barnumesque
past behind them and remade themselves as
professionals. Distancing themselves from
patent-medicine salesmen and itinerant ped-
dlers, the new breed of advertisers traded old-
fashioned images of plenty and a carnival
rhetoric for a technocratic language of effi-
ciency and control. Contrary to popular opin-
ion, the consumer culture they created did not
promote hedonism; instead, it subordinated
longings for a bountiful agricultural paradise
to the demands of modern industry. This 1909
counsel from the J. Walter Thompson adver-
tising agency handbook might have served as
a kind of manifesto: “The chief work of civili-
zation is to eliminate chance, and that can be
done by foreseeing and planning.”

As Roland Marchand did in Advertising the
American Dream: Making Way for Modernity,
1920-1940 (1985), Lears emphasizes the role of
advertising in promoting a scientifically man-
aged world. In this brave new world, expert
authorities and mass-produced commodities
combined to dispel the uncertainties not only
of a market economy but of the human condi-
tion. Advertisements repeatedly stressed the
victory of a scientific civilization over the lim-
its of nature, including human nature. Early-
20th-century ads were obsessed with bodily
odors, slimness, and intestinal “regularity,”
and suggested that a “unified, controlled, sin-
cere selfhood” was necessary to successful
competition in the modern marketplace. In
1926, Guardian Memorials carried this strain
of advertising to its logical conclusion: “The
thought of its clean, dry, airy above ground
crypt is a constant consolation to those still
living.”

Lears has done more, however, than re-
make the case against advertising’s vision of
a sanitized world of happy, robotic consum-

112 WQ WINTER 1995

ers. His other story is that of late-19th- and
early-20th-century writers and artists who for-
mulated similar critiques of modern consum-
erism. Marcel Proust, Rainer Maria Rilke, and
artists such as Kurt Schwitters, the abstract ex-
pressionists, and—above all—Joseph Cornell
objected to the advertising culture of consum-
erism not for its materialism but for its care-
less betrayal of the material world. “The ma-
terialism promoted by advertisers was
antimaterial,” Lears writes; “the success of the
corporate economy depended less on the es-
teem accorded material things than on the
constant restimulation of the desire for more
of them.” Lears describes artists such as
Cornell (1902-72), a semirecluse in Flushing,
New York, who
made surreal boxes
filled with the para-
phernalia of every-
day life—stuffed
birds, buttons, toys,
fragments of old the-
atrical posters—jux-
taposed and treated
with the moral au-
thority of religious
icons. To counter
modern  advertis-
ing’s drive for mas-
tery over nature, Cornell revived an jrrational,
“magical” outlook that valued apparently use-
less objects and attempted to reconnect dreams
and reality, “matter and spirit, thoughts and
things.”

Lears’s two stories—of advertising as an
agent of bureaucratic order and of the artis-
tic counterappeal to a holistic worldview—
coexist uneasily in this volume. Indeed,
Lears seems less interested in reconstructing
the rise of the advertising profession than in
probing the spiritual resources of artistic
modernism. What inspire Lears at his best
are not the conceptual boxes of social his-
tory but the actual boxes in which Cornell
assembled a more sensuous and fantastic
private world. By reconstructing this subter-
ranean celebration of animism and hedo-
nism in modern American culture, Lears
brilliantly redefines the debate about con-




sumer culture and, in the process, estab-
lishes himself as a profound and original
cultural critic in his own right. Fables of
Abundance is a rare picture of an intellectual
searching for fresh, new ground on which to
stand as.an interpreter of modern life.

THE PRIVATE LIFE OF CHAIRMAN
MAO: The Memoirs of Mao's Personal
Physician. By Li Zhisui. With the editorial
assistance of Anne F. Thurston. Trans. by Tai
Hung-chao. Random House. 682 pp. $30
BURYING MAO: Chinese Politics in the
Age of Deng Xiaoping. By Richard Baum.
Princeton. 489 pp. $35

Ever since Mao Zedong officially founded
the People’s Republic of China on October
1, 1949, the inner workings of its political
system have remained clouded in mystery.
Two new books plumb that mystery and
uncover, at bottom, a large irony: a country
supposedly governed by ironclad ideology
was buffeted this way and that by a few
men’s personal whims.

Li Zhisui was Mao’s personal physician
(his great-grandfather had also been physi-
cian to a Chinese emperor), but his story of
Mao’s private life belongs less to medical
annals than to the National Enquirer. Mao's
insatiable appetite for young women (he
passed on venereal disease to hundreds of
them), his slovenly personal habits (he nei-
ther bathed nor brushed his teeth), his drug
addiction, and his extravagant “imperial”
processions from city to city hardly fit his
once-popular image as an ascetic, ideologi-
cally inspired patriot. Convinced that Chair-
man knows best, Mao trusted few and
worked closely with no one. When thwart-
ed, he would contemplate returning to the
mountains to launch a new guerrilla cam-
paign. He seems to have enjoyed few things
as much as the terror and chaos caused by
his Cultural Revolution (1965-68).

But can this tale, with its lurid sex and the
relentless pettiness of Mao and his vicious, self-
indulgent wife, Jiang Qing, be entirely believed?
Anne Thurston, a noted China authority, has

shaped and written much of the book, and her
contribution gives a creditable historical back-
ground to Li’s anecdotes. Li’s source materials,
his diaries, were burned in 1966, yet he asks the
reader to accept verbatim dialogues as well as
minutely observed details of events he could not
have personally witnessed. Nor can Li qualify
as an unbiased observer when it is obvious that
he allowed few standards, political or ethical, to
interfere with his role as Mao’s physician, con-
fidante, and servant.

Baum, a political scientist at UCLA,
readily admits that he is using limited and
questionable documents, but he neverthe-
less manages to construct a richly textured
and convincing portrait of the political
transformation that ensued after Mao’s
death in 1976 at the age of 82. Deng Xiao-
ping, the master manipulator, demonstrated
again the centrality of personal control in
China, and during his reign the scheming of
factions and rivals customarily took the
place of policy debates. It was, after all, his
ambivalence about market reforms and po-
litical liberalization that led to the Tian-
anmen Square massacre in June 1989. Deng
is now 90 years old and sick, and the
People’s Republic stands on a precipice once
more, with few institutions in place that can
guarantee stability, economic reform, politi-
cal change, or even the shunning of nation-
alistic militarism. Baum makes clear that
Deng’s one-man show has been better for
China than was Mao’s. But Deng, too, has
cast the Chinese people adrift in complex
and dangerous circumstances, being no
more willing than Mao to trust China’s fate
to independent political processes he cannot
dominate.

THE SOUTHERN TRADITION: The
Achievement and Limitations of an Ameri-
can Conservatism. By Eugene D. Genovese.
Harvard. 138 pp. $22.50

If any more evidence is needed that the end of
the Cold War turned the world upside down,
this book should do it. It is not so much the
author’s argument that “southern conserva-
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tive thought, shorn of its errors and irratio-
nalities” deserves a “respectful hearing” that
is topsy-turvy as the fact that the author is the
nation’s most eminent historian on the left.

Genovese, Distinguished Scholar-in-Resi-
dence at Emory’s University Center in At-
lanta, is alluding not to the free-market conser-
vatism of Georgia’s Newt Gingrich but to a
traditional conservatism that has its origins in
the antebellum writings of men such as John
C. Calhoun. It is a conservatism that grants
pride of place to community, hierarchy, and
order, a conservatism that looks with horror
upon today’s visions of individual freedom,
whether those of liberals or conservatives. It
achieved its second wind with the Agrarian
movement, which included writers and poets
such as Allen Tate and Robert Penn Warren
and produced the famous manifesto, I'll Take
My Stand (1930), and was continued by schol-
ars such as Richard Weaver (1910-63) and
M. E. Bradford (1934-93). Today, it is pre-
served in two intellectual magazines,
Chronicles and Southern Partisan, and partially
represented in the political arena by Patrick
Buchanan.

This older southern conservatism is a tra-
dition nearly as hostile to the market as it is to
socialism and communism. Against the ho-
mogenizing and leveling influences of the
national state and international finance capi-
talism, the southern conservatives have held
up a vision of regional autonomy, “small
property,” and “Christian individualism.”
They are appalled by most of what modernity
has wrought. “There is ground for declaring
that modern man has become a moral idiot,”
Richard Weaver wrote in 1948. “For four cen-
turies every man has been not only his own
priest but his own professor of ethics.”
Genovese finds many flaws and a few things
to admire in these arguments, but he is rightly
drawn to the traditionalist idea of egalitarian-
ism, which is based on moral skepticism
rather than the usual utopian assumptions
about the goodness of man. Most southern
conservatives would agree with C.S. Lewis’s
judgment that “mankind is so fallen that no
man can be trusted with unchecked power
over his fellows.”
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The power of the southern conservatives’
cultural critique is not matched by their politi-
cal program, which suffers from internal
philosophical gridlock. Those who in the past
opposed segregation, for example, did little to
promote integration because of their commit-
ment to community rights, “and their particu-
lar communities . . . were implacably hostile
to black demands,” Genovese notes. Today,
they fear international capitalism but, be-
cause of their distrust of the national gov-
ernment, they are reluctant to propose effec-
tive means of regulating it. Genovese be-
lieves that the southern conservatives could
have “surprising strength” in national poli-
tics. Such a conservatism, traditionalist in eco-
nomics and morality, may hold lessons for the
Left, but it is hard to see how it has much to
offer a larger public apart from an admirable
but finally inchoate longing for community.

Arts & Letters

THE RUIN OF KASCH. By Roberto Calasso.
Trans. by William Weaver and Stephen
Sartarelli. Harvard. 385 pp. $24.95

The Ruin of Kasch is literary but not a novel,
historical but not a history, philosophical
but not formal philosophy. Its author,
Roberto Calasso, is a distinguished
Milanese publisher and the author of The
Marriage of Cadmus and Harmony (1993), and
here he has composed an extended medita-
tion on the downward course of civilization
and the emergence of the modern world.
Kasch makes its own genre, albeit one
quintessentially European in tone and feel.
(Had Calasso been around, and of different
views, he might have been hired for the
Encyclopédie.) Calasso follows, at least in this
work, the mind’s leaps rather than the foot-
prints of earthbound narrative. He thus de-
votes only nine pages to the legendary Af-
rican kingdom of Kasch, but the tale reso-
nates forward and back through every chap-
ter as an example of what happens as we
move from apparently primitive to appar-
ently enlightened practices. What such a



transition entails Calasso traces through his
random (but artfully so) disposition of the
text, and that apparent randomness comes to
mirror the disconnectedness of modern con-
sciousness itself, which Calasso believes has
severed all ties to a larger sustaining realm.

Calasso builds much of his case around
Charles Maurice de Talleyrand (1754-1838),
the French statesman who leaped from regime
toregime and from era to era with a cat’s ease.
Before the French Revolution, Talleyrand was
a very worldly Catholic bishop, and he later
observed that those who never knew the
ancien régime would never know the sweet-
ness of life. Yet Talleyrand went on to support
the Revolution and then to serve the Direc-
tory, Napoleon, and finally the restored House
of Bourbon. Talleyrand presides as master of
ceremonies here because he achieved a whole-
ness despite historical ruptures and discor-
dancies; even his deathbed reconciliation with
the church managed to round the circle of his
various life interests.

In addition to Talleyrand, Calasso’s cast
includes—and this is a mere sampling—
French kings and Vedic seers, Plato, Marx
(Karl, though Groucho might easily have
found a place), Jeremy Bentham, Hegel, Max
Stirner, Charles Baudelaire, Pol Pot, and Cecil
B. De Mille. The list suggests a larger degree
of playfulness than the book generally man-
ages. For Calasso writes in a tone of icy and
ironic omniscience that one might call Olym-
pian but for a suspicion that he would prefer
something a bit higher. Himalayan, say. Con-
sider: “If we really must find a distinction be-
tween what can be said of the Modern and
everything that we encounter in previous
ages, might it not perhaps be a certain
ability ... to ignore limitations even when
explicitly defending them—to invade every
off-limits area, perhaps on the pretext of
guarding it against all violations?”

This is pure Calasso. The observation is
striking (and may even be true), and the pair
of hedging perhaps’s is entirely in character.
But the sentence only finally appears on page
293 of a book that has labored mightily, up to
that point, precisely to find a distinction be-
tween the modern and what came before.

Under the circumstances, the “If we really
must” is maddening and provokes an exasper-
ated “Well, whose idea was this anyway?” No
matter: the reader who takes to the extraordi-
nary mind will readily forgive the manner.

THE WESTERN CANON: The Books and
School of the Ages. By Harold Bloom.
Harcourt Brace. 578 pp. $29.95

A reader could grow hoarse talking back to
this book—at times in annoyance, more often
in admiration. Bloom teaches literature at both
Yale and New York universities, and The
Western Canon is his summation of a lifetime
of reading great literature as well as watching
what he considers its growing debasement in
the universities and schools.

Bloom has always been a critic provoca-
teur. As such, he attaches three appendices
that identify what’s canonical down through
the 19th century and a somewhat diffident
fourth appendix about the 20th century that he
calls “a canonical prophesy.” It is these lists,
which go on for 36 pages and are, by turns,
traditional, quirky, and tentative, that have
made the book controversial. They also have
diverted attention from The Western Canon’s
larger achievement.

For the Greeks a kanon was a rod or bar
used to keep things straight. Today, the word
canon has been stripped of its original and all
subsequent meanings but one: the body of
work that has kept the study of literature fix-
ated on the writings of dead, mostly white,
mostly European, mostly male authors. An-
tagonists of Bloom’s idea of a canon now com-
mand the academy—feminists, Marxists,
Afrocentrists, New Historicists, Decon-
structors—all of whom he ridicules for their
insistence that literature must serve political
and social ends. “One breaks into the canon
only by aesthetic strength,” he argues, by
“mastery of figurative language, originality,
cognitive power, knowledge, exuberance of
diction.”

In the beginning and concluding chapters,
Bloom mourns the current loss of concern for
preserving a tradition of great literature.
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These two elegiac chapters serve as bookends
for 21 essays on individual authors whom
Bloom believes most important “for both their
sublimity and their representative nature.” By
focusing on individual writers, Bloom can put
into practice his famous theory of literary in-
fluence. Indeed, what is best about The West-
ern Canon is the way Bloom reads the writers
against one another—ingeniously, persuasively,
implausibly. Writers go at each other in these
pages head-to-head like sumo wrestlers. The
most powerful figure with whom they all must
contend is Shakespeare—for Bloom, “the larg-
est writer we ever will know,” his hero, idol,
god, the Western canon all compact in a single
vessel. This book is Bloom’s homage to
Shakespeare, and one likes to imagine the play-
wright responding in kind: “Here is a reader!
When comes such another?” When indeed?

Philosophy & Religion

NET OF MAGIC: Wonders and Deceptions
in India. By Lee Siegel. Univ. of Chicago. 455
pp. $60 (hardback); $19.95 (paper)

Twice as sonorous as “abracadabra” is the in-
vocation that begins an Indian magic show:
yantru-mantru-jalajala-tantru. In India the
changing phenomena of daily life are consid-
ered to be “maya” or illusion, and so a book
about the profession of illusion, or magic,
promises to be a rather revealing affair. Net of
Magic indeed makes a good introduction to
contemporary India because it captures so
zestfully that country’s noises, odors, sensory
feel, tumult, and contradictions. Siegel, profes-
sor of religion at the University of Hawaii and
the author of Laughing Matters: Comic Tradition
in India (1987), describes, for example, riding
out to the Delhi slum where street magicians
reside, and his prose rhythms duplicate the
swelter and back-and-forth rocking of the taxi:
“The hot and dusty breath of the earth, the
pant and moan of it, and the hot and rude rub
of the sky, the growl and grunt of it, were in-
escapable.”

The book has no shortage of magic. Small
boys are decapitated and their heads grow
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back, mango trees spring up instantly from
dust, pigeons turn into pigs. But for those who
want to believe in a world of wonders—bad
news. Asked by Siegel if there was real magic,
one magician answered, “No, but I shouldn’t
ever say it. I earn a living only if people
believe...at least in the possibility of
miracles. But there are no real miracles, and all
the holy men and god-men, Sai Baba and Jesus
and other men like them, are just doing tricks,
tricks thatI can do, thatI can teach you to do.”
This relation between magic and miracle, be-
tween staged spectacles and genuine religion,
is at the heart of Siegel’s investigation. When
Paul Brunton wrote A Search in Secret India
(1934), that country was synonymous in the
Western imagination with everything mysti-
cal, mysterious, occult. A half-century later,
Net of Wonders makes India seem the last place
to look for religion, a country where, for for-
eigners, religion is a tourist attraction—with
Hinduism as India’s Disneyland—and for In-
dians, a set of mundane rituals without
epiphany, without frisson.

Siegel’s argument, however, is that, while
the miracles of religion and the allure of magic
may be false scientifically, they can be “true”
aesthetically, in their emotional appeal. He
wants to recreate that
emotional experience
of Indian magic for
Western readers, and
his approach re-
sembles Robert-Hou-
din's Confessions of a
Prestidigitator (1859), in
which the famous ma-
gician wrote, “My au-
dience shall be my
reader, my stage this
book.” Like a good
magician, Siegel also
keeps changing per-
spectives, from analyzing ancient Sanskrit and
Pali texts to reporting his own travels with
Indian magicians to writing fictional short sto-
ries about their inner world. “As I leave the
plane and make my way toward the counter—
Indian Immigration and Customs,” so his nar-
rative starts, “I sense that the magic show is




about to begin.” Indeed, Siegel’s subsequent
experiences in India, such as procuring airline
tickets to Kashmir when none were available,
often mirror the “wonders and deceptions” in
an Indian magic show. Eventually he succeeds
in transferring the fascination and complexity
of the magic show from itinerant conjurers on
dusty street corners to the workings of the
society surrounding them. A study of magic
becomes a way of understanding, and experi-
encing, contemporary India.

Earlier belletrists aimed only to think well
and write charmingly. Net of Magic represents
a newer academic genre, in which the scholar
leaves his desk and does original field re-
search, and then returns not with a mono-
graph but with literature.

Contemporary Affairs

THE BELL CURVE: Intelligence and Class
Structure in American Life. By Richard J.

