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A Marina District building after the quake. 

Life on the fault line is 

fine if you forget it. In the 

Bay Area, forgetting has 

been honed to a fine art. 

BY FENTON JOHNSON 
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IN MY PUBLIC-TRANSIT YOUTH, I CALLED IT THE 
22 Fellini, the crosstown bus that begins at the edge of 
San Francisco Bay, in the industrial flatlands that sur
round China Basin. From there the bus travels west on 
16th Street and north on Fillmore, cutting a sociological 
cross-section of one of the world's more ethnically di
verse populations. It rolls first through neighborhood.s of 
Salvadoran, Guatemalan and Honduran refugees (legal 
and otherwise); catches a corner of the city's gay neigh
borhood; then crosses Market Street, the wide diagonal 
that divides the city and operates as the main thorough
fare for its burgeoning population of homeless. 

From there it travels through the remnants of the 
Western Addition, once largely black, now increasingly 
gentrified. When it reaches the back side of Pacific 
Heights, the black and Latina maids descend and eld
erly white widows board for the precipitous drop to the 
upscale shopping districts of Union and Chestnut 
Streets. In the Marina District, the route describes a 
wide turn on a stretch of Fillmore Street, ending, as it 
began, on landfill created from the rubble of the 1906 
earthquake. 

At a certain point after the October 1989 quake, some 
of the homeless who ride the bus for shelter or distrac
tion and the women from the projects did not get off on 
the back side of Pacific Heights. Instead, they rode down 
to the flats of the Marina, where they dined on food 
contributed for earthquake victims by the gourmet deli
catessens and restaurants of Union and Chestntft 
Streets. They stocked up on clothes - nice clothes - that 
residents of the Marina and Cow Hollow and Pacific 
Heights had pulled from closets and hung on the storm 
fences erected around the Marina Middle School Disas
ter Relief Center. Laden with clothes and filled with 
some of the better food this side of the world has to offer, 
they boarded the 22 Fillmore for the journey over the hill 
to the poorer parts of town. 

Before long, questions arose: Who was taking these 
clothes? Why were we feeding people who could have 
lost nothing in the quake because, in fact, they had 
nothing to lose? First the donated food disappeared, then 
the clothes, then the hot meals provided by the Red 
Cross; then, finally, the homeless and the poor. But their 
memory remains in the Marina, as vivid as the vacant 
lots and cracked walls: a reminder of life on the edge, 
in this most precariously poised of American cities; a 
testimonial to the fragility of the social contract and 
technological infrastructure that bind modern cities to-

Fenton Johnson, author of the novel "Crossing the Riv
er," was born and raised in New Haven, Ky.; he now lives 
in San Francisco. 

San Francisco's double-decker freeways 



Quietly, without fanfare, without 
headlines, without a hint of scandal, we've 
made money for our clients for 126 years. 

The investment world has just 
come through a decade tainted by 
the scanda1ous behavior of a 
handful of unscrupulous 
practitioners. 

If you look at the financial his
tory of America, you will see 
periodic examples of similar 
behavior in one form or another. 

Always it seems as though a 
meteor is flashing across the 
financial skies. Always, though, 
the meteor crashes in flames. 

If, on the other hand, you look 
. at the 126 year history of J. & W. 
Seligman, you see something 
quite different. 

You see a company that has 
been taking very thoughtful care 
of people's money for all those 
years. By offering strategies that 
guard people's money while seek
ing to grow it. That invest for 

James, Jesse and Joseph Seligman. Three of #le eight Seligman brothers. 

profit, but always prudently. 
You see a company with a 

glorious past. A place for the 
Seligman family name among the 
great 19th century merchant 
banking names: Lehman, Gold
man, Loeb, Sachs. 

And you see a company that 
today offers investors a wide 
choice of services and managed 
investments, each with diffenng 
growth and income objectives, all 
managed with the same goal: to 
take care of people's money. 

People of great wealth. People 
whose money is invested by 
institutions. People who are indi
vidual investors. 

126 years of existence and suc
cess has enabled Seligman to 
advise with confidence, with the 

wisdom that comes with time, 
with the long view, American 
families of great wealth, in many 
cases through four generations. 
For families of new wealth, as 
well as those seeking to increase 
their wealth, it would seem 
advisable to acquaint yourself 
with a firm as olcf as Seligman. 

Seligman is entrusted with the 
management of more than $2 bil
lion of the assets of institutions, 
including some of the nation's 
largest public funds, corpora
tions, endowments and 
foundations. 

'Entrusted' is a properly 
chosen word. Because here Selig
man is entm~d with the future 
of many, many people. 

For mdividual investors Selig-

man also provides e~ty, taxable 
fixed income or tax-free invest
ments. Today Seli~an manages 
over $3.5 billion 111 assets in 35 
mutual fund portfolios with a 
broad range of investment objec
tives as well as two closed-end 
funds with over $1. 7 billion in 
assets. 

The 1990s, Seligman believes, 
will see a return to traditional val
ues in America. 

That we believe means enough 
of the behavior of the 1980s . 

We believe Americans will 
look for investments that are both 8 
prudent and profitable. · ~ 

For that, Seligman is well- .~ 
positioned to serve you. ~ 

If you would like a copy of the ~ 
handsomely illustrated history of ;; 
J. & W. Seligman & Co. Incorpo- ~ 
rated please call (800) 274-1864. o 

81 J.&W. SELIGMAN &Co. INCORPORATED • INVESTMENT MANAGERS AND ADVISORS • 130 LIBER'.IY STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y. 10006. (800)-274-1864 • 
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llckled during last year's quake. Workers, above, repair Interstate 280; most of of this busy thoroughfare has been closed since the catastrophe. 
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Above: Little was 1go6 
left standing after the 
earthquake. Below: The view 

from Russian Hill. Gas and 
water-main breaks made it 

impossible to deal with fires. 

gether, and the ways in which, in San Francisco, at least, 
the forces of nature are working to stretch that contract 
beyond its limits. 

SINCE THE PO PU LA TION EXPLOSION A TTEN
dant on the Gold Rush, San Franciscans have had a 
problem that the relatively mild-mannered quake of 
October 1989 only served to underscore: there are too 

BETTMANN ARCHIVE 

many of us crammed into a 
site that should never have 
been occupied in the first 
place. Built in the mid-19th 
century virtually overnight at 
the height of America's self
assurance, San Francisco is 
among our most outstanding, 
ongoing case studies of the 
long-term implications of 
Western man's confidence 
in his ability to triumph over 
nature. 

New York took two centu
ries to reach a population of 
150,000; San Francisco took 25 
years, and shows it. At every 
spectacular view it presents ev
idence of its builders' disregard 
of geography, geology, topogra
phy: the grid of narrow streets, 
the jumble of fire-prone houses, 
the fragility of the water supply, 
piped 200 miles from Yosemite 
National Park and stored in a 
reservoir created by a dam 
thrown across the nearest val
ley - conveniently created by 
the San Andreas fault . "Shock-

CULVER PICTURES 

ing in its obstinate abstraction," Simone de Beauvoir 
wrote of the city. "The blueprint seems to have been put 
on paper without the architect ever having seen the site." 

The city sits at the tip of a peninsula squeezed between 
two of the world's most active earthquake faults. To the 
west, the San Andreas fault dives into the Pacific just south 
of the city limits. To the east, the Hayward fault forms, 
more or less, the base of the thickly populated Berkeley 
Hills. In 1836 and 1838, San Francisco experienced earth
quakes similar in magnitude to the October 1989 quake, and 
again in 1865 and 1868. Then, in 1906, there came "The Big 
One," which released so much energy geologists generally 
credit it with "de-stressing" northern California faults for 
more than 70 years. During those years, the city rebuilt and 
its suburbs expanded over the fault lines themselves. 

All evidence indicates that this period of quiescence 
has ended. In the last IO years alone, northern California 
has experienced four quakes of 5.5 magnitude or greater 
on the Richter scale, with the October 1989 quake only 
the most severe. "If you believe in physical history 
repeating itself, we are entering a period of time in the 
next few decades where we see more and more quakes 
building up," said Joe Litehiser, seismologist at Bechtel 
Corporation and member of the city's seismic advisory 
committee. "We are chugging merrily along toward 
some very serious quakes." 

On top of these cheerful predictions, one must bear in 
mind another of the ironies of life in this lovely place that 
sets it apart from other earthquake-prone cities: the 
sources of its particular beauty and charm are the same 
characteristics that abet its periodic destruction. From its 
inception, San Francisco has been built to burn. 

"In Western cities, houses are by and large detached, 
except in San Francisco," points out Gray Brechin, an 
architectural historian. "It's the only city in the West 
built largely with row houses, which is what gives it its 
urbane feel." 



Cover that wood with paint - more reflective and 
with a far greater range of colors than brick or masonry 
- and the result is a pastel stage-set of a city, which to a 
fire looks like one vast lot of cheek-by-jowl kindling, 
nicely aged, with fireproofing the exception rather than 
the rule. The city burned six times between 1849-52 and 
again, most disastrously, after the quake of 1906. By 
then, downtown had been constructed in fire-resistant 
brick, masonry and steel, but that proved meaningless in 
the face of broken water mains, broken gas lines and the 
flames encroaching from the wood-frame structures. 
that (then as now) surrounded the financial district. 

The calendar pages flip by: it's 5:04 P.M., Oct. 17, 
1989. Moderate by the standards of 1906 and centered 
much farther from the city limits, this quake caused 
astonishing disruption: The city's emergency hotline 
went down. Confounding engineers' predictions, a section 
of the Bay Bridge collapsed. In neighborhoods built on 
landfill, gas and water mains broke - the same combi
nation that led to the 1906 fire and that will recur in every 
sizable quake. Meanwhile, many small fires went un
attended as the city's fire-fighting force concentrated on 
a single Marina District blaze. 

All San Franciscans are aware of some of this; some 
are aware of all of it, and a good deal more. The cumulative 
effect of this knowledge, exacerbated by the unnerving, 
ongoing aftershocks from the 1989 quake, is a state that one 
observer compared to the combination of bright chatter 
and tight-lipped nonchalance that fills airplanes shortly 
before takeoff. We all know the odds, and the odds on this 
particular flight on this particular day are pretty good; but 
they are odds, after all, and in San Francisco, in northern 
California, there are plenty of knowledgeable people public
ly questioning just how good they are. 

That generalized nervousness is matched by an 
obdurate refusal on the part of public officials to ac
knowledge that anything is amiss. Talking about earth-

quakes, Mayor Art Agnos of San Francisco said recently 
on ABC's "Nightline," "If you're going to tell me I'm 
going to have something in the next 25 years, save the 
information. I don't need it." 

This schizophrenic conflict between knowledge and 
denial - the certainty of the inevitable, and the need, after 
all, to go on - is characteristic of contemporary life, and 
not just here. But in San Francisco we are playing out that 
conflict with impressive particularity, in our struggle to 
deal, or not to deal, with life on the fault line. 

AFTER THE DESTRUCTION OF 1906, WITH THE 
city a virtual tabula rasa, a "Citizens' Committee" 
undertook to impose on the devastated site a street 

1gg0 Above: After the 
auake, braces were 

temporarily installed to 
shore up facades in City Hall. 
Belo)V: The North Beach 
residential area. "In Western 
cities, houses are by and 
large detached, except in 
San Francisco,'' writes an 
architectural historian. This 
type of layout makes It 
easier for fires to spread. 
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To relieve postquake stress, San Franciscans received holistic massages in the Marina District. 

plan adapted from a design completed a year 
earlier by Daniel H. Burnham, an architect and a 
prime mover behind the "City Beautiful" move
ment. Wider streets would no~only improve the 
city's esthetics, the plan's supporters argued; 
they would aid in combatting fire. "If we trust to 
individual effort, we will, of course, have an 
accidental growth, a dangerous growth, so far as 
fire is concerned," wrote Francis Newlands, a 
Nevada Senator, in his argument for Federal 
support for the plan. 

But reconforming the city to take its geology 
and topography into account would have required 
time and money from a financially strapped city 
interested in resuming the appearance of normal
cy as quickly as possible, so as to avoid the impres
sion that investment here entailed greater than 
usual risks. In that November's election, the Citi
zens' Committee plan lost resoundingly; San Fran
cisco was rebuilt on virtually the same lines as 
before. 

On April 16, 1990, a crowd of orderly Chinese
Americans descended on the ornate chamber of 
the San Francisco board of supervisors. They sat 
quietly in rows, the women with their hands folded 
neatly in their laps, the men in identical pale gray 
suits slightly brightei:- and considerably better cut 
than those of their American counterparts. They 
filled the chamber to overflowing, lined the broad 
marble steps that descend from the chamber 
doors, stood under the massive wooden braces 
installed after this most recent quake to shore up 
the building's corridors. They had closed their 
shops, locked doors on tourists and natives alike, to 
attend the board of supervisors hearing on whether 
to tear down or repair ("retrofit," in earthquake 
terminology) the Embarcadero Freeway, heavily 
damaged in the 1989 quake, and critical, in their 
view, to the tourist traffic that provides Chinatown 
with its economic lifeblood. . 

The issues were the same as in 1906: a speedy 
return to "normalcy" versus a major expenditure 
of limited resources on a distant future. 

At the supervisors' hearing, a California De
partment of Transportation (Caltrans) represent
ative, Burch Bachtold, acknowledged that the de
partment was proceeding · with retrofit plans be
fore any on-site reviews of underlying soil condi
tions, and even before its own review committees 
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had given the Embarcadero plans their final ap
proval. "We view this damage as a very large 
pothole that we're obligated to fill so as to get 
traffic under way," he said. 

The supervisors exhibited an acute aware
ness of the sea of voters and, for the most part, an 
equally impressive ignorance of the technical 
issues surrounding construction on unstable land. 
In the end, they decided not to decide, voting 6-5 
for a compromise that allows the Mayor until 
Aug. 1 to investigate financing sources and con
duct soil studies for his alternative Embarcade
ro. Meanwhile, Caltrans is well under way retro
fitting the city's other double-deck freeways - all 
damaged in the quake, all currently shored up 
with wooden braces - even as a governor's panel 
found that those efforts may be inadequate or 
pointless. 

CARL KOON, THE PLANNING COORDINATOR 
of the San Francisco Office of Emergency Serv
ices, works out of a windowless room on the ground 
floor of the city's fire department headquarters -
"a broom closet," he calls it, and it's hard to escape 
the comparison: two surplus issue desks, two com
puters, two telephones, three filing cabinets and 
enough room for the door to swing open, if the 
person at the front desk stands up. 

Koon, an affable, quake-prepared suburbanite 
(he pops open his brief case to di~play his pocket 
flashlight), opens his comments on a brave note: 
"We're better prepared today than we've ever 
been." But this conflict between political fantasy 
and the reality of his surroundings is too great to 
sustain, especially as he is being shuffled out the 
door as part of the political shake-ups that in 
California follow on the heels of large quakes and 
mass murders. "On July 1, I'm gone," he says. "If 
there's no one here, I'll lock the door and walk out." 

The Office of Emergency Services experi
ence offers an instructive lesson in California 
post-Proposition 13. With the passage of the Jar
vis-Gann tax-cutting initiative, the O.E.S. was cut 
from 13 employees to 6. At the end of Mayor 
Dianne Feinstein's administration, with the city 
facing the largest budget deficit in its history, the 
staff was cut to two, where it stood at the time of 
the 1989 quake. Mayor Agnos has committed 
himself to restoring it to six, but the city is so 

short on funds that it has to wait until the next 
fiscal year to find the money to hire those six 
(assuming that it can find the money; estimates 
place the current fiscal-year deficit at $42 mil
lion). Meanwhile, Koon's boss jumped ship follow
ing the quake, leaving Koon alone to answer the 
phone, empty the garbage, type letters, mail fli
ers and, incidentally, coordinate emergency plan
ning efforts for a city of 749,000 people located 
between two active earthquake faults. 

These are circumstances that drive a man to 
the consolations of philosophy. "It's not just the 
quake - it's everything else," Koon says. "We don't 
consult nature or think about it. In my area, they 
destroyed fruit orchards to build houses. Then the 
heavy rains came and the water had to go some
where, so it went onto the freeway and closed it for 
two days. . . . If we thought before we built, San 
Francisco probably wouldn't be here." n 

Malcolm Clark, a United States Geological 
Survey research geologist, echoes Koon's thoughts. 
"The East was settled by Europeans who lived off 
the land," Clark says. "The landscape determined 
what kind of work they did and the different kinds 
of communities they built .... The social fabric here 
is composed of people who arrived so recently that 
there's no connection between the people and the 
land." 

In California, in the West, housing patterns 
reflect our refusal to submit to nature's dictates. 
Developers build on fault lines, on cliffs, on landfill 
- until the quake, or fire, or landslide, enters to 
remind us who's really boss in the wild, wild West. 

Gradually, this is sinking in among us Eastern 
transplants. "Quake-proof" quietly passed out of 
California engineers' parlance sometime after the 
1971 San Fernando Valley quake; now it's "quake
resistant." We have thrust our deciduous roots into 
the soil and struck rock, even as the bay sparkles 
like mica, the fog rolls over Twin Peaks and gulls 
and pelicans wheel and turn under the sheer cliffs 
at Land's End. A continent is not so much meeting 
the ocean as throwing itself headlong into the sea, 
and we are permitted the privilege of witnessing 
the act. 

This would be fine, except that in San Francis
co, to witness is also to participate. The question 
San Franciscans, Californians, Westerners are 
facirig, that has been there all along, that is brought 
to the forefront by quakes, droughts, landslides, 
fires, is: Are we willing to accommodate our lives 
to the limits that the landscape imposes on our 
presence? 

"EARTHQUAKE LOVE," THEY CALLED IT AF
ter the quake of 1906-a phenomenon described by 
William James, who was teaching at Stanford that 
spring, as a euphoria among survivors, "a kind of 
uplift in the sense of a 'common lot' that (takes) 
away the sense of loneliness that gives the sharp
est edge to the more usual kind of misfortune that 
may befall a man." After the 1989 quake, there was 
an unparalleled outpouring of earthquake love, by 
no means limited to those who experienced the 
quake. Donations poured in from around the coun
try and the world. 

In part, these arose out of the national fascina
tion with San Francisco. America's most popular 
vacation city, it exists in two dimensions: the 
city in fact - once first, then second, then third, 
now fourth in size among California cities, locked 
in a struggle to maintain its viability as a cultural 
and economic hub; and the city in memory and 
imagination, constructed piecemeal from post
cards and vacationers' snapshots, but no less a 
factor in its image of itself than its real-life 'coun
terpart. 

But earthquake love arises as well from the 
fear - by no means limited to San Francisco -
that our industrialized, technocratic house of cards 
might someday collapse. To acknowledge that 
something as apparently (Continued on Page 38) 
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SAN FRANCISCO 
Continued from Page 34 

solid as terra firma itself can move, violently, and 
without warning, is to call into question the illusion 
of security and certainty at the heart of our nation
al aspirations. The quake's greatest damage, after 
all, was not in San Francisco but in the communi
ties - Santa Cruz, Watsonville - located closer to 
the epicenter. But no one, least of all the television 
crews, could resist the contrast between the Mari
na's flawlessly topiaried streets and the flaming 
houses themselves, while in the distance the twin 
deco sculptures of the Golden Gate Bridge towers 
floated serenely against a brilliant sky. 

"Earthquakes are about uncertainty and how 
unwilling we are to live with that," said Bill Barich, 
a San Francisco writer. The composer Paul 
Dresher, whose studio is one block away from 
Oakland's Cypress freeway, was working on a 
piece entitled "Power Failure" when the 1989 
quake struck. The power failed, the freeway col
lapsed, and Dresher and his company ran outside 
to face a pile of mangled concrete and crushed 
automobiles. But he's not given a thought to leaving 
either the Bay Area or his low-rent space. "As an 
artist I take risks," he said. "That's my goal, and 
what I do best. Given that, I can't see that I'd leave 
the area because of risk." 

Chicken or egg: Do people live in San Francisco 
because they live for the moment, or does the city 
itself impose that way of living on its residents? A bit 
of trivia relevant to the questimr The city has one of 
the highest percentage of renters of any American 
city - more than 65 percent. Partly this is a function 
of exorbitant housing costs, but partly it's because 
this is a city of people who choose to concern them
selves with today's concert or meal or view instead of 
tomorrow's mortgage payment, or earthquake. "I 
was watching the fog roll in one day and thinking, 
'I'm one of the luckiest people in the world to live and 
work in a city with this kind of view,'" said Michael J. 
Yaki, director of the San Francisco office of Repre
sentative Nancy Pelosi. "But then you walk away and 
say, 'Yeah, get real.' .... Living here you know you've 
made the trade-off and that someday it will all come 
tumbling down." 

In her essay "Notes of a Native Daughter," 
Joan Didion wrote: "California is a place where a 
boom mentality and a sense of Chekhovian loss 
meet in uneasy suspension; in which the mind is 
troubled by some buried but ineradicable suspicion 
that things had better work here, because here, 
beneath that immense bleached sky, is where we 
run out of continent." The· 20-plus years since 
Didion's essay have revealed what we ought, per
haps, to have known all along but were too busy 
exploiting a continent to heed: Under this immense 
bleached sky, things work about as well as several 
thousand years of recorded history might have led 
us to expect of human nature; and that, if San 
Francisco's preparation for and response to its 
earthquake-laden history is any indication, is not 
verv well at an. 

This is not to say that nothing can be done. A 
great deal might be done; engineers and politicians 
and geologists and those who ref er to themselves 
as "the earthquake perparedness community" all 
agree on this point, offering by way of example the 
Japanese, who have expended a great deal of 
money and effort on the problem. 

And there is some evidence that the lessons of 
the 1989 quake have been taken to heart, especially 
by businesses and private agencies with greater 
resources and flexibility than government. "Ev
eryone is looking very closely at their prepared
ness plans," said Marion Richie, who headed medi
cal efforts at the Marina Middle School Disaster 
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Relief Center on the night of the 
quake. In the June 5 election, vot
ers in the city and the state ap
proved several ballot initiatives 
that will finance repairs or retro
fitting of some public buildings, 
including schools. In recent years, 
seismic standards for construction 
have been tightened, so that mod
ern buildings - including the sky
scrapers of the city's financial dis
trict - have been built to improve 
the likelihood that their occupants 
will survive a severe quake, even if 
the buildings themselves are dam
aged. 

But the state-bonded debt load 
has become an issue itself, and in 
any event the funds approved are a 
fraction of those required for a 
statewide retrofitting campaign 
for seismically unsound struc
tures. And seismic building codes, 
first imposed in the late 1940's, 
apply only to new construction. 
More than 90 percent of San Fran~ 
cisco's building stock predates 
those standards, including the un-

'Shocking in its 
obstinate 
abstraction,' 
Simone de 
Beauvoir wrote 
of San 
Francisco. 'The 
blueprint seems 
to have been put 
on paper without 
the architect 
ever having 

So we're standing around 
wishing we were still in bed, when 
there's a rumble and jolt. The 
light fixtures sway, a bank guard 
dives under the nearest teller's 
desk. Lacking desks, the rest of us 
freeze - for one, two, three sec
onds; then it's over, for this time. 
"Really, this is too much," some
one mutters, heading for the door, 
but the rest of us do what you 
have to do: we laugh and turn, 
with a sense of purpose now, to 
our Bloody Marys. 

People are always in danger 
of being done in by their own 
myths, but nowhere is that more 
true than in California, the Ameri
can myth factory. For better and 
worse, we are convinced of our 
ability to outwit nature, or, bar
ring that, of our particular ability 
to survive, and to improve our
selves in the process. "My first 
reaction was bitterness," one Ma
rina survivor said. "If we did our 
civic duty we'd bulldoze the neigh-

seen the site.' 

reinforced masonry buildings that perform worst 
in earthquakes even as they provf de a roof for the 
city's poorest residents. "If we fix these buildings 
up to a standard comparable to those the city of 
Los Angeles has had in place since 1980, and allow 
landlords to pass on the costs of that strengthening, 
we'd see a 50to100 percent increase in rents,'' said 
the city Seismic Safety Program manager, Frank
lin Lew. "We have to ask ourselves: Do these people 
live in seismically hazardous buildings, or do they 
live in Golden Gate Park?" 

Lew hastens to point out that the city's building 
department is not responsible for this situation -
"We only enforce the policies set by elected offi
cials and policy makers." This, of course, is exactly 
the point. Constrained by voters' reluctance to 
accept taxes, government cannot afford to take the 
lead on these expensive issues, no matter how 
critical they may be to public safety. 

The question is not what we can do to prepare 
for the future but what we are willing to do; and this 
is not a question that Americans in general and 
Californians in particular have ever been especial
ly interested in asking. "This is a problem with 
American psychology," said Raymond J. Brady, 
director of research for the Association of Bay 
Area Governments. "We wait until we're torpe
doed, then ask how big the hole is ... ·. That's a 
cultural trait of a society that's been relatively 
affluent and without space limitations. We could 
always move to somewhere else. Why worry about 
next year?" Why indeed, except that this is San 
Francisco, where there is no more space and 
where, so far as the earthquake is concerned, next 
year was last year but with more to come. 

AT 5:12 A.M. ON APRIL 18, TWO DAYS AFTER 
the Embarcadero Freeway hearings, a band of 
some 200 gathers in the city's financial district for 
the annual . commemoration of the anniversary of 
the 1906 quake. It's all so very small-town, in this 
city with imperial aspirations: The St. Francis 
Hook and Ladder Society serves Bloody Marys, 
certificates are handed out to some 10 or 15 survi
vors of 1906, we bow our heads to pray, the emcee 
muffs his lines, the guest of honor never appears, a 
woman dressed in vaguely Victorian costume 
steps to the mike to lead us, off-key, in singing "San 
Francisco." The survivors .tell their stories, in age
tremulous voices. After the stories we file into a 

. nearby bank where pastries and coffee are being 
served amid enlarged photographs of the city after 
the quake and fire. 

borhood into the bay. But now I'm 
glad because it changed my life .. .it made me 
understand the transiency of things." 

If this sounds like a bad California joke, stop 
a moment to consider: Is there, finally, a choice, 
here or anywhere else? There is a great deal to be 
learned from an earthquake, after all. This will 
sound crazy to Easterners - it sounds crazy to 
many Californians. But there's an experience of 
force, of power, on a scale vaster than the imagi
nation can comprehend: The infinitesimally short 
pause beforehand, that split moment (far too 
short to do anything about it) when the quake 
veteran knows that the earth is about to roll over 
in its sleep; the first chatterings of pots and pans 
and glass, followed by the roll and toss, as waves 
of pure energy move through the fluid earth; that 
unearthly rumble, that incomparable growl, 
which provides a bass drone to the high-pitched 
clatter of the pots and the tumble and crash of 
breaking glass; the rush of adrenalin, as for 10 
seconds or 20 or (God forbid!) 30 and more, time 
suspends itself and you clutch uselessly at door
ways and pray. Life is reduced to a question of 
survival, no less, no more; 

This is a revelatory state, not so easily induced 
.among middle-class Americans, and (writing as 
one of the fortunate) not so unfortunately come by. 
"You were lucky," a friend insists, repeating a 
refrain heard throughout the days after the quake 
and into the present: "I was lucky," "We were 
lucky," "San Francisco was lucky." No doubt about 
it; but then most of us were, most of us are, most of 
the time. 

"The earthquake was beautiful in a perverse 
way," Paul Dresher says. "No, not perverse - it 
was great to be humbled, to see that a structure as 
solid as the Cypress Freeway can fall in a few 
seconds. My friends call me arrogant, but we need 
to be aware constantly that things are that fragile 
- that the structures of our lives that we think of 
as permanent are temporary." 

In Flannery O'Connor's "A Good Man Is Hard 
to Find," The Misfit says of the grandmother, "She 
would of been a good woman, if it had been some
body there to shoot her every minute of her life." 
Dresher is an artist, The Misfit a philosopher, but 
together they explain the phenomenon of this city, 
which has made it at once the butt of too many 
jokes, the nation's favorite escape, and - perhaps 
- a metaphor for the rest of the planet: We're all 
artists and philosophers here, living with the gun 
that we ourselves have loaded, and making it up as 
we go.• 
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A R.EPO T LAR.GE 

THIS is a story about a disaster in 
a small residential neighbor
hood, a train derailment, fol

lowed by a period of intense act1v1ty 
such as disasters call out in all Ameri
cans, or nearly all: activity involving 
rescue, public observation, cooper<!.tion, 
mourning, sensationalism, and di;cov
ery, buried within which was a small 
thread of action having to do with a 
pipeline that ran along the eastern edge 
of the railroad right-of-way. The pipe
line later ruptured, and its contents 
exploded in flame. Charles Batten, the 
chief of the Pipeline Division of the 
National Transportation Safety Board 
(N.T.S.B.), told me, "Release preced
ed ignition," which means that before 
the holocaust the contents of the pipe
line-over three hundred thousand 
gallons of high-octane gasoline-were 
sprayed over the neighborhood, so that 
when ignition occurred the houses and 
automobiles of the residents who lived 
in its path, and their lawns, plantings, 
and trees as well, were wet with fuel 
and very ready to go up in flame. 

The pipeline, which belongs to the 
Calnev Pipe Line Company, of San 
Bernardino, California, ruptured early 
in the morning on May 25th of last 
year, in Muscoy, a modest suburban 
neighborhood of San Bernardino. On 
the San Bernardino Police Department 
dispatcher log for May 25, 1989, the 
explosion has been logged in at 
8:07 A.M. The note says, "Report of 
large boom and big smoke coming into 
air." At 8:11 A.M., the report says, 
"Unit CS reports flames 200-300 feet 
in the air." 

Here is a police detective's account 
of an interview he conducted with a 
resident of the neighborhood, Ruby 
Rona, on the subject of the events of 
that morning: 

Rona said that she was in her backyard 
between 0745-0800 on Thursday, 5-25-89, 
and had just noticed a white colored rain 
falling on the house behind hers on Duffy 
Street. She said she went inside her resi
dence and shut the door. As soon as the 
door shut, she heard an explosion. She said 
right then all her windows blew in and 
there was fire all around her, and the house 
was on fire. She said everything was burn
ing. She said that she went to the bedroom 
to get her husband, and both of them went 
outside. 
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Here is a detective's account of an 
interview he conducted with another 
resident, Nancy Fricks: 

Fricks said that she and her son, Daniel 
Sweeney, age 7 years, were inside their 
residence at approximately 0805 hours on 
Thursday, 5-25-89 when she saw water 
squirting into her backyard. She said that 
her house is on the north side of Donald 
Street and that she was looking out the 
back window looking north when she saw 
the water coming from the west. She told 
Sweeney that they were going outside to 
see where the water was coming from. She 
said as they walked down the hall, they 
heard a rumble like an earthquake and the 
whole house shook. She said all the win
dows blew out of the house and plants 
inside the house were on fire, then the 
whole house was in flames. 

And here is the statement of another 
resident, Lesila Lousiale: 

I had left my room and was outside. The 
house was shaking and I saw a large white 
cloud rising up .... All at once a ball of fire 
passed the house. It was yellow in color. I 
knew that the pipeline exploded. I went 
back into the house and got everybody out. 
I got 10 people out of the house. We left 
and went east on Mesa. My son, Roy, was 
standing on the corner of our street wait
ing for the school bus. It's a good thing the 
bus was late because the children on the 
bus would have been killed. 

And an account of an interview 

with another resident, Linda White: 

This 44-year-old female was at home in 
the front room when she heard the explo
sion. She opened the front door and felt 
intense heat that pushed her back. She saw 
the entire house light up and also saw the 
flames go over her house, ran east down 
Mesa about one half block, turned back, 
entered house to get car keys, then drove 
east about four houses, stopped, and helped 
her neighbor Darlene Thomas, who is dis
abled. She was quite upset, so she drove 
herself to San Bernardino Community Hos
pital for help .... She has lived in her home 
for twenty-two years and does not want to 
go back. 

And with another resident, Clemmie 
Lee Williams: 

Williams said that he was outside across 
the street from his house on the east side of 
the street, waxing a car, when he heard a 
train go through. He said about 5 to 10 
minutes later, he heard a rumble. He 
looked up toward his house and saw a 
cloud of flame about 4 houses wide come 
over the houses on the west side of the 
street. The flame was about 10 feet higher 
than the rooftops. He said on the initial 
blast it blew his hat off and he could feel 
the heat on his face. 

I confess to two strong interests in 
reporting this story, one theoretical 
and general, the other practical and 
specific, and yet they seem to be the 
same. As for the theoretical interest, 
I have a conviction that we human 
beings are educated by Landscape, 
and I believe that every time we place 
a new device on the landscape-a 
railroad, for instance, or a pipeline 
-we are supposed to talk different
ly; that is, the world presents a new 
aesthetic pattern to the inner eye, and 
the new pattern must be reflected 
in speech and thought if the world is 
not to be a hopelessly confused place. 
As for the specific interest, it is in a 
family I met in reporting this story, 
the Atkins family-and a child of 
seven in that family named Jasmine 
Hunter. 

T HE pipeline belongs to our own 
time, and the experience of the 

Atkins family, of Duffy Street, in 
M uscoy, belongs, I think, to the pat
tern of the future that is emerging now, 
in which virtues (especially, perhaps, 
virtues of bravery and prescience) are 
preparing to face a dangerous and un
certain world. But the railroad contin-



He got up from his chair and went to 
pick it up. For a moment he peered into 
it, aroused, despite himself, by the inti
macy of what he was doing- like read
ing a woman's diary, or putting one's 
hand inside her empty shoe. Then he 
remembered his disappointment and his 
anger, and his fist closed around one of 
the vials of pills, which he quickly 
slipped into his pocket. 

"Ira, have you seen Sheila?" 
Ira dropped the purse, and whirled 

around. It was indeed his Aunt LilBan, 
but she looked very distracted and 
didn't seem aware of having caught Ira 
in the act. She kept tugging at the 
fringes of her wildly patterned scarf. 

"Not recently,'' said Ira. "Why?" 
Aunt Lillian explained that some

one, having drunk too much, had fallen 
onto the train of Sheila's gown and 
torn it slightly; this had seemed to upset 
Sheila a good deal, and she had gone 
off somewhere, no one knew where. 
The bathrooms and the lobbies of the 
hotel had all been checked. The cake
cutting was fifteen minutes overdue. 

"I'll find her,'' said Ira. 
He went out into the high, cool lobby 

and crossed it several times, his heels 
clattering across the marble floors and 
his soles susurrant along the Persian 
carpets. He climbed a massive oak stair
case to the mezzanine, where he passed 
through a pair of French doors tl}at 
opened onto a long balcony overlook
ing a sparkling pool. Here he found 
Sheila, dropped in one corner of the 
terrace like a blown flower. She had 
taken the garland from her brow and 
was twirling it around and around in 
front of her face with the mopey fasci
nation of a child. When she felt Ira's 
presence she turned, and, seeing him, 
broke out in a teary-eyed grin that he 
found very difficult to bear. He walked 
over to her and sat down beside her on 
the rough stucco deck of the balcony. 

"Hi,'' he said. 
"Are they all going nuts down 

there?" 
"I guess. I heard about your dress. 

I'm really sorry." 
"It's all right." She stared through 

the posts of the balustrade at the great 
red sun going down over Santa Moni
ca. There had been a lot of rain the 
past few days, and the air was 
heartbreakingly clear. "You just feel 
like such a, I don't know, a big stupid 
puppet or something, getting pulled 
around." 
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"If this doesn't distract him, Ulysses, 
we'll go with the sheep idea." 

• • 

Ira edged a little closer to his cousin, 
and she laid her head against his shoul
der and sighed. The contact of her 
body was so welcome and unsurprising 
that it frightened him, and he began to 
fidget with the vial in his pocket. 

"What's that?" she said, at the faint 
rattle. 

He withdrew the little bottle and 
held it up to the dying light. There was 
no label of any kind on its side. 

"I sort of stole them from your 
friend Carmen." 

Sheila managed an offhand smile. 
"Oh-how did that work out? I saw 

you dancing." 
"She wasn't for me,'' said Ira. He 

unscrewed the cap and tipped the vial 

into his hand. There were only two 
pills left: small, pink, shaped like com
mas- two little pink teardrops. "Any 
idea what these are? Could they be beta 
carotene?" 

Sheila shook her head and extended 
one hand, palm upward. At first Ira 
thought she wanted him to place one of 
the pills upon it, but she shook her 
head; when he took her outstretched 
fingers in his she nodded. 

"Ira,'' she said in the heaviest of 
voices, bringing her bridal mouth to
ward his. Just before he kissed her he 
closed his eyes, brought his own hand 
to his mouth, and swallowed, hard. 

"My darling,'' he said. 
-MICHAE L CHABO 



ues to generate a nineteenth-century 
energy. The Southern Pacific line from 
which a freight train derailed into 
Muscoy runs from Mojave to Colton 
and falls officially in the Mojave subdi
vision of the railroad's Los Angeles 
division. It runs through the small 
boom city of Palmdale, where the 
Stealth bomber is being built, and 
through desert. Palmdale is a sight. 
Everywhere there are new real-estate 
developments, which look as much like 
the traditional sort of subdivision l s a 
cellular phone looks like standard mod
els. The houses are very close together, 
so the effect is more like Queens than 
like Scarsdale, but each community has 
very strong boundaries-one does not 
merge into another. In fact, these com
munities almost always have walls. 
They look like small walled cities in 
the desert. The houses often have the 
Spanish "touches" that are common in 
California, but the fact of their hud
dling so close together, and the high 
walls, and the desert landscape cause 
one to think of something Moorish. 
These communities do not seem to 
derive from the existing Southern Cal
ifornia mission-Spanish tradition in ar
chitecture. Someone seems to have gone 
back to the gene pool and brought out a 
new strain. 

Mojave itself, which is where the 
Southern Pacific freight train that de
railed in M uscoy set out from, is no 
such new thing. It is an old wall phone 
of a place. What a place! The railroad 
and California's Highway 14 run par
allel and they go with great strength, 
like Olympic runners, and yet, just a 
hundred yards away, there are such 
sweet, dilapidated places-streets on 
which only a few cars a day move, a 
barbershop that closed without remov
ing all its fixtures or closing its blinds, 
an old movie theatre that's shut up 
really tight. There are restaurants, 
bars, those new low-end motels which 
are clean, neat, and cheap, and the huge 
desert sky. From here one branch of the 
Mojave subdivision of the S.P. runs 
north and west to Bakersfield (which is 
where the crew of the freight that we 
are talking about came from), and an
other branch runs north from Mojave 
up the back side of the Sierra Nevada
up toward Lone Pine, for instance. 
From Lone Pine the freight that ended 
up all over Muscoy came down to a 
railroad siding near Mojave to be load
ed into S.P.l-MJLBP-11, also called 

Extra 7 5 51 East, which is the train we 
are talking about. 

And Lone Pine! The road to Lone 
Pine is desolate and beautiful still, with 
the Sierra rising up on the west side of 
the road. I mean all at once. 

South of Lone Pine is Owens Lake, 
a dry lake. And what Owens Lake is is 
one big deposit of sodium carbonate, a 
crystal that is known in the market
place as trona. Of all the basic com
mercial things in the world, the min
ing of trona by the Lake Minerals 
Corporation, of Lone Pine, Califor
nia, must be among the most basic. God 
has made the trona; the State of Cali
fornia grants leases to segments of 
the place where God has put it. You, 
Mr. Trona Man, dig it out of the lake 
bed, where it is right there waiting; 
dry it a little, getting the dampness 
out; and load it onto trucks, or onto 
railroad cars. 
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a boat called the Will-Su usually turns 
out to represent someone's children 
William and Susan. In any case, the 
railroad comes down from near Lone 
Pine, where a small company mines 
minerals out of a dry lake bed, to 
Mojave, the old railroad town, and 
Palmdale, where some sort of neo
suburb configuration has emerged 
around the defense industry, and then 
down through the desert to the com
munity of Muscoy, where a freight 
derails. 

SUMMARY: 

On Friday, May 12, 1989, at about 
7:37 A.M., Southern Pacific Freight 
Train 1-MJLBP-11, also called 
Southern Pacific Extra 7551 East, hav
ing lost control after cresting the Cajon 
Pass, in the mountains northeast of Los 
Angeles, ran away twenty miles down 
the mountainside until it reached 

There's one hitch to the trona busi- Muscoy, where it left the tracks adja-
ness: bulk. Trona is heavy, and you cent to the back yards of the residents 
don't get anything for just a little bit of . of Duffy Street. Seven houses we~e de
it. When people want trona, they want stroyed, four houses were seriously 
tons of it-hundreds and thousands of damaged, two members of the Southern 
tons of it-perhaps for use in deter- Pacific crew were killed, and so were 
gents. two young boys, aged seven and nine, 

So here, I'm saying, is the layout of who lived at 2348 Duffy Street, a house 
the story-the combination of land- that was completely destroyed. The de
scape and human activity from Lone railed train consisted of four head loco
Pine to Muscoy. In Muscoy there is a motives, sixty-nine hopper cars, each 
most complicated thing: a small human loaded with a hundred tons of trona, 
community nestled right next to a great and two "helper" locomotives. 
nineteenth-century vector, the rail- Thirteen days later, on May 25th, at 
road, and a great twentieth-century about 8:05 A.M., after an extensive
vector, a pipeline carrying hazardous almost an amazingly extensive-and 
liquid. And is now a good time to efficient cleanup-and-rescue operation 
mention that this pipeline delivers jet in the Mus coy neighborhood, a four
fuel to three Air Force bases in the teen-inch-outside-diameter pipeline 
desert-strange things, these bases out ruptured, "released its product and ig
in the middle of nowhere-and almost nited." In this second disastrous event, 
all the gasoline used by the wonderful two people were killed and eleven hous
city of Las Vegas, Nevada? Calnev, the es were destroyed. 
name of the pipeline company, stands 
for California-Nevada, of course-or, 
at least, one assumes that it does, since T HE surface of things is interest

ing. Of course it is. Going deep is 
often important, but understanding the 
surface of things is always important, 
too. So now, from the larger maps of 
M uscoy-P almdale-M oj ave-Owens 
Lake, we consider a smaller area: just 
the neighborhood of Muscoy, and not 
even that, just a few streets, and, right 
now, even less, just Duffy Street, and, 
most especially, Lots 72 through 79 on 
the west side of the street, near the 
railroad (and the pipeline). 

I am looking at a picture taken of the 
Muscoy neighborhood shortly after the 
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derailment. In the top half of the pic
ture one sees a typical small suburban 
subdivision (some of this will be incin
erated when the pipeline ruptures and 
its "product" ignites); in the middle of 
the picture is Duffy Street. On what we 
will call the east side of Duffy Street 
(the direction is more like northeast), 
the houses are intact; on what we will 
call the west side of Duffy Street is a 
remarkable ·sight-dozens of freight 
cars scattered among ten or so houses. 
It is as though a god had hurled 
them there. The picture I am looking 
at is an aerial view. The existence 
of model railroads makes this photo
graph strange to look at, because that 
is what it looks like: a miniature 

• 
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world in which things have gone awry. 
Now I am looking at two maps. One 

shows part of the big curve on which 
the train derailed; this represents a 
slightly larger area than is shown in 
the photograph. One sees the curve 
coming toward Duffy Street. The rail
road does not run straight-and, in
deed, Duffy Street itself is U-shaped. 
The bottom of the U runs very close 
to the track (and the pipeline) as the 
street and the track curve, so that on 
this map one sees them touching. On 
this map is marked a "theoretical point 
of derailment." Looking closely, one 
can make out lot numbers on Duffy 
Street. They are indistinct, but they are 
there. 

I am looking at another map. I am 
looking for the point of rupture
where the pipeline exploded. I see it 
marked on the map at Lot 76. This was 
2336 Duffy Street, which had been 
"99% destroyed" in the derailment. 
Four or five hopper cars were stacked 
on top of the house. 

As to the derailment: this map, too, 
shows the railroad curve actually 
touching the private property of Duffy 
Street residents, at Lots 73 (the "theo
retical point of derailment"), 7 4, and 
7 5. I mean, just a look at the maps says, 
"The train left the track as it entered 
the curve; Duffy Street is laid out in 
such a way that it comes right into the 
beginning of the curve, the most dan
gerous point; the eight most vulnerable 
lots would be Lots 72 to 79." If, in 
addition to these maps, one has a pho
tograph of the situation after the de
railment, one may say, "Yes, just so, 
the locomotives left the rails at the top 
of the curve, sailed into the neighbor
hood for a little bit, and landed on Lots 
78 and 79, pulling the freight cars 
behind them in such a way as to destroy 
that part of U -shaped Duffy Street 
which most closely touched the railroad 
curve." 

I T is wonderful how railroad life 
continues to produce railroad men, 

and how railroad men speak about rail
road life in a way that makes it palpa
ble. Here is Larry J. Hill, locomotive 
engineer (he was running the helper 
locomotives on Extra 7 5 51 East), talk
ing before William C. Pugh, then in
vestigator in charge of the Railroad 
Accident Division of the N.T.S.B., in 
the San Bernardino Room of the San 
Bernardino Hilton in May of last year, 
a few days after the derailment (more 
on Mr. Pugh later): 

"I went to visit a friend of mine who 
works for Amtrak. And we discussed 
the hours of service laws you know to 
him. And then just general friendship 
talk. And I'm not sure of the exact time 
that I left. I think I left around 3:30 or 
4:00 and I rented three videos and went 
home to watch those. And I think 
during one of those I went out to get 
something to eat. I'm a bachelor. And 
I very rarely eat at home. I always go 
out to eat. And I went to bed around 
midnight. And read until about 2:00 in 
the morning. And got up on Thursday 
morning at about 10:00 A.M • • .• And 

; . 
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I got up and showered and I don't 
remember for sure I got a haircut that 
day .... At night I watched t.v. and at 
11 :30 I got a call. I just went to bed, 
just got under the covers at 11 :30. And 
I got a call for a 1 :30 A.M. on duty. 
And reported there at 1 :30 ... and 
probably about 1 :50 we got in the 
carryall .... 

"And at about 2:00 we departed for 
Dike [a stop in the Mojave subdivi
sion] where we were supposed to take a 
relief, the helper engineer that was up 
there. And at approximate
ly 2:30 we arrived at the 
Dike siding. We found the 
helper [locomotives] sitting 
at the siding .... We got 
out of the carryall. I talked 
to Mike Barnes, the engi
neer I was relieving. He gave 
me a description of the 
power. He told me the dy
namics [braking system] 
on our trailing unit, I think 
it was the 8317. Yeah 
8 31 7 were in bad order. 

"So I got up into the cab and got 
comfortable and proceeded to take the 
signal. We departed the Dike siding at 
my records show it was at 2:30 also 
because we were just there for a few 
minutes. And when we were leaving 
there Mike Barnes called on the carry
all radio and said that my rear head
light was not working. I tried-I 
flipped it to bright and I could see it 
was working there but evidently it 
wasn't working on dim. So right after 
I crossed the road crossing which is just 
west of Dike I stopped, went back and 
tried to see what the problem was. And 
I couldn't get it to work .... So I just 
put an individual control and turned it 
on at the control stand back there. And 
it seemed to work on dim that way for 
some reason. I don't know why. And 
then I went back to the controlling unit 
and we proceeded again. 

"And as far as I remember we had 
green signals all the way to Palmdale 
Number Two. And well I might also 
mention that upon starting out I 
checked the speedometer and several 
gauges because I at the first got a 
reading that showed the speedometer 
was way off and it was giving me a 
lower reading than it should be .... 
And then I checked it two more times 
and it showed right on. So it must have 
been a mile post or something that was 
off. And so I was satisfied the speedom
eter was reasonably accurate .... 
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"And so I called the dispatcher and 
said something to the effect you know, 
what would you like me to do, we're 
here." 

Mr. Hill and his two helper locomo
tives, one with good dynamic-braking 
capability and one with none at all, 
were told to couple onto the rear of a 
train on the main line at the Palmdale 
No. 2 station, which is south of 
Mojave, between Mojave and San Ber
nardino in the Mojave subdivision. 
Then they proceeded westward on this 

track about seventeen miles 
to the Ohan station, where 
Extra 7 5 51 East, with four 
lead locomotives and sixty
nine freight cars, was wait
ing for them. Mr. Hill con
tinues: 

"I would say it would 
probably have had to have 
been 5:30 or so 5:25 that we 
departed .... And we pro
ceeded until ... we crested 

'- the hill [atop the Cajon ui.-Telh.. 
Pass]. And as we were ap-

proaching the top, the speed limit 
dropped .... I was throttling down 
probably prior to hitting the west 
switch Hiland ... and worked into dy
namics [the dynamic-braking system 
-one of the two principal braking 
systems on a freight train; air brakes 
are the other]. And somewhere after he 
crested the hill he called me and asked 
me if I was in dynamics. And I said I 
was in full or I think I said I was in 
full. I don't remember exactly what I 
said. But I talked to him there and said 
I was in full dynamics. And the speed 
limit or the speed did get up a little high 
coming through; we were out of 
Hiland when we crested the hill. And 
he increased the set [of the air brakes] 
and got the speed back down to thirty 
or thereabouts. And I relaxed. You 
know you're more alert you know when 
you're changing status. Cresting the 
hill you're alert for any kind of vibra
tion or change in the slack or you're 
more alert to the radio listening into 
what's going on and also watching 
your gauges. Because you don't want 
to do anything that will-I'll use the 
word mess up the road engineer on the 
head end that will go against what he's 
trying to do to control the train. 

"The train was back and stabilized 
at the speed limit, thirty miles an hour. 
And you know I relaxed a little bit then 
because the crisis was over you know 
cresting the hill and balancing the 
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grade. And just started just rolling the 
train. He did have heavy set [of air 
braking] under it. As I remember it 
was eighteen pounds set on the brakes. 
So I was exceptionally cautious or 
aware of smoking brakes .... And ev
erything was smooth. Like I say !
with the heavy set I expected a lot of 
smoking brakes and possible fire. So I 
was rolling the train carefully to ob
serve any fire. Maybe we'd drop some 
fire or something on the right-of-w;.y. 
And I was surprised how little smoke 
we did have on the train. By then it 
was fairly bright out and, or, you 
know, daylight was there. And the next 
thing-I think it was somewhere 
around Canyon [another stop in the 
Mojave subdivision] or out of Canyon 
-the brake or the speed started picking 
up .... I don't remember the exact set
tings. I got the impression he was 
increasing it in steps .... My impres
sion was that he did it in like two pound 
increments, increased . 

"And we had gotten up to full ser
vice and the speed was like forty miles 
an hour and ... I was quite frankly 
getting mad because I didn't-because 
he-it appeared we were speeding and 
I didn't want to .... And at forty-five 
I finally had enough and I put the train 
in. emergency. And at first the speed 
dropped. We dropped about two, one 
or two miles an hour. And then it 
started creeping up again .... And the 
speed started coming up like I said 
again after we put it in emergency. And 
I knew we were ahead then. And we 
got up to around fifty and then I heard 
the road engineer call West Colton. I 
believe it was AGYM [Assistant Gen
eral Yard Master], to inform them that 
we had a problem. And I don't remem
ber his exact words but it was some
thing like-his voice was calm-he 
said, we had a problem. And at that 
point I felt his message did not convey 
the seriousness of what was coming 
down on the side of the hill. So I got on 
there and I called 'Mayday, Mayday' 
to clear the radio waves. And I told 
them we had a-I don't remember the 
exact words-we had a serious prob
lem. We had a runaway on the hill. I 
don't think I told them where we were. 
I don't remember. And at various 
points I remember when we were ap
proaching Dike real close I was con
cerned about the road crossing because 
I figured at the speed we were going 
which I think was somewhere around 
fifty-five, at that time the gates would 
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probably not come down in time. And 
it was shortly thereafter that we just 
prepared for the derailment, the crash 
or whatever. I got down on the floor 
behind the control stand, braced my 
back against the back panel and my 
head against the panel, my feet up 
against the control stand. I had the 
radio in my hand. I was calling out the 
speeds to the brakeman as we were 
increasing. And I did make some other 
attempts to call somebody or to talk to 
somebody on the radio. I don't remem
ber exactly what I said or where I said 
it. I remember calling out the speed 
when we hit ninety. And then I re
member after the derailment I called 
and I said we were on the ground. And 
that's about it." 

H ERE is another railroad man
Frank Holland, the head-lOco

motive engineer of Extra 7 5 51 East
replying to questions from Daniel 
Raskin, of the Human Performance 
Group of the N.T.S.B.: 

HOLLAND: We got to Hiland and 
everything seemed to be fine. We 
hadn't had any problem with the train 
at all, nothing that would indicate 
surely that there was something wrong. 
I tipped over the top of Hiland five 
miles under what we had calculated 
from our graph what the speed should 
have been. So we came over there-

RASKIN: What speed were you do
ing? 

HOLLAND: We had figured with the 
dynamics we had and the tons per 
operative brake and everything, that we 
could do 30 down the hill, that's what 
we had calculated, 30 miles per hour 
was what we were allowed. Well like I 
said I topped over Hiland about 25 
which I always try to do a little under, 
I try to brake up to the speed. So we 
came over Hiland was doing fine, we 
put an initial set in it and I could feel 
the train coming over, you know, it 
comes down on top of you a little bit 
more as it comes around the curve there 
at Hiland. It was starting to run on me 
a little bit, I gave it some more dynam
ics trying to get it to settle down a little 
bit. I called the helper, I said do I have 
all your dynamics. At that point he told 
me you will have in just a minute 
assuming that he had gone to run 8 
dynamics in his power, he didn't tell 
me anything else, that was all. At that 
point it was starting to pick up a little 
on me, meaning that it might have 
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gotten a little bit over 30 at that point. 
I put some more air into it and made an 
additional set which was what I mean 
by putting air into it. And the train 
settled down and on the curves it han
dled fine. As the train was coming 
down the hill the binding ·of the train 
in the curves I had no problem han
dling it at all. I anticipated no problem. 
As we came down further, and as 
you're coming down Canyon there are 
a few places there where it will run on 
you, meaning that it's less curvy and so 
what you had holding the train back in 
the curves-you no longer had that 
resistance of the curves so the train will 
pick up a little speed, but I was com
pensating fine. The train was handling 
fine. And as we came on down we 
started to get into the straights, the 
straight track, and it started to pick up 
on me .... And from that point it nev
er slowed down, it only continued to 
pick up momentum until we came to the 
curve at the bottom of Dike .... 

RASKIN: Do you know what speed 
you actually obtained on the way down 
through there? 

HOLLAND: I believe we were doing 
at least 100 miles an hour. The speed
ometer only went to 80, but it was way 
past that. I mean it was as far as it could 
go .... I told him, Everett [the con
ductor], this train's not slowing down 
man. And you know he says, well do 
what you can, you know, do what you 
can, do what you have to. 

RASKIN: Is there anything else that 
you can think of right now that might 
assist us in our investigation? 

HOLLAND: We might look into the 
fact that maybe those cars were heavier 
than what they were supposed to 
be .... I said that from the weight of 
that train on that profile to the number 
of cars we had to the tons per operative 
brake, I didn't see how that train could 
be that light. I don't know, I didn't 
question it, I never had any reason to 
question it before. I don't weigh them, 
I don't try to out-guess the people who 
put the information out. All I can do is 
assume that this information is correct. 
I don't want to kill anybody. I don't 
want to die myself. But if it's not 
correct I can't operate and make deci
sions to handle a train like that unless I 
have the correct information. If I know 
what's going on. 

T HE two factors most under ques
tion during the time I was writ

ing this piece were the braking capacity 
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of the locomotives and the weight of 
the cargo-trona, dried lake bottom, 
sixty-nine hundred tons of it. 

The head-end engineer, Mr. Hol
land, had been told he was pulling a 
train that weighed about sixty-one 
hundred tons. In fact, the real trailing 
tonnage (the weight of the cargo plus 
the weight of the cars) was closer to 
nine thousand tons. He also thought 
that, of the six locomotives he had on 
his train (four in front and two in tJie 
rear), four had full dynamic-braking 
capacity ("dynamic braking" has been 
explained to me by Mr. Pugh, of the 
N.T.S.B., as something like putting 
your car in gear to brake while going 
down a hill), one had "intermittent" 
braking capacity, while the remaining 
unit was completely without dynamics. 
The fact is, however, that Larry Hill 
-of the helper locomotives in the rear 
-failed to tell him what the engineer 
he relieved at the Dike station had told 
him: that Engine 8317 of the helper 
had no dynamic-braking capacity. And 
another fact. The N.T.S.B. investiga
tion showed that Mr. Holland's third 
locomotive (which he thought had 
good dynamic brakes) had only partial 
braking, or perhaps none at all, so that 
out of six locomotives, Extra 5 7 71 East 
had only two with fully reliable dy
namic brakes. 

And the trona. If the cargo had come 
from almost anywhere else, Albert 
Hale, an assistant chief dispatcher of 
the Southern Pacific Transportation 
Corporation, has said, it would have 
been accurately weighed, and the accu
rate weight correctly entered in the 
S.P.'s computer in Los Angeles. But, 
as it was, the shipper, Lake Minerals 
Corporation, of Lone Pine, California, 
was new at shipping by rail, was operat
ing from an obscure town, and was 
using an improvised setup to get its 
cargo to the docks. And yet the man 
in charge of shipping, William Mc
Clung, was careful. This was his sec
ond shipment of trona, not his first. 
The first time, he had shipped too little, 
and the ship carrying the trona to 
Colombia had left somewhat light. 
This second time, he was determined 
to get exactly the right weight-not 
too much, because if there should be 
extra trona sitting at the dockside he 
would have to do something with it, 
maybe truck it back to Owens Lake. 
(That's what happened to the trona 
that was dumped into the little 
neighborhood of Muscoy, by the way; 
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it was scooped up and trucked back to 
Owens Lake.) 

So Mr. McClung, of the Lake Min
erals Corporation, carefully arranged 
to weigh the trona being loaded into 
the big freight cars at a railroad siding 
in Rosamond, near Mojave. He hired a 
company that had a front-end-loader 
with a weighing device. He then had a 
truckload weighed and reweighed, us
ing this loader with a weighing device, 
and each time he measured a truckload 
it came out the same, so he was sure he 
had loaded a hundred tons into each 
freight car. 

Now, at Rosamond, the siding . is 
only so long; you can't handle as ma.ny 
cars as this big trona shipment was 
going to take, so Mr. McClung's tropa 
was handled in three different batc~es 
-one batch of thirty-two cars, a s€c
ond batch of fifteen cars, and a third 
batch of twenty-two. Each of these 
different batches was handled by a dif
ferent Southern Pacific yard clerk. In 
order to release a group of freight cars, 
you have to enter a weight for the cars 
you are handling into the Southern 
Pacific computer. I must say that "red 
tape" does not begin to describe the 
postcolonial situation we are about to 
encounter here, and the computer part 
just makes it stranger. In any case, to 
begin with, each yard clerk entered a 
different estimate of what the trona in 
each car weighed. Yard Clerk No. 1 
estimated that each car carried fifty 
tons of trona. Yard Clerk No. 2 said -
his trona weighed seventy-five tons a 
car, and Yard Clerk No. 3 said that 
each car carried sixty tons. All three 
weights were guesses. The yard clerks 
didn't feel bad about guessing because 
they thought the weight they put in 
would be superseded by the Southern 
Pacific rate clerk in Los Angeles when 
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that gentleman got the shipper's bill of 
lading, which would have the correct 
weight as supplied by the shipper, Mr. 
McClung. Remember: Mr. McClung, 
the shipper, has taken great pains to 
load each car with exactly one hundred 
tons of trona; but since that is the 
amount he has paid for, he doesn't 
know he has to tell anybody he has done 
this. 

Now, what we are talking about so 
far is the car file of the Southern Pacific 
computer. It was the figures from the 
car file of Extra 7 5 51 East (composed 
of three wildly different, inaccurate 
guesses) that ended up in the hands of 
the train's engineer. As Engineer Hol
land said, "I didn't see how that train 
could be that light." He also said, "I 
don't try to out-guess the people who 
put the information out." 

The bill of lading in this case was 
the responsibility of the shipping clerk 
in Mojave. As it happened, Mr. 
McClung had occasion to sit and talk 
with the Mojave shipping clerk as 
they filled out and signed the form, 
but the subject of the weight of the 
cars didn't come up. Later, when it 
came time for the shipping clerk to fax 
the bill of lading to the rate clerk in 
Los Angeles, he suddenly realized that 
he needed the weights-but by then, 
Mr. McClung had gone, and the 
shipping clerk couldn't find his phone 
number. And instead of calling direc
tory assistance in Lone Pine, he did just 
what the three yard clerks before him 
had done: he took a guess- one hun
dred and twenty thousand pounds per 
car, or sixty tons-whi~h happened 
to be the same as the guess taken by 
Yard Clerk No. 3, although they cer
tainly didn't confer about it. So one has 
inaccurate guesses by the yard clerks 
and a bill of lading with another 
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guess. And now we come to 
the rate clerk. 