Herrnstein and Charles Murray. Free Press.
845 pp. $30

The Bell Curve is not the seminal, ground-
breaking work its authors suggest. Nor is it
the semilunatic, right-wing tract that some
critics have charged. Herrnstein (who died last
year) was a psychologist at Harvard Univer-
sity and Murray is the author of Losing
Ground: American Social Policy 1950-1980
(1986); together they have written a sober cri-
tique of “the ideology of equality.” They ar-
gue—not so controversially—that the present,
singleminded leveling in all spheres is a far, far
different thing from the Founders’ notion of
the moral equality of all men.

Were this all their argument, Herrnstein and
Murray would be indistinguishable from a
dozen other conservative commentators. What
makes The Bell Curve the most controversial
book of the year is that it places human intelli-
gence at the center of social-policy debate.
Herrnstein and Murray have aroused a furorby
reviving evidence that black Americans, as a
group, score consistently and considerably
lower on IQ tests than whites. They further ar-
gue that IQ tests measure something real and are

not culturally biased. Finally, they conclude that
society’s organized efforts to raise IQ scores,
such as the Head Start program, have been dis-
mal failures. At this point, Herrnstein and
Murray may begin to sound a bit like two good
old boys making racial slurs and then claiming
they are only reciting the facts of nature.

Yet underneath their sometimes smarmy
tone they present an argument that is more
qualified, more ambiguous, and not without its
ironies. Although they believe that intelligence
has a genetic component, they point out that
cognitive abilities are hardly immutable. There
has been, for example, “substantial” narrowing
of the black-white gap in IQ scores in the past 20
years. Indeed, Americans generally are scoring
better than ever: “On the average,” Herrnstein
and Murray write, “whites today may differ in
IQ from whites, say, two generations ago as
much as whites today may differ from blacks
today.” That admission could be read as an im-
plicit endorsement of welfare state policies, and
in fact the authors do endorse such proposals as
a modest income redistribution through in-
creased earned income tax credits.

But ultimately Herrnstein and Murray
want to draw the curtain on the welfare state.
If they concede that certain societal changes—
from the democratization of higher education
to better nutrition—have equalized environ-
mental influences and created a meritocracy in
America, they also argue that all such possible
improvements have by now been accom-
plished. Any further efforts, they argue, will
come up against genetically determined dif-
ferences in intelligence. This is a point many
Americans will not want to hear—certainly
not black Americans. Perhaps the case for
unchangeable disparities in group intelligence
could be made without much ado in, say,
Sweden, but to argue thus in a racially diverse,
ethnically divided America is like lighting a
stick of dynamite. Indeed, if the “science” of

The Bell Curve has proved debatable, its policy
recommendations, under a varnish of sophis-
tication, come close to being politically naive.
Though the authors maintain that the welfare
state cannot bring us equality, they suggest
nothing else for dealing with the entrenched
inequality they have described.
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JUST CURIOUS: Essays. By Cullen Murphy.
Houghton Mifflin. 248 pp. $21.95

Readers of the Atlantic Monthly already know
that one of the finer essayists of our time is that
magazine’s managing editor, Cullen Murphy.
No matter how deeply he dips into his seem-
ingly bottomless bag of worldly arcana—one
month it may be a harrowing view of the world
as seen from the Centers for Disease Control’s
Morbidity and Mortality Weekly Report; the next,
a string of facts from the Statistical Abstract of the
United States that helps explain why cats have
replaced dogs as Americans’ favorite household
pet—he unfailingly fetches a gem that illumi-
nates the world and ourselves. Humor and rev-
elation are the touchstones of Murphy’s craft. In
an essay on double lives, he muses upon the im-
possibility of meeting the time demands of even
a single life in our day: “There are occasions
when, upon being interrupted politely with the
words, ‘Is this a bad time?’ I must suppress a
giddy, maniacal laugh, of the kind Herbert Lom
descends into when Inspector Clouseau finally
drives him over the edge.” (In prose as in live
performance, Murphy shows, timing is almost
everything). Some of his more memorable long
essays, such as his account of the scientific study
of the Shroud of Turin, are not included here, but
his look at the Thomas Aquinas editing indus-
try shows his skill in the longer, expository form.
This collection, indeed, adds up to something
more substantial than the sum of its delightful
parts. It is an oblique self-portrait—in this case,
of a wry, boundlessly energetic observer who,
without ever passing judgment, discerns a moral
pattern behind the world’s rich and surprising
variousness. A curious mind, in other words,
but never just curious.

CONOR: A Biography of Conor Cruise
O'Brien. By Donald Harman Akenson. Cornell.
573 pp. $35

ANTHOLOGY. By Conor Cruise O'Brien. Ed.
by Donald Harman Akenson. Cornell. 356 pp.
$39.95

Civil servant, diplomat, essayist, politician,
historian, professor, administrator, play-
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wright, poet, biographer, columnist, editor, ac-
tivist—Conor Cruise O’Brien has worn an aston-
ishing number of hats in his 77 years. Most of
these roles, one might note, have been quite con-
troversial. For much of his career, according to
his biographer Akenson, O’Brien has been “si-
multaneously the most hated man in Ireland and
the most admired [Irishman] outside of it.”

Whatever else may be said of O'Brien’s ca-
reer, its likes will not be seen again, not in this
age of credentialism. Ever since he graduated
from Dublin’s Trinity College in 1940, a new
metamorphosis every four or five years appears
to have been O'Brien’s rule. His career began on
the parallel tracks of civil servant and writer (the
latter under the pen name Donat O’Donnell).
Among his public roles, he was United Nations
representative in the war-torn Congo in 1961,
vice chancellor of the University of Ghana (un-
der chancellor President Kwame Nkrumah)
during the mid-'60s, a member of the Irish Par-
liament in the early '70s, then a cabinet minister,
and in the late '70s editor-in-chief of the London
Observer. Almost every turn in his career has left
in its wake a book, starting with his controver-
stal To Katanga and Back (1962), which exposed
the inner workings of the UN; his later Cold War
polemics against anticommunist containment
policies were even more controversial. For his
opposition to the Irish Republican Army’s ter-
rorist campaign—and to the general romanti-
cism of violence in Ireland-—he was practically
drummed out of his own country.

While not concealing his admiration for
Brien, Akenson is frank about his subject’s
faults. O’Brien is, he writes, “unnecessarily com-
bative and often egregiously arrogant,” and if
“the Cruiser” is O’Brien’s famous nickname, he
has also been called “Lunchtime O’Boozer.” Yet
despite the drinking and combativeness O'Brien
is, Akenson claims, “the most important Irish
nonfiction writer of the 20th century.” This new
anthology of O’Brien’s writings—ranging from
poems to essays on fascism, from evaluations of
Yeats to reports on Biafra—certainly suggests
that O’Brien is modern Ireland’s most wide-
ranging intelligence.

In 1992 O’Brien published The Great Melody,
possibly his crowning literary achievement. In
this admiring biography of the 18th-century



conservative Edmund Burke, O’Brien aston-
ished many critics by having located a
soulmate in such a staunch defender of the
status quo. But O’Brien argued that Burke’s
ragings against the abuses of power in France
(and in England) were evidence that he was a
liberal, in the oldest and best sense of the
world. Burke and O’Brien are, in fact, distant
kinsmen, and, beyond blood ties they are re-
lated by being early and late examples of that
now-dying breed—the public intellectual who
believes that ideas matter in political life.

Science & Technology

JOURNEY TO THE ANTS: A Story of
Scientific Exploration. By Bert Holldobler and
Edward O. Wilson. Harvard. 228 pp. $24.95

Looking for an exciting new career? How about
myrmecology?

The humble ant occupies anything but a
humble place in the world’s ecosystems. “If all
the ants somehow disappeared,” Hélldobler, a
physiologist at Germany’s University of
Wiirzberg, and Wilson, an entomologist and so-
ciobiologist at Harvard University, write,
the effect would be “catastrophic. Species
extinction would increase even more over
the present rate, and the land ecosystems
would shrivel more rapidly.” Without ants
to collect and recycle the detritus of animal
and vegetable matter, they explain, “the
world would rot. As dead vegetation piled
up and dried out, narrowing and closing the
nufrient cycles, other complex forms of vegeta-
tion would die, and with them the last remnants
of the vertebrates.” Think about that the next
time you squash an ant on your kitchen floor.

Holldobler and Wilson’s earlier, Pulitzer
Prize-winning The Ants (1990) was an attempt to
distill everything currently known about the
family Formicidae, and immediately established
itself as the pre-eminent work in the field. Un-
fortunately its dense technical language may
have daunted the average reader, and here the

two myrmecologists attempt to enlist nonscien-
tists in the study and preservation of these won-
drous insects.

Ants have been around since dinosaur
days—that is, roughly 60 million years. Conser-
vative estimates place their number today at 10
thousand trillion, distributed among tens of
thousands of species. Ants are tiny in everything
but sociobiological complexity. They communi-
cate, for example, by releasing a medley of
chemical-based substances from different parts
of the body that register alarm, attraction, the
discovery of food, and a diversity of other sig-
nals. “Ants, like humans,” the authors write,
“succeed because they talk so well.” Collec-
tively, each colony functions as a kind of “war-
rior state,” in which “organized conflict among
colonies of the same species is far more frequent
than human war.” Various species employ “pro-
paganda, deception, skilled surveillance, and
mass assaults singly or in combination to over-
come their enemies.” Their behavior is strikingly
varied: African weaver ants form chains of their
own bodies to cross wide gaps between leaves,
while honeypot ants climb on top of each other
when fighting to gain a size advantage.

At the end of this Journey, many readers

will
likely join the au-
thors in honoring the lowly
ants: “For a while longer at least, they will
help to hold the world in balance to our lik-
ing, and they will serve as a reminder of
what a wonderful place it was when first we
arrived.”
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POETRY

L. E. SISSMAN

Selected and introduced by Anthony Hecht

he poetry of Louis Edward Sissman has not lacked admirers,

among whom perhaps the most dedicated has been Peter Davi-

son, his editor at what was then Atlantic-Little Brown and him-

self a poet. Others include Hilton Kramer, James Dickey, Howard
Moss, and S. J. Perelman, who enthusiastically declared: “Unquestionably
a major poet and a man of dazzling talent. Sissman’s range of evocation,
his wit, and his sensitivity would clearly have appealed to T. S. Eliot, whose
influence is manifest.”

Perelman was right. And yet, sadly, Sissman is ignored by most po-
etry readers. He has remained the possession and delight of only a tiny
cult, a miniminority. When his first book was still in galleys, it was sub-
mitted for the Lamont Poetry Prize. The jury of five included James Dickey
and me. We two were the only ones to favor Sissman, and by majority vote
the prize went to another poet, whose work has not held up as well. Only
in the very long run, perhaps, is majority rule capable of doing justice to
the arts.

Sissman'’s first book, charmingly, wittily, movingly titled Dying: An
Introduction (1968), was written by a young man who had learned two years
before that he had Hodgkin’s disease. What was startling about the book,
apart from its manifest and mature skills, its resonant borrowings and
echoes, was its sheer exuberance, undefeated by the author’s knowledge
that he was the victim of an incurable illness. The poems, even the title
poem (with its epigraph from Philip Larkin, warning about picking up “bad
habits of expectancy”), were alive with a youthful gaiety, a love of the in-
flections of language, the nuances of college-age frivolity, and the lilt of
jocund lyricism. They expressed a unique kind of pleasure associated with
the very act of the imagination. Consider, as a modest example, the fol-
lowing, from “The Tree Warden,” a sequence of sonnets:

III. DECEMBER THIRTY-FIRST

The days drew in this fall with infinite art,
Making minutely earlier the stroke

Of night each evening, muting what awoke
Us later every morning: the red heart

Of sun. December’s miniature day

Is borne out on its stretcher to be hung,
Dim, minor, and derivative, among
Great august canvases now locked away.
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Opposed to dated day, the modern moon
Comes up to demonstrate its graphic skill:
Laying its white-on-white on with a will,
Its backward prism makes a monotone.

In the New Year, night after night will wane;
Color will conquer; art will be long again.

There’s much to admire here. With his first line the poet adopts, by
the word “drew” and the phrase “infinite art,” the metaphoric premise of
his poem in which painterly and calendrical terms move hand in hand
throughout as cordial equivalents. The “art” of time is exhibited in the
subtlety of its minute diminutions, both of the length of the day and the
vividness of color. By December the days are miniatures, the wooden
stretchers of their canvases serving also as the medical stretchers of en-
feebled casualties, unfavorably compared to the richly colorful (“august,”
both as majestic and autumnal) canvases of the fall season. “Day” is dated
because of the calendar and because in winter it becomes almost passé, the
sun giving way to the moon as presiding source of light. The moon is “mod-
ern” both because it is up-to-date and because its “white-on-white” is the
title of a Kazimir Malevich painting (which critic Robert Hughes described
as a work that seemed “to mark the farthest limit of painting’s escape from
its depictive role”). The moon’s prism is “backward” because prisms break
up ordinary light into a rainbow spectrum, whereas winter moonlight con-
denses all hues to a more-or-less uniform white.

he poem ends with an echo from Seneca. But when we recall the

whole of that phrase—Ars longa, vita brevis est—we suddenly

realize that delicately folded into all this wit lies something

deeply personal. That stretcher in the second quatrain, that blood-
less white in the third, the intimation of life’s brevity at the end—all this
is tactfully muted by the poet who does not initially appear to be writing
about himself. His control throughout is superb.

S. J. Perelman was right: Eliot not only would have liked his poetry
but would have found himself echoed and imitated in Sissman’s work. The
opening lines of Eliot’s Waste Land contain fragments of conversations
overheard in the Hofgarten. Sissman made whole poems of fragmented
conversations, one of which, set in a Provincetown, Massachusetts, bar,
and filled with literary quotations, concludes this way: -

“Shut up.” “There’s something calm about you.” “Where?”
“*At the first turning of the second stair.” ”

“Please, Michael, don’t.” “The Louvre.” “Let’s go outside.”
“Her diction stinks.” “My analyst just died.”

But his allusions, far from being confined to Eliot (as in the second line
above), range over the poetic gamut, from Scottish poet William Dunbar
(c.1460-¢.1530) to the moderns, with elegant homages along the way to
Shakespeare, Milton, Wordsworth, the whole lot. And a small though sa-
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lient pleasure of this poetry consists in what Melville and later Edmund
Wilson called “the shock of recognition.” Sissman writes not only with an
agile but with a well-stocked mind.
He was born on the first of January, 1928, in Detroit, and died at
the age of 48. He had been a Quiz Kid on national radio, a student at
- Harvard University, an advertising executive, and a writer for the New
Yorker. His three books of poems, together with a posthumous collec-
tion, were assembled under the editorship of Peter Davison in an in-
valuable volume called Hello, Darkness (1978). That book and its author
deserve far more notice than they have received.

The 20th Armored:
A Recurrent Dream

Ah, sinners who have not to Ossining

Gone in the rank inconsequence of spring,
Hear a returning traveller: you cannot know
What—past that sickening old apple bough—
Magnificence flares forth, like shook Reynolds Wrap,
From that think tank atop the liberty cap

Of Overkill, Dutch sabot of a hill

Above the obsolescent rocks and rills

Of the outmoded Hudson. Turn, instead,

To our greater-than-Arlington factory of dead
Americans, where quick machines give birth
To the ultimate inheritor of the earth:

A cortex of shelved, tabled facts, a core

Of memory. My classmate, Major Hoare—

A 20th Tanker all of his natural-born,
Mechanically corrected days since horn

Of Roland stirred him in the passages

Of A. MacLeish, shows me the messages
Out-printed by the printout where the in-

Put of the thinkers comes full circle, and
Elicits answers from thermistors; where,
Short years ago, the warren of the hare,

The nest of pheasants, the rough shoot of owls
Made way for war rooms in the balmy bowels
Of Overkill, where G-6 officers

(The Hardware Corps, all hardened sophisters)
Now hold forth and hold out until the day
When miracle machines will have their way
And sweep us all, even their armorers,

Under the land, like Housman characters,
Under the beetling forelock of the hill

Once known to men in Dutch as Overkill.
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East Congress and McDougall Streets,
Detroit, May 25

Now winter leaves off worrying our old slum,
And summer comes.

Already docks,

Daisies and dandelions, thistles and hollyhocks
Begin to camouflage the tin in vacant lots.
(Some vegetable god ordains these plots

Of plants to rule the earth.

Their green clothes mask the birth-

Marks of a blight.)

Look down the street: there is nobody in sight
As far as Mount Elliott Avenue (where

We kids in knickers took a double dare

To hop a Grand Trunk freight;

Where, every night,

Those marvellous whistles came from).

This dead kingdom,

Composed of empty shanties under the sun,
The arc lamp swinging overhead (the one
That hung there in 1930), the same sidewalks
Of dog-eared squares of slate marked with the chalks
Of the persisting children, the sad board
Fences which shored

Up private property falling into the alley,

This was Jerusalem, our vivid valley.

In our dead neighborhood

Now nothing more can come to any good.
Least of all the Victorian orphanage that still stands
Behind an ironic fence on its own grounds
Diagonally opposite.

The convict children have forsaken it:

In one mad prison break, foiling their guards,
They burst out from its wards—

Long as the Hall of Mirrors, high as a kite,
Carved like a cuckoo clock, capped with grey slate—
Leaving an archive of curses on its walls,

A dado of dirt at hand height in its halls,
And a declivity in each doorsill.

Now the street-Arabian artillery

Has lobbed a brick into each gallery

And opened every window from afar.

Each outer door, ajar,

Is a safe conduct to the rat,

The mouse, the alley cat.

Under its exaggerated eaves,

The orphanage endures. Here nothing leaves,
Nothing arrives except ailanthus trees.

My thirst for the past is easy to appease.
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From Provincetown, 1953

III. MANN’S PLACE

“Have you met Sondra?” “The entablature

Is filled with generals in relief.” “I said, ‘Look—

You can just shove your fellowship.” ” “I love

That yellow maillot. Saks?” “The Pleistocene

Or earlier.” “No. Double bitters.” “Ham

Has played the Cherry Lane.” “A Ford V-8.”

“He had this great dead fish, my dear.” “Solfége.”

“No. She was Peter’s cousin.” “You have such
Astonishing green eyes.” “ ‘Stuprate, they rend

Each other when they kiss.” ” “No, please, no more

For me.” “You just try teaching 101.”

“Pure crimson lake.” “Fourth down and two to go

And getting dark.” “Say, who's your friend?” “Casals

Just swallows you in tone.” “ ‘I do not hope

To turn again.”” “Oh, Harry’s not so bad.”

“Shut up.” “There’s something calm about you.” “Where?”
“ ‘At the first turning of the second stair.” ”

“Please, Michael, don't.” “The Louvre.” “Let’s go outside.”
“Her diction stinks.” “My analyst just died.”

From In and Out: A Home Away
from Home, 1947

4. Five-Fifty

Later, as racy novels used to say,

Later, I turn to see the westering sun

Through the ailanthus stipple her tan side
With yellow coin dots shaped to fit her skin.
This Sally now does like a garment wear

The beauty of the evening; silent, bare,

Hips, shoulders, arms, tresses, and temples lie.
I watch her as she sleeps, the tapering back
Rising and falling on the tide of breath;

The long eyelashes lying on her cheek;

The black brows and the light mouth both at rest;
A living woman not a foot away.

The west wind noses in at the window,
Sending a scent of soap, a hint of her
Perfume, and the first onions of the night

Up the airshaft to where I lie, not quite alone.
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From Small Space

I

MAKE THESE THREE
MISTAKES IN SPEECH?
Hear them mermaids

On the beach

Singing real low Safety at FOItY:

Each to each? or, An Abecedarian
Had I ought to Takes a Walk

Eat a peach?

Alfa is nice. Her Roman eye

Is outlined in an O of dark
Experience. She’s thirty-nine.
Would it not be kind of fine

To take her quite aback, affront
Her forward manner, take her up
On it? Echo: of course it would.

Betta is nice. Her Aquiline

Nose prowly marches out between
Two raven wings of black sateen

Just touched, at thirty-five, with gray.
What if I riled her quiet mien

With an indecent, subterrene
Proposal? She might like me to.

Gemma is nice. Her Modenese
Zagato body, sprung on knees

As supple as steel coils, shocks
Me into plotting to acquire

The keys to her. She’s twenty-nine.
Might I aspire to such a fine
Consort in middle age? Could be.

Della is nice. Calabrian

Suns engineered the sultry tan

Over (I'm guessing) all of her long
And filly frame. She’s twenty-one.
Should I consider that she might
Look kindly on my graying hairs
And my too-youthful suit? Why not?

O Megan, all-American

Wife waiting by the hearth at home,
As handsome still at forty-five

As any temptress now alive,

Must I confess my weariness

At facing stringent mistresses

And head for haven? Here I come.
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Amazing Grace, 1974

In this night club on Fifty-second Street,

An aeon after Auden’s suppressed sigh,

A singer, warming up the audience—

A congeries of critics here to judge,

A bleating herd of suckers to be fleeced—

For the top comic, lone star of the night,

Goes out, infantrywoman, to the point

Of contact with that mumbling enemy,

Her many-headed hive of auditors,

And lays her unfledged talents on the line
Between réclame and dank ignominy.

She belts out songs into the banks of smoke
Caught by the same spotlights that capture her
Innocent sequins, peach, green, peacock blue,
And innocent features, pink with makeup, white
With apprehension, peach with youth. The mob
Is plainly restive—where is their overdue
Impressionist, for whom they have endured
Hours in this noisome cellar, prix-fixe meals
Made out of orts of cattle, melting drinks,

And unexampled decibels of sound?

She sings on doggedly. “Amazing Grace”

Is her next text, and, with amazing grace,

The social contract holds; she sings as if

The audience were hers to have and hold

In the perspiring hollow of her hand;

Her listeners, rising to her distress—

Theirs also, but for grace, at any turn

Of any corner, clock, or calendar—

Hush their cross talk and manfully applaud
As, on a reedy note, she finishes

And flashes her back’s sequins (indigo,

Rose, rust) in a half bow that could also

Be a half sob." Applause. Amazing grace

Laves all of us who, chivvied by unchance,
Anxiety, disaster on our way

Out of the wide world, pause to clap our hands
For one who fails full in the face of us,

And goes down to defeat to our applause.

From On the Island

To an isle in the water
With her would I fly.
—W. B. Yeats

‘1. Friday Night

We issue from the meat of Pineapple Street,
Skipping in unison in the jet rain to

The cadence of our footsteps left behind

Just momentarily as we bound on

To water, laughing, soaked, four-legged and
Three-armed, two-hearted, Siamese, unique,
And fifty put together. On the Heights,

We embrace like trenchcoats on a rack at Brooks.
You taste like lipstick, wine, and cigarettes,
And, now quite irrecoverably, you:

A tear in the material of memory

No reweaver can match. Nevertheless,

I feel your rainy face against mine still,

Hear your low laugh join boat hoots in the night
(One Song, one Bridge of Fire! Is it Cathay?),
And see, just past the corner of your eye,

Our city momentarily at bay.

The poems by L. E. Sissman quoted here are reprinted by permission of the Estate of
L. E. Sissman, Peter Davison, Literary Executor, copyright © 1978 by Anne B. Sissman.
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THE PERIODICAL OBSERVER

Reviews of articles from periodicals and specialized journals here and abroad

A Plague of (Alleged) Plagiarists

A Survey of Recent Articles

r I Yhe list of writers and scholars put in the
dock of public opinion for alleged plagia-
rism has grown rapidly in recent years.

Historian Stephen B. Oates, civil rights leader

Martin Luther King, Jr., Roots author Alex Haley,

writer Joe McGinniss, novelist and translator

D. M. Thomas, and novelist David Leavitt are

just some of the accused. Yet even as the plagia-

rism caseload has increased, the precise nature
of the crime itself has become less clear.

“Most of us in the academic world were
brought up to believe that originality was the
supreme virtue,” Morris Freedman, an emeritus
professor of English at the University of Mary-
land, recalls in the Virginia Quarterly Review
(Summer 1994). “We looked on plagiarism as
the primal sin, as little short of a fall from grace.
Proof of [it] used to end professorial careers and
warrant the immediate failure of students in
courses and, on occasion, their expulsion from
an institution.” But increasingly today, he says,
“we equivocate about plagiarism on campuses
and in the world at large.”

Such equivocation became especially evident
in the wake of the 1990 revelation that the late
Martin Luther King, Jr., in writing his doctoral
dissertation at Boston University during the
early 1950s, had relied extensively, and largely
without acknowledgment, on an earlier disser-
tation by someone else. “Nothing can be gained
by attempting to minimize or understate either
the amount of King's plagiarism or the serious-
ness of the academic wrongdoing that it repre-
sented,” King biographer David J. Garrow cau-
tioned in the Journal of American History (June
1991). Yet just such attempts have been made.

Keith D. Miller, an English professor at Ari-
zona State University, argues in the Chronicle of
Higher Education (Jan. 20, 1993) that King then
and throughout his career was drawing upon an
oral tradition in which sources habitually went

unacknowledged. (King's famous “Let freedom
ring!” conclusion to his 1963 “I Have a Dream”
speech was lifted from an address given by
Archibald Carey, a black pastor, to the 1952 Re-
publican national convention.) In Miller’s view,
the definition of plagiarism, even in an academic
context, needs to be rethought. “While we must
teach students to avoid plagiarism, we also need
to appreciate the difficulties that some may have
in negotiating the boundaries between oral and
print traditions,” he declares.

hile such arguments may seem like

(or even be) transparent exercises in

politically correct rationalization,
defining what constitutes plagiarism is often not
a simple matter. Marcel C. LaFollette, of George
Washington University’s Center for Interna-
tional Science & Technology Policy, points out
in the Journal of Information Ethics (Fall 1994)—
the second of two special issues devoted to the
subject—that “use” does not necessarily equal,
or imply, plagiarism. She writes: “Within soci-
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eties and professional communities that con-
demn “plagiarism’ or ‘theft of ideas,” most single
out the deceptive aspect of the act, not the use of
another’s insights or ideas per se. In intellectual
and academic life, utilization of ideas and in-
sights (whether expressed through word choice,
research approach, or interpretation) is central
to progress.”

somewhat different. Some self-described

postmodernist artists are challenging the
very idea of originality. Sherrie Levine has
“earned herself a place in the pantheon of
American artists,” David Galef of the Unijversity
of Mississippi writes in the same Journal of Infor-
mation Ethics, by copying the works of well-
known artists and peddling them with ironic
titles that reveal their provenance. Her lofty in-
tentions are supposed to remove any taint from
her works; they are acts of “appropriation” that
make a political statement. Galef, however, lik-
ens them to political kidnappings.

Even in cases of outright theft, there is no
guarantee that the thief will be arrested and
punished, or even seriously condemned. Writ-
ing in the American Scholar (Autumn 1994), Neal
Bowers, a poet and professor of English at Iowa
State University, tells how his poetry also has
appeared in publications under a plagiarist’s
pseudonym. “My plagiarist has stolen from
other poets as well, among them Mark Strand,
Sharon Olds, Marcia Hurlow, and probably
from still others as yet unidentified; but, for rea-
sons unknown to me, he has specialized in the
theft and publication of my work, specifically of
two of my poems that he took from Poetry maga-
zine. To date, I know of 18 different literary jour-
nals that have published or accepted his plagia-
rized versions of my two poems.” Lawyers
whom Bowers consulted seemed to think the
thievery did not matter since poetry is so
unremunerative, while his friends and associ-
ates generally sympathized less with him than
with the still-active thief. (“One said the plagia-
rist had actually improved my poem by altering
the line breaks at the end, as if plagiarism were
just another form of editing or ‘workshop-
ping,” ” Bower says.)

Where theft and attempted deception are not

In the world of literature and art, things are
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obvious, difficult questions remain: what may
properly be used without attribution? If useis to be
acknowledged, how should it be acknowledged?

Take the case—as the Journal of Information
Ethics (Spring 1994) does in detail—of Stephen
B. Oates, a historian at the University of Massa-
chusetts at Amherst and author of With Malice
Toward None: The Life of Abraham Lincoln (1977).
In 1990, he was accused by literary critic Robert
Bray of Illinois Wesleyan University of having
plagiarized Benjamin P. Thomas’s Abraham Lin-
coln, A Biography (1952). “I have determined,”
Bray writes in the Journal, "that Oates, for what-
ever reason, has freely used Thomas's informa-
tion, his language, and even his narrative struc-
ture at many points... without crediting
Thomas’s work.”

Nonsense, responds Oates in the same issue:
“Bray has not proven a single instance of plagia-
rism because there is no instance of it in my
book. Plagiarism means, and has meant, the
verbatim lifting of whole sentences, paragraphs,
and pages from another author’s work and pre-
senting them as one’s own creation.” Oates con-
tends that Bray edited passages from the two
books “to create the appearance of plagiarism,”
and misdefined plagiarism.

There exists, Oates points out, “a common
body of knowledge about Lincoln, particularly
his well-known early years, that has accumu-
lated for more than a century and is in the pub-
lic domain.” Both his book and Thomas’s draw
on that body of knowledge, and hence there are
similarities between the two works. There are
also similarities, Oates points out, between
Thomas’s work (which was not footnoted) and
earlier Lincoln biographies and studies. “Con-
trary to what Bray claims, I did attribute my debt
to Benjamin Thomas. In my references to
Lincoln’s early years, I acknowledge him seven
times for facts or quotations,” he says.

Twenty-three prominent Lincoln and Civil
War scholars came to Oates’s defense, saying
the charges against him were “totally un-
founded.” In 1992, the American Historical As-
sociation found that he had not committed pla-
giarism but detected “an insufficiency of ac-
knowledgment of one particular source”—an
exoneration almost as ambiguous as the contem-
porary understanding of plagiarism itself.



POLITICS & GOVERNMENT

Liberalism’s
Forgotten Founder

“Herbert Croly & Progressive Democracy” by Kevin
C. O’Leary, in Polity (Summer 1994), Thompson Hall,
Univ. of Massachusetts, Box 7520, Amherst, Mass.
01003-7520.

In his influential 1909 book, The Promise of
American Life, Herbert Croly (1869-1930) ar-
gued that in urban, industrialized, 20th-cen-
tury America, a strong national government
was needed to counter the nation’s emerging
large corporations and to improve the welfare
of the average citizen. Hamiltonian govern-
ment, he wurged, should be wused for
Jeffersonian ends. His argument provided

much of the intellectual foundation for
Franklin D. Roosevelt’'s New Deal. While
Croly’s state-building program has been car-
ried out, writes O’Leary, a political scientist at
Claremont McKenna College, the rest of his
reform agenda has been forgotten.

" In Croly’s view, spelled out in Promise and
in Progressive Democracy (1914), it is America’s
unique purpose to make the democratic ideal
a full-fledged reality. Unlike other nations
with liberal democratic institutions, America
had no feudal past to overcome, and its na-
tional identity was forged more out of com-
mon ideas than out of a shared past. Realizing
the democratic ideal—in which liberty is bal-
anced by equality, and the people have a sense

Reihventing the Budget

“Genuinely new ideas in public management don’t come along that often,” observes Alan
- Ehrenhalt, executive editor of Governing (Nov. 1994). To make up for this deficiency, old

ideas keep getting renamed.

More than 50 years ago, the Nobel-laureate-fo-
be Herbert Simon began promulgating the emi-
nently sensihle ideq that instead of just spend-
ing money because they have it, governments
should decide what they want to accomplish and
then keep. track of whether their expenditures
are helping them accomplish it. In 1949, at the
federal level, the Hoover Commiission recom-
mended almost exactly the same thing, and
called it “performance budgeting.”

But unknown to the Hoover Commission;
the history of this particular name game was
only beginwing. Performance budgeting re-
turned in the Defense Department in the 1960s
as planning-programming-budgeting sys-
tems” (PPBS); in the Carter White House in the
1970s as “zero-based budgeting” (ZBB);and in
textbooks of the 1980s, public and private sec-
tor glike, as “management by objective.” The
concept never changed much, but.every time it
received a new name, it got a public relations
booster shot that kept it alive that much longer.

In the 1990s, Herbert Simon's insight cel-
ebrated the beginning of its second half-century

by returning to the stage as “benchmarking '~
the identification of targets that a government
wants to achieve and the continuous measure-
ment of progress. It is a good-idea. It was a good
iden in 1943. But it is basically the same idea it
was in 1943. It just keeps getting renamed.

Now there is still another variation—"in-
vestment decision making”—touted by ifs
promoters as the first real refinement of the
performance budgeting idea to come along in
decades. It is interesting not only because of
that claim but because it is the first product
of the brand-new “Design Laboratory” cre-
ated under the auspices of the Alliance for
Redesigning Government, chaired by David
Osborne [co-author of Reinventing Govern-
ment (1992)]. ... ;

[Byl using names like “invention” and
“laboratory,” the believers in government re-
form are hoping to conviiice us that if is a sci-
entific enterprise, governed by hard rules and
hard data, and subject to the same precise mea-
surements that scientists ir real white coats tse
in reql laboratories. But is it?
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of national community—is “the promise of
America,” maintained Croly, who was the
founding editor of the New Republic.

Mere procedural democracy was not
enough, he believed. He wanted to go well be-
yond majority rule to achieve consensus, or a
general will. The progressive thinker was “an
American Rousseau,” O’Leary points ouf,
who insisted that in a genuine democracy
“participation, debate, and deliberation func-
tion to create agreement and commitment to
shared purposes.”

Unlike some later advocates of “participa-
tory democracy,” O'Leary notes, Croly did not
believe that the ideal democracy could be
achieved overnight. Ignorance and apathy, ha-
bitual political conflict, and social and eco-
nomic inequalities would have to be over-
come first. But progress, he was sure, could be
made in stages. »

The first stage was “primitive” or proce-
dural democracy. The second, described in
The Promise of American Life, involved building
a strong state to counter the power of corpo-
rations and fostering a sense of national demo-
cratic community. O’Leary says that Croly
believed “that strong moral leaders, of the
stature of Abraham Lincoln and Theodore
Roosevelt,” would be needed to woo Ameri-
cans “away from our excessive adherence to
Lockean individualism.”

Then, in Croly’s third stage, “progressive
democracy” was to arrive, as the burgeoning
sense of national democratic community, in
O’Leary’s words, “acts to heal sectional and
ethnic divisions and corporate power begins
to be checked by a strong federal govern-
ment.” As that happens, “the need for dy-
namic leadership lessens and grassroots activ-
ism takes on major importance.” The voices of
minorities can be more easily heard, so some
of the political system’s checks against the
tyranny of the majority can be safely lifted.
The people are ready for more responsibility.

We now have the kind of national state that
Croly wanted, O’'Leary writes. Without ener-
getic efforts to achieve the rest of Croly’s vi-
sion, his legacy could become “a large bureau-
cratic state vulnerable to the claims of interest
groups and powerful corporations, and a pub-
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lic disenchanted with democracy and prone to
the excessive individualism that Tocqueville
feared.”

ACLU Ad Absurdum

“Has the ACLU Lost Its Mind?” by Amitai Etzioni, in
The Washington Monthly (Oct. 1994), 1611 Conn. Ave.
N.W., Washington, D.C. 20009.

After it was founded in 1920, the American
Civil Liberties Union (ACLU) played an im-
portant role in the protection and expansion
of First Amendment rights. In just its first year,
it helped to gain the release of hundreds of
prisoners whose only “crime” had been to
speak out against World War . During World
War II, the ACLU condemned the relocation
of Japanese Americans in internment camps,
and during the 1950s it battled “loyalty oaths.”
Today, the ACLU still does worthwhile
things, such as fighting to protect the jobs of
whistleblowers. More often, however, it can
be found championing bizarre causes, con-
tends Etzioni, a sociologist at George Wash-
ington University and a leader of the
communitarian movement. Some examples:

e The ACLU’s New York chapter pro-
tested when Mayor Rudolph Giuliani sought
to use community police officers to help locate
truants and return them to school. The ACLU
chapter objected because, as its executive di-
rector explained, “the cops see these kids as
criminals.” Educators would be better suited
to the job. But how the police view the truants
isirrelevant, Etzioni points out. After all, they
are not arresting the youths, just bringing
them back to school, “where everyone agrees
they belong.”

e The ACLU’s Southern California chap-
ter opposes the use of metal detectors in
schools, and is also against the expulsion of
students caught carrying guns. That, says the
chapter, could consign students “to a life even
more disadvantaged than it might have been
otherwise.” In short, Etzioni comments, “it’s
better for all students to learn in fear of being
shot than to expel the ones carrying guns.”

o The ACLU was critical of President Bill



Clinton’s proposed national health security
card, which would have had a magnetic strip
containing the card holder’s medical history
and other relevant information. “The prob-
lem,” said an ACLU official, “is that the data-
bases are enticing. People want to use them for
other purposes.” What ominous other pur-
poses? “Seeking deadbeat dads, university
graduates who welshed on their student
loans, and illegal immigrants,” Etzioni says.
“But these people violated the law, and the
public is . .. fully entitled to find them and
help ensure that they will make amends.”