RATE CLERK: My title 
and my job is considered rate 
clerk. What I do is I normal
ly Monday through Friday I 
code up all the information 
for the billers who actually 
do the weigh billing and put 
it in the computer system the 
shipping orders that the dif
ferent shippers submit to us. 
This particular Saturday 
that I worked the job it's a 
job where I work by myself. 
And I write up all the infor

mation that's on the shipping order. 
And then what I do is I eventually 
enter this in the computer .... 

Okay. As of next month I will be 
working for Southern Pacific for twen
ty years. I would say eighty per cent of 
that time I've spent doing what I'm 
doing right now. I've been involved 
strictly with the billing part of it and 
with the shipping orders .... I nor
mally work Monday through Friday. 
And we, I've never dealt with this 
company before. This is the first time 
that I've run across a shipment like 
this. And this particular job that I work 
on Saturday and Sunday I'm filling in 
on overtime. I was filling in Saturday 
and Sunday. So I've been working sev
en days a week .... 

WILLIAM MEEKER [of the 
N.T.S.B.]: Okay. So on the consist in 
question here how did you know what 
weight to enter for that commodity? 

RATE CLERK: What I-well the 
shipper had on the shipper note that 
was faxed to us had listed a weight of 
129,000 pounds, 120,000 pounds per 
car. Now, when I did total up the 
shipments there were 69 cars. So I got 
a grand total weight of-I did make an 
error on that, yes. What I did was 
when I calculated the total weight on 
the cars I had put 129,000. Instead of 
hitting the zero I hit a nine. So I 
actually made the weights heavier than 
what was submitted on the shipping 
order. So what they had submitted was 
120,000 pounds per car. I actually en
tered it as 129,000 pounds per car .... 
Now if a shipper does not list the 
weight on a commodity where we need 
a weight I, we, normally try to contact 
the shipper and get the actual weight 
of the shipment. An example of this 
would be your mechanical reefer cars 
where you have a perishable shipment. 
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We have to have a weight on that. 
MEEKER: Okay. In this case
RATE CLERK: In this case the 

weight was already listed on the ship
ping order. 

Here is a good thing that did happen 
-but it did not make a difference. 
After all this mess of guess weights, 
wrong estimates, missed connections, 
lack of communication, and wrong 
keys hit on the computer, a man, al~ost 
like an angel, steps into the procedure 
and pierces the layers of error. This is 
Mr. Hale, the assistant train dispatcher 
at Colton, whose job it was to assign 
locomotives to Extra 7 551 East which 
would be sufficiently powerful to haul 
it. Mr. Hale looked at the transfer 
information from the man he relieved 
and said to himself, "Sixty-nine cars of 
trona, that would be a hundred and 
thirty tons a car-what does that 
equal?-we'll need locomotive power 
enough to pull that weight." And then 
he set about arranging for that amount 
of power, which involved his calling 
for the helper-Mr. Hill's unit of two 
locomotives on the back of the train. 
He didn't look at any of the computer 
files at all. He didn't need to, because 
early in his career Mr. Hale had han
dled freight cars of trona. Unlike the 
rate clerk, he knew all about it. Not 
trona from Lone Pine but Trona from 
a town called Trona, where there is an 
operation bigger than the one at Lone 
Pine. Cars coming out of there, Mr. 
Hale happened to remember, weighed a 
hundred and thirty tons-a hundred 
tons of cargo, thirty tons for the car. 
Everything should have been fine. But 
Mr. Hale didn't know that one of the 
two helper locomotives he assigned to 
Extra 7 5 51 East hadn't any dynamic 
braking. 

I F you are looking for the old-timer 
in this story, look no further: meet 

William Pugh, who has recently been 
made chief of the Railroad Division of 
the National Transportation Safety 
Board. Mr. Pugh, now sixty-two years 
old, was (by his own description) just a 
poor boy living in Baltimore, which is, 
of course, a railroad town. He worked 
on the railroad from the age of seven
teen, and in time he rose to be the head 
of the Car Maintenance Department of 
the Pennsylvania Railroad, which is 
quite a rise. As head of maintenance, 
he was in charge of all the locomotives 
and all the other equipment that moved 

along the rails (though not of the rails 
themselves), and that is a big job on any 
big railroad. He was schooled in the 
Old School, and lived through the 
decline of the Old School: he worked 
for the ill-fated Penn Central combine 
for a while, then left that mess to 
become the head of the Mechanical 
Department of the Chicago & North 
Western. While he was at the North 
Western, there was an accident at Glen 
Ellyn, Illinois, and in the context of 
that accident Mr. Pugh met some peo
ple from the N.T.S.B., including a 
man named Elmer Garner, with whom 
he had worked many years before on 
the Pennsylvania. Garner asked Mr. 
Pugh to come to Washington, and he 
did. 

Mr. Pugh looks as if he could go 
back in a time machine and work on a 
railroad circa 1900 without experienc
ing any discomfort. On the other hand, 
he is up to date. I visited Mr. Pugh in 
his office in Washington and asked him 
about runaway trains. He said that in 
terms of devastation-of damage to life 
and property-the accident in San Ber
nardino was the biggest he had ever 
seen. 

I asked Mr. Pugh about other rail
road accidents involving runaway trains. 
I said that a runaway train seemed to 
me almost like a nineteenth-century 
thing-something old-fashioned. 

"Subsequent to the San Bernardino 
derailment, unfortunately, they've had 
two more out there at San Bernardino. 
But not resulting in accidents. They 
.had two runaways subsequent to the 
one we were out there on." 

"Not on that track from the Cajon 
Pass?" 

"Yes. Over to Cajon Pass, right." 
I expressed surprise. The Cajon Pass 

is at the top of the mountain, at Hiland. 
("Cajon" is commonly pronounced 
"Cahone.") 

"They were able to get them 
stopped, fortunately," Mr. Pugh said. 

"Had they not stopped they would 
have ended up in that same kind of 
situation?" 

"Well, they could have ended up in 
that same kind of situation .... They 
wouldn't have made that curve down 
there, probably the same as this fella 
didn't .... As to Engineer Holland, 
our computer simulations indicate that 
after he left the compound curves up 
top it doesn't look like he'd have been 
able to get it stopped .... He was going 
to go off that curve at M uscoy; over-
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turning speed at that curve is some
where like about fifty-five miles an 
hour, and, of course, he was up well 
over that, in the hundred to hundred 
and four miles an hour, maybe as high 
as a hundred and seven miles an 
hour .... There was a series of real 
errors made in this accident, and, of 
course, that's like any accident
there's some mistakes that are made. 
Here we had a gross overweight from 
what the engineer understood; we had 
equipment that wasn't functioning
we had locomotives that didn't have 
dynamic braking that nobody knew 
about." 

Mr. Pugh took us to his outer office 
and showed us two big aerial photo
graphs of the Muscoy neighborhood
one taken after the derailment, the 
other after the pipeline explosion. He 
got them from behind a couch, and 
spread them out on a table. His actions 
were deliberate and simple. He was a 
man at ease. 

"How do you live with all this death 
and destruction?" I asked. 

He didn't answer that one. The pho
tographs, blown up to four feet by six 
feet, looked like battlefield shots-the 
First World War, maybe. 

I turned to him. "On the Pennsylva
nia Railroad, in 1949, would there 
have been someone keeping better track 
of the situation than we had here?" 

He took a minute's thought and said, 
"I think rail management as a whole 
has scaled back over the years, but 
you'd have to look at it in its total: 
they've introduced more efficiency 
within the system, which allows them 
to have less management people. In the 
old days, in 1949, practically every car 
was weighed. There were scales all 
over the place; you had scale cars that 
went testing them. Now you have a lot 
of weigh-in-motion scales .... You 
have one in Colton Yard, but he never 
made Colton Yard. In a weigh-in
motion scale, an engine pulls the cars 
across the scale-very expensive, very 
sophisticated. So a lot of the bulk ship
ments now-coal, everything-are 
weighed that way. But not at the mine 
- not until they get to some major yard 
somewhere along the line. Mojave is 
not a major yard." 

To get to the big aerial photographs, 
Mr. Pugh had to pull his couch around 
and fiddle with his office door, which, 
it turned out, was held by a piece of 
broken rail, used as a doorstop. 

"Oh, yeah," he said, looking at the 
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piece of broken rail. "That caused 
this." He pointed to a photograph on 
the wall. "That one was in Kentucky, 
just three miles down the road from 
Franklin." He pointed to a group of 
derailed tanker cars. "That's hydrocy
anic acid; that's the same thing they use 
in the death chamber. If they' da broke 
open, it would have been a major catas
trophe." 

"But they didn't." 
"They didn't." 

I SPENT some time looking at a 
map which shows the route of the 

Calnev pipeline from Colton Terminal 
through the Muscoy neighborhood to 
Las Vegas, Nevada. Another document 
in the case. And here is one more 
character-the city attorney of San 
Bernardino, Jim Penman. According 
to one newspaper account, Mr. Pen
man said in August, 1989, that a 
Calnev Pipe Line official said to him 
that the neighborhood of Muscoy was 
not of great importance next to the 
larger consideration of moving gaso
line to Las Vegas. Calnev denies this. 
But, according to officials at the Na
tional Transportation Safety Board, in 
Washington, it is true that political 
officials representing Nevada called 
Calnev a day or two after the derail
ment and made it plain to Calnev that 
it was not an acceptable idea for the 
pipeline to remain shut down for any 
length of time. 

The pipeline was reopened quickly 
-about four days after the Southern 
Pacific train derailed on top of it. What 
a mess! When the train left the tracks, 
the front locomotives landed on Lots 78 
and 79, and dragged freight cars full of 
dried-lake-bottom mineral with them. 
The freight cars spilled the trona all 
over the place; the route of the pipeline 
was covered with this trona, and in one 
spot, estimated to be in the vicinity of 
Lots 77 and 78, near the point at which 
the pipeline later ruptured, a locomo
tive lay on top of the pipeline. 

What a scene! As I said, there can be 
no doubt that this country is well set up 
when it comes to rescue operations. All 
accounts of the post-derailment period 
show an amazing ability to coordinate 
the work of getting people out of the 
neighborhood, of rescuing people stuck 
in debris, of setting up command posts, 
and so forth. Great machines were 
brought in, and the train wreckage was 
removed. This job presented something 
of a problem, because the wreckage lay 
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near and on the pipeline. People were 
aware of the pipeline at the time, of 
course; in fact, a California state official 
whose job it was to act for the Office of 
Pipeline Safety during this phase visit
ed the site, and in the course of his visit 
he informed the people coordinating 
the work that there had been an inci
dent the year before in Montclair, only 
twenty miles from San Bernardino, in 
which a pipeline ruptured after a train 
derailed onto it. And, of course, CallJeV 
was aware that a pipeline is at special 
risk at any sites where the pipeline 
shares a right-of-way with a railroad; 
in fact, Calnev's emergency-procedures 
manual makes the risks quite clear, and 
spells out just where along the route 
from Colton to Las Vegas the pipeline 
does share a right-of-way with a rail
road. 

Which brings us back to the map of 
the pipeline route. I am looking at it 
now. Here the pipeline passes just 
around the small neighborhood of 
M uscoy; now it goes up the mountains 
to the Cajon Pass, through the desert 
to Clark County, and, all of a sudden, 
printed right on the map-which isn't 
a tourist-type thing but a detailed, 
grid-and-infrastructure-type thing
funny little mottoes and maxims begin 
to show up. "The darkest day in life is 
when we expect something for noth
ing" is one. "Land is the basis of 
wealth. See NEV ADA first" is another. 
And it is impossible not to include 
"There is nothing wrong with striking 
out as long as you strike out-swing
ing." As I look at the document it 
seems to me that I am looking at a 
divided brain. One half of the brain is 
making a physical world; the other half 
is striving to compete with its counter
part-in spiritedness, at least-by 
egging it on to make still more, not to 
flag in energy, and so forth. In this 
half, alas, all functions are dead or 
moribund, except the cheerleading 
function. And there is something mor
bid about the cheerleader-that busi
ness about "strike out-swinging." 

Here are some facts: The railroad 
system in this country is huge. The 
National Transportation Safety Board 
is tiny. The system of hazardous-liquid 
pipelines in this country is huge. The 
Office of Pipeline Safety is tiny. 

These facts would not present a 
problem if there were not such a big 
gap between the delicacy and elaborate
ness of the infrastructure we depend on 
and the tiny-almost minuscule-wis-
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dom systems by which, in theory, the 
infrastructure is controlled. The ritu
als by which things are made continue, 
and some of our best people devote their 
lives to seeing that these rituals are not 
in any way impeded, but the rituals by 
which we acknowledge what we have 
made have faltered and almost come to 
a halt. "Oh, well, but,'' you might say, 
"it's certainly unfair to judge by folky 
little things put on a pipeline map." But 
I would say that those folky sayings are 
the best we ever get. In general, we 
celebrate the person with enough 
gumption to put some of what he be
lieves on a map of the infrastructure
even if it looks, from one point of view, 
like graffiti on a tomb. In general, the 
map is the wisdom system. That is 
what the Calnev official meant when he 
said (if we take Mr. Penman's quota
tion of him as fact) that a neighbor
hood like Muscoy doesn't matter: there 
is no service other than the service of 
the map. 

I learned quite a bit about the scale 
of things in America while I was re
porting this story. We are set up to 
build. And we are set up to respond to 
disaster. What we are willing to do to 
forestall disaster is: very little. 

I HA VE a mental picture of me sit
ting in the office of George Tenley, 

at the Office of Pipeline Safety, in 
Washington. Mr. Tenley is different 
from Mr. Pugh: for instance, not an 
old hand. I was asking him about the 
period of thirteen days between the 
train derailment and the rupture of 
the pipeline and, specifically, about a 
very short period, of about eighteen 
hours, on May 15th and 16th (a "win
dow" between the moment when the 
last locomotive was removed and the 
moment when the Southern Pacific 
Railroad crews were scheduled to col
lect the spilled trona ), during which a 
very small crew of men plowed through 
several feet of trona and then dug down 
to the pipeline to see if it was safe to re
start it and get the gasoline moving to 
Las Vegas again. I asked whether eigh
teen hours (part of which was spent 
working around the S.P. crew that was 
hauling away pieces of wrecked house) 
was enough time to get this testing 
work done, and whether the Southern 
Pacific cleanup schedule should have 
been the determining factor in allotting 
the number of hours for this work. 

Mr. Tenley replied, "Well, we don't 
put any hours on when someone makes 
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that judgment. I mean, the pipeline is 
there to move energy, and a lot of this 
is based on demand-they've got to 
keep that line going, got to meet the 
demand in Las Vegas. If eighteen 
hours in a given case is too short, then 
they've messed up. If it isn't, and the 
investigation shows that it was an ap
propriate time and they had the where
withal, they had the necessary facts, 
they asked the right questions, they 
looked at the right issues, then eighteen 
hours could be enough. It's very sub
jective." 

I said, "But here you have subjective 
factors that are all in favor of spending 
more time and being more cautious, 
because you had all this equipment 
running on top of the pipeline-and, 
you know, extraordinary circumstanc
es. It wasn't as if the train had toppled 
over in the other direction from the 
pipeline; it toppled over onto the pipe
line. And the houses were so close. Let 
me be a kind of antagonistic layman-I 
mean, just looking at the facts of it, the 
number of resources involved. You've 
got a sixty-nine-car train, you've got 
houses down, two kids dead, you've got 
equipment from all over, including two 
one-hundred-ton-capacity cranes, and, 
when it comes to the inspection of the 
pipeline during the critical hours, 
you've got two guys and a supervisor 
there for less than a day, and they don't 
dig it all up, not at all. It doesn't seem 
in proportion. I want to ask you again 
about those two guys in that amount of 
time-if that doesn't strike you as out
of-proportion small. Just the decision 
to partly inspect it, and not rip the 
thing open and have a look at it. I 
mean, why, when we're doing all this 
other stuff on a huge scale, would 
anyone suddenly make a small effort in 
this department?" 

William Gute, also of the Office of 
Pipeline Safety, and also at this meet
ing, responded. He said, "We've 
looked at it, and they had-believe it or 
not-a train derailment in Nevada 
withiil a few weeks after this one, and 
we told them they had to expose the 
entire pipe .... We, as a matter of 
instruction to our regional offices, have 
told them that if you have a train fall 
on top of a pipeline we want it to be 
exposed, and so on, and further inspect
ed. That is a result of our looking at 
the San Bernardino accident." 

"It's a learned lesson, if you will,'' 
Mr. Tenley said. 

Just a short time later, Mr. Tenley 
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said, "The bottom line for us was, 
What is Calnev gonna do before they 
want to attempt to put that line back in 
service? We want to control that. We 
did control that. We did impose those 
obligations on them." 

These statements confused me, be
cause, of course, the Office of Pipeline 
Safety had imposed no obligations on 
Calnev during the eighteen-hour peri
od of inspection we had been discuss-
ing. ,_, 

"What obligations did you impose 
on them?" I asked. 

"We told them to replace the pipe, 
we told them to change the valves-all 
kinds of things," Mr. Tenley said. 

"But that's after the fire,'' I said, a 
little incredulous, and then I realized 
that the period between the derailment 
and the explosion had disappeared from 
our conversation. 

"Where are we in the over-all pipe
line picture· in America now?" I asked. 
"I mean, you have some aging pipe
lines. Here's an issue: We have a much 
less secure country than we had when 
those pipelines were built. In the sense 
of, uh-well, uh, we're kind of a law
less society now. Right?" 

"Yeah,'' Mr. Tenley said. "If some
one were to go in and, for whatever 
re~son-'' 

"It has not been a problem,'' Mr. 
Gute said. "I would hope that you 
wouldn't-I would think it counter
productive to safety to plant a seed in 
people's minds that 'Hey, this might be 
a mode of doing damage.'" 

I said nothing for a moment. It is an 
issue, what one agrees to discuss. But 
not discussing the real danger implicit 
in the juxtaposition of a railroad curve, 
a small residential community, and a 
buried pipeline resulted in the devasta
tion in Muscoy. And as I sat in Mr. 
Tenley's office I thought of the Las 
Vegas section of the pipeline map: how, 
on the one hand, people in this country 
like to assume a level of trust; how, on 
the other, they will use only the sim
plest tools toward the building up of 
trust. Can one really have strange cities 
in the desert which desperately need a 
complex infrastructure to survive and, 
at the same time, have a simple belief 
that simple beliefs are sufficient to keep 
the human ecology healthy? For hu
man beings to function in an atmo
sphere of trust, after all, a certain 
understanding of one's surroundings is 
necessary, I think. 

And so I continued with this line of 
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argument. I said, "It's a fact of life in 
America that a lot of things built under 
certain social and economic conditions 
in Year A go on to live in social 
circumstances in Year M." 

"In applying your thesis here, I 
would say t11:at our safety record sug
gests that the thesis is not at work 
here," Mr. Tenley said. 

It is the question of how things look 
that I keep coming back to: the small 
neighborhood of Muscoy; Las Vegas; 
Mr. Tenley, Mr. Gute, and myself in 
Mr. Tenley's office in Washington; a 
network of a million and a half miles of 
pipeline; neighborhoods thrown up 
against a railroad line. I can get a 
mental picture of the guys working to 
have a (partial) look at the pipe. The 
two men were Jim Still and Dan 
Biskeborn. They work for the Arizona 
Pipeline Company, and were working 
under contract to Calnev. What they 
did during the eighteen-hour period 
they had in which to look at the line 
was, first, to dig through the trona that 
lay everywhere in their path. Where 
they found debris-parts of the train 
and its locomotives-they investigated 
further. They also dug an eighty-foot 
trench under a spot where a locomotive 
had lain directly over the pipeline. 
Then they dug "potholes" every fifty 
feet down to the pipe to have a look
every fifty feet except for one or two 
places where it was more like sixty or 
seventy feet. And everything looked all 
right. They could not detect any dam
age to the pipeline. I try to see them, in 
my mind's eye. They are using a small 
Case backhoe. Their piece of equip
ment is dwarfed by some others on the 
job. There are the two cranes that have 
been used to lift the locomotive off the 
pipeline, for instance-giant cranes, 
capable of carrying a hundred tons 
each. The two men are digging 
through the trona that lies over the 
pipeline, usually to a depth of five or six 
feet. Occasionally, they run into a piece 
of a railroad car stuck in the trona, and 
then they dig down below the earth's 
surface to the pipeline to make sure it's 
0.K. Where there's smoke, there may 
be fire-that theory. One reason they 
have had to wait to make this inspec
tion is that the railroad has built a huge 
"haul road" across the pipeline-more 
than a hundred feet wide. This haul 
road lies on top of the spilled trona, and 
across it have been carried the scattered 
(and now empty) railroad cars that fell 
onto houses and into the back yards of 
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houses. The giant cranes have carried 
these cars across the pipeline on the 
haul road. Mr. Biskeborn and Mr. Still 
had to wait for this process to be com
pleted, because in order to examine the 
pipeline they had to cut through the 
haul road, and they couldn't do that as 
long as the haul road was in use. Now, 
at the moment I am trying to visualize, 
the work of carrying the freight cars 
on the haul road has been compl~ted, 
and Mr. Biskeborn and Mr. Still can 
begin. One point that investigators 
have looked into, by the way, is: Were 
any of these freight cars dragged along . 
the haul road? Or not? That was for
bidden. Everything was meant to be 
carried, not dragged, out of respect for 
the integrity of the pipeline. At least 
one observer has testified that some 
equipment was dragged. 

TO understand landscape may be 
the highest calling. How would it 

work in this country's history? Well, 
in 1789 the landscape would be per
ceived, I think, as the work of God; the 
largest and most impressive buildings 
would be churches, plantation houses, 
the classically influenced brick town 
houses of certain rich men. For the 
future, there was projected, as a symbol 
of our reign over our land, the Capitol, 
which, at the time of its completion, in 
1827, was the largest man-made struc
ture in the country. 

A hundred years later, railroads 
were the most important feature on the 
landscape. Were they more important 
in the minds of men than the Missis
sippi, for instance? Or the Rocky 
Mountains? If so, God was put in his 
place. 

What of the landscape now? I went 
to San Bernardino in November and 
drove out Highland Avenue toward the 
community of Muscoy. I drove along 
Macy Street, the street that connects 
the community with Highland, which 
is a main thoroughfare. The weather 
was crystal clear. You could look up, 
and there were the mountains, almost 
directly above, rising above the little 
community of Muscoy. They were so 
majestic! It proved to be this way day 
after day. People said, "This is unusu
al. Some days, you can't see the moun
tains at all." 

Once inside the Muscoy neighbor
hood, I stopped my car. I saw two men 
and asked them where Duffy Street 
was. They told me. And then they 
warned me about the people living in 
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that neighborhood. These two men 
were white craftsmen. They were 
working on a house that had been 
damaged by the explosion, but not seri
ously, so it could be repaired. These 
men were working for a man who had 
bought the damaged house and was 
preparing to resell it. Oh, is it impossi
ble, too commonplace, to say that 
buying-and-selling activities are so 
prevalent now that they are like the 
workings of E. coli in the human di
gestive system: just going on and on, 
whether one is in a train wreck or in a 
fire, so that, whatever activity one is in, 
however dramatic it is, one feels this 
other eternal activity going on- not 
God healing but the process of ex
change? 

In any case, these two men seemed 
like white blood cells to me-beneficial 
in action, perhaps, but if you had too 
many of them you were in trouble. 
They warned me that this was a neigh
borhood that had problems with drugs 
and crime, and was dangerous. It was 
midday, the mountains were out, and 
the process of refurbishing for resale 
was going on, and the community had 
undergone two traumas that had come 
into it from the outside, a train accident 
and a pipeline explosion-traumas 
that, I guessed, must have badly dam
aged its spirit and had physically 
shocked it with two kinds of dramatic 
destruction. And yet, I was told, it was 
the community itself that was danger
ous; the fragile human beings living 
there were the scary th.ing. 

I have a friend who is working on a 
book of fiction called "N egrophobia," 
and suddenly, when I was talking to 
those two white craftsmen in the mid
dle of a clear California day, I thought, 
I get it. By which I meant that I could 
see how things must seem to a black 
person. Have I said that the small 
neighborhood of Muscoy had many 
black residents? That the neighbor
hood residents who died were black 
people? Well, it took this stark juxta
position to make me see why my friend 
entitled his work "N egrophobia." 
First, the mountains. Who could be 
afraid of anything with those moun
tains there? Second, if one were to be 
afraid, is it not the unpredictable con
sequences of building an overelaborate 
network of dangerous or potentially 
dangerous tools to meet human needs 
that we should be afraid ofr Well, if 
the mountain had been abstract, one 
might have said, "Mountains are all 
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"Freshly ground pepper, sir?" 

• 

very well, but a black teen-ager may 
still kill you while you look up into the 
mountains"; the mountains, however, 
were right there, you know-so beau
tiful to look at that it was not possible 
to imagine any teen-ager of any kind 
going on the attack. And the derail
ment had not been abstract; it had 
happened. It was later that I learned 
from Mr. Pugh that computer simula
tions of a freight-train run (configured 
like the run of the freight train that 
derailed in M uscoy) had shown that a 
train must derail at the tightest arc of 
the curve of track when it hits any 
speed over fifty-five miles an hour. Per
haps, in the light of all this there 
should have been a brochure handed 
out to residents of Duffy Street saying, 
"A train going more than fifty-five 
miles an hour around the curve will 
derail into your back yards and on top 
of your houses." Or, if we were living 
in times when prophetic utterance was 
accepted as possible, a prophet might 
have said, "One day, a train will come 
along the curve; it will travel at fifty
six miles an hour, and this train will 
destroy a large part of you." In any 
case, the derailment happened. At the 
time I was talking to the craftsmen, I 
knew that it had destroyed two boys, 
seven and nine, and I knew that the 
pipeline explosion thirteen days later 
had incinerated two women, and I 
could not, just at that moment, focus 

• 
on possible danger coming to me as 
a white person from members of the 
community. 

So I went to Duffy Street. I knocked 
on the door of a small ranch house. 
The shades were drawn. There was a 
noise behind the door, and I spoke, 
saying what my business was, but no 
one answered the door. And, involun
tarily, I thought about what the crafts
men had told me about drugs and crime 
in this community. Perhaps this was a 
drug house! Certainly it looked not 
open, not friendly. And then I remem
bered that I was visiting here. And 
then I remembered that a train had 
fallen off its tracks a hundred feet from 
where I stood, and that hundreds of 
people, most of them white, had been 
running around this neighborhood for 
months. I was feeling threatened be
cause I was not getting a big New 
England welcome from traumatized 
people. And I began to get a little idea 
of what the abused but necessary word 
"racism" would mean to a black per
son. It might mean not only "laws and 
customs that exclude me" but also 
"You are interrupting me just when I 
was about to say something impor
tant," and "You are feeling threatened 
by me when I can barely face what has 
happened to me." 

So I left that house, and then I 
allowed myself to have a commonsense 
idea. I walked by a house that was 
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really well kept up. There were two 
cars in the driveway, good cars. And I 
allowed myself to think, These people 
are doing O.K., maybe I'll try to talk 
to them. 

And so I met the Atkinses. 

I think (I almost want to say "I 
figure," like some cow boy philosopher) 
that people are formed by ritual and live 
in a landscape. 

If the ritual y ou are being formed by 
does n ot account for w hat y ou see, then 
there are three possibilities: 

1. You enter into the ritual without 
believing in it. 

2. You enter into the ritual and 
exclude the w orld. 

3. You submit to confusion, and hope 
for a new state-of faith. 

The point of this story is: 
1. The makers of the modern land

scape, howev er impressi v e their 
achievements, however elaborate their 
tools, their precautions, and their self
adjustments, have failed to develop a 
ritual sufficient to account for what 
they have made. 

2. No matter. The Atkins family will 
do well. 

The James Atkinses live at 2451 
Duffy Street. Their house is intact. 
Not a leaf on a tree has been disturbed. 
No. 2451 is one house in from Mesa 
Street, which comes into Duffy Street 
at a right angle. Mesa Street ends at 
Duffy. Across Duffy at the end of Mesa 
is Lot 70-No. 2404 Duffy. In the 
picture I am looking at, the back yard 
of No. 2404 is littered with the giant 
freight cars. God threw off the track at 
Muscoy, but they do not touch the 
house. In the picture I am looking at, 
the Atkins house is less than two hun
dred feet away from the scattered 
freight cars-safe. 

When I first visited the Atkins 
home, I met Donna Atkins, who is 
thirty years old; her sister Robyn, who 
is nineteen; and Robyn's infant child, 
Linda. On a second visit, I met James 
Atkins, a postal worker in his fifties. 
To Donna Atkins, on my first visit, I 
said, "I'm doing a story about the 
derailment, and I've been walking 
around the neighborhood trying to 
imagine a little bit of what it was like 
to have that huge train come down that 
hill and off the embankment." 

Donna Atkins told me she had been 
walking at the corner of Duffy and 
Mesa Streets with her daughter, J as
mine Hunter, who is ·seven, when the 
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train derailed, less than a hundred feet 
away from them. "And we were count
ing the cars,'' Donna Atkins said. 
"And she was saying how fast it was 
going. She couldn't keep up, and it fell 
down." Donna Atkins' voice was very 
soft when she said, "and it fell down." 
She went on, "And she-we just 
looked at each other, and before we 
knew it the train was coming down." 

"What did you do-did you look at 
it ?" I asked. 

"] asmine was hysterical. We saw
There was a family that used to live 
there, in a house on the other side of 
Duffy Street. They started running. It 
started hitting the house, they started 
running out .... The father was in the 
back yard, and I saw him running from 
the back yard, because I guess he saw it 
coming, but at that exact moment I had 
no idea it was the train, you know
that the train was going to come off. 
Like I say, we were counting the cars. 
And it just- a big thing of smoke, and 
it came down. There was potash on it, 
and it just flew all across the street; it 
was in the air, and over us. Jasmine was 
hysterical. Everybody was, really." 

"So you were thinking about her. 

But did any other thoughts flash 
through your mind?" 

"It was just unbelievable, because 
we've lived here a long time. We were 
the first people who moved to this 
neighborhood, in these tract homes. 
We were the very first people here, so 
all these houses were empty when we 
moved here. And it was always a thing: 
'I wonder- No, the train will never 
fall off.' We used to run across the 
street-there's a little tunnel, and we'd 
get under it as the train went by. We 
moved here in '70. My sister was born 
in '71. No one else lived here, we were 
just the only family here, all by our
selves." 

"And obviously you didn't worry 
about the train." 

"No, no. We talked about it as we 
grew older. 'What if that train came 
off the track? Wouldn't that be some
thing?' It was really something. And 
then the fire took place-almost the 
same time, I was doing the exact same 
thing. My daughter had just got on the 
bus. She missed the fire. The bus was at 
the corner when the fire took place. So 
I mean it was the exact same thing, 
almost the same time." 
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"You were at the corner of Duffy 
and ... " 

"Right there- Mesa. I saw the gas 
coming out. I just happened to look 
down, and there's the gas just shooting 
straight out, and I knew right away 
what it was." 

I asked Donna to show me where the 
gasoline had come from, and we 
walked outside to the curb. Once again, 
I was struck by how clear the air was. 

"See where that truck is in the 
yard?" Donna asked, "truck" meaning 
a pile of stuff. "It was shooting directly 
across the street." I looked where she 
was pointing-to a vacant lot. "See 
that black spot? It was shooting 
straight. I tell you, I woke up the whole 
neighborhood, screaming. You know, 
it was spilling out, and I was screaming 
-you know how you scream when 
you're all upset? So it took my breath 
away, and I ran to the door, to bang on 
the door, because my brother wasn't 
coming out. And I thought he'd be 
sleeping, and it exploded. And it 
knocked me all the way back to- And 
we have that iron gate and it's real hot, 
and I was screaming, but by that time 
he ran out, and we just all took off 
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running. It was something. It was 
really something." 

"And first you saw it ... " 
"Before it even exploded. It was just 

shooting out, like. You know, if you 
take the thing off the fire hydrant it 
shoots straight out? That's exactly how 
it was doing. Now my daughter Jas
mine says, 'Why don't we pick the 
house up and take it somewhere else?' 
She also says, 'There's something in 
the air.' It's so strange, because the day 
that the fire took place-the night be
fore, she kept saying, 'I just don't feel 
right. I don't think I should go to 
school.' I had to drag her to the bus 
stop. 'I don't want to go, Mom. I just 
feel like something's going to happen.' 
I'm thinking, Jasmine's just saying 
that because of the train-because of 
everything she's been through. She 
said, 'It just doesn't feel right, Mom.' 
And the minute she got on the 
bus ... The next time I saw her, I was 
in the emergency room of Kaiser 
Permanente. She came in to see me and 
she said, 'Mommy, I told you some
thing was going to happen.' She said, 
'I knew something was going to hap
pen, that's why I didn't want to leave 
you, you know?' So it's hard, because 
now she's like glue. Everywhere I go, 
everything I do, she's there. She 
doesn't want to do anything." 

"She doesn't want anything to hap
pen to you." 

"Nothing. She won't stand on the 
corner anymore for the bus. She stays
The bus driver pulls to the 
door just about every day. She 
never does leave. She stands. 
She'll look out the door; she'll 
look out the door until she 
sees it." 

The next day, I paid a visit 
to Mr. Atkins. James Atkins is 
an extremely energetic man. 
What is more, he looks hap
py. I asked him about events 
on the day of the derailment. 

"Yes, I was here the morning of the 
derailment, when the train first de
railed. I was in bed, and Robyn was 
up getting ready for school, and
well, we were used to the train 
coming through, because in our back 
bedroom we could hear the rumble, but 
this was a different kind of rumble. I 
mean it was excessive. And I knew it 
was the train. Me and my wife was 
laying in bed, but I just couldn't vi
sualize it-I was in a trance . I was in 
bed, helpless, like I was in a dream, 
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because of this tremendous noise, and 
it was unusual. Then Robyn came in 
and screams. She says, 'Come on and 
look.' Then that's- That immediate
ly snapped me out of it, snapped me out 
of the dream. 

"And those houses across the street 
were, like, devastated. I saw nothing 
but dust and just a pile of train, and so 
I ran out, and when my neighbor came 
out in his pajamas he said, 'My kids are 
trapped in there.' And his wife came 
out and we ran, and the house was
The houses were- The train was all 
in the back yard. The houses were 
pushed forward, you know, so they dug 
themselves through the dust, and he 
has bars on his windows; therefore we 
couldn't get the kids out the window. 
Up in the roof there was a skylight. She 
says, 'There's a light up on the roof,' 
so we went and got the ladder out of 
the garage and put it up there, and they 
came up through the roof, and we 
helped them down. Those two got out. 
The next two kids in a house farther 
down the street-younger kids-they 
didn't make it out. Both of them died 
right in there. 

"I helped them, and I was go
ing up and down the street, because 
there were other people helping each 
other. And, ah, everybody was sort 
of huddled together, huddled to
gether out in my yard, like, because 
it was right here that everything was 
sort of clear on this side. So they 
came and huddled up. Police came. 

"I had called. I called the may
or's office, and the mayor-to-be's 
office, and the Police Depart
ment. In the meantime, there 
were other people, going to and 
from work, and they saw it, too, 
and there were some detectives, 
I think, and they radioed in and 
said, 'Bring everything.' And 
finally they came, but nobody 
really knew the devastation. 
The train was just piled up on 

the houses-on top and in the back." 
"On top of the houses and in the 

back yards?" 
"That's right. And that house down 

there that Chris Shaw was trapped in?" 
Chris Shaw is a man who was rescued 
after being trapped for fifteen hours in 
the debris. "It was like two trains was 
lying on top of the house. The house 
was just flat. And you look and you say 
'awhhhhh.' And everybody saying, 
'Yeah, Chris is in there,' and his moth
er says, 'Yeah, Chris is in there, be-
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cause I just talked to him this morn
ing.' " 

"What was it like, the dust? I mean, 
was it like being in a dust storm, with 
all the trona all over?" 

"It was like a dust storm. You looked 
out and, wow, you couldn't see noth
ing. All this trona, you know-you 
couldn't see a thing." 

I asked Mr. Atkins how he happened 
to move to the neighborhood of 
M uscoy. • .. 

"Well, I came to San Bernardino in 
1961. I was in the service at Norton 
Air Force Base. We came from J a
pan." 

I asked Mr. Atkins where he was 
from originally. 

"South Carolina. Beaufort. Right on 
the waterfront. That's right. I lived on 
the island-St. Helena Island. I imag
ine you've been over on the big island. 
W ell, I lived over on the island." 

"And you have family there still?" 
"Oh, yeah, they're still there. I 

graduated from school in Beaufort. Af
ter high school, I went into the service. 
Air Force. My first enlistment was 
overseas. Then I came back to Okla
homa, stayed there a year, went to 
Japan, stayed about three years and 
nine months, and then we came to 
Norton-near San Bernardino-in 
1961. We stayed here. I went to Oki
nawa, but my family stayed here. I was 
in Taiwan, Vietnam, then back in 
North California, but my family stayed 
here. One day, in 1970, my wife called 
me. 'They're building some new 
homes. I want you to come down.' So I 
flew down-put a down payment on a 
house in Redlands, near San Bernardi
no-a new tract. And I have a friend 
in real estate in San Bernardino, so I 
stopped by his place, and he said, 'Well, 
look, we're building some homes over 
here.' The house in Redlands was 
three-bedroom, and these here were 
five-bedroom. And I had eight kids 
then. I told my wife, 'You know what? 
A bedroom makes a difference.' I liked 
the other location better, because it was 
near two schools, but we had to more 
or less go for the space. We were the 
first ones to pay, and we were the first 
ones to move in. I got transferred back 
to Norton. My wife moved here about 
the first of November, and I got trans
ferred here about the twentieth of No
vember. I got transferred from Beale to 
Norton, and I came on here. And we 
stayed here, like I say, three weeks 
before any other family moved in. And 
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then, you know, people moved in. The 
gentleman across the street here, his 
father and I were in the service togeth
er, and I knew him from a teen-ager. 
And the gentleman over here, Green
wood, I knew his brothers and cous
ins." 

Over the mantel in the Atkins living 
room there is a photograph of all the 
Atkins children. The photograph was 
given to Mr. and Mrs. Atkins on the 
occasion of their thirty-fifth wedding 
anniversary, in August of 
1989. I asked Mr. Atkins to 
tell me the names of his 
children. 

"0.K. I'll start from the 
oldest. This is the oldest, this 
is James-Jimmy. James. 
He's the next-Raymond, 
lives in Long Beach. This is a daugh
ter here, the oldest daughter, Liz is 
in Los Angeles. That's Donna, who 
you met, but Lawrence is the next 
oldest. Lawrence, he lives in Upland. 
Donna is next. Then Carol. Carol is 
here with us. And Vincent. He's in 
there laying down. That's the youn
gest son. Then Robyn, the youngest 
daughter of all. We had eight, and 
then, after I came back from Vietnam, 
we had Robyn, in 1971. She just grad
uated from high school." 

"Did you tell me the name of this 
daughter?" I asked. 

"Oh, I'm sorry, that's Karen. 
That's the one in Hawaii. Karen is 
after-after Donna. That's Karen, 
then Carol, then Robyn." Mr. Atkins 
counted up his children-1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 
6, 7, 8, 9. 

"In an age when people are having 
smaller families ... "I said. 

"We got married in 1954,'' Mr. 
Atkins said. "And, see, well, you don't 
find big families anymore. In other 
words, my wife is Catholic, from En
gland, strong Catholic, and they don't 
believe in contraceptives, you know. 
Strong Catholic, and so-and we were 
young, and then we just had one after 
another, you know. I was in the 
service. It wasn't hard. Well, for her, 
because she had to devote all her time 
to the kids and never work. I mean, she 
couldn't go to work, so she devoted all 
her time to the kids. So now I tell my 
kids, I say, 'Hey, you guys never want
ed for anything.' You know, they never 
wanted for nothing. They can't say
N obody can come and say, 'We were 
devastated for this and that.' No, that 
wasn't true. I mean, they didn't get 
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everything in the world they wanted, 
but they got all the necessities and 
extras. So now, like I said, they're 
having children, and it revolves. I said, 
'We've got, we had, and whatever.' " 

"And they're all good-looking peo
ple,'' I said. "That's nice." 

I sat at the Atkinses' dining-room 
table and talked to Donna Atkins' 
daughter, Jasmine. I asked her to tell 
me about the derailment. 

"We were waiting for the bus and 
we were counting the trains, 
and the trains just started 
falling down,'' she said. 

"Do you remember how 
many cars you saw when you 
were counting?" I asked. 

"Three." 
"What was going on 

in your mind when it happened?" 
"I was scared." 
"And what did you do then?" 
"Me and my mom went back to my 

grandma's house, and my little cousin 
was wrapped up in a blanket." 

"I don't mean to upset you. You 
were worried about him-is that what 
you are saying? What did it look like 
outside?" 

"Potash was over the houses. One of 
the houses over on the other side from 
us was damaged,'' she said. 

"How did you spend the rest of that 
day?" 

"They took the people all out of 
the neighborhood and took them to 
hotels." 

I asked Jasmine to tell me about the 
pipeline explosion. She said, "When 
they cleaned the area, everybody came 
back to their houses. They knocked 
down all the houses over here. They 
said something was wrong with the 
pipe, so they did tests on it, and then, 
one day, my mom took me to school and 
I told her" -this was said with emo
tion-"this part of the accident was 
going to happen, and she didn't listen 
to me." 

"Really?" 
"Uh-huh." Jasmine was upset at 

telling me this. "I saw a big fire, and 
the bus driver said it was by our house,'' 
she said. 

I changed the subject. "What are 
your favorite things?" I asked. 

"I like riding bikes and skating,'' she 
said. 

I asked her if she had any favorite 
books. 

" 'Alice in Wonderland,' 'Sleeping 
Beauty,' " she said. 



i:I 

THE NEW YOR.KER. 

"Do you feel like Alice sometimes?" 
I asked. 

"Yes," she said. 
"That's good. This is like Wonder

land sometimes," I said. 
"Yes!" she said. 
Donna Atkins came over to the table. 

I had asked Mr. Atkins the name of 
the man whose children he had helped 
to rescue. 

"Johnny Allen was the man whose 
children my father took out of _s~e 
house," Donna Atkins said. "His 
grandson is Jasmine's cousin, and she 
was worried about him all day long." 

"Children get a maternal instinct 
very early sometimes," I said. 

"She really does-she's just a little 
old woman," Donna Atkins said. 
"She's really been just like an old wom
an since then. But she's doing O.K. 
She's sleeping better now." 

I left the Atkins house at four-thirty 
in the afternoon. I looked at the sun 
shining on the mountains behind the 
house. It is extraordinary, I thought. 
I drove down Mesa Street, looking 
straight ahead at the mountains, the 
mountains curved into a semicircle, all 
of them beautiful, and behind (I was 
looking back in the mirror) at a Cadil
lac and, behind that, the railroad berm. 
I saw bright, golden light, and one pow
er stanchion in the left of the mirror. 

"This is far from home, this is far 
from home," I said to myself. "This is 
far from home. This is home." 

I thought about Jasmine Hunter. 
She is such an intelligent child. She 
will spend the rest of her life trying to 
figure this out, one way or another, I 
thought. Then I remembered the end 
of my conversation with her grandfa
ther James Atkins. We were standing 
outside his house-his house, which 
was left intact on the boundary of 
complete devastation. "One thing 
makes me angry, they described us as 
'poor,' " he said. "We're not poor. I 
have my pension from the Air Force 
and my job at the post office." His voice 
was definite and a bit fierce. "We're the 
Atkins family. We're building around 
that." -GEORGE W. S. TROW 
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R.EPOR.T FR.OM CHINA 

I N March of 1988, about six months 
after I took a job in China, my wife 
and I, along with a score of other 

"foreign experts" in Beijing, went to 
view a newly rebuilt section of the 
Great Wall, at Huangyaguan, a hun
dred miles east of the capital.Work on 
the project-the re-creation of a five
hundred-year-old stretch of the wall, 
which itself is over fourteen hupdred 
years old-was begun in 1984 . .,In a 
village at its base, we were shown 
inscriptions by both Mao Zedong ("If 
you have not been to the Great Wall, 
you are not a good Chinese") and 
China's current senior leader, Deng 
Xiaoping ("Let's love our China, re
build our Great Wall"). On the whole, 
the new construction, consisting of an 
array of gray bricks piled about twenty
five feet high and scrupulously aligned 
for several hundred yards between the 
faces of vertical cliffs, struck me as a 
pointless prettification of a ruin already 
more than magnificent. One of my 
colleagues-Soo-Bin Park, a Korean
born economics professor from Carle
ton University, in Ottawa-disagreed. 
"The tradition isn't the wall itself,'' 
Dr. Park pointed out. "It's the rebuild
ing of the wall. Every Chinese dynasty 
has rebuilt it, and now this one has, 
too." 

However, a different Chinese pur
pose lies behind the most recent re-
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construction, going on not only at 
Huangyaguan but also along several 
other sections of the wall, which runs 
for some fifteen hundred miles across 
northern China: it now functions to 
attract foreigners, not to exclude them. 
Over the years, China has had a shift
ing perspective-an alternate tolerance 
and intolerance of foreigners. A prima
ry thrust of the Boxer Rebellion, be
ginning in 1898, and the Cultural Rev
olution, beginning in 1966, was to rid 
the country of foreign influences-and 
foreigners as well. Since the late seven
ties, when Opening to the Outside 
World became official policy, China 
has actively sought both foreign tech
nical expertise and tourist dollars-but 
it still vigilantly maintains walls of 
unofficial custom and official segrega
tion to limit what it fears as "cultural 
pollution" from outside China. The 
government has now made it feasible 
for tourists to spend as long as a month 
in the country, live in Westernized 
hotels restricted to foreigners, and 
sightsee through the windows of com
fortable buses and trains but never 
meet, or exchange even phrasebook 
pleasantries with, any Chinese other 
than guides, waiters, and salespeople in 
the state-run Friendship Stores, all of 
whom receive continual indoctrination 
on dealing with-and keeping aloof 
from-foreigners. So far, over six hun-

dred and twenty cities and counties 
have been opened for such sanitized 
tourism, but there are a thousand-odd 
subdivisions of the mainland's twenty
two provinces and five autonomous re
gions, and the open ones probably rep
resent less than half the nation's area. 
To reach the rebuilt wall at Huangya
guan, our guides had to drive us over a 
road where a sign saying "No FoR
EIGNERs," in English and Chinese, was 
conspicuously posted. 

Western gunboats established the 
first foreign-ruled concessions on Chi
nese soil a hundred and fifty years 
ago, in the Opium War, and the only 
Chinese admitted into their precincts 
were laborers, clerks, and servants. The 
present-day People's Republic encour
ages a renewal of the same segregation 
against its own people in government
owned stores and hotels and foreign
capitalized joint ventures, apparently in 
the belief that Westerners, and partic
ularly Western tourists, demand it. Ac
tually, what my wife and I found most 
difficult to accept during two years of 
working in China was having Chinese 
guests ask us to meet them outside one 
or another of the segregated hotels so 
we could escort them in. Once, I in
quired of one guest, a Beijing physi
cian, whose husband is an official of a 
government ministry, which of the 
city's hotels she preferred. "I really 

_/ 

wouldn't know," she said. 
"This is the first one I've ever 
been in." 

My wife left China last year 
with the evacuation of Ameri
cans after the Tiananmen 
Square massacre on June 4th; 
I remained on through the 
expiration of my contract with 
Xinhua-the New China 
News Agency-in September. 
We scheduled our return, on 
tourist visas, to coincide with 
the massacre's anniversary, 
and as soon as we landed at 
Beijing International Airport 
we encountered a more recent 
expression of China's outlook 
on foreigners. Although it 
was after midnight, we found 
an official dispatcher, a young 
woman wearing a cadre arm
band, keeping order in the 
normally chaotic taxi line out
side the terminal. That was a 
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R SSIAN childhoods were once as 
distinct and as overfilled with 
light as Russian summers. 

Vladimir Nabokov attributed the spe
cial Russian genius for hoarding im
ages of childhood to a gift bestowed by 
a compensating destiny on membqs of 
his generation, whose young world" was 
to be destroyed in all but memory. But 
Russian literature has always had a 
special bond with childhood, and the 
origins of the genius that Nabokov 
observed and displayed can be seen a 
few generations earlier: in a reading 
public obsessed with David Copperfield 
and little Paul Dombey, seizing upon 
the serials as soon as they could be 
translated; in a culture tearing head
long out of its medieval past and pro
ceeding directly-without benefit of 
Western Renaissance or Reformation 
-to the newly imported ideas of 
French and English Romanticism, and 
taking over the cult of childhood inno
cence from Rousseau and from Dickens 
at the very moment that its own richest 
literature was in the process of inven
tion. (When the ancient Countess in 
Pushkin's "Queen of Spades" is asked 
if she wouldn't like to read a Russian 
novel, she replies wonderingly, "Are 

there such things?") The very habits 
of language by which Russians address 
and define one another-the ever
attendant patronymic and the plethora 
of untranslatable endearing diminu
tives-suggest a particular sense of 
honor in regard to familial concerns 
and a special tenderness toward them. 

Leo Tolstoy was twenty-four when 
his first story, "Childhood,'' was pub
lished, in the leading literary journal of 
the day. He was offended by the editor's 
retitling of his fiction as "A History of 
My Childhood"; it was to be part of a 
novel, he complained-not a mere rec
ord, but art. Through the sensual be
dazzlement of Tolstoy's perceptions 
and through his quick interior life, 
an era is captured-with its country 
houses and its carpets on the grass and 
its samovars packed in straw and trun
dled out for picnics-just as that era's 
final ripeness is captured, almost a cen
tury later, in Nabokov's "Speak, Mem
ory." But, apart from the few master
pieces by those whose genius just begins 
with their powers of recollection, there 
is an expanding shelf of works that aim 
precisely at the firm and untranscen
dent truth of record, at the simple and 
often powerful assertion of existence 

and loss, as those who remember spread 
their own faded family rugs across the 
ample lawns of pre-Soviet Russian his
tory. In such memoirs, the extraordi
nary quality comes less from the tone of 
the recording voice than from the loca
tion of the speaker: a place where no 
one stands any longer. Books with titles 
like "A World Can End" and "Twice 
Born in Russia" were familiar here in 
the thirties, and we are now being of
fered their descendants-through the 
literary grandchildren of those early 
emigre authors~in such rhapsodic 
family chronicles as Michael Ignatieff's 
"The Russian Album" and Alex 
Shoumatoff's "Russian Blood." As the 
last living witnesses slip away, the 
world of a confident European Russia, 
so nearly attained in the years preced
ing the Great War and the revolution, 
seems ever more poignant and lyric and 
bright, a cultural summer solstice based 
on an unrepeatable and frequently ide
alized conjunction of the progressive 
and enlightened with the unfailingly 
picturesque. 

Two firsthand memoirs have recent
ly emerged from a little-charted point 
within that world, providing witness 
that is pungent in its freshness and 
altogether startling in its immediacy. 
Leonid Andreyev's "Photographs by a 
Russian Writer" (Thames & Hudson; 
$35), an album of almost unknown 
images strung on a slender text, and 
Lydia Chukovskaya's autobiographical 
"To the Memory of Childhood" 
(Northwestern; $24.95) are comple
mentary works. The authors were 
neighbors long ago, in a community of 
country dachas on the Gulf of Finland 
just thirty miles from St. Petersburg, in 
what was then the Grand Duchy of 
Finland, an imperial domain with a 
relatively independent and liberal set of 
laws. There artists and writers could 
work and live, involved in the activity 
of the nearby capital yet unencumbered 
by the harsh restrictions of its censor
ship. It was in this sea-salted Russian 
Bloomsbury, created during the first 
decade of the century and lasting until 
1917, that Chaliapin came to sit for his 
portrait by Ilya Repin, the master real
ist whose famed estate, Penates, was a 
centerpiece of local society, and that 
Maxim Gorky came to read from a 



his real heroes are not the boxers in the ring but 
the Runyonesque characters he discovers in the 
demimonde just outside it. 

The Tales of Arturo Vivante, edited and with an 
introduction by Mary Kinzie (Sheep Meadow 
Press , $24. 95) . 
The Italian-born Mr. Vivante writes in a quizzi
cal, gracefully proper English that suits his 
protagonists: from the Sienese boy who dis
covers his distaste for Fascism in gymnastics 
class to the middle-aged man who faults himself 
for being impatient with his slowly declining 
father, they hold themselves at that slight re
move from daily intercourse which makes for 
clear observation. 

An Open Adoption, by Lincoln Caplan (Far'Nlr, 
Straus & Giroux, $17. 9 5). 
This blow-by-blow account of one "open adop
tion" is supplemented by a history of the fierce 
controversy surrounding the practice, in which 
natural and adoptive parents get to approve 
of each other in advance of a baby's birth. 
Mr. Caplan lets both supporters and detractors 
have their say, but more to the point is the 
story of the love affair between the young wom
an he calls Peggy and the people who are to 
become the parents of her child-a relationship 
that brings exhilaration, intimacy, and betrayal 
along the way. 

The Woman Lit by Fireflies, by Jim Harrison 
(Houghton Miifiin, $19.95). 
"We are heroes of reduced expectations, aren't 
we?" asks an ex-hippie turned international law
yer in one of the three novellas collected here, 
and he could be speaking for all of Mr. Harrison's 
tough-as-nails characters. In the title story a 
well-to-do Michigan matron walks away from her 
husband at a highway rest stop and into the 
embrace of a cornfield, where she boils creek 
water over a fire and reviews the griefs and hopes 
that have led her to leave her life behind. 

Cuba: A Journey, by Jacobo Timerman (Knopf, 
$18. 95). 
The author of "Prisoner Without a Name, Cell 
Without a Number" describes his impressions of 
a 198 7 trip through Cuba, whose revolution he 
has supported with increasing misgivings over 
the years, because of the Castro regime's abuse 
of human rights . Mr. Timerman has heady talks 
with intellectuals and writers but also offers rides 
to citizens along the road, and is disillusioned to 
find that nearly everyone he meets is passive, 
repressed, and mesmerized by El Comandante's 
cult of power. 

When Life Falls It Falls Upside Down, by Lou 
Myers (Grove Weidenfeld, $17.95). 
An autobiography of sorts, lightly disguised as a 
novel. Mr. Myers combines reminiscences of his 
childhood, as a poor boy in the Bronx, with 
accounts of visits to his indomitable (and incom
parable) Ma at a Jewish home for the aged . 
Several chapters of the book first appeared here 
as short stories . 

A Day in the Life of Roger Angell, by Roger 
Angell (Penguin, $7.95). 
A sign on a Koren-designed blimp sailing across 
the cover of this reissue of Mr. Angeli's 1970 
collection of humor pieces proclaims it to be 
"new, improved, and expanded." What the read
er may notice, however, is how little improve
ment has been necessary. Though written in the 
most perishable of genres-parody and nonsense, 
and even light verse-the pieces turn out to have 
plenty of shelf life left. 

The Trick of It, by Michael Frayn (Viking, 
$17.95). 
In this epistolary novella, a too-clever-by-half 
English academic falls for a famous female nov
elist who has long been the subject of his wor
shipful scholarship. As their vexed romance pro
gresses-described by the academic in a series of 
unintentionally revealing letters to a colleague
he finds her genius increasingly, maddeningly, 

elusive: How has she mastered "the trick of it"? 
A sendup of critics' envy, by a practitioner of 
fictional sleight-of-hand. 

Soviet Women: Walking the Tightrope, by 
Francine du Plessix Gray (Doubleday, $19.95) . 
The author travelled from Leningrad to Siberia, 
interviewing dozens of women-TV producers, 
academics, factory workers, scientists-about 
the conditions of their generally overburdened 
lives. She embroiders her account of these con
versations with information on everything from 
the unavailability of adequate birth control to 
images of women in Tolstoy's fiction and the cult 
of the Virgin. 

Mixed Company, by Michael Maslin (Fireside/ 
Simon & Schuster, $7.95). 
Mr. Maslin, eye and ear attuned to whatever is 
blowing in the wind, indoors and out, here pre
sents an album of a hundred and fifty cartoons; 
eighty of them first ran in these pages. 

Squabble, by John Holman (Ticknor & Fields, 
$18.95). 
When confronted with the subject of racial ha
rassment, one of Mr. Holman's black heroines 
declares, "Never happened to me. I don't have 
time for it." Verbal audacity, or the lack of it, is 
what makes or breaks the characters in these 
eleven stories: those who thrive enter into the 
"squabble" of everyday communication with 
their wits about them, ready to joke or feint or 
lie outright when necessary. 

Friend of My Youth, by Alice Munro (Knopf, 
$18.95). 
As Ms. Munro shuttles from present to distant 
past, with pauses at crucial points in between, 
and from one part of Canada to another, the 
characters woven into these stories take on more 
and more definition and complexity: a husband 
turns out not only to fear that his wife is dying 
but to hope that she is; a woman apparently of 
great virtue darkens before our eyes into a "Pres
byterian witch," poisoned by repression, and 
then appears before us one more time in a light 
that is more kindly; an acknowledgment of love 
brings as much bitterness as comfort. 

Canal Street, by Ian Frazier and Saul Steinberg 
(The Library Fellows of the Whitney Museum of 
American Art, $900) . 
This sumptuous limited edition-a hundred cop
ies are available to the public-contains sixteen 
drawings and two original woodcuts by the in
domitable Mr. Steinberg, whose vision of Canal 
Street yields both the spare black-and-white of 
an empty studio and the clamorous color of a 
street teeming with traffic. Mr. Frazier's text also 
looks at Canal from idiosyncratic angles: he 
recounts his funky adventures as a resident there 
in the seventies and eighties, and supplies the 
tale of Clifford Holland, the diffident hell-of-an
engineer who worked practically until the day he 
died to build the Holland Tunnel and connect us 
to New Jersey. 

E. B. White: Writings from The New Yorker 
1927-1976, edited by Rebecca M. Dale (Harper
Collins, $20). 
A few casuals and ringing obituaries aside, this 
book brings together over a hundred and fifty 
previously uncollected Notes and Comment 
pieces, by the man who invented the form and 
brought to it such a shine. Large concerns (liber
ty, the Constitution; academic freedom, the lan
guage) are taken up at times, but the lesser 
paragraphs convey news of a city and a citizen 
made for each other, and preserve a kind of 
writing that has outlasted Lindbergh and the El 
and the Herald Tribune, and perhaps New York 
itself. 