¢ The ACLU has argued that a New York
City teacher’s right to free speech was being
violated because he was suspended pending
hearings. The reason for the suspension? The
teacher, a leader of the North American Man/
Boy Love Association, whose slogan is “sex
after eight is too late,” openly advocates hav-
ing sex with young boys. “Unless you believe
that the only value we care about is free
speech,” Etzioni notes, “we are entitled to
wonder whether parents should be expected

to leave their children with an advocate of
pedophilia.”

Individual liberties must be protected, but
too often today, concludes Etzioni, the ACLU
“trivializes rights and adds to litigiousness.”

An Enemy of the People?

“The Infernal Senate” by Tom Geoghegan, in The New
Republic (Nov. 21, 1994), 1220 19th St. N.W.,
Washington, D.C. 20036.

Rotten borough n. An election district having
only a few voters but the same voting power as
other, more populous districts.

Even when the Democrats controlled the Sen-
ate, which was only yesterday, they could not
seem to pass liberal measures to help working
people, the cities, minorities, and the poor,
complains Geoghegan, author of Which Side
Are You On: Trying to Be for Labor When It's Flat
on Its Back (1991). And he thinks he knows
why: “We have a Louisiana

Thousands of ACLU members quit the organization after it defended the
right of Nazis to hold a rally in heavily-Jewish Skokie, Illinois, in 1978.

Purchase of rotten boroughs,”
and the sparsely populated
states—a majority of them in
the West—rule the roost.

Half of the nation’s 100 sena-
tors together represent only 16
percent of the American people.
And with a Senate filibuster
much easier to employ today
than it was only a few years ago,
a “supermajority” of 60 votes is
more often required to get a bill
passed. Consequently, even
senators who represent an over-
whelming majority of all
Americans, Geoghegan points
out, can be powerless to get a
bill through the Senate.

For many years, he argues,
the Senate was able to serve
the broad public interest, de-
spite the unequal representa-
tion of population. There were
strong, well-organized “fac-
tions”—first, small farmers,
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and later, unions—that could sway the Senate
to act in behalf of “the middle class, the wage
earners, and the small farmers.” But these
forces no longer exist. The result: gridlock.
The time for something like majority rule
in the Senate is long overdue, Geoghegan ar-

gues. He favors a graduated system under
which the most populous states would get five
senators and others would get four, three, two,
or one, depending on their size. It is the only
way, he believes, to break the strangle hold of
the rotten boroughs.

FOREIGN POLICY & DEFENSE

Don’t Fool with NATO

“NATO: Use Only in Moderation” by Daniel N.
Nelson, in The Bulletin of the Atomic Scientists (Nov.—
Dec. 1994), 6042 S. Kimbark Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60637.

Now that the Soviet threat has disappeared, the
United States and other countries in the North
Atlantic Treaty Organization (NATO) seem bent
on expanding its membership to include Eastern
European nations. Nelson, who directs the
graduate programs in international studies at
Old Dominion University, contends that the al-
lies are taking NATO down “the wrong path.”

There is a need for collective security, he says.
Western Europeans fear that disorder in the East
may spill over onto them, while Central and
Eastern Europeans feel vulnerable because they
do not have superpower guarantees or a re-
gional security arrangement. But the security
threats that Europe now faces, such as political
terrorism, international organized crime, and
plutonium smuggling, can seldom be success-
fully met by using military force, he says:
“NATO’s role—the strictly military defense of
the North Atlantic democracies—is substan-
tively different and decisively separate from the
wide range of potential disruptions of life in the
Vancouver-to-Vladivostok hemisphere.”

So far, NAT(O's steps toward expansion have
been hesitant. The North Atlantic Cooperation
Council NACQ), offered to Eastern Europe in
lieu of NATO membership after the 1991 NATO
summit, “has no power, no budget, and no
agenda,” Nelson notes. And the Partnerships for
Peace, unveiled at a NATO ministerial meeting
in the fall of 1993, “may do more harm than
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good,” as the Eastern states vie to mount “ear-
lier, larger, and more sophisticated military ex-
ercises” so as to be the first to enter NATO.

Despite rhetoric to the contrary, he asserts,
the Clinton administration “has begun to make
the terrible mistake of once again drawing lines
in Europe. Rather than seeing security as indi-
visible and collective, it appears that the United
States will offer guarantees to those it finds most
compatible, not to those whose peace and pros-
perity are endangered.”

Common defense and collective security should
not be confused, Nelson argues. “In other words,
let NATO be NATO rather than let it metamor-
phose into a large, indistinct organization with
blurred roles, ends, and means. NATO’s focus
should remain West European and North Ameri-
can, with members among whom interstate con-
flicts are no longer plausible.”

To counter the “more diffuse” threats facing
Europe, Nelson says, “NATO needs the help of
a vibrant companion organization—one with
universal membership, with confidence build-
ing, early warning, and conflict resolution mech-
anisms, as well as observer and peacekeeping
missions—all duties aimed at reducing the
chance that threats will multiply or intensify
beyond capacities to constrain them. These are
roles for a fully institutionalized, politically so-
phisticated collective security organization, not
a power-projecting military alliance.”

Combining the existing Conference on Security
and Cooperation in Europe and the recently added
NATO appendages (NACC and the Partnerships
for Peace), Nelson suggests, would be a good start
at bringing the needed organization into being.



The Great White Way to War |

Why were we in Vietnam? In Theatre ]burnal (Octy." 1994); Bruce A. McConachie, a professbr of k
theater and speech at the College of William and Mary, offers a truly dramatic answer.

In his book American Foreign Policy [1974],
Henry Kissinger drew o sharp distinction be-
tween Western and Third World views of real-
ity. ... Without the aid of Western aduvisers, be-
lieved Kissinger, the people of Southeast Asia
could not understand their lives and their place
in the world. He and [Richard] Rodgers and [Os-
car] Hammerstein [11] assumed that the West had
a monopoly on knowing reqlity.

Building on this assumption; these makers of

musicals and of U.S. foreign policy centered their

symbolic actions upon metaphors of containment.
The nucleus of a group of related metaphors, im-
ages of containment circulated in many arenas of
American culture during the Cold War. Drawing
on the new historicism of Stephen Greenblatt as
modified by the cognitive psychology of George
Lakoff and Mark Johnson, I hope to demonstrate

that the popularity of Rodgers and Hammerstein's

“oriental” musicals, The King and I, South Pa-
cific, and The Flower Drum Song, helped to es-
tablish n legitimate basis for the American war
against the people of Southeast Asia in the 1960s.
As historian Jumes William Gibson suggests, the

Tailhook Revisited

“Tailhook: What Happened, Why & What's to Be
Learned” by W. Hays Parks, in Proceedings (Sept. 1994),
U.5. Naval Institute, 2062 Generals Highway, Annapolis,
Md. 21401.

In October 1991, when U.S. Navy leaders
learned that news of the Tailhook debauchery
was about to break, they immediately tried to
send a strong message: sexual harassment
would not be tolerated. In their rush to judg-
ment, contends Parks, a retired marine colonel,
they actually senta very different message—one
that ironically helped to ensure that those guilty
of criminal wrongdoing at the 1991 Tailhook
convention would ultimately go unpunished

“deep structural logic” of our culture and soci-
ety—even including such seemingly innocuous
practices as Broadway musicals—helped to draw
us into Vietnam. v :

and that there would be no serious study of the
larger question of male attitudes toward women
in the navy.

Then-Secretary of the Navy H. Lawrence
Garrett Il and other naval leaders received re-
ports about the “unprofessional” behavior at the
Las Vegas convention well before the public did.
Even before the four-day conclave in Septem-
ber 1991 ended, Lieutenant Paula Coughlin, an
admiral’s aide and naval aviator, reported that she
had been physically assaulted in the now-notorious
“gauntlet” set up in the hotel’s third-floor hallway.
‘Yeta month went by before an official investigation
of her allegation was ordered.

Nor did a strongly worded October letter sent
to aviation commanders by Captain Frederic G.
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Ludwig, Jr., president of the Tailhook Associa-
tion, prompt Garrett to take public action. In his
letter, Ludwig told of some “distressing” inci-
dents at the convention and denounced “the
rampant unprofessionalism of a few.” Only af-
ter the press obtained that letter did Garrett ex-
press “absolute outrage” at the Tailhook events.
But he portrayed Ludwig's letter as a self-indict-
ment by the Tailhook Association rather than the
expression of outrage at the misconduct that it
was. Garrett cut off all navy support for the
quasi-official group and removed a rear admi-
ral from his command for not immediately for-
warding Coughlin’s complaint. ,
Instead, Parks contends, Garrett and other
naval leaders should have squarely faced the
larger question of whether the Tailhook inci-
dents, including many that were not in viola-
tion of the law, were symptomatic of a bigger
problem involving attitudes toward women.
The Tailhook incidents, he says, should have
been “a ‘wake-up call’ for naval leaders who,
up to this point, had paid only lip service to
the problem of sexual harassment.” An inves-
tigation of Tailhook was needed, Parks says,
but a blue-ribbon panel should have been

named to carry out an impartial inquiry of the
larger question.

The public actions that Garrett and other
navy leaders took were seen by many as an ex-
pedient attempt to shift the blame for any sexual
harassment away from the naval leadership and
onto the Tailhook Association and, by implica-
tion, male aviators generally. Out of more than
4,000 people who attended the convention,
Parks points out, eight to 12 are believed to have
committed criminal assaults, and 20 commis-
sioned officers (both male and female) appar-
ently were guilty of indecent exposure.

The implication of collective guilt made male
junior officers reluctant to cooperate with inves-
tigators, Parks says. Many female officers who
did not regard themselves as victims also
proved uncooperative. The inquiries (seven
were ultimately launched) were also hampered
by memories fogged by alcohol and a trail
grown cold as a result of the navy’s late start. In
the end, although scores of naval officers, includ-
ing some flag officers, received nonjudicial pun-
ishments or less severe administrative rebukes,
no one was convicted by court-martial for crimi-
nal conduct at Tailhook "91.

ECONOMICS, LABOR & BUSINESS

Success Secrets of
Korean Entrepreneurs

“An Analysis of Korean Immigrant-Owned Small
Business Start-ups with Comparisons to African-
American- and Nonminority-Owned Firms” by
Timothy Bates, in Urban Affairs Review (Dec. 1994),
Public Policy Research Center, University of
Missouri—St. Louis, 8001 Natural Bridge Road, St.
Louis, Mo. 63121-4499.

What accounts for the remarkable success that
South Korean immigrants have had as propri-
etors of food stores and other small businesses
in the inner city? And why have local African-
Americans not done as well? The usual answer
is that the Koreans have a stronger network of
family and friends to call on for help in getting
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their businesses started and keeping them run-
ning. That is only part of the story, contends
Bates, an economist at Wayne State University.
He found some surprises in census data on 893
Korean-owned and 3,803 black-owned small busi-
nesses that were formed between 1979 and 1987.
Seven out of 10 Koreans borrowed money to get
their businesses going, compared with four out of
10 African-Americans. The Koreans whoborrowed
were indeed twice as likely as the blacks to turn to
family members for loans and also to look to
friends. Forty-one percent borrowed from family,
25 percent from friends. A 1990 study found that
between 11 and 30 percent of the Korean-owned
garment manufacturers in Los Angeles obtained
loans from rotating-credit associations (whose



members make regular cash contributions, creat-
ing a pool from which they can borrow).

The big surprise is that these lenders were not
the most important source of start-up capital for
the Korean entrepreneurs, Bates says. Owner eg-
uity capital and loans from financial institutions
were. Together they provided more than $50,000
of the roughly $60,000 in financial capital that
the average Korean-owned firm had when it
started. Equity capital (almost all of which rep-
resents household wealth) amounted to more
than $33,000 for the average Korean firm. By
contrast, the average black-owned business
started with much less capital (about $20,000),
including only about $9,000 in equity capital.

Korean entrepreneurs not only are apt to be
more affluent than African-American ones, they
also are likely to be better educated. Of the Ko-
rean businesspeople, nearly 50 percent were
college graduates, compared with less than 33
percent of the African-American ones (and 37
percent of white proprietors of small busi-
nesses). “Operating marginally profitable small-
scale firms may be a form of underemployment
for many highly educated Korean-immigrant
entrepreneurs,” Bates suggests. Their education
and relative wealth, as well as their strongly
supportive families, give the Koreans the edge.

Too Much of
A Good Thing?

“Extend Profits, Not Product Lines” by John A.
Quelch and David Kenny, in Harvard Business Review
(Sept.—Oct. 1994), and “The Logic of Product-Line
Extensions,” in Harvard Business Review (Nov.—Dec.
1994), Soldiers Field, Boston, Mass. 02163.

New products that are often just slight variations
on old ones have popped up on store shelves
with astonishing frequency in recent years. Crest
and Colgate toothpastes, for example, together
now come in more than 35 flavors, types, and
package sizes. Although most companies today
are aggressively expanding their product lines,
Quelch, a professor of marketing at Harvard
Business School, and Kenny, a vice president of
Bain & Company, a Boston consulting firm, con-
tend that bombarding consumers with brand

name clones can be a mistake.

The popularity of product-line extensions
with managers is not hard to fathom, the authors
note. Such extensions “offer quick rewards with
minimal risk,” which appeals to executives who
do not want to invest time or risk damage to
their careers by trying to develop a new brand.
Successfully launching a new brand costs an
estimated $30 million—and only one new prod-
uct in five stays on the market longer than one
year. The successful launch of a product exten-
sion, by contrast, costs only $5 million.

For many companies, the cheaper strategy
has paid off handsomely. Nabisco’s new array
of Fat Free Fruit Bars, an extension of its famil-
iar Fig Newtons, helped that firm’s total cookie
sales grow three times faster than the overall
market. Frito-Lay’s new Cool Ranch Doritos led
the way to sales of more than $1 billion for the
entire Doritos line of corn chips.

But extending a product line too far can be-
wilder potential customers and weaken their
brand loyalty, the authors maintain. Faced with
a confusing array of different laundry detergents
under one brand name, for example, shoppers
may switch to a rival brand that offers a simple,
all-purpose product, such as All Temperature
Cheer. Line extensions also can cause problems
with retailexs. In response to the product prolif-
eration, grocery stores and other retailers have
been rationing precious shelf space, charging
manufacturers for the display of new items, and
demanding extra fees for those that fail to sell
well within a few months. Disenchanted retail-
ers have also been allocating more shelf space to
their own private-label products.

Some companies that went in heavily for
product-line extensions have since reversed
course, the authors note. Proctor & Gamble, for
example, which in 1989-90 introduced 90 new
items, not one of them carrying a new brand
name, announced in 1992 that it was going to
eliminate some of the slow movers. Quelch and
Kenny applaud this bold step backward: Proc-
tor & Gamble “can now close less productive
plants, reduce marketing-management over-
head, concentrate advertising resources on its
strongest brands, and open up shelf space for
genuinely new products.” Sometimes, less really
is more.
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SOCIETY

The Quotas
Nobody Hates

“Geography: The Invisible Preference” by Alan Grob,
in Reconstruction (Vol. 2, No. 3, 1994), 1563 Mass.
Ave., Cambridge, Mass. 02138; “Old ‘Quota’ Under
Attack” by Ben Gose, in The Chronicle of Higher
Education (June 29, 1994), 1255 23rd St. N.W.,
Washington, D.C. 20037.

Critics of affirmative action seldom object to
another departure from the meritocratic
ideal: geographic preferences in college ad-
missions and scholarships. Yet these quotas
have nothing like affirmative action’s “mor-
ally compelling” justification, argues Grob,
a professor of English at Rice University. In-
deed, given Americans’ mobility and the re-
duction in regional and state differences, he
believes that geographic favoritism no
longer makes much sense.

The practice is widespread, however,
notes Chronicle assistant editor Gose. Top
private universities, which like to boast of

attracting students from all over the coun-
try, ease admission standards for applicants
from poorly represented states, while some
prestigious private institutions, such as
Duke University, and some leading public
ones, such as the University of Virginia, fa-
vor in-state applicants. Virginia and other
institutions also give preference to appli-
cants from rural areas.

Geographic quotas also play a significant
role in the competition sponsored by the Na-
tional Merit Scholarship Corporation. It
uses scores on the Preliminary Scholastic
Assessment Test to select students for semi-
finalist standing, a prerequisite for scholar-
ships. To make sure that students from all 50
states get scholarships, the corporation au-
tomatically names 0.5 percent of each state’s
graduating seniors National Merit semifinal-
ists. Hence, Grob says, students from states
where fewer youths score high, such as Mis-
sissippi and South Carolina, have an edge.

Students who benefit from “largely invis-

Kids and :Computers

Computers can be useful in education, David Gelernter, a computer scientist at Yale
University, says in the New Republic (Sept. 19 & 26, 1994), but they should be used “only
during recess or relaxation periods. Treat them as fillips, not as surrogate teachers.”

Computers should be in the schools. They have
the potential to accomplish great things. With
the right software, they could help make science
tangible or teach neglected topics like art and
- music. They could help students form a concrete
iden of society by displaying on-screen 4 version
of the city in which they live—a picture tha
tracks real life moment by moment. ‘
In practice, however, computers make our
worst educational nightmares come true. While
we bemonn the decline of litevacy, computers
discount words in favor of pictures and pictures
in favor of video. While we fret about the de-

creasing cogency of public debate, computers

dismiss linear argument and promote fast, shal-
low romps across the information landscape,

While we worry about basic skills, we allow into
the classroom software that will do a student’s
arithmetic or correct his spelling.

Take multimedia. The idea of multimedia is
to combine text, sound and pictures in a single
package that you browse on screen. You don't
fust vead Shakespeare,; you watch actors per-
forming, listen to songs, view Elizabethan
buildings. What's wrong with that? By offer-
ing children candy-coated books, multimedia is
guaranteed to sour them or unsweetened reqgd-
ing. It makes the printed page look even more
boring than it used to look. Sure, books will be
available in the classroom, too—but they'll have
all the appeal of a dusty piano to a teen who has
a Walkman handy.

. .
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ible” geographic quotas are rarely, if ever,
stigmatized for taking the place of academi-
cally superior students, Grob points out.
Black or other minority students who ben-
efit from affirmative action should not be
stigmatized, either, he says.

Black Crime,
Black Victims

“The Question of Black Crime” by John J. Dilulio,
Jr., with commentaries by Glenn C. Loury et al., in
The Public Interest (Fall 1994), 1112 16th St. N.'W.,
Ste. 530, Washington, D.C. 20036; “The State,
Criminal Law, and Racial Discrimination: A
Comment” by Randall Kennedy, in Harvard Law
Review (April 1994), Gannett House, Cambridge,
Mass. 02138.

Believing that America’s criminal justice
system is stacked against African-Ameri-
cans at every turn, many black and white-
liberal critics seek, in the name of civil
rights, to constrain law-enforcement au-
thorities in various ways. This stance works
against the best interests of most black
Americans, contend Dilulio, director of the
Brookings Institution’s Center for Public
Management, and Kennedy, a Harvard law
professor.

populous urban counties, blacks constituted
20 percent of the general population but 54
percent of all murder victims (and 62 per-
cent of all defendants). In Washington, D.C.,
about three-fourths of all homicides be-
tween 1985 and 1988 involved young black
males slaying other young black males.

Today’s liberal reformers, Kennedy con-
tends, do not recognize that the main prob-
lem is no longer “white, racist officials of the
state, but private, violent criminals (typi-
cally black) who attack those most vulner-
able to them without regard to racial iden-
tity.” About 84 percent of the violent crimes
committed by a lone black person, and
nearly 90 percent of those committed by two
or more blacks, are crimes against blacks.
Black communities are not receiving “the
equal protection of the laws,” Kennedy in-
sists, often because of a racist devaluation of
black victims of crime but also partly be-
cause of misguided opposition to law en-
forcement.

Dilulio advocates a get-tough agenda:
more police in inner city neighborhoods,
and longer sentences for violent and repeat
criminals. He also urges consideration of a
more radical measure: taking inner city chil-
dren out of “dysfunctional or crime-infested
environments” and putting them in group

“America does not
have a crime problem; in-
ner-city America does,”
Dilulio asserts. Despite
the widespread anxiety
about crime, only seven
percent of Americans
polled in 1991 regarded
crime as a major problem
in their own neighbor-
hoods, up just two per-
centage points since 1985.
But among black Ameri-
cans living in central cit-
ies, the percentage soared
during the same period

I have been to the
mountaintop..._

e

gy o
I'."\ \%“\“\\‘&\i‘\" W \\\\, \ \ e

from 10 percent to almost
25 percent.
In the nation’s 75 most

Civil rights pioneer Rosa Parks was added to the list of black crime victims in
1994 when a young black man assaulted and robbed her in her Detroit home.
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homes or similar institutions.

Although skeptical about this last measure,
Glenn Loury, an economist at Boston Univer-
sity, finds the case for longer incarceration of
violent and career criminals “compelling.”
But he sees a huge obstacle in the way,
namely, that law-abiding black Americans are
ambivalent about their crime problem, and

understandably so. “The young men wreak-
ing havoc in the ghetto are still ‘our young-
sters” in the eyes of many of the decent poor
and working-class black people who are
sometimes their victims. The hard edge of
judgment and retribution is tempered for
many of these people by a sense of sympathy
for and empathy with the perpetrators.”

Civilization vs. Culture

Writing in Chronicles (Sept. 1994), the noted historian John Lukacs laments the breakdown

of American civilization.

There is plenty of “culture” thrown at children
in our schools, bt very little of civilization. We
now have hordes of young people to whom not
only the notions but the very words “civiliza-
tion” .and “civilized” are haydly known—al a
time when more people mouth the world “cul-
ture” than ever before. . ..

When a civilization furictions, so do its pub-
lic institutions, A hundred years ago, Ameri-
can public schools, public hospitals, efc., were
among the best in the world. Since that time the
very sense of what is “public” has decayed: our
public schools, public hospitals, public trans-
portation are avoided and shunned by many
people. But at least in one important respect
there is no difference between those public
schools where the young maim and occasionally
murder each other and the most expensive of
private institutions. All American schools dre
hardly more than custodial institutions now—
to keep young people off the streets and away
from home, and not-only in the event that both
of their parentsare at work.. .. Whether in an
inner-city school or at Harvard, the young are
not taught civilization. Ido not mean the teach-
ing of good manners—that disappeared some
time ago. (Though Goethe was right. there are
no manners which do not have a moral founda-
tion somewhere.) Nor do I mean the older
American public school practice of teaching
good citizenship. I mean a respect for life, for an
orderly life that is inseparable not only from a
respect for learning but from a vespect for one’s

provenance, for language, and for the ability to
read, write, and listen. Almost half of our young
now spend nearly 20 years in schools, with the
result that most of them cannot read and write
and express themselves adequately.

This has something to do with the propa-
ganda about the Information Explosion. (“Ex-
plosion,” with its destriictive connotation; is the
mot juste.) There is a breakdotn of communi-
cation, part and parcel of the breakdown of civi-
lization, an information “culture” that has
nothing to do with in-formation, for that re-
quires listening. Since entire generations no
longer know how to listen, we have this widen-
ing breakdown of communication (and, thus, of
civility) between parents and children, hus-
barids and wives, lovers; teachers and students,
and so on. When “cultiire” can (as it alveady
does) degenerate into mere entertainment,
“civilization,” too, can degenerate into mere
telephoning.

Civilization includes paying attention to
others. Rare that is now, particularly in the
world of scholarship—or, as the cliché goes, in
“the community of scholars.” There'is no sich
community. There is the old saw about the spe-
cialist who knows more and more about less and
less. There was nothing very wrong with that.
What we now have are academic bloviators who
know:less and less about more and more, while
the majority of their colleagues read less and less
and write (or, rather, process words) more and
more. If that is culture, then the hell with it.
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Ultimately, as Dilulio himself says, law-
abiding blacks hold the key to solving the
black crime problem. Kennedy sees a hope-
ful sign: a movement, “across the political
spectrum and within black communities,”
toward giving more sympathy to the victims
of crimes than to those who commit them.

School Choice for Some

“Somebody’s Children” by Diane Ravitch, in The
Brookings Review (Fall 1994), 1775 Mass. Ave. N.W.,
Washington, D.C. 20036.

Since the early 1980s there has been wave af-
ter wave of education reform, yet the worst
schools, the inner city schools so wretched
and dangerous that they should not even be
called schools, remain largely unchanged.
Although she considers herself a supporter
of public education, Ravitch, a Senior Re-
search Fellow at New York University and
a noted historian of education, says she has
come around to the view that parents faced
with such dreadful schools should be given
a choice.

“The best solution I see,” she writes, “is
for states, cities, or the federal government
to provide means-tested scholarships to
needy families, who may use them to send
their children to the school of their choice,
be it public, independent, or religious.” The
size of the scholarship would vary accord-
ing to family income, with needier children
getting larger grants. “For the neediest, the
grant should be at least equal to the state
average per pupil expenditure. ... Since
funds will necessarily be limited, highest
priority for such scholarships should go to
children who are now enrolled in schools
identified by public authorities as the worst
in the district.”

She proposes, in other words, a “liberal”
version of the school-choice idea champi-
oned by some conservative reformers. Put-
ting tuition money in the hands of the par-
ents of “at risk” urban children would en-
courage creation of the sort of schools such
youngsters need, Ravitch maintains.

“Whether public or private, the most suc-
cessful urban schools share certain charac-
teristics. . . . All have in'common a sense of
purpose, a mission, an identity of their own.
And all function in loco parentis, with the
knowledge and assent of parents who wel-
come a partnership with the school.”

Fears that a “choice” program of the sort
she advocates would destroy public educa-
tion are groundless, Ravitch asserts, citing
a survey showing that only 19 percent of all
public school parents would like to send
their children to a private school. “In a
means-tested system, many of these fami-
lies, of course, would not qualify for schol-
arships,” she notes. The public schools
would retain 80 percent or more of all stu-
dents (instead of today’s 90 percent). “Far
from being destroyed,” she concludes, “the
public school system would be strengthened
because it would be able to shut down bad
schools.”

Proto PC

“Political Correctness and American Academe” by
Peter F. Drucker, in Society (Nov. 1994), Rutgers—
The State University, New Brunswick, N.J. 08903.

The current attempt to impose an orthodoxy
of “political correctness” on the American
university is not unprecedented. The
Stalinists did much the same thing during
the late 1930s and early "40s, recalls Drucker,
a professor of social science and manage-
ment at Claremont Graduate School. The
tactics then and now, he says, were quite
similar: “intimidation, character assassina-
tion, hounding of ‘resisters” and ‘reactionar-
ies,” denial of discourse and of freedom of
thought and of speech.” But academia then
was a very different place—and, as a result,
so were the radicals’ strategic goals.
Today, Drucker says, the proponents of
political correctness seek to gain control of
colleges and universities. These institutions
“have become power centers through con-
trol over the granting of degrees which, in
turn, controls access to jobs and careers;
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through their budgets which rival those of
big business; through the numbers of their
students and their faculty.”

A half-century ago, in confrast, the uni-
versity was far from being a center of power,
Drucker says. “The Stalinists were actually
not a bit interested in academia itself and
even less in students,” he ndtes. “No at-
tempts were made to dictate what or how a
faculty member should or should not
teach. ... What the Stalinists were interested
in were American politics and American
public opinion; academia was to them a
‘bully pulpit.” ”

While academia itself had little influence,
individual professors then enjoyed a great
deal, Drucker says. Prominent scholars in
fields from classics to economics “were ‘per-
sonages,” if not ‘celebrities.” ” Their books
made the best-seller list, they were in de-
mand on the lecture circuit, they were often
interviewed by the press, and they appeared
on “serious” radio programs. And it was
they whom the Stalinists sought to influ-
ence.

“Fellow travelers” were more numerous
than party members among the professors,
Drucker notes, and they could be used to

form “front organizations” and lend “bour-
geois” respectability to communist ven-
tures. “And for every fellow traveler in
academia there were a dozen apolitical col-
leagues who were being sweet-talked” into
signing petitions or otherwise going along,
by the argument that all who opposed Na-
zism and anti-Semitism had to stand to-
gether. There also were promises of jobs,
promotions, and tenure. “And if promises
did not work there were threats: those who
resisted were fired—as I was at Sarah
Lawrence College in the spring of 1941.” (He
had refused to sign a manifesto that "vi-
ciously and falsely attacked” the liberal
president of Brooklyn College.)

With a handful of courageous exceptions
such as New York University philosopher
Sidney Hook, academic leaders failed to
stand up against the Stalinists, Drucker re-
calls. His followers were defeated in the end
by Stalin’s own acts. Today’s “new barbar-
ians” have no similar “Stalin” to do them in,
but Drucker sees “signs that academia is be-
ginning to realize the danger and is begin-
ning to fight back, especially against the im-
position of political correctness on freedom
of thought and speech.”

PRESS & MEDIA

Famine Frenzy

“Feeding a Famine” by Michael Maren, in Forbes
MediaCritic (Fall 1994), P.O. Box 762, Bedminster, N.J.
07921.

When 1,800 U.S. Marines in full combat rega-
lia hit the beaches in Mogadishu in December
1992 to do battle with famine, they were met
by American newsmen wearing T-shirts and
Levi’s Dockers. At that point, asserts Maren,
a former food assessment specialist for the
U.S. Agency for International Development,
“everyone should have known something was
wrong.”

None of the reporters at the time asked why
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troops were needed when they themselves
were able to move about Somalia safely. For
many months, journalists had given the world
a simplistic and emotional story about mass
suffering, Maren argues, and so helped “[to]
create a crisis demanding international atten-
tion.” What they failed to communicate was
that conditions in Somalia had been improv-
ing before the U.S. armed forces showed up.

Even in relatively good times in Somalia,
and indeed elsewhere in Africa, he notes,
people die of diseases related to malnutrition.
The famine in Somalia, like most on the con-
tinent, “had its roots not in poor harvests or
drought but in colossal malevolence on the



part of the country’s civil authorities. Food
and food aid became highly contested eco-
nomic and political tools, just as they had in
relation to the famines in Biafra, Mozambique,
the Sudan, and Ethiopia.”

Occasionally, reporters got at the fact that,
as Michael Hiltzik of the Los Angeles Times
wrote on September 24, 1992, the Somali fam-

ine, like many others, was a “man-made” phe-
nomenon. For the most part, however, Maren
says, “reasoned reportage” was lost among all
the renditions of “the more marketable emo-
tional story.”

Private relief agencies working in the area,
eager for more aid, spurred much of the press
coverage, Maren observes. Few reporters

Opiate of the People?

Kishore Mahbubani, permanent secfetary of the Ministry of Foreign Affairs of
Singapore, a.country with limited press freedom, offers an outsider’s view of the
American news media in New Perspectives Quarterly (Fall 1994).

The greatest myth that an American journalist
cherishes is that he is an underdog; the lone
ranger who works against monstrous bureau-
cracies to uncover the veal truth, often af great
personal risk. I never understood this myth
when Lwas in Washington. Cabinet secretaries,
senators and congressmen, ambassadors and
generals promptly return the phone calls of
journalists there and cultivate them assidu-
ously. Some of these powerful officeholders are
good at seducing American journalists; but
none would dare tell an American journalist on
a major-paperto go-to hell. It is as inconceivable
as trying to exercise dissent in the court of
Attila the Hun. A key assumption of the Ameri-
can Constitution is that unchecked power leads
to irresponsibility. It is therefore puzzling that
many American journalists assume their un-
checked power will do no fundamental
harm. . .. :

1t would be impossible for me to prove abso-
lutely that there is a causal connection between
4 more aggeressive free press and increasingly
bad government. It may have been purely a co-
incidence. After all, the American press has
been second to none in exposing the follies of the
American government. But have all their expo-
sures served as opiates, creating the illusion
that something is being done when nothing is
really being done?

Most American journalists have no doubt

that they are ultimately doing good because of
their belief that any time they surface the truth
in-a society, this will automatically lead to a
better society. This assumption is both danger-
ously simplistic and flawed. As far back as the
19th century, Max Weber warned that good
intentions do not necessarily lead to good re-
sults. As he said, “It is not true that good can
follow only from good, and evil only from evil,
but ... often the opposite is true. Anyone who
fails to see this is, indeed, a political infant.” In
short, ferocious unchecked efforts by the Ameri-
can media to uricover the truth need not result
in awell-ordered society. Metaphorically speak-
ing, they may have the same effect as acid
thrown on established physical structures—it
corrodes; it does not build.

The inability of many American journal-
ists to see this result perhaps reveals a cer-
tain flaw in the American mind: the inabil-
ity to accept paradoxical truths. Throughout
the Cold War, the well-intentioned argued in
favor of disarmament as the way to end the
Cold War. But it was the rapid arms buildup
of the Reagan era that ended it instead, fol-
lowing an old adage: ' To make peace, prepare
for war.” The domestic corollary for this, as
Asian experience suggests; is that to have
more freedom in society, one should some-
times increase the boundaries not of freedom
but of order and discipline.
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pointed out that Somalia had already received
“massive amounts” of U.S. assistance, espe-
cially since the beginning of Operation Pro-
vide Relief in the summer of 1992, or that
death rates were declining. Journalists im-
plied, however, that the West had to act to
stop Somalia’s suffering. “Here,” wrote the
Washington Post’s Keith Richburg on August
12, 1992, “civil war has been compounded by
a famine that is starving entire villages. But
unlike the Balkans, the Somali crisis has at-
tracted little international attention or aid, and
only faint, distant calls for Western military
involvement.” ]
Reporters in Somalia, or their editors back

home, “proved incapable of altering the terms
of the story they had often simplistically
shaped, a tale in which the United States had
to do, as New York Times columnist Anna
Quindlen put it, ‘the moral thing,’ i.e., send in
the troops.”

Some 28,000 U.S. troops ultimately were
dispatched by President George Bush to clear
relief channels blocked by Somali gangs and
to get food to the starving Somalis, a mission
expanded under President Bill Clinton to
building a nation. The U.S. commitment came
to an abrupt and tragic end after a firefight in
Mogadishu in October 1993 left 32 Americans
dead or fatally wounded.

RELIGION & PHILOSOPHY

Education
For What?

“Meiklejohn and Maritain: Two Views on the End of
Progressive Education” by Carol Thigpen, in Teachers
College Record (Fall 1994), Teachers College, Colum-
bia University, 525 West 120th St., Box 103, New
York, N.Y. 10027.

In his 1942 book, Education between Two
Worlds, liberal reformer and educator
Alexander Meiklejohn (1872-1964) insisted
that the day of John Dewey’s philosophy of
pragmatism was done. Pragmatism, which
exalted science and saw meaning only in
consequences, was unable, Meiklejohn de-
clared, to formulate “a positive program of
action for the 20th century.” To provide the
values, authority, and order that could serve
as a foundation for Western civilization, as
religion once had, Meiklejohn looked to the
ideal of a democratic state. In his opinion,
students should be trained, and the content
of the school curriculum shaped, to serve
that ideal. Pupils and teacher would be
“agents of the state.”

Echoes of Meiklejohn’s functional con-
ception of the curriculum are frequently
heard today, argues Thigpen, a writer who
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lives in Berkeley, California. High school
courses are often justified in terms of the
subject’s “usefulness” in reaching some extrin-
sic goal, whether it be gaining admission to
college, getting a job, living in a democracy,
overcoming racism, or learning how to think
critically. The idea that the subject itself might
be intrinsically interesting or meaningful usu-
ally gets short shrift. No wonder that students
often become bored, Thigpen says. A better
approach—one based on Dewey’s pedagogi-
cal theory and French Thomist philosopher
Jacques Maritain’s conception of curricu-
lum—could hold and keep their interest, she
contends.

Dewey (1859-1952) attacked the distance
that traditional teaching put between the
knowledge to be imparted and the child’s own
experience. He thought that the teacher should
draw out connections. Dewey thus offered
educators “a way out of the rigidity, absolut-
ism, and passivity of traditional pedagogy,”
Thigpen says. But the “narrowness” of his
problem-solving pragmatism, devoid of
higher purposes, “left human beings stranded
as spinning gyros (processors of information)
without meaningful direction or engage-
ment.”



In reaction, Meiklejohn
looked to the idealized state
for meaning and purpose. But
in doing so, Maritain (1882-
1973) argued in his 1943 cri-
tique of pprogressive educa-
tion, Education at the Cross-
roads, the educator was only
carrying pragmatism to its
logical conclusion—the tech-
nocratic state in which spiri-
tual meaning is denied.