The New Yorker Book of Cat Cartoons (Knopf, 
$16.95). 
A selection of a hundred and one drawings 
that have appeared in our pages over the past 
sixty-five years. Fashions change, and so do the 
eyes of beholders; cats, rampant or couchant, 
do not. 
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new and incendiary play, and that what a 1908 article in the Times called 
Mayakovsky came to shout verses of "Russia's most popular writer today." 
liberation against the gentle pulsing of Those explorations carried him far 
the waves. It was there-amid salons from public-spirited realism, and from 
and concerts and garden theatricals, Gorky. 
in houses brimming with the variegat- Andreyev's works for the stage were 
ed guests of a limitless hospitality also very successful-particularly his 
-that Leonid Andreyev lived out his play "The Life of Man,'' directed by 
fame and his dolor, while Lydia Stanislavsky at the Moscow Art The
Chukovskaya, the daughter of his atre in 1907. There, in a blanketing 
friend the esteemed critic Kornei surround of black velvet, the cycle of 
Chukovsky, grew up alert and berry- life was played out by abstract char
stained, stuffed to bursting with poetry acters with names like Man and Some
and little-girl happiness. one in Gray; the latter passed through 

Few traces are left of Leonid An- the proceedings with a lighted candle, 
dreyev's renown. To say that he was as commenting on the vanity of human 
highly regarded as Gorky may not life. That Chekhov, years before, had 
mean much in America today, when already found Andreyev's work to be 
even Gorky's name is identified primar- pretentious and false does not surprise, 
ily with the dreary provincial city to given the degree to which "The Life 
which Andrei Sakharov was exiled, of Man" resembles the little dramaless 
instead of with the founder of socialist drama that young Konstantin Trepliov 
realism, for whom Stalin had the city puts on for his mother and her guests at 
renamed. (For Gorky's many literary the beginning of "The Seagull." ("It 
and political enemies, this new equation is deserted, deserted, deserted .... It is 
can only be a sweet-if posthumous- terrifying, terrifying, terrifying.") 
revenge.) During the early years of the What is striking is that Chekhov's 
century, Gorky and Andreyev, as pro- parody of the genre ("This sounds like 
ponents of an unabashed back-alley re- the Decadent school,'' hisses Mme. 
alism, were close friends and two of the Arkadina) was performed a decade be
most widely read writers in Russia. fore Andreyev's full-blown and entire
The slightly older and better-estab- ly unironic success. 
lished Gorky played the role of mentor. It is no wonder that this and other 
Published letters between the two re- works like it, in their woozy symbolism 
veal him as a Pound-like pedagogue, and their gross popularity, were soon 
generous, and crackling with an antic reviled by a new generation, eager to 
brilliance-who instructed Andreyev head off in contrary directions. In 
in how to end a story and exhorted him, 1912, Mayakovsky inveighed against 
against increasing resistance, to social the "filthy slime of the books written 
and political engagement. by all those innumerable Leonid 

Andreyev, as a member of the liberal Andreyevs"; the poet's censure loses 
intelligentsia, believed in reform, and something in discriminating force, 
even in revolution (but "not the however, when his list of writers to be 
revolutionism that is required by the jettisoned is extended to Pushkin, Tol
moment,'' he wrote to Gorky), and stoy, and Dostoyevski. Osip Mandel
his politically minded writing remains stam's words are more considered and 
his strongest. The only one of his more deadly: Andreyev's was work 
stories still occasionally anthologized without life and without music, he 
in English, "The Seven Who Were wrote, yet "there was not a single house 
Hanged,'' is a dramatic condemnation where the dull polka from 'The Life of 
of capital punishment, inspired by and Man,' which had become a symbol of 
dedicated to Tolstoy, powerful and en- vulgar tawdry symbolism, was not 
tirely undated. But Andreyev had per- picked out with one finger on the pi
sonal preoccupations: questions of mad- ano." His general popularity was undi
ness and sanity, of alcoholism, and, minished, however; the play "He Who 
especially, of sex and sexual pathology. Gets Slapped,'' of 1915, carried his 
"Write a good story, without venereal fame to the West. 
diseases, if it's not too hard for you,'' 
Gorky appealed in 1903. It was 
through his psychological horror sto
ries on such themes-part corrupted 
and Russified Nietzsche and part Edgar 
Allan Poe-that Andreyev became 

T HE posturing and grandiloquence 
that affiicted Andreyev's literary 

production became in his life compo
nents of a lordly and seductive charm. 
He was a handsome man, tall and with 
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dark hair worn long, who favored a have a number of them now splendidly 
velvet waistcoat and a flowing cravat set out- what makes them uncanny 
and a look of tragical secrets. In a and a bit disquieting-is that they were 
freely brushed portrait by Repin, he taken in color. 
appears the very image of the Byronic One of the legacies of the advent of 
Onegin. The actor who played the role photography is our tendency to visual
of Man in Andreyev's drama at the ize whole periods of history-both 
Moscow Art Theatre described the World Wars, for example-in black
author's effect on people around him as and-white. In such realms, color seems 
having "something of a tenor's success artificial, superadded: inauthentic. This 
in it: female admirers, love letters, impression, perhaps derives from the 
flowers, assignations," and suggested earliest associations of color in pho
that the fire in the burning black eyes tography, when paint was applied to 
was often of alcoholic origin. A far dress up a subject, or even to provide 
more sympathetic account, even a lov- alternative versions of a photograph's 
ing one, has been left by Kornei "reality." Roland Barthes, whose phi
Chukovsky, who was responsible for a losophy of photography-heartfelt, 
modest revival of Andreyev's works in gnostic-sprang from the loss of his 
the Soviet Union in the nineteen-six- adored mother, treasured photographs 
ties. Chukovsky describes a man of of the dead woman for their almost 
hyperbolic energy and expression, one shamanistic value, as a kind of literal 
who could never bear second place transcription of the light that ema
( even at skittles), and who was "born nated, directly and physically, from 
to walk at the head of a magnificent her living hair, her skin, her dress. 
procession, lit by torches, and with Through these feelings he arrived at 
bells ringing." Aside from his writing, an unsurpassable definition of photog
Andreyev fervently practiced several sub- raphy-as the place where Death went 
sidiary occupations: he was for a time when religion let it go. For Barthes, 
a painter (Goya-obsessed, he copied color in a photograph could be no more 
the famous engravings on a grand than a cosmetic applied to an under
scale ); he was an experienced sailor; lying truth, "like the kind used to paint 
and he was a collector of gramophones corpses." 
("It was as if he had fallen ill with gram- The autochrome process used by 
ophones," Chukovsky notes). And then Andreyev had become available only in 
there was his passion for photography. 190 7. Developed by the Lumiere broth-

ln 1908, Andreyev built an enor- ers in France, it relied on grains of 
mous wooden house in a fanciful Goth- potato starch dyed in the primary.colors 
ic-Finnish idiom in Vammelsuu, Fin- and spread as a fine powder across the 
land, by the Black River, on the gulf. photographic plate, the grains acting as 
Writing to Gorky that he expected delicate and subtle color filters. The 
"once for all to come face to face with positive image that resulted was the 
nature" and "with pure human glass plate itself. When the plate is held 
thought," he moved into its pala- to the light or looked at through 
tial gloom with his second wife, -- a viewer, or when it is turned into 
an assortment of children, and a prints, as Andreyev's plates have 
sizable staff. The photographs been for this book, the surface of 
that he took of his family and ~ the image has a textured, Seurat-
friends in this place during the = like graininess, especially well 
next few years are the substance suited to the dappled, the stippled, 
of "Photographs by a Russian Writer," the radiantly diffuse. Or to allowing 
which was assembled by the Andreyev things to appear that way. 
scholar Richard Davies and has a fore- Yet these early color photographs 
word by Olga Andreyev Carlisle, the can make us uncomfortable; they seem 
author's granddaughter and most elo- to violate the conventions of memory. 
quent champion. A scattering of The discomfort is due in part to their 
Andreyev's photographs has appeared sheer unlikeliness, of course, and to the 
before, as accompaniment to a collec- suspicion, aroused by our modern expe
tion of his stories published under the rience, that these may really be actors 
title "Visions," in 1987; marginal to playing historical roles, as in a movie. 
the purpose, they were poorly repro- But it is also due to our awareness of 
duced, in small-format black-and- what might be termed the hierarchical 
white. What makes Andreyev's photo- place of color in photography. One's 
graphic documents remarkable, as we own snapshots of Paris are almost cer-
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tainly in color, but Atget's are not; and, 
more to the point-for now delibera
tion and choice are introduced
Cartier-Bresson's are not. Black-and
white photography in the twentieth 
century has taken on the classical pres
tige of white marble sculpture: it mani
fests the purity of form, set apart from 
all the high-color ex-votos of modern 
advertising and from the trivialities of 
amateurism. Andreyev's landscapes 
and family portraits are based on th\ 
genteel decorum of late-nineteenth
century categories of painting (what 
other ideal could he have had?), and 
when Chukovsky likened the photo
graphs to works of a contemporary 
landscape painter ("It was hard to 
believe that they were photographs") 
he intended high praise. Yet these im
ages may strike us, their first public 
audience, as so stripped of any abstract
ing or consoling art as to be almost 
unbearably naked. Their very aliveness 
seems an added affliction, intensifying 
the pathos of these people's position in 
time, which encompasses both the com
mon lot of individual mortality and the 
broad historical annihilation of their 
calm, privileged days. Even the green 
grass makes us wince. 

One of the founders of photography, 
William Henry Fox Talbot, spoke as 
early as the eighteen-thirties of ~ 
camera's power to reveal "the injuries 
of time,'' and Barthes had something 
like that in mmd when he wrote that 
every great photograph contains a 
wound. Andreyev's photographs all 
~e inherent fascination of their 
epoch, but those which supersede curi
osity and nostalgia and touch some
thing deeper are indeed those which 
betray a wound: the photographs of his 
children. 

Few smiles are offered to this cam
era. It is tempting to observe, from the 
evidence of these disconnected figures, 
that all happy families photograph 
alike, while every unhappy family pho
tographs in its own way. Andreyev 
himself broods distractedly, as though 
playing the role of Man in his own 
personal drama (his perpetual air 
pathetique takes on an added resonance 
when one envisions him setting up the 
shot and then sprinting to the front to 
take his place, expression at the ready); 
his wife, Anna, thick and soft, a hand
some peasant odalisque coached in 
mystery, stares out into space. Only 
Andreyev's sons-the two older sons, 
that is, at ages that seem to be roughly 
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ten and six years- look into the eye of 
the camera hard, as though pressing 
some communication upon the viewer. 
The smaller of the boys, Daniil, is seen 
in two photographs apparently taken 
on the same day: pale and pinched, he 
stares out from under a starchless white 
hat that dwarfs his head and droops 
over his ears like an enormous crepe. 
One of the photographs is a portrait, 
and the camera looks close into his face. 
In the other, he has been propped ... on a 
table and posed, doll-like, with ha!id to 
hip, while nearby-making no contact 
-his father sits staring down at noth
ing, and another male relative regards 
the lens grumpily. The child's glance 
is the same in both photographs: even, 
direct, morose. 

Daniil, as the text informs us, is 
visiting his father; he has never lived 
with him, and even a visit is a rare 
event. Andreyev's first wife, Daniil's 
mother-"my lost Lenore," Andreyev 
called her-died of puerperal fever af
ter the boy's birth, in 1906, and Daniil 
was sent off to be brought up by her 
family in Moscow. It seems that 
Andreyev could hardly bear the sight 
of the boy. Daniil's older brother, 
Vadim, was not sent away, but he grew 
up something of a stranger in his fa
ther's household. Throughout his 
childhood, V adim wrote years later, his 
father .existed for him "as a transparent 
and insurmountable wall," while "for 
him I almost completely ceased to exist, 
it was as if he did not notice me or my 
efforts to approach him." Andreyev's 
paternal devotion was reserved for the 
son born of Anna, in 1909, and for that 
misappropriation of a:ff ection the young 
Vadim blamed Anna, whose very pres
ence he came to find intolerable. "I 
became gloomy and resentful," he went 
on, "and, without understanding it 
myself, turned into a stepson." The 
photographs of Vadim, a hungry and 
proud young prince, are the treasures 
of this book. He sits, small and elegant, 
on various pieces of vastly oversized 
furniture-Andreyev's house was 
stocked with potential thrones-and 
commands our attention by default, as 
it were, while he seeks to command that 
of the father standing behind the cam
era, examining the light and adjusting 
the frame, recording the gaze that he 
could not meet. 

T YDIA CHuKOVSKA YA remembers Le
L onid Andreyev in the aspect of a 
sea captain, coming ashore from the 

launch of his yacht on the shallow 
beach in front of her house, in the 
village of Kuokkala. What she remem
bers more vividly, though, are the caps 
and gold ribbons of his sailor crew: 
Chukovskaya has tried to preserve the 
memories of her childhood-the years 
in Finland, from about 1910, when she 
was three, until 1917-uncorrected by 
adult notions of importance. Her story, 
too, draws its deep energy from the 
relation between a father and his chil
dren, but openly so, as tribute and 
celebration. "I am writing about my 
childhood, and he was its creator," she 
explains. This small book is the prod
uct of a great devotion. Nearly artless 
itself, it is a rare record of the artistry 
of parenthood. 

Kornei Chukovsky was a self
educated man, an illegitimate child 
spurned by his father and reared by a 
struggling mother in Odessa, where 
his status kept him out of the upper 
levels of school-they were off limits 
to the category of "cooks' children" 
(his mother was actually a laundress) 
-and where the daily humiliations of 
life made him resolve on something 
better. As has happened with so many 
sensitive and suffering children, litera
ture became his better life, his real life. 
He taught himself English, and on his 
first trip to London, in 1904, as a 
newspaper correspondent, he caught up 
on his education in the British Museum 
library. "I sit at my books in a frenzy," 
he wrote home to his wife. Later on, 
literature was the kingdom in which he 
brought up his children. 

At the time of these recollections, 
Chukovsky was a much admired and 
somewhat feared critic of poetry, with 
a reputation for sharpness of insight 
and opinion which suggests a young 
Russian Randall Jarrell. Although he 
had not yet fully embarked on his sec
ond career, as a writer for and about 
children, he was a natural teacher. His 
daughter's book is without drama, and 
scant even of incident, but it is filled 
with literary quotations: growing up 
was a matter of what one read, and to 
whom one read it. The proudest task 
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of Chukovskaya's youth was to read 
aloud, for hours at a time, in order to 
lull her insomniac father to sleep. 
(Russian writers, as a rule, seem to 
sleep poorly.) A standard evening's 
fare consisted of a Walter Scott ballad 
as a curtain-raiser, and then a good 
chunk of "Dombey and Son" (several 
paragraphs of which are here rendered 
in a curious back-translation from the 
Russian). When success struck, she 
would snuff the candle and creep from 
the room, reciting all the while-from 
memory, or from a fancy strictly 
trained in imitative metre-so that no 
abrupt silence would undo her achieve
ment. 

Life in Kuokkala served continually 
as an occasion for poetry, and poetry 
was something not to be experienced in 
silence but to be shared, recited, sung. 
The cadences of the sea were its fre
quent counterpoint: rowing hard or just 
drifting along, Chukovsky would speak 
out the poems to his children, never 
explaining the big words but always 
identifying the author, even if that was 
only another big unexplained word
Baratynsky, Nekrasov-hoping and ex
pecting that the special sounds would 
in themselves make a difference in the 
way the children heard and the way 
they thought. Although the verse 
excerpted here is declamatory and 
orotund, of a sort that is hardly recog
nized nowadays even as poetry, what 
Chukovskaya makes wonderfully ap
parent, in her unadorned prose (the 
translation, by Eliza Kellogg Klose, 
has a pleasing ring of old-fashioned lo
cution and distance), is her own heady 
reaction to this intoxicating mixture of 
melodic sound and filial love. 

Chukovsky's children were nearly 
grown when he incorporated his meth
ods of instructing and enlightening 
them into one of the classics of Russian 
childhood education, which was pub
lished in English in the nineteen-six
ties (in an abridged translation much 
disliked by the author) as "From Two 
to Five." The title marks the ages 
between which "every child becomes 
for a short period of time a linguistic 
genius," Chukovsky writes-a time 
before the homogenizing rules of lan
guage are too well learned. For the 
romantic roots of what is today a fa
miliar premise, one need only think of 
Sainte-Beuve: "There exists in most 
men a poet who died young, whom the 
man survives." Chukovsky, however, 
was after something more practical 
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than metaphoric. Throughout his life, 
he was professionally concerned with 
what his daughter describes as the 
building of a literary staircase for 
children to climb, starting with the 
simplest songs and rising toward the 
cloudy heights of Pushkin. He worried 
that the children of Russia, the new 
generations just coming to literacy in 
the years since the abolition of serfdom, 
would be unable, unassisted, to grow 
into their heritage. What would be
come of his cherished books when ther~ 
was no one to cherish them? It was for 
poetry's sake, then, that childhood was 
rendered sacrosanct for Chukovsky, 
and that Lydia's big brother Kolya 
could rebuff her with "Get out of here, 
don't you see I'm dreaming,'' and know 
that dreaming was a respected activity 
in his father's house. 

Chukovsky's confidence in the power 
of literature to enlarge the moral scope 
of human nature determined the steady 
course of his life. Although that confi
dence ties him to the great nineteenth
century Russian tradition of the writer 
as educator, the manner in which he 
held to it in our own century makes 
him an anomaly: a man who trod a 
middle path where one hardly seemed 
to exist. Chukovskaya's account of her 
father's life is limited to the bountiful 
years of her childhood, with bare hints 
of its post-revolutionary aftermath. 
Andreyev's book of photographs ends 
at the same historical moment. These 
men who shared so much went on to 
cross the historical chasm and redefine 
their lives in ways that delineate the 
range and complexities of heroism, 
public and private, as summoned up by 
Russian writers in Soviet times. 

J\ FTER 1917, Russian literary cul
.r\. ture split, in its first and most 
essential permutation, into those who 
stayed and those who left. In the bru
tally frank terms that would be clarified 
in just a few years, the choices available 
were three: expatriation, accommoda
tion, and martyrdom. In "Petrograd, 
1919 ,'' Anna Akhmatova wrote with 
determination of staying in "this sav
age capital,'' of loving her city "and 
not winged freedom," of preserving 
"its palaces, its fire and water." In 
1922, already a victim of the first of 
many denunciations, she could write 
again, "I am not with those who aban
doned their land,'' and, with grim 
pride, "We have not deflected from 
ourselves I One single stroke." For 
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the next thirteen years, she wrote little, 
and from 1925 until 1940 she was 
allowed to publish virtually nothing. In 
those years, Russian writers gained an
other option, which Isaac Babel called 
(and what other culture has known a 
humor black enough to name it?) the 
genre of silence. Elsewhere, far from 
silence, Vladimir Nabokov, the quint
essential exile, the proud citizen of 
Wellesley, Cornell, and Montreux, 
claimed to treasure the "syncopal kick" 
that the revolution had caused in his 
life. For Nabokov, writing in the late 
nineteen-forties, those who had re
mained in Russia "were either wither
ing away there or adulterating their 
gifts by complying with the political 
demands of the state." 

In the first decade of this century, 
both Chukovsky and Andreyev were 
arrested, briefly, on charges of activity 
against the czar: Andreyev for al
lowing a meeting of the Social Demo
crats-Gorky's party, and Lenin's-to 
occur in his apartment; Chukovsky for 
an anti-czarist poem in a satirical jour
nal that he edited. (When, in "The 
Gulag Archipelago," the mild sen
tences of czarist jurisprudence are con
trasted with the brutality of Bolshevik 
and Stalinist punishments, Solzheni
tsyn cites Andreyev's taunt that his fif
teen days in prison had been too short, 
and that as far as board and lodging 
were concerned he had lived better in 
jail than as a student.) Although 
neither writer maintained a party affili
ation, each remained committed to 
principles of reform. Andreyev, espe
cially, was a vociferous supporter of 
the February revolution. And then, 
with the coming of October, the two 
friends made the opposite 
choices of their time. Packed 
up for good and moving swiftly 
east or west, they nearly passed 
each other as the border be
tween the new Soviet and Finn
ish states came crashing down. 

Andreyev went to Finland. Cut off 
there from the new Russia, he camped 
out in the huge, cold house in 
Vammelsuu, the elaborate tiled stoves 
mostly untended, the money-he had 
spent it as lavishly as he had made it
running out. Surrounded by civil war, 
he and his family moved, retreating 
ever farther north. In failing health, he 
kept writing. There is a late novel 
called "Satan's Diary" in which, de
spite his situation, he gives the Devil 
the form of a genial American billion-
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aire, Mr. Henry Wondergood, who 
sports a cigar and gold teeth and an 
"Illinois soul." And there is, at last, 
one urgently political work-his final 
word on the revolutionism of the mo
ment-which, in its pure, desperate 
desire to communicate, succeeds in 
burning off the stylistic vapors that so 
beclouded what he had come to think 
of as literature. (It should be noted, 
however, that the edited British and 
American translations differ consider
ably in this respect.) "S.O.S.-Save 
Our Souls" is neither a story nor a play 
but a tract, a plea, an open letter to the 
Allies, written specifically for the pop
ulations of Britain and the United 
States in the early months of 1919. 
After more than a year of governance 
by "these savages who have revolted 
against culture, law and the code of 
human morals,'' Andreyev attests, only 
the willfully blind could not see "the 
murders, the destruction, the grave
yards, the prisons, the lunatic asylums" 
of Bolshevik rule. These acts must not 
be allowed to pass as "internal affairs,'' 
he continues. If Woodrow Wilson is 
able to dine in Paris now, it is because 
of the protection afforded him by two 
oceans: "the Atlantic and the ocean of 
Russian blood shed in defense of the 
common cause of the Allies." The 
revolution in Russia, Andreyev writes, 
has already been strangled. "As a wire
less telegrapher on a sinking ship sends 
out in the darkness of night his last 
call: 'Help, Quick, We Sink, Help!' so 
do I, firm in my belief in man, send out 
into space and darkness my call." The 
final words of this extraordinary docu
ment are "Help Us! Quick! Come 
Quick!" Andreyev died in September, 

1919, while planning a trip to the 
United States to raise money 
for the anti-Bolshevik cause. 

Chukovsky, in the meantime, 
shuttered his house on the gulf 
and brought his family to their 
new citizenship in the city that 

would soon be Leningrad. He retreated 
to translating-as did so many others 
-and to writing children's verse; he 
confined his literary criticism to works 
of the nineteenth century. By such 
means he kept out of political harm's 
way. There was no outright accommo
dation-no official positions promul
gated, no false literary pretenses-nor 
was there outright opposition. He was, 
on occasion, inadvertently subversive: 
his poem about a tyrannical cockroach, 
a little moral comedy written for chil-
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dren in 1923, took on a new appeal for 
parents in the thirties, owing to the 
detail of the insect's flamboyant mus
taches. And Isaiah Berlin, who met 
Chukovsky in the nineteen-forties, tes
tifies to an episode of personal courage, 
when Chukovsky took him to meet 
Pasternak. There were likely many 
such private displays of ethical gallant
ry, reflective of his character and essen
tial to his pride. By the time of the 
cultural thaw, under Khrushchev 
Chukovsky was recognized as a granJ 
old man, his integrity uncompromised 
by any kowtowing to the 
regime. On the occasion of 
his eightieth birthday, in 
1962, he received both an 
honorary degree from Ox
ford and the Lenin Prize. 

In the last decade or so of 
his life-he died in 1969-
the new atmosphere of dissent inspired 
Chukovsky to speak out, to take a stand 
for contemporary and controversial 
writers. Godfather to a new genera
tion, he embraced Pasternak publicly 
when the Nobel Prize had made him a 
pariah in official literary circles and 
Chukovsky's own son Nikolai (Kolya 
the dreamer!) had taken part in 
the unanimous vote to expel Paster
nak from the Writers Union. To 
Solzhenitsyn he offered his home, such 
money as he could contrive to press 
upon the hounded novelist (mostly 
through a benefice in his will), and full, 
ecstatic faith in the living continuity of 
Russian literary genius. 

According to Solzhenitsyn's biogra
pher, Michael Scammell, Chukovsky 
survived Stalinism "physically intact 
and morally uncompromised." One 
wonders what Chukovsky would have 
said to that. Olga Andreyev Carlisle, 
who visited him several times in his late 
years, reports that he kept a big stuffed 
lion, sent as a gift from America, which 
when its tail was pulled spoke in a 
deep voice-in what sounded to Car
lisle like a New York accent. It said, 
"I am the Cowardly Lion,'' and then 
something unintelligible. Chukovsky 
would pull the tail whenever he had a 
question or a problem, and listen and 
nod gravely and pretend to divine his 
answer there. Perhaps this was just a 
charming affectation, or perhaps it was 
a modest but relentlessly punishing goad. 

N adezhda Mandelstam's two over
mastering memoirs of the life of letters 
under Stalin, published here in the 
early nineteen-seventies, have directed 

shafts of moral light into the caves of 
fear and death, and elucidated the vir
tual impossibility of unimpaired moral 
and physical survival. The authority of 
her vision, at once implacable and pity
ing, has rendered her akin to a proph
etess and a judge of that blacked-out 
past. She reproaches Chukovsky with a 
single, venial sin: the fabrication of a 
story, long after the fact, "designed to 
whitewash Gorky." The story itself
that Gorky had raced from Petrograd 
to Moscow in an attempt to obtain 
Lenin's veto of the secret police's 

planned execution of the poet 
Nikolai Gumilev, in 1921, 
and had returned victorious 
but too late-has been re
ported elsewhere. A detail 
unique to Chukovsky's ver
sion, in Mme. Mandelstam's 
recounting, has Gorky so 

distraught at Gumilev's death that he 
began to cough up blood. Considering 
what is known about the state of 
Gorky's lungs and of his psyche at the 
time-Lenin soon sent him out of Rus
sia to recuperate on both counts-the 
story is not incredible. Gorky had 
made a devil's pact at least in part to 
help control the flames; he is credited 
with saving many lives. What matters 
in this instance, however, is that 
N adezhda Mandelstam is convinced 
not only that this is all a lie-that 
Gorky did nothing to save Gumilev
but that Chukovsky knew it to be a lie 
even as he perpetrated the story. 

To gauge by her memoirs, Mme. 
Mandelstam did not know Chukovsky 
well; at one point, she seems to confuse 
him with his son Nikolai. Yet the 
reason asserted for such moral trespass 
as she detects in him is psychologically 
acute. In falsifying scraps of heroism 
and humanity for the sake of a power
ful writer, she finds, Chukovsky was 
acting in the name of a larger belief; 
that is, nothing less than the "good 
name of literature," the necessity of 
maintaining its cult and its honor. 
For Nadezhda Mandelstam, literature 
stood so far disgraced-no one had 
risen up to save Gumilev, as no one in 
1938 rose up to save Osip Mandelstam, 
her husband and the sovereign poet of 
the age-that an attempt of that kind 
could only be useless. 

Chukovsky maintained his faith in 
moral regeneration by keeping his eyes 
on the nation's children. At a time 
when Marxism in Russia had shifted 
the ideal of the originally sinless from 
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the child to the worker, he maintained 
a Dickensian notion-essentially apo
litical-of reform through the proper 
education of innocence. "Doesn't the 
very color of a person's eye and the 
shape of his lip change after he has read 
'War and Peace'?" he asked. N adezhda 
Mandelstam, whose survival and life's 
purpose bear knowing testament to the 
redemptive power of literature, pos
sessed a political intelligence and a 
fund of experience that would not al
low her to generalize from the achieve
ment of individual salvation to that of 
any system that men might invent. "I 
found it astonishing that the English, 
after reading about young Arthur and 
the way he softened the hearts of his 
executioners, had not given up killing 
their fellow-men forever," she writes 
about reading "King John" -for com
fort-in the months after Osip Mandel
stam's second and final arrest. A friend 
suggests to her that people went on mur
dering even after Shakespeare-the 
formulation is very like one of Chukov
sky's-because they had not seen this 
play. Her response seems to issue from 
poetry itself, grieving for history: "At 
nights I wept at the thought that exe
cutioners never read what might soften 
their hearts. It still makes me weep." 

T HE coastline strip of Finland 
that, in the words of Ilya Repin, 

had once served as essential "fresh air" 
for the Russian intelligentsia became 
Russian territory again during the 
Second World War. The village of 
Kuokkala was renamed Repino, after 
its most famous resident. The old spirit 
of the place-the pursuit of fresh air, 
one might call it-survived in the des
tinies of the children who had grown up 
there. Kornei Chukovsky could have 
done little to save Solzhenitsyn or his 
works had it not been for Vadim An
dreyev, the dark princeling of his fa
ther's photographs, grown to manhood 
in Paris, where Anna had resettled her 
family in the early nineteen-twenties. 
Vadim, who felt his unchosen exile as a 
lifelong blow, had fought to regain his 
citizenship-to the undoubted eternal 
mortification of his father's ghost-and 
travelled freely across Soviet borders 
from the late nineteen-fifties. On two 
visits, in 1964 and 1968, this trusted 
guest of the state took the opportunity 
of his unmonitored departures to slip 
several rolls of microfilm into a raincoat 
pocket and carry them to the West; they 
contained the manuscripts of "The First 

Circle" and "The Gulag Archipelago." 
The family fates that separated 

V adim from his younger brother, 
Daniil, made a different sort of literary 
and political footnote out of that woe
begone child. Daniil grew up in the 
Soviet Union with rather fewer sympa
thies for it than were felt by the outsid
er Vadim. A writer, he was tried in 
1949 for reading from his work to a 
group of friends, and was sentenced to 
ten years' imprisonment. The novelist 
Andrei Bitov reports the rumor of "an 
important book" written by Daniil in 
prison camp-"a great systematic spir
itual construct, an edifice of Existence" 
-unpublished, and populated with lit
erary heroes. 

As for Lydia Chukovskaya, she has 
been for decades one of the Soviet 
Union's boldest voices against censor
ship and intellectual persecution. Her 
novel "Sofia Petrovna," written and 
hidden at the end of the thirties-when 
her husband was seized and executed
is a brittle, plainspoken story, almost 
a parable, of one of the innumerable 
women who waited, day after day, in 
the long lines around Stalin's prisons, 
seeking news of husbands or sons. The 
helpless mother, once a model citizen, 
grows deranged with fear and fatigue 
and confusion; the letter that finally 
arrives from her son pleads for a cour
age that is beyond her strength, and all 
she can do is to burn it. The book itself 
seems written in ash. 

The summer gardens of Russian 
childhood were forcibly depopulated a 
lifetime ago. Is being torn from beauty 
a worse fate-or one more deserving of 
attention-than never having had any? 
In a sense, all that happened to those 
dispossessed children is that they joined 
the multitude of others outside the 
gates. The most arresting moment in 
Michael Ignatieff's noble "Russian Al
bum" comes when his grandmother, 
born a princess, insists that the soldiers 
who are removing the family's belong
ings leave at least her children's shoes. 
The citizeness did not understand, 
came the response of one of the ragged 
and hungry soldiers; his own children 
had never had any shoes. It is only in 
the glow of retrospect and of art that 
the gardens belong to us all. 

-CLAUDIA ROTH PIERPONT 
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damned trees." It was a 
hot, bright day, and 
the angle of the sun 
made it difficult to see 
the discs as they sailed 
in front of a pine forest 
at the back of the range. 

"Maybe we need a 
fence in front of those ii e 

trees," Mr. Dimple 
said. After his next two 

~__.__..i__. __ 

shots, he said, "Darned 
if the wind didn't get 
to those birds before I 
did." It was clear that 
Mr. Dimple was dis
gracing himself before 
the cream of the Amer-
ican Army. When he 
spoke, the other men 
looked at the grass. 
The women, seated be-
hind the semicircular 
range, looked at each 
other. Their eyes 
seemed to say, "Our 
men are not going to 
complain about any 
trees. Our men are not going to com
plain about the wind or the sun." 

"I'm not wearing the right sun
glasses,'' Mr. Dimple said. 

MacArthur stepped up to the station 
just in front of the viewing area and 
called for the pigeons. "Pull!" Swing
ing to his right, he aimed just ahead 
of the flying, spinning disc. He pulled 
the first trigger and began the swing 
back to his left to get the second sailing 
bird before it touched the ground. The 
first bird exploded in a star of frag
ments and fell to the earth with the 
sound of raining gravel. The second 
bird fell untouched and landed on the 
ground with a clack as it struck an
other unexploded bird. Perhaps be
cause his swing back had seemed so 
sure, so exactly timed, MacArthur 
could not believe he had missed. He 
shook his head as he stepped away 
from the station. 

My father looked over at him and 
said within hearing of everyone on the 
range, "Whenever you step back from 
that peg, you step back the same way, 
hit or miss. You do not shake your 
head." 

Mr. Dimple put his hand on his hip. 
and sighed at his gun. Colonel Ridge
wood and Major Solman looked away. 

"Do you understand?" 
MacArthur did understand. He was 

embarrassed. "Yes, sir,'' he said. 
As the group moved to the next 

station, the other men nodded at my 
father and gave MacArthur friendly 

• • 
punches on the arm. He was not going 
to grow up to be a Mr. Dimple. 

The next year, MacArthur won a 
place on the championship team my 
father took to Naples. For years, my 
father liked to tell about MacArthur's 
first day on the range. "He was black
and-blue all over," my father said. 
"But he never spoke a word of com
plaint." 

T wo years later, we returned to 
the States to live on a post on 

Governors Island, which was in the 
middle of New York Harbor and so 
close to the Statue of Liberty that we 
could see her torchlight from our bed
room windows. It was on Governors 
Island that my father received a letter 
from the government which seemed 
to imply that MacArthur might not 
be an American citizen, because he 
had been born in the Philippines. He 
was not quite a foreigner, either, be
cause his parents had been born in 
Ohio. 

"He's · a juvenile delinquent, is what 
he is,'' my grandmother said one 
day when my father was trying to ex-· 
plain the citizenship difficulty. She 
had slipped into MacArthur's room 
and found a cache of cigarette light
ers. "Where does a fourteen-year-old 
boy get enough money to buy these 
things?" she said. "What does he do 
with them, anyway?" 

"He doesn't smoke," I said, al
though I knew that with my father the 
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health issue would not be the central 
one. 

My mother beheld the lighters with 
great sadness. "I'll have a talk with 
him tonight." 

"No one will speak to him yet,'' my 
father said. He was troubled because 
the evidence of MacArthur's criminal
ity had been gathered in a kind of 
illegal search and- seizure. 

"Does this mean that MacArthur 
can never become President of the 
United States?" I said. In our family, 
we had been taught that if children 
were scrupulously honest, and also 
rose from their seats when strangers 
entered the room, and said "Yes, sir" 
and "No, sir" at the appropriate mo
ments, and then went on to get a 
college education, they could grow up 
to be anything, including President of 
the United States. Even a woman 
could be President, if she kept her 
record clean and also went to college. 

No one smiled at my joke. 
The document my father held 

seemed to suggest that even though 
MacArthur was the son of patriots, 
someone somewhere might question 
the quality of his citizenship. It was a 
great blow to learn that he might be a 
thief as well as a quasi foreigner. 

The document was a letter from the 
Judge Advocate of the post advising 
that foreign-born children be inter
viewed by the Department of Natural
ization and Immigration. It also ad
vised that they attend a ceremony in 
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which they would raise their right 
hands, like ordinary immigrants, and 
renounce any residual loyalty to the 
countries of their births. It did not 
"require" that they do these things but 
it did "strongly recommend" that they 
do so. We never learned why the gov
ernment made its strong recommenda
tion, but there was something in the 
language of the letter which allowed 
one to think that foreign birth was like 
a genetic defect that could be ~rgi
cally altered-it was like an extra 
brain that could be lopped off. (A 
Communist brain! A Socialist brain! 
The brain that would tell the hand to 
raise the gun against American de
mocracy.) 

"What were you doing in his chest 
of drawers?" my father said. 

"I was dusting,'' my grandmother 
said. 

"You were dusting the contents of 
a brown sack?" 

"This would never have happened 
in Ohio,'' my grandmother said. "If 
we lived in Ohio, he would already 
be a citizen and would not have to 
hang around that neighborhood after 
school." 

"In this house, we do not take other 
people's possessions without asking." 

"That's the point." My grand
mother picked up a lighter with each 
hand. "These are other people's pos
sessions." 

It was dark when I slipped out to 
intercept MacArthur. At night, it was 
always a surprise to ascend the· slope of 
the post golf course 
and come upon a vi
sion of New York 
City standing above 
the harbor, the lights 
of Wall Street rising 
like fire into the sky, 
all the glory and fear
fulness of the city 
casting its spangled 
image back across the 
water to our becalmed 
and languorous island. 
If you looked away 
from the light of the 
city, you looked back 
into the darkness of 
the last three centuries, 
across roofs of brick 
buildings built by the 
British and the Dutch. 
The post was a Co
lonial retreat, an ad
ministrative headquar
ters, where soldiers 

strolled to work under the boughs of 
hardwood trees, and the trumpetings 
of the recorded bugle drifted through 
the leaves like a mist. It was a green, 
antique island, giving its last year of 
service to the United States Army. 

My grandmother never boarded the 
ferry for Manhattan without believing 
that her life or, at the very least, the 
quality of her character was in peril. 
She did not like New Yorkers. They 
were grim and anxious. They had bad 
teeth. They did not live in a place 
where parents told their children that 
if they bit into an apple and found a 
worm, they would know that they 
were just getting a little extra protein. 

"About how many 'do you think she 
took?" MacArthur said to me. 

"She took about exactly all of 
them." ' 

His face went slack. He still did not 
have that implacable expression that 
was supposed to help you through any 
crisis. "I was going to hock those on 
Monday to get some more cash for 
Christmas." 

"By Monday, you will be restricted 
to quarters. By Monday, you will be 
calling your friends to tell them you 
can't go to any movies or parties over 
the holidays." I handed him a lighter. 
"l don't think they've got them 
counted,'' I said. The others were still 
lying on the dining table. 

He was grateful for that lighter. 
"Thanks,'' he said. "This is the best 
one." 

"How about a light?" I said. I 
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opened a pack of my father's cigarettes 
and took one out. 

He snapped open the lighter and 
ignited it so deftly that the whole 
movement looked like a magic trick. 
"This is what we learn to do at P .S. 
104 ,'' he said. 
· Neither of us smoked, but we in

flicted the cigarette upon ourselves 
with relish, exhaling fiercely into the 
raw night air. "I'm not askin·g where 
you got them, of course,'' I said. 

He smiled. "I won almost every one 
of them throwing dice and playing 
catds. At lunch everybody goes out · to 
steal, and after school everybody plays 
for the loot. Remember me? Kid Com
petition. I'm good at games." 

"That's a story you could probably 
tell them," I said. 

He ground the cigarette out under 
his foot. "Look at me,'' he said. "I'm 
littering Army property." Then he 
said, "I did steal a couple of them. 
Either you steal, and you're one of the 
guys, or you don't steal, and you're a 
sleazo and everybody wants to fight." 

He was very tall by then. The bones 
close to his skin-his wrist bones, 
knees, shoulder bones-looked as 
though they had been borrowed from a 
piece of farm machinery. If you were 
as big as he was and also the new kid 
at school, someone would always want 
to fight you. We had started walking 
and were now on the dark side of 
Governors Island, standing by the sea
wall that looked toward the small 
lights of Brooklyn. The wind was 

blowing at our backs 
from the west, bring
ing the sharp, oily 
smell from the New 
Jersey refineries, but 
we could also smell 
the salt and fish taste 
of the ocean, and for 
a moment I could 
imagine us far away 
from every city and 
every Army post and 
every rural town we 
had ever known. He 
leaned across the rail
ing of the seawall and 
looked tired. He had 
posed for himself an 
even more demanding 
ideal than the family 
had, and he was hu
miliated to perceive 
himself as a thief. 

"Look,'' I said. 
"Just tell them you 
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snow. They can reach the canopies of 
the saplings. They are hardier, gener
ally, than deer. Often, they can get to 
the food and the deer can't." The 
inference seems inescapable that when 
chain saws open up a landscape for 
high saplings and deep snow they are 
working tor the Sierra Club. They 
are contributing to the survival of a 
vaguely endangered species. . 

"Beaver eat the same stuff,'' he said. 
"They eat the vegetation that aRJ>ears 
when the forest has been cut. So bea
vers have been thtiving, too; and they 
dam brooks, and that produces ponds, 
and the ponds produce aquatic plants 
-reeds, cow lilies, bullhead lilies
and moose love aquatic plants." The 
consensus guess is that Maine in 1936 
was down to . two thousand moose. 
Now, about fifty years later, biologists 
are guessing anywhere from twenty 
thousand to sixty thousand moose. 
Suddenly-or so it seems-it is about 
as difficult to fipd a moose in Maine as 
it would be to find a dairy cow in 
Wisconsin. "Look at that baby!" Jack 
said, hanging the airplane up on its 
side for a good look at a dark enor
mous bull-thirteen hundred pounds 
at least, and with ,a five-foot rack-in 
slow, stately motion on a tote road. 
Township 13, Range 11. A few miles 
up the road, a yellow Jeep W agoneer 
was slowly cruising. In Maine for six 
days in early fall, moose are hunted by 
a thousand permittees, who have won 
the opportunity by lottery. Since 1980, 
when moose hunting resumed, three 
thousand and seventy-six moose have 
been killed, tagged, and taken out of 
the woods to official weighing stations. 
Thus, a cycle that was set in motion 
by the chain saw is controlled by the 
rifle. 

In last year's lottery, fifty-five thou
sand hunters paid three hundred and 
twelve thousand dollars merely to 
throw their names in the hat. An alien 
or an out-of-stater-in Maine the 
terms are synonymous-had to put up 
twice as much as a citizen of Maine. 
Aliens and out-bf-staters received a 
tenth of the pel-mits. Permits and 
licenses cost sixty thousand dollars 
more. All other hunting was sus
pended for the six days, so that no one 
entering the woods without a moose
h unting permit could legitimately 
claim to have mistaken a moose for a 
bear, a grouse, or a porcupine. . 

The woods below us were full of 
Jeep W agoneers, Ford pickups, Maz
das, Toyotas, artd Hondas. Y WORK. 
A great many of them cruised the tote 
roads. To be sure, there were hunters 

walking the woods, doing it the old
fashioned way, but my impression 
was that of the thousand permittees 
nine hundred and seventy-five were 
trolling on the roads. The law for
bids hunting from a motor vehicle. 
It forbids hunters to carry loaded rifles 
in a vehicle. But the law can hardly 
forbid hunters to ride from one place 
to another-or to get there faster than 
at ten miles an hour. The expanded 
network of tote roads has made rolling 
reconnaissance all the more compre
hensive for a new generation of 
Orions. No longer do they need the 
Maine Hunting Shoe, invented in 
Freeport by Leon Leonwood Bean. A 
calfskin wing tip will do. 

When the hunters see a moose, they 
are legal if they get out of their cars 
before they shoot. Over Township 12, 
Range 9, we saw a hunter standing in 
the back of a pickup, leaning on the 
cab roof, with his rifle in his hands. 
The vehicle, advancing, looked like a 
unit of the Fifth Army entering the 
streets of Salerno. Over Township 12, 
Range 13, we saw a man with a rifle 
in his hands leaning out a window of a 
van. In Township 14, Range 10, two 
vehicles were cruising together. "It's 
obvious as hell what they're doing,'' 
Jack said as he observed from above; 
but there was not much he could do. 
He could describe the vehicles to 
ground wardens, which he did. But 
each ground warden . was covering 
about four hundred square miles. 
Moreover, the hunters in the vehicles 
were legal unless bullets were found in 
their guns. 

Jack had a great many more things 
to spot than rifle barrels bristling from 
Toyota wagons and Oldsmobile se
dans. The brooks-and-streams trout 
season had long since ended, but now 
that . wardens could be presumed to be 
preoccupied with moose, trout fisher
men were fanning out into the woods. 
A moose permit, of course, was only a 
permit, and not a guarantee. Among 

the frustrated hunters would be some 
who were tempted to steal another 
hunter's moose. Flying down the long 
straight southwest-trending United 
States-Canadian border-over Town
ship 19, Range 12-we came to the 
Little Black River. It comes into 
Maine out of Quebec, and the bound
ary there is unmistakable, because trees 
have been cut and all other vegetation 
has been mowed in a swath that sepa
rates the nations. Close by the Little 
Black River in Canada was a moose 
stand sixty feet high-as Jack de
scribed fr on the intercom, "a Hilton 
up on stilts." He said it could sleep 
twelve. Canadian hunters who know 
the art of calling moose call moose out 
of the United States and bag them in 
Canada as they walk below the stand. 
Sometimes the calling fails to attract 
the animals, in which case the Cana
dian riflemen have not historically 
been shy about invading the United 
States. "You can put down ninety
eight per cent of that sort of thing by 
making a flight a day with this air
plane,'' Jack said, adding that his bor
der fligh~s sometimes turned up more 
than poachers. Certain Canadians en
ter the United States to grow mari
juana in old beaver ponds where the 
sun is gootl and the silt is rich. They 
carry the leaves home and cure them 
in microwave ovens. 

Poaching, of course, has no season. 
Poachers are wont to choose, say, a 
stormy night at Christmastime or, if 
they are Canadians, the eve of an 
American holiday. Poachers tend to 
run in families, as do game wardens 
like the Pelletiers and the Dumonds; 
and in successive generations for more _ 
than a century the warden families and 
the poaching families have gone into 
the woods on the two sides of the law~ 
They are friends. Some may be Amer
icans, some Canadians, but all are peo
ple of the Valley-the St. John Valley 
-whose habitants have more in com
mon with one another than they do 
with the people elsewhere in their own 
countries. Nonetheless, they hunt, and 
are hunted, in their perennial and var
ious ways. 

(In the Valley, the first language of 
many people born and raised in Amer
ican towns-St. Francis, Fort Kent, 
Madawaska, Ouellette-is French. 
But the Valley's language is essentially 
its own. The name Pelletier is some
times pronounced "Pelsey" and at 
other times "Pelkey." ...filrois is pro
nounced "Searaway.;' The late Henry 
~aylor, celebrated hermit of the lower 
Allagash, was born Henri Couturier, 
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woods, big clear-cuts on 
their way to becoming as 
numerous as the obsoles
cent lakes. Jack said on the 
intercom one day, with 
studied equanimity, "It's 
not a woods so much as a 
crop that is also used for 
recreation. Where the com
panies cut selectively, they 
cut a lot. They go for 
the big spruce and fir." 
The results lay below us
swaths of largely denuded 
ground, with the spruce 
and fir gone, cedars and 
birches standing. "The 
companies don't want the 
cedar and the birch," he 
went on. "We're not at a 
point in this country where 
we efficiently harvest the 
timber." Birches, left on 
their own, were fragile, 
and in many places had 
been blown down by wind
storms. They looked like 
stubbed cigarettes after a 
teen-age party. There is 
some tension between the 

"Would a requisite for the job be to take pride in the product, sir?" 

timber companies and the 
Department of Inland Fisheries and 
Wildlife, employer of game wardens 
and wildlife biologists. The state is 
empowered to protect its animals, and 
words can become brittle when, for 
instance, deer have yarded up under 
ripe timber. "That's a new road down 
there, by the Little Black River,'' he 
said. "They'll come in here and cut 
heavily. The last time these woods 
were cut, the logs were twitched out 
by horse. With the equipment they 
have now, they'll take it out in a 
hurry. These people have to make a 
dollar, though. You've got to be re~
sonable, be willing to compromise. 
The land does belong to them." The 
American Realty Tote Road makes its 
way across the woods from one side to 
the other, and Jack, like everyone else 
in the region, calls it the Reality Road. 

T IKE the long cry of the loon, the 
L presence of moose authenticates 
the northern forest. Early in this cen
tury, their number was in steady de
cline, and by 1936 so few were left in 
Maine that moose hunting was de
clared illegal. The state animal was 
leaving the state. Recently, though, as 
clear-cut acreages have increased in 
the wild woods, the number of moose 
has increased, too. Moose seem to 
prosper where people knock down 
trees. "Moose and deer do not do well 
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in a mature forest,'' Jack said one 
autumn day as the Super Cub crossed 
an area where moose and deer would 
do well. Generally, after a cutting, 
seedlings have not been planted. Natu
ral succession functions on its own, 
and among the first plants to spring up 
are red and striped maples, and birch 
and raspberries. Not even Ralston 
Purina could come up with anything 
more acceptable to moose and deer. 
"The amount of cutting has made 
more food, and thus more deer and 
moose,'' he continued. "Deer, in fact, 
are sometimes so impatient that they 
go to active cuts. The loggers like to 
say that while a chain saw is working 
on one end of a tree deer are browsing 
on the other." 

I will believe anything about deer. 
Deer, in my opinion, are rats with 
antlers, roaches with split hooves, 
denizens of the dark primeval suburbs. 
Deer intensely suggest New Jersey. 
One of the densest concentrations of 
wild deer in the United States inhabits 
the part of New Jersey that, as it 
happens, I inhabit, too. Deer like peo
ple. They like to be near people. They 
like beanfields, head lettuce, and any
body's apples. They like hibiscus, be
gonias, impatiens, azaleas, rhododen
drons, boxwood, and wandering Jews. 
I once saw a buck with a big eight
point rocking-chair rack looking mag-

• 
nificent as he stood between two trac
tor-trailers in the Frito-Lay parking 
lot in New Brunswick, New Jersey. 
Deer use the sidewalks in the heart of 
Princeton. 

I was not prepared to receive, how
ever, the message that was coming 
through to me on the Super Cub's 
intercom; to wit, that moose also 
thrive on the presence of man, that the 
moose of Maine have returned in great 
numbers in direct proportion to the 
felling of the forest, that the mighty 
symbol of the Great North Woods 
apparently salivates at the sound of a 
chain saw. Jack repeated, as we looked 
down into a timbered cut, "Moose eat 
striped maple; they eat red-maple 
sprouts off stumps; they eat the beech 
saplings, the young birch-the broad
leaf hardwoods that spring up after the 
cutting. The bigger the cut-the more 
open the cut-the more it favors 
moose over deer." 

Moose are better off where deer are 
scarce. Deer carry a brain worm that is 
almost harmless to them but fatal to 
moose. (just as spruce budworm, ironi
cally, is fatal to balsam fir but not to 
black spruce). Moose pick up the 
worm by inadvertently eating snails 
that have eaten deer feces. The worms 
go to the brain and destroy the moose. 

"Moose have long legs," Jack went 
on. "They get around easier in deep 
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EVERYTHING that surrounds 
my meeting with him has the 

-color of shame. 
December, 194 7. I was fourteen, 

steeped in vehement admirations and 
impatience for the reality to which I 
would travel once released- from that 
!Ong prison sentence, my childhood. 

End almost in sight. Already in my 
junior year, I'd finish high school 
while still fifteen. And then, aml then 
... all would unfold. Meanwhile I 
was waiting, I was doing time (still 
fourteen!), recently transferred from 
the desert of southern Arizona to the 
coastland of southern California. An
other new setting, with fresh possibili
ties of escape-I welcomed . that. My 
peripatetic widowed mother's remar
riage, in 1945, to a handsome, _ be
medalled and beshrapnelled Army Air 
Forces ace who'd been sent to the 
healing. desert to cap-a year-long hos
pitalization (he'd been shot down five 
days after D Day) appeared to -have 
grounded her. The following year 
our newly assembled family-mother, 
stepfather, kid sister, dog, notionally 
salaried Irish nanny left -over from the _ 
old days, plu,s the resident alien, myself 

- had vacated the stucco bungalow on 
a dirt road on the outskirts of Tucson 
(where we'd. been joined by Captain 
Sontag) for a cozy shuttered cottage 
with rosebush -hedges and three birch 
trees at the entrance of the . San Fer
nando Valley, where I was currently 
p_retending to sit still for a facsimile of 
family life and the remainder of my 
unconvincing childhood. On week
ends my now out.:..of.-uniform but still 
militarily perky stepfather marshalled 
sirloins and butter-brushed corn tight
ly wrapped in tinfoil on the patio -
barbecue; I ate and ate-how could I 
not, as I watched my morose, bony 
mother fiddling with her food? His 
animation was as ~ threatening as her 
apathy. They couldn't start playing 
family now-too late! I was off 
and. running, even if -I looked every 
inch the baby-faced, overgrown elder 
daughter effusively munching her 
fourth ear of corn; Iwas already gone~ 
(In French one can announce, while 
lingering unconscionably,- le suis mo
ralement partie.) There was just this 
last bit of childhood to get past. For 
the duration (that wartime locution 
that gave me my first model of 

"All right; now. I want you and Grandpa 
to run along and interact." 

con escen mg to present time m avor 
of the· better future), for the duration 
it was permissible to appear to enjoy · 
their recreations, avoid conflict, gobble 
their food. The truth was; I. dreaded . 
conflict. And I was always hungry. 

I felt I was slumming, in my own 
life. My task was to ward off the drivel 
(I felt I was drowning in drivel )-the 
jovial claptrap of classmates and teach
ers, the maddening bromides I heard 
at home. And - the weekly comedy 
shows festooned-with canned 'laughter, 
the treacly Hit Parade, the hysterical 
narratings of baseball games and prize 
fights-radio, whose racket -filled the 
living room on weekday evenings _ and 
much of Saturday and Sunday, .was an 
endless torment. l ground my teeth, I 
twirled my-hair, .!gnawed at my nails, 
I was polite. Though untempted by 
the new, tribal delights of suburban 
childhood that had quickly absorbed 
my sister, I didn't think of myself as 
a misfit, . for I assumed my c-asing of 
affability was _ being accepted at face 
value. (Here the fact that I was a g-irl 
seeps through.) What other people 
thought of me remained a dim consid
eration, since other people seemed to 
me astonishingly unseeing as well as 
uncurious, while I longed to learn ev
erything: the · exasperating difference 
between me and -everyone I'd ever met 
-so far. I was certain there was a 
multitude like -me, elsewhere. And it 
never occurred to me that I could be 
stopped. 

If I didn't mope or sulk, it was, not 
just because I thought complaining 
wouldn't do any good. It was because 
the flip -side of my discontent-what, 
indeed, throughout my childhood had 
made me so discontented--was rap"'." 

. ture. Rapture I couldn't share. And 
whose volume was increasing steadily: -

. sin-ce this last move I was having near- -
nightly _bouts of jubilation. For in the 
eight houses and apartments of my life 
before this one I had never had a. 
bedroom to myself. Now I . had -it, and 
without asking. A door of my own. 
Now I could read. for hours by flash
light after being sentto bed and told to 
turn off the light, not inside a tent of 
bedclothes but outside the covers. 

I'd been a demon reader from earli
est childhood (to read ·was to drive a 
knife into- their lives), and therefore 
a promiscuous one: fairy tales and 
comics. (my comics col-lection was 
vast), Compton's Encyclopedia, the 
Bobbsey Twins and other Stratemeyer 



BRANDY BY Fl'l\ELIGHT 

.. : she had a laugh that was like brandy by firelight. 
- Something I read somewhere. 

C
OURVOISIER VSOP. Burning ho hee hee hee oh ho ho ho hee hee 

garden shed. "Hee-hee yuk hee ch'k ch'k." 
yuk-yuk-yuk.., yuk-yuk-yuk!'' 
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Fundador. Butane lighter at thirty 
thousand feet. "Hee hee hee ya-hah
hah"'."hah ho ho whee-ha ho ho hee-ya 
hah hah WHOO-HOO-HOO-HOO-HOO 
oh-hohk, hack, hack, a, HEE HEE HEE 
HEE HEE HEEEE, oh-hohk, HACK! HACK! 
a-HOO HOO HOO HOO HEEE HACK! 
HACK!" 

Remy Martin Napoleon. Kitchen 
grease fire. "Har har har, ha ha harr 
harr harr harr harr harrrrr ! " 

Felipe II. Chinese-food cartons at 
bottom of ventilator shaft. "A-hah, Christian Brothers. Tasselled res
a-hah, a-:HAH -HAH HAHHH, a-HAH- taurant-menu cord in candle flame. 
HAH-HAH HAH-HAH HAH_HHH "A-ssshaw haw haw haw sheee haw 

\c 
Cordon Bleu Martell. Torched kero-

sene-soaked rags. "Whee-ha-ha-ha 
h'h'h' h'h'hee oh-ho-hoh he he he he 
he he he he he he he!" 

HAHHHHH HAHHHHH HAHH-HHHHHHH 
HAHHHHHHHHHH-HHHHHHHHHHHHH, 
a-hah, HAHHHHH HAHHHHH HAH HA, 
a-hah, a-,hah a-hah!" 

Chateau des Plasson VSOP. Aban-
Mercier Prestige. Overheated car 

engine. "Ya-hah-ha-ha-ha. Ya-ha- doned wood-frame summer cottage. 

h h h Y h h h h h 
,, "P-p-p-p-pahf ha ha HA HA HAAA 

a- a- a. a - a- a- a- a. 

Hennessey XO. Old telephone 
books on electric space heater. "Hih
hih-hih, hih-hih-hih, oh ho :ho ho ho 
ho, yee-hoo hoo hoo ha ho ho ho, uh
heh, uh-heh, ha ha ha HA HA HA heh 

_ heh heh heh heh heh heh!" 

HAAA-A-A-A-A-A HA HA HA HOO HOO 
HOO HOO HOO HOO HOO HOO HEE HEE 
HEE HEE huh huh A-HEE HEE HEE HEE 
HEE HEE HEE HEE HEE HEE uh huh uh 
huh HEE HEE HEE HEE WHEE-HEE HEE 
HEE a-hee a-hee a-hee a-hah HOO HOO 
HOO HOO HOO HOO HEE HEE HEE HEE!" 

Ragnaud Reserve Special. Southern Slivovitz Old Plum. Lit match in 
California brushfire. "Ya-hoo ha ha the stuff between ·subway rails. "A
ha ha ha ha whoop! ha ha ha ha ha ha hilk a-hilk a har har har hilk.hilk hilk 
whee-ha hoo-ee! ha ha ha uh-oh! ho ho hilk hilk hilk hilk hilk." 

haw haw." 

Remy Martin Louis XIII. Offshore
oil platform. "Ah-hah hah hah hee 
hee hee whhooooooeeeeeee hee hee hee 
hee hee oh plea-hee-hee-hee-hee-se 
hoo hoo hoo _ hee hee hee gimme a 
break hoo hoo hoo you're killin' me 
hee hee hee hee no stop please wha-he
h a - ha h - ha h - ha h - ha h - ha h 
HOOOOO HEEEEE HA HA HA HA HA HA 
HO HO HO HO HO HO HOO~Ho HO HO oh 
man too much! HEE HEE . HEE HEE HO 
HO HO HO HO HO HO HO HO HO HO HO 
HA HA, a,hah, a,hah, a,hah, a~hah I'm 
dyin' hee hee hee hee hee hee . hee 
hee! ... hee hee hee ... a-ha ha ha 
..... hee ....... hoo ....... . 
ha ha ......... .. . ha." 

-IAN .FRAZIER 

G-OVE.RNM£:NT IN EXILE. 



series, books about astronomy, chemis
try, China, biographies of scientists, 
all of -Richard Halliburton's travel 
books, and a ·fair number of mostly 
Victorian-era classics. Then, drifting 
to the rear of a stationery and greet
ing-card store in the village that was 

·downtown Tucson in the mid-nine
. teen-forties, I toppled into the deep 
well of the Modern Library. Here 
were standards, and here, . at . the back 
of each book, was my first list. I had 
only to acquire and re.ad (ninety-five 
cents for the small ones, a dollar 
twenty-five for the Giants )-my .sense 
of possibility unfolding, with each 
book, like a carpenter's rule. And 
within a ·month of .arriving in Los 
Angeles I tracked down a real book
store, the first of my bookstore-be
sotted . life: the Pickwick, on Holly
wood Boulevard, where I went ev
ery few days after · school to read on 
my feet through some more of world 
literature-buying when I could, 
stealing when I dared. Each of my 
occasional thefts cost me weeks of 
self-revilement and dread of future 
humiliation, but what could I do, giv
en my puny allowance? Odd that I 
never thought of going to a library. 
I had to acquire them, see them in 
rows. along a wall of my tiny bedroom. 

• • 
My household deities. My spaceships. 

Afternoons I went hunting for. trea
sure: I'd always disliked going home 
directly from school. But in Tucson, 
visits to the stationery store excepted, 
the ·most cheering postponement I'd 
come up with was a walk out along the 
Old Spanish Trail toward the Tanque 

·Verde foothills, where I . could exam
ine close up the fiercest .saguaros and 
prickly pears, scrutinize the ground for 
arrowheads and snakes, pocket · pretty 
rocks, imagine being lost or -a sole 
survivor, wish I were an Indian. Or 
the Lone Ranger. Here in California 
there was a different space to roam and 
I had become a different Lone: Ranger. 
Most days .after -school ·I boarded the 
trolley on Chandler Avenue to hasten 
into, .not away from, town. 'Within a 
few· blocks of the enchanted crossroads 
of Hollywood Boulevard and High
land Avenue lay my little .agora of 
one- and two-story buildings: the 
Pickwiek; a record store whose propri
etors let me spend hours each .week in 
the listening booths, gorging myself 
on their wares; an international news
stand where militant browsing yielded 
me Partisan Review, Kenyon Review, 
Sewanee Review, Politics, Accent, Ti
ger's Eye, ·Horizon; and a storefront 
through whose open door .one after-

JY 

/ , 

noon I unself-consciously trailed two 
people who· were beautiful in a way I'd 
never seen, thinking I was entering a 
gym, which turned out to be the re
hearsal quarters of the dance -company 
of Lester .Horton and Bella Lewitzky. 
0 golden age! It not only was, I knew 
it was. Soon I was sipping at a hun
dred straws. In my room I wrote· imi
tation stories and kept real . journals; 
made lists of words to fatten my vocab
ulary, made lists of all · kinds; played 
conductor to my records; read myself 
sore-eyed each night. 

And soon I had friends, too, and not 
very much older than myself-to my 
surprise. Friends with whom I could 
speak of some of what absorbed and 
enraptured me. I · didn't expect them to 
have read as much as I had; it was 
enough that they were willing to read 
the books I lent them. And in music, 
even better, I was the novice-what 
bliss! It was my desire to be taught, 
even more thwarted than my desire to 
·share, that . made me my first friends: 
two seniors at whom I flung myself 
-soon after entering this ·new school as 
a sophomore, whose taste in music was 

. far superior to mine. Not only were 
they each proficient on . an instrument 
-Elaine played the flute, Mel the_pi
ano-but they had done all their 



40 

growing up here, in southern Califor
nia, with its infusion of refugee virtu
osi, employed in the full symphony 
orchestras maintained by the major 
film studios, who could be heard at 
night playing the canonical and the 
contemporary chamber repertory to 
small gatherings scattered across a 
hundred miles. Elaine and Mel were 
part of that audience, with tastes ele
vated and made eccentrically rigorous 
by the distinct bias of high musical 
culture in Los Angeles in the\-nine
teen-forties-there was chamber mu
sic, and then there was everything 
else. (Opera was so low on the scale of 
musical goodness it was not worth 
mentioning.) 