AR R R

“The essence of education,”
Maritain contended, “does not
consist in adapting a potential
citizen to the conditions and
interactions of social life, but first in making a
man, and by this very fact in preparing a citi-
zen.” Education’s true aim, he maintained, is
to guide man as “he shapes himself as a hu-
man person—armed with knowledge,
strength of judgment, and moral virtues,”
while simultaneously transmitting to him the
spiritual heritage of his civilization.

Maritain admired Dewey’s pedagogic prin-
ciples and innovations, but he faulted progres-
sive educators for failing to stress the intrin-
sic importance of what is being taught. “The
wrong begins,” he said, “when the object to be
taught and the primacy of the object are forgot-
ten, and when the cult of means—not to an
end, but without an end—only ends up in a
psychological worship of the subject”—that is,
the child.

The Triumph
Of Methodism

“The Puzzle of American Methodism” by Nathan O.
Hatch, in Church History (June 1994), Swift Hall, 1025
E. 58th St., Chicago, Il 60637.

Historians of religion in America usually have
looked askance at Methodism, finding in its
bland, moralistic, and intellectually unchal-
lenging outlook little of interest. Yet the
American followers of John Wesley (1703-91)
formed “the most powerful religious move-

As this 1837 drawing of a (,;ump meetiné suggest;, Methodism thrived in the
American backcountry, from Maineand Vermont to Tennesseeand Kentucky.

ment in American history,” writes Hatch, a
historian at the University of Notre Dame. The
Methodists turned Christianity in America
into “a mass enterprise.”

That would not have seemed likely around
the time of the American Revolution. The
Methodist Episcopal Church in 1771 had only
four ministers and 300 lay members in the
colonies, and the Revolution prompted all but
one of the leaders to go back to England. Nev-
ertheless, under the direction of Francis
Asbury, the Methodists flourished in
America. Unlettered itinerant preachers
spread the word of “God’s free grace, the lib-
erty of people to accept or reject that grace,
and the power and validity of popular reli-
gious expression—even among servants,
women, and African Americans.” When Asbury-
died in 1816, there were some 2,000 Methodist
ministers and more than 200,000 members.

Between the Revolution and the Civil War
the growth was explosive, and greatly
alarmed more established denominations,
Hatch says. From less than three percent of all
church members in 1776, the Methodists grew
to more than 34 percent by 1850. With over
one million members, Methodists became “far
and away the largest religious body in the
nation and the most extensive national insti-
tution other than the federal government.”

“Methodism in America transcended class
barriers and empowered common people to
make religion their own,” Hatch writes. “Un-
like Calvinism, which emphasized human
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corruption, divine initiative, and the authority
of educated clergymen and inherited ecclesias-
tical structures, the Methodists proclaimed the
breathtaking message of individual freedom,
autonomy, responsibility, and achievement.”
And they did not discourage “the impulses of
popular religion, dreams and visions, ecstasy,
unrestrained emotional release, preaching by
blacks, by women, by anyone who felt the call.”

For people low on the social ladder who
craved respect and opportunity, Methodism
had great appeal. “As a movement,” Hatch says,
“Methodism became a powerful symbol of so-
cial mobility, a beacon of aspiring respectabil-
ity.” Wilbur Fisk, who began his ministry as a

defiant outsider, ended up as president of
Wesleyan University. Between 1840 and 1860
Methodists founded at least 35 institutions of
higher education, and went on to establish a like
number between the Civil War and the end of
the century. With the election of Methodist Wil-

‘liam McKinley to the presidency in 1896, John

Wesley’s heirs “sealed their place as the nation’s
largest and wealthiest Protestant body.”

Although historians have been more inter-
ested in Puritanism, Hatch concludes,
Methodism reveals “much more” about reli-
gion as it came to be practiced in America:
“not great, not sophisticated, not awe-inspir-
ing, but what it is.”

SCIENCE, TECHNOLOGY & ENVIRONMENT

Big Science Blues

“Democracy and Super Technologies: The Politics of
the Space Shuttle and Space Station Freedom” by
W.D. Kay, in Science, Technology, & Human Values
(Spring 1994), Sage Publications, 2455 Teller Road,
Thousand Oaks, Calif. 91320.

In 1969, astronaut Neil Armstrong set foot on
the moon and proclaimed it a small step for a
man, a giant leap for mankind. In more recent
years, “big science” government projects such
as the space shuttle, the Stealth fighter-
bomber, the'Hubble space telescope, and the
Freedom space station have seemed more
prone to stumbles than to giant leaps forward.
The problems are usually blamed on poor
administration. But Kay, a political scientist at
Northeastern University in Boston, fingers
another culprit: democratic government.

Government officials, he argues, face a Catch-
22 situation: big projects require broad political
support, from the public or from various inter-
est groups. But getting that support, in ordinary
times, leads to further increases in the scale, ex-
pense, risk, and uncertainty of such projects.
That makes them more likely to fail.

The space shuttle, for example, was con-
ceived during the Nixon administration as a
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support system for a space station. But in the
post-Apollo era, the National Aeronautics and
Space Administration (NASA) had to delay
the station, and it needed to forge a powerful
political coalition just to get the shuttle built.
It persuaded the U.S. Air Force to use the
shuttle to deploy reconnaissance satellites. But
that required a much larger cargo bay and
more powerful engines to lift the payload. For
military reasons, the air force also demanded
that the shuttle be able to return to its launch
point after a single orbit. Further changes had
to be made. To gain support from scientists,
NASA promised, in effect, that the shuttle
would be able to perform most of the missions
originally proposed for the space station. And
to make approval by the president and Con-
gress more likely, NASA unrealistically pro-
moted the shuttle fleet as a “low-cost” way of
putting payloads into orbit. Finally, to meet
objections from the Office of Management and
Budget, NASA “drastically scaled back the
shuttle’s design to minimize its initial R&D
costs.”

Approved in 1972, the shuttle was plagued
from the start by “a long series of technical
problems, delays, and cost overruns.” The
Challenger disaster in 1986 was followed by



“the grounding of the entire shuttle fleet for
much of 1990.” The shuttle has scored some
dramatic successes, such as 1993’s daring re-
pair in space of the disabled Hubble telescope.
But political support has ebbed, and funds for
operations have fallen.

Project Apollo succeeded in part because
Cold War fears seemed to obviate the need for
the government to satisfy a wide variety of in-
terests. Such conditions are not likely to be
seen again. In these more “normal” times, Kay
concludes, “big science” may simply be too
much for democratic government to handle.

Puffinology

“The Puffins Keep Their Secrets” by Les Line, in
National Wildlife (Aug.—Sept. 1994), National Wildlife
Federation, 8925 Leesburg Pike, Vien_na, Va.22184.

Pity the puffin. Forever overshadowed by
the penguin, this plucky sea bird leads a
colorful life veiled in obscurity. Even care-
ful scientific study, reports Line, former edi-
tor of Audubon, fails to reveal much about
what puffins do or why.

Although puffins and penguins are simi-
lar in stature and demeanor, they are en-
tirely unrelated and inhabit opposite ends of
the earth. Like penguins, puffins swim well
underwater and mob islands once ashore,
but they can also take to the air. Puffins be-
long to the auk family of northern sea birds,
populating islands in both the Atlantic and
the Pacific. Penguins are confined to the far
south seas of Antarctica. An estimated 15 mil-
lion Atlantic puffins nest in Iceland, New-
foundland, California, and Maine. Pacific puf-
fins—the rhinoceros auklet, the horned puffin,
and the tufted puffin—number about six mil-
lion and are spread from the Aleutian Islands
to the Alaskan mainland.

Puffins disappear for eight months at sea.
“What they do out there, even where they go
in winter,” Line notes, “remains a scientific
mystery.” They court and mate on water,
sporting attractive bills, tufts, and horns
whose brilliant colors disappear after the
breeding season. The same eye-catching, trian-

gular bills later serve as chisels when the puf-
fins come ashore to dig their nesting burrows
and lay their eggs. With dogged persistence,
they scrape and push their way into the island
turf until their burrows are spacious and rock-
free. Home remains home every
year thereafter—to be redug and
reused until, in some cases, the
island is stripped bare by ex-
cavation, wind, and
weather.

Such labors seem ex-
treme for one egg—all
that a puffin will lay in a
season. Six weeks pass
i : before the egg hatches
and six more pass before the puffin chick is
ready to experience sea and sand. During that
time its parents are diving as deep as 200 feet
in the ocean, several times a day, to fetch fat-
laden sand eels and capelin (smelts) for their
young. This nutritional treasure is guarded
from pirating herring gulls in a unique way:
puffins coming home from the hunt hover
above their colony, forming a large group, and
land all at once to discourage attacks on indi-
viduals. But against a far more serious threat,
the radical reduction of the capelin fisheries
by fishing fleets, the puffins have no defense
whatsoever. And that, says a specialist quoted
by Line, “doesn’t bode well” for the puffin and
other denizens of the northern seas.

The Secrets of
Baby Talk

“Phases in the Child’s Development of Language” by
John L. Locke, in American Scientist (Sept.—Oct. 1994),
P.O. Box 13975, Research Triangle Park, N.C. 27709.

When baby utters his first “mama” at age one,
adults exult that he has finally begun learning,
to speak. But his lessons in language began
long before. Even in the womb, the infant’s
neural and vocal senses are being actively
developed, writes Locke, director of the
neurolinguistics laboratory at Massachusetts
General Hospital in Boston.

Most theories of language assume that in-
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fants are motivated to talk by a desire to con-
vey information. But Locke and other re-
searchers believe that a thirst for social and
emotional interaction is responsible, bred by
a mother-infant bond that has its origins be-
fore birth. French researchers found, for ex-
ample, that by the time they were only four
days old, babies born of French-speaking
mothers preferred the sound of French to Rus-
sian. Between mother and child flows a con-
stant exchange of emotion conveyed by verbal
and facial expressions: the baby smiles, coos,
and eventually talks to get the mother’s atten-
tion. Language “piggybacks” on this channel.
Locke believes that language and emotion
are literally bound together by biology during
the first years of life. In adults, speech and
certain analytical functions are governed by
the left hemisphere of the brain, while emotion
is largely the province of the right. But Locke
and others have found that the right hemi-
sphere plays an important role in language
during the first three to seven years of life. One
sign: in the act of speaking, the right side of an
adult’s mouth tends to open first, because
motor control of the right side of the body and
control of speech are both vested in the left
hemisphere of the brain. But in young chil-
dren, both sides of the mouth open at the same
time. Apparently, in them the right side of the
brain, which controls the left side of the
mouth, also houses speech centers.
According to Locke, language develops in
four phases. During the first, babbling is the
main form of vocalization. The fact that even
deaf infants babble is one piece of evidence
that biology rather than a desire to imitate is
responsible. Biology also seems to dictate the
production of certain universal sounds. Locke
discovered that in nearly every language, the
“m” in mama is present early on. Only later in
a child’s babbling stage do sounds that are rare
or unique to his language, such as the “r” in rab-
bit, appear. Yet biology is not everything. When
an infant talks on a toy telephone, Locke notes,
he “babbles, pauses, babbles, pauses again,”
seeking to secure a social bond by acting and
sounding like the adult he sees the most.
Around the second birthday, phase two
begins: children begin stocking up on vocabu-
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lary. The right hemisphere still has a powerful
role in speech, so while toddlers can parrot
adults, they cannot form complex thoughts.

In phase three (between 20 and 36 months),
children say memorably cute things like “We
goed to the store” and “I saw some mouses.”
The errors occur because the children are be-
ginning to learn—and to misapply—the rules
of language. The left hemisphere of the brain
is asserting greater control over language.

The next stage is integration, or, in lay
terms, learning the ropes of language. And
after that the real babbling begins.

Wasted Efforts

“Road to Nowhere” by Herbert Inhaber and Harry
Saunders, in The Sciences (Nov.-Dec. 1994), 2 East
63rd St., New York, N.Y. 10021.

Americans don’t agree on many things, but
since the 1973 Arab oil embargo, most have
viewed efforts to increase energy efficiency as a
good thing. What better way to reduce depen-
dence on foreign oil and to conserve precious
resources for the future? Inhaber, a scientist at
the Westinghouse Savannah River Company in
Aiken, S.C., and Saunders, director of the San
Francisco Bay office of Decision and Risk Analy-
sis, see a flaw: the assumption that increased
energy efficiency leads to lower energy con-
sumption.

Consider the automobile. Throughout the
1950s and '60s, the average U.S. car got no more
than 14.5 miles to the gallon. After the energy
crisis of the mid-'70s, government regulation
and rising gas prices prompted automakers to
do better. By 1989, average mileage had jumped
to 20.5 miles per gallon. The result? “Between
1973 and 1992,” Inhaber and Saunders write,
“the total gasoline supplied to American con-
sumers hovered around seven million barrels a
day, plus or minus perhaps five percent.” With
more-fuel-efficient cars, Americans drove more.
They collectively logged 62 percent more high-
way miles in 1992 than they did in 1975, and
bought 75 percent more new vehicles.

Efforts by public utilities to encourage cus-
tomers to use energy-efficient lightbulbs, insu-



late their homes, and so forth, seem just as futile,
Inhaber and Saunders observe: “Overall energy
consumption refuses to drop toward the cellar.
People always seem to find new uses for en-
ergy—hot tubs, floodlighting for their houses,
central air conditioning—most of which were
unknown a generation ago.”

Is the failure to reduce consumption a bad

thing? The authors think not. Energy indepen-
dence is an unrealistic goal in the modern
world, they believe. And reducing overall
energy use does not necessarily help future
generations. Twentieth-century Americans,
the authors note, would be no better off if their
19th-century forebears had insisted on hoard-
ing their chief source of energy, wood.

ARTS & LETTERS

Middlemarch
Down the Aisle

“George Eliot for Grown-Ups” by Gertrude
Himmelfarb, in The American Scholar (Autumn 1994),
Phi Beta Kappa Society, 1811 Q St. N.W., Washing-
ton, D.C. 20009.

What a disappointment it was for many view-
ers of the recent PBS television series based on
Middlemarch (1871-72), not to mention genera-
tions of readers, when the high-minded
Dorothea wed the morally flawed Will

Love and reverence is the message of George Eliot's
Middlemarch—and the motto on her memorial stone.

Ladislaw. The idealistic Dr. Lydgate (who,
inconveniently, was already married) seemed
so much more suited to her. But even a mar-
riage to Lydgate—had author George Eliot
(1819-80) contrived to make him available—
would have had some feminists gnashing
their teeth. To them, Eliot (whose real name
was Mary Ann Evans) is a feminist role model
who defied the bourgeois, patriarchal conven-
tion of marriage by living in sin with the man
she loved. Why, then, in her greatest novel,
could she not create an equally independent
spirit in Dorothea?

“The simple answer,” writes Himmelfarb,
the noted historian, “is that Eliot herself was
not a feminist in the modern sense.” Indeed,
she honored the bourgeois virtues even in the
breach. Yes, she defied convention by living
with George Henry Lewes without marrying
him, but “she did not willfully choose that
role; she had no alternative, since Lewes was
already married and could not get a divorce.”
Nor did she flaunt her defiance of convention.
“Although Eliot lived with Lewes in that ‘irregu-
lar relationship,” as the Victorians delicately put

. she tried to ‘regularize’ it by making it as
much like a proper marriage as possible.”

Eliot referred to Lewes as her “husband”
and to herself as his “wife.” She signed letters
“Marian Lewes,” and asked friends to address
her as “Mrs. Lewes” (and even the real Mrs.
Lewes did so0). The 24 years that Eliot and
Lewes were together “were spent in perfect
domesticity and fidelity,” Himmelfarb says.
After he died, she wed John Cross, “with all
the trappings of a proper marriage: a trous-
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My Doppelginger

In Antaeus (Spring 1994), John Updike considers the “other” ]ohn Updlke, the one who

writes all those novels, essays, and poems.

1 created Updike out of the sticks and mud of my
Pennsylvania boyhood, so I can scarcely resent it
when people, mistaking me for him, stop me on the
street and ask me for his qutograph. Lam always
sutprised that I resemble him so closely that we
can be confused. Meeting strangers, I must cope
with an extra brightness in their faces, an expect-
ancy that Lwill say something worthy of him; they
do not realize that he works only. i the mediim
of the writterr word, where other principles apply,
and hours of time can be devoted to a moment’s
effect. Thrust into “real” time, he can scarcely
function, and his awkward pleasantries and anx-
ious stutter emerge through my lips. Myself, Lam
rather suave. 1 think fast, on my feet, and have no
uise for the qualificatory complexities and lame
double entendres and pained exactations of lan-
guage in which he is customarily mired. I move

swiftly and rather blindly through life, spending
the money he earns..

I briush my teeth, I dress and descend to the
kitchen, where I eat and read the newspaper. .
Postponing the moment, savoring every small
news item and vitamin pill and sip of
unconcentrated orange juice, Lat last return to the
upstairs and face the rooms that Updike has filled
with his books, his papers, his trophies, his
projects. Theabundarit clutter stifles me, yet Lam
helpless to clear away much of it. It would bea -

- blasphemy. He has become a sacred reality to me.

I gaze at his worn wooden desk, his boxes of dull
pencils, his blank-faced word processor, withare-
ligious fear.

Suppose, some day, he fails to show up? 1
would attempt to do his work, but no one would
be fooled.

seau, a church wedding, and a honeymoon.”

“The idea that only in marriage can
Dorothea find her personal happiness as well
as her moral mission seems peculiarly Victo-
rian. And so it is,” Himmelfarb says. “For the
Victorians, even for Victorian feminists, mar-
riage and family were the primary human re-
lationships. . . .Victorian families, recent
scholarship has shown, were not nearly as
oppressive or patriarchal as was once thought.
But the idea of the family was very nearly sac-
rosanct, and that idea implied that men and
women had distinctive natures and virtues
which bound them together in a complex re-
lationship of rights, duties, and, if they were
fortunate, love.”

Dorothea marries Ladislaw, by her own
account, because of their mutual love. But
Middlemarch, Himmelfarb says, is also what
Henry James called a “moralized fable.” Pre-
cisely because Ladislaw is morally imperfect,
he provides Dorothea with “her mission: to
redeem him.” Her love and faith in him can
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make him “a better human being . . . worthy
both of her and of society.” For Dorothea to
marry the noble Lydgate, on the other hand,
would have been lacking in moral drama. He
sought to do “great work for the world,” and
did not need a wife to help him. The ending
of Middlemarch, Himmelfarb concludes, is not
tragic, but rather, “as Eliot meant it to be,
eminently moral, even heroic.”