Each friend· was a best friend-I 
knew no other way. Besides my mus-ic 
mentors, who started at U.C.L.A. the 
following autumn; there was a fellow
sophomore, my romantic comrade for 
the remaining two years of high 
school, who was to accompany me to 
the college · I had already· elected at 
thirteen a!) my destiny-the College of 
the University of Chicago. Peter, fa
therless and a- refugee (he was part 
Hungarian, part French), had had a 
life even. more marked by displace
ments than my own. His father had 
been arrested by the-Gestapo, and Pe
ter and his mother escaped Paris to the 
South of France and from there, via 
Lisbon, to- New York in 194.1; after a 

spell in a Connecticut boarding school, 
he was now reunited here with the 
very single, tanned, red-haired Henya 
( w horn I acknowledged to be as 
young-looking, if not as beautiful, as 
my own mother). Our friendship 
started in the school cafeteria with an 
exchange of boastful anecdotes about 
our glamorously dead fathers. Peter 
was the one with whom. I argued 
about socialism and Henry Wallace, 
and with whom I held hands and wept 
through "Open City,'' "Symphonie 
Pastorale,'' "The Children of Para
dise," "Madchen in Uniform,'' "The
Baker's Wife," "Brief Encounter," 
and "Beauty and the Beast" at the 
Laurel, the theatre we'd discover.ed 
that showed foreign movies. We went 
bicycling in the canyons and in Griffith 
Park and rolled about, embracing, in 
the weeds-Peter's great loves, as I 
remember, were his mother, me, and 
his racing bicycle. He was dark
haired, skinny, nervous, tall. I, though 
always the youngest, was invariably 
the tallest gir 1 in the class and taller 
than most of the boys and, for all my 
outlandish independence· of judgment 
on matters Olympian, on the matter of 
height had the most abjectly conven
tional view. A boyfriend had to be not 
just a best friend but taller, . and only 
Peter qualified. 

The other best friend I made, also 
a sophomore, though at another high 
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school, and also. to enter the U niver
sity of Chicago with· me, was Merrill. 
Cool and chunky and blond, he had all 
the trappings of "cute,'' a "dish,'' a 
"dreamboat," but I, with my unerring 
eye for loners (under all disguises), 
had promptly seen. that he was smart, 
too. Really smart. Therefore capable 
of separateness. He· had a low sweet 
voice and a shy smile and eyes that 
smiled sometimes without his mouth 
-Merrill was the only one of my 
friends I doted on. I loved to look at 
him. l wanted to merge with him or 
for him to merge with me, but I had 
to respect the insuperable barrier: he 
was several inches shorter than I was. 
The other barriers were harder to 
think about. He could be secretive, 
calculating (even literally so: num,... 
bers figured often in his conversation), 
and sometimes, to me, insufficiently 
moved by what l found moving. I was 
impressed- by how practical he was, 
and how calm he remained when I 
got flustered. I couldn't tell what he 
really· felt about the quite plausible 
family-mother, real father, youn
ger brother · (who was something of a 
math prodigy), even grandparents
with which he came equipped. Merrill 
didn't like to talk about feelings, while 
I was seething with the desire to 
express mine, preferably by focussing 
feeling away from myself onto some- · 
thing I admired or felt indignant about. 

We loved in tandem. 
Music first-he'd had 
years of piano. (His 
brother played the violin, 
which made me equally en
vious, though it was for pi
ano lessons that I'd im
plored my mother-rather, 
stopped imploring my 
mother'--yeats before.) He 
introduced me to getting 
into concerts free by usher.
ing (at the Hollywood 
Bowl in the summer), and 
I made him a regular at the 
Monday chamber-music 
series "Evenings· on the 
Roof,'' to which I'd been 
brought by Elaine and· 
Mel. We were building 
our nearly identical, ideal 
record collections (on 7 Ss, 
happily unaware that this 
was the last year before 
L.P .s ), and. joined forces 
often- in the cool, dark lis
tening booths of the High
land Record Storer Some-
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times he came to my 
house, even .if my par
ents were there. Or I 
went to his house; the 
name of his frumpy, hos
pitable mother- I re
member finding this em
barrassing-was Honey. 
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Our privacy was in 
cars. Merrill had a real 
driver's license, while 
-mine was the "junior" 
license one could hold 
from fourteen to sixteen 
in California then, en
titling me to drive my 
parents' cars only. Since 
parents' cars were the 
only ones available to 
us, the difference was 
moot. In .his parents' 
blue Chevy or my 
mother's green Pontiac 
we perched at night on 
the rim of Mulholland 
Drive, the great plain of 
twinkling lights below 
like an endless airport, 
oblivious of the mating 
couples in cars parked 
around us, pursuing our 
own pleasures. We 

·pitched themes at each 
.other in our inexact 

"On the left is Senator Binghamton, gzvzng his views, and on the 
right is Mr. Plimpton, his aide, echoing those views." 

treble voices-"0.K., 
listen. Now, what's 
this?" We quizzed each other's mem
ory of Kochel listings, knowing by 
heart long stretches of the six hun
dred and twenty-six. We .debated the 
merits of the Busch and the Buda
pest Quartets (I'd become an in
tolerant . partisan of the Budapest); dis
cussed whether it would be immoral, 
given what I'd heard from Elaine and 
Mel about Gieseking's Nazi past, to 
buy his Debussy recordings; tried to 
convince ourselves that we had liked 
the pieces played on the prepared piano 
by John Cage at last Monday's "Eve
nings on the Roof" concert; and talked 
about how many years to give Stravin
sky. 

This last was one of our recurrent 
problems. Toward John Cage's 
squawks and thumps we were deferen
tial-we knew we were supposed to 
appreciate ugly music; and we listened 
devoutly to the Toch, the Krenek, 
the Hindemith, the Webern, the 
Schoenberg, whatever (we had enor
mous appetites and strong stomachs). 
But it was Stravinsky's music we sin
cerely loved. And since Stravinsky 

• • 
seemed grotesquely old (we had actu
·ally seen him on two Mondays in the 
small auditorium of the Wilshire 
Ebell, when Ingolf Dahl was ·con
ducting something of his), our fears 
for his life had given rise to a compel
ling fantasy a deux about dying for our 
idol. The question, a question we 
discussed often, was: what were the 
terms of the sacrifice we so relished 
contemplating? How many more years 
of life for Stravinsky would justify our 
dying .now, on the spot? 

Twenty years? Obviously. But that 
was easy and, we agreed, too good to 
hope for. Twenty years granted to 
the ancient homely person we saw 
Stravinsky to be-that was simply an 
unimaginably large number of years to 
the fourteen-year-old I was and the 
sixteen-year-old Merrill was in 194 7. 
(How lovely that I.S. lived even 
longer than this.) To insist on getting 
Stravinsky twenty more years in ex
change for our lives hardly seemed to 
show our fervor. 

Fifteen more years? Of course. 
Ten? You bet. 

Five? We began to waver. But not 
to : agree seemed like a failure of re
spect, of love. What was my -life . or 
Merrill's-not just our paltry Califor
nia-high-school students' lives but the 
useful, achievement-strewn lives we 
thought were awaiting us-compared 
to making it ·possible for the world to 
enjoy five -years more of Stravinsky's 
creations? Five years, O.K. 

Four? I sighed. Merrill, let's go on. 
Three? To die for only three addi

tional years? 
Usually we settled on four-a mini

mum of four. Yes, to give Stravinsky 
four more years either one of us was 
prepared right then and there to die. 

UEADING and listening to music: 
ft the triumphs of being not myself. 
That nearly everything I admired was 
produced by people who were dead (or 
very old) or from elsewhere, ideally 
Europe, seemed inevitable to me. 

I accumulated gods. What Stra
vinsky was for music Thomas Mann 
became for literature. At my Alad
din's cave, at the Pickwick, on Novem-
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SNOW· WHITE AND. R.OSE R.ED 

The bear at the door, begging 
to be beaten free of .his snowy coat, 
was a king's son under a curse, 
detail my sister and I learned long after 

we scoured him with brooms and then lay ·down, 
pale crescents pinned to his vast dark. 
Rose claimed that in firelight 
his fur glittered, but I saw no more · 

than before, when a coin warme~ in my hand · 
pressed a queen's profile -into the ice. 
grown in fronds against the window. 
In the eye-size opening melted tear by cool tear, . 

had I seen something break from the forest's deep ranks? 
I saw nothing beyond an animal knowing:-
if it be knowing-what a lost hunter does: 
on such a night any warmth will do. 

So in the heart of a wood ·a man will sleep . 
inside the beast he's slain; waiting ·daybreak 
to-illumine the way toward any. clearing. 
Toward a cottage like the one where red roses 

and white clambered to the window, 
the sanguine and the snowflake's distant kin 
spendthrift with promise of good company 
as they vied for my sister's shears. 

In a cut-glass vase too .fine for the rough table 
on which lay bread and books for two, 
a bouquet would hold its salon 
while as always we rudely, mutely read-

• • 

Rose, someone's travels bound in red morocco; 
I, botany for the .season ahead, 
where "naked" meant "without specialized scales,'' 
and "tender": "not enduring winter," 

the author looking out for those 
after his own heart: "If it is too cold 
to read in the field, save this 
for . the warmth of home." 

Shadows unroll ·across the bluing snow 
but enough oblique light has pierced 
a man-made pond gracing the palace ·grounds· 
that, out of a slow, internal melting, . 

ice crystals regrow into bloom and thorn 
as men harvest them, sawing the water 
into frozen bales, loading sledges 
tomorrow will drag to the icehouse. 

The tree overlooking this-is it weeping? 
Not .markedly weeping: 
Are the leaf scars solitary? 
There are two or more at each node. 

The bear, that long-lost nig_ht? 
He was one of two brothers. 
One picked Rose to wed, 
the one who had been animal chose me. 

Wind rattles a fist of milkweed 
until it's -prised open, loosing a: handful 
of tufted ha'pennies one by one, 
that each be borne far off and root where it falls. 

-DEBORA GREGER 

ber 11, 194 7-taking the book down 
from the shelf just now, I find the date 
written on the flyleaf in the italic 
script I was then practicing-I bought 
"The Magic Mountain." · 

I began it that night, and for the 
first few nights had trouble breathing 
as I -read . . For this was not just another 
book l would • love but a transforming 
book, a source of discoveries and 
recognitions. All of Europe fell into 
my head-though on condition that 
I start mourning for it. And tuber
culosis,. the faintly shameful disease 
(so my mother had intimated) of which 
my hard-to-imagine real father had 
died so long ago and exotically else- · 
where, but which seemed, once we 
moved to Tucson, to be a commonplace. 
misfortune-tuberculosis was revealed. 
as . the very · epitome of pathetic and 
spiritual · interest! The .mountain
high community of invalids with af
flicted lungs was a version-an exalt
ed version-of that picturesque,. di-

mate-conscious resort town in the des
ert with its thirty-odd hospitals and 
sanatoriums to which my. mother had 
been obliged to relocate because of an 
asthma-disabled child: me. There on 
the mountain, characters were ideas 
and ideas were passions,- exactly as I'd 
always felt. But the ideas. themselves 
stretched me-, enrolled me in turn: Set
tembrini's humanitarian elan but· also 
Naphta's gloom and scorn. And mild, 
good-natured, chaste · Hans Castorp, 
Mann's orphaned ·protagonist, was a 

hero after my own unprotected heart, 
not least because he was an orphan and 
because of the chastity of my own 
imagination. I . loved the tenderness, 
however diluted by condescension, 
with which Mann ·portrays him .as a 
bit simple, .overearnest, docile, medio
cre (what I considered myself to be; 
judged by real standards). Tenderness. 
What if · Hans Castorp was a Goody 
Two-Shoes (appalling · accusation . my 
mother had· once let fly at me)? That 
was what made him not like ·but un
like the others. I · recognized his voca
tion for · piety; his . portable solitude, 
lived politely among others; his life 
of onerous routines (that guardians 
deem good for you) interspersed with 
free, passionate-conversations-a glori
ous transposition of my own current 
agenda. 

For. a month the book was where I 
lived. I read it through almost . at a 
run, my excitement winning out over 
my wish to go slowly and savor. I did 
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"I'll be .on Fifth Avenue, pressing my cold little nose wistfully against shopwindows." 

have to slow ·down for pages 334 to 
343, when Hans · Castorp and Clavdia 
Chauchat finally· speak of love, but in 

·French, which I'd never studied: un
willing to skip anything, ·I bought a 
French-English dictionary and looked 
up their conversation word by . word. 
After finishing the last page, I was so 
reluctant to be separated from the book 
that I started back . at the · beginning 
and, to hold myself to the pace the 
book merited, reread it aloud, a chap
ter each night. 

The next · step was to lend it to a 
friend, to feel someone else's pleasure 
in the book-to love it with someone 
else, and be able to talk about it. In 
early December I lent "The Magic 
Mountain" to Merrill. And · Merrill, 

• • 
who would. read immediately whatever 
I pressed on· him, loved · it, too. Good. 

Then Merrill said, "Why don't we 
go see· him?" And that's when my joy 
turned to shame. 

0 F course I knew he lived here. 
Southern California in the nine

teen-forties was: electric with celebrity 
presences for . all tastes, and my friends 
and I were aware not only of Stravin
sky .and Schoenberg but of -Mann, of 
Brecht (I'd recently seen '~Galileo,'' 
with Charles Laughton, in a Beverly 

·Hills theatre), and also of Isherwood 
and Huxley. But it was as inconceiv

. able that I could be in contact with 
any ofthem· as that I could strike up a 
conversation with Ingrid Bergman or 

Gary Cooper, who also lived in the 
vicinity. Actually, it was even less pos-

. sible. The stars stepped out of their 
limos onto the klieg-lighted ·sidewalk 
of Hollywood Boulevard for the mov
ie-palace· premiere, braving the surge 
of besieging fans penned . in by police 
sawhorses; I saw newsreels of these 
apparitions. The. gods of high culture 
had disembarked from Europe . to 
dwell, almost incognito, ·among the 
.lemon trees and beach b~ys and neo
Ba uha us architecture and fantasy 
hamburgers; they .weren't, I was sure, 
supposed to have something like fans, 
who would seek to intrude on their 
privacy. Of course, Mann,. unlike 
the other exiles, was also a public 
presence. To have been as officially 
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honored in America as Thomas Mann 
was in the late nineteen-thirties and 
early nineteen-forties was probably 
more improbable than to have been the 
most famous writer in the world. A 
guest at the White House, introduced 
by the Vice-President when he gave 
a speech at the Library of Congress, 
for years indefatigable on the lecture 
circuit, Mann had the stature of an 
oracle in Roosevelt's bien-pensant 
America, proclaiming the absolute evil 
of Hitler's Germany and the coming 
victory of the democracies. Emigration 
had not dampened his taste, or his 
talent, for being a representative fig
ure. If there was such a thing as a 
good Germany, it was now to be found 
in this country (proof of America's 
goodness), embodied in his person; if 
there was a Great Writer, not at all an 
American notion of what a writer is, _it 
was he. 

But when I was borne aloft by 
"The Magic Mountain,'' I wasn't 
thinking that he was also, literally, 
"here." To say that at this time I lived 
in southern California and Thomas 
Mann lived in southern California-

that was a different sense of "lived,'' 
of "in." Wherever he was, it was 
where-I-was-not. Europe. Or the 
world beyond childhood, the world of 
seriousness. No, not even that. For 
me, he was a book. Books, rather-I 
was now deep in "Stories of Three 
Decades." When I was nine, which I 
did consider childhood-, . I'd lived for 
months of grief and suspense in "Les 
Miserables." (It was the chapter in 
which Fantine is obliged to sell her 
hair that had made a conscious social
ist of me.) As far as I was concerned; 
Thomas Mann-being, simply, im
mortal-was as dead as Victor Hugo. 

Why would I want to meet himr I 
had his books. 

I DIDN'T want to meet him. Mer
rill was at my house, it was Sun .. 

day, my. parents were out, and we were 
in their bedroom sprawled on their 
white satin bedspread. Despite my 
pleas, he'd brought in a telephone book 
and was looking under "M." 

"You see? He's in the telephone 
book." 

"I don't want to see!" 

"Avarice, gluttony, lust, and overweening pride. 
Well, . welcome aboard, Mr. Dexter!" 

DECEMBEI\ 21, 19(37 ' 

"Look!" He made me look. Horri
fied, I saw: 1550 San Remo Drive, 
Pacific Palisades. 

"This is ridiculous. Come on-stop 
it!" I clambered off the bed. I couldn't 
believe Merrill was doing this, but he 
was. 

"I'm going to call." The phone was 
on the night table on my mother's side 
of the bed. 

"Merrill, please!" 
He picked up the receiver. I bolted 

through the house, out the always un
locked front door, across the lawn, 
beyond the curb to. the far side of the 
Pontiac, parked with the key in the 
ignition (where else would you keep 
the car keys?), to stand in the middle 
of the street and press my hands to my 
ears, as if from there I could have 
heard Merrill making the mortifying, 
unthinkable telephone call. 

What a coward I am, I thought, 
hardly for the first or the last time in 
my life; but I. took a few moments, 
hyperventilating, trying to regain con
trol of myself-, before I uncovered my 
ears and-retraced my steps. Slowly. 

The front door opened right into 
the small living room, 
done up with the Early 
American "pieces,'' as 
my mother called them, 
that she was now collect
ing. Silence. I crossed 
the room into the dining 
area, then turned into the 
short hall that. went past 
my own room and . the 
door of my parents' bath
room into their bedroom. 

The receiver · was on 
the hook. Merrill was 
sitting on the bed's edge, 
grinning. 

"Listen, that's not 
funny,'' I said. "I 
thought you were really 
going to do it." 

He waved his hand. 
"I did." 

"Did what?" 
"I did it." He was 

still smiling~ 
"Called?" 
"He's expecting us for 

tea next Sunday at four." 
"You didn't actually 

call!" 
"Why not?" he said. 

"It went fine." 
"And you spoke to 

him?" I was close to 
tears. "How could you?" 
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"No," he said, "it 
was his wife who an
swered." 

I extracted a mental 
picture of Katia Mann 
from the photographs 
I'd seen of Mann with 
his family. Did she, 
too, exist? Perhaps, as 
long as Merrill · hadn't 
actually spoken to 
Thomas Mann, it 
wasn't so bad. "But 
what did you say?" 

"I said we were two 
high-school students 
who had read Thomas 
Mann's books and 
would like to meet 
him." 

No, this was even 
worse than I imag
ined-but what had I 
imagined? "That's so 
... so dumb!" 

"What's dumb about 
it? It sounded good." 

"Oh, Merrill .... " 
I couldn't even protest 
anymore. "What did 
she say?" 

"She said, 'Just a 
minute, I'll get my 
daughter,' " Merrill 
continued proudly. 
"And then the daughter got on, and I 
repeated-" 

"Go slower,'' I interrupted. "His 
wife left the phone. Then there was 
a pause. Then you heard another 
voice ... " 

"Yeah, another woman's voice
they both had accents-saying, 'This 
is Miss Mann, what do you want?' " 

"Is that ·what she said? It sounds as 
if she was angry." 

"No, no, she didn't sound angry. 
Maybe she said, 'Miss Mann speak
ing.' I don't remember, but, ·honest, 
she didn't sound angry. Then she said, 
'What do you want?' No, wait, it was 
'What is it that you want?' " 

"Then what?" 
"And then I said . . . you know, 

that we were two high-school students 
who had read Thomas Mann's books 
and wanted to meet him-" 

"But I don't want to meet him!" I 
wailed. 

"And she said,'' he pushed on stub
bornly, " 'Just a minute, I will ask my 
father.' Maybe it was 'Just a moment, 
I will ask .my father.' She wasn't gone 
very long ... and then she came back 
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"Pm zn the mood for meat." 

• • 
to the phone and said-these were her 
words exactly-'My father is expect
ing you for tea next Sunday at four.' " 

"And: then?" 
"She asked if I knew the address." 
"And then?" 
"That was all. Oh ... and she said 

goodbye." 
I contemplated this finality for a 

moment before saying, once more, 
"Oh, Merrill, how could you?" 

"I told you I would,'' he said. 

GETTING through the week, 
awash in shame and dread. It 

seemed a vast impertinence that I 
should be forced to meet Thomas 
Mann. And grotesque that he should 
waste his time meeting me. 

Of course I could refuse to ·go. But I 
was afraid this brash Caliban I'd mis
taken for an Ariel would call on the 
magician without me. Whatever the 
usual deference I had from Merrill, it 
seemed he now considered himself my 
equal in Thomas Mann worship. I 
couldn't let Merrill inflict himself un
mediated on my idol. At least, if I 
went along I might limit the damage, 

head off the more callow of Merrill's 
remarks. I had the impression (and 
this is the part of my recollection that 
is most touching to me) that Thomas 
Mann could be injured by Merrill's 
stupidity or mine . . . that stupidity 
was always injuring, and that as I 
revered Mann it was my duty to pro
tect him from this injury. 

Merrill and I met twice during the 
week after school. I had stopped re
proving him. I was less angry; in
creasingly, I was just miserable. I was 
trapped. Since I would have to go, I 
needed to feel close to him, make com
mon cause, so we would not disgrace 

.ourselves. 
Sunday came. It was Merrill who 

collected me in the Chevy, at one ex
actly, in front of my house at the curb 
(I hadn't told my mother or anyone 
else of this invitation to tea in Pacific 
Palisades), and by two o'clock we were 
on broad, empty San Remo Drive, 
with a view of the ocean and Catalina 
Island in the distance, parked some 
two hundred feet up from (and out of 
sight of) the house at 1550. 

We had already agreed on how we 
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would start. I would talk first, about 
"The Magic Mountain,'' · then Mer
rill would ask the question about what 
Thomas Mann was writing at present; 
The rest we were going to work out 
now,. in the two hours we'd allotted to 
rehearse. But after a few minutes, un
able to . entertain any idea of how he 
might respond to what we were con
sidering saying, we ran out of inspira
tion. What does a god say? Impossible 
to imagine. 

So we compared two recordings of 
"Death and the Maiden" and then 
veered to a favorite notion of Merrill's 
about the way Schnabel . played the 

Sp (. c.i""I f o"'"' ho.vi "lr no+t"'J +b 

Jo w;n re"' / tst<>-f-e or cq.., rs. 

GEN€1ll'>l , A LL-PVRP0![€, 

UNTIL , oNf;-(-_ 1ND5 -

0Nf5€Lf LOAN~ of 

Q(f:cu~ IN ~o - v"d(rs t<>-"J yovr 

ro.A;cvl u sd l rrolle'lf\s . 

• 

LIA if r., 0 ..,t~ W'1.5 °' 
Vtr'j we.irJ mon+L., for 

ff\( . H "// s t<>.rftJ w/+l, 

tk;~ +111\t r (ou/J.,'~ 

·~ my heo. J : .. 

(l.(4 

"Hammerklavier,'' a notion which 
I found wonderfully clever. Merrill 
seemed hardly to be anxious at all. He 
appeared -to think that we had a perfect 
right to bother Thomas Mann. He. 
thought that we were interesting
two precocious kids, minor-league . 
prodigies (we knew neither of us was a 
real ·prodigy, which was someone like 
the young Menuhin; we were prodi
gies· of appetite, of respect, not of ac
complishment); that we could be inter
esting to Thomas Mann. I did -not. I 
thought we were ... pure potentiality. 
By real standards, I thought, we 
hardly existed. 

DECEMBER. 21; 1987 

The sun was strong and the 
street deserted. In two hours 
only a few cars passed. Then, 
at five minutes to four, Mer
rill released the brake and we 
coasted silently. down the hill 
and reparked in front of 1550. 
We got out, stretched, made 
encourag.ing mock-groaning 
sounds to each other, closed the 
car doors as softly as we could, 
went up the pathway, and rang 
the bell. Cute chimes. Oh. 

A very old woman with white 
hair in a bun opened the. door, 
didn't seem surprised to see . us, 
invited us in, asked us to wait a 
minute in the dim entryway
there was a living room off to 
the right-and went down a 
long corridor and out of sight. 

"Katia. Mann," I whispered. 
"I wonder if we'll see Erika;" 

Merrill whispered. back. 
Absolute silence in the house. 

She was returning ·now. "Come 
with me, please. My husband 
will receive you in his study." 

We followed, almost ·to the 
end of the narrow dark pas~ 

sageway, just before the stair
case. There was a door on the 
left, which ·she opened. We fol
lowed her in, turning. left once 
more before we were really in
side. In Thomas Mann's study. 

I saw the room-it seemed 
large and had a big window with 
a big view-before I · realized it 
was he, sitting · behind a massive, 
ornate, dark table. Katia Mann 
presented us: Here are the two . 
students, she said to him, while . 
referring to him as Dr. Thomas 
Mann; he nodded and said some 
words of welcome. He was wear
ing a bow tie and a beige ·suit, as 
in the frontispiece of "Essays of 

Three Decades" -and that was the 
first shock, that he so resembled the 
formally posed photograph. The re
semblance seemed uncanny, a marvel. 
It wasn't, I . think now, j~st because 
this was the first time I'd met some
one whose appearance I had already 
formed a strong idea of. through 
p_hotog_raphs. I'd never met anyone 
who didn't affect being relaxed. His 
resemblance to the photograph seemed 
like a feat, as if he were posing now. 
But the full.:..figure picture had not 
made me· imagine him as frail; it had 
not made me see the sparseness of the 
mustache, the _ whiteness of the skin, 
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the mottled hands, the unpleasantly 
visible veins, the smallness and amber 
color of the eyes behind his glasses. He 
sat very erectly and seemed to be very, 
very old. He was in fact seventy-two. 

I heard the door behind us close.
Thomas Mann indicated that we were 
to sit in the two stiff-backed chairs in 
front of the table. He lit a cigarette 
and leaned back in his chair. 

And we were on our way. 

\-

HE talked without prompting. I 
remember his gravity, his ac

cent, the slowness of his speech: I had 
never heard anyone speak so slowly. 

I said how much I loved "The 
Magic Mountain." 

He said it was a very European 
book, that it portrayed the conflicts 
at the heart of European civiliza-
ti on. 

I said I understood that. 
Wha~ had he been writing, Merrill 

asked. 
"I have recently completed a novel 

which is partly based on the life of 
Nietzsche,'' he said, with huge, dis
quieting pauses be
tween each word. "My 
protagonist, however, 
is not a philosopher. 
He is a great com
poser." 

"I know how im
portant music is for 
you,'' I ventured, hop
ing to fuel the con
versation for a good 
stretch. 

"Both the heights 
and the depths of the 
German soul are re
flected in its music,'' 
he said. 

"Wagner," I said, 
worried that I was 
risking disaster, since 
I'd never heard an 
opera by Wagner, 
though I'd read 
Thomas Mann's essay 
on him. 

lent biography of Wagner." I craned 
my neck to let the words of the title 
and the author's name actually hit my 
eyeballs. I'd seen the Newman biog
raphy at the Pickwick. 

"But . the music of my composer is 
not like Wagner's music. It is related 
to the twelve-tone system, or row, of 
Schoenberg." 

Merrill said we were both very in
terested in Schoenberg. He made no 
·response to this. Intercepting a per
plexed look on Merrill's face, I wid
ened my eyes encouragingly. 

"Will your novel appear soonr" 
Merrill asked. 

"My faithful translator is at work 
on it now,'' he said. 

"H. T. Lowe-Porter," I murmured 
-the first time I'd actually said this 
entrancing name, with its opaque ini
tials and showy hyphen. 

"For the translator this is, perhaps, 
my most difficult book,'' he said. 
"Never, I think, has Mrs. Lowe-
· Porter been confronted with such a 
challenging task." 

"Oh,'' I said, having not imagined 
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H. T. L.-P. to be anything in particu
lar but surprised to learn that the name 
belonged to a woman. 

"A deep knowledge of German is 
requfred, and much ingenuity, for 
some of my characters converse in dia
lect. And the Devil-for, yes, the 
Devil himself is a character in my 
book-speaks in the German of the 
sixteenth century,'' Thomas Mann 
said, slowly, slowly. A thin-lipped 
smile. "I'm afraid this will mean little 
to my American readers." 

I longed to say something reassur
ing, but didn't dare. 

Was he speaking so slowly, I won
dered, because that was the way he 
talkedr Or because he was talking in a 
foreign langu~ger Or because he 
thought he had to speak . slowly-as
suming (because we were Americans? 
because we were children?) that other
wise we .wouldn't understand what he 
was sayingr 

"I regard this as the most daring 
book I have written." He nodded at 
us. "My wildest book." 

"We look forward very much to 
reading it,'' I said. I 
was still hoping he'd 
talk f!bout "The Magic 
Mountain." 

"But it is as well the 
book of my old age,'' 
he went on. A long, 
long pause. "My 'Par
sifal,' " he said. "And, 
of course, my 'Faust.' " 

He seemed distract
ed for a moment, as if 
recalling something. 
He lit another cigarette 
and turned slightly in 
his chair. Then he 
laid the cigarette in an 
ashtray and rubbed his 
mustache with his in
dex finger; I remem
ber I thought his 
mustache (I didn't 
know anyone with a 
mustache) looked like 
a little hat over his 
mouth. I wondered if 
this meant the conver
sation was over. 

"Yes,'' he said, pick
ing up, hefting, clos
ing (with ~is thumb 
marking the place), 
then laying down, open 
again, a book that was 
on his worktable. "As 
you see, at this very 
moment I am consult
ing Volume IV of Er
nest Newman's excel-

"Psst. Two expired meters and a double-park 
·at Thirty-fourth and Third." 

But, no, he went 
on. I remember "the 
fate of Germany" .... 
"the demonic" and 
"the abyss" ... and 
"the Faustian bargain 
with the Devil." Hit
ler recurred several 
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fancy prose and convoluted ar
guments of Partisan Review, 
which I had just started buying 
at the newsstand on Hollywood 
Boulevard. But, I reasoned, if I 
found what he said now a little 
familiar it was because I had 
read his books. He couldn't 
know he had in me such a fer
vent reader. Why should he say 
anything he hadn't already said? 
I refused· to be disappointed. 

I considered telling him that I 
loved "The Magic Mountain" 
so much that I had read it twice; 
but that seemed silly. I also 
feared he might ask me about 
some book of his which I had 
not read; though so far he hadn't 
asked a single question. " 'The 
Magic Mountain' has meant so 
much to me," I finally ventured; 
feeling that it was now or never. 

"It sometimes happens," he 
said, "that I am asked which 
I consider to be my greatest 
novel." 

"Knees peeking out of jeans are sexy, but what would you know?" "Oh," I said. 
"Yes," said Merrill. 

• 

times·. (Did· he bring up the Wagner
Hitler problem? l think not.) We did 
our best to show . him that his words 
were ·not wholly lost on us. 

At first I had seen .only him, awe at 
his physical presence blinding me to 
the room's contents; Now I was start
ing to see more. For instance, what 
was on the rather cluttered table: 
pens, inkstand, books, papers, and a 
nest of small photographs in silver 
frames, which I saw from the back. Of 
the many pictures · on the walls, I 
recognized only a signed photograph 
of F.D.R. with someone else-I seem 
to remember a man in uniform-in 
the picture. And books, books, books 
in the floor-to-ceiling shelves that 
covered two of the walls·. To be in the 
same room with Thomas Mann was 
thrilling, enormous, amazing. But I 
was also hearing the siren .call of the 
first private library I had ever seen. 

While . Merrill carried the ball, 
showing that he was not entirely igno
rant of the Faust legend, I was trying, 
without making the divagations of my 
glance too obvious, to case the library. 
As I expected, . almost all the books 
were German,. many in sets, leather
bound; the puzzle. was that I could · not 
decipher most of the titles (I didn't 
know of the existence of Fraktur ). 

• 
The few American books, all recent
looking; were easy to id~ntify in their 
bright, waxy jackets. 

"I would say, and have so re
plied recently in interviews ... '' 

He paused. I held my breath. " 'The 
Magic Mountain.'" I exhaled. 

Now he was talking about Goe- THE door opened. Relief had 
the. . . . come: the German wife, slow-

As if we had indee_d. rehearsed what gaited, bearing a ·tray with cookies, 
we would say, Merrill and I had found small cakes, and tea, which she bent 
a. nice, unstrained rhythm of putting over to set down on a low table · in 
questions whenever Thomas Mann's front of the sofa against one wall. 
glacial flow of. words seemed to be Thomas Mann stood up, came around. 
drying up, and· of showing our respect- the table, and waved us toward the 
ful appreciation of whatever he was sofa; I saw he .was very thin. I longed 
saying. Merrill was being the Merrill to sit down again, and did, next to 
I was so fond of: calm, charming, not Merrill; where we'd been told to sit, as 
stupid at all. I felt ashamed· that I'd soon . as Thomas Mann occupied a 
assumed he would disgrace himself, . -wing chair nearby; Katia. Mann was 
and therefore .me, in front of Thomas pouring tea from a heavy silver service 
Mann. Merrill was doing fine. I was, into three delicate cups. As Thomas 
I thought, doing so-so. The surprise Mann put his saucer on his knee and 
_was Thomas Mann, that he wasn't raised the cup to his mouth (we fol-
-harder to understand. lowed, in unison), she said a few 

I wouldn't have minded if he had words in German to him in a low 
talked like a book. l wanted him to voice. He shook his head. His reply 
talk like-a book. What I was obscurely was in English-something like "It 
starting to mind was that (as I doesn't matter" or "Not now." She 
couldn't have put it then) he talked sighed audibly, and left the room .. 
like a book review. Ah, . he said, now we will eat. Un-

N ow he was talking about the artist smiling, he ~ motioned to us· to help 
and · society, and he was using phrases ourselves to the cakes. 
l remembered from interviews with At one end of the low. table that 
him . I had read in The Saturday Re- held the tray was a small Egyptian 
view of Literature; a magazine I felt statuette, which sits · in my memory as 
I'd· outgrown since discovering the a funerary votive figure. It reminded 
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-me that Thomas Mann had written a 
book called "Joseph in Egypt," which 
in the course of a cursory browsing at 
the Pickwick I'd not found enticing. I 
resolved to give it another try. 

No one spoke. I was aware of the 
intense, dedicated quiet of the house, a 
quiet I had never experienced any
where indoors; and of the slowness 
,and self-consciousness of each of- my 
.gestures. l sipped my tea, tried to 
control the crumbs from the cake, 
and exchanged a furtive 
glance with Merrill. Maybe 
it was over now. 

ger wooed · Hans Hansen by trying to 
get him to read Schiller's "Don Car
los," was North Hollywood High 
School, alma mater of Farley Granger 
and Alan . Ladd? He couldn't, and I 
hoped he would never find out. He had 
enough to be sad about-Hitler, the 
destruction of Germany, exile. It was 
better that he not know how really far 
he was from Europe. 

He. was talking about "the value. 
of. literature" and "the necessity 

of- protecting civilization 
against the forces of bar
barity," and I said, yes, 
yes ... my conviction that ·it 
was absurd for ·us to be there 
-what, all week, I'd ex
pected to feel-at last taking 

Putting down . his cup and 
saucer, then touching the 
corner of his mouth with the 
edge of his thick white nap
kin, Thomas Mann . said 
that he was always pleased 

w•••••..11 . over. Earlier, we could only 
say something stupid. Actu

ally having· tea, the social ritual that 
gave a.name to the whole proceeding, 
created new opportunities for disgrace. 
My worry that I would do something 
clumsy was driving out of my head 
whatever I might have ventured to 

to meet American young .people, who 
showed the vigor and health and fun
damentally optimistic temper of this 
great country. My spirits sank. What 
I had dreaded "--he was turning the 
conversation to us. 

He asked us -about our studies. Our 
studies? That was a · further embar
rassment. I was sure he hadn't the 
faintest idea what a -high school in 
southern California was like. Did he 
know about Drivers' Education (com
pulsory )r Typing courses? Wouldn't 
he be surprised by the wrinkled con
doms you spotted as you were darting 
across the lawn . for first period (the 
campus was a favorite nighttime tryst
ing spot )-my own surprise having 
revealed, the very- first week I entered, 
my being two years -younger than .my · 
classmates, because I'd witlessly asked 
someone · why there were those little 
balloons under the trees? And by the · 
"tea" being sold by a pair of pachukes 
(as the Chicano kids were talled) sta
·tioned along the left wall of the assem
bly building every morning recess? 

. Could · he imagine-George, whb, some 
of us knew, had · a gun and got money 
from gas-station attendants? Ella and 
Nella, the dwarf sisters, who led the 
Bible Club boycott that resulted in ·the 
withdrawal of our biology textbook? 
Did he know Latin was gone, and 
_Shakespeare, . too, and that for months 
of tenth-grade English the visibly be
fuddled teacher handed out copies of 
the Reader's Di.gest at the heginning of 
each period-we were to select one 
~rticle and write a summary of it~ 
then sat out the hour in silence at her 
desk, nodding and knitt~ngr Could he 
imagine what ·a world away from the 
Gymnasium in his native . Lubeck, 
where fourteen-year-old Tonio Kro- · 

say. . . 
I remember beginning to wonder 

when it would not be awkward to 
leave. I guessed that Merrill, for all · 
the impression he gave of being at . 
ease, would be glad to go, too. 

And Thomas Mann continued . to 
talk, slowly; about literature. I re
member my dismay better than what 
he said. I was trying to keep myself 
from eating too many ·cookies, but in a 
moment of absent'-mind·edness I did 
reach over and take one more than I 
had meant to. He nodded. Have an;.. 
other, he said. It was. horrible. How I 
wished ·I could just be left alone in his 
study to look at his books; 

He asked us who our favorite au
thors were, and when I · hesitated · (I 
had so many, and · I knew I . should 
mention only a few) he went on-and 
this I remember exactly: ''I presume 
you like Hemingway~ He is, such is.my 
impression, the most representative 
American author." 

Merrill mumbled that he had never 
read Hemingway. Neither had I; but I 
was too taken aback even to reply . . 
How puzzling that Thomas Mann 
should · be interested · in Hemingway, 
who, in my- vague idea of him, was 
a very popular. author of novels that 
had been made into romantic movies 
(I lOved Ingrid Bergman, I loved 
Humphrey Bogart) and wrote about 
fishing and boxing (I hated sports). 
He'd never sounded to me like a writer 
I · ought to read. Or one my Thomas 
Mann would take . seriously. But then 
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I understood it wasn't that Thomas 
Mann liked Hemingway but that we 
were supposed to like him. 

Well, Thomas Mann said, what 
authors do you liker 

Merrill said he liked Romain Rol
land, meaning "Jean-Christophe." 
And Joyce, meaning "Portrait of the 
Artist." I said I liked Kafka, meaning 
"Metamorphosis" and "In the Penal 
Colony,'' and Tolstoy, meaning the 
late religious writings as much as the 
novels; and, thinking I . must cite ~.!1 
American because he seemed to expect 
that, threw in Jack London (meaning 
"Martin Eden"). 

He said that we must be very serious · 
young people. More embarrassment. 
What I remember best is how embar
rassing it was. 

I was still worrying about Heming
way. Should I read Hemingway? 

He seemed to find it perfectly nor
mal that two local high-school stu
dents should know who Nietzsche and 
Schoenberg were . . . and up to now 
I'd simply rejoiced in this first fore
taste of the world where such familiar
ity was properly taken for granted. But 
now, it seemed, he also wanted us to be 
two young Americans (as he imagined 
them); to be, as he was (as, I had no 
idea why, he thought Hemingway 
was), representative. I knew that was 
absurd. The whole point was that we 
didn't represent anything at all. We 
didn't even represent ourselves-cer
tainly not very well. 

Here I was in the very throne room 
of the world in which I aspired to live, 
even as the humblest citizen. (The 
thought of saying that I wanted to be a 
writer would no more have occurred 
to me than to tell him I breathed. I 
was there, if I had to be there, as 
admirer, not as aspirant to his caste.) 
The man I met 'had only sententious 
formulas to deliver, though he was 
the man who wrote Thomas Mann's 
books. And I uttered nothing but 
tongue-tied simplicities, though I was 
full of complex feeling. We neither of 
us were at our best. 

'STRANGE that I don't recall how 
it ended. Did Katia Mann appear 

and tell us that our time was upr Did 
Thomas Mann say he must return to 
his work, receive our thanks for grant
ing this audience, and take us to the 
study dood I don't remember the 
goodbyes-how we were released. 
Our sitting on the sofa having tea and 
cakes cross-fades in my memory to the 
scene in which we are out on San 
Remo Drive again, getting into the 
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"Thomson, I'm not feeling so well. Would you 
mind coming down with flu?" 

• 

car. After the dark study, the waning 
sun seemed bright: it was just past five
thirty. 

Merrill started the car. Like two 
teen-age boys driving away after their 
first visit to a brothel, we evaluated our 
performance. Merrill thought it was a 
triumph. I was ashamed, depressed, 
though I agreed that we hadn't made 
total fools of ourselves. 

"Damn, we should have brought 
the book,'' Merrill said, as we neared 
my neighborhood, breaking a long si
lence. "For him to sign." 

I gritted my teeth and said nothing. 
"That was great,'' said Merrill, as 

I got out of the car in front of m.y 
house. 

I doubt we spoke of it again. 

T EN months later, within days of 
the appearance of the much

heralded "Doctor Faustus" (Book-of
the-Month Club selection, first print
ing over a hundred thousand copies), 

• 
Merrill and I were at the Pickwick, 
giddily eying the piles of identical 
books stacked on a metal table in the 
front of the store. I bought mine and 
Merrill his; we read it together. 

Acclaimed as it was, his book didn't 
do as well as Thomas Mann expected. 
The reviewers expressed respectful 
reservations, his American presence 
began to deflate slightly. The Roose
velt era was really over and the Cold 
War had started. He began to think of 
returning to Europe. 

I was now within a few months 
of my big move, the beginning of 
real life. After January graduation, 
I started a term at the University 
of California at Berkeley, luckless 
George started doing his one-to-five at 
San Quentin, and in the fall of 1949 
I left Cal and entered the University 
of Chicago, accompanied by Merrill 
and by Peter (both of whom had grad
uated in June), and studied philoso
phy, and then, and then ... I went 
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on to my life, which did turn out to 
be, mostly, just what the child of 
fourteen had imagined with such cer
titude. 

And Thomas Mann, who had been 
doing time here, made his move. He 
and his Katia (who had become 
American citizens in 1944) were to 
leave southern California, returning to 
the somewhat levelled magic mountain 
of Europe, for good, in 1952. There 
had been fifteen years in America. He 
had lived here. But he didn't really 
live here. 

Years later, when I had become a 
writer, when I knew many other writ
ers, I would learn to be more tolerant 
of the gap between the person and 
the work. Yet even now the encounter 
still feels illicit, improper. In my 
experience deep memory is, more of
ten than not, the memory of embarrass
ment. 

I still feel the exhilaration, the grat
itude for having been liberated from 
childhood's asphyxiations. Admira
tions set me free. And embarrassment, 
which is the price of acutely experi
enced admiration. Then I felt like an 
adult, forced to live in the body of a 
child. Since, I feel like a child, privi
leged to live in the body of an adult. 
The zealot of seriousness in me, be
cause it was already full-grown in the 
child, continues to think of reality as 
yet-to-be. Still sees a big space ahead, 
a far horizon. Is this the real world? 
I still ask myself that, forty years 
later ... as small children ask repeat
edly, in the course of a long, tiring 
journey, "Are we there yet?" Child
hood's sense of plenitude was denied 
me. In compensation, there remains, 
always, the horizon of plenitude, to 
which I am borne forward by the de
lights of admiration. 

I NEVER told anyone of the meet
ing. Over the years I have kept it a 

secret, as if it were something shame
ful. As if it happened between two 
other people, two phantoms, two pro
visional beings on their way else
where: an embarrassed, fervid, litera
ture-intoxicated child and a god in 
exile who lived in a house in Pacific 
Palisades. -SusAN SoNT AG 

• 
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36 Male figure. in this , though. an important. character, is scar,{cely sy~~UAl\Y 22 1990 or described..:r.. learn from this for Wal~y in Heart Earth? , 
fl\IEND Of MY YOUTH on her plump legs (I have seen a 

I USED to dream about my mother, 
and though the details in the 
dream varied, the surprise in it was 

always the same. The dream stopped, I 
suppose because it was too transparent 
in its hopefulness, too easy in its for-
giveness. 

remembered that I would be aston
ished. Oh, I just have this little tremor 
in my arm, she would say, and a little 
stiffness up this side of my face. It is a 
nuisance but I get around. 

I recovered, then, what in waking 
life I had lost- my mother's liveliness 
of face and voice before her throat 

photograph of her, with her pupils), 
she went to teach at a one-room school, 
called Grieves' School, in the Ottawa 
Valley. The school was on a corner of 
the farm that belonged to the Grieves 
family-a very good farm for that 
country. Well-drained fields with none 
of the Precambrian rock shouldering 
through the soil, a little willow-edged In the dream I would be the age I 

really was, living the life I was really 
living, and I would discover that my 
mother was still alive. (The fact''is, she 
died when I was in my early twenties 
and she in her early fifties.) Sometimes 
I would find myself in our old kitchen, 
where my mother would be rolling out 
piecrust on the table, or washing the 
dishes in the battered cream-colored 
dishpan with the red rim. But other 
times I would run into her on the 

muscles stiffened and a woeful, imper- river running alongside, a sugarbush, 
sonal mask fastened itself over her fea- log barns, and a large, unornamented 
tures. How could I have forgotten this, house whose wooden walls had never 
I would think in the dream-the ca- been painted but left to weather. And 
sual humor she had, not ironic but 
merry, the lightness and impatience 
and confidence. I would say that I was 
sorry I hadn't been to see her in such a 
long time-meaning not that I felt 
guilty but that I was sorry I had kept a 
bugbear in my mind, instead of this 

street, in places where I would never reality-and the strangest, kindest 
have expected to see her. She might be . thing of all to me was her matter-of
walking througll. a handsome hotel fact reply. 
lobby, or lining up in an airport. She Oh, well, she said, better late than 
would be looking quite well-not ex- never. I was sure I'd see you someday. 
actly youthful, not entirely untouched 
by the paralyzing disease that held her 
in its grip for a decade or more before 
her death, but so much better than I 

W HEN my mother was a young 
woman with a soft, mischievous 

face and shiny, opaque silk stockings 

"Sure he's nutty and cuddly, but that's not 
the message I want to ,send." 

when wood weathers in the Ottawa 
Valley, my mother said, I do not know 
why this is, but it never turns gray-it 
turns black. There must be something 
in the air, she said. She often spoke of 
the Ottawa Valley, which was her 
home-she had grown up about twenty 
miles away from Grieves' School-in a 
dogmatic, mystified way, emphasizing 
things about it that distinguished it 
from any other place on earth. Houses 
turn black, maple syrup has a taste no 
maple syrup produced elsewhere can 
equal, bears amble within sight of 
farmhouses. Of course, I was disap
pointed when I finally got to see this 

place. It was not a val
ley at all, if by that you 
mean a cleft between 
hills; it was a mixture 
of flat fields and low 
rocks and heavy brush 
and Ii ttle lakes-a 
scrambled, disarranged 
sort of country with no 
easy harmony about it, 
not yielding readily to 
any description. 

The log barns and 
unpainted house, com
mon enough on poor 
farms, were not in the 
Grieveses' case a sign 
of poverty but of policy. 
They had the money 
but they did not spend 
it. That was what peo
ple told my mother. 
The Grieveses worked 
hard and they were far 
from ignorant, but 
they were very back
ward. They didn't have 
a car or electricity or a 
telephone or a tractor. 
Some people thought 
this was because they 
were Cameronians-
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very much to do some 
of those designs my
self." 

Marathon 
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I T is impossible to 
overestimate just 

how pervasive Ger
trude Stein's influence 
has been on the current 
state of American let
ters and we have deter
mined this from a poll 
we conducted not just 
among Americans who 
not only read but be
fore doing so spread 
butter and mayonnaise 
to the very edge of 
their toast (sometimes 
it is rye and sometimes 
it is wheat that is the 
way with Americans) 
but also among Amer
icans and some New 

"You're just zn time. I permit him three skirls a day, and here they come." 

Yorkers who attended 
the sixteenth annual New Year's mar
athon reading of Gertrude Stein's 
"The Making of Americans" at Paula 
Cooper, Inc., in SoHo which is not 
the only gallery in SoHo but the only 
one that is Paula Cooper's and as you 
will not know Paula Cooper is an 
American of Anglo-Dutch extraction 
and perhaps there are others of this 
name of Anglo-Dutch extraction and 
we could conduct another poll nearly 
as long as this sentence to find out 
but won't. 

The reading of "The Making of 
Americans" which began at noon on 
the Saturday preceding the New Year 
and ended some fifty hours later paid 
homage in full unexpurgated detail 
from some hundred readers reading 
one or two at a time to a text Miss Stein 
began composing in 1902 and com
pleted in 1911 which in its entirety 
runs to nearly a thousand pages the 
avowed aim of which in the words of 
Miss Stein's once living and breathing 
friend Carl Van Vechten, an American 
as well, was to describe every known 
type of human being and the typing of 
which Miss Stein who did not type 
entrusted to her companion Alice 
Toklas who did and rather nicely, and 
who might have said at one point in the 
typing of this or that or the next page, 
Gertrude (it is known to many besides 
us that they addressed one another by 
name) Gertrude-this Miss Toklas 

• • 

would have said without an accent as Miesje Jolley and had originally come 
Miss Toklas was an American as was from some far place that is not America 
Miss Stein-Gertrude, I will type not with the proposed aim of reading 
"The Making of Americans" while "The Making of Americans" one day 
you sit with the men of genius as you but this is what they did and quite 
declared yourself to do in my "Autobi- nicely, one person beginning with Miss 
ography" which you wrote and I did ·Stein's words "I am writing for myself 
not and as you do so perhaps you will and strangers. This is the only way 
eat one or two sandwiches using the that I can do it. Everybody is a real one 
bread that I baked but did not butter, to me, everybody is like some one else 
this being true of other Americans too too to me," and another person ending 
-that they do not like butter. Ger- with Miss Stein's words "I write for 
trude, since I am aforethoughtful as myself and strangers," and so on and 
you declared of me in "Everybody's quite nicely too with many people com
Autobiography" which you wrote for ing and going at the beginning and at 
everyone-no, no, do not write upon the end but not many people in between 
the bread-I will type "The Making when the New Year was rung in, 
of Americans" with the view that it which reminds us of what we saw in 
will sooner or later be published and it the bare space of Paula Cooper's gal
will perhaps be interesting to some lery at 3 A.M. on New Year's Day aside 
New Yorkers and some New Yorkers from two readers sitting behind a large 
will read it for hours over and over and desk reading aloud with six or seven 
over and for many years but perhaps people either blissfully or troublingly 
these are views Miss Toklas did not asleep on gray foam cushions strewn 
have at all as this is being written by us about the empty but filled space, a space 
now and not by Gertrude Stein or typed filled with words-what we saw and 
by Miss Toklas then. watched almost as carefully as the 

Many Americans and some New words we saw was a young woman who 
Yorkers with names that are not the had the numerals 1990 shaved at the 
names that one would expect of Ameri- back of her head slightly slumped 
cans who eat bread with butter or against a wall applying first one and 
mayonnaise and spread it to the edge of then two coats of lipstick to her lips and 
their bread read "The Making of then rather slowly and slowest pressing 
Americans" and they had names such her lips against the white wall against 
as Hildamarie Hendricks and Charles which Miss Stein's words reverberated 
Atlas and Armand Schwerner and leaving marks there on it. Like a rose. 
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they were the only peo
ple in the school district 
who were of that re
ligion-but in fact their 
church, which they 
themselves always called 
the Reformed Presbyte
rian, did not forbid en
gines or electricity or 
any inventions of that 
sort, just card playing, 
dancing, movies, and, 
on Sundays, any other 
activity but the most 
unavoidable. 

My mother could not 
say who the Cameroni
ans were or why they 
were called that. Some 
freak religion from 
Scotland, she said, from 
the perch of her obedient 
and lighthearted Angli
canism. The teacher al
ways boarded with -the 
Grieveses, and my moth
er was a little daunted at 
the thought of going to 
live in that black house 
with its paralytic Sun
days and coal-oil lamps 
and primitive notions. 
But she was engaged by that time, 
she wanted to work on her trousseau 
instead of running around the coun
try having a good time, and she fig
ured she could get home one Sunday 
out of three. (On Sundays at the 
Grieveses' house, you could light a fire 
for heat but not for cooking, you could 
not even boil the kettle to make tea, 
and you were not supposed to write 
a letter or swat a fly. But it turned 
out that my mother was exempt from 
these rules. "No, no," said Flora 
Grieves, laughing at her. "That 
doesn't mean you. You must just go 
on as you're used to doing." And after 
a while my mother had made friends 
with Flora to such an extent that she 
wasn't even going home on the Sun
days when she'd planned to.) 

Flora and Ellie were the two sisters 
left of the Grieves family. Ellie was 
married, to a man called Robert Deal, 
who lived there and worked the farm 
but had not changed its name to Deal's 
in anyone's mind. By the way people 
spoke, my mother expected the Grieves 
sisters, and Robert Deal, to be middle
aged at least, but Ellie, the younger 
sister, was only about thirty, and Flora 

l~.:;.t yiew s/-..t!r.-ff 
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seven or eight years older. Robert Deal 
might be in between. 

The house was divided in an unex
pected way. The married couple didn't 
live with Flora. At the time of their 
marriage, she had given them the par
lor and the dining room, the front 
bedrooms and staircase, the winter 
kitchen. There was no need to decide 
about the bathroom, because there 
wasn't one. Flora had the summer 
kitchen, with its open rafters and un
covered brick walls, the old pantry 
made into a narrow dining room and 
sitting room, and the two back bed
rooms, one of which was my mother's. 
The teacher was housed with Flora, in 
the poorer part of the house. But my 
mother didn't mind. She immediately 
preferred Flora, and Flora's cheerful
ness, to the silence and sickroom atmo
sphere of the front rooms. (In Flora's 
domain it was not even true that all 
amusements were forbidden. She had 
a crokinole board-she taught my 
mother how to play.) 

The division had been made, of 
course, in the expectation that Robert 
and Ellie would have a family, and that 
they would need the room. This hadn't 
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happened. They had been married for 
more than a dozen years and there had 
not been a live child. Time and again 
Ellie had been pregnant, but two babies 
had been stillborn and the rest she had 
miscarried. During my mother's first 
year there, Ellie seemed to be staying in 
bed more and more of the time, and my 
mother thought that she must be preg
nant again, but there was no mention 
of it. Such people would not mention it. 
You could not tell from the look of 
Ellie, when she got up and walked 
around, because she showed a stretched 
and ruined though slack-chested shape. 
She carried a sickbed odor, and she 
fretted in a childish way about every
thing. Flora took care of her and did 
all the work. She washed the clothes 
and tidied up the rooms and cooked the 
meals served in both sides of the house, 
and helped Robert with the milking 
and separating. She was up before day
light and never seemed to tire. The 
first spring my mother was there, a 
great housecleaning was embarked 
upon, during which Flora climbed the 
ladders herself and carried down the 
storm windows, washed and stacked 
them away, carried all the furniture 
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out of one room after another so that 
she could scrub the woodwork and 
varnish the floors. She washed every 
dish and glass that was sitting in the 
cupboards, supposedly clean already. 
She scalded every pot and spoon. Such 
need and energy possessed her that she 
could hardly sleep-my mother would 
wake up to the sound of stovepipes 
being taken down, or the broom, 
draped in a dish towel, whacking at the 
smoky cobwebs. Through the washed 
uncurtained windows came a torr&-nt of 
unmerciful light. The cleanliness was 
devastating. My mother slept now on 
sheets that had been bleached and 
starched and that gave her a tash. Sick 
Ellie complained daily of the smell of 
varnish and cleansing powders. Flora's 
hands were raw. But her disposition 
remained topnotch. Her kerchief and 
apron and baggy overalls of Robert's 
that she donned for the climbing jobs 
gave her the air of a comedian-sport
ive, unpredictable. 

My mother called her a whirling 
dervish. 

"You're a regular whirling dervish, 
Flora,'' she said, and Flora halted. She 
wanted to know what was meant. My 
mother went ahead and explained, 
though she was a little afraid lest piety 
should be offended. (Not piety exact
ly-you could not call it that. Re
ligious strictness.) Of course it wasn't. 
There was not a trace of nastiness or 
smug vigilance in Flora's observance 
of her religion. She had no fear of hea
thens-she had always lived in the 
midst of them. She liked the idea of 
being a dervish, and went to tell her 
sister. 

"Do you know what the teacher says 
I am?" 

Flora and Ellie were both dark
haired, dark-eyed women, tall and nar
row-shouldered and long-legged. Ellie 
was a wreck, of course, but Flora was 
still superbly straight and graceful. She 
could look like a queen, my mother said 
-even riding into town in that cart 
they had. For church they used a 
buggy or a cutter, but when they went 
to town they often had to transport 
sacks of wool-they kept a few sheep 
-or produce, to sell, and they had to 
bring provisions home. The trip of a 
few miles was not made often. Robert 
rode in front, to drive the horse
Flora could drive a horse perfectly 
well, but it must always be the man 
who drove. Flora would be standing 

R.EYKJAVfK WINTER. COUPLETS 

One senses 
Waking at dark 
The promise of dark 
For hours yet. The same 
Two feet of snow and laval 
Outcroppings and a car turning over 
Over in search of the position where 

The hum of a dream commences. 

II 

Disorder's. 
Undone a few feet 
From the bakery door, 
Where snow-blasting winds 
Run up against the firm smell 
Of bread baking-loaves white as snow 
Within, and shovelled like snow, soon, from 

The oven's blackened borders. 

The thrashing 
And the dead, dumped 
From nets to baskets, 

Ill 

Like stolen goods under the old 
Warehouse's one bulb gleam. Frantic, 
Nearing, the search for them continues: 
Hear the wind at the door and the sea, leaving 

No stone unturned, crashing. 

As a sequel 
To a nightcap 
Cup of cocoa comes 
(Sleep, too, coming on) 

IV 

The middleman's floating knowledge 
That the clouds of steam drifting up 
And, out there, . the clouds of snow coming down 

Are perfectly equal. 
- BRAD LEITHAUSER 
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behind, holding on to the sacks. She 
rode to town and back standing up, 
keeping an easy balance, wearing her 
black hat. Almost ridiculous but not 
quite. A Gypsy queen, my mother 
thought she looked like, with her black 
hair and her skin that always looked 
slightly tanned, and her lithe and bold 
serenity. Of course, she lacked the gold 
bangles and the bright clothes. My 

mother envied her her slenderness, and 
her cheekbones. 

UETURNING in the fall for her 
ft second year, my mother learned 
what was the matter with Ellie. 

"My sister has a growth,'' Flora 
said. Nobody then spoke of cancer. 

My mother had heard that before. 
People suspected it. My mother knew 
many people in the district by that time. 
She had made particular friends with a 
young woman wh.o worked in the post 
office; she was going to be one of my 
mother's bridesmaids. The story of 
Flora and Ellie and Robert-or all 
that people knew of it-had been told 
in various versions. My mother did not 
feel that she was listening to gossip, . 

[ 
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because she was always on 
the alert for any dispar
aging remarks about Flora 
-she would not put up 
with that. But indeed no
body offered any. Every
body said that Flora had be
haved like a saint. Even 
when she went to extremes, 
as in dividing up the house 
-that was like a saint. 
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Robert had come to work 
at Grieves' some months 
before the girls' father 
died. They knew him al
ready, from church. (Oh, 
that church, my mother 
said, having attended it 
once, out of curiosity-that 
drear building miles on the 
other side of town, no or
gan or piano and plain 
glass in the windows and a 
doddery old minister with 
his hours-long sermon, a 
man hitting a tuning fork 
for the singing.) Robert 
had come out from Scot
land and was on his way 
west. He had stopped with 
relatives or people he knew, 
members of the scanty con
gregation. To earn some 

Step Ovie · 

money, probably, he came Sfe.o ~i "e. : 
to Grieves'. Soon he and 1 

Flora were engaged. They Suddenly , ~~+ J.up -
could not go to dances or to 
card parties like other cou- Doc..H•' ~ 1). 11 -fh;} 

ples, but they went for long ~ t>m e k)1t s SH>')') 

walks. The chaperon- ·. o. lsvr/ +0 yov? 
unofficially-was Ellie. 
Ellie was then a wild tease, 
a long-haired, impudent, 
childish girl full of lollop
ing energy. She would run 
up hills and smite the mul-
lein stalks with a stick, • • 
shouting and prancing and 
pretending to be a warrior on horse- of one person passes into the plainness, 
back. That, or the horse itself. This or almost plainness, of another. But 
when she was fifteen, sixteen years old. Ellie had no jealousy about this. She 
Nobody but Flora could control her, loved to comb out Flora's hair and 
and generally Flora just laughed at pin it up. They had great times, wash
her, being too used to her to wonde.r if ing each other's hair. Ellie would press 
she was quite right in the head. They her face into Flora's throat, like a colt 
were wonderfully fond of each other. nuzzling its mother. So when Robert 
Ellie, with her long skinny body, laid claim to Flora, or Flora to him 
her long pale face, was like a copy -nobody knew how it was-Ellie had 
of Flora-the kind of copy you of- to be in,cluded. She didn't show any 
ten see in families, in which, because spite toward Robert, but she pursued 
of some carelessness or exaggeration of and waylaid them on their walki;; she 
features or coloring, the handsomeness sprung on them out of the bushes or 
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sneaked up behind them so softly that 
she could blow on their necks. People 
saw her do it. And they heard of her 
jokes. She had always been terrible for 
jokes, and sometimes it had gotten her 
into trouble with her father, but Flora 
had protected her. Now she put thistles 
into Robert's bed. She set his place at 
the table with the knife and fork the 
wrong way around. She switched the 
milk pails to give him the old one with 
the hole in it. For Flora's sake, maybe, 
Robert humored her. 

The father had made Flora and 
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Robert set the wedding day a year 
ahead, and after he died they did not 
move it any closer. Robert went on 
living in the house. Nobody knew how 
to speak to Flora about this being 
scandalous, or looking scandalous. 
Flora would just ask why. Instead of 
putting the wedding ahead, she put it 
back-from next spring to early fall
so that there should be a full year 
between it and her father's death. A 
year from funeral to wedding-that 
seemed proper to her. She trusted< fully 
in Robert's patience and in her own 
purity. 

So she might. But in the winter a 
commotion started. There was Ellie, 
vomiting, weeping, running off and 
hiding in the haymow, howling when 
they found her and pulled her out, 
jumping to the barn floor, running 
around in circles, rolling in the snow. 
Ellie was deranged. Flora had to call 
the doctor. She told him that her sis
ter's periods had stopped-could the 
backup of blood be driving her wild? 
Robert had had to catch her and tie her 
up, and together he and Flora had put 
her to bed. She would not take food, 
just whipped her head from side to side, 
howling. It looked as if she would die 
speechless. But somehow the truth 
came out. Not from the doctor, who 
could not get close enough to examine 

her, with all her thrashing about. 
Probably, Robert confessed. Flora fi
nally got wind of the truth, through all 
her high-mindedness. Now there had 
to be a wedding, though not the one 
that had been planned. 

No cake, no new clothes, no wed
ding trip, no congratulations. Just a 
shameful hurry-up visit to the manse. 
Some people, seeing the names in the 
paper, thought the editor must have 
got the sisters mixed up. They thought 
it must be Flora. A hurry-up wedding 
for Flora! But no. It was Flora who 
pressed Robert's suit-it must have 
been-and got Ellie out of bed and 
washed her and made her presentable. 
It would have been Flora who picked 
one geranium from the window plant 
and pinned it to her sister's dress. And 
Ellie hadn't torn it out. Ellie was meek 
now, no longer flailing or crying. She 
let Flora fix her up, she let herself be 
married, she was never wild from that 
day on. 

Flora had the house divided. She 
herself helped Robert build the neces
sary partitions. The baby was carried 
full term-nobody even pretended that 
it was early-but it was born dead after 
a long, tearing labor. Perhaps Ellie 
had damaged it when she jumped from 
the barn beam and rolled in the snow 
and beat on herself. Even if she hadn't 
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done that, people would have expected 
something to go wrong, with that child 
or maybe one that came later. God 
dealt out punishment for hurry-up 
marriages-not just Presbyterians but 
almost everybody else believed that. 
God rewarded lust with dead babies, 
idiots, harelips and withered limbs and 
clubfeet. 

In this case the punishment contin
ued. Ellie had one miscarriage after 
another, then another stillbirth and 
more miscarriages. She was constantly 
pregnant, and the pregnancies were 
full of vomiting fits that lasted for days, 
headaches, cramps, dizzy spells. The 
miscarriages were as agonizing as full
term births. Ellie could not do her 
own work. She walked around holding 
on to chairs. Her numb silence passed 
off, and she became a complainer. If 
anybody came to visit, she would talk 
about the peculiarities of her headaches 
or describe her latest fainting fit, or 
even-in front of men, in front of un
married girls or children-go into 
bloody detail about what Flora called 
her "disappointments." When people 
changed the subject or dragged the 
children away, she turned sullen. She 
demanded new medicine, reviled the 
doctor, nagged Flora. She accused 
Flora of washing the dishes with a 
great clang and clatter, out of spite, of 

pulling her-Ellie's
hair when she combed 
it out, of stingily sub
stituting water-and
molasses for her real 
medicine. No matter 
what she said, Flora 
soothed her. Every
body who came into the 
house had some story 
of that kind to tell. 
Flora said, "Where's 
my little girl, then? 
Where's my Ellie? 
This isn't my Ellie, 
this is some crosspatch 
got in here in place 
of her!" 

"! don't believe I've ever shovelled snow. What's it like?" 

In the winter eve
nings after she came in 
from helping Robert 
with the barn chores, 
Flora would wash and 
change her clothes and 
go next door to read 
Ellie to sleep. My 
mother might invite 
herself along, taking 
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whatever sewing she was 
doing, on some item of her 
trousseau. Ellie's bed was 
set up in the big dining 
room, where there was a 
gas lamp over the table. My 
mother sat on one side of 
the table, sewing, and 
Flora sat on the other side, 
reading aloud. Sometimes 
Ellie said, "I can't hear 
you." Or if Flora paused 
for a little rest Ellie said, 
"I'm not asleep yet." 

What did Flora read? 
Stories about Scottish 
life-not classics. Stories 
about urchins and comic 
grandmothers. The only 
title my mother could 
remember was "Wee Mac
Gregor." She could not 
follow the stories very well, 
or laugh when Flora 
laughed and Ellie gave a 
whimper, because so much 
was in Scots dialect or read 
with that thick accent. She 
was surprised that Flora 
could do it-it wasn't the way Flora 
ordinarily talked, at all. 

(But wouldn't it be the way Robert 
talkedr Perhaps that is why my mother 
ney¢r reported anything that Robert 
said, never had him contributing to the 
scene. He must have been there, he 
must have been sitting there in the 
room. They would only heat the main 
room of the house. I see him black
haired, heavy-shouldered, with the 
strength of a plow horse, and the same 
kind of sombre, shackled beauty.) 

Then Flora would say, "That's all 
of that for tonight." She would pick up 
another book, an old book written by 
some preacher of their faith. There 
was in it such stuff as my mother had 
never heard. What stuff? She couldn't 
say. All the stuff that was in their 
monstrous old religion. That put Ellie 
to sleep, or made her pretend she was 
asleep, after a couple of pages. 

All that configuration of the elect 
and the damned, my mother must have 
meant-all the arguments about the 
illusion and necessity of free will. 
Doom and slippery redemption. The 
torturing, defeating, but for some 
minds irresistible pileup of interlocking 
and contradictory notions. My mother 
could resist it. Her faith was easy, her 
spirits at that time robust. Ideas were 
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not what she was curious about, ever. 

But what sort of thing was that, she 
asked (silently), to read to a dying 
womanr This was the nearest she got 
to criticizing Flora. 

The answer-that it was the only 
thing, if you believed it-never seemed 
to have occurred to her. 

• 

By spring a nurse had arrived. That 
was the way things were done 

then. People died at home, and a nurse 
came in to manage it. 

The nurse's name was Audrey At
kinson. She was a stout woman with 
corsets as stiff as barrel hoops, mar
celled hair the color of brass candle
sticks, a mouth shaped by lipstick be
yond its own stingy outlines. She drove 
a car into the yard-her own car, a 
dark-green coupe, shiny and smart. 
News of Audrey Atkinson and her car 
spread quickly. Questions were asked. 
Where did she get the moneyr Had 
some rich fool altered his will on her 
behalfr Had she exercised influencer 
Or simply helped herself to a stash of 
bills under the mattressr How was she 
to be trustedr 

Hers was the first car ever to sit in 
the Grieveses' yard overnight. 

Audrey Atkinson said that she had 
never been called out to tend a case in 

41 

so primitive a house. It was beyond her, 
she said, how people could live in such 
away. 

"It's not that they're poor, even,'' 
she said to my mother. "It isn't, is itr 
That I could understand. Or it's not 
even their religion. So what is id They 
do not care!" 

She tried at first to cozy up to my 
mother, as if they would be natural 
allies in this benighted place. She spoke 
as if they were around the same age
both stylish, intelligent women who 
liked a good time and had modern 
ideas. She offered to teach my mother 
to drive the car. She offered her ciga
rettes. My mother was more tempted by 
the idea of learning to drive than she 
was by the cigarettes. But she said no, 
she would wait for her husband to 
teach her. Audrey Atkinson raised her 
pinkish-orange eyebrows at my mother 
behind Flora's back, and my mother 
was furious. She disliked the nurse far 
more than Flora did. 

"I knew what she was like and Flora 
didn't,'' my mother said. She meant 
that she caught a whiff of a cheap life, 
maybe even of drinking establishments 
and unsavory men, of hard bargains, 
which Flora was too unworldly to no
tice. 

Flora started into the great house-
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cleaning again. She had the curtains 
spread out on stretchers, she beat the 
rugs on the line, she leapt up on the step
ladder to attack the dust on the mold
ing. But she was impeded all the time 
by Nurse Atkinson's complaining. 

"I wondered if we could have a little 
less of the running and clattering,'' 
said Nurse Atkinson with offensive 
politeness. "I only ask for my patient's 
sake." She always spoke of Ellie as "my 
patient" and pretended that she was the 
only one to protect her and cdtnpel 
respect. But she was not so respectful of 
Ellie herself. "Allee-oop,'' she would 
say, dragging the poor creature up on 
her pillows. And she told Ellie she was 
not going to stand for fretting and 
whimpering. "You don't do yourself 
any good that way,'' she said. "And 
you certainly don't make me come any 
quicker. What you just as well might 
do is learn to control yourself." She 
exclaimed at Ellie's bedsores in a scold
ing way, as if they were a further 
disgrace of the house. She demanded 
lotions, ointments, expensive soap
most of them, no doubt, to protect her 
own skin, which she claimed suffered 
from the hard water. (How could it be 
hard? my mother asked her, sticking up 
for the household when nobody else 
would. How could it be hard when it 
came straight from the rain barrel?) 

Nurse Atkinson wanted cream, too 
-she said that they should hold some 
back, not sell it all to the creamery. She 
wanted to make nourishing soups and 
puddings for her patient. She did make 
puddings, and jellies, from packaged 
mixes such as had never before entered 
this house. My mother was convinced 
that she ate them all herself. 

Flora still read to Ellie, but now it 
was only short bits from the Bible. 
When she finished and stood up, Ellie 
tried to cling to her. Ellie wept; some
times she made ridiculous complaints. 
She said there was a horned cow out
side, trying to get into the room and 
kill her. 

"They often get some kind of idea 
like that,'' Nurse Atkinson said. "You 
mustn't give in to her or she won't let 
you go day or night. That's what 
they're like, they only think about 
themselves. Now, when I'm here alone 
with her, she behaves herself quite 
nice. I don't have any trouble at all. 
But after you been in here I have 
trouble all over again, because she sees 
you and she gets upset. You don't want 
to make my job harder for me, do you? 
I mean, you brought me here to take 
charge, didn't you?" 

"Ellie, now, Ellie dear, I must go,'' 
said Flora, and to the nurse she said, "I 
understand. I do understand that you 

"Judith is someone who needs her sleep." 

have to be in charge and I admire you, 
I admire you for your work. In your 
work you have to have so much pa
tience and kindness." 

My mother wondered at this-was 
Flora really so blinded, or did she hope 
by this undeserved praise to exhort 
Nurse Atkinson to the patience and 
kindness that she didn't have? Nurse 
Atkinson was too thick-skinned and 
self-approving for any trick like that to 
work. 

"It is a hard job, all right, and not 
many can do it,'' she said. "It's not 
like those nurses in the hospital, where 
they got everything laid out for them." 
She had no time for more conver
sation-she was trying to bring in 
"Make Believe Ballroom" on her bat
tery radio. 

My mother was busy with the final 
exams and the June exercises at the 
school. She was getting ready for her 
wedding, in July. Friends came in cars 
and whisked her off to the dress
maker's, to parties, to choose the invi
tations and order the cake. The lilacs 
came out, the evenings lengthened, the 
birds were back and nesting, my 
mother bloomed in everybody's atten
tion, about to set out on the deliciously 
solemn adventure of marriage. Her 
dress was to be appliqued with silk 
roses, her veil held by a cap of seed 

pearls. She belonged to 
the first generation of 
young women who 
saved their money and 
paid for their own 
weddings-far fancier 
than their parents 
could have afforded. 

On her last evening, 
the friend from the 
post office came to 
drive her away, with 
her clothes and her 
books and the things 
she had made for her 
trousseau and the gifts 
her pupils and others 
had given her. There 
was great fuss and 
laughter about getting 
everything loaded into 
the car. Flora came out 
and helped. This get
ting married is even 
more of a nuisance 
than I thought, said 
Flora, laughing. She 
gave my mother a 
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dresser scarf, which she had crocheted, and grateful for her release. Nurse 
in secret. Nurse Atkinson could not be Atkinson was staying on for a little 
shut out of an important occasion-she while, until it was time for her to go off 
presented a spray bottle of cologne. to her next case. This was late in the 
Flora stood on the slope at the side of summer. 
the house to wave goodbye. She had News of what happened next did not 
been invited to the wedding, but of come from Flora. When she wrote at 
course she had said she could not come, Christmas she seemed to take for 
she could not "go out" at such a time. granted that information would have 
The last my mother ever saw of her gone ahead of her. 
was this solitary, energetically waving "You have in all probability heard,'' 
figure in her housecleaning apron and wrote Flora, "that Robert and Nurse 
bandanna, on the green slope by the Atkinson have been married. They are 
black-walled house, in the evening living on here, in Robert's part of the 
light. house. They are fixing it up to suit 

"Well, maybe now she'll get what themselves. It is very impolite of me 
she should've got the first time round," to call her Nurse Atkinson, as I see I 
the friend from the post office said. have done. I ought to have called her 
"Maybe now they'll be able to get Audrey." 
married. Is she too old to start a fam- Of course, the post-office friend had 
ily? How old is she, anyway?" written, and so had others. It was a 

My mother thought that this was a great shock and scandal and a matter 
crude way of talking about Flora and that excited the district-the wedding 
replied that she didn't know. But she as secret and surprising as Robert's first 
had to admit to herself that she had one had been (though surely not for 
been thinking the very same thing. the same reason), Nurse Atkinson per-

manently installed in the commu-

W HEN she was married and set- nity, Flora losing out for the second 
tled in her own home, three time. Nobody had been aware of any 

hundred miles away, my mother got a courtship, and they asked how the 
letter from Flora. Ellie was dead. She woman could have enticed him. Did she 
had died firm in her faith, Flora said, promise children, lying about her age? 
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The surprises were not to stop with 
the wedding. The bride got down to 
business immediately with the "fixing 
up" that Flora mentioned. In came the 
electricity and then the telephone. Now 
Nurse Atkinson-she would always be 
called Nurse Atkinson-was heard on 
the party line lambasting painters and 
paperhangers and delivery services. She 
was having everything done over. She 
was buying an electric stove and put
ting in a bathroom, and who knew 
where the money was coming from? 
Was it all hers, got in her deathbed 
dealings, in shady bequests? Was it 
Robert's? Was he claiming his share
Ellie's share, left to him and Nurse 
Atkinson to enjoy themselves with, the 
shameless pair? 

All these improvements took place 
on one side of the house only. Flora's 
side remained just as it was. No electric 
lights there, no fresh wallpaper or new 
venetian blinds. When the house was 
painted on the outside-cream with 
dark-green trim-Flora's side was left 
bare. This strange open statement was 
greeted at first with pity and disap
proval-poor Floral-then with less 
sympathy, as a sign of Flora's stub
bornness and eccentricity-she could 
buy her own paint and make it look 
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A FOGHORN 

On Sundays in midwinter, when wild iris 
put their iridescent blades through the grasses 
and yellow lupine wait to flower from their seven
fingered hands, all the divorced Californians 
start out to the Point with their bottled waters 
in their fragile foreign cars; they pass the turnoff 
for the hopeful murmur of beaches, and pass 
the moody grays of cooperative farms, the cattle 
with their useful udders the color of wild geranium; 
then they park if they can and de$cend the long steps 
by the lighthouse, where the tough crimson algae 
cling to the broken stones, and when they arrive 
at the rail they look past the cormorants, past 
the Farallones to the space where the whales should be, 
and the split chord of the foghorn calls to them. 

The whales are too far to hear it; the whales, 
in their secrecy, give off the dull sheen 
of Etruscan mirrors. Down the coast they travel, 
and the twisted cypresses gather to look: they swim 
by L.A., with its nights of shining leather, toward 
the temperate waters of Baja, where they will mate. 
In pictures, they are all smiles: sweet diligence, 
or the weak little smile of exhausted history. 
Their corrugated sides undulate as they play, 
moving in a time both linear and cyclical. 
They all swim here-Melville's whale, and Jonah's, 
even the hollow plaster whale of Disney-
for this is California. Surely the people crave 
some blankness between sightings, but someone 
spots one every few minutes: a heartbreaking flash, 
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the cry goes out-each moment a contained unit
then the cry passes, brief as a human life. 

They say the call is heard in all the great systems. 
The sleepy ones have gathered at the shore 
to proclaim the glamour of the alien sun, 
while in the nearby desert one real solitary 
arranges himself on a pile of fronds .... Come home, 
says the disembodied voice to all of them. 
But here on the Point the wind is fierce; 
it blows the people to the right as they pose 
for snapshots under the beehive-shaped Art Deco 
lantern, and the foghorn calls their two-toned names 
until the names sound interchangeable: J ohn-ny! Mar-y! 
a major third downward, accent on the second syllable. 
The call goes out in reverse, away from them, 
over the hugely populated universe as though 
it sent their questions out for them: 
What shall we be? What shall we do now, 
divorced from our lives, and from this century? 

And the land splits behind them, the conglomerate cliffs 
letting them go, letting the Point slide toward Alaska. 
They wait as if at the prow of a fatherless ship, 
leaning there; they have waited a long time, 
they are so used to waiting, they have waited for 
the winning number, or for the changes in someone, 
or for the nocturne to rewind itself around the spool
shouldn't something have pity on them now? 
It is late; pelicans and egrets and herons go by, 
and the foghorn continues its anthem of names, only 
for them, of course, only in this human realm. 

-BRENDA HILLMAN 
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decent-and finally as a joke. People 
drove out of their way to see it. 

There was always a dance given in 
the schoolhouse for a newly married 
couple. A cash collection-called "a 
purse of money"-was presented to 
them. Nurse Atkinson sent out word 
that she would not mind seeing this 
custom followed, even though it hap
pened that the family she had married 
into was opposed to dancing. Some 
people thought it would be a disgrace 
to gratify her, a slap in the face to 
Flora. Others were too curious to hold 
back. They wanted to see how the 
newlyweds would behave. Would Rob
ert dance? What sort of outfit would 
the bride show up in? They delayed 
awhile, but finally the dance was held, 
and my mother got her report. 

satin with a sweetheart neckline, idiot- custom-and then she dragged Robert 
ically youthful. The groom was got up out to receive the money and to thank 
in a new dark-blue suit, and she had everybody for their best wishes. To the 
stuck a flower in his buttonhole. They ladies in the cloakroom she even hinted 
were a sight. Her hair was freshly done that she was feeling unwell, for the 
to blind the eye with brassy reflections, usual newlywed reason. Nobody be
and her face looked as if it would come lieved her, and indeed nothing ever 
off on a man's jacket, should she lay it came of this hope, if she really had it. 
against his shoulder in the dancing. Of Some of the women thought that she 
course she did dance. She danced with was lying to them out of malice, insult
every man present except the groom, ing them, making them out to be so 
who sat scrunched into one of the credulous. But nobody challenged her, 
school desks along the wall. She nobody was rude to her-maybe be
danced with every man present-they cause it was plain that she could sum
all claimed they had to do it, it was the mon a rudeness of her own to knock 

The bride wore the dress she had 
worn at her wedding, or so she said. 
But who would wear such a dress for a 
wedding at the manse? More than 
likely it was bought specially for her 
appearance at the dance. Pure-white 

anybody flat. 
Flora was not present at the dance. 
"My sister-in-law is not a dancer," 

said Nurse Atkinson. "She is stuck in 
the olden times." She invited them to 
laugh at Flora, whom she always 
called her sister-in-law, though she 
had no right to do so. 

My mother wrote a letter to Flora, 
after hearing about all these things. 
Being removed from the scene, and 
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perhaps in a flurry of 
importance owing to 
her own newly married 
state, she may have lost 
sight of the kind of 
person she was writing 
to. She offered sym
pathy and showed out
rage, and said blunt 
disparaging things 
about the woman who 
had-as my mother 
saw it-dealt Flora 
such a blow. Back came 
a letter from Flora say
ing that she did not 
know where my moth
er had been getting her 
information, but that it 
seemed she had misun
derstood, or listened to 
malicious people, or 
jumped to unjustified 
conclusions. What hap
pened in Flora's family 
was nobody else's busi
ness, and certainly 
nobody needed to feel 
sorry for her or angry 
on her behalf. Flora 

"I'm going to get you, Manhattan! I'm going to be one of the biggest things 
that ever hit this place! You just watch, Manhattan! You just watch!" 

said that she was hap-
py and satisfied in her life, as she al
ways had been, and she did not inter
fere with what others did or wanted, 
because such things did not concern 
her. She wished my mother all happi
ness in her marriage and hoped that 
she would soon be too busy with her 
own responsibilities to worry about the 
lives of people that she used to know. 

This well-written letter cut my 
mother, as she said, to the quick. She 
and Flora stopped corresponding. My 
mother did become busy with her own 
life and finally a prisoner in it. 

But she thought about Flora. In 
later years, when she sometimes talked 
about the things she might have been, 
or done, she would say, "If I could 
have been a writer-I do think I could 
have been; I could have been a writer 
-then I would have written the story 
of Flora's life. And do you know what 
I would have called it? 'The Maiden 
Lady.'" 

The Maiden Lady. She said these 
words in a solemn and sentimental tone 
of voice which I had no use for. I 
knew, or thought I knew, exactly the 
value she found in them. The stateli
ness and mystery. The hint of derision 
turning to reverence. I was fifteen or 

• • 
sixteen years old by that time, and I 
believed that I could see into my 
mother's mind. I could see what she 
would do with Flora, what she had 
already done. She would make her in
to a noble figure, one who accepts de
fection, treachery, who forgives and 
stands aside, not once but twice. Never 
a moment of complaint. Flora goes 
about her cheerful labors, she cleans 
the house and shovels out the cow byre, 
she removes some bloody mess from her 
sister's bed, and when at last the future 
seems to open up for her-Ellie will 
die and Robert will beg forgiveness and 
Flora will silence him with the proud 
gift of herself-it is time for Audrey 
Atkinson to drive into the yard and 
shut Flora out again, more inexplica
bly and thoroughly the second time 
than the first. She must endure the 
painting of the house, the electric 
lights, all the prosperous activity next 
door. "Make Believe Ballroom," 
"Amos 'n' Andy." No more Scottish, 
or ancient sermons. She must see them 
drive off to the dance-her old lover 
and that coldhearted, stupid, by no 
means beautiful woman in the white 
satin wedding dress. She is mocked. 
(And of course she has made over the 

farm to Ellie and Robert, of course he 
has inherited it, and now everything 
belongs to Audrey Atkinson.) The 
wicked flourish. But it is all right. It is 
all right-the elect are veiled in pa
tience and humility and lighted by a 
certainty that events cannot disturb. 

That was what I believed my 
mother would make of things. In her 
own plight her notions had turned 
mystical, and there was sometimes a 
hush, a solemn thrill in her voice that 
grated on me, alerted me to what 
seemed a personal danger. I felt a great 
fog of platitudes and pieties lurking, an 
incontestable crippled-mother power, 
which could capture and choke me. 
There would be no end to it. I had to 
keep myself sharp-tongued and cynical, 
arguing and deflating. Eventually I 
gave up even that recognition and op
posed her in silence. 

This is a fancy way of saying that I 
was no comfort and poor company to 
her, when she had almost nowhere else 
to turn. 

I had my own ideas about Flora's 
story. I didn't think that I could have 
written a novel but that I would write 
one. I would take a different tack. I 
saw through my mother's story and put 
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in what she left out. My Flora would as a monster, and perhaps she really 
be as wrong as hers was right. Rejoic- isn't one.) So one day Robert carries 
ing in the bad turns done to her and in Flora-for the first and last time he 
her own forgiveness, spying on the carries her in his arms-to the room 
shambles of her sister's life. A Presby- that his wife, Audrey, has prepared for 
terian witch, reading out of her poison- her. And once Flora is settled in her 
ous book. It takes a rival ruthlessness, well-lit, well-heated corner Audrey 
the comparatively innocent brutality of Atkinson undertakes to clean out the 
the thick-skinned nurse, to drive her newly vacated rooms-Flora's rooms. 
back, to flourish in her shade. But she She carries a heap of old books out into 
is driven back, the power of sex and the yard. It's spring again, houseclean
ordinary greed drive her back and shut ing time, the season when Flora herself 
her up in her own part of the ~ouse, performed such feats, and now the pale 
with the coal-oil lamps. She shrinks, face of Flora appears behind the new 
she caves in, her bones harden and her net curtains. She has dragged herself 
joints thicken and-Oh, this is it, this from her corner. She sees the light-blue 
is it, I see the bare beauty of the ending sky with its high skidding clouds over 
I will contrive!-she becomes crippled the watery fields, the contending 
herself, with arthritis, hardly able to crows, the flooded creeks, the redden
move. Now Audrey Atkinson comes ing tree branches. She sees the smoke 
into her full power-she demands the rise out of the incinerator in the yard, 
whole house. She wants those parti- where her books are burning. Those 
tions knocked out which Robert put up smelly old books, as Audrey has called 
with Flora's help when he married them. Words and pages, the ominous 
Ellie. She will provide Flora with a dark spines. The elect, the damned, 
room, she will take care of her. (Au- the slim hopes, the mighty torments 
drey Atkinson does not wish to be seen -up in smoke. There was the ending. 

I wo.nt to work, Marty. 
A pic.turE> co-starring 
thi~ l\tt\e Mermaid Kid 
cou\d put me on 

top a.gain. 

(JAWS Pl-IONES \-\IS 

JANUARY 22, 199p 

To me the really mysterious person 
in the story, as my mother told it, was 
Robert. He never has a word to say. He 
got engaged to Flora. He is walking 
beside her along the river when Ellie 
leaps out at them. He finds Ellie's 
thistles in his bed. He does the carpen
try made necessary by his and Ellie's 
marriage. He listens or does not listen 
while Flora reads. Finally he sits 
scrunched up in the school desk while 
his flashy bride dances by with all the 
men. 

So much for his public acts and 
appearances. But he was the one who 
started everything, in secret. He did it 
to Ellie. He did it to that skinny wild 
girl at a time when he was engaged to 
her sister, and he did it to her again 
and again when she was nothing but a 
poor botched body, a failed childbearer, 
lying in bed. 

He must have done it to Audrey 
Atkinson, too, but with less disastrous 
results. 

Those words, did it to-the words 
my mother, no more than Flora, would 
never bring herself to speak-were 
simply exciting to me. I didn't feel any 
decent revulsion or reasonable indigna
tion. I refused the warning. Not even 
the fate of Ellie could put me off. Not 
when I thought of that first encoun
ter-the desperation of it, the ripping 
and striving. I used to sneak longing 
looks at men, in those days. I admired 
their wrists and their necks and any bit 
of their chests a loose button let show, 
and even their ears and their feet in 
shoes. I expected nothing reasonable of 
them, only to be engulfed by their ,pas
sion. I had similar thoughts about 
Robert. 

What made Flora evil, in my story, 
was just what made her admirable, in 
my mother's-her turning away from 
sex. I fought against everything my 
mother wanted to tell me on this sub
ject; I despised even the drop in her 
voice, the gloomy caution, with which 
she approached it. My mother had 
grown up in a time and in a place 
where sex was a dark undertaking for 
women. She knew that you could die 
of it. So she honored the decency, 
the prudery, the frigidity that might 
protect you. And I grew up in hor
ror of that very protection, the dainty 
tyranny that seemed to me to extend 
to all areas of life, to enforce tea par
ties and white gloves and all other 
sorts of tinkling inanities. I favored 

.-
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bad words and a break
through, I teased myself 
with the thought of a man's 
recklessness and domina
tion. The odd thing is that 
my mother's ideas were in 
line with some progressive 
notions of her times, and 
mine echoed the notions 
that were favored in my 
times. This in spite of the 
fact that we both believed 
ourselves independent, and 
lived in backwaters that did 
not register such changes. 
It's as if tendencies that 
seemed most deeply rooted 
in our minds, most private 
and singular, had come in 
as spores on the prevailing 
wind, looking for any like
ly place to land, any wel
come. 

N OT long before she 
died, but when I was 

still at home, my mother 
got a letter from the real 
Flora. It came from that 
town near the farm, the 
town that Flora used to 
ride to, with Robert, in 
the cart, holding on to the sacks of 
wool or potatoes. 

Flora wrote that she was no longer 
living on the farm. 

"Robert and Audrey are still there," 
she wrote. "Robert has some trouble 
with his back but otherwise he is very 
well. Audrey has poor circulation and 
is often short of breath. The doctor 
says she must lose weight but none of 
the diets seem to work. The farm has 
been doing very well. They are out of 
sheep entirely and into dairy cattle. As 
you may have heard, the chief thing 
nowadays is to get your milk quota 
from the government and then you are 
set. The old stable is all fixed up with 
milking machines and the latest mod
ern equipment, it is quite a marvel. 
When I go out there to visit I hardly 
know where I am." 

She went on to say that she had been 
living in town for some years now, and 
that she had a job clerking in a store. 
She must have said what kind of store 
this was, but I cannot now remember. 
She said nothing, of course, about what 
had led her to this decision-whether 
she had in fact been put off her own 
farm, or had sold out her share, appar-
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"Safari, Agnes, zs a state of mind." 

• 

ently not to much advantage. She 
stressed the fact of her friendliness 
with Robert and Audrey. She said her 
health was good. 

"I hear that you have not been so 
lucky in that way," she wrote. "I ran 
into Cleta Barnes, who used to be Cleta 
Stapleton at the post office out at home, 
and she told me that there is some 
problem with your muscles and she said 
your speech is affected, too. This is sad 
to hear but they can do such wonderful 
things nowadays so I am hoping that 
the doctors may be able to help you." 

• 

An unsettling letter, leaving so 
many things out. Nothing in it about 
God's will or His role in our afflictions. 
No mention of whether Flora still 
went to that church. I don't think my 
mother ever answered. Her fine legible 
handwriting, her schoolteacher's writ
ing, had deteriorated, and she had diffi
culty holding a pen. She was always 
beginning letters and not finishing 
them. I would find them lying around 
the house. My dearest Mary, they be
gan. My darling Ruth, My dear little 
Joanna (though I realize you are not 
little anymore), My dear old friend 
Cleta, My lovely Margaret. These 

women were friends from her teaching 
days, her Normal School days, and 
from high school. A few were former 
pupils. I have friends all over the coun
try, she would say, defiantly. I have 
dear, dear friends. 

I remember seeing one letter that 
started out: Friend of my Youth. I 
don't know whom it was to. They were 
all friends of her youth. I don't recall 
one that began with My dear and most 
admired Flora. I would always look at 
them, try to read the salutation and the 
few sentences she had written, and 
because I could not bear to feel sadness 
I would feel an impatience with the 
flowery language, the direct appeal for 
love and pity. She would get more of 
that, I thought (more from myself, I 
meant), if she could manage to with
draw, with dignity, instead of reaching 
out all the time to cast her stricken 
shadow. 

I had lost interest in Flora by then. I 
was always thinking of stories, and by 
this time I probably had a new one on 
my mind. 

But I have thought of her since. 
I have wondered what kind of store. 
A hardware store or a five-and-ten, 
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where she has to wear a coverall, or a 
drugstore, where she is uniformed like 
a nurse, or a Ladies' Wear, where she 
is expected to be genteelly fashionable? 
She must have had to learn about food 
blenders or chain saws, negligees, cos
metics, even condoms. She would have 
to work all day under electric lights, 
and operate a cash register. Would she 
get a permanent, paint her nails, put on 
lipstick? And she must have found a 
place to live-a little apartment with 
a kitchenette, overlooking the main 
street, or a room in a boarding house. 
How could she go on being a Camero
nian? How could she get to that out-of
the-way church, unless she managed to 
buy a car and learned to drive it? And if 
she did that she might drive not only to 
church but to other places. She might 
go on holidays. She might rent a cot
tage on a lake for a week, learn to 
swim, visit a city. She might eat meals 
in a restaurant, possibly in a restaurant 
where drinks were served. She might 
make friends with women who were 
divorced. 

She might meet a man. A friend's 
widowed brother, per haps. A man who 
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did not know that she was a Camero
nian or what Cameronians were. Who 
knew nothing of her story. A man who 
had never heard about the partial 
painting of the house or the two be
trayals, or that it took all her dignity 
and innocence to keep her from being a 
joke. He might want to take her danc
ing, and she would have to explain that 
she could not go. He would be sur
prised but not put off-all that Camer
onian business might seem quaint to 
him, almost charming. So it would to 
everybody. She was brought up in some 
weird religion, people would say. She 
lived a long time out on some godfor
saken farm. She is a little bit strange 
but really quite nice. Nice-looking, too. 
Especially since she went and got her 
hair done. 

I might go into a store and find her. 
No, no. She would be dead a long 

time now. 
But suppose I had gone into a store 

-perhaps a department store. I see a 
place with the brisk atmosphere, the 
straightforward displays, the old-fash
ioned modern look of the fifties. Sup
pose a tall, handsome woman, nicely 

turned out, had come to wait on me, 
and I had known, somehow, in spite 
of the sprayed and puffed hair and 
the pink or coral lips and fingernails 
- I had known that this was Flora. 
I would have wanted to tell her that 
I knew, I knew her story, though we 
had never met. I imagine myself trying 
to tell her. (This is a dream now, I 
understand it as a dream.) I imagine 
her listening, with a pleasant compo
sure. But she shakes her head. She 
smiles at me, and in her smile there is a 
degree of mockery, a faint, self-assured 
malice. Weariness, as well. She is not 
surprised that I am telling her this, but 
she is weary of it, of me and my idea of 
her, my information, my notion that I 
can know anything about her. 

Of course it's my mother I'm think
ing of, my mother as she was in those 
dreams, saying, It's nothing, just this 
little tremor, saying with such aston
ishing lighthearted forgiveness, Oh, 
I knew you'd come someday. My 
mother surprising me, and doing it 
almost indifferently. Her mask, her 
fate, and most of her affliction, taken 
away. How relieved I was, and happy. 
But I now recall that I was discon
certed as well. I would have to say 
that I felt slightly cheated. Yes. Of
fended, tricked, cheated, by this wel
come turnaround, this reprieve. My 
mother, moving rather carelessly 
out of her old prison, showing op
tions and powers I never dreamed she 
had, changes more than herself. She 
changes the bitter lump of love I have 
carried all this time into a phantom 
-something useless and uncalled for, 
like a phantom pregnancy. 

T HE Cameronians, I have discov
ered, are or were an uncompro

mising remnant of the Covenanters
those Scots who in the seventeenth 
century bound themselves, with God, 
to resist prayer books, bishops, any taint 
of popery or interference by the King. 
Their name comes from Richard Cam
eron, an outlawed or "field" preacher, 
soon cut down. The Cameronians went 
into battle singing the Seventy-fourth 
and the Seventy-eighth Psalms. They 
hacked the haughty Archbishop of St. 
Andrews to death on the highway and 
rode their horses over his body. One of 
their ministers, in a mood of firm re
joicing at his own hanging, excom
municated all the other preachers in 
the world. -ALICE MuNRO 
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By Ira Berlin 

had en a self-sufficient, 
properti yeomanry. They had 
disdained the slaveholding 
nabobs in favor of their own com
munally based independence. 
But the yeomen bet wrong in the 
Civil War, - and after many of 
them were slaughtered in de
fense of the Confederacy, those 
who remained were stripped of 
their property and reduced to 
working rich merchants' land. 
They maintained a precarious 
self-sufficiency by exploiting 
their only resource: their labor. 

Hard work proved no match 
• FROM " LIKE I\ fAtyllL Y" 

for the forces that were remak
Workers from the Trion Cotton Mill in Trion, Ga., after a clash with 

A
MERICAN history is 
peopled with success 
stories - tales of the 
poor made rich, the de-

ing the countryside. At the end of 
the 19th cenfory, Southern mer-

police during the general textile strike of 1934. 

. spised made respectable, the dis
franchised made powerful. "Like 
a Family: The Making of a South
ern Cotton Mill World" is history 
of a different sort. It is a story of 
decline and failure, of pain· and 
bitterness, of broken bodies and 
twisted spirits. The history of 
Southern textile workers be
tween the 1880's and the general 
textile strike of 1934 evokes pro
found sadness at the lives lost 
and misshapen. But in banishing 
the stereotypes of mill-village 
paternalism and working-class 
subservience in favor of a com
plex mixture of family loyalties 
and class warfare, the authors·
J acquelyn Dowd Hall, Jam es 
Leloudis, Robert Korstad, Mary 
Murphy, Lu Ann Jones and · 
Christopher B. Daly; a group ·of 
historians and journalists work
ing in t}!e Southern Oral History 
Project at the University of 
~orth Carolina - do not flinch · 
from confronting the full impli
cations of the miflworkers' lives 
and their historic defeat. 

By conventional measures, the 
cotton-mill people were losers. . 
Their parents and grandparents 

chants began transferring their a millworker, "used to go around 
capital from the land to the mill over the hill at nine o'clock and 
sites that dotted upcountry see who was up. And if you were 
North and South Carolina. In so up, he'd knock on the door and 
doing, they set in motion changes tell ym~ to cut the lights out and 
that transformed the children of get into bed." The Mr. Bynums 
the once-powerful yeomanry into professed, and undoubtedly de
"'lintheads." sired, ·to help "their people" 

Upcountry farmers and crop- make the adjustment to the new 
pers did not enter the factories world of factory labor and vil
wi~lingly or at once. Suspicious of lage life. But their paternalism, 
the·millowners and chary of risk- by turns benevolent and brutal, · 
ing their few remaining shreds wa!? based on a larger purpose: 
of independence, they went into creati~g a dependent work force. 
the mills reluctantly and, ironi-
cally, to protect their cherished c OUNTR Y folk did not 
self-sufficiency. Of the first gen- surrender their inde-
eration of millworkers, only the pendence at the factory 
most desperate - widows en- gate. They carried the 
cumbered with children, for in- customs and habits of the coun
stance - took up full-time resi- tryside into the mill villages. By 
dence in the mill villages. Their relying on one another for every
utter dependence laid bare the thing from .medical care to old
country folk's most frightening · age insurance, workers chal
nightmare, But working a short lenged the millowners' heavy
stint in the mill - or, better yet, handed paternalism. Amid 
sending a daughter to do so _ whirling spindles and clouds of 
might raise enough cash to sus- lint, millworkers reconstituted 
tain the family farm. the habits of mutuality that had 

Ownership of the mill villages earlier governed their lives. For 
- from the houses in which them, as the authors demon
workers resided to the churches Strate, mill Villages became a 
in which they worshiped _ gave source of protection and power 
millowners the power. to inter- as well as a place of exploitation 
veQe in their employees' lives, and oppression. 

Ira Berlin directs the Freed- and they did not hesitate to use it. In the mill towns, as in the 
men and Soµthern Society Millowners followed their work- country~ide, the family writ 
Project at the University of ers home in the evening to check large stood at the center of the 
Maryland and is an editor of up ·on everything from their workers' community. The genius · 
"Freedom: ADocumentary His- housekeeping to their morality. of "Like a Family" lies in its ef
tory of Emancipation." "Old Mr. Bynum," remembered fortless integration of the history . 
---------------------__,.,.. ___ ....__ __ of the family .- particularly 
~-----fu~-1----~~~-~~~--~~----~I~~-~~~~~~ ·auti Handcrafted NoteboOkc..t cotton-mill world. Widows and 

4Mt.t. ~ ~ ! unmarried daughters entered 
rv;;,tcklr, . . . ~ ~ ~~ ; the mills first, and women con-
(~) ··:: · ! tinued to play a disproportion-
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ately large role in the textile in
dustry. But since millowners ex
tended the terrain of labor rela
tions beyond the workers' front 
porch - and since workers drew 
strength from family life - the 
roles women played as wives, 
daughters and mothers are just 
as significant in understanding 
the cotton-mill world as their 
roles as factory operatives or 
union activists. Moreover, ex
ploring the diverse roles played 
by women necessarily raises the 
same kinds of questions about 
men, for the transit from farm to 
factory also redefined the roles 
of fathers, sons and husbands. In 
addressµig these questions, the 

authors convincingly demon
strate the indispensability · of 
"gender-conscious" history . 

With consummate skill, "Like 
a Family" explicates how family 
connections shaped life in the 
mill villages. The family became 
a source of working-class unity,. 
and workers knit the bonds of 
kinship · and common experience 
into a sense of class conscious
ness. But kinship also bound 
workers to their bosses, for 
every worker seemed to have 
some second cousin who was a 
superintendent, or occasionally 
even a millowner. Kinship thus 
cut both ways, bisecting class 
lines al)d complicating the loyal
ties of the workplace. 

Yet no amount of family favor
itism could disguise the growing 
division between workers and 
owners when a new generation of 
college-trained corporate man
agers took control of the mills 

·I I 
Country folk 

did not ~· 

surrender their -
independence at 

the mill gate. 
I I 
following World War I. Armed 
with the gospel of scientific man
agement, "progressive" man
agers stretched millworkers to 
the limit, challenging the village
bred ideal of independence. 
Workers, fortified by notions of 
citizenship drawn from wartime · 
patriotic propaganda and new 
possibilities glimpsed at the 
movies, were in no mood to be 
trifled with .. Push came to shove 
and, after more than a decade of 
organizing, the workers met the 
owners in an epic confrontation, 
the general strike of 1934. 
· The battle was uneven from 

the start. Millowners mobilized 
their enormous wealth and 
called upon state ·governments 
and the Federal Government for 
support. While mill families went 
hungry, gangs of thugs bacl~ed 
by local police beat workers 

bloody. Under such pressure, vil
lage-bred solidarity cracked. 
"Green hands" - men and 
women new to the mills - de
fected to the superintendent's 
friends, and the workers' allies in 
the labor movement offered but 
faint ·assistance. Still, having so 
ca refully reconstructed the 
sources of working-class soli
darity, the authors seem unpre
pared for the magnitude of the 
workers' defeat. Their explana
tion of the workers' fa ilure in 
1934 - particularly the dis-unity 
williin tnefr ranks - is not as 
convincing as their depiction of 
the growth of their solidarity. 

The crushing loss in 1934 broke 
the will of a generation of cotton
mill workers. Abandoned by 
their unions and betrayed by 
their Government, they sought 
dignity in other ways. Some 
made peace with the bosses; 
some turned to evangelical reli
gion; some simply moved on. Al
most all resolved not to allow 
their children to follow them into 
the mills. 

N 
OWHERE can the 
scars be seen more 
clearly than in the con
trast between the two 

sources that made this book pos-
sible. The first is an extraordi
nary collection of letters written 
by millworkers to President 
Franklin D. Roosevelt during the 
crisis of 1934; the second is a 
series of interviews with retired 
millworkers conducted by the 
authors. The letters to Roosevelt 
are angry, steel-edged prescrip
tions of what must be done to re
store economic and political 
democracy. They speak with an 
authority that reaches back a 
century to echo the principles of 
the yeomen's republic~ "Every 

- man and woman who gives .. . an 
- honest-day's work should receive 

sufficient pay to afford daily 
sustenance under healthful sur
roundings, with a small excess to 
lay aside for emergencies." 

By comparison, the interviews 
with former workers are soft, 
filled with the rationalizations of 
men and women who have made 
their peace with defeat. They are --. 
pockmarked with what the au
thors call "a kind of social amne
sia," as the former workers often 
~k around the central events 
in their own lives. But the huu 
still hurts, and this eloquent 
reconstruction of the cotton-mill 
world allows us to understand 
and to pay homage to those who 
fought and lost. O 

Author's Query 

For a study of the Salons of 
America, an art organization 
that flourished from 1922to1936, 
I would appreciate hearing from 
anyone who has records or other 
relevant information. 

CLARKS. MARLOR 
295 Sterling Place 

Brooklyn,N.Y.11238 
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WASHINGTON 
HE RAIN BEGAN TO FALL JUST 
a few hours after Henri Matisse in
stalled himself in the Hotel Villa de 
France in Tangier at the end of Jan
uary, 1912. For days it poured. 

" Shall we ever see the sun in Morocco?" the 
artist complained in a letter to Gertrude 
Stein after his first week. 

Matisse kept himself busy by painting a 
vase of irises in his room, a dark image that 
makes much of the irregular pattern created 
by flowers against an ornate dressing t~le. 
Only the pale yellow and green stripes reflect
ed in the dressing table's mirror hint at the ex
traordinary colors that Matisse was to discov
er in Tangier when the clouds finally lifted. 

" Matisse in Morocco," which opens today 
at the National Gallery of Art, has only 23 
paintings and about 47 drawings, most of 
them casual sketches that the artist did while 
wandering the streets and staring out the 

• window of his hotel during his two trips to 
, North Africa, in 1912 and 1913. 

But if the exhibition is small in number of 
' works, it greatly i)luminates this key figure 
, in the history of 20th-century art. Matisse's 
' Moroccan paintings are for the most part 
' bathed in a dusty, hazy light, a light com-
posed of pinks and yellows.and soft blues and 
greens. If the somber, sharper tones of his 

:se ll life with irises were the result of cloudy 
skle"s, the view of Tangier from the open win
dow of his hotel room that he painted on his 
secQnd trip to Morocco reflected an entirely 
different experience. 

J:his is a scene parched by the sun. Like so 
many of Matisse's Moroccan paintings, it is 
cov~red only in the thinnest washes of pig
m nt, as if Matisse wanted the texture of the 
4JlP8.inted canvas to show through so that it 
would add rawness to the browns and grays. 

:Although Matisse spent only a few months 
i Morocco, his experiences apparently re
m(lined vividly with him for the rest of his 
lt>ng life. To see, for example, the paintings he 
ot>mpleted in Nice during the 20's, with their 
oQillisques and their dizzying arrangements 
of c rpets and wallpaper is to see Morocco 
tl'.~nsplanted to the Riviera. And to see the 
CUJ;oUts of Matisse's last years, with their bril-
1· l floral concoctions, is to see the spirit of 
M rocco still alive 'in the artist's imagination. 

E en the evolution from Matisse's depic
t} of a female nude in "Back I" of 1909 to 
hi abstracted, treelike "Back IV" of 1930 
c;an be understood more clearly after seeing 
th~paintings from Tangier. As Pierre 
Schneider points out in his essay for the exhi
bltion 's catalogue, Morocco quickened in Ma
tisse the "process of botanization" by which 
human forms and vegetal forms coalesced in 
tb~ artist's imagination. 

he synthesis emerges in the paintings of 
M rpccans by Matisse1 which are rarely por-

pii;it 

Although the painter 
spent only a few 
months in North 
Africa, his 
experiences stayed 
with him for the rest 
of his long life .. 

traits in any traditional sense of the term, so 
skimpy are they on facial details. Their em
phasis is on costume and color, as if the sub
jects were fantasticaJ flowers, not specific peo
ple (like many Europeans, Matisse seemed to 
view North Africans as exotica). "Look at a 
tree," Matisse said. "It is like a human being." 

• 
Once the rain cleared, Matisse saw for the 

first time the Moroccan landscapes, far more 
lush than any he had known. He went almost 
immediately into the gardens of the Villa 
Brooks, a private estate not far from the hotel, 
and spent weeks painting the acanthuses, 
palms and periwinkles that covered the 
grounds. The landscapes he produced de
scribe a kind of earthly paradise, a place 
where Matisse's Fauvist heritage, with its 
palette of unnaturally shocking colors, gave 
way to something subtler and more seductive. 

Matisse obviously did not want to paint Mo
rocco as he had seen it in the works of the 
French orientalist artists who had made pil
grimages to Nor th Africf since the early 19th 
century. He strove for neither the pictur
esque nor the pornographic. Nude women 
bathing or revealing themselves for the de
lectation of A11.ab men - familiar themes in 
the works of such artists as Jean Leon Ge
rome - was far from Matisse's mind. 

As it did for Delacroix, North Africa liber
ated his imagination. Matisse looked instead 
at the foliage, ,,t the designs of the buil,dings 
and the textiles, and most of all at the quality 
of light, and he found a repertory of forms 
and colors that matched his decorative im
pulse. Decoration in Morocco was not like 
decoration in France. It was not secondary to 
an image; it was the principal subject. By 
painting the patterns and flowers and cos
tumes he saw around him, Matisse realized 
that he could elevate decoration to something 
weightier and more evocative than it had 
been in certain of his earlier works. 

In his sketchbooks, he recorded the way 
buildings tumbled down to the sea in Tangier, 

Continued on Page 38 Matisse's "Casbah Gate," intended as part of a trio-a preoccupation with the sacred? 
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the way minarets went cheek by jowl 
with boxy stucco cottages, the way city 
squares looked in the afternoon, when 
the sun drove everyone indoors. He did 
not pretend to be anything more than 
an observer of this territory, an outsid
er on tour, as he presents himself in a 
witty pen-and-ink drawing, sketching a 
mosque in his topcoat under the gaze of 
a woman in chador. 
· His drawings were mental notes, 
quick reminders of what he had ob
served. Yet if they are slight, they do 
not lack insight or consideration. It is 

, surely no mistake that in Matisse's 
sketch of the English Church in 
Tangier he emphasized the precision 
of a row of cypress trees, while else
where· he depicted the marabout dome 
of the Casbah overrun by foliage. Eu
rope was orderly and predictable. Mo
rocco meant extravagance. 

· • 
The drawings have been compiled 

and published for the first time by 
Jack Cowart, curator of 20th-cen~ury 
art at the National Gallery, who orga- , 
nized the exhibition with Mr. Schnei
der. "Matisse in Morocco" brings to
gether almost all the paintings from 
the artist's two trips, as w.ell as "The 
Moroccans," which Matisse complet
ed in 915-16 at his home near Paris. 

· This curatorial feat could not have 
been accomplished just a few years 
ago. It has required the extensive co
operation M the State Pushkin Muse
um of Fine Arts in Moscow and the 
Hermitage in Leningrad, which own 
most of the Moroccan canvases. After 
closing here on June 3, the show trav
els to the Museum of Modern Art in 
New York from June 20 to Sept. 4, 
before going to the Pushkin in later 
September and the Hermitage in mid
December. 

The paintings ended up in Soviet 
museums because Matisse worked 
mostly for two enlightened Russian 
patrons during his trips to Tangier, 
Sergei Ivanovich Shchukin and Ivan 
Abramovich Morosov. Shchukin, an 
importer of textiles and a lover of 
orientalism, was collecting Matisses 
before anyone else in Russia - and 
before most people in Paris - and it 
was he who bought not only ''The 
Vase of Irises" but also several fig
ure studies and other Moroccan 
works. Morosov commissioned the 
landscapes that Matisse painted in 
the gardens of the Villa Brooks. 

• 
The artist's relationship with his 

Russian patrons was more than a mat
ter of money. Matisse visited Shchukin 
in Saint Petersburg a~d _Moscow in 

1911, shortly before his trip to Morocco -
and to judge by the works he painted i~ 
Tangier, he was deeply affected l;>y : -
what he saw in the Russian churches. ·: . 

The f i~re studies that Matisse sold· ,.. 
to Shchukin - "Amido," "Fatma, the 
Mulatto Woman" and "Zorah Stand- · 
ing" - are tall, narrow images resem-, .. 
bling Byzantine paintings of saints. :1 

Zorah in particular, who squarely cori' • 
fronts the viewer in a costume as 
brilliant as almost anything in Byzan-

1 

tine art, brings to mind an icon. .. " 
But there is even something reli-: 

gious about the extreme quietude and 
heavenly plenitude of Matisse's Mo-t:. v, 
roccan landscapes. And the seatedr·. t 

pose of Zorah in "On the Terrace' ' , . 
suggests a woman praying. , 

"On the Terrace," it should be add , 
ed, is part of a trio of works that the .: , 
artist painted for Morosov. It was in- , : 
tended to be t~e centerp•ece betweE(n "•· ~ 

Decoration was 
the principal 
subject. I " ~ 

"Landscape Viewed From a Window" 
and "The Casbah Gate," although as· 
with so many of Matisse's Moroccah • 

. paintings, the meaning of this grouping " 
is not made clear. But it is interesting 
that many of Matisse's Morocca.n· ·• 
paintings were executed in threes. Mr: ,, 
Schneider may not be far off when he.. ., 
states, "Where there are triptychs' , 
there is a preoccupation, be it subcc;m~ 

, scious, with the sacred." · J • 

"The Moroccans," which he painted_ .. · 
after his return to France, is a trip- · 
tych, too, in that it combines three- 1 

distinct. memories of Tangier - . a, 
memory of the architecture, a memp : 
ry of the people ¥ and a memory of , 
nature. In the upper-left corner of thi ' , 
wide painting Matisse has presentecla, • 
marabout dome ; below is an abstract· ~· 
ed scene of what looks like melons but. · , 
can also be figures bowed in pray~r: .., 
To the right is an even more ambigu ' .... 
ous passage, which resembles .art · 
Arab iri a burnoose. 

The whole is bathed not in the · ~ 
dusky light of his earlier Moroccan ,, ~ 
canvases but in black. Matisse wrot~ · .. 
at the time that he began to "use pure 
black as a color of light and not as a .t .. 

color of darkness," and perhaps thi~ 
was his way of reconfiguring. the Mo- . , 
roccan sun. But also, by using so , 
much black, he eulogized his experi
ences in Tangier. Clearly, Morocc;:G 
remained for Matisse not simply a 
country of colorful characters ancl ~ 
stirring landscapes but also a place"of 
spirituality and mystery. D 
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Ended: 400 Year Boom 

Reflections on the Age of the Frontier 

Walter Prescott Webb · 

I
T 1s difficult to discuss the frontier with an 

American audience because the literate 
American as umes that he knm\·s ''hat 

u are going to say in ad\'ance. It is difficult 
' expound the subject to a foreign audience 

r the opposite reason: the foreigner knows 
· · tle about the subject, and because he can

t ee that it touches his life , he is pretty 
·fferent to it. My purpose here is to show 
American a phase of the frontier which he 
not yet considered, and show the Euro

that the frontier has for more than four 
turie affected his life and well-being most 
oundly. 

The concept of the frontier as a factor in 
:Oc~ ... -..----·-ry was developed in the United States 

has been applied primarily to American 
:. Though the word appears in similar 

in nearly all European languages, it has 
ning and a set of connotations in the 

· ed States entirely different from those 
obtain elsewhere. As used in Europe, 
ns the boundary between two nations 

it i represented on the map by a thin 
That line is one to approach with cau-

.. . 
-, . 

tion, equipped wit!i passports and Pt:r~its: · -it _ .. 
is a place to top at or to pas at national peril 
- ' the sharp edge of sovereignty." ·····_ . . 

In America th e word frontier is hardly used 
to indicate the nation 's limi1ts . No American 
would refer to the line separating the L nited 
States from · Canada -or from Mexic::o a · a 
"frontier." The American concept hold that 
the frontier lies within,,, and nqt at the"'_edge 
of the country-not a line to stop at but an 
area in viting entrance. In Europe th e frontier 
is stationary and permanent; in America it 
was (note the past tense) transient and tem
poral. It is this American idea which we shall 
be concerned with , and which we shall apply 
to the enormou region that ma) be called the 
Great Frontier. 

The American con cept of a moving frontier 
can be applied where a civilized people is 
advancing into a \\ ilderness, an unsettled 
area , or one sparsely populated by primiti\'e 
people. It was the sort of land into ,.d1ich the 
Boers· moved in South Africa, the English in 
Australia , and the Americans and Canadian 
in their progress · " esnrard across l\ orth 

future of the individual) of democracy and cajJitalism. are involved in the 
i ajJjJearance of the Great Frontie1~ . T his is the first of two articles lJy Pro

{01 Tr ebb of the University of Texas) author of The Great Plains and other books. 
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America. Likewise it was the land into wh ich 
the Spaniards moved ear lier in the New 
\Vorld. The frontier movement is an inva ion 
o f a land assumed to be vacant , as distin
g uished from an invasion of an occupied or 
civilized country. In view of the fac t that 
from 1500 to abo ut 1900 the European peo
ples were taking such lands on just such 
terms, it seems strange that the concept of 
che fro ntier as a force in human Vfairs should 
have hith erto heen considered an American 
phenomenon. Actually the process was \\est
ern-world-wide. 

It is not strange that the expanded concept 
o f the fr ontier should have had its origin in 
_-\merica because here history and circum
stan ce conspired to present the frontier fac tor 
in clear outline. The American experience 
with home-making in the wilderness began 
\'ery early, and went on continuously because 
the Americans were vir tually sole proprietors 
of an unsettled and contiguous territory of 
enormous extent. Always, for some three cen
turies, to the west of the settlements there 
stretched an empty country inviting entrance, 
lur ing the venturesome toward the sunset. Of 
the immediately adjacent territory the United 
States usually had undisputed possession. 
vVhen no foreign power contended for it, it 
did not present a problem of sovereignty, and 
movement into it was predominately civilian, 
not military. The territory was adjacent to the 
settled area, and the journey there did not in
volve a sea voyage, a long trek, or any con
siderable outlay of t:ap ital. The settlers were 
citizens moving into territory owned by the 
nation. It was understood o n all sides that the 
status of the individual as a ci tizen was un
changed, and that within a short time the new 
territory would automatically become a state 
in the Union with rights no different from 
those of the oldest member. 

The absence of the military, the proximity · 
of the new land to the old, the ease of migra
tion, and the absence of any attempt on the 
part of the government to regulate or control 
the process made the American situation the 
last word in simplici ty, so simple that it mio-ht 
seem to be chaotic. In these respects the move
ment of the American people into the fron
tier was un like the mo ement of people from 
European nations into their eq ui V '_ '. cnt Fro n
tier, and no doubt the simplicity of th e Amer
ican process explains why the historic fo rce 

of the fr ontier was di covered first in 
American contex t. Yet the American ron 
was but a fragment of the G reat Frontier, 
the American process \Vas bu t an e. am f 
the simplest and clearest, it is true-o a p· 
lel but more co mplex development that 
going on wherever European peop le wer 
pro pria tino- la nds in the New \Vorlds. 

S 
I:\CE America led the way in evolvin. t 

frontier process, and leads the worl 
the study of that process,. we hav 

choice but to examine the American e. p • 
ence and to note briefly how scholars came 
attend it as a field of study. Amer ican h'. 
torians assume that the frontier process be 
with the Eno- lish se ttlement at ] ames town t 

' 1607, and the year 1890 is usually taken t 

mark the date \vhen there was no more fron 
tier available, when the new land was t 

longer new. There may be some quibblin 
about the dates, but they do bracket the thre 
centuries of American frontier experien 
and experimentat ion. 

It was the magnitude and the unbroken 
continuity of the experience that gave the 
frontier major importance in American li fe. 
It made no difference wha t other tasks th 
Americans had on their hands at a given time. 
there was the additional, ever-present one oc 
moving into and settling new country. T he, 
did it while they fought fo r independence. 
before and after; they did it while they ham
mered out the principles of a democratic gov
ernment shaped to the needs of frontiersmen: 
and they did not cease doing it in the period 
of civil strife. They never reached the limi ts 
of the rncancy they owned before they ac
quired another vacancy, by purchase, by 
treaty, by conquest, and in every case the 
frontier men infiltrated the country before 
the nation acquired it. Like locusts the 
S\varmed , always to the west. and only the 
Pacific Ocean topped them. Here in thi 
movement beat the deep overtone of a na
tion's destiny, and to it all kept step uncon
sciously. 

To ay that the people were unconscious of 
the form tha t moved them, and of the 
medium in which they moved , is to state a 
fact which is ea y to prove but hard to ex.· 
plain . It may be said that they '· re emo
tional 1 a\\·are of the fro n tier long before they 
were inte llec tually cogni1ant of it. People 
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centurie working "'ith ra,,· land without get
ting it dirt under th eir nail and deep into 
the ir skin s. The effec t were e\'ery, \·hen :. in 
democratic government, in boi · t rou. politics, 
in exploitati e aQTicult.ure , in mobil it of 
population. in disregard for conventions. in 
rude manners, and in unbridled optimi m . 
Tbotwh these effects were present everywhere 
they were not unders ood any"·here by the 
people who felt and reflected them. The 
frontier still lacked its philosopher, th e 
thinker v,rho could view the " ·hole dramati c 
experience and te1l lvhat was its meaning. 
This philosopher arriYed three ears after the 
experience ended and told the American peo
ple that from the beginning the American 
frontier had been the dominant force , the de
termining factor, in their history th us far. 