When Opera
Had Sex Appeal

“Finding a ‘Real Self’: American Women and the
Wagner Cult of the Late Nineteenth Century” by
Joseph Horowitz, in The Musical Quarterly (Summer
1994), Oxford Univ. Press, Journals Dept., 2001 Evans
Road, Cary, N.C. 27513.

In the late 19th century, the operas of Germany’s
Richard Wagner (1813-83) dominated musical
high culture in America. This did not, as in Eu-



rope, herald an iconoclastic modernism in the
arts, writes Horowitz, executive director of the
Brooklyn Philharmonic Orchestra. But it did
create a remarkable Wagner cult among respect-
able, middle-class women.

When Anton Seidl, Wagner’s protégé and
American emissary, conducted his operas at
New York’s Metropolitan Opera House dur-
ing 1885-91, one journal reported, “middle-
aged women in their enthusiasm stood up in
the chairs and screamed their delight for what
seemed hours.” Those who listened to
Wagner, maintained the influentijal bohemian
Mabel Dodge Luhan, “were only listening to
their own impatient souls, weary at last of the
restraint that had held them.”

More than half of Seidl’s performances at
the Met were Wagnerian operas, including the
American premiers of Das Rheingold, Siegfried,
Gotterdammerung (which, along with Die
Walkiire, comprise the tetralogy, Der Ring des
Nibelungen), Die Meistersinger von Niirnberg,
and Tristan und Isolde. He also conducted dur-
ing the summers at Coney Island’s Brighton
Beach, and on Wagner nights—sponsored by
the Seidl Society of Brooklyn, an organization
of women who diligently read Wagnerian lit-
erature and attended lectures explicating the
meaning of the Ring and the Christian content
of Parsifal—the 3,000-seat music pavilion was
filled to capacity.

“The Tannhduser Overture, by far the most
popular Wagner extract [a century] ago, em-
bodied Wagner’s role as a timely inspirational
bulwark, buttressing faith, banishing looming
20th-century doubt,” Horowitz writes. How-
ever, the later Wagner, exemplified by Tristan
und Isolde, “occupied libidinal realms more
menacing.” Yet the middle-class, urban
women of the Gilded Age also responded
enthusiastically to it.

At Brighton Beach or at the Met, the de-
voted Wagnerians “were transfixed and trans-
formed,” Horowitz says. “No less than the
roller coasters and revival meetings that ser-
viced the lower classes, Wagner was a neces-
sary source of violent excitation.”

The women'’s excitement was due to more
than just “Seidl’s charisma and Wagner’s sensu-
ality,” Horowitz contends. Among the devoted

Wagnerians were “women of passionate sensi-
bility for whom Wagner represented a consum-
ing alternative to a world of marriage and men.”
The German composer gave musical expression
to repressed sexual drives, Horowitz says, and
the profound impact that Tristan, the Ring, and
Parsifal had on middle-class women of
America’s Gilded Age was a measure of “the
emotional repression they suffered.”

The Mystery
Of Jean Stafford

“Green Visors and Ivory Towers: Jean Stafford and
the New Journalism” by Maureen Ryan, in The
Kenyon Review (Fall 1994), Kenyon College, Gambier,
Ohio 43022.

Why did Jean Stafford (1916-1979), the ac-
claimed novelist and short story writer, sud-
denly switch from fiction to journalism in the
mid-1950s? All three of her recent biographers
agree that her need for cash was paramount.
And they tend to dismiss her writing after the
shift as a tragic diversion from art, as “hackwork
written, begrudgingly, for money,” observes
Ryan, dean of the Honors College at the Univer-
sity of Southern Mississippi.

Ryan thinks that dismissal is a mistake.
Stafford’s nonfiction writing, she contends,
must be seen as part of the New Journalism.
During the 1960s and '70s, writers on both
sides of the fiction-nonfiction divide, from
Norman Mailer to Tom Wolfe, concluded that
the techniques of journalism and fiction were
straitjackets. To create a literary form ad-
equate to the new reality they saw being born,
the New Journalists melded the two tech-
niques. Stafford’s journalism emerged from
similar challenges, Ryan believes. She was
never able to complete her fourth novel, The
Parliament of Women, in part because it was as
much autobiography as fiction. Stafford was
well aware that fashion had passed—for the
moment—her fictional methods by. When her
Collected Stories won the 1970 Pulitzer Prize,
she expressed surprise that “a writer as tradi-
tional as I can be recognized.” Finally,
Stafford’s relationship, beginning in the mid-
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1950s, with veteran New Yorker writer A. J.
Liebling, famed for his distinctively literary
journalism, increased her regard for nonfic-
tion writing.

She certainly published her fair share of it,
appearing everywhere from McCall's to the
New York Times. Her New Journalism-style
portrait of Lee Harvey Oswald’s mother, A
Mother In History (1966), complete with per-
sonal asides, received mixed reviews. She
churned out articles such as “Love among the
Rattlesnakes,” on Charles Manson, “It’s Not
the Thought That Counts,” revealing her
aversion to Christmas, and “Somebody Out

There Hates Me,” a response to the hisses
and boos that greeted her Oswald book.
For all that, Ryan notes, Stafford was out of
step with the New Journalism in one impor-
tant regard. A cultural conservative, she was
appalled by all the “isms” of late-20th-century

‘America, from consumerism to feminism, and

especially by what she saw as the decline of
her beloved English language. Stafford wrote
that she yearned for a world “predicated on
the principles of construction and conserva-
tion,” for a new “Age of Order”—perhaps for
a culture more hospitable to “a writer as tra-
ditional as I.”

OTHER NATIONS

Ukraine’s Crash Landing?

A Survey of Recent Articles

hat Ukraine needs is radical market
reform—Ilook at the political and
social situation here, and you'll see

that there’s no alternative.” So declared Presi-
dent Leonid Kuchma in October to the Com-
munist-dominated Rada (parliament), which
also happens to be the chief obstacle to such
reform. Kuchma, who took office in July, said
that he would reduce industrial subsidies, cut
taxes, and begin massive privatization. He
hopes thus to qualify for $750 million in aid
from the International Monetary Fund.
Whether he will be able to get all of this done
is an open question. Indeed, Ukraine’s contin-
ued existence as a sovereign state is also an
open question.

When Ukrainians voted overwhelmingly
for independence from the Soviet Union in a
referendum on December 1, 1991, many of
them believed that democracy and the free
market would automatically follow, writes
Angela Stent, a Georgetown University politi-
cal scientist, in World Policy Journal (Fall 1994).
Now, they know better.

Ukraine (pop. 52 million) is still gov-
erned by its Soviet-era constitution because
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the Rada has blocked efforts to have a new
one drawn up. And while free elections for
the parliament and the presidency have
been held, Ukraine’s economy is in a
shambles, beset by high inflation and unem-
ployment. Hardship is “widespread,” An-
drew Cowley reports in the Economist (May
7,1994). The cost of food, by one estimate,
rose more than 4,300 times between Decem-
ber 1991 and March 1993.

Under independent Ukraine’s first presi-
dent, Leonid Kravchuk, there was much talk
about economic reform—but no reform.
Misha Glenny, author of The Fall of Yugoslavia
(1992), notes in an op-ed piece in the New York
Times (July 14, 1994) that Kravchuk “remained
an unreconstructed Communist.”

Kuchma, former head of the world’s big-
gest missile factory, at Dnepropetrovsk,
served as Kravchuk’s prime minister from
October 1992 to September 1993, when he re-
signed over the government’s foot-dragging.
He defeated Kravchuk in a run-off election for
the presidency last July. That gives Ukraine “a
chance to start over and take on the challenge
of internal reconstruction,” notes Eugene B.



Rumer, a senior staff member with the RAND
Corporation. “But,” he adds in Foreign Policy
(Fall 1994), “it is only a slim chance, and the
odds are even less in Ukraine’s favor than they
were at the outset of its independence.”

The political gridlock that has blocked eco-
nomic reform reflects a much larger problem
facing Kiev. “The histories and traditions of
both eastern and western Ukraine are so dif-
ferent,” Misha Glenny notes, “that the creation
of a democratic, independent Ukraine in-
volves unifying two countries.” The western
region, which is overwhelmingly Ukrainian in
language and culture, is a hotbed of national-
ism, while in the highly Russified east, which
has much of the country’s heavy industry and
is closely tied to the Russian economy, the
sense of national identity is weak. The mother
tongue of most easterners is Russian.

Many of Ukraine’s 11 million ethnic Rus-
sians supported independence in 1991, in the
belief that it would raise their living stan-
dards, F. Stephen Larrabee, another senior
staff member with the RAND Corporation,
points out in Arms Control Today (July-Aug.
1994). “But if Ukraine’s economy continues to
decline while Russia’s rises, it could provoke
increased pressure for [regional] autonomy
and closer ties to Russia. The result could be
a growing split between eastern and western
Ukraine, possibly even leading to civil war. In
such a case, Russian military intervention can-
not be excluded.”

Ukrainian nationalists may look upon their
country’s history as a story mainly of victim-
ization, but Russians take a very different
view, observes Paula J. Dobriansky, an ad-
junct fellow at the Hudson Institute and a U.S.
National Security Council staff member dur-
ing the Reagan administration. “Russians
genuinely believe that, the commonly suffered
privations of communism aside, throughout
most of its history their country has behaved
altruistically toward fellow Slavs in general
and Ukrainians in particular,” she writes in
the National Interest (Summer 1994). For gen-
erations, Russian textbooks have depicted the
1654 Treaty of Pereyslavskaya Rada, which
brought Ukraine into the Russian Empire, “as
a glorious event that freed Ukraine from Ot-

toman and Polish oppression.”

Most Russians today find the existence of
an independent Ukraine hard to accept. “For
them,” RAND’s Stephen Larrabee says,
“Ukraine is inextricably tied to Russia through
language, culture, and history.” Most Rus-
sians, according to opinion surveys, including
most of the country’s democratic politicians,
regard Ukrainian independence as “a tragic
mistake” in need of correction, Dobriansky
notes. Even so, Russia’s mainstream political
leaders seem content for the moment to wait
for that correction to happen by itself.

Ukraine imports 90 percent of its natural
gas and 50 percent of its oil from Russia.
“Over the past year,” Larrabee writes, “Mos-
cow has several times shut off the supply of
both because Kiev has not paid its debts,
which amount to about $3.2 billion.” Ukraine
has had little choice but to forge closer eco-
nomic ties to Russia.

kraine’s economic woes apparently

played an important part in getting
then-president Kravchuk to make a

nuclear deal last January with Russian presi-
dent Boris Yeltsin and President Bill Clinton.
Ukraine (which has 1,800 nuclear warheads,
the third biggest atomic arsenal in the world,
mostly strategic missiles put in place by the
Soviet Union) is gradually to transfer all of its
nuclear warheads to Russia, where they will
be dismantled. In return it will receive aid, in-
cluding an estimated $1 billion worth of fuel
rods to power Ukrainian civilian nuclear re-
actors, and cancellation of part of Kiev’s debt.
“The most serious threat to the integrity of
the Ukrainian state,” in Stephen Larrabee’s
view, comes from Crimea, the traditional va-
cation spot on the Black Sea for Russian tsars
and the Soviet nomenklatura. In 1954, Soviet
premier Nikita Khrushchev “gave” the
Crimea to Ukraine in celebration of the 300th
anniversary of Ukraine’s unification with
Russia. Khrushchev’s grand gesture had no
practical meaning at the time, but now, with
an independent Ukraine, it does. Some 70 per-
cent of Crimeans are ethnic Russians. In De-
cember 1991, 54 percent of Crimean residents
voted for an independent Ukraine. Since then,

PERIODICALS 151



the economy has crumbled. Now
Crimeans—and their ethnic Russian presi-
dent, Yuri Meshkov, elected last January—
seem to want independence from Ukraine.
Kiev has urged Russia not to encourage that

desire, Eugene Rumer notes, and so far Mos-
cow has shown restraint. But three years
after it emerged as an independent state,
Rumer says, Ukraine seems to be “on a
downward spiral.”

Down and Out
In Western Europe

“The Future of Europe” by Daniel Bell, in Dissent
(Fall 1994), 521 Fifth Ave., New York, N.Y. 10017;
“Burope and the Underclass,” in The Economist (July
3%(1;994), 25 St. James St., London, England SW1A
1HG.

To most Americans, it is a depressingly famil-
iar story, the linked details forming an almost
numbing litany of social failure: urban pov-
erty, chronic unemployment, crime, drug
abuse, single-parent families. Now, sad to say,
the underclass has ceased to be a strictly
American story. “In cities across Western Eu-
rope—such as Frankfurt and Berlin, Lyons
and Paris, Amsterdam and Utrecht, Naples
and Dublin, Liverpool and Manchester—the
shadowed lives of the urban poor are getting
darker,” the Economist reports. Long-term
unemployment appears to be the driving
force, and the munificent European welfare
state seems to be making the problem worse.

Manufacturing jobs in Western Europe are
fast disappearing, and not enough new jobs
are being created to absorb the long-term un-
employed. More than 40 percent of the 17 mil-
lion jobless in the European Union have been
out of work for a year or longer; one-third
have never worked at all. Most are native
whites. Four Dutch sociologists found that
about 55 percent of the long-term unemployed
in their sample taken in three Dutch cities had
stopped looking for work. Some had simply
lost heart. But more than half had found
“other activities to give meaning to their lives:
hobbies, voluntary work, studying, or work-
ing in the informal economy.” With its gener-
ous welfare benefits, the Dutch researchers
concluded, Holland had produced “a group of
enterprising and calculating unemployed
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people.. . . the strategically operating welfare
client.” Holland now has only four full-time
workers for every three nonworkers receiving
benefits.

For political, economic, and even moral
reasons, social-welfare spending in Europe
has reached its limit, sociologist Daniel Bell
declares. Such spending accounts for 25 per-
cent of the gross domestic product, com-
pared with only 15 percent in the United
States and 10 percent in Japan. “Economic
costs have reduced industrial competitive-
ness,” he says, “while the large social-insur-
ance benefits reduce labor mobility, since
workers often prefer to draw on unemploy-
ment compensation rather than move else-
where.” When the state takes too much
away from those who work and gives too
much to those who are idle, the incentive to
work is reduced. That is a familiar conser-
vative argument—but now, perhaps signal-
ing how serious the situation has become, it
is appearing in the socialist magazine Dis-
sent.

Excessive social welfare is not the only
major reason for the long-term unemploy-
ment, Bell argues. The other is that Europe,
particularly Germany, is failing to make the
transition to a “postindustrial” economy, and
insists on propping up inefficient smokestack
industries such as steel and autos. In “the cru-
cial areas of microchip technology and [com-
puter] software,” Bell points out, “there are no
major players in Europe.”

There is much talk in Europe today about
what to do, but the focus is on such “illusory”
solutions as enhanced social benefits and
work sharing, Bell says. The real solution is
“to create more jobs”—something, the Econo-
mist mournfully notes—“for which Europe
seems to have lost the knack.”



Dressed for Success

“The Fabric of Independence” by Susan S. Bean, in
Parabola (Fall 1994), 656 Broadway, New York, N.Y.
10012.

In the familiar photographs, Mohandas K.
Gandhi (1869-1948) is clad in only a loin-
cloth and, sometimes, a chaddar (shawl). The
clothes did not exactly make the man, but
they certainly helped to make the man the
Mahatma (great soul), writes Bean, chief cu-
rator of the Peabody Museum in Salem,
Massachusetts.

Gandhi’s choice of garb, she says, came
only after much experience, some of it un-
pleasant, with the social and political mean-
ings of clothing. Arriving in England in 1888
to study law, Gandhi wore white flannels—
only to discover to his embarrassment that
they were not worn in late September. Soon
he jettisoned his Bombay-style clothing for
an evening suit from Bond Street, patent
leather shoes with spats, and a high silk hat.

In 1893 Gandhi moved to South Africa,
where he “confronted his indelible
Indianness,” Bean writes. Advised that Hin-
dus visiting the Durban court had to remove
their turbans, Gandhi decided to keep his,
but to balance it with a fashionable English
suit. He was soon reminded that clothes
could not make him a full citizen of the Brit-
ish Empire. Despite his sartorial splendor,
he was thrown off a train to Pretoria a few
days later for traveling first class.

When he arrived in India from England in
1915, Gandhi “was dressed as a Kathiawari
(Gujarat) peasant, in dhoti [loincloth], angar-
kha (robe), upper cloth, and turban, the most
thoroughly Indian of his costumes.” His at-
tire identified his region of origin, class, and
religion. Precisely because it was so authen-
tically Indian, however, it proved inad-
equate. Gandhi needed clothing that would
symbolically - transcend divisions among
rich and poor, Hindu, Sikh, and Muslim.

His final costume change took place in
1921, when he was the dominant figure on
India’s political stage. His program of non-
violent noncooperation with the British in-
cluded a boycott of British manufactures.

H o

Gandhi, in his characteristic garE, arrives in gland
in 1931 for Round Table Conference with British.

Khadi (homespun) was scarce and expen-
sive, so he urged Indians to follow his ex-
ample and wear as little clothing as one de-
cently could. As he later put it: “[Insofar] as
the loincloth . . . spells simplicity let it rep-
resent Indian civilization.” No longer the
English gentleman, Gandhi was now the
Indian ascetic and holy man, the Mahatma.
“Engaged in the simple labor of spinning,
dressed as one of the poor in loincloth and
chaddar,” Bean writes, “this important and
powerful man communicated the dignity of
poverty, the dignity of labor, the equality of
all Indians, and the greatness of Indian civi-
lization, as well as his own saintliness.” And
when he visited the viceroy in 1921—and a
decade later, attended the Round Table Con-
ference in London and visited the king and
queen in Buckingham Palace—his mahatma
garb conveyed a new message of power.
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We welcome timely letters from readers, especially those who wish to amplify or correct
information published in the Quarterly and/for react to the views expressed in our essays. The writer’s
telephone number and address should be included. For reasons of space, letters are usually edited for
publication. Some letters ave received in response to the editors’ requests for comment.