This hypothesis ·was presented to the 
American Historical Association in a paper 
entitled "The Significance of the Frontier in 
American History. " The date was 1893 and 
the author was a young and th en little-known 
historian. That paper made Frederick Jack
son Turner a scholar with honor in his own 
country;. it altered the whole course of Amer
ican historical scholarship, and it is recognized 
as the most influen tial single piece of his
torical writing ever done in the United States. 
The key to his thesis is found in this sentence: 
"The existence of an area of free land, its con
tinuous recession, and the advance of Amer
ican settlement westward , t;xplain American 
de\'elopment." T he general acceptance of this 
frontier hypothesis, and the fame · of its 
author, came about because the people in 
America were emotionally prepared to under
stand this rationalization and explanation of 
their own long experience. Turner's pupils
many of whom became disciples-flocked to 
the diggings and have worked out in every 
cove and valley the rich vein which he uncov
ered, but not one of them, not even the master 
him elf, took the next step to point out or at 
least to emphasize that the American frontier 
was but a small fragment of the Great Fron
tier. On that Great Frontier was also an 
area of free land· it was in continuous rece -
sion; and the advance of European ettlement 
into it should ex plain th e de\'elopment of 
·western civilization in m odern times just as 
th e American advance explains American de
velopment. 
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II 

W
H AT happened in America ''as but a 
detail in a much greater phenome
non , the interacti<Jn between .=.uro

pean ci\'iliza tion and the \'ast raw land into 
which it mo\'ed. An effort will be made here 
to portray the who] frontier, to sugo-e t how 
it affected the life and institutions of 'Vestern 
civilization throughout the modern period; 
and as a basis for thi exposition four proposi
tions are submitted for con id era ti on: 

(I ) Europe had a frontier more than a 
century before the United States was settled. 

(2 ) Europe's frontier 'ms much o-reater 
than that of the United States, or of any other 
one nation; it ' vas the greatest of all time. 

(3) The frontier of Europe was almost, if 
not quite, as important in determining the 
life and institutions of modern Europe as the 
frontier of America was in shaping the course 
of American history. \\ ithout the frontier 
modern Europe \rnul d haYe been so different 
from what it became that it could hardly be 
considered modern at all. This is almost 
equivalen to saying that the frontier made 
·Europe modern. 

(4) The close of the Great Frontier ma 
mark the end of an epoch in v\Testern civiliza
tion just as the close of the American frontier 
is often said to have marked the end of the 
first phase of American history . . If the close 
of the Great Frontier does mark the end of 
an age, the modern age, then the institutions 
designed to function in a society dominated 
largely by frontier forces will find themselves 
under severe strain. 

If we conceiYe of \Vestern Europe as a uni
fied, densely populated region with a com
mon culture and civil ization-which it has 
long had . basically-and if '" e see the frontier 
also as a unit, a vast and vacant land without 
culture, we are in posi tion to view the inter
action between the tv.10 as a simple but 
gigantic .operation extending over more than 
four centurie , a process that may appear to 
be the drama of modern civilization. 

To emphasize the unity of ·western Europe, 
and at the same time set it off in sharp con
tra t to its opposite, the frontier, we may call 
it the Metropolis. :Metropolis is a good name, 
implying what Europe really was, a cultural 
center holding within it everything pertain
ing to \\7 estern civilization . Prior to 1500 the 
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Me~ropolis comprised all the "known" world 
save Asia, ·which was but vagu~ly known. Its 
area was approximately 3,750,000 square 
miles, and its population is estimated to have 
been about 100 million people. 

There is no need to elaborate the conditions 
under which these people lived, but it should. 
be remembered that by modern standards the 
soc iety was a static one with well-defined 
classes. The population pressed ,tlard on the 
means of subsistence. There was not much 
food, practically no money, and very little 
freedom. vVhat is more important, there was 
practically no means of escape for those peo
ple living in this closed world. The idea of 
progress had not been born. Heaven alone, _ 
which could be reached only through the 
portals of death, offered any hope to the 
masses of the Metropolis. 

Then came the miracle that was to change 
everything, the emancipator bearing rich gifts 

· of land and more land, of gold and silver, of 
/ new foods for every empty belly and new 

clothing stuffs for every half-naked back. 
Europe, the Metropolis, knocked on the door 
of the Great Frontier, and when the door was 

opened it was seen to be golden, for with in 
there was undreamed-of treasure, enough to 
make the whole Metropolis rich. The long 
quest of a half-starved people had at last been 
rewarded with success beyond comprehension. 

Columbus has been accepted as the symbol, 
as the key that unlocked the golden door to a 
new world, but we know that he was only one 
of a group of curious investigators, Portu
guese, Spanish, English, Dutch, and Scandi
navian~ men of the Metropolis and not of one 
country. vVithin a brief period, as history is 
told, Columbus and his prying associates 
pulled back the curtains of ignorance and re
vealed to the Metropolis· three new continents, 
a large part of a fourth, and thousands of 
islands in oceans hitherto hardly known. 
They brought all of these-continents, oceans, 
and islands-and deposited them as a free gift 
at the feet of the impoverished Metropolis. 

The Metropolis had a new piece of prop
erty and the frontier had a new owner. The 
Metropolitans were naturally curious about 
their property, and quite naturally began to 
ask questions about it. How big is it? Who 
lives on it? What is its inherent worth? vVhat 
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can I el ou t "L it :J They learned tha t th e 
front ier had an area fi e or i ' tim e that of 
Europe; that it wtls I racti ·all \ 'acant , o c u 

pied b) a few p1 imitive inhabit.ant_ who e 
rio·ht need not be 1 cs1 ected; that It. mh eren 
worth could onl ' be gues ed at . A to what 
can I et out of it ?. th e an "er came in time 
clear and tron g: Y o u can g t everythino· 'OU 

want from gold and ilvcr to furs and food . 
and iii. any quanti t \you want, p rovided on l 
that you are willin cr to \'Cn ture and work. 
And more faintl 1 came the small ' o ice hardl y 
audible: Something a lJ of you can get as ab ·
product i ome m easure of freedom . 

The l'vf etropolitan decided to accept th e 
gifl . Instantly th divisions in Europe ·were 
projected into the frontier a each littl e Eu
ropean power thaL could man a ship seized a 
ection of the frontier bigger than itself and 

tried to fi ght all the others off. Each nation 
wanted it all. Th e result ,.vas a series of war 
lasting from 1689 to 1763 and from these wars 
Eno-land , France, and Spain emerged as chief 
0 ,rners of the frontier world. Their succe 
was more apparent than real, for a spirit of
freedom had been nurtured in the distant 
lands, and in less than fifty years England had 
lost her chief prize while Spain and France 
had lost practically e\ erything. 

But their loss, like their previous gain, 
was more apparent than real. True, by 1820 
the Metropolis had lo t title to most of the 
new land, but it had not Jost something more 
precious than title-namely, the beneficent 
effects that the frontier exerted on the older 
countries. The political separation of most of 
North and South America relieved the 
Metropolis of responsibility and onerous obli
gations, but it did not cut off the abundance 
of profits. Europe continued to share in the 
riches and the opportunity that the opening 
of the golden door had made 'isible. 

III 

W
H AT ,.vas the essential character of the 
frontier? \ Vas the direct force it 
exerted spi ritual, in tellectual or wa 

it material? The frontier was basically a vast 
bod · of wealth without proprietor . It was an 
empty land more than five times th e size of 
western Europe. a land whose resource had 
not been exploited. Its first impact \\·as 
mainly economic Bathed in and invigorated 

by a fl o (lc . 1i '' t II 1 ! • · , . Metropoli bcg:a 1 L 

seethe with conomic xcitement. 
·with all the hip coming and going. the 

·wharves of Europe were piled hirrh with 
tran ge good . th e tabl e were set with exotic 

food of d Ji o-Jnful flavor , and new-minted 
coin of o-old and silver rattled in the coffers 
of th market place . Th e boom began when 
Columbu returned from his firs t voyao-e, and 
it continu ed at an ever-accelerating pace un
til the frontier that fed it was no more. 
A sumino· that the frontier closed about 1890, 
it ma y be aid tha t th e boom lasted approxi
mately four hundred )ear . lt lasted so long 
that it came to be considerep the n ormal state, 
a fallaciou a sumption for an boom. It is 
concei,·able that this boom ha given the 
peculiar character to modern history, to "'hat 
we call \\ estern civilization . 

Assuming that there \-Vas such a boom and 
that it la ted four hundred years, it follows 
that a et of institutions economic, political , 
and social , would in tha t time evoh e to meet 
the need of the world in boom. Insofar as 
they "·ere designed to meet peculiar condi
tions, these institutions would be specialized 
boomward. It is accepted that a set of insti
tutions has developed since 1500, and we 
speak of them as modern to distinguish them 
from medieYal institutions. Therefore we 
may well inquire whether our modern institu
tions- economic, political, and social, consti
tuting the superstructure of Western civiliza
tion-are founded on boom conditions. 

The factors involved , though of gigantic 
magnitude, are simple in nature and in their 
relation one to another. They are the old 
familiar ones of population, land, and capital. 
With the opening of the Great Frontier, land 
and capital rose out of all proportion to popu
lation, of those to share it and therefore con
ditions were highly favorable to general pros
perity and a boom. \Vhat we are really con
cerned with is an excess of land and an excess 
of capital for di' ision among a relatively fixe d 
number of people. The population did in
crease, but not until the nineteenth century 
did the extra population compare with the 
extra land and .capital that had been long 
available. 

For example in 1500 the Metropolis had a 
population of I 00 million people crowded 
into an area of 3,750,000 square miles. The 
population density for the entire Metropolis 
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was ?.6. 7 persons per square mile. For each 
per ,on th ere was availab le abou t twen ty- four 
acr es. a ra tio that changed little from I ~)00 
to I ().JO. The openin O' o f the fron t ier upset 
the n·ho le situatio n by des troying the balance 
tha t had been struck be tween land and man. 
A land excess o f nearly 20 million square 
mil e, became availab le to the same n um ber 
of pc p le, reducing population density to less 
than fi ve, increasing the average area per indi
vidual to 148 acres instead of 24. 

Capital may be con idered in two forms , as 
gold and silver and as capital goods or com
modities . T he Metropolis was short of both 
forms of wealth throughout the m edieval 
period , and the dearth of coin prior to the 
discoveries was most critical. It has been esti
mated that the total amount of gold and 
silver in Europe in 1492 was less than 200 mil
lion do llars, less than two dollars per person. 
Certa in ly there was not enough to serve the 
needs of exchange, which was carried on by 
barter, or to give rise to erudite theories o f 
m oney economy. Then very suddenly the 
whole money situation changed. 

By 1500 the Spaniards had cracked the 
treasure houses of the Great Frontier and set 
a stream of gol<;l and silver flowing into the 
Metropolis, a stream that continued without 

. abatement for 150 years, and that still con
tinues. This flood of precious metals changed 
all the relations existing between man and 
money, between gold and a bushel of wheat 
or a fanPga of barley. That changed relation
ship \\ rought the price revolution because 
tem porarily- o fas t did the metals come
th ere was more money than things, and so 
prices rose to the m odern level. This new 
mon ey was a powerful stimulus to the quest 
for more, and set the whole Metropolis into 
the frenz y of daring and adventure which gave 
character to the modern age. 

S 
l'\CE our concern here is with the excess 

o f wealth over population, we may ex
am ine with interest the rise in the 

quantity of gold and ilver. Taking the 200 
million dollars of 1492 as a base, we find that 
by 1600 the amount had increased eightfold, 
by 1700 it had risen nearly twentyfold , by 
1800 it stoed at thirty- even fo ld and by 1900 
at a hundred-and-fou rfo ld over what was on 
hand when the fronti er was opened. Obvi
ously this increase of prec io us meta l was o ut 

o f all proportion to the incr ease in popula
t ion. If we grant that an excess of mon ey 
makes a boom, then here in th is new treasu re 
was the stuff a boom needed. It i safe to say 
tha t out of each $ 100 worth of precious meta ls 
produced in the world ince 1493, no t less 
than S 5 have been upplied by the fro ntier 
co un tr ies and not more than S 15 b y the 
.Metropolis , including Asia. The bearing of 
these facts on the ri se of a m oney economy, o E 
m od ern cap italism is som eth ing fo r the econ
omists to think about. 

The spec tacular influx of precio us metals 
shou Id no t obscure the fact that they consti
tuted but the initial wave of wealth rolling 
into the \[etropolis from the Great Frontier. 
'Vave fo llowed wave in endless succession in 
the form of material things, and each deposit 
left the M etropolis richer than before. Unfor
tunately the quantity of material goods can
not be measured, but we know it was enor
mous. South America sent coffee, Africa, 
cocoa, and the 'Vest Indies sent sugar to 
S"l.veeten them. Strange and fla vorsome fruits 
came from the tropics. From primeval forests 
came ship timbers , pitch , and tar with which 
to build the fleets for merchants and warriors. 
North America sent furs Ear the rich and cot
ton for the poor so that all could have m ore 
than one garment. The potato, adapted to 
the Metropo1is, became second to bread as the 
staff o f life. The N ew 'Vorld gave . Indian 
corn or maize , and the rich lands on which 
to grow it , and in time hides and beef came 
from the plains and pampas of two conti
n ents . Everywhere in Europe from the royal 

· palace to the humble co ttage men smoked 
American tobacco and under its soothing in
flu ence dreamed of Ear co untries, wealth, and 
ad venture. Scientists brought home strange 
plants and herbs and made plant experiment 
sta t ions in scores of European gardens. In 
So uth America they found the bark o f a tree 
from wh ich quinine was derived to cure 
malar ia and anoth er plant whi~h they sent to 
the Eas t Indies to establish the rubber indus
try. No, it is not possible to m easure the 
amount o f goods flowing into Europe, but it 
can be said that the Great Frontier hung for 
centuries like the horn o f plenty over the 
~Ietropolis and em ptied out on it an ava
lanche of wealth. 

,\t this po int le t us turi t to the growth of 
population the nu m ber of peop le ' ho in a 
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1;'i red the execs of land and 1 d 
preciou metal . As tated abo\'e tl.1e _ pop u la
tion in 1!>00 stood at about 100 million . an d 
it did not increase appreciabl y before lfi r>O. 
All the peopl e of European orio-in. " ·hether in 
the Metropo li or in the Great Frontier. had 
a littl e m ore than doubled b y l 00. I\ ot 
until th e nineteenth century " ·a th e increa e 
rapid. B 1850 the increa e wa more than 
threefold , by h..900 more than fivefold , but in 
I 940 population had increased eightfold over 
that of 1500. The significant fact i that b e
tween 1500 and 1850 th e quantity of both 
land and capital stood high out of all propor
tion to the quantity of populati on. Equally 
significant, and somewhat disturbing, is th e 
fa ct that the excess of land incidenL to open
ing the frontier disappeared in the world 
census of 1930. By 1940 the enlarged W estern 
wor ld was more crowded than the small \\·orld 
of Europe was in 1500. I t ,,·as th e observation 
of this fact which led Dean Inge to remark in 
I 938 that "the house is ful I. " :rvr uch earlier 
'\rilliam Graham Sumner commented on the 
man-land ratio : " It is this rat io of population 
to land which determines what are the pos i
bilities of human developm ent or the limits 
of what man can attain in civilization and 
comfort." To pu t the matter in another 'my. 
if the boom rested on a four-century excess 
of land O\'er population, th e lan d base of the 
boom disappeared in 1930. 

The boom hypothe is of modern hi tor · 
may be summed up by stating that with th e 
ta ppi.ng of the re ourct ~ of the Great Frontier 
there came into th e possession of the 1\1 e
rropolis a body of wea lth consisting of land. 
precious metals, and commoditi es out of all 
proportion to the number of people . The 
situation may be presented graphically, as in 
the chart on this page, by a ser ies of columns 
representing each of the three factors_ If the 
reader '"'ill study these col umns. he 'rill see 
why we have had a boom, " ·hy land ,\·as prac
tica1ly free , and why the wh o le aae 'rn pre
dominantly capitalistic, concerned primarily 
with money and commodities_ 

IV 

I F THE opening of th e Great Frontier did 
precipitate a boom in \\'e tern ci,·iliza
tion , the effects on human idea and 

institutions must have been profound 

' EAR u 0 ( 

a~1d 1 ar-rcacli ing . I 11 general such a Loom 
would hasten the passi ng away of the idea 
and institution o{ a sta tic culture and the 
sure appearance of others adapted to a 
dynamic and p rospering ociery. There is no 
doubt that medie\'al societ wa breaking up 
at the time of th e discoveries, that men ' 
minds had been sharpened by their intel
lectual exercises . and that their spirit had 
been stirred b y d ou bt. The thinkers were 
restless and inqu iring. but wha t th ey lacked 
was room in whi ch to try out their innova
tions , and a fresh and uncluttered soil in 
which some of th eir n ew ideas could take hold 
and grow. Their desires had to be matched 
with opportuni ty before they could realize on 
their aspirations, howeYer laudable. Th e fron 
tier offered th em th e room and the oppor
tunity. It did not n ecessarily originate ideas, 
but it acted as a relentless sifter , letting some 
pass and rejecting others. Those that the 
frontier favored prospered , and finally ma
tured into institutions; those it did not favor 
became recessiYe, dormant , and many insti
tutions based on these ideas withered away. 
Feudal tenure . serfdom , barter, primogeni
ture: and the notion that the '\'Orld was a no-

Factors in the Boom: 
Land, Population) ~ 

and Capital 

1492 100% 

D POP' LATION 
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good place in which to li ve are e. amples of 
things un tenable in the presence of the fro.n
tier. 

Si nce we are dealin cr with the mod ern age, 
it wou ld be ve ry helpful if we co uld di -cover 
what it emphasized most. \ ' here \Vas the 
chief accent of modern ity? \ Vhat has been it 
fo_cu s? Who has held the spotli o-ht on the 
stage o f history since l 500? There can be 
li tt le doubt, though there may be enough to 
star t an argument, tha t the ans ver to a ll 
these questions is: the Indi\·idual. I t is he 
who has been emphasized , accen ted ; it is on 
h im that the spotlight has focused; it is his 
importance that has been magni fied. He is
or was- the common denominator of modern 
times, and an examina tion of any tric tly 
m odern institu tion such as democracy or 
capitalism wm reveal an indiv idual at the 
core, try ing to ru le himself in one case and 
make some money in the other. ~ ot God n or 
the devil nor the ta te, but the ord inary man 
has been the favori te ch ild of modern h istory. 

D id the Great Frontier , wh ich was h is con 
temporary, have any part in giving the indi
vidua l his main chance, the tr iple opportun ity 
of ruling himself, enriching himself, and sav
in g his own soul on his own hook? These 
th ree freedoms were insti tutionalized in 
Pr o tes tantism, capital ism, and democracy
whose basic assumption is that they exist for 
the individual , and that the ind ivid ual m ust 
be free in order to make them .. work . T he 
desire for freedom men su rely have always 
had, but in the old Metropolis cond itions pre
vailed w hich made freedom impossib le . 
E \ .. ery-where in Europe the ind ividual was 
su rro unded by institutions which , whether by 
desig n or rio t, kep t him unfree. H e was walled 
in by man-made regulations \d1 ich contro lled 
h im from bapt ism to extreme unction. · 

Then the golden door of the Great Fron
ti er opened, and a way o f escape lay before 
h im. He moved out from the ~Ie tropo l i s to 
land on a d istant shore, in Amer ica, Austral ia, 
So uth Africa. H ere in the wild and empty 
land there was not a single inst it u t ion ; man 
had left them , albeit temporaril y, fa r behind . .. 
R egardl ess of what befe ll him la ter, for an 
i nstant he was free of all the rest rict ion th a t 
soc iety had put upon him. In ·ho rt , he had 
escaped hi human ma ters onl y to find h im
self in the presence of another , a Jes p ica
yuni h <L L' . 

The charac ter of the new master, before 
\\' horn he tood stripped of his insti tutions , 
was so in contras t wi th that of the o ld one as 
to defy comparison. \ [an stood naked in the 
presence of nature. O n this subjec t, Alex
~mcle r rnn Humbolt sa id, .. In the Old ·w or ld , 
nat ions and the dist inct ion o f their ci viliza
tion fo rm the p r inc ipal po int in the p icture; 
in the 0.' e ' \Vorld, man and his production 
a lmos t disappear amidst the st u pendous dis
p lay of wild and giga ntic nature ." The o ut
standing qual ities of wild and g igantic nature 
are its impersonality and impass iveness. Na
ture broods over man, casts its mysteriou s 
spe lls, but it never intervenes for or against 
him. It o- ives no orders, issues no p roclama
tions, has no prisons, no pr ivileges; it knows 
nothing of vengeance o r mercy. Before nature 
a 11 men are free and eq uaL 

T he important po int is tha t the abstr act 
man we have been fo ll owing did n ot have to 
win his freedo m . I t was imposed upon him 
and he could no t escape it. Being caugh t in 
the trap of freedom, his task was to ad just 
hi mself to it and to devise procedures wh ich 
wo uld be more convenient Eor living in su ch 
a state. His first task was to govern himself, 
for se lf-government is what freed om imposes. 

O f course there was not just one man on 
the fro ntier. In a short time the ' ·oods were 
fu 11 o f them , a ll trained in the same schoo l. 
As the years went by, they for med the habi ts 
o f fre edom, cheri heel it; and when a d istan t 
government tried to ta ke fro m them that to 
which they had QTO\ n accustomed,. they re
si ted , and the ir resis tance was called the 
America n R evolu tion. T he Am erican fron 
tiersmen d id not fi ght England to ga in free
dom , bu t to presen·e it and have it officially 
recognized by the .\ Ietropo lis. " Your nation ," 
wro te H erman .\Ielville , "enjoyed no little 
independence b fo re yo ur declaration de
clared it. " \Vhence came th is independence? 
Not . from parliaments or k ings or legi b. t i \·e 
a se mb lies, but fro m the conditions, the room . 
the pace, and the na tural wealth amidst 
\vh ich th ey Ii eel . .. T he land \\'as o urs, " wr ites 
Robert Fros t, ' ·hefo re we were the land's." 

The oth er in ti tm io n that magnified the 
im portance of the indi\·icl ual was capi ta li m. 
an economic system under which each per on 
tmderrakes to en r ich h im ·elf bv Ii is o vn effort. 
ft is on ly in th e prese nce of ~rcat J. buncbnce 
ti J. t .. ucli a free-Fo r-all : ystem o f i\ e:-ilth-get-
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ting can long operat . 1 re 1 1 :\ L b present 
enough wealth to go around to make such an 
economy practicable. ·we have ~en that the 
tapping of th e frontier furni shed just this 
condition a superabundance of land, of gold 
and si lver, and of commodities which made 
the principle of laissez fai re tenable. In the 
frontier the embryonic capital ists of the six
teenth and seventeenth centuries hit a mag
nificent windfall lvhich set them up in busi
ness by demonstrating that the game of 
wealth-getting was both interesting and profi t
able. For four hundred years, to paraphrase 
Bernard DeVoto, "men stumbled over for
tunes looking for ·cows. " (This su bject of 
windfalls and capitalism will be treated in a 
second article.) Free homesteads in Kansas, 
free gold claims in California, and free grass 

- on the Great Plains are examples of windfalls 
coming a't the tag end of the frontier period, 
windfalls which come no more. In the larger 
sense the Great Frontier was a windfall for 
Europe . 

T
HERE is an unpleasant logic inherent in 
the frontier boom hypothesis of modern 
history. 'Ve come to it with the reluct

ance that men always have when they come to 
the end of a boom. They look back on the 
grand opportunities they had, they remember 
the excitement and adventure of it, they tot 
up their accounts and hope for another 
chance. ' Vestern civilization today stands fac
ing a closed frontier, and in this sense it faces 
a unique situation in modern times. 

If we grant the boom, we must concede 
that the institutions \\ e have, such as democ
racy and capitalism, were boom-born; we 
must also admit that the individual, this cher
ished darling of modern history, attained his 
glory in an abnormal period when there was 
enough room to give him freedom and 
enough wealth to give him independence. 
The future of the individual, of democracy 
and capi talism, and of many other m odern 
institutions are deeply involved in this logic, 
and the lights are burning late in the capitals 
of the \ Vestern world where grave men 
are trying to determine what that future 
will be. 

Meantime less thougbtful people speak ·of 
new frontiers, though nothing comparable to 
the Great Frontier has yret been found . The 

b sine::._ ., v .., • • .••• _ss frontier in the 
customers he has n ot yet reached ; the mis
sionary ser. a religiou s frontier among the 
soul he has not yet sa ·ed; the soci~l worker 
see a human frontier among the suffering 
people whose woe he has not yet alleviated; 
the educator of a sort sees the ignorance he is 
trying to dispel as a frontier to be taken; and 
the scientists permit us to believe that they 
are uncovering the real thing in a scientific 
frontier. But as yet no Columbus has come 
in from these voyages and announced: "Gen
tlemen, there is your frontier!" The best they 
do is to say that it is out beyond, that if you 
work hard enough and have faith enough, and 
pu t in a little money, you will surely find it. 
If you watch these peddlers of substitute fron
tiers, you ·will find tha t nearly every one wants 
you to buy Something, give something, or be
lieve in something. They want you to be a 
frontier for them. Unlike Columbus, they 
bring no continents and no oceans, no gold or 
silver or grass or forest to you. 

I should like to make it clear that mankind 
is really searching for a new frontier which 
we once had and did not prize, and the longer · 
we had it, the less ·we valued it; but now that 
we have lost it, we have a great · pain in the 
heart, and we are always trying to get it back 
again. It seems to me that historians and all 
thoughtful persons are bound by their obliga
tion to say that there is no new frontier in 
sight comparable in magnitude or importance 
to the one that is lost. They should point out 
the diversity and heterogeneity, not to say 
the absurdity, of so-called new frontiers. They 
are all fallacies, these new frontiers, and they 
are pernicious in proportion to their plausi
bility and respectability. The scientists them
selves should join in disabusing the public as 
to what science can be expected to do. It can 
do much, but, to paraphrase Isaiah Bowman, 
it is not likely soon to find a new world or 
make the one we have much bigger than it is. 
If the frontier is gone, we should have the 
courage and honesty to recognize the fact, 
cease to cry for what we have lost, and devote 
our energy to finding the solutions to the 
problems now facing a fron tierless socicty. 
And when the age we n ow call modern is 
modern no longer, and requires a new name, 
we may appropriately call it the Age of the 
Frontier, and leave it to its p lace in history. 
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Windfalls of the Frontier 

Walter Prescott Webb 

A 
philosophy of history, if it is to have 
validity, must furnish a pattern into 
which social phenomena will fit , and 

supply an explanation of how institutions 
originated and developed. In a previous 
article I offered a hypothesis to the effect that 
modern civilization owes much of its charac
ter to the fact that it grew up in a boom, be
ginning with the discovery of the New World 
and continuing as long as there was an open 
frontier. The frontier made the boom pos
sible by furnishing an excess of land, an ex
cess of precious metals, and an excess of raw 
goods of all sorts to the people of western 
Europe. In it a new set of institutions evolved 
to meet the boom's needs, and th.ese are our 
modern institutions. Unless an important 

In its initial stage modern capitalism ·was a 
game. of wealth-getting by individuals at a 
time when wealth existed in such abundance 
-and so out of proportion to the number of 
people wh o could share it-that everyon e 
could engage in the scramble for it ·withou t 
creating social disaster. It is not often that 
such a situation exists, but it did ex ist for 
three or four centuries after the Great Fron-
tier '"'as found, and in those centuries the 
·boom ro°Iled over the Western world while 
the modern system of acquiring and manag
ing wealth was perfected. The Great Frontier 
came to western Europe as a windfall and 
capitalism was the tpethod devised for appro
priating and using it. 

modern institution such as capitalism will fit A WINDFALL is something that com es 
into the pattern of the boom, then the hy- free, unexpected and of good import. 
pothesis must be abandoned for one that will During the last war I lived a year at 
explain events better. Oxford, and what with the low boiling point 

All will agree that capitalism is one of the of rationed cannel coal , and the prevailing 
most important institutions identified lvith lo-v. temperature of Oxford college quarters, 
Western civilization. While it may not have I kept circulation going by walking. Each 
originated in the modern age, it certainly did morning I went down by Christ Church, into 
attain its dominant position during modern Christ Church Meadows, making the circuit 
times. It therefore should be closely related by the banks of the Cherwell, knmvn as the 
to the Great Frontier, and should fi t into the Isis, where the unused college boat were 
boom hypothesis. As a matter of fact, capital- moored to await better days, and thence 
ism should emerge as one of the boom's fa v- amon g the great spreading trees to he 
orite children, for boom s and capitalism are lower exit. One winter nigh t a high wind 
not incompatible. came to whip the trees and to keep every- r 

Last month Professor Webb introduced th e thesis of the end of W estern civiliza.-
tion's fo ur hundred year boom and urged us to devote our energies to the prob-
lems of a frontierless society. H ere he sketches the beginnings of capitalism. 
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one indoors. Early 1 the n ext morning I 
was out in Christ Church Meadows where 
I saw women and children and old men 
picking up the dead limbs that had fallen 
from the trees and carrying them away in 
theiF arms to build a little brighter their 
small hearth fires. Here, from the wind
falls of the night, was extra fuel, unrationed 
and free. I recalled that Woodrow Wison, 
writing of the origin of the word windfall, 
said that in the early days poor people were 
permitted to g~ther for fuel such wood and 
branches as might be blown from.the lord-'s 
trees by the wind. Hence windfall came to 
mean a chance blessing, a bit of pure luck. 

The frontier was like a great tree-or a 
forest-and for centuries it cast down ""\\ind
falls on the people of Europe, benefits 'vhich 
exacted little more than the exertion of get
ting out early and finding them. And, just as 
the windfall in the lord's forest made the 
peasant's fires brighter and his home more 
comfortable, so did the windfalls from the 
frontiers make the whole Metropolis of 
Europe a different place. It was early in the 
morning that the fallen branches were being 
gathered in Christ Church Meadows; -and 
likewise it was early in the modern period-in 
the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries-that 
the best windfalls were numerous on the 
frontier, furnishing the extra prizes that set 
fortune hunters going. 

The windfalls of the frontier were those 
thino-s of value which came into the hands of 

0 

the Europeans with one or more items of the 
ordinary cost of production subst~ntially re
duced or completely missing. The Great 
Frontier was filled with these things of value
free- Land, free gold, and free grass. Not exactly 
free, for some expense is involved in carrying 
a windfall home, but certainly it costs less to 
find a dollar than it does to make one. 

On the basis of cost, frontier windfalls may 
be classified as primary and secondary. 
Primary windfalls were those which came 
with a minimum of cost of time and of labor. 
The returns were quick and pectacular. The 
gold and silver found by the- Spaniards in 
S uth America, the furs appropriated by the 
French and English in Canada, and the 
chance finding of ambergris in Bermuda are 
examples o f how wealth Glme into the hands 
of Europeans quickly and at a minimum o( 
e· 

1 
cn5e . 

The frontier treasure of gold and silver is 
the outstandino- windfall of all history. -The 
metallurgist of nature had laid down precious 
metals in the new earth of the Americas, 
South Africa, Australia, and New Zealand, 
and in the Americas the natives had gathered 
them. This frontier gold and silver, con
stituting as it does about 85 per cent of all the 
precious metals mined in the world since 
1492, formed the hard-money basis of modern 
capitalism throughout the world. And, as I 
have previously stated, this flood of treasure 
precipitated the price revolution and got the 
boom under way. 

II 

T
HE furs that were gathered in Canada to 
found fortunes in Europe constituted 
an important windfall because many 

cost factors ordinarily present in the produc
tion of wealth were absent or negligible. 
There was no time element, no period of 
expensive waiting for fur hunters. The 
animals had grown their pelts on their own 
time, without cost to anyone, and all the fur 
companies had to do was to harvest them. 
It was as if a farmer went into a forgotten 
field and found a crop of corn matured and 
ready for the harvest. It was better than that. 
It was as if the farmer fou nd the corn on land 
that he did not own, in which he had no in
vestment, where his expenses would begin 
with the ga thering. Also the fur company's 
labor cost was negligible because it tapped a 
cheap source in the Indians who gathered the 
furs. Finally, and this was true of all frontier 
commodities, transportation was largely by 
sea, and sea transport is the least expensiv€ 
known. T hus in the production of furs all the 
cost factors· were gTeatly reduced, with land 
cost completely absent. 

The low cos t of producing furs is illustrated 
in the history o f the Hudson 's Bay Company. 
The story bea-ins in the summer of 1656 when 

0 

two strange men appeared before the walls of 
Quebec, then less than fifty years old, accom
panied by a band of Cree Indians packing 
such a quantity of furs as to excite the interest 
of th e pop ulace and the cup idity o f tl?e 
offic ial.' . The older of the t .v o was Medart 
C houart , bette r known as Sieur des Grosseil
lier u r ,fr. Gooseberry a title he got by 
inve)t in? ome of his first (ur money in a 
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goosebeny patch. The younger man, brother 
of Gooseberry 's wife, was Pierre Esprit Radis
son . ·This pair of adventurers had come from 
the interior of Canada v. here-they had tapped 
hitherto unknown sources of beaver and other 
furs , and the cargo they and their entourage 
of Crees brought as a result of two years' effort 
caused the guns of quebec to salute and the 
Governor to praise them. But neither praise 
nor the pride of owning a gooseberry farm 
could hold them long. 

After two years Chouart and Radisson asked 
permission to make another expedition, and 
were granted it on condition that they take 
along two of the Governor's men to look after 
the official interests. \ Vanting no supervision, 
they requeste.d time to consider the proposal 
and used the time to get a head start into the 
Canadian wilds. Two years later , in the 
summer of 1660, they returned with three 
hundred Indians loaded with fllrs worth 
£60,000. They were hopeful that the fortune 
they brought would blur official memory of 
their unceremonious departure; but they were 
too optimistic, and when their penal ties had 
been paid they found themselves with about 
£4,000. We are not interested in this in
justice, but rather in the fact that two men, 
by finding the crop of furs matured and by 
tapping a cheap source of labor to gather it, 
had acquired in tv. o years nearly a quarter 
million dollars in wealth. I t is also significant 
historically that the two adventurers, with 
much insight and vision and very little loyalty, 
switched from serving the French to serving 
the English and laid the foundations of the 
Hudson's Bay Company. 

WE HAVE seen how inexpensively 
Chouart and Radisson started the 
furs on their journey to the European 

market. The Hudson's Bay Company stand-
ardized and refined their methods. The com
pany was represented among the Indians by 
the voyageurs and coureurs de bois, men only 
a little less primitive than the Indians and 
not much more expensive. These canoemen 
and woods-runners tied in with the bourgeois, 
final representative of the company in 
Canada. From the t ime the skin was taken 
until it reached the factor all was barter. The 
Indians received no money for their furs , but 
exchanged them for wooden tokens, a stick for 
each "made" beaver or its equivalent. The 

Indian wound up with a quantity of wooden 
money which he promptly exchanged for 
coats, blankets, guns and knives, and trinkets 
more ornamental than useful. For a gun that 
cost the company $5.00 the Indian gave 
twenty beaver skins worth $150.00; for a coat 
he paid twelve skins worth $50.00; and for a 
knife he paid in skins about $10.00. In 1676 
the company paid £650 for merchandise and . 
traded it for furs worth £19,000-a modest 
markup of about 3,000 per cent! 

With a labor force for whom the company 
had no responsibility working on such terms, 
it would have been strange if large profits had 
not resulted and capital accumulated. The 
records of the company speak eloquently of 
dividends. A share of stock purchased at £100 
in 1670 brought its owner in the following 
fifty years declared dividends of 343 per cent 
and in addition an undivided profit of 800, 
a total profit of 1,143 per cent, slightly less 
than 23 per cent annually. The windfall of 
free land and furs, negligible labor cost, and 
cheap sea transport must have been an 
important factor in the Hudson's Bay balance 
sheet. Similar windfalls of the primary type 
were found among the full-grown Negroes of 
Africa, in ivory from the same place, in fish 
from Newfoundland, and in ambergris from 
Bermuda. These first easy gleanings of the 
Great Frontier all contributed_ to the rise of 
capitalism. 

III 

S
ECONDARY windfalls took up where the 
primary ones left off, but they came in 
time to keep the boom going and to pro

mote capitalism to full flower. They involved 
more work and less luck and were therefore 
lacking in the spectacular and dramatic. Sec
ondary windfalls were closely related to the 
land, and while land is productive, it is a stub
born thing and takes its own time in yielding 
to man's importunities. It was the plantation, 
the farm, and the ranch cattle industry that 
furnished important secondary windfalls of 
the frontier . In each we find the free or 
negligible cost factor in production which is 
necessary under our definition. Our search 
will be confined to land cost and labor cost. 
Throughout the frontier land was virtually 
free, and this despite any law to the contrary. 
Whether a man wanted to grow cotton or 
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sugar cane, run cattle, or cut logs from the 
forest, he paid little or nothing for land. 

·what wrecked those who sought fortunes 
from the land was not its cost but the long 
perio.d of waiting and the great amount of 
labor involved in persuading it to yield its 
bounty. The time interval exhausted the 
patience of speculators and the labor ex
hausted the resources of the investors who 
expected quick returns, as colonial history 
records. The thirteeJ?. "plantations" estab
lished by England along the Atlantic coast 
illustrate what happened when investors 
missed the quick return. All the thirteen 
colonies missed the quick return because they 
lay north of the gold and south of the furs, 
in land where wealth waited on a lot of hard 
work. By the time the hard work was done, 
the English investors had been washed out, 
and the people they had sent over were left to 
shift for themselves. They inherited the little 
windfall of free land, and set out on their 
own hook. This shifting for themselves was 
a step toward freedom. 

Since, on the plantation and farm, work 
was the major item of expense in production, 
it was important to find a way of eliminating 
or reducing its cost. The fur traders had done 
this very well by using the Indians, but the 
planters were in worse luck, for their Indians 
would not go along with the program. The 
solution the planters hit upon to reduce the 
labor expense to a minimum was Negro 
slavery. With free land the planter could not 
get forward, but with free land and slave 
labor he could make some headway-nothing 
spectacular but something that would enable 
h im to move toward if not into the capitalistic 
ca tegory. Outside the plantation belt, the 
mall farm prevailed, and here the demand 

for cheap labor was also inexorable. In some 
respects the labor here .was cheaper than slave 
labor because it did not have to be purchased, 
being furnished by the farmer and his family. 
\Vith a farmer a big family was something of 
a windfall , and was so recognized by Adam 
Smith. Here we come to a paradox, namely, 
that while the frontier paid the highest cash 
wages as all economists know, at the same 
time it had the advantage of the ch eapest 
labor-Indian labor . slave labo r , and fa mily 
labor! ·wi th all this labor force working for 
nex t to n o thing on the vast resou rces of the 
frontier, it is no wonder that n·ealth accumu-

lated in Europe and grew in the hands of 
those who knew how to manage it. 

TURN ING from the p lantation to the ranch 
cattle business as developed in the 
American W est, we fi nd a secondary 

windfall with so many free elements as al
most to justify placing it in the first class. It is 
also of special interest because it came so late, 
right at the end of the era of free land. 

The early cowman had no investment in 
land and no obligations for taxes or upkeep. 
The feed which his cattle required was also 
free, a matured crop of grass stretching the 
length and breadth of the Great Plains. The 
cowman's novel method of harvesting the 
crop was the least expensive imaginable, for 
the reason that the cows did all the work. The 
only capital investment was in the cows them
selves and a few horses with which to handle 
them. T~ cows not only harvested the grass, 
but they processed it into beef and hides, and 
in the trail-driving days furnished their own 
means of transportation to market. Neither 
the Indians nor the slaves nor the family 
labored so willingly or so cheaply in the pro
duction of wealth as did the cows. vVe hear 
now of wholly automatic methods of produc
tion by intricate machines, but these auto
matic methods have nothing on the early 
cowman's setup. These old Westerners liked 
to say that they Ii ved in a land where the 
wind draws the water and the cows cut the 
wood, and it was true, as any user of wind
mills and cowchips knows; but it is not all the 
story of labor saving. The cowman had the 
prairie full of automatic machines mowing 
hay, converting it into beef, tallow, and hides, 
and annually dropping little machines for 
replacement and obsolescence. 

All this automatic business meant that the 
labor force on the ranch was excessively small. 
Fifteen cowboys could tend a range of 
enormous size and take care of a very large 
number of cattle. The o utside wage of these 
men was thirty dollars a month plus food that 
cost probably five more. A crew on a year
round basis would cost the cowman $6,300. 
If he sold 2,000 head annually at $ 15 he 
would gross $30,000 a t a labor cost o f 21 per 
cent. Eve n if his to tal expense was 50 per cent, 
he would st ill m ake a p ro fi t o f $ 15,000 an· 
nually, and at thqt rate at that period he could 
rise in 0 ~h _ cap · a l j ., class. M any did . It was 
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Cl lli nf Lhii; idyll ic it u,lli 011 tha t Lite attic 
kings sprang up in the Great Plai n . that the 
Scotch and English synd icate added their 
,·en tu r money to that of the American , 
settin rr up such famo u brand a the XIT, the 
Ma tador , the Spur, and many other . \Vhat 
happened in th e Great P lain al o happened 
in South America, Australia , and ,,-here\·er 
grass gre"v on the free frontier. 

\\ith the inventk m of barbed wire in 1873 
open range ranching was do01 led to end and 
the free elements of land and feed di appeared 
in the production of beef. By 1890 or 1900 
most of the land had passed into prirnte 
hands, much of it was fenced. and the day of 
free grass was over. To go into the cattle busi
ness today requires such a large im·e tment 
that none but the wealthy can afford to do it. 
Ranching still has high social prestige, and 
offers a good opportunity to bury profits from 
else\\ here for income tax purposes. In Texas 
nearly all successful oil men eventually turn 
to ranching . 

IV 

T
HUS far our attention has wandered 
along the rim of the great wheel of 
civilization; it has been dispersed over 

the wide area of new lands in the Americas, 
South Africa, Australia, where European cul
ture was beginning to nibble at the vast re
sources. \Ve also may observe a singular uni
formity of action on the part of this culture 
wherever it might be ni bbling : it was as if 
these frontiersmen wherever they labored, 
were subject to the will and direction of some 
central intelligence, some master of cere
monies who from a favorable vantage point 
was overseeing a gigantic pageant of work. 
Some call this intelligence destiny, the people 
of those 6ays of more faith called it Divine 
Providen~e, but in this egotistical age we seek 
the ringmaster in human and more under
standable form, and we may expect to find 
h im, not at the rim of the wheel but at the 
hub itself. 

~early all the lines running from the 
frontier to Europe com erged in England, 
some in Holland and France. b ut most in 
En o-land. And at the point of convergence 
stood the honest broker, receiving the precious 
cargoes from the west and dispensing them to 
the hungry hordes to the ea. t, taking a l ittle 
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rum l 11..: top and a little from t 1 bot torn, 
and doing very well indeed. It i not strange 
that n ear the end of this glorious period the 
poet-speaking for his chosen people-im
plored the God of hosts to stay with them 
a while longer ! With a host of hungry people 
on one side and the palm and pine on the 
other, England never had it any better, or 
quite so good. 

The intelligence we are seeking is tha t 
which took advantage of the most favorable 
situation in history to make fortunes, and 
made them. These managers and directors 
became the first modern capitalists, and they 
taught the rest of the world how to play a 
most fascinating game of acquiring and man
aging weal th. These managers are the econo
mists' "men of enterprise," and it is on them 
that we must keep an eye. vVhat we need to 
know about them is how they got started in 
the game of making a profit, how they took 
th eir first tentative steps tm\'ard becoming 
capitalists. The favorable situation is clear 
enough as outlined, but there was needed a 
catalyst, an exciter, a pump primer to set off 
the processes of trade, commerce, and_manu
facture . Fortunately 1-re have a highly re
spected authority on this subject. 

In A Treatise on Money John Maynard 
Keynes tells us that a nation grows rich, 
capital accumulates, and capitalists flourish in 
periods of inflation when prices rise and stand 
above costs. To make his elaborate theory
which he calls Profi t Inflation-simple, he is 
saying that a man who can get high prices for 
a commodity produced from cheap material 
by cheap labor can make a fortune and 
become a capitalist. It sounds reasonable and 
has in fact been demonstrated . The man who 
makes himself the nexus between low cost and 
high price has Enterprise, and the current he 
sets up between them creates wealth for him 
and for his nation. "It is Enterprise," says the 
economist, "which builds and improves the 
world's possessions ... . If Enterprise is afoot, 
wealth accum ulates ... and if Enterprise is 
asleep, wealth decays." 

\ Vhen Enterprise awoke in the sixteenth 
century it found conditions most favorable 
for it to get afoot. The influx of American 
treasure had caused prices to rise ; and the 
abundance of material produced on the 
frontier \vith cheap labor , drove costs to the 
minimum. This ·was the general economic 
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condition Enterprise saw when it woke up 
from its medieval sleep. 

But why did Enterpr ise wake u p? What 
sudden alarm called it out of a long slumber 
so that it could observe this r are opportunity? 
According to Keynes i t was the loud noise 
created by windfalls crashing down on the 
shores of England that made Enterprise sit up, 
rub its eyes, and get going to far places. These 
windfalls, small in themselves, were the 
exciters, the pump-primers, the cap-like 
detonations which set off the chain reaction 
of moder.n capitalism. The effect on England 
Keynes describes in these words: " Never in 
the annals of the modern wor Id has there 
existed so prolonged and so rich an op
portunity for the business man, the speculator, 
and the profiteer. In these golden years 
(1575-1695) capitalism was born."'*' In Eng
land. Naturally. 

Two men, appearing a century apart, gave 
the shocks that set the. enterprisers on the 
road. The first, an Englishman, and the other, 
an American colonial, brought in windfalls 
which enabled them to pay their stockholders 
staggering dividends. Francis Drake, a plain 

· sea robber with royal backing, took enough 
gold and silver from the Spaniards to make a 
return of 4, 700 per cent to his English back
ers, but his record was broken a century later 
by William Phipps, who fished up a sun~en 
Spanish treasure near Hispaniola and paid his 
backers 10,000 per cent! It was not the gold 
and silver these men brought but rather the 
effect of it in inciting others to action that 
is of importance. "The boom period," says 
Keynes, "definitely began with the return of 
Drake's first important expedition . . . in 
1573, and was confirmed by the immense 
gains of his expedition which returned in 
1580. The value of the gold and sil ver brought 
back in the Golden Hind . .. has been ... 
estimated at anything from £300,000 to 
£1 ,500,000. " There followed the long period 
of prosperity, "the palmy days of profit-one 
of the greatest 'bull' markets ever known 
until modern days in the U ni ted States." 
Even Shakespeare grew rich. 

• l should ex p lain that Keynes d oes not use the 
term . . "windf~ ll" or "frontie.r ," though practically 
every 11lu tr.auoi: he uses to 1llustr:lte his theory of 
Profi t Inflat10n 1s d rawn down the frontier, rhat u n-
een pr ~ence which ha hu no- over 'O many thinl< ers 

and . o many ca pi ta li ts . 

Connected with the Drake windfall is a 
fan tastic sequel which almost makes finance 
interesting. I t has to do with what grew 
from Q ueen Elizabeth 's cut in the Drake 
treasure, those fructifying seeds which the 
thrifty Q ueen let fall on foreign soil. The 
fi rst thing Elizabeth did with a part of her 
booty was to pay the whole of England's 
foreign debt! She had something left and out 
of it she in vested £42,000 in the Levant Com
pany. It was the profits of the Levant Com
pany that furnished most of the capital used 
in the formation of the East India Company, 
and the profits from the East India Company 
formed the base of England's foreign invest
ments in the sixteenth and seventeenth 
centuries. " Indeed," say Keynes, " the booty 
from the Golden Hind may fairly be con
sidered the fountain and origin of British 
foreign investment.!' 

·without making too much of it, the econo
mist makes this calculation. Taking Eliza
beth 's £42 ,000 as the original foreign invest
ment, and assuming that it bore 3!4 per c~nt 
net for reinvestment abroad, the proceeds 
down the centuries will be about equal to the 
English foreign investment at any given time! 
For example, British foreign investment in 
1930 amounted to £4,200,000,000, which is the 
sum Elizabeth 's £42,000 would have produced 
at 3!4 per cent compound in the elapsed 350 
years. The figures can be checked for the 
first 120 years, from 1580 to 1700, because the 
only foreign investments to speak of in 1700 
were in the three trading companies, East 
India, Royal ~frican , and Hudson's Bay. 
Their com bined capital approximated £2 , 150, 
000 ; Elizabeth 's original investment would 
have in the same period amounted to 
£2,500,000! It hardly need be pointed out 
how the frontier is intertwined in this inter
esting exercise, in the rise of a capitalistic 
nation. 

A
CE~TUR Y after Drake had capped his 
career by wrecking Spanish sea power, 
another ship drove into a British port 

so heavily laden with o-old and si lver that it 
could hardly floa t. T he year was 1688, and 
the commander was one W ill iam Phipps, who 
had come upon the most impr uable uccess 
in the h istory of fronti er windfalls. Born on 
the Kennebec Ri er, he early took to sea 
where I c heard tories of unken <:;panish 
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treasur e ships, and set out to fin d one. H e 
was ou tfitted in England to h u n t uch 
treasur , and on his first voyage " hr fi shed 
out of a ery old Spaniard . . . a li tt le ad · ~ L e 
about th e true spot where lay the \\Teck ." On 
a second voyage he set sail for th i fishing 
ground , and sent a pirogue of eight oars to 
search along some shoals called the Boilers. 
Just as the boat pcl'rty had gi ven up hope of 
finding anything, one man spied what seemed 
to be a sea feather growing out of a rock . 
In order to have something to show for their 
labor, the men sent down an Indian diver who 
came up to report that the floor of th e sea was 
littered with huge guns. Again the diver wen t 
down, and brought up a "sow" of sil ver, 
worth £300. When the news was carried to 
Phipps, who had remained with the ship, and 
he was shown the bar of silver as proof, he 
exclaimed after the modern manner, ' 'Thanks 
be to God; we are made! " 

Returning to the scene of the wreck, which 
had been marked by a buoy, the men had 
another remarkable piece of good luck. The 
fi rst diver from the return party hit the 
b ullion room , but th e story is better told by 
Ph ipps' biographer, Cotton Mather: 

Now, most happily, they first fell upon 
that room in the wreck where the bullion 
had been stored up; and they so prospered 
in this new fishery, that in a little while 
they had . . . brought up thirty-two tuns 
of silver; for it was now come to measuring 
silver by tuns . .. Besides that incredible 
treasure of plate , . . there were vast riches 
of gold, and pearls, and jewels, which they 
also lit upon . 

Having loaded his ship with what he had 
lit upon, Phipps set off for England, not 
daring to reprovision lest all be lost to pirates. 
H e reached London on the eve of the Glori
ous Revolution , too late to save James but just 
in time to enable William and Mary to meet 
their pressing revolutionary obligations. At 
this point we-shall have to say goodbye to Mr. 
Phipps, somewhat regretfully, because his 
career is one of the most exciting in that tem
pestuous cen tury. Our concern is with some 
of the results of h is windfall on capitalism. 

The success of Phipps caused a repetition of 
what happened after Drake. H ere was that 
sudden injection of specie into the vein of 

a laga-ing econ my. The stockholder were: 
alm ost content with their 10,000 per cen t 
profi t . The tr ea ·u re came on the eve of the 
Gloriou R evol u tion , and the King's cu t 
made him trong again t the Stuart pretender. 
But a far greater effect was the stimulus given 
to all sorts of enterpr ise, to the boom wh.ich 
gathered strength as it moved from one seg
ment of society to another. The profits of this 
boom, which reached its climax in 1695, offset 
the losse occasioned by the French wars of 
\ i\Tilliarn, 1689- 1697 and , in the words of 
Keyn es "nm t ha' e been invaluable for the 
stab ility of the new r egime.' ' The boom thu 
occasioned led to the founding of the Bank of 
England in 1694, the establishment of the 
stock exchange, and the reform of the cur
rency by Locke and Newton in 1695. With 
these things done, capitalism was firmly estab- ~ 
lished. 

v 

W
ITH the close of the seventeenth 
century we come to the end of the 
period of primary windfalls, but 

not to the end of men's dreams of find
ing them. Out of those dreams came three 
national d~sasters , speculative frenzies, which 
definitely ended the first phase of fron
tier economy. Three nations set off in pur
suit of windfalls and wound up with 1bub
bles. The Scottish people wrecked their 
feeble economy in the Darien enterprise. All 
classes of Frenchmen and Englishmen went 
mad in their -pursuit of the Mississippi and 
South Sea bubbles. The e three misadven
tures all corning between 1690 and 1720 , 
illustrate "'hat happened to three nations who 
hunted the quick windfalls after they were 
gone. They are tragic stories marking the end 
of a definite period in the growth of modern 
capitalism. 

Though the great boom was hindered by 
bubble disasters, it was not halted. It rose on 
a different base and rode out the eighteenth 
and nineteenth centuries on sturdier but 
more dependable horses. These secon dary 
windfalls which continued the boom were of 
such m agnificen t propor tion as to brina
capi talisrn to its fullest flower. For the four 
cen turie marking the rise and maturity of 
m odern capitalism, the underwri ter o f it 
success, both ear ly and late, has probably been 
the resources of the Great Frontier. 



One night last winter I was coming home 
fro:qi the depths of Northamptonshire, in a 
strong wind and driving snow, when my 
windscreen-wiper packed up. There was 
nothing to do but creep on, stopping ev
ery minute or so to · get out and wipe 
the windscreen, which was half-smothered 
again before I had got back in the car. I 
don't believe I've ever been more frighten
ed. Then I remembered that, years ago, cars 
had a little handle on the inside of the 
screen, so that if your motor failed you 
could flick the blades over by hand. This 
set me thinking. I remembered another old
fashioned piece of equipment, the running
board, and how useful it was for carrying 
a spare can. If the self-starter wouldn't 
start (and don't let's pretend they always 
do), you could crank the thing by hand. 
And well I remember the old-fashioned boot 
which opened from the bottom-instead of 
from the top , as is usual nowadays-so that 
awkward loads like prams could be carried, 
which now have to be left behind. 

In fact, it seems to me that over a whole 
range of things, design, far from becoming 
more advanced as our technology advanc
es , has actually regressed. Of course , the 
criteria by which one judges sophistication 
in design must always be subjective to a 
certain extent: but one might say that it 
should combine efficiency of function with 
refinement (using this word in its true 
sense) and, surely, with versatility and 
flexibility. By this token, Salisbury Cathe
dral is a piece of extremely advanced de
sign; a prefabricated garage is not. The 
garage performs a limited function ade
quately, but no more; the cathedral ex
presses its much more elaborate function 
in a way that turns it into a complicated 
work of ·art, and one so flexible that it can 
be adapted to many functions quite dif
ferent from what it was built for. . -

Deddington, Oxfordshire 

You used to be able to buy saucepans 
shaped like slices of cake, so that you could 
fit three on one hot-plate at once, avoiding 
a wasteful loss of heat: they have gone. 
Amateur photographers used to be able to 
buy a 'daylight '· film, and process it at 
home for a fraction of the cost of having 
it done professionally: this has gone. The 
old-fashioned Kilner preserving-jar lent it
self to both wet and dry methods of bot
tling: with the newer kind it is almost 
impossible. to oven-bottle without either 
scalding oneself or letting a lot of air in. 
And a whole range of humble but useful 
devices has simply disappeared. Take the 
soap-saver, which was made- like a diffuser
spoon but bigger, with a basket of open 
wire-mesh. You stuffed into it all those re
volting fragments of soap which come into 
existence even in the best-regulated house
holds , and by swilling it to and fro in the· 
water produced an admirable !ather for 
woollies. The extinction of this excellent 
invention must have cost the country liter
ally millions of pounds of soap, and _ wasted 
our money as well. Similarly, the lazy
susan and the sheet biscuit-cutter have been 
replaced by much less sophisticated ideas. 

But does all this matter? After all, 
we've developed all sorts of machines to· 
do other domestic jobs for us. Unfortun
atelly, however, the retrogression is not con
fined to these relatively unimportant things. 
It- -is operating with equal strength , and 
far more disastrously, in two vital fields : 
transport and planning. In urban transpor t, 
it isn't simply that the methods, or modes, 
of public or collective travel are decreas
ing. There used to be trains (plenty of 
them), buses (plenty of them, too) , trams 
and trolley-buses-and the trolley-bu;ses 
had the massive advantage. of being very. 
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nearly silent! There now seems to be vir
tually no interest in devising other vehicles 
to take their place-and when someone 
does work out something new, no one wants 
to try it. This at a time when more and 
more people are having to travel farther 
and farther to work, and many are having 
to travel farther afield in the course of 
their work. And one has only to look at 
the .posh new stations designed for British 
Rail to realise that they are hopelessly in
efficient. At New Street in Birmingham, as 
at the new Euston, every passenger has to 
walk an immense distance between train 
and exit-and there was all that row about 
no seats. We have also forgotten, apparent~ 
ly, that it is possible for human beings and 
freight t9 travel on the water. 

But retrogression in transport is best de· 
monstrated in the treatment _of so-called 
ro~d 'improvements', which is becoming 
steadily more clumsy and brutal-:-as one 
can see by looking at an old roundabout 
and then at a new one. There is now gene
rally no attempt to mar-ry these thing~ 
into the surrounding_ landscape by -mound
ing, or the creation of other lanQ.-forms. I 

i:i: have in mind one old roundab_out near 
E W podstock, w}lich is a model : . it's well 
~ mounded up so there is no oncoming 

glare; it was planted-asymmetrically
with indigenous trees and shrubs .. so that 
it has actually beconie part of the land-
scape; and, because the whole complex is 
never visible at once, its scale and impact 
are adequately reduced. At a similar junc
tion, ten miles north up the same road, a 
new roundabout is being contructed. It will 
mean the felling of 17 mature lime trees, 
yet, although the total cost of the scheme 
is over £57,000, it is to have only £500 spent 
on planting, and nothing at all on mound
ing. This disproportion does strongly sug
gest a gross lowering of design standarc;ls. 

Similarly, the Worboys traffic-signs,· the 
new system of directional signs and sign
posts, are clumsy and crude compared with 
what they replace : they don't differentiate 
between town and country, or between the 
great and the little , and on one side they 
simply display a blank : apparently people~ 
have forgotten how to design a signpost 
with words on both sides ! Their enormous
size is justified by the Department of the 
Environment on the grounds that they have 
io be read at high speed: by this token, 
all signs in built-up areas, where traffic is 
held back to 30 .m.p.h. anyhow, could be 
smaller. But this degree of sophistication 
is -obviously quite beyond the imagination 
of the bureaucrats. · 

But the retrogression is most glar ingly 
obvious in the field of housing and town
planning. After all the talk, and all the 
conferences, are we really producing any
thing much better than the artisans' ter-' 
races of a hundred years ago, except per
haps in some of the New Towns? There is 
a fantastic absence of flexibility and ver
satility. For example, during the co.al strike 
many old people were in trouble because 
not only had they been put into fla tlets 
which were totally dependent on electric
-ity, but the intercom which was supposed · 
to ensure that they could call someone 
up in an e!Ilergency was , of course, elec
tric too. Considering the ·industr ial -history · 
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of the past quarter of a century, one 
would have assumed that no tenant would 
be left dependent on only one source of 
warmth or communication. 

But noth ing in the local authority sector 
approaches the idiocies and crudities per
mitted to the developer- or, as I prefer 
to call him, the speculative builder. Thous
ands of houses now being built are just 
collections of cliches, and half-baked ones 
at that. Take the fashion for ' picture win
dows ' . These are now nearly always put 
in, even when the only ' picture ' they are 
going to show is a waste of tarmac and 
the picture window opposite. They make 
the rooms cold in winter and unbearably 
hot in summer-then people draw the cur
tains, and they fade. And by taking up so 
much wall space you radically reduce the 
occupant's freedom of choice in disposing 
of his furniture. It is quite an experience 
to enter a number of such houses in quick 
succession: with the best will in the world, 
every room looks almost identical. 

Now look at housing lay-outs. The old pat
terns of town and village permitted a high 
degree of versatility. The house fitted into 
the terrain as it was, so that every one was 
slightly different, although their construc
tion, disciplined by the use of local material 
and treated with traditional skill, ensured 
a general homogeneity. Anyone who has 
taken over an old house knows how many 
different things you can do with it, and 
how it will suggest quite different things 
to different people. I can only think of four 
corners of England where this is true of 
houses built s1ince the 194 7 planning Act: 
three lots of local authority housing and 
one New Town. In each case we owe them 
to an enlightened local authority with the 
wit to employ an architect not only strong-_ 
minded enough to impose his ideas on 
those of officialdom, but steeped in the 
local vernacular and determined to create 
housing to fit it. I think particularly of the 
toe of Northamptonshire, where, in the 
years after the war, Geoffrey Forsyth-Law
son designed houses for Brackley RDC 
in many beautiful ironstone and limestone 
villages. In every case the new work fits 
in, and the most skilful and economic use 
is· made of the odd and irregular sites 
typical of any village. Far from being spoil
ed, the villages are positively enhanced. 

Unfortunately, this is an exception. Most 
plans today are made up, outside as inside, 
of a mass of cliches , accepted without 
question by the planners, and applied 
without sense or discrimination. Let me 
take just one example: the open-plan es
tate, in theory an excellent idea. When 
building a number of small houses at reas
onably high density, you impart spacious
ness and a sense of freedom by doing away 
with boundary fences between and in front 
of the houses. But the concomitant of this 
must be that you segregate all traffic from 
that part of the estate. If you allow traffic 
to come along those frontages, the useful
ness of the unenclosed space is gone and 
it is simply a menace, for no mother could 
possibly leave young children out there for 
a moment. All that has been achieved is 
the sterilisation of all the ground in front 
of the houses- what the Australians call 
a 'nature strip '-and when land is so 

short this seems a pity, to say the least 
of it. 

Another example of unsophisticated 
crudity is the ' building-line '. This is an 
imaginary line dreamed up by planners in 
front of which, or behind which, nothing 
can be built. This ensures maximum mono
tony, and ignores the many variations in 
frontage commonly found in all old vil
lages and towns : the cottage gable-end on 
to tht road, the cottage turning its back 
on the road with all its garden ground be
yond it. I have even known planning per
mission ref used for the conversion of an 
existing building because it was not on the 
' building-:line '. This would make it ' un
desirable backland development ' and 
'detrimental to the visual amenities'. Just 
like the Radcliffe Camera, in fact. 
· In short, far from taking advantage of 

technology to produce greater versatility 
and flexibility in function, we seem to be 
achieving increasing naivety, and ·some
where along the line our native ingenuity 
and inventiveness have deserted us. What 
is odd about this is that there don't seem to 
be any parallels in history. In the past, as 
a civilisation advanced, its artefacts im
proved. Now it's going the other way,- and 
it's extremely difficult to explain this cur
ious regression, except by saying that the 
technological revolution itself is without 
precedent- and that is begging the ques
tion. But there are two possible explana
tions. One is that if people have to spend 
their lives doing dreary, boring, fragmen
ted work, apparently and often actually 
valueless in itself, not providing them with 
the fun of creation or the satisfaction of 
seeing a job through from start to finish, 
something gets damaged in them. In some 
the boredom and frustration emerges in 
industrial strife, in others it produces 
minor sicknesses and ailments, and in many 
simply a sort of dreary assent. The poten
tial user, the consumer of design, has had 
his palate spoiled to begin with. 

Then, in the pre-industrial past, local 
idiosyncrasies and inventiveness had full 
play because everything was made locally: 
for example, the design of gate fastenings 
varies from county to county, and often be
tween villages. The fancy of the individual. 
produced a slightly different answer to the 
same problem in every place, the more so 
because there was no one to tell him ex
actly how he should be doing it. On the 
other hand, his customers were nearby, 
critics on the hearth, and their criticisms 
acted as a check on his ideas and stimu
lated him to improvement. Now we have 
the reverse situation. There is no customer 
sanction: designs are fixed by the faceless 
ones of big business, manifestly more in
terested in manipulating and consolidating 
their own empires and bureaucracies than 
in making what people actually want. But 
both conveyor-belt production and the mass 
marketing of mass-produced things are in
tegral parts of our contemporary set-up. To 
change them, to produce a pattern of living 
that would nurture our national genius for 
beauty instead of stifling it, would involve 
nothing less than a post-technological 
revolution. 

Radio 3. Barbara Maude is Chairman of 
the Transport Reform Group. 

The Listener 25 January 1973 

Letters 
Scientific Controversy 
SIR: In the edition of Horizon (BBC 2) which 
was devoted to the theories of Dr I. Velikovsky 
there was a short scene in which Professor 
Alexander Thom and myself were shown 
separately at the Ballochroy standing stones 
in Kintyre. Each of us was heard coming to 
slightly different conclusions about whether 
or not these prehistoric astronomical observa
tories (the discovery of which is due entirely 
to Professor Thom) refuted Velikovsky's cat
astrophic theories. Leaving aside the question 
of the propriety of setting up a ' discussion ' 
in which neither of the participants was aware 
of what the other had said until the pro
gramme was screened, and the lack of oppor
tunity for both of us to develop our arguments 
above the level of simple assertions, there 
still remains a cause for protest about the way 
in which I was introduced- as a ' Velikovsky 
supporter '. I had explained my attitude to the 
producers beforehand : briefly, that I feel no 
prior commitment to support any given theory, 
but do feel a strong commitment to test all 
explanations against the available evidence 
without necessarily being inhibited by the 
majority view at any given time . . 

Television seems to thrive on the excitement 
of confrontation, on the head-on clash between 
opposing views. No doubt this is partly due 
to the heavy intellectual and emotional com
mitment of many of the people who take part 
in discussion programmes, but it must surely 
also be due in some measure to the producers' 
views about what the mass audience enjoys. 
One result is that viewpoints tend to polarise 
into opposing groups, so that if one accepts one 
view within a group, one is assumed to accept 
the rest of that particula-r intellectual 'pack
age ' over a wide range of issues. This is no 
doubt necessary, for example, for the adher
ents of a political party trying to gain or keep 
power, but it should be quite alien to the 
scientific mind. 

It seems to me that truly objective, dis
passionate thinking is not all that common 
and that television- just because of the pre· 
dominance of emotionally committed view· 
points- has a particular duty to avoid tarring 
with- the same brush those who try to main· 
tain an impartial attitude on whatever subject. 
By labelling all concerned as either supporters 
or opponents of Velikovsk:y this particular 
Horizon programme, no doubt unwittingly, 
gave the impression of a total commitment 
to one side or the ·other which the actual 
comments made could only partly rectify. 
Some may well be totally committed, but this 
should not be the case with true scientists and 
scholars, among the ranks of whom I try hard 
to remain, despite the heated atmosphere 
surrounding some of the controversies which 
interest me. 

EUAN MACKIE 
Assistant Keeper, Hunterian Museum, Uni
versity of Glasgow 

Charles Parker 
SIR : It seems to me necessary for a lowly 
member of BBC staff to be allowed to dis
agree publicly with the letter sent to you by 
the Chief Assistant to Head of Publicity (Lis
tener, 11 January). He writes of Charles 
Parker's dismissal a 'essentially personaJ 
matters between an employee and his em· 
ployers '-This is the view of a small minority. 

Many newspapers (excepting the Listener !) 
have thought Charles Parker's work signifi
cant enough to examine and praise in detail, 



that undercut a poem's seriousness or 
pretentiousness; but it is difficult to do 
this sort of thing gracefully, and Corn's 
talent seems to be for the purely lyric, 
the emotional. Indeed, he confesses that 
he has "moods-often mistaken for 
morals or philosophy." 

From time to time personalities . 
emerge in A Call in the Midst of the Crowd, 
but they are disappointingly anemic. 
The poet, evidently accompanied by 
another man, takes a ferry ride on a day 
that " prosiness feels right"; what mi&.!1t 
have been a poignant and dramatic poem 
if written by Adrienne Rich sinks into 
banalities as the issue of the men's 
relationship is raised, and feebly 
dropped: "By the way,"/ (We're climbing 
stairs), "what about Thanksgiving?"/ 
You don't know, no special plans ." The 

poet wonders whether they are wasting 
time. 

When lyric poetry is not imaginatively 
written its most fundamental (perhaps 
its basest) motive becomes painfully 
clear: it is a record of thinking and doing, 
a way of making the temporary appear 
to be permanent. But the desultory 
jottings of a diary cannot be transposed 
into poetry, especially when the poet's 
ostensible subject is so large as New 
York City, and his viewpoint frag
mented and superficial. Other work of 
Corn's, though reminiscent of the 
brooding, meditative poetry of Stevens, 
Wilbur, and Nemerov, is -at least more 
rigorously shaped and more deserving 
of the accolade art-if we mean by " art" 
that which can interest people beyond 
the artist and his intimate circle. 

David Hackett Fischer on history 
Learning grows in great surges of 
discovery. The discipline of history is 
just now in the midst of such a growth. 
To be an historian today (a young social 
historian especially) is to share 
so,mething of the excitement that must 
have been felt by young physicists in the 
early 20th century, by young biologists 
in the mid 19th, by young archaeologists 
in the 18th. A decade ago, George 
Gamow eloquently described that 
glorious feeling in his memoir Thirty 
Years That Shook Physics. A decade to come, 
some social historian now in midcareer 
might write a book called Forty Years That 
Shook History, for history is now being 
shaken to its very foundation by an 
intellectual revolution which may in 
time prove to be even more profound in 
its effect than the discovery of quantum 
physics, or the invention of evolutionary 
biology, or the development of classical 
archaeology . History is harder than 
science, and the process of its transfor
mation is more complex . But the work is 
already well begun, and clearly manifest 
in a remarkable crop of new history 
books which have come out this year. 

When one surveys this outpouring of 
work the first impression is of an 
explosion of historical knowledge. A 
catalogue might be compiled of new 
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discoveries, which have been many and 
important . But in the books of the 
present year another and more in
teresting theme appears. The first 
stages of the historical revolution con
sisted mostly in the progress of 
historical analysis. Now analysis is 
beginning to be followed by synthesis. 
One synthesizing strategy presently in 
use might be called macrohisfor~-an 
approach which studies large systems
civilizations, nations, societies-as they 
have changed through time . 
Macrohisto.ry is the big picture. It deals 
in aggregate relationships-seeks to 
discover what Durkheim called "social 
facts" as opposed to "individual facts." 

My candidate for the best book of the 
year is a distinguished example of 
macrohistory, Geoffrey Barraclough's 
[London] Times Atlas of World History 
(Hammond; $50), a big (11 by 14.5 
inches) and very beautiful book which 
consists of about 130 plates, 600 maps 
and an accompanying text, written by 80 
British and American scholars (in
cluding this reviewer, who hereby 
acknowledges a conflict of interest) . The 
grand design is the work of Barraclough 
himself, a medievalist now turned 
contemporary historian, who undertook 
to do a new sort of atlas : to stress social 

and economic history more than politics 
and war, to represent dynamic processes 
in the past, and not be constrained by 
national boundaries. Miraculously, he 
has carried it off. 

The atlas is something of an historical 
event in its own right-a million-dollar 
investment by the London Times , 
published simultaneously in seven 
languages , with rave reviews 
everywhere. The book was produced by 
Barry Winkleman, the energetic manag
ing director of Times Books. For the 
design of the work, he turned from the 
established house of John Bartholomew 
to a different sort of firm-Product 
Support (Graphics) Ltd. , founded 
primarily to produce advertising for 
Rolls Royce cars. The result is very 
strong in some ways, weak in others, but 
on balance highly successful. The plates 
are drafted to a low standard of car
tographic accuracy, far below 
Bartholomew's best work but the plates 
are vivid, imaginative, boldly drawn, 
brilliantly colored, and accurate enough 
for the purpose at hand. 

A n~w computer-assisted car
tographic technology allowed the 
designers to create novel map projec
tions almost at will. The result is a good 
deal of innovation in historical 
cartography-a map of the rise of Islam 
with an unusual projection centered on 
Mecca; a chart of Adriatic trade routes 
looking outward from Venice toward 
Greece; a marvelously sinister global 
projection for a map of the barbarian 
invasions. The maps, as well as the text, 
are designed in most cases to argue an 
historical thesis, which they do with 
stunning effect. The powerful graphic 
techniques of modern advertising have 
been joined to a serious scho lar ly pur
pose. 
-rhe atlas is not without flaws . The 
editor has a set of old-fashioned Marxist 
ideas about history . As a consequence, 
perhaps, the atlas is strong on material 
processes but weak on cultural history. 
The American and French revolutions 
are given short shrift, compared with 
thos~ of China and Russia. Canada is 
or~itted almost entirely, and the plates 
on American imperialism and the United 
States in the 20th century are crude and 
vapid. 

But altogether it is a spendid book 
which deserves its success. If any 
general reader can buy but one history 
book this year, let it be the Times Atlas, 
the best single volume of universal 
history available today. 

Another great atlas has been pub
lished this year, A Historical Atlas of South 
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Twenty-six meticulously and lovingly 
imagined poems: yet while our two or 
three "famous" poets can expect reviews 
everywhere, I rather doubt that the 

airplane" in which the poet rides, along 
with her daughter . (The man in the seat 
in front of her is reading a magazine.) 
Another powerful poem, "The Mouse," 

BLA€KLEAF SWAMP, 

I'm going to Blackleaf Swamp. 
I'll be back tomorrow, 
Maybe. 

I want to see 
The hunting o~Js .r~de by 
All glassy-exe d gloomy. 

I want to .se 
Pools where tne' striped snakes cool 
The burden 'of their backs, 

gifted Mary Oliver will be reviewed at 
all. 

The Year of Our Birth is Sandra McPher
son's third book. (The year happens to 
be 1943.) Her voice is cool, unhurried, 
precise, at times touchingly and bravely 
sardonic, as in "An Anonymous Por
nographic Valentine" ("You were 
expecting something a little more sen
timental perhaps?") . Behind the surface 
deftness, the oblique dream-like 
languorously "surreal" texture of the 
poems, there are a child's landscapes
visions of parents, the elderly, an open 
casket; there are quietly-expressed 
yearnings for "hometown streets" while 
the poet disciplines herself in the 
"imaginary." One of the finest poems, 
"Centerfold Reflected in a Jet Window" 
focuses upon the bizarre image of a 
naked woman "flying alongside the 
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meditates upon "the small meats" of 
mice bodies and then makes the leap to 
the poet's mother, who has entered a 
hospital to die, "then didn't die and even 
began to eat." Coming home, she sees 
"the earth ... strung and tied/ with 
cold-faded grass. Squirrels flock/ and 
smarten in the short sunlight./ The owl 
appears by day. She fears forgetting." 

The Year of Our Birth is certainly a 
respectable collection, yet it falls short of 
expectations; other, earlier work of 
McPherson's is much more deeply felt, 
and there is a poem, "The Steps," in the 
current issue of Antaeus, that is better 
than most of the poems here. "Wearing 
White," for instance, is very nearly a 
parody of American surrealistic poetry 
(indeed, it sounds like James Dickey's 
cruel parody of Robert Bly): "The old 
dogged ways of writing poems/ cover 

with snow. Juncos, bodied like lynx 
tails,/ fly out of the empty prison." And 
on through images of taxidermy, a 
frozen wasp, maple trees, a pocket 
watch, the poet's white clothing, a 
seamstress with a, headache, cold hands 
that must keep cold, "like milk." "The 
Gun Is Such a Horse" makes such 
"provocative" statements as "The gun is 
such a horse/ people are thrown around 
by it/ it eats carrots and sugarcane/ it has 
an iron shoe for defense and games .... 
I The gun is such a mosquito/ thin for 
any target" and so on, and so on. One 
can imagine a writing workshop invent
ing such a poem, each student con
tributing an unlikely metaphor . 
(Ironically, a poem about senility is quite 
successful because the associative 
method does suggest, and perhaps even 
imitate, the mind's "leaps" in such a state 
of reduced consciousness.) 

Alfred Corn is another young poet 
(born in 1943) who has written promis
ing work; his first book was All Roads at 
Once (1976) . But A Call in the Midst of the 
Crowd (Viking; $8. 95) is sharply disap
pointing. Its center is a very long poem 
about New York City that is not only 
unfortunately reminiscent of Williams's 
Paterson, but seems to possess no distinc
tive poetic voice of its own. So much of it 
is excerpts from other writers-among 
them Henry James, Hart Crane, Samuel 
Gompers, Tocqueville, Walt Whitman, 
Edith Wharton-that it is hardly more 
than a sort of commonplace book; and 
not all of the excerpts are really very 
interesting. There are paragraphs about 
New York from the Encyclopedia 
Americana, a pedestrian guide to the 
"Empire State," an advertising 
brochure, threaded in with Corn's own 
extremely minimal thoughts on the 
subject: "The Hudson yields unpalatable 
eels/ And shad that some people fish for 
and eat./ Of the common animal species, 
many/ Live in the parks: frogs, a few 
fish,/ Earthworms, beetles, chipmunks, 
snakes." He tries to write about the 
bombing of historic Fraunces Tavern by 
a Puerto Rican nationalist group, in 
which four people were killed and 44 
injured, but speaks stumblingly of 
"mangled/ Bodies; bloody rags; 
something smeared on the walls ./ (This 
is too hot to handle, can't be done,/ Or 
done well.)." There are awkward figures 
of speech ("the grass by magic has/ 
Communicated a wet coolness/ To the 
seat of my pants"), and lapses of taste 
that are dreadful even if deliberate ("It 
seemed a certain stiffness/ Was de 
rigueur among the dead") . Robert 
Phillips can handle witty asides, puns 

29 



Asia, edited by Joseph E. Schwartzberg printed on paper made to last 300 years . 
(Chicago; $160). The atlas- also a The set is beautifully bound and boxed; 
collective effort-covers all the coun- for bibliophiles it is an astonishing buy at 
tries of the Asian subcontinent-India . $60. 
and Pakistan, the mountain nations in 
the high Himalayas and the Hindu Kush, 
and island states in the Indian Ocean . . 
Much attention is also given to Burma 
and southeast Asia . Roughly half the 
plates deal with events before 1947; half 
with those after. It is a huge book, much 
bigger than the Times Atlas, and every 
plate is jam-packed with information . I 
have never seen social and cultur;1 
history so brilliantly mapped before in 
any historical atlas. The plates on 
religion and castes and tribes of India are 
models of clarity and comprehension . 
Another extraordinary plate describes 
the concentration of real wealth in India 
by an ingenious combination of 
historical cartography, Lorenz curves 
and Cini Ratios . Other unusual maps 
are devoted to house-types, language, 
literature and education . 

The work succeeds better as science 
than art. By comparison with the Times 
Atlas, the cartography lacks flair and 
imagination. The colors were not well
chosen for visual effect, too many of the 

. maps are static, and their coverage is 
somewhat uneven-strong on social and 
cultural history, weak on war and 
military affairs . And a few of the early 
plates are so cluttered that the main 
lines of interpretation are obscured. 

But altogether it is a magnificent 
achievement-the most informative 
volume on South Asian history I have 
read, and a great work of historical 
geography. 

An old form of macrohistory, which 
has a new vigor today, is what the 
Germans called Kulturgeschichte, the 
historical study of cultures . The last 
generation did this work mostly in terms 
of Kultur with a capital K, high culture, 
which was studied as a subject for the 
history of ideas. The next generation 
will study kultur with a small k, general 
culture, more as an anthropological than 
an intellectual problem. In each caseJ.b.e 
idea of a culture is a powerful synthe
sizing tool. 

Lying somewhere between these two 
approaches is an extraordinary three 
volume work which has been published 
this year-Richard Beale Davis's, Intellec
tual Life in the Colonial South, 15 8 5-1 763 

(Tennessee; $60). The University of 
Tennessee Press has issued this enor
mous work in a limited three-volume 
letter press edition-laboriously set by 
hand in a beautiful Garamond type 
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Davis's work is a remarkably com
prehensive history of culture in the 
southern colonies . The author discusses 
in great detail the planting of the 
colonies as a cultural process, with a 
particularly good long section on the 
Indian as "image and factor" in sout~ 
colonial life. He deals with education, 
books and reading, religion and science, 
technology and agriculture, fine arts and 
literature, politics and economics, law 
and oratory, all in great depth from 
primary materials . The result is an 
invaluable synthesis of its subject, a little 
doser to Kultur- than kulturgeschichte, but 
in that respect a synthesis of method as 
well as substance. A major work. 

Macrohistory is large in scope, but not 
impersonal. It includes a genre which 
might be called macrobiography
studies of Hegel's , "world historical 
actors" in relation to their time . Many 
books of that sort have appeared this 
year. Two stand out from the crowd . 
Franz Babinger, M ehmed the Conqueror and 
his Time (Princeton; $30) is an old classic, 
first published in German 25 years ago, 
now at last issued in a definitive English 
edition . 

Mehmed II, a great world conqueror 
worthy of comparison with Alexander 
and Napoleon, was the Turkish sultan 
who captured Constantinople in · 1453, 
then led his army of Janissaries into Eu
rope as far as Belgrade (where the chival
ry of Europe fled for their lives, and the 
Turks were stopped on the Danube by 
Hunyadi's peasant army in a battle so 
bloody that the river ran red for miles .) 
Mehmed marched his armies north into 
Russia, west to Italy (invaded in 1480) 
and east into Asia where in 1481 he died 
suddenly at the age of 49, probably 
poisoned by his physicians. Had he lived 
a normal span, the history of the world 
might be very different. Mehmed was a 
coldly calculating man, of unimaginable 
cruelty. His biographer estimates that 
the sultan was responsible for the killing 
of 873,000 people in his short life . At the 
same time he was a learned patron of art, 
literature and science, an administrator 
of great skill, an architect of a policy of 
religious toleration, and a devout 
Moslem worshipped by his subjects as a 
holy man . Babinger's biography is a 
great work of scholarship, which does 
full justice to the complexity of its 
subject . It is also a great work of 
literature which may be highly 
recommended to the general reader. 

CONGRESS 
AND THE 
BUDGET 
By Joel Havemann 
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"In following the implementation of 
the Congressional Budget Act of 
1974, Mr. Havemann has combined 
the insights normally available to an 
insider with the objectivity of the 
outsider." -Senator Edmund S. 
Muskie " . . . clear, well-researched 
. . .. " -Washington Monthly 
$12.95 

THE CIVIL 
RIGHTS 
INJUNCTION 
By Owen M. Fiss 

An incisive , informed study of two 
fundamental problems that con
front American society-civil rights 
and the legitimacy of the judicial pro
cess. Fiss attacks the traditional 
doctrine that the injunction should 
be the remedy of last resort. 
$10.95 

MODERN .. 

~~.&AJs'f, 
Major Errors of (f 
Treatment in the ~f) 
Twentieth Century ~· 
By Edward C. Lambert, M.D. 
A forthright and often chilling ac
count of the dangers of unnecessary 
medical treatment and the need for 
critical evaluation of new remedies. 
" ... a philosophy of modern medi
cine for doctors and patients alike." 
-Richard Van Praagh , M.D. , Har
vard University Medical School 
$10.95 

Indiana University Press 
10th & Morton Sts ., 
Bloomington, Indiana 47401 

31 



If one sort of macrohistory is about 
Hegel's world historical individuals, 
another deals with world historical 
ideas. An excellent book of that type has 
come out this year-J.R. Pole's The 
Pursuit of Equality in American History 
(California; $15) a major work which 
deserves more attention than it has 
received . The author has given us a 
broad and powerful synthetic study of 
the idea of equality during the past two 
centuries. He deals with his subject in 
broad terms-equality before the law, 
equality of opportunity, equality\'. of 
esteem, moral equality, political equali
ty, sexual equality-and discusses those 
themes with sensiti,vity . The book is not 
easy to read-but it is clearly important . 
J.R. Pole is one of the most serious and 
best informed European students of 
American society. He has given us a 
work of intelligence and wisdom. 

Another type of macrohistory is the 
period piece, a study limited not in space 
but in time. A magnificent book of that 
sort has been published this year-Jan 
Romein 's The Watershed of Two Eras 
(Wesleyan; $25). Romein was a great 
Dutch "liberal Marxist" historian, who 
largely because of his politics was 
without honor in his own country, and 
largely unknown in the United States. 
His works are only now being dis
covered, translated and widely read. The 
Watershed of Two Eras is a study of Europe 
in the period from 1890 to World War I, 
which for the author was the grand 
climacteric of European capitalism. The 
central theme is the growth of uncer
tainty in politics and economics, society 
and culture, art and science. The 
author's erudition is extraordinary; and 
his Marxist principles are tempered by a 
deep humanistic spirit. It is a work which 
every serious student of history will 
have to study carefully, and an attractive 
book for the general reader. The transla
tion by Arnold Pomerans is excellent. 

Everyone seems to be trying his hand · 
at macrohistory these days. Even 
natural scientists are getting into the 
act. An astrophysicist named Steven 
Wejnburg has published a remarkable 
little book called The First Three Minutes 
(Basic Books; $9) . It is a double history of 
sorts-a history of the beginning of the 
universe and of the growth of 
knowledge about _ it. Weinberg sum
marizes a great deal of complex technical 
information in a form so simple that a 
nonphysicist can almost understand 
him . The interpretation is a bit thin on 
the first hundredth of a second. 
Progress of cosmological research in the 
past three decades tells us many things, 
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but it stands mute on the central 
mystery. Altogether, it is a book not to 
be missed . Preston Cloud, a distin
guished biogeologist, has given us in 
Cosmos, Earth and Man : A Short History of the 
Universe (Yale; $14.95), a narrative 
history of the universe itself, the 
chemical origins of life, and the evolu
tion of living organisms on the earth . A 
crisp, intelligent survey. 

One final piece of macrohistory is 
contributed by an anthropologist, Mar
vin Harris's Cannibals and Kings: The Origins 
of Cultures (Vintage; $2.95) . It is mostly a 
book on origins-of farming, war, male 
supremacy, cannibalism and capitalism. 
Harris argues for a materialist inter
pretation of history, and against the idea 
of progress. To be frank, I thought this 
book grossly imbalanced, dogmatic, 
reductive and suffocating in its single
minded materialism, which the author 
proclaims to the world as if he had just 
invented it . But many of my colleagues, 
whose opinions I respect, think it is an 
important work. Read it and judge for 
yourself . 

II 

Another broad set of synthesizing 
strategies might be called microhistoru1 
the little picture. Microhistory is not 
merely a small piece of history. It is an 
attempt to create a synthesis on a small 

-;cale. It deals with individuals, little 
~unities, small groups, families, 
firms . In its own way, it also tries to put 
the pieces together, working outward 
from individual experiences, attitudes 
and acts. 

Microhistory is a very powerful 
instrument of historical scholarship, 
more manageable in many ways than 
the great and often unwieldy forms of 
macrohistory. Most of the new social 
history has been microhistorical in 
nature, for macroproblems are mostly 
beyond the reach of single scholars 
working alone in a new and largely 
unexplored field . . · 

Between macro- and microhistorians 
there has grown up a spirit of mutual 
incomprehension, hostility, distrust, 
contempt. Microhistorians complain 
that macro works are impersonal, 
anonymous, elitist, lacking any real 
sense of human experience in history. 
Macrohistorians on the other hand 
often regard microstudies as trivial, 
insignificant, quite unimportant in the 
larger context of world history. 

We can see this unhappy conflict 
developing in reviews, where 
microhistory is too often condemned 

because it isn't macro, and vice versa. 
Microhistory and macrohistory , 
however, are both equally valid as 
synthesizing devices . They are not 
contradictory but complementary. 
Macrohistory teaches us about the main 
lines of systemic social change. 
Microhistory tells us, in the language of 
my students, "what it was like ." Each 
method deserves to be taken on its own 
terms . 

The most common form of 
microhistory is the community study
which in social history today is no longer 
local but localized history-a synthetic 
device on a small scale. In America, 
works of that sort began to be published 
about a decade ago. Now they are 
coming out in great numbers, and many 
have appeared this year. The most 
notable of them is Emmanuel Le Roy 
Ladurie's Montaillou (Braziller; $20), a 
very big book about a very small 
mountain village, (pop . 250) in southern 
France during the 14th century. 

The book is a scholarly work of high 
distinction which has been a runaway 
bestseller in France. The author, Le Roy 
Ladurie, is a professor in the College of 
~ce and, in the words of Keith 
Thomas, is "now perhaps the most 
fashionable living historian in the 
western world " He is also one of the 
';ost able . 

The book is about a small village 
which was infected with the heresy of 
Albigensianism. In 1320, a bishop named 
Jacques Fournier undertook to purge it 
of its errors, and carried out an elaborate 
investigation of its inhabitants. From 
the records of that inquisition, Le Roy 
Ladurie has put together an extraor
dinarily rich study of the village and its 
people . He reconstructs the economy 
and social organization of the CO!llmuni
ty and discusses the most intimate 
details of medieval life-sex and death, 
magic and religion, ideas of fate and love. 
There is even a chapter on · body 
language. It is a virtuoso performance, 
which brings its subjects to life with 
remarkable success. No other book that I 
can think of communicates so clearly the 
nature of the new history as this one. 

Many other excellent community 
studies have been published this year, 
and a remarkable number of them are in 
a class with Montaillou. Anthony Wallace, 
a distinguished American anthro
pologist, has written Rockdale 
(Knopf; $17.50), a study of industrializa
tion in a small Pennsylvania mill town 
(pop. 2000) from 1825 to about 1860. His 
sources are different from those of Le 
Roy Ladurie-more informative for the 
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external organization of the town, less 
revealing of inner lives and thoughts 
and feelings . But working from his 
census tracts and ledger books, and 
letters and memoirs, Wallace has 
succeeded remarkably in recovering the 
life of his community. 

Another microhistory which picks up 
where Rockdale ends is Amoskeag; Life and 
Work in an American Factory-City (Pan
theon; $15) by Tamara K. Hareven and 
Randolph Langenbach, photographer
husband and historian-wife. It is an oral 
history, lavishly illustrated, of the work 
force of the Amoskeag Manufacturing 
Company, once the world's largest 
textile factory, in Manchester, New 
Hampshire. The bulk of the book 
consists of graphic interviews with some 
40 people, who speak eloquently and 
vividly of life in their families, of work in 
the factory and of ethnic tensions and 
labor conflicts, and many other things 
which defy simple summary. It is a 
powerful documentary work, of 
remarkable richness and depth. 

Frank McArdle's Altopascio (Cam
bridge; $22.50) is an American scholar's 
study of a Tuscan town (pop. 600), from 
the 16th to the 18th centuries. The 
community was owned by the Medicis, 
and its history is a grim tale of 200 years 
of relentless exploitation of peasant 
share-croppers by the vicious constables 
and corrupt fattore. Their houses were 
wretched hovels, their children were 
forced into farm work as early as the age 
of four, crime was endemic (mostly theft 
of food and fuel). And all the while, the 
Medicis's income from the village rose as 
the peasants sank deeper into squalor 
and misery. Through it all McArdle 
finds impressive evidence of love and 
loyalty within peasant families, of a 
human spirit which even their depth of 
suffering could not destroy. 

Another sort of community history is 
called by social scientists the restudy-an 
examination of a community at several 
points over an extended period. The 
Lynds's work on Middletown was an 
early and distinguished example. An 
example from this year is William H. 
McNeill's The Metamorphosis of Greece Since 
World War JI (Chicago; $12.95). McNeill 
was sent to Greece in 1947 to study 
village life during the time of troubles 
which followed World War II. He 
returned in 1956, 1966 and 1976. This 
book describes the change (and continui
ty) he observed in six small villages . He 
found "a metamorphosis of human 
life. . . . without parallel in Greece's 
past." But the new ways are blended 
with old ones in ways that make the 
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Greek experience of that global process 
very special and probably unique. 
McNeill concludes that modernization is 
"not an identical worldwide process ... 
cultural pluralism is as old as humanity 
and seems likely to survive the 
homogenizing force of modern com
munications." 

Michael Craton's Searching for the 
Invisible Man ; Slaves and Plantation Life in 
Jamaica (Harvard; $32 .50), is a study of 
the slave community on a great Jamaican 
sugar estate called Worthy Park from 
the 18th to the 20th century. Anyone 
who has worked with slave materials 
will find Craton's success astonishing. 
He manages not merely to reconstitute 
families, and to synthesize the statistical 
lines of demographic, economic and 
family history, but also to reconstruct 
the biographies of about 40 slaves on the 
plantation in great detail-an extraor
dinary achievement. The last chapters 
bring the history of Worthy Park nearly 
to the present. Excellent work. 

Jerome Handler and Frederick Lange, 
Plantation Slavery in Barbados (Harvard; 
$8.50) is the combined attempt by an 
archaeologist and an anthropologist to 
study slave life on Barbados from the 
17th to the 19th centuries. 
Archaeological methods yielded very 
little, except bits and pieces of informa
tion about burial customs and a few 
artifacts . But a dig in the documents 
turned up important information about 
demography, economics and family life. 
Another microhistory of Barbados, 
published this year, is Jill Sheppard's 
study of The Redlegs of Barbados, (Kraus; 
$12), a most interesting social history of 
a class that I have always found 
fascinating-the poor whites who are 
still to be seen living in rural squalor on 
Caribbean islands such as St. Kitts and 
Barbados. 

A second sort of microhistory is 
biographical in its nature-the social 
biography of an individual who is 
important not so much for what he does, 
as a mover and shaper of historical 
events, but for what he is; an exemplar 
of an historical experience, ~ 
representative of a culture or class. 
French historians of the Annales school 
have elevated this approach into an 
academic method called exem laris~ 

ne o them, Georges Du y, provides a 
specimen this year in a little book called 
Medieval Marriage (Johns Hopkins; $10), 
in which the institution of marriage in 
the middle ages is studied through the 
experiences of few individuals, notably 
the Counts of Guines. 

An even better microbiography was 
published this year by a Chinese 
historian, Jonathan Spence, The Death of 
Woman Wang (Viking; $11) . The book is 
about the quality of life in northern 
China during the 17th century. From a 
variety of local sources, for the country 
of T'an-ch'eng on the Shantung penin
sula, mostly between 1668 and 1672, 
Spence gleaned the materials for three 
vignettes . The longest and best is about 
a woman named Wang who took herself 
a lover, ran away from her husband, and 
then when her lover abandoned her, 
came back to her village, was given 
shelter by a Taoist priest, discovered by 
her husband, and killed by him. Spence 
intersperses a narrative of her life and 
death with excerpts from literary 
materials to give a powerful evocation of 
the quality of life in China three 
centuries ago. We shall see a great deal 
more of microbiography m years to 
come. The Death of Woman Wang wi lt be a 
methodological model for that genre . 

A third type of microhistory is the 
source study-a work which begins with 
a body of historical evidence, and works 
outward to reconstruct the experiences 
of individuals whose lives it describes . 
An interesting and macabre example has 
been published this year: Richard Cobb's 

JAMES EARL 
CARTER: The Man 
and the Myth by 
Peter Meyer 

Publication Date: 
l\ovember 30, 1978 
ISBN: 6605-6 Price: 
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Death in Paris (Oxfo rd; $13) a little book 
based entirely on postmortem reports 
on 404 cadavers in the Paris morgue 
between 1795 and 1801. All died violent
ly, mostly by their own hand . Cobb uses 
his materials to construct a study of 
suicide itself, a calendar of its causes, of 
its season, of its social consequences. 
Then he moves outward as far as his 
evidence allows, to a study of hope and 
despair in the 18th century, of work and 
leisure, association and stratification, 
affection and alienation. It is a bizarre 
little book, which tells many thii\gs 
about life in Paris, two centuries ago. 
Cobb has an extraordinary eye for 
interpretative possibilities, a gift for 
discovering the truths which his 
documents betray. 

Much more of this sort of work is 
presently underway. The French are 
doing a series of studies on conscript 
records. American scholars are working 
with burial stones, English scholars on 
emigration records, Chinese historians 
on sets of collective biographies and 
Swedes on their unrivalled parish 
reports . We may expect to see the 
publication of many more source studies 
in the future . 

A fourth sort of micro history consists 
in a study of settings-the physical 
surroundings of life, and its physical 
artifacts. One of the most beautiful 
books published this year is Mark 
Girouard's Life in the English Country House 
(Yale; $19.95), a survey of coun
try houses through the past five cen
turies, from a broad range of materials : 
family archives, literature, plans and 
photographs . The author is a professor 
of art at Oxford. His book is strongest as 
a history of architecture of the country 
house. An 'attempt is made to do a social 
history, with less success. Every im
aginable altruism and vice of England's 
ruling class is visible in the design of 
their residences. The archi.tecture of the 
country house makes a sort of mifror for 
social relationships changing through 
time. The book itself is a physical artifact 
of surpassing beauty which could fit on 
the grandest table in the houses it 
describes. 

An appropriate American counterpart 
to The English Country House is John 
White's history of The American Railroad 
Passenger Car Qohns Hopkins; $40) . The 
author is curator of transportation in 
the Smithsonian, and the book is 
sumptuously published by Johns 
Hopkins Press and richly illustrated . I 
turned to it more from duty than 
expectation, thinking it was a coffee 
table book or a nostalgia trip for railroad 
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buffs . But it is rea lly a marvelous work 
of schola rship mostly about railroad 
technology, but also much more . The 
aesthetics of the subject are fascinating 
in many ways . And in social terms the 
railroad passenger car makes a 
microcosm of the society through which 
it moves. 

III 

Both macrohistory and microhistory are 
new methods of synthesis in history . 
But at the same time, there has also been 
a continuing flow of analytical studies 
which takes a subject all to pieces, and 
examines its various parts . Another kind 
of analytical history seeks to explore 
new areas, to discover new pieces of 
knowledge. 

Analytical social history continues to 
expand. into new fields which were 
fallow only a few years ago. Four of 
these new areas appear in books pub
lished this year. One might be called 
ecohistop.r-the complex study of 
physical environments, human cultures, 
and man himself, all interacting through 
time. Two new books provide a sense of 
the . direction that this work is taking . 

,Sjlyjp Martin's Keepers of the Game 
(California; $11) is a brilliant book which 

d eals with the complex relationship 
between American Indians and animals, 
as it changed through time . Martin 
argues that an aboriginal ecosystem 
existed in America before the white man 
appeared-a complex balance which was 
regulated by social organization, and by 
the technology of the chase, and by 
spiritual values in Indian culture
magic, ritual taboo. That balance was 
destroyed by "European disease, 
Christianity and the fur trade," and the 
symbiosis which had existed between 
hunters and their game turned into an 
adversary relationship. The Indians 
turned upon the animals, and became as 
destructive of the environment (perhaps 
more so) as whites would ever be. The 
evidence for this argument is very weak 
for the critical period .. before the arrival 
of the Europeans . But altogether it is a 
pathbreaking book. 

Another new field is physiological 
history. Historians today are busily 
digging up bones-a new specialty is 
developing called historical 
paleoarchaeology. Other scholars are 
scrutinizing height-weight statistics 
wherever they may be found . And more 
than a few are making a major subject of 
nutrition, diet and food, in which 
interest is growing at a great rate. Many 
books have been published in that area . 

The bes t o f them is K. C. Chang's Food in 
Chinese Cu lt ure: Anthr1Jpo logica l and Historica l 
Perspectives (Yale; $20), a del ightful book 
for the general reade r, and an important 
monograph for sinologists and social 
historians. It is a cooperative effort by 
many Chinese scholars, who discuss 
food in its nutritional, social, economic, 
and even cosmological aspect-food as a 
nutrient, as an artifact, as an idea. The 
reader will discover that chop suey was 
not invented in San Francisco. At the 
same time, he will be invited to ponder 
the revolutionary impact of American 
foods on Chinese life, the development 
of an ecosystem of extraordinary, 
perhaps unique, efficiency; the refine
ment of a rice culture of unimaginable 
intricacy; the perfection of palates to 
such a level that the Chinese looked 
upon French haute cuisine ("everything 
drowned in sauces!") as the French 
regard le petit poulet of Colonel Sanders. 

Many themes might be discovered in 
this year 's crop of history books. It has 
been a bumper year-bigger and better 
than last year, as last year was better 
than the year before . Even in the midst 
of many external difficulties-the job 
crisis for young scholars, the salary 
crunch for older ones-one senses the 
slow return of confidence in a field that 
was badly shattered only a few years 
ago. T he pieces are really beginning to 
~ 
come together again in new forms, 
which in time will harden into another 
sterile orthodoxy and will need to be 
knocked apart once more . But now, just 
now, is a special moment for the writing 
of history, and the reading of it too. 

Brief Reviews 
Current Fiction 

Mystical Union 
by Don Robertson 
(G.P. Putnam's Sons; $8.95) 

Don Robertson obviously loves both his 
characters and his setting, the little 
towns of Paradise Falls and LaBelle, 
Ohio. We can forgive him a good deal 
because of that; current fiction abounds 
with writers who have no respect for 
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fHE.PEOPLING QF BRITISH 
ORTH AMERICA 

4n Introduction. 
By Bernard Bailyn. 
l"77pp. New York: 
~lfredA. Knopf. $16. 9.5. 

By Esmond Wright 

ERNARD BAIL YN has already had two ca
reers- as one of J-Ianrard's most distinguished 
teachers, whose proteges have carried his 
word throughout tl~e universities of the United 

States , and as the author of "The Transforming Radi
calism of the American Revolution," the famous intro
ductory essay to his first volume of "Pamphlets of the 
American Revolution : 1750-1776." In the essay he 
demonstrated that the Founding Fathers drew their 
radical political' ideas largely from the reading of the 
Leveler and Dissenting literature of 17th-century and 
early 18th-century England. This thesis has now be
come the prevailing interpretatiOn of the ca!Jses of 
American separation from Britain. For many in the 
profession all this would 'be fame enough. 

Mr. Bai.lyn now proves he is as brave as he is versa
tile,' and again he writes with. enviable grace and clar
ity. From ideas he turns now to the movemeqts of peo
ple. He takes advantage of the m~ssive research and 
writing of the, iast two decades - his research appara
tus is daunting but readab.le and very valuable in itself 
- an·d he offers here some tentative conclusions: The 
lectures printed in " The Peopling of British North 
America," delivered last year as the Curti Lectµres at' 
the University of Wisconsin, are to be followed by a 
number of more deta iled volumes, one of which, "Voya
gers to tlie West," an elaborately deta iled study of Brit
ish .immigration to America in the 18th century, will be 
published in October. If "The Peopling of British North . 
America" is any guide to what is to Iollow, the volumes 
to' co~e wili be treasure houses indeed. 

Who were the people who settled the Eastern sea~ 
board from the 1580's . onward, where did they come 
from, and what was their world really like? Mr. Bailyn 
shapes his answers by comparing himself to a camera
man on a space-and-time satellite focusing on Europe 
·as well as North America; to -a viewer in· a . Voyager 
spacecraft on an interstellar journey, who dis.covers 
that, seen in close:..up, the reality of immigr,ants' move
ments, like the rings of Saturn,. is far more ·complex 
than. when seen from afar; and to a legate of King Wil
liam·III, had that .ruler attempted in 1700 to compile a 
record of bis colonial landholdings, "a.Domesday Book 
for the periphery." From all these vantage points; Mr. 
B~ilyn sees the past in more lively and human fashion ,_ 

Esm.ond Wright, professor emeritus of American . 
history: at the University .of London, is the author of 
' 'Franklin of Philadelphia.'' 
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and in sharper detail, than have most previous histo- " the best poor man's country in the world." It would be 
rians of migration movements. · ' s o for two centuries. It still is. 

The settlement of North America was only part of a This is also history made sharply personal - by the 
vast surge of peoples inside Europe and Britain: from story of John Harrower from the Shetlands, north of 
the Shetlands· a nd the HE'? brides to London, and via Lon- Scotland, going under indenture to be a tutor in Virginia 
don to Ulster, New York and the pine ·barrens of the (and finding the life there, even under indenture, far 
Carolinas; from Prussia south to the Danube and w~st more relaxing , aided by rum flips, than anything in Ler-

. to the Rhineland, and then to the banks of the Hudson wick or London, Mr. Bailyn might have added); the 
and Delaware Rivers; from the Elbe·to the Mississippi. mystic Johann Conrad Beissel and his Ephrata cloister 
(Impress~ve as was the Puritan migration to New Eng- in Pennsylvania; Sir William· Johnson in his cu:r:ious 
land, Scotland itself sent almost half. as many to Ulster caravansary at Johnson Hall _in the Mohawk Valley; 
in two short years in the 1630's.) The whole Atlantic Dunkers; Amish and Schwenkfelders In Pennsylvania ~ 
world was in restless motion. Mr. Bailyn notes that in and Andrew Turnbull's exotic plam:s.for New Smyrna in . 
the 15 years before the outbreak of t~e War for Amer- the swamps of Florida, with all its horrors. Mr. Bailyn 
ican Independence there .. , .... _ :;.- .... -< ,~,., "»I\ is no more than accurate in 

d t h . 1 d . '-""- i .- "' " 1'\'\ mov.e 0 t e mam an - -l '." . t·"' r,-... ; .. ... · . .&.~· .... '. suggesting that, with per-
colonies no fewer than }' . ._:,;i~ '. 1 

_ '"' -. ~~ sonalities like those ·avail-

55,000 Protestant Irish, "°!j_~~.~.·~.· ( Y.~,:t_>.· :_ _,. • ;
1

• - able, William Faulkner did 
40,000 Scots, 30,000 English- , . ._.... not need to invent his char-
men, at least 12,000 Ger- " ~'-J·· acters for Yoknapatawpha 
mans (mainly to · Pennsyl- ' ... ~ ... - .· . ._" County. To suggest the 
vania) and some 84,ooo Af- clash of the raw and the so-
ricans as slaves. phisticated, to catch the 

All of this swirl' of peo-· flavor of the primitive and 
ples was but a spillover of r the · bizarre, he cites the 
the surging domestic case of William Byrd of 
mobility-in the coun~ries of Westover in Virginia, turn- · 
origin, as in America itself. ing from his many books to 
Mr. Bailyn calls it "multi- beat hi~ slaves, and the 
tudinous and complex . . . many Indian captivity tales 
mysterious and chaotic.'' that recount the horrors of . 
But it is surely not itself un- · PAINTING BY o . c . oARLEY/ NEw YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY I the Tuscarora War ·and 
usual. Witness the invasion R9ger Williams, top, in Rhode Island, the colony he I others. The culture -on th~ • 
of Goths and Vandals into founded as a haven from religious persecution. frontier, even in its Geor-
Europe 12 centuries before, gian elegance on the James 
of Islam into the Mediterranean world in the seventh 
and eighth centuries, even the Gr~at Trek in South Af
rica 150 years ago. In the 17th century, this folk-wander
ing, so graphically told here, was clearly' a product of 
widespread servitude, of extended kinships and of the 
pereru:iial ·pulling power of the big city, whether 11ear or 
far , whether Norwich or London, New York or Philadel
phia. · 

" London devoured people. Disease devastated ihe 
slums," Mr. ll,ailyrt says, but as' people died (and in Vir
ginia they would "die like flies") so were they replaced. 
The Atlantic in all its l)azards was just another highway 
- and one without th'e 40 toll barriers the traveler met 
on the Rhine. Nor did the movement stop at the· Atlantic 
sqore . . Philadelphia became the entrep6t -for. the Great 
Appalachian Valley and the Caroli~as, New York but a 

. staging post for the Mohawk and the northern frontiers. 
And those who traveled? Overwhelmingly, the 

mass of whites were workers escaping one or another 
form of servitude. They often went under indenture, 
many of them to be for four years or more still, in prac-. 
tice, slaves - as were, of course, all Africans. Over
_whelmingly too they were dissidents and Quakers, not 
just Puritans but Anabaptists and millenarians~ Socin
ians, seekers with · all (or no) creeds. America was 
deafly, in the words of William Allen of Philadelphia, 

River, was always close to savagery. 

This is a r ich canvas of a great folk-wandering over 
two centuries , Including exotics as well as the pious and 
philanthropic. Their ·numbers, their energy and their 
polyglot character would in themselves build· a novus 
ordo seclorum, whatever the impact on them of the 
strange new world · in which they settled. Mr. Bailyn 
concludes with a word picture of Thomas J efferson, 

- slave owner and philosophe, "looking out from Queen 
Anne rooms of spare elegance onto the wil?, unculti
vated land." There are other and more significant 
images of the squire of Monticello. Mr. Bailyn might 
have added tqat the lanky and bookish man, happier in 
his study than as Governor of Virginia, was nev·erthe
lessdeterm.ined to master the savagery of nature and, if 
p0ssible, of man. He sent out Lewis and Clark to map 
and chart the West, on what he himself called "A Voy
age of Discovery." And in 1819 he could see, through his. 
telescope, the academic village of his planning being 
built below him in Charlottesville, .where he planted his 
own oasis of culture in the. then frontier territory of 
Albemarle County. 

In this preliminary glimpse of his material, Mr. 
Bailyn brings a new vividness, authenticity and excite
ment to the story of the settlement of North America. D 

Mending the Master's Socks 
MY LIFE WITH CHAGALL 
)even Years-of Plenty With the Mast~r 
1s Told by the WGman Who Shared Them. 
By Virginia Haggard; 
Hlustrated. 190 pp. New York: 
Donald I . Fine. $18.95. ·· 

By Suzi_Gablik 

W 
E seem to be experiencing in our culture a 
re-emergence of some ancient forms . of 
~wel-ful goddess-energy that are causing 
women's images of themselves, previously 

defined by (he dominant patriarchal · consciousoess, to 
change. Pel'haps it is this pheno:r:nenqh that makes Vir
gini~ Haggard's memoir of- her life with the painter 

6 _August i7, 1986 

Marc Chagall seem so dated in its awe for the mystique 
of famous artists and their work. Although I very much 
enjoyed reading ' ;My Life With Chagall," with its irre-.. 
sistible frankness and unpretentious writing, I did find 
myself out of sympathy with Chagall's exploitative ego · 
and l~wish self-importance. 

I was also amazed by Miss Haggard's willingness, 
over and· over again, to spread herself out like a cloak 

' ft>r the king to want on. The truth is, scenarios of wor
shipful subservience such as this are no longer credible 
in the unrestrained commercicll setting of the present 
art world, where · postmodern superstars and the hot
shots of graffiti jostle each other for attention. It would 
be hard to picture Andy Warhol with a self-effacing mis
tress, ·or Julian Schnabel's wife pe~ing for posterity 

. . 
Suzi Gablik's books include "Progress 'in Art" and 

"Has Modernism Faile<'.l?" 

her "Years of Plenty With the Master." 
Virginia Haggard met Marc Chagall in 1945, wnile 

living in a shabby, furnished room vyith her husband, 
John McNeil, a Scottish_ painter, and their small daugh
ter, Jean. Chagall had -come to New York during the 
war, alOng with many other European exiles like Fer
'nand Leger, Piet Mondrian, Andre Breton and Max 
Ernst. Miss Haggard, who is now-a professional photog
rapher. in Brussels, at that tiqie was supporting her · 
family by cleaning and sewing because her husband 
was _too depressed to work. When ~hagall's daughter, 
Ida, needed someone to mend her father's socks, an 
unintentional future was already being shaped. 

Arriving one afternoon at 42 Riverside Drive, Miss· 
Haggard found Chagall in deep mourning for his wife, 
Bella, the heavenly bride of .his paintings, who had died 
suddenly a few months before. Settling in as Chagall's 
housekeeper soon seemed to her· a sweeter destiny than· 
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What America Did After the War: 
A Tale Told by the Census 

By FELICITY BARRINGER 

T
HOUGH foggy as a steamed
up bathroom mirror, the 
early 1990 census figures re
leased last week offered the 

country its first look at itself as it 
emerged from the 1980's: the sag
ging cities, spreading suburbs, and 
the southern coasts and the South
western states bulging with eco
nomic and political muscle. 

Bernard Hoffman /Life 

fourth in the na tion. 
Four decades ago, Texas had about 

1.59 million people, slightly more 
than Oregon. By 1990, the state had 
grown nearly fivefold, its 16.8 million 
or more people putting it in third 
place. Nearly one in five of its resi
dents, or 3.7 million in 1985, was His
panic, more than double the number 
20 years before, the first year the 
census looked for Hispanics. 

The legacies of the decade were in 
many ways similar to those of the 
1970's, though Asian and Latin Amer
ican immigrants gave the population 
a less homogeneous cast. But the cen
sus tends to narrow the demographic 
gaze to IO-year stretches. It is over 
the last 40. years that the most pro
found changes have emerged as 
America has become a different 
·country, gaining about 99 million peo
ple along the way. 

Average American family, 1948: Levittown, New York. 

Wherever people chose to migrate, 
the kinds of communities in which 
they settled quickly began to change. 
It was not only rural areas that faded 
but also the factory towns that once 
seemed so invincible. The world of 
"The Last Picture Show" began giv
ing way to the world of " Roger and 
Me." At the same time, new kinds of 
communities thrived, as the Levit
towns were going gray, malls were 
going bust and retirement communi
ties - designed for 31 million Amer-

Beginning in 1950, a nation of 150,697,000 
began to follow the sun. Over the next four dec
ades, it paved 42,798 miles of Interstate high
ways, bought . 300 million cars, and went for a 
ride. First the South headed north, then the 
North headed south, but always, the East 
headed west. 

At the start of the postwar era, America was a 
land of high-rise cities with farms not far dis
tant. Though the farms were staggering and col
lapsing from the lingering wounds of the De
pression, 23 million Americans - 15 percent -
lived on them, and 30 million others lived in com
munities of fewer than 2,500 people. That was 

one-third of the country. The vast major ity of 
the rest were urbanites : New Yorkers, Bosto
nians, Chicagoans, Detroiters, Clevelanders, 
milling steel and making· cars. 

In· the end, the country's profile was domi
nated by the suburbs and what came to be called 
the sun belt. California, whose population was 
the size of Pennsylvania 's in 1950, is now home 

· to at least 29.2 million people, and it is 70 percent 
bigger than New York, the next largest state. 

In 1950, Florida was a marshy expanse of 
land, home to 2.77 million people - ranking 21 st 
in the country. Last week's preliminary census 
figures gave it 12.7 million people, which puts it 

icans 65 and over - moved away 
from employment centers, up into the moun
tains and out to the seashore. 

As much as anything, the cold war was an en
gine of change. Starting in the 1950's, the Inter
state highways were built, the better to maintain 
military mobility. The young were told to stay in 
school and learn science, the better to beat the 
Russians in space. The distance between home 
and work grew, the percentage of high school 
and college diplomas in the population in-
creased. · 

The defense and aerospace companies of 

Continued on page 5 
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Southern California - Lockheed, 
McDonnell Douglas, Hughes kir
cr;aft, TRW - expanded, jobs draw
ing people drawing new jobs. In 1963, 
27 percent of the equipment the De
fense Department bought - planes, 
guidance systems, missiles - was 
made in California. The state's share 
of defense contracts dwindled al
most to 20 percent in the late 1970's, 
until President Reagan's Star Wars 
program helped push it back up to 27 
percent in the mid-1980's. 

Well-educated Americans were 
more mobile and California was a 
good place to move. With the change 
in the immigration laws in 1965, 
Asian immigrants - tens of thou
sands in the 1970's, hundreds of thou
sands in the 1980's - found Califor
nia a logical place to go. · 

·It was in the semiconductor indus
try of Santa Clara County, south of 
San Francisco Bay, that many first
and second-generation Asian immi
grants found a home. According to 
Lenny Siegal, an economist for the 
Pacific 'studies Center in Palo Alto, 
about 40 percent of manufacturing 
jobs in Silicon Valley are held by 
Asians. About 12 percent of the coun
tY's population is of Asian descent. 

-over those same years in the rest 
of the country, the era of the small 
farmers hastened toward a long twi
light. By the end of the 1980's, with 
pghter credit and droughts, fewer 
than five million Americans - less 
than 2 percent - lived on farms. The 
brief renewal of the 1970's was over, 
and rural America found itself a land 
fewer and fewer people wanted to 
live in. 

'The new unit of human habitation, 
the suburb, was instantly recogniz-

~ J1, 

As the 80's 
ended, fewer 
than five million 
people were left 
on the farms. 

able to everyone, but almost impos
sible for demographers to define. 
·suburbs began in the 1940's as fringe 
communities around central cities, 
in something the Census Bureau 
called a "metropolitan' area." In the 
1960's, there was as much fringe as 
city, and still they continued to de-

Gary Settle/The New York Times 

Demographic diversity: students at California State University- Los 
Angeles watching Chinese New Year's festivities this year; a Georgia 
,_ . . .. . . .. . . ·-- .. 

Divorce rates, 
after doubling 
from 1950to 
1985, began a 
slight decline. 

sippi River, lived 24,599 people. Two-' 
thirds were black. Virtually all were 
farmers. There was no industry 
other than the land. Memphis, the 
nearest big city, was 40 miles dis
tant, another way of life. 

The new preliminary census 
counts give DeSoto County a popula
tion of 67,124, not quite triple what it 
had been. During the 1960's, Inter
state 55 pushed south through the 
county, bringing Memphis with it. 
beSoto County is now part of the 
Memphis metropolitan area. "When 
you drive into it, you'd never realize 
you've gone from one state to an
other or one town to another," said 
Bill Smith, an economic analyst for 
the Center for Policy Research and· 
Planning in Jackson, Miss. "The 
small farms have been almost wiped 
out." 

There are still farms but most 
often the fields are planted with 
houses. There are small factories 
making elevators and armo~ed c~~s, 

Ben J . Wattenberg. As that number 
peaked, demographers were begin
ning to pick up the first signs that an
other generation of blacks was 
beginning to head back to the South, 
to work in the expanding service in
dustries. 
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reached a postwar low in 1974, 
topped the 4-million mark in 1989, a 
number nearly equal to the high 
point of the baby boom in the mid-
1960's. A growing number of children 
are born to interracial couples, cur
ren~~Y about 3 perce1.1t of. all bir~h~ .• 
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Southern California - Lockheed, 
McDonnell Douglas, Hughes kir
q ;aft, TRW - expanded, jobs draw
ing people drawing new jobs. In 1963, 
27 percent of the equipment the De
fense Department bought - planes, 
guidance systems, missiles - was 
made in California. The state's share 
of defense contracts dwindled al
most to 20 percent in the late 1970's, 
until President Reagan's Star Wars 
program helped push it back up to 27 
percent in the mid-1980's. 

Well-educated Americans were 
more mobile and California was a 
good place to move. With the change 
in the immigration laws in 1965, 
Asian immigrants - tens of thou
sands in the 1970's, hundreds of thou
sands in the 1980's - found Califor
nia a logical place to go. · 

' 1t was in the semiconductor indus
try of Santa Clara County, south of 
San Francisco Bay, that many first
and second-generation Asian immi
grants found a home. According to 
.I.:enny Siegal, an economist for the 
Pacific 'Studies Center in Palo Alto, 
about 40 percent of manufacturing 
jobs in Silicon Valley are held by 
Asians. About 12 percent of the coun
!y"s population is of Asian descent. 

·over those same years in the rest 
of the country, the era of the small 
farmers hastened toward a long twi
light. By the end of the 1980's, with 
tighter credit and droughts, fewer 
than five million Americans - less 
than 2 percent - lived on farms. The 
br ief renewal of the 1970's was over, 
and rural America found itself a land 
fewer and fewer people wanted to 
live in. 

The new unit of human habitation, 
the suburb, was instantly recogniz-

~l 4 

As the 80's 
ended, fewer 
than five million 
people were left 
on the farms. 

able to everyone, but almost impos
sible for demographers to define. 
·suburbs began in the 1940's as fringe 
communities around central cities, 
in something the Census Bureau 
called a " metropolitan' area." In the 
1960's, there was as much fringe as 
city, and still they continued to de
vour farmland. 

Periodically the Census Bureau 
would change the nomenclature and 
the contours of metropolitan areas in 
a futile scramble to capture the 
swarming suburbs. Nearly four 
Americans in five now live in metro
politan a reas, often in communities 
that c~ll themselves cities, but have 
the flat silhouette of the suburbs. 

Gary Settle/The New York Times 

Demographic diversity: students at California State University - Los 
Angeles watching Chinese New Year's festivities this year; a Georgia 
sharecropper couple in their kitchen in 19 71 . 

After sheltering the biggest gener
ation of children in the country' s his
tory, the houses emptied out. After 
the 1980's fewer people lived in each 
house and developers enjoyed a 
boom. Over 40 years, the number of 
homes grew nearly half again as fa st 

as the number of pe< ,Je. 
Put 40 years of life in DeSoto Coun

ty, Miss., on fast-forwa rd and you 
can see America turning inside out. 
In 1950, within the barbed-wire 
fences that enclosed cotton fields 
stretching eastward from the Missi-

Divorce rates, 
after doubling 
from 1950to 
1985, began a 
slight decline. 

sippi River, lived 24,599 people. Two-' 
thirds were black. Virtually all were 
farmers . There was no industry 
other than the land. Memphis, the 
nearest bi.g city, was 40 miles dis
tant, another way of life. 

The new preliminary census 
counts give DeSoto County a popula
tion of 67,124, not quite triple what it 
had been. During the 1960's, Inter
state 55 pushed south through the 
county, bringing Memphis with it. 
beSoto County is now part of the 
Memphis metropolitan area. "When 
you drive into it, you'd never realize 
you've gone from one state to an
other or one town to another," said 
Bill Smith, an economic analyst for 
the Center for Policy Research and· 
Planning in Jackson, Miss. "The 
small farms have been almost wiped 
out." 

There are still farms but most 
often the fields are planted with 
houses. There are small factories 
making elevators and armored cars, 
concrete and security lights. The 
black farmers and some of their 
white neighbors, Mr. Smith said, al
most certainly went north - to Chi
cago, Det roit, Cleveland, to steel, to 
cars, to inner cities. 

The number of black college 
graduates went fro m 125,000 in 1950 
to about 2 million in the late 1980's, 
according to the political scientist 

Ben J . Wattenberg. As that number 
peaked, demographers were begin
ning to pick up the first signs that an
other generation of blacks was 
beginning to head back to the South, 
to work in the expanding service in
dustries. 