Deal-ing with Pain

AsIread the essays on the historical, psychologi-
cal, and cultural dimensions of pain [“Pain’s Do-
minion,” WQ, Autumn "94] I searched but did not
find suitable reasons for why both laymen and
health-care professionals still do not know that
pain may be harmful to one’s health and is now
optional. -

Over the last 25 years, pain management has
developed as a science and as a discipline in
which health-care providers may now specialize.
Aswith any new science, re-education takes time.
Yetno wonder drugs are necessary for the relief of
most types of pain. Many pain-relief measures
now available are simple, safe, and inexpensive
but greatly misunderstood and even feared. For
example, it is actually safer to consume daily
doses of oral morphine than to take aspirin on a
daily basis. For over three decades research has
shown that taking morphine or other narcotics for
pain relief rarely, if ever, causes addiction. Yet
fear of addiction remains a major barrier to appro-
priate use of narcotics. Is this merely lack of edu-
cation?

Most patients with pain suffer in silence, and
they suffer needlessly. Further, patients are not
aware of the great physical harm that pain can
inflict, such as hampering recovery from surgery
and compromising the immune system.

Why do we fail to promote the knowledge
that pain can and should be relieved, that it no
longer must be endured? People with painshould
be asked, Do you want to experience that pain?
Pain should be a choice, not an inevitable, unalter-
able condition. We are not powerless over pain.
Why do we continue to act as if we were?

Margo McCaffery, RN, M.S., FAAN
Consultant in the Nursing Care

of Patients with Pain

Los Angeles, Calif.

David Morris, Kathleen Foley, and Richard Selzer
eloquently address the complex issue of pain as it
affects our experience. Morris’s prescient analy-
sis provides a historical perspective on pain and
culture and points to an important aspect of the
evolution of the ability to deal with pain. Since the
spiritual aspect of suffering is an integral part of
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"human experience, how could it not be at the

center of the scientific understanding and treat-
ment of painful conditions? Perhaps the problem
dates back to the trial of Galileo, where matters of
science were separated from matters of philoso-
phy and religion. This opened the path to pure
science, which could not only produce atomicand
germ warfare but also systematically ignore pain
and suffering as an important aspect of medical
training. Hermann Hesse, in his short story, The
Rainmaker, reflects on the loss of ancient wisdom
as societies progressed. There are indications that
we paradoxically are losing certain battles medi-
cally as we become more technologically profi-
cient. Technology such as MRIs and improved
surgical techniques for treating lower-back pain
has allowed us to justify invasive procedures that
may have little clinical relevance. The role of
exercise in the healing process has received very
little scientific scrutiny and, therefore, is gener-
ally treated in a cavalier fashion. The muscular
origins of pain (soft-tissue pain and injury) are not
seen as generally important, leading to futile,
complicated strategies that could be avoided with
are-emphasis on basic physical assessment of the
patient along with sufficient time to understand
the person physically and spiritually. We haveall
been inundated with the economic impact of our
medical-care system. Will medicine as big busi-
ness move us closer to or further from the
Hippocratic oath to relieve pain and suffering?
Norman Marcus, M.D., F.A.B.P.M.
Director, New York
Pain Treatment Program
at Lenox Hill Hospital
New York, N.Y.

What has been newly learned about pain applies
mainly to acute and noxiously based pain and its
chemical and physiological underpinnings, and
often is found not to apply to chronic pain.
Acute pain is a warning system and is thus
useful. How is chronic pain useful? Perceptual,
affectively laden states can become more unpleas-
ant threats to emotional stability than pain. Chroni-
cally maintained pain and suffering can be useful
by serving to unconsciously forestall the threat-
ened emergence of these dysphoric states, and
thereby become an attempt to adapt to the threat.
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Treatment that does not appreciate the conceptual
differences between acute and chronic pain will
have poorly understood results.

Richard Selzer reminds us with a poetic spirit
how individual and changing is the perceptual
experience we call pain. Man requires the fullest
use of his unique language to try to bring into
focus the suffering to which pain is attached.
Again, we find that to question the reality of
anyone’s pain—even when it is in a dream—can
itself be a denial of reality.

Jack Pinsky, M.D.

Associate Clinical Professor
Director, Pain Medicine
Department of Neurological Surgery
University of California, Irvine
College of Medicine

David Morris has written a fine essay that high-
lights some of the new concepts about pain devel-
oped by modern researchers and clinicians.
Whether or not we are ahead of the artists and
philosophers he alludes to is debatable. Although
his “biocultural” is identical to the “biopsycho-
social” of George L. Engel and his intellectual
descendants, Morris does not adequately empha-
size the interactions between the individual and
his or her environment that lie at the heart of the
experience of pain. Human beings are always
social animals. That being said, we must recall
that human behavior is generated by the electro-
chemical processes within a person’s brain. How
those occur in response to either environmental
factors or internal derangements of function will
be the business of the 21st century. The absurdity
of mind-body dualism is visited upon us today as
the equally dangerous dichotomy of internal ver-
sus environmental causation of pain. Kathleen
Foley and Richard Selzer demonstrate their un-
derstanding of this distinction with eloquence.
John D. Loeser, M.D.
Director, University of Washington
Medical Center
Seattle, Wash.

David Morris addresses many of the perplexing
aspects of the experience of pain in his writings.
However, he does not directly address the con-
ceptof gain—notthe “no pain, no gain” concept of
an apocryphal American sports coach, but the
Freudian psychoanalytic concept.

Primary gainin contemporary usage appears
to describe the psychological benefits that accrue
asthe result of an illness or pain. These may range
from blocking memory of previous traumatic
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events to the psychological satisfaction of know-
ing that the pain may be the means of salvation (in
some religions). There are few studies of the role
of primary gain in pain states, however.

The question of the scientific validity of the
secondary gain concept has been addressed re-
cently by Fishbain, Rosomoff, and colleagues. They
addressed the several permutations of the defini-
tion: “interpersonal or social advantage attained
by the patient as the result of illness” (Freud),
“acceptable or legitimate interpersonal advan-
tages that result when one has the symptom of a
physical disease” (Barsky), and “the gain achieved
froma conversion symptom inavoidinga particu-
lar activity that was noxious to the patientand/or
enabled the patient to get support from the envi-
ronment that might not otherwise be forthcom-
ing” (DSM-III-R). In addition, the “sick role” may
be awarded to the patient who reports pain. This
role/reward relieves the patient of the usual de-
mands and obligations and takes priority over
other social roles: the patient is now entitled to be
cared for. These authors concluded after carefully
reviewing the 38 studies in the literature that the
secondary gain conceptisimportant and relevant
to pain and illness behavior.

A much more nebulous concept is that of
tertiary gain. Data are difficult or impossible to
obtain, so the following comments, based on “clini-
cal observation” (notoriously flawed), must be
viewed with thatin mind. Tertiary gain in pain or
illness is the gain that accrues to persons other
than the patient—the family, the treating physi-
cian or other therapist, and the attorney. There
appears to be an increasing tendency for society
(represented by judges and juries) to administer
financial compensation for “pain and suffering.”
In the quest for reduction in health/illness costs,
tort reformists call for a limit to such awards.
Payments are distributed to patients, after deduc-
tion of the customary contingency fees (which are
also under scrutiny). There seems to be the poten-
tial for a conflict of interest in such situations. The
patient’s attorney needs to have the patient as sick
as possible for as long as possible to increase the
patient’s (and attorney’s) award. On the other
hand, the opposing attorney needs to depict the
patientas healthy, and may evenimply malinger-
ing. Recent headlines have been made by the
breast implant case, in which thousands of mil-
lions of dollars have been set aside for restitution
of “pain and suffering.” There is a mushrooming
industry related to keyboard redesign as the result
of “pain and suffering” from computer keyboard
use. On the other hand, it is sometimes said of
medical treatments that the indication for surgery
or the implantation of a pain-control device is the



presence of health insurance coverage. It could be
concluded that physicians might obtain tertiary
gain from a patient’s pain by being rewarded for
utilizing expensive equipment and procedures.
The gain is not necessarily monetary. It is possible
to achieve fame through a patient’s pain and suf-
fering, in both the medical and the legal arenas.

It can probably never be determined how
much each component of a patient’s pain contrib-
utes to the total suffering. It is imperative, how-
ever, for medical attendants to reduce those com-
ponents that can be reduced. With present knowl-
edge and techniques, the purely physical, neuro-
physiological, and nociceptive components can
often be significantly reduced or eliminated. Un-
fortunately, this might not have a significant im-
pact on metaphysical suffering.

Itis therefore nosurprise that the language of
pain and suffering, even in English (which has
more than 100 adjectives for pain), is inadequate
for conveying the biopsychosocial nuances. To the
three classical dimensions of pain, the qualitative,
the quantitative, and the affective, should beadded
the cultural. Itis this last dimension that is the real
frontier.

Peter R. Wilson, MBBS, Ph.D.
Consultant in Pain Medicine
Mayo Clinic

Rochester, Minn.

David Morris’s essay seems rather a timid ad-
vance in light of the evidence the article presents
on pain or cessation of pain without physical
cause. If a totally mechanistic model is accepted
as a hypothesis worthy of discussion, why not a
totally mental one?

It is surprising that phenomena such as the
placebo effect, the couvade syndrome, the “real”
pain experiencéd by Richard Selzer during a
dream, and all the other evidence of mental influ-
ence or determinism presented do not inspire a
radical rethinking instead of just an incremental
departure from the medical model.

When the determinative effect of mental ac-
tion becomes more generally acknowledged, the
next challenge will be to transcend the inherently
unstable nature of the human mind.

Kurt Smith
Douglas, Alaska

Oppenheimer Reconsidered

Regarding “Oppenheimer Investigated,” [WQ,
Autumn ‘94], a few remarks. I followed the
Oppenheimer travail as it unfolded, and I later
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worked with, and for, a number of people who
were associates of Oppenheimer during the Man-
hattan Project years.

J. Robert Oppenheimer had a mental acuity
and analytic talent that would rank him—if such
capabilities can be quantified—surely among the
100 most brilliant people of this century. Never-
theless, intellectual attainment and ordinary judg-
ment (common sense) do not necessarily equate.
Given the tenor of the times during the 1930s,
sympathy with and support for Marxism (and the
Soviet Union) were quite ordinary for intellectu-
als both in the United States and Europe. We are
all entitled to be misguided in our thoughts. It is
Oppenheimer’s actions that were, and that re-
main, suspect.

WhenIgor Guzenko, the Russian “code clerk”
in Ottawa, defected in the early 1950s, it was
revealed that a portion of the first sample of
highly enriched uranium ever separated was spir-
ited out of the Radiation Laboratory (University of
California, Berkeley), sent to Ottawa, and then to
Moscow in a matter of days. It is inconceivable to
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me that anyone below director’s level at the labo-
ratory would have had the opportunity to divert
such a sample and put it straight into the Soviet
supply line. Klaus (“Red Rudy”) Fuchs might
have hoped to thwart the security measures of
the Manhattan Project, but in the case of the U-
235 sample one doubts he had the opportunity.
But J. Robert, or perhaps his brother Frank,
would have had that opportunity. Without that
breach of security, it is doubtful that the Soviets
could have built their own nuclear weapons as
quickly as they did.

I suspect that Oppenheimer yearned for a
world government that would impose world
peace by keeping vain nationalists from pro-
voking wars. He somehow convinced himself
that Marxism was the preferred political for-
mat for such world government. After all, a
tenet of faith was that World Communism was
a historic inevitability. If that be so, he was
answerable to no national government but only
to the world community.

Putting the kindest possible face on the
matter, we are entitled to suspect that had he
been directing the Soviets’ weapons develop-
ment, he would have shared their secrets with
the United States out of a belief that he was
furthering the cause of world peace. I believe
he fancied himself as far above such petty con-
cerns as patriotism or nationalism.

Two more quibbles: It is my recollection that
Frank Oppenheimer was not “fired by the Univer-
sity of Minnesota as a former Communist” but
rather for giving false testimony about his com-
munist connections. Perjury, I believe it is called.

As to the “floppy prospector’s hat Robert
affected during the California years,” I believe
you will find that his “porkpie” hat (a snap-
brim rather than floppy brim) was almost a
signature with him at that time.

Robert W. Clack
River Ranch, Fla.

Hamilton’s Legacy

Thank you for “Hamilton’s Legacy” [WQ, Sum-
mer ‘94]. Michael Lind and Mr. Hamilton have
put the solution nicely: ensure that ordinary
people elect honest, talented officials; do not
rely on capitalist operations alone. A strong
central government, staffed by extraordinary
leaders whose interest includes posterity, is the
key to a successful democratic state.

But since Hamilton’s time, ordinary people
have arguably only rarely elected leaders who
favorably influenced the lives of future genera-
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tions. If this is so, some institutional change has
to be promoted that willimprove the judgment
of ordinary people and improve the perfor-
mance of leaders. “Hamiltonian thinking” sug-
gests what that might be:

a. In a world where industry surpasses
agriculture as the economic engine of the na-
tion-state, the employment of citizens as mar-
ginal farmers becomes impractical over time.

b. Unemployment (a rarity where marginal
farming absorbs the efforts of citizens without
capital) is a threat to the collective good judg-
ment of ordinary people who are unemployed
or on their way to becoming unemployed.

c. If government assumes the burden of
advancing risk capital to ensure full employ-
ment, including self-employment as the em-
ployer of last resort, it will tend to improve the
judgment of those who elect its leaders.

d. If government further assumes the bur-
den of advancing risk capital to ensure maxi-
mum economic output, through automation and
robotics, it will tend to protect the value of
monies advanced for full employment, for au-
tomation, and for all other purposes.

e. If government still further assumes the
burden of advancing reorganization loans for or-
ganizations whose very high output may have
depressed prices and profits, it will tend to keep
its financial house in order under conditions of
maximum employment, automation, and institu-
tional stability, within a private enterprise sys-
tem.

f. If government devises sufficient audit and
inspection tools to minimize corruption in the
aforesaid federal monetary system-based growth
economy, it will tend to make Hamiltonian prin-
ciples work over time.

g. If the aforesaid financial tools work to
allow government to increaseits defense and anti-
terrorist forces, to improve its military and police
intelligence systems, its environmental, educa-
tion, and health programs, all because the excuse
of inadequate money has evaporated in the face of
more-than-adequate output of the things that
money can buy, then the Hamiltonian desire for a
secure and democratic nation-state willhave found
one modern prescription for its achievement.

To accept the constraints on production and
consumption imposed by current credit and tax
policiesis to invite the decline of American power,
security, morality, and purpose. A market free to
ignore the loss of marginal farm employment in
an industrial age is a market in search of terror,
decline, and eventual world war.

John Gelles
Ventura, Calif.
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FROM THE CENTER

o much for resolutions. I managed to break

one of my own even before the New Year

arrived. Thad resolved not to write a word in

this column about the meaning and conse-
quences of the November 8 elections. But try as I
might, I repeatedly found myself in the position of the
student who was ordered to stand in the corner for
half an hour and #ot think about an elephant. Even the
pachyderm came to symbolize the impossibility of
the task I had set myself. But take heart, readers.
Rather than join the legion of scholars, columnists,
and pundits who continue to tell us what it all meant,
I offer only a few general observations.

The first is that the conventional pre-election
wisdom that the voters’ mood was overwhelm-
ingly one of anti-incumbency seems difficult to
reconcile with the results. Every incumbent Re-
publican senator, representative, and governor
who ran for re-election was returned to office. And
on the other side, of the 16 Democratic senators
who ran for re-election only two, Jim Sasser of
Tennessee and Harris Wofford of Pennsylvania,
failed to win. This would seem to confirm the
notion that while voters have an ex-
ceedingly low opinion of Congress,
they tend in remarkable numbers to
make exceptions for their own sena-
tors and representatives. Even such
dramatic cases as the defeat of Speaker
of the House Thomas Foley may be
attributed to local issues rather than to
a national anti-incumbent groundswell.

But it is clear that something important hap-
pened on November 8. The House of Representa-
tives is packed with newcomers. Only one veteran
of the last Republican-controlled House, Sidney
Yates, will sit, 40 years later, in the newly elected
Congress. If the explanation is not anti-incum-
bency, it is important to both political parties and
to the nation that some consensus be reached
about what the voters were saying. The actions of
our government during the next two years, as well
as the choice of candidates in 1996, will be deter-
mined in large measure by how the voters” mes-
sage is interpreted.

While the reading of tea leaves continues, some
results of the Republican victory are already clear.
WhenIended my previous column with a few words
of praise for the largely anonymous members of
congressional staffs, I scarcely imagined that some
2,000 of these dedicated men and women would find
themselves unemployed as a result of the November
election. Of course, it remains to be seen whether such
a dramatic reduction in force will result in a more
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effective, “downsized” legislative operation or in a
Congress unequipped to perform its large and com-
plex legislative and oversight functions. But there is
no question that the reduction will sharply reverse a
trend that has continued for decades.

With his usual flair for making the abstract

* concrete, Senator Danie] Patrick Moynihan, in a 1988

essay, places this trend quite properly in the context of
the Constitution-bred rivalry between the executive
and legislative branches: “Political scientists observe
a pattern of sorts: organizations in conflict become
Iike oneanother.” Moynihan begins his story with the
building of the West Wing of the White House,
initiated by William McKinley and completed under
Theodore Roosevelt in 1902. In response comes the
considerably larger House Office Building, opened in
1908, followed by the Senate Office Building in 1909.
Franklin Roosevelt builds the East Wing of the White
House, the House of Representatives soon afterward
builds its second office building, and in the 1950s the
Senate puts up its second office building. Since then,
the House has erected the Raybum Building, the
White House has taken over the buildings on the west

side of Lafayette Park, and the Senate

has built the Hart Office Building.
Moynihan concludes: “Unlike the pal-
aces of Peter the Great, these monumen-
tal piles werenotjustification unto them-
selves. They had a plain, utilitarian pur-

pose, as becomes the republic. They

were to house staff, the ultimate weapon
in the war between the branches.” The numbers tell
the story more dramatically if less colorfully: between
1945 and 1993 the total staff of the House of Represen-
tatives grew from 2,096 to 12,101, while in the Senate
the growth was proportionately even slightly larger,
from 1,177 to 7,409.

Intuitively, a six- or sevenfold increase seems on
its face excessive, and a 10 percent cut no more than
a modest correction. Nevertheless, one cannot help
speculating about the plight of 535 members of Con-
gress confronted with a 1,400-page health-care bill or
a 22,000-page General Agreement on Tariffs and
Trade. If the new, leaner structure works, if hordes of
lobbyists do not, as some suggest, fill the void left by
departed staff members, it will clearly be because
legislative procedures are improved and the activities
(many would say the intrusive activities) of the fed-
eral government are drastically curtailed.

But after all is said and done, perhaps this would
be the correct interpretation of what voters were
trying to say last November.

Charles Blitzer
Director
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