Other trends, too, paused in their 
headlong rush. Divorce rates, which 
almost doubled between 1950 and 
1985, began to decline slightly in the 
late 1980's. Women, while continuing 
to move out of the home and into the 
workplace, started having babies 
again after a decade's postpone
ment. 

The number of births, which 

reached a postwar low in 1974, 
topped the 4-million mark in 1989, a 
number nearly equal to the high 
point of the baby boom in the r:n id-
1960' s. A growing number of children 
are born to interracial couples, cur
rently about 3 percent of all births. 

"We are going to be the model for 
other pluralist nations," said Mr. 
Wattenberg, whose forthcoming 
book is called "The First Universal 
Nation." 

" On balance, this is a great devel~ 
opment, although it will cause a lor of 
turbulence," he said. But no rilQre 
turbulence than the latter half of the 
century has already brought. 

' 



Review Essay 

Nature Writing: A Wilderness of 
"The Library a wilderness of books . ... I saw that while we are clearing the J 

westward progress, we are accumulating a forest of books in our rear, as wild and unexplored 

as any of nature's primitive wildernesses." -Henry David Thoreau, Journal, 16 March 1852. 

The Book of Naturalists: An Anthology 
of the Best Natural History. Edited by 
William Beebe. 1944. Reprint, Princeton, 
New Jersey: Princeton University Press, 
1971. xiv + 499 pp. Illustrations. Paper 
$12.50. 

On Nature: Nature, Landscape, and Nat
ural History. Edited by Daniel Halpern. 
Berkeley, California: North Point Press, 
1986. 320 pp. Footnotes, annotated bibli
ography. Cloth $22.50, paper $9.95. 

Words for the Wild: The Sierra Club Trail
side Reader. Edited by Ann Ronald. San 
Francisco, California: Sierra Club Books, 
1987. x + 384 pp. Paper $10.95. 

Words from the Land: Encounters with 
Natural History Writing. Edited by Stephen 
Trimble. Layton, Utah: Gibbs M. Smith, 
1988. xi + 303 pp. Illustrations. Cloth 
$17.95, paper $9.95. 

This lncomperable Lande: A Book of 
American Nature Writing. Edited and with 
a history by Thomas J. Lyon. Boston, Mas
sachusetts: Houghton Mifflin Company, 
1989. xvi + 495 pp. Illustrations, bibliog
raphy, footnotes, index. $29.95. 

The Maine Woods. By Henry David 
Thoreau. 1864. Reprint, New York: Penguin 
Books, 1988. xxxiii + 442 pp. Paper $7.95. , 

My First Summer in the Sierra. By John 
Muir. 1911. Reprint, New York: Penguin 
Books, 1987. xvi + 264 pp. Paper $7.95. 

· The Land of Little Rain. By Mary Austin. 
1903. Reprint, Albuquerque: University of 
New Mexico Press, 1974. xiv + 190 pp. 
Illustrations. Paper $7.95. 

A Sharp Lookout: Selected Nature Essays 
of John Burroughs. Edited by Frank Bergon. 
Washington, D.C.: Smithsonian Institution 
Press, 1987. 606 pp. Illustrations, bibliog
raphy. $19.95. 

The Colleded Works of Sigurd F. Olson, 
The Early Writings: 1921-1934. Edited 
and with commentary by Mike Link. Still
water, Minnesota: Voyageur Press, 1988. 
xxx + 282 pp. Illustrations. $17.95. 

A Sand County Almanac with Sketches 
Here and There. By Aldo Leopold. 1949. 
Reprint, New York: Oxford University Press, 
1987. xxvii + 226 pp. Illustrations. $17.95. 

Driftwood Valley. By Theodora Stanwell
Fletcher. 1946. Reprint, New York: Penguin 
Books, 1989. xii + 384 pp. Paper $8.95. 

The Lost Notebooks of Loren Eiseley. 
Edited by Kenneth Heuer. Boston, Massa
chusetts: Little, Brown and Company, 1987. 
260 pp. Illustrations. $22.95. 

Desert Solitaire: A Season in the Wilder
ness. By Edward Abbey. 1968. Reprint, 
Tucson: University of Arizona Press, 1988. 
255 pp. Illustrations. $24.95. 

Crossing Open Ground. By Barry Lopez. 
New York: Charles Scribner's Sons, Mac
Millan Publishing Company, 1988. 256 pp. 
$17.95. 

Bulow Hammock: Mind in a Forest. By 
David Rains Wallace. San Francisco, Cali
fornia: Sierra Club Books, 1988. 170 pp. 
Bibliography. $17.95. 
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live as you or l" ( '1 he Lost Notebooks of 
Loren Eiseley, p. 14 ). Judging by the pro
fusion in bookstores these days of new (and 
old) works of nature writing, many authors 
have experienced a similar urge to speak on 
behalf of the rights of nature. 

The popularity of nature writing today 
rivals that at the turn of the century, when 
the books of John Burroughs, Ernest 
Thompson Seton, and Jack London were 
best sellers and "nature study" was a fad 
among middle-class Americans. True, the 
current resident of the White House is not 
nearly as involved in the "back-to-nature 
cult" as was Teddy Roosevelt, himself a 
highly regarded writer on the outdoors. But 
in our age of ecological crisis, when Time 
proclaimed "The Endangered Earth" as 
"Planet of the Year" for 1988, increasingly 
more readers are turning to nature writing 
for information, adventure, and hope. 

A sure indication of nature writing's 
renaissance is its tendency toward self
reflection. Consider, for example, the con
siderable attention paid in the most current 
of the works reviewed here to the distinction 
between the terms "natural history" and 
"nature writing;' designations that have 
overlapping as well as distinctive meanings. 

According to William Beebe in the intro
duction to The Book of Naturalists, "natural 
history;' broadly defined, is the expression 
of a general interest in nature. The genre 
dates as far back as Paleolithic cave paint
ings and thus, along with poetry, is one of 
our oldest art forms. Natural history ac
quired its modern meaning in the eighteenth 
century following two developments: the 
discovery of many New World species of 
flora and fauna, and the emergence, thanks 
to Linnaeus, of a standardized scientific 
nomenclature. By Darwin's time "natural 
history" had come to mean writing "con
cerned with the observation of living ani
mals and plants in their natural wild state;' 
writing which, like literature, is intended to 
produce aesthetic and emotional effects but 



Starting in the 1970s, the new policy 
was to decrease logging in Finnish Lap
land's forests. This policy was enforced 
in state forests and urged in private for
ests. The policy was good, but it was 
ignored by an uncontrollable influence: 
nature. In 1971 and 1973 very heavy 
storms felled many trees in Lapland, 
and harvesting these already felled re
sources resulted in an actual increase in 
the amount of timber taken from the 
forests in Finnish Lapland from 1970 •• 
to 197 4, although the intention was the 
reverse. A balance between cutting and 
growth in the forests of Finnish Lap
land was reached only after 197 5, by 
which time industry had to buy part of 
the raw wood it needed from the other 
districts of Finland. 

Economy and Ecology in 
Balance 

By the 1970s the timber industry in 
Finnish Lapland had grown so much 
that it consumed about seven million 
cubic meters of wood annually, an 
amount that the forests of Finnish 
Lapland could not supply sustainably. 
Several factors combined to cause the 
crisis in forest management in Finnish 
Lapland. For one thing, the early in
ventories of the forest may have been 
inexact. Measurements became reliable 
only when the demand for forest re
sources had already reached unsustain
able levels. 

More important than inaccurate in
ventories, however, were miscalcula
tions in the expected rate of reforesta
tion. Orie surprise was the change in 
the climate.19 The methods employed in 
reforestation efforts were based on the 
climatic conditions that had prevailed 
in the 1930s, but this period was evi
dently exceptionally warm. In the cli
matic conditions of the 1950s and 
1960s, it took an unexpectedly long 
time for seeds to become saplings. 
Reforestation was especially difficult in 
northernmost Finnish Lapland, where 
the climate does not permit a guaran
teed rate of growth. 

Reforestation efforts failed most visi
bly, however, on the large clearcuts. 
Reforestation here was to be done by 
planting, but the clearcuts were so large 

that saplings and sometimes even trees 
several years old succumbed to killing 
winds. Furthermore because there were 
no big trees to encourage water evap
oration, humidity conditions altered 
radically. The result was that year after 
year new plantings on the same clear
cuts sickened and died in the altered 
microclimate. In response to these prob
lems timbermen cut narrower areas, 
but they did not abandon clearcutting 
altogether. For many years hundreds of 
square kilometers stood bare of trees 
and visibly symbolized the economic 
effects of clearcutting. Not surprisingly, 
public opinion turned strongly against 
this sort of forestry. 20 

The recent history of the forests and 
the timber industry in Finnish Lapland 
is marked by hope and disappointment. 
One lesson is that trees growing in very 
cold climates need more time to mature 
than trees in warmer climates. Another 
lesson is that forecasts of climatic con
ditions must be based on a very long 
data set. And the most important lesson 
brings a caveat: in areas of extreme cli
mate there is good reason to be very 
careful when altering nature. Great 
changes brought about by human ac
tivity can easily cause damage that is 
expensive and difficult to put right. • 
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"without the slightest deviation from the 
fundamental concomitant of absolute 
truth" (p. 87). 

N atural history enjoyed a heyday from 
1750 to 1850, but declined in the latter half 
of the nineteenth century in the face of in
creased scientific specialization and profes
sionalization, and the shift from fieldwork 
to laboratory experimentation. Although by 
1900 it was no longer recognized as a legiti
mate scientific discipline, natural history 
has persisted as a literary discipline thanks 
to the efforts of such naturalists as Aldo \ 
Leopold, Rachel Carson, and more recently 
Stephen Jay Gould and David Quammen. 

Around the turn of the century, essays by 
laypersons describing encounters with the 
natural world proliferated. Francis W. Halsey 
coined the term "nature writing" to label 
this literature (in a review essay entitled 
"The Rise of the Nature Writers;' American 
Monthly Review of Reviews 26 [November 
1902]: 567-71). But the term appeared only 
in the title and was never defined. In 1910 
the popular essayist Dallas Lore Sharp elab
orated a more useful list of nature writing's 
basic elements: attachment to one's home 
environment, personal interpretation of na
ture, and fidelity to scientific fact ("The 
Nature Writer;' New Outlook 94 [16 April 
1910] : 994-1000). 

Sharp dates the origin of the genre of na
ture writing, if not of the name, to the 
appearance of Gilbert White's The Natural 
History of Selbourne (1788), a work noted 
for the author's intimate familiarity with his 
local parish. But White, though "perhaps 
the first naturalist who clothed his observa
tions in a real literary style" (Beebe, p. 47), 
is really more a natural historian than a 
nature writer. The great progenitor of na
ture writing as practiced today was Henry 
David Thoreau. He succeeded in transform
ing natural history into nature writing in 
three ways: he emphasized the effect of nature 
on the observer, thus making nature writing 
overtly autobiographical (a by-product of 
the nineteenth-century, romantic, egocen
tric view of the world ); he engaged in a 
meticulous study of how past inhabitants 
had used (and abused) the landscape, thus 
restoring history to nature study; and, 
although he was not the first to advocate 
conservation of natural resources, he con
sistently pleaded for humans to recognize 
the rights of nature, thus helping advance 
the evolution of a land ethic. 

These three key ingredients- autobiogra
phy, environmental history, a land ethic
are artfully melded in the great literary 
tracts of the conservation movement: Thor
eau's Walden and his entire fourteen-volume 
Journal, John Muir's My First Summer in 
the Sierra, Aldo Leopold's A Sand County 

A lmanac, and Edward Abbey's Desert Soli
taire . Also present in all these works is a 
sense of ecological relationships. More 
important than an egocentric view of the 
world is an eco-centric perspective, a knowl
edge of nature's interrelationships gained 
from years of careful and patient observa
tion in the field. Although "ecology" was 
not coined as a term until 1866 and was not 
an established scientific discipline until the 
twentieth century, like nature writing it was 
practiced long before it was acknowledged 
by name. 

The sixteen works reviewed here indicate 
the diversity of nature writing as a genre. 
The regions and ecosystems represented 
range from arctic tundra to midwestern tall
grass prairie to southern subtropical forest; 
the authors' tones run the gamut from stud
ied reserve to outraged polemic. All testify 
to the adaptability and resiliency of literary 
interpretations of nature, whatever label 
one applies to them. 

According to Beebe, a watershed mark 
in natural history occurred in the sixteenth 
century, when naturalists were no longer 
content to accept speculations about plants 
and animals without working in the field to 
test so-called truths (pp. 7-8 ). Then Lin
naeus brought order and sophistication to 
scientific nomenclature by providing a two
word Latin name for every living entity. The 
naturalists William Bartram, Alexander von 
Humboldt, and John James Audubon were 
important for their exploration of the 
Americas. But Beebe dates the origin of 
modern natural history to Darwin's voyage 
aboard the Beagle, during which he began 
to develop his theory of natural selection 
(p. 94 ). Beebe's anthology stretches the 
definition of the genre a bit by including ad
venture writing by twentieth-century English 
naturalists (much in the style of Heming
way's The Green Hills of Africa). But overall 
this thick anthology representing forty-six 
writers nicely illustrates the long and dis
tinguished tradition of natural history. 

On Na ture (first published as volume 57 
of Antaeus [Autumn 1986] ) is unique among 
the anthologies reviewed here in collecting 
essays about as well as of nature writing. 
Reflecting the interdisciplinary nature of the 
genre, the collection includes perspectives 
from anthropologists, naturalists, political 
scientists, ranchers and farmers, and literary 
artists and critics. There are essays on in
dividual writers (Edward Hoagland on John 
Muir); on Native American cultures (Leslie 
Marmon Silko on the Pueblos, and Keith 
Basso on the Cibecue Apache ); on personal 
experiences in nature (Richard Nelson in 
the Arctic, Robert Finch on Cape Cod, 
Gretel Ehrlich in Wyoming); and on the 
genre itself (Ann Zwinger on the vocation 
of the natural historian , Noel Perrin on 

American attitudes toward nature, and John 
Milton on nature and the American West). 
The collection as a whole lacks coherence, 
but this failing simply reflects the nature of 
nature writing. As John H ay remarks in the 
opening essay, nature writing is a nebulous 
genre that invites confusing, even conflicting, 
definitions. On Nature concludes with two 
valuable sections: suggestions for further 
reading by advisory board editors Annie 
Dillard, Barry Lopez, Edward Hoagland, 
and other well-known contemporary nature 
writers; and an extensive bibliography com
piled by Thomas J. Lyon. 

Of the fi ve anthologies reviewed here, 
Words for the Wild, edited by Ann Ronald, 
offers the most thorough coverage of the 
finest American nature writing. Ranging 
from transcendentalists Thoreau and Ralph 
Waldo Emerson to contemporary writers 
such as Abbey and Lopez, the collection is 
"a blend of philosophic contemplations, 
naturalistic descriptions, environmental 
pleas, idealistic speculations, and down
right feisty arguments" (p. xvii ). Ronald 
errs in stating that nature writing is neither 
scientific nor polemical (p. xiv)-surely 
some exemplary works, such as Leopold's 
Sand County Almanac, contain elements of 
both . But she acquaints readers with lesser
known writers (Joseph LeConte, Isabella 
Bird, Harvey Broome) as well as more 
famous ones, and her introductory remarks 
to each selection offer important insights. 
Mary Austin, she notes, was more concerned 
with the human dimensions of the land 
than most nature writers, and John Muir 
represented a significant shift in the style 
and content of the genre, from lyrical de
scription to adversarial rhetoric in defense 
of wilderness. Particularly perceptive is 
Ronald's observation on the works of Joseph 
Wood Krutch, Dillard, Leopold, and Eiseley: 
"In almost any landscape, a nature writer 
can find a kind of wilderness" (p. 168 ). She 
concludes with a sample of her own nature 
writing, which is based on hikes in the 
desert and mountains. Her field notes from 
the wilderness lend authority to her critical 
judgments. 

In Words from the Land editor Stephen 
Trimble reveals how fifteen contemporary 
nature writers transform field notes into 
polished prose about encounters with the 
natural world. The focus here is on nature 
writers as writers, not "environmentalists" 
or "naturalists;' labels many of the authors 
themselves eschew. New faces are intro
duced-Gary N abhan, an ethnobotanist 
from Arizona, and Sue Hubbell , a beekeeper 
from the Ozarks of Arkansas- as well as 
familiar ones: Abbey, Wendell Berry, Dillard , 
Hoagland, Lopez, John McPhee, and 
Zwinger. Many diverse habitats and regions 
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are represented, but all the writing shares a 
concern for a land ethic, the responsibility, 
in Lopez's words, of presenting "a moral, 
dignified, decent way of living in the world 
with regard to other peoples, and with re
gard to the landscape" (p. 28). Like the 
other editors whose volumes are considered 
here, Trimble is not as careful as he should 
be in using the terms "natural history" and 
"nature writing;' but this work is a valuable 
introduction to the contemporary scene and 
should spur novices to read the full works 
of the book's contributors. •" 

This Incomperable Lande, edited by 
Thomas Lyon, is the most recent anthology 
and also the best. In addition to an exhaust
ive annotated bibliography of both primary 
and secondary works, Lyon offers a valu
able taxonomy of nature writing, breaking 
the genre down into seven different categories 
and offering illustrative examples of each: 
field guides (books in the Peterson series ); 
natural history essays (Muir's Studies in the 
Sierra); rambles (Dillard's Pilgrim at Tinker 
Creek); solitude and backcountry living 
(Walden ); travel and adventure (William 
Bartram's Travels ); farm life ( Crevecoeur's 
Letters from an American Farmer); and 
man's role in nature (Krutch's The Great 
Chain of Life ). In the ninety-one-page intro
duction, Lyon makes two particularly im
portant points about nature writing's con
tribution to American culture: the genre 
represents "an awakening of perception to 
an ecological way of seeing" (p. xiv ), and it 
has extended the idea of democracy by call
ing for a biocentric view of the world. As 
with all anthologies there are regrettable 
omissions- particularly egregious is the 
absence of Austin, Leopold, and Eiseley. 
But perhaps this was a necessary price for 
Lyons's apparent intention to include less
anthologized writers such as Alexander 
Wilson, Liberty Hyde Bailey, and Donald 
Culross Peattie. All in all, Lyon has distin
guished himself as one of the foremost 
authorities on nature writing, and I predict 
this anthology will define the terms of the 
discussion about the subject for years 
to come. 

With the exception of On Nature, none 
of the anthologies considers the relationship 
between Native Americans and their natural 
environments. This is a significant oversight, 
because many nature writers, George Bird 
Grinnell and Seton to name just two, have 
studied various tribes and praised, even 
mythologized, them for their self-sustaining 
relationship with nature. 

To move beyond the anthologies to works 
by individual authors, consider Thoreau's 
The Maine Woods, the most ethnographic 
of his works, recently made available by 
Penguin Books' Nature Library under the 
general editorship of Edward Hoagland. As 

a naturalist Thoreau sought to combine the 
"savage's" intimate knowledge of nature 
with the poet's sensitivity to language. The 
three essays comprising the book are based 
on Thoreau's 1846, 1853, and 1857 trips to 
the last large remnant of bona fide wilder
ness in the northeastern United States. 
Critics often chided Thoreau for celebrating 
wildness in the thoroughly civilized land
scape of Concord, but Thoreauvians know 
that he confronted a true wilderness in 
Maine. In attempting to climb Mount 
Katahdin, Thoreau wrote of "Vast, Titanic, 
inhuman Nature" (p. 85 ) where he.was 
reminded of "how exceedingly new this 
country is" (p. 109). Over the years his atti
tude toward the Maine wilds matured and 
grew more complex. On the 1853 trip he 
specifically sought an Indian guide "mainly 
that I might have an opportunity to study 
his ways" (p. 128 ). Of course, by the mid
nineteenth century the Indians of the North
east were thoroughly assimilated and the 
vast coniferous forests were already under 
siege by logging companies. The latter 
development prompted Thoreau to ask, 
"What kind of forest warden is the Public 
itself?" (p. 197). He concludes the "Chesu
nook" essay with a call for "national pre
serves" to protect "the raw material of all 
our civilization" for "inspiration and our 
own true recreation" (pp. 211-12). The final 
essay, "The Allegash and East Branch;' tells 
of his longest and most satisfying trip, with 
the Indian guide Joe Pollis. On this trip he 
felt he "had at last got into the wilderness" 
(p. 282). Skeptics should turn to this work 
for proof that Thoreau fared well in the wild. 

Another who fared well in the wild was 
John Muir, perhaps the wild's most con'sist
ently euphoric human inhabitant. Muir 
made Yosemite Valley his base camp for 
most of the 1869-73 period, frequently em
barking on excursions to the Sierra Nevada 
for as long as six weeks at a time and carry
ing only matches, a sack of meal, and some 
tea. My First Summer in the Sierra, first pub
lished in 1911, tells of Muir's saunterings in 
the Range of Light during the summer of 
1869. Unlike Thoreau, who immersed him
self in Indian lore, Muir concentrated on 
the geology of the valley. He proved that 
glaciers, not flood waters (as the conven
tional scientific wisdom of the day held ), 
had carved out the U-shaped drainages, 
and took the glacial evidence as proof, 
in his own version of the argument from de
sign, of God's existence. Nature became his 
religion, and so he considered the wilder
ness to be sacred. Muir was also an ecolo
gist before his time, and I disagree with 
Gretel Ehrlich's claim that "Muir's later 
work as a conservationist, though immensely 
important, seems almost an afterthought" 
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(p. xv ). On the contrary, it was but a short 
intellectual leap from Muir's recognition of 
ecological relationships in Yosemite to his 
recognition of the destruction wrought by 
human activities. As a sheepherder, the 
occupation that provided him with the 
opportunity to journey into the high coun
try, Muir witnessed the harmful effects of 
overgrazing. In the 1890s, when he headed 
the newly formed Sierra Club and had be
come a nationally known secular prophet of 
the conservation movement, he lobbied for 
the expansion of Yosemite's national park 
boundaries to eliminate grazing and urged 
the federal government to resume control 
of the valley, which it had rescinded to the 
state of California in 1864. But Muir's vision 
was wider than the Yosemite Valley, as is 
evident in his statement: "When we try to 
pick out anything by itself, we find it hitched 
to everything else in the universe" (p. 157). 

One of Muir's regrettable blind spots was 
his view of the Miwok and Digger Indians 
he encountered in Yosemite, whom he de
scribed as "unclean" and "degraded." This 
was a failing not duplicated by Mary Austin, 
another California nature writer. At the 
turn of the century Austin lived on the east 
slope of the Sierra near the town of Inde
pendence, and she based The Land of Little 
Rain on the cultivation of an intimate rela
tionship with the land and its inhabitants. 
Marveling at the Shoshone and Paiute use 
of creosote to cement arrowheads to shafts, 
she writes: "Trust Indians not to miss any 
virtues of the plant world!" (p. 7 ). A recur
rent theme in The Land of Little Rain is the 
need for long inhabitation of a place in 
order to achieve familiarity with it: "One 
must summer and winter with the land and 
wait for its occasions. Pine woods that take 
two or three seasons to the ripening of 
cones, roots that lie by in the sand seven 
years awaiting a growing rain, firs that grow 
fifty years before flowering- these do not 
scrape acquaintance" (p. xvi). Austin's work 
is one of the most eloquent expressions of 
inhabiting a wild landscape in the nature
writing tradition. 

Less wild, but no less interesting, was the 
landscape of John Burroughs, who lived in 
arid wrote about the Hudson Valley from 
1873 to 1920. Burroughs has fallen out of 
vogue in this era of wilderness preservation; 
his terrain was relatively tame and on camp
ing trips he readily confessed to being a fas
tidious greenhorn. Nonetheless the Smith
sonian Institution has rendered a valuable 
service in making available an anthology of 
his best essays. Editor Frank Bergon points 
out that Burroughs "wrote no sustained 
masterpiece, no Walden, no Selbourne, but 
during a writing career of over sixty years 
he achieved recognition as the dean of 
American nature writers" (p. 9). Burroughs's 



sunny outlook was a welcome antidote in 
an age noted for pessimism spawned by 
evolutionary theory. While natural and 
social scientists were stressing "the survival 
of the fittest; ' "Gentle John of Slabsides" 
(his literary retreat) converted many readers 
to nature study with comforting, idyllic 
essays on bird behavior. In the tradition of 
Gilbert White and Thoreau, he popularized 
literary phenology (the study of periodic 
biological phenomena such as flowering, 
migration, and nesting) and became the 
genius loci of upstate New York. "Nature 
comes home to one most when he is at 
home;' he maintained. "The place to observe 
nature is where you are; the walk to take 
today is the walk you took yesterday. You 
will not find just the same things: both the 
observed and the observer have changed" 
(p. 336). Burroughs also emphasized the 
naturalist's credo of absolute fidelity to fact, 
criticizing fellow nature writers such as 
Seton as "nature-fakers" for failing to 
adhere to strict scientific standards when 
reporting animal behavior. But he himself 
was frequently guilty of anthropomorphiz
ing, and the sentimentality of his writing is 
another reason he has fared less successfully 
today than his contemporary Muir. 

The twentieth century has been marked by 
the emergence of nature writers with formal 
scientific training. Yet it is noteworthy that 
biologist Sigurd Olson and forester Aldo 
Leopold, two of the most prominent original 
members of the Wilderness Society, both 
developed their love of nature through hunt
ing and fishing as youths. Olson became the 
spokesperson for the North Woods, a mod
ern voyageur who exploited the region not 
for economic but for aesthetic, scientific, 
and cultural reasons. 

Some readers of Olson's early letters, 
stories, and essays may be appalled (as are 
many who read Leopold's Round River) by 
his recurrent urge to kill. Indeed his work 
represents a subgenre of nature writing, 
"hook and bullet literature'~ Setonlike 
stories of arctic owls and timber wolves de
signed to provide ecological information in 
the engaging style of the adventure tale. But 
in spite of Olson's fascination for the hunt, 
he must be considered an early conserva
tionist. Like many modern nature writers, 
Olson became a conservationist in response 
to what he felt was a failure of duty on the 
part of a government agency entrusted with 
the stewardship of public land. The target of 
Olson's wrath was the U.S. Forest Service, 
which wished to build roads in Minnesota's 
Superior National Forest to provide better 
access for fire suppression. Olsen protested 
that in the long run roads would attract 
tourists and development, thus destroying 
the wilderness character of the region. Editor 

Mike Link's assessment that "the texts are 
not polished, the philosophy is not refined" 
(p. xxix ) is generally accurate, but this vol
ume allows students of the conservation 
movement to trace the intellectual growth 
of one of its leaders. 

Like Olson, Aldo Leopold devoted the 
early part of his career to the extermination 
of predators, particularly wolves. In A Sand 
County Almanac, Leopold acknowledges 
the error of his ways. The title of one essay, 
"Thinking Like a Mountain;' demonstrates 
that over time Leopold had come to think 
ecologically, in terms of the entire ecosystem 
rather than merely about individual organ
isms. In commemoration of the 1987 centen
nial of Leopold's birth, Oxford University 
Press reprinted the Almanac (originally 
published in 1949) with a new and superb 
introduction by the naturalist Robert Finch. 
Finch points to two reasons for the popu
larity of this work, which has sold more 
than one million copies and become the 
Bible of the conservation movement. First, 
whatever landscape Leopold studied, his 
writing about it "resonate[s] with a sense of 
change and history" (p. xvii ); he proved 
himself an expert on the use and abuse of 
the American landscape. Second, the style 
of the Almanac is a wonderful melding of 
science and poetry. One example of the rich 
prose shall suffice: ''A dawn wind stirs on 
the great marsh. With almost imperceptible 
slowness it rolls a bank of fog across the 
wide morass. Like the white ghost of a gla
cier the mists advance, sliding across bog
meadows heavy with dew. A single silence 
hangs from horizon to horizon" (p. 95 ). 

Leopold's introduction to conservation 
came when his family purchased eighty 
acres of abandoned farmland in southern 
Wisconsin, intending to restore stability to 
the land by planting trees and recreating a 
remnant of the tall-grass prairie, an eco
system almost extinct in the Midwest. The 
experience taught Leopold firsthand that the 
responsibility of promoting conservation lay 
not with the "alphabetical agencies" of the 
government (such as the CCC), but with 
the individual landowner. The first part of 
the Almanac is a literary phenology based 
on over a decade's observations of the local 
Wisconsin ecosystem; the second part com
prises various essays reporting on land sick
ness and health in areas ranging from Mex
ico to Canada; and the third part consists 
of four essays that amount to a cultural cri
tique of American land abuse. The final 
essay, "The Land Ethic;' is a landmark in 
conservation thought because of its call for 
the extension of ethics to include "soils, 
waters, plants, and animals, or collectively: 
the land" (p. 204 ). As Finch notes in the 
introduction, all the essays shine "not only 
with the integrity and perception of the au-

thor's thought, but with the force of having 
lived what they propose" (p. xxvii ). 

Another offering in the Penguin Nature 
Library is Driftwood Valley (1946) by 
Theodora Stanwell-Fletcher, a hitherto ob
scure work, which tells of the wildest, most 
remote terrain inhabited by any author re
viewed here. From 1937 to 1939 and again 
for nine months in 1941, Stanwell-Fletcher 
and her husband, both professionally trained 
naturalists, lived in a cabin they built them
selves in northern British Columbia . Their 
ostensible purpose was to study the native 
animals and to collect specimens (doing so 
the old-fashioned way, that is, by shooting 
them ), but their primary goal was to live as 
pioneers in a valley where much of the sur
rounding terrain was veritable terra incog
nita, and the nearest town was two hundred 
miles away. So familiar a part of the land
scape do they become that by the end of 
their stay wolves and moose stray within 
sight of their cabin. As the author explains, 
"We lived in the wilderness just as the Indians 
did, subsisted on it almost entirely, [and] 
used the same mode of traveling and camp
ing in all seasons" (p. xvii ). She records a 
high compliment paid by one of the Indians 
with whom they traded: "You live like us, 
see? All the time you do same like we do. 
You know. Other white men he not live like 
us. He not know, see?" (p. xvii ). At one point 
she complains that the reading material she 
has brought, the works of the romantic 
poets, isn't sufficiently wild- so she invents 
her own authentic wilderness literature. The 
work belongs to the subgenre of women's 
frontier narratives, and Stanwell-Fletcher 
makes valuable observations on gender
based work roles and the differences be
tween men's and women's responses to the 
wilderness. 

As I have mentioned, the reputation of a 
nature writer often rests on how well he or 
she relates scientific facts in literary style. 
The Lost Notebooks of Loren Eiseley estab
lishes once again Eiseley's ability to see as a 
scientist and write like a poet. An anthro
pologist by training, Eiseley made evolution 
an important theme in his nature writing; 
the poet Howard Nemerov once remarked 
that Eiseley saw time as directly as most of 
us see space (p. 220). Eiseley avoids the 
more strident polemics of the environmental 
movement, but as this collection of journal 
entries, letters (to and from correspondents), 
poetry, and fiction demonstrates, his writing 
nonetheless expresses a passionate concern 
for all forms of life. A devotee of Thoreau, 
Eiseley shared the Concord naturalist's fas
cination with mysticism in nature, which 
earned both of them ridicule in scientific 
circles. Also like Thoreau, he proved that 
nature writing could occur in any setting-
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a glade in a forest, the site of an archae
ological dig, a backyard, even outside a 
hotel room in an anonymous city. Eiseley 
responded to charges of anthropomorphism 
by stating that not to anthropomorphize is 
to deny one's own humanity. His one great 
fear was "that man will ruin the planet 
before he departs" (p. 210 ). 

Another pessimist was Edward Abbey, 
who once said, "If enlightenment fails, 
we always have the traditional solution -
disaster-to fall back upon" (quoted by 
Russell Martin, "Writers of the Purple Sa~;' 
The New York Times Magazine, 27 [De
cember 1981]: 42). In contrast to Eiseley, 
Abbey's trademark was stridency. Of his 
nineteen books of fiction and essays, the 
best remains Desert Solitaire, which has 
just been republished by the University of 
Arizona Press in a twentieth-anniversary 
edition. Disclaiming the label "nature 
writer;' Abbey states that "the few such 
writers whom I wholly admire are those, 
like Thoreau, who went far beyond simple 
nature writing to become critics of society, 
of our modern industrial culture .. .. It is 
not enough to understand nature;' he goes 
on to say, "the point is to save it" (p. 13 ). In 
Desert Solitaire Abbey's target is the Park 
Service, which was promoting "industrial 
tourism" at Arches National Monument in 
Utah, where Abbey worked as a ranger. 
Abbey responded to what literary critic Leo 
Marx termed "the machine in the garden" 
with acts of "ecotage": uprooting survey 
stakes marking the route of a proposed 
paved road that would attract more visitors in 
motor vehicles. Although futile, his words 
inspired the creation of a radical environmen
tal group, Earth First!, whose slogan is "No 
compromise in defense of Mother Earth." 
Brimming with defiance against the estab
lishment, Desert Solitaire is the great con
servation document of the counterculture 
era. Abbey's death in March 1989 prompted 
widespread eulogies, testifying to his exalted 
status as a galvanizing force within the en
vironmental community. 

There is a striking contrast between the 
styles of Abbey-humorous, polemical, 
outlandish - and Barry Lopez- somber, 
reserved, philosophical. Lopez's Crossing 
Open Ground is a collection of previously 
published essays. Lopez writes best when 
rooted in the specifics of a place, as in "The 
Stone Horse;' which recounts his visit to the 
site of an enormous intaglio in the Mojave 
Desert. Here, the thesis is eloquently ex
pressed: those who would vandalize such 
sites are destroyers of history. But in other 
essays the profundity seems a bit forced. 
"Landscape and Narrative" is a nebulous, 
incoherent piece that fails to deal intensively 
with the supposed basis of the piece
Alaskan narrative and Navaho tales-and 
instead delivers a panegyric on the impor
tance of storytelling in all cultures. Lopez 
frequently cites Native American cultures as 
a model from which Anglo-Americans might 
learn a great deal about living ecologically. 
In "The Passing Wisdom of Birds" the de
struction of the Aztec aviary by the soldiers 
of Hernando Cortes's army becomes "not 
simply an image of a kind of destructive 
madness that lies at the heart of imperialistic 
conquest, ... [but] also a symbol of a 
long-term failure of Western civilization to 
recognize the intrinsic worth of the American 
landscape" (p. 197). Lopez feels the most 
pressing problem facing modern culture is 
the quest for "a viable natural philosophy" 
(p. 199). He would achieve this by establish
ing naturalist positions at all universities 
and by making classic works of natural his
tory available to the general public. 

Bulow Hammock by David Rains Wallace 
tells of the author's return to his boyhood 
haunts in the subtropical forests of Florida. 
In addition to chronicling the transformation 
of wilderness wetlands into suburban sub
divisions, Wallace pursues two other impor
tant themes: the evolution of humans from 
tree- into savannah-dwelling creatures, and 
the importance of William Bartram's travels 
through the wetlands region from 1773 to 
1777. Wallace is very conscious of the rich 
tradition of Southern natural history out of 
which he writes. Unlike Audubon and Muir, 
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who both confessed at times to a certain be
wilderment in the tropical tangles, Bartram 
consistently rhapsodized over the riot of 
exotic life he encountered. His was "a way of 
perceiving the natural world that had little 
historical precedent" (p. 128 ). Exploring 
Florida by canoe and on foot, Wallace gradu
ally familiarizes himself with the surround
ings, transforming hostile space into friendly 
place (a useful distinction Gaston Bachelard 
draws in The Poetics of Space). He con
cludes that though Bulow Hammock has 
been constricted by development, it can still 
be regarded with Bartram's sense of wonder. 

Wonder at the wild is characteristic of all 
good nature writing. From Bartram to 
Wallace, nature writers have made it their 
mission to instill in readers their own sense 
of elation in discovering and exploring the 
mysteries of nature. Thoreau's remark on the 
"forest of books in our rear" still obtains 
today, when the literature of the wilderness 
is larger than ever before. But thanks in 
part to nature writers, portions of the physi
cal wilderness, which Thoreau feared would 
be lost, survive. As Thomas Lyon observes, 
the genre "does not command much respect 
in critical circles" (p. xiii). But perhaps such 
respect is not its primary aim. In seeking to 
reform attitudes toward the land, nature 
writers intend to create a potentially revolu
tionary genre. Their hope is that nature writ
ing will someday "provide the foundation 
for a reorganization of American political 
thought" (Lopez, Antaeus, p. 297). 

Reviewed by Don Scheese. Mr. Scheese is a 
lecturer in English at Santa Clara University, 
where he teaches courses in American litera
ture and composition. His dissertation, "In
habitors of the Wild: Henry David Thoreau, 
John Muir, Aldo Leopold, and Edward 
Abbey,'' was completed in the American 
studies program at the University of Iowa. 
He has published articles and reviews on 
nature writing and environmental history 
and is coediting (with Sherman Paul) a forth
coming special issue of North Dakota 
Quarterly on nature writing. 



ment programs. Understanda ly, though, they are un
willing to take the huge polit cal risks of doing the job 
alone, and are willi~g to sh re those risks only in the 
context of an acknowledged economic emergency. Mr. 
Reagan refuses to say that a y such emergency exists, 
since that would be tant ount to admitting that 
something has been amiss in his stewardship of the 
economy. Just two days be ore his meeting with Mr. 
O'Neill, the President told he U.S. Chamber of Com
merce, in reference to his · conomic plan, "If it ain't 
broke, don't fix it." If Mr. R agar\ wants the Democrats 
to cooperate with him on e titlements, he will have to 
do better than · that in er ating an atmosphere that 
makes it possible for them o do so. 

B. EYOND THE immedia e maneuverings, it's worth 
remembering how t e Administration sold the 

Kemp-Roth tax cuts to Con ress and the country in the 
first place. It promised t at they would generate so 
much business confidence so fast that the result would 
be an immediate and unp ecedented economic boom, 
followed quickly by an ac ual increase in tax revenues. 
The whole society, it was aid, would be lifted up-the 
rich, the middle class, w rking people, and the poor 
alike. As this journal argu d from the beginning, it was 
ludicrous to expect such result from such a program. 
Yet this prospect was all t at distinguished the Reagan 
program from a raw tra sfer of money from the bot
tom to the top. Without t . at promised economic boom, 
the moral basis of Reaga mies simply collapses. With
out it, there is no justific tion whatever for the suffer
ing this program inflicts n the poorest, weakest, and 
most defenseless people in our society. The boom is ~ 

nowhere to be seen, not ven for the rich; the program 
is bankrupt, both eco omically and morally. The 
Democrats were right t give negotiation a try; they 
were equally right, int e end, to draw the line. 

Mr. Reagan ended hi televised appeal on a note of 
high surrealism: havin given the country the biggest 
prospective deficits in history, he now proposes to 
enact a constitutional mendment requiring a bal
anced budget every yea . If the President believes in a 
balanced budget, he sh uld submit one; if he believes 
in the Constitution, h should refrain from trying to 
debase it. The balanced udget amendment is a breath
takingly bad idea on ny number of levels. It would 
write a particular (a d, in some years, dangerous) 
policy goal into a do ment that is about rights and 
processes. (If we are to have a balanced budget amend
ment for conservativ s, why not a full employment 
amendment for liber ls?) It would turn budget-mak
ing into a riot of gim~icks, phony revenue and spend
ing estimates, and tjogus economic assumptions. It 
would make the courfs, which are already adjudicating 
too much of our pof "tics, the final arbiters of fiscal 
policy. Mr. Reagan's udden, incongruous support for 
this mischievous pie e of constitutional tinkering is a 
measure of his politi al desperation. 

·-- -·· -- ·-- -~ 

,~ THE NEW R E P UBLI~ 
-------~ 

NOTEBOOK I 
o AFTER PUTTING some hing in the neighborhood of a 
half-billion dollars i to a proposed synthetic fuels 
plant near Parachute Colorado, the Exxon Corporation 
has decided to pull t e ripcord. The cancellation won't 
be too jarring for E x n's stockholders, who will float 
gently to earth on a 

1 

·ry cushion of tax write-offs. But 
what about the ma y orkers and small entrepreneurs 
who moved to Pa ac ute, confident in the belief that 
Exxon and the U. vernment (which provided loan 
guarantees for th ject) would be as good as their 
word? Their fall e much, much harder. 

Democrats in a room with the 
Republican leaders, d let them tell Congress what to 
do. For, so it was sai we faced a great crisis, to be met 
by nonpartisan mea ures, and what was needed was 
some force great e ough to make Congress do 'its 
duty.'" (Editorial o the budget, "The Mob and its 
Leaders," May 18, 19 2.) 

( 

The gaucho and the city. 

STORIES OF HORSEMEN 

T HEY ARE MANY and they may be countless. My 
first story is quite modest; those that follow will 

lend it greater depth. 
A rancher from Uruguay had bought a country 

establishment (I am sure this is the word he used) in 
the province of Buenos Aires. From Paso de los Toros, 
in the middle of Uruguay, he brought a horse breaker, 
a man who had his complete trust but was extremely 
shy. The rancher put the man up in an inn near the 
Once markets. Three days later, on going to see him, 
the rancher found his horseman brewing mate in his 
room on the upper floor. When asked what he thought 
of Buenos Aires, the man admitted that he had not 
once stuck his head out in the street. 

The second story is not much different. In 1903, 
Aparicio Saravia staged an uprising in the Uruguayan 
provinces; at a certain point of the campaign, it was 
feared that his men might break into Montevideo. My 
father, who happened to be there at the time, went to 
ask advice of a relative of his, the historian Luis Melian 
Lafinur, only to be told that there was no danger 
"because the gaucho stands in fear of cities." In fact, 
Saravia's troops did change their route, and somewhat 
to his amazement my father found out that the study of 



.. • 

history could be useful as well as pleasurable. 
My third story also belongs to the oral tradition of 

my family. Toward the end of 1870, forces of the Entre 
Rios caudillo, Lopez Jordan, commanded by a gaucho 
who was called (because he had a bullet embedded in 
him) "El Chumbiao," surrounded the city of Parana. 
One night, catching the garrison off guard, the rebels 
broke through the defenses and rode right around the 
central square, whooping like Indians and hurling 
insults. Then, still shouting and whistling, they gal-

\ loped off. To them war was not a systematic plan of 
action but a manly sport. 

The fourth of these stories, and my last, comes from 
the pages of an excellent book, L'Empire des Steppes 
(1939), by the Orientalist Rene Grousset. Two passages 
from the second chapter are particularly relevant. 
Here is the first: 

Genghis Khan's war against the Chin, begun in 1211, was 
to last-with brief periods of truce-until his death 
(1227), only to be finished by his successor (1234). With 
their mobile cavalry, the Mongols could devastate the 
countryside and open settlements, but for a long time 
they knew nothing of the art of taking towns fortified by 
Chinese engineers. Besides, they fought in China as on 
the steppe, in a series of raids, after which they withdrew 
with their booty, leaving the Chinese behind them to 
reoccupy their towns, rebuild the ruins, repair the 
breaches in the walls, and reconstruct the fortifications, so 
that in the course of that war the Mongol generals found 
themselves obliged to reconquer the same places two or 
three times. 

Here is the second passage: 

The Mongols took Peking, massacred the whole popula
tion, looted the houses, and then set fire to them. The 
devastation lasted a month. Clearly, the nomads had no 
idea what to do with a great city or how to use it for the 
consolidation and expansion of their power. We have 
here a highly interesting case for specialists in human 
geography: the predicament of the peoples of the steppe 
when, without a period of transition, chance hands them 
old countries with an urban civilization. They burn and 
kill not out of sadism but because they find themselves 
out of their element and simply know no better. 

I NOW GIVE a story that all the authorities agree 
upon. During Genghis Khan's last campaign, one of 

his generals remarked that his new Chinese subjects 
were of no use to him, since they were inept in war, 
and that, consequently, the wisest course was to exter
minate them all, raze the cities, and turn the almost 
boundless Middle Kingdom into one enormous pas
ture for the Mongol h orses. In this way, at least, use 
could be made of the land, since nothing else was of 
any value. The Khan was about to follow this counsel 
when another adviser pointed out to him that it would 
be more advantageous to levy taxes on the land and on 
goods. Civilization was saved, the Mongols grew old 
in the cities that they had once longed to destroy, and 
doubtless they ended up, in symmetrical gardens, ap-

predating the despised and peaceabie arts of prosody 
and pottery. 

Distant in time and space, the stories I have assem
bled are really one. The protagonist is eternal, and the 
wary ranch hand who spends three days behind a door 
that looks out into a backyard-although he has come 
down in life-is the same one who, with two bows, a 
lasso made of horse hair, and a scimitar, was poised to 
raze and obliterate the world's most ancient kingdom 
under the hooves of his steppe pony. There is a plea
sure in detecting beneath the masks of time the eternal 
species of horseman and city. This pleasure, in the case 
of these stories, may leave the Argentine with a melan
choly aftertaste, since (through Hernandez's gaucho, 
Martin Fierro, or through the weight of our past) we 
identify with the horseman, who in the end is the 
loser. The cenFaurs defeated by the Lapiths; the death 
of the shepherd Abel at the hand of Cain, who was a 
farmer; the defeat of Napoleon's cavalry by British 
infantry at Waterloo are all emblems and portents of 
such a destiny. 

The horseman vanishing into the distance with a 
hint of defeat is, in our literature, the gaucho. And so 
we read in Martin Fierro: 

Cruz y Fierro de una estancia 
una tropilla se arriaron; 
por delante se la echaron 
como criollos entendidos, 
y pronto, sin ser sentidos, 
por la frontera cruzaron. 

Y cuando la habian pasao, 
una madrugada clara, 
le dijo Cruz que mirara 
las ultimas poblaciones; 
y a Fierro dos lagrimones 
le rodaron por la cara. 

Y siguiendo el fiel del rumbo 
se entraron en el desierto ... 

From a ranch, Cruz and Fierro rounded up a herd of 
horses and, being practical gauchos, drove it before them. 
Undetected, they soon crossed over the border. 

After this was done, early one morning Cruz told Fierro to 
look back on the last settlements. Two big tears rolled 
down Fierro's face . 

Then, continuing on their course, the men set off into the 
wilderness .. . 

And in Lugones's El Payador: 

In the fading twilight, turning brown as a dove's wing, 
we may have seen him vanish beyond the familiar hill
ocks, trotting on his horse, slowly, so that no one would 
think him afraid, under his gloomy hat and the poncho 
that hung from his shoulders in the limp folds of a flag at 
half mast. 

And in Don Segundo Som bra: 

Still smaller now, my godfather's silhouette appeared on 
the slope. My eyes concentrated on that tiny movement 
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on the sleepy plain. He was about to reach the crest of the 
trail and vanish. He grew smaller and smaller, as if he 
were being whittled away from below. My gaze clung to 
the black speck of his hat, trying to preserve that last trace 
of him. 

In the texts just quoted, space stands for time and 
history. 

The figure of the man on the horse is, secretly, 
poignant. Under Attila, the "Scourge of God," under 
Genghis Khan, and under Tamerlane, the horseman 
tempestuously destroys and founds extensive empires, 
but all he destroys and founds is illusory. His work, 
like him, is ephemeral. From the farmer comes the 
word "culture" and from cities the word "civiliza
tion," but the horseman is a storm that fades away. In 
his book Die Germanen der Volkerwanderung (Stuttgart, 
1939), Capelle remarks apropos of this that the Greeks, 
the Romans, and the Germans were agricultural peo
ples. 

JORGE LUIS BoRGES 

Jorge Luis Borges is the celebrated Argentine writer. 
This essay was translated by Norman Thomas di Gio
vanni. It will appear in a collection of Borges's essays 

· to be published by E. P. Dutton in 1983. 

'-------~~:--:-~~=====-~~~--:::::, 
Sunday night 

THE ELECT ONIC KINGDOM 

N ED BEATTY was so convincing as the Reverend 
Freddie Stone i ABC's movie, "Pray TV," that 

when Stone, a dead ri ger for Pat Robertson of "The 
700 Club," asked tro bled viewers to dial the 800 
number on their scree , some 15,000 of them actually 
did so. The real vide evangelists get many more 

each week, and some take in 
ars a year in donations from 

their viewers. Electron c preachers now transmit the 
Good News full-time ver three independent Chris
tian broadcasting net rks, thirty-five nonprofit TV 
stations, and a multit de of radio stations. Viewers 
who prefer to take th ·r fire and brimstone with a 
spoonful of sugar can ip to Christian spin-offs of 
secular programming: testimonial talk shows, born
again variety shows, scrambled-scripture quiz shows, 
redemptive soap operas, or prophesying pep talks. 
They can choose their preachers from a range of rhe
torical stylists: charmers, confiders, shouters, weepers, 
jokers, logicians, healers. 

Over the years-ever since the first regular religious 
broadcasts were aired in 1922 on Chicago evangelist 

Paul Rader's station, JBT ("Where Jesus Blesses Thou
sands")-there have been many rags-to-tabernacles 
success stories. Oral oberts, once a tubercular stut
terer, parlayed a po able revival tent and a healing 
hand into an electro ic ministry and a hospital as tall 
as the seven-story esus who appeared to him one 
night in a dream ision. Jim Bakker, the son of a 
factory worker, beg n as a puppeteer and became the 
misty-eyed host of' The PTL Club," the chief attraction 
of the Heritage U. .A. retreat in South Carolina, and 
president of the PT (Praise The Lord) Network. Robert 
Schuller, of the " our of Power," began preaching 
atop the refresh ent stand in an Orange County 
drive-in movie the ter, and now speaks from a cheery 
sunlit pulpit in a onumental high-tech cathedral. 

T HE MOST FA OUS of all parvenu preachers, of 
course, is Jer Falwell, the son of an alcoholic 

wastrel, who beg his ministry in a Donald Duck 
bottling plant and nded up as preacher of the hour in 
1980: orator of the "Old Time Gospel Hour," spokes
man for the Mora Majority, butt of Johnny Carson 
jokes, and self-pro laimed kingmaker of conservative 
evangelicalism. 

It was Falwell ho moved religious broadcasting 
from a subculture ideshow into the political Big Top. 
He practically o ed the 1981 National Religious 
Broadcasters conv ntion, held only days after Ronald 
Reagan's inaugura ·on. At the accompanying Congres
sional Prayer Brea fast, nearly a hundred members of 
Congress came to raise God and pay tribute to Fal
well, who glowed like a prophet fulfilled. Electronic 
preachers and co servative politicians alike looked 
forward to a born- gain America of prayerful schools, 
plentiful armame ts, and chastened humanists. The 
only discouraging ord came from keynote speaker 
Billy Graham, wh arned of the dangers involved 
when preachers ha around with politicians, a lesson 
he had learned th hard way from Richard Nixon. 
(Graham has raise his political involvement to a 
higher plane: hen campaigns for arms control.) 

But a year later t e "disciplined, charging army" of 
conservative evangeli alism was being threatened on 
several fronts. Moder e evangelicals and liberal main-
line Protestants had b gun to mobilize their constitu
encies and to sponsor their own media programs. The 
new Arkansas statute ranting creationism equal bill-
ing with evolution i science classrooms had been 
overturned, its propo ents practically laughed out of 
the courtroom. More ver, it had become evident that 
the coalition between the religious right and the secu-
lar right was a marri ge of convenience, not of com
patibility. Ronald Re gan had left his frumpy moral 
agenda to stew in t e kitchen while he squired his 
more glamorous eco omic program around town. He 
had flouted Falwell i appointing Sandra O'Connor to 
the Supreme Court, a d he had flinched in the contro-

versy over tax-exem\ t status for s~~ 



Nightmares of the Poles and. the Lesniks 
THE KING OF THE FIELDS 

I
N my Stalinist c ood, wit~ indoctrination heavy 
even in kindergarten, I was obsessed with kulaks. 
Derived from the Russian word for fist, the term 
designated well-to-do peasants resisting collectiv

ization, whom Soviet propaganda had turned into omni
present agents of evil to be blamed for everything -
from the war in Korea to the lack of mints. When on the 
first day of school our teacher asked if anybody knew 
anything about the disaster that had struck Poland 
exactly 14 years before, on Sept. 1, 1939, I raised my 
hand and exclaimed: the kulaks invaded our country. 

Meanwhile my childhood is gone, arid so are kulaks 
- whom, to my great disappointment, hardly anybody 
remembers. What a d_elight then to open Isaac Bashevis 
Singer's recent novel and come across a kulak, and not 
an ordinary one, but a "kniez-kulak" (from "kniaz," a 
Ukrainian or ·Lithuanian prince) who loyally supports a 
red-haired Polish king, -Krol Rudy. Maybe I wasn't that 
wrong. Maybe instead of invading Poland, the kulaks 
defended it. After all: What is history? A sequence of 
names and dates educated people memorize and re
vere, but "simple" folks and "savages" take, like chil
dren, for a fairy tale; it names the evil and the go<><!; but 
otherwise it abounds in terrible events whose meaning 
escapes them. 

Ewa Kuryluk, currently_a _Rockefeller Fellow at the 
National Humanities Center, is the author of several 
books of essays and poems published in Poland. Her 
most recent books in English are "Salome and Judas in 
the Cave of Sex" and "The Fabric of Memory." 

12 - October 16, 1988 
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Mr. Singer's favorite genre has always been the 
fable. But in this late book, he turns to even more 
primitive sources of storytelling. He doesn't seem inter
ested in narrating anything anymore. What fascinates 
him are images and words leading him to a Stone Age_ 
wonderland - a Polish cave of childhood. This child
hood is not an age of innocence, but evokes a chaotic, 
animalistic and intuitive season that Hugo von Hof
mannsthal called "pre-existence" and Freud saw as a 
period repeating humanity's prehistory, with "the bow 
and arrow, those discarded primitive weapons of adult 
humanity ... relegated to the nursery." "The King of 
the Fields" begins befor; .,the invention of the calendar 
in prehistoric Poland and continues from nowhere to 
nowhere - a truly absurd fairy 
tale of sex and violence commit
ted in the course of a struggle 
between Lesniks ("foresters"), 
a tribe of cave-dwellers, hunt
ers and gatherers, and Poles 
who already cultivate fields -
" pola" - and derive their name 
from them. Initially mystified 
and confused, the reader soon 
starts realizing that Mr. Singer 
isn't after any sort of historical 
meaning. His is a strarige at
tempt to fuse the personal and 
the universal into a myth aris
ing from a dual perspective: 
that of an adult inspecting his 
infancy's hidden nightmares, 
and that of a primordial man, 
"the king of the fields," to whom 
the secrets of nature and the 
riddles of the world are utterly 
opaque. -

ever, is not the reality but a legendary scroll of a 
country stuck between famine and rage, flowing with 
vodka and suffering from agricultural failure. This 
prehistoric Poland is not a place to be recommended to 
tourists. Raw and ugly, it is caught in a spasm of pain 
that prevents it from being touched by the knowledge 
and beauty flourishing in other lands - Babylonia, 
Israel, Egypt, Syria. The Jew Ben Dosa, a representa
tive of civilization and a self-proclaimed evangelist of a 
distant religion, tries in vain to acquaint his savage 
friends with their names; they sound to them like 
dreams, but mean little to Yagoda ("berry"), "a young 
girl - barefoot, wearing a skirt made of animal skins" 
- who is first raped and then rewarded with a pretzel, 
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or to Cybula ("onion"), the only 
Lesnik who travels to Miasto 
("city"), climbs stairs and, 
looking out the window, feels 
"as if he were up in the sky, near 
the clouds." 

The violence of Mr. Singer's 
novel is undoubtedly fueled by 
his own early recollections of 
misery, despair _ and cruelty. 
What he keeps unfolding, how-

Isaac Bashevis Singer. 

It is obvious why Mr. Singer 
has selected his native Poland 
for this curious excursion into 
prehistory. But the choice of 
this corridor country as the seat 
of a horrible and grotesque, 
backward and infantile utopia 
of submission and rebellion has 
a long literary tradition. Calde
ron's "Life Is a Dream" (1635) , 
a philosophical drama of revolt 
against blind fate, takes place in 
Poland, and so do other plays 
inspired by him, including Hugo . 
von Hof mannsthal's "Turm," 
started in 1907 and finished two 
decades later: In· its third and 
most apocalyptic version, Hof
mannsthal's drama f ea tu res an 
army of children led· by a chil
dren's king across a country 
that violence, inflation, corrup-

tion, hunger, fire, plague and war have turned into a 
wasteland. A simila r motif echoes in Mr. Singer 's book: 
women stage an uprising, kill most m en and crown 
Cybula against his will. Although he objects to being a 
king of females and infants, a pumpkin, put on top of his 
head, t ransforms him into a true krol of kids - a good
natured alternative to Ubu Roi, the grim govern.Qr of 
Alf red J arry's Poland. 

they allegorize, as in medieval fables or morality plays, 
the landscapes of his childhood - the fo rests, fields , 
shtetls and folk who inhabit them - a nd transform 
them into a strange cave-scape where women are 
called Laska ("grace") or Kora ("bark") or Yagoda 
and give themselves to men in grottoes or in hollow tree 

carries the diminutive name Nosek, instead of the 
regular Nos ("nose") - and the sudden yells, "Niech 
zye Polska, " " Tak, tak, tak," "Pravda! Pravda!" 
("Long live Poland," "Yes, yes, yes," "Truth! 
Truth! "). 

A playground of kulaks, krols and the devil, prehis
toric Poland in "The King of the F ields" represents the 
opposite of a paradise lost, the usual goal for a return to 
one's origins. And yet we know why Mr. Singer is drawn 
to this wilderness. Pursued by the smell of firs, the 
taste of berries, the touch of bark and female skin, he 
re-enters the peculiar cave of his childhood in order to 
ponder over our "pre-existence." D 

The strength of I. B. Singer's novel comes from the 
language, as it constantly undermines the flow of the 
narrative by infusing into the text - written in Yiddish 
and t ranslated into English by the author - Polish 
words and phrases. Because of their concrete meaning 

-trunks. 

• • • 
A bilingual reader will enjoy the book most, greet

ing with laughte r Mr. Singer's deliberately infantile· 
excursions into folklore, linguistics and etymology -
conversations about the witch Baba Yaga or why a man 

·, . 
.... . •\ 
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By MYRA KLOCKENBRINK 

As much as 85 percent of the range
land in the Western United States -
about 685 million acres - is being 
turned into desert by overgrazing and 
other problems, according to a study 
prepared for the United Nations Envi
ronment Program. 

The desertification manifests itself 
through low groundwater tables, salini
zation of topsoil and water, reduced 
surface waters, high soil erosion and 
acute loss of native vegetation. The 
result is the general impoverishment 
of an ecosystem's productivity. 

The land is principally degraded in 
two ways: overgrazing by cattle and 
salinization of the soil due to poor 
drainage on irrigated farmland. While 
salinization is more deadly - plants 
will not grow in salt-laden soil - over
grazing, while not necessarily irrevers
ible, is by far the most pervasive cause 
of desertification. 

Monitoring Costs Unmet 
At the heart of the rangeland's poor 

state of repair, according to Govern
ment officials, is a lack of adequate 
funds to monitor the number of cattle 
on public land or to manage them prop
erly. 

At least 265 million acres of Federal 
lands are made available to livestock 
grazing. Grazing fees generated by the 
leasing of these lands are well below_ 

Ranchers begin 
to see themselves 
as an endangered · . 
species. 

evaporation to determine productive 
yield on cropland and rangeland west 
of the lOOth meridian. This runs from 
central North Dakota through central · 
Texas. 

Dr. Dregne, the author of the United 
Nations report, which is soon to be 
published, classified 430 million acres 
of this area as suffering a 25 to 50 
percent reduction in yield from that of 
a healthy state. Thirteen million acres 
showed very severe degradation, 
largely because of salinization, with 
more than a 50 percent reduction in 
their ability to sustain crop yields or 
natural vegetative production. When 
land is abandoned, it becomes a source 
of dust storms and water erosion, even
tually becoming sterile sand dunes. 

Dr. Dregne says he believes these 13 
million acres are "irreversibly degrad
ed and cannot be economically re
habilitated or improved."" 

Government reports have made sim
ilar findings, although they are not 
usually expressed in terms of desertif i
cation. 

Chief among the expensive habits 
that have depleted the land in the West 
is overgrazing. The cattle industry be
gan with millions of acres of free and 
unrestricted pasturage. Though much 
of the damage was done in the great 
cattle drives of the late 1800's, the 
number of cattle on the land has 
reached an all-time high of more than 
19 million head in the 11 Western states 
today. 

The number of cattle and the long 
periods they are kept in one area are 
what leads to overgrazing, and repeat
ed overgrazing undermines tissue re
serves until the plant grows weak and . 
dies. 

"The Western range has been kept in 
a dynamic state of degradation," said 
Lynn Jacobs, the author of a forthcom
ing book, "Waste of the Land," about 
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the effects of overgrazing on public 
those charged for private land, officials lands. "People get the impression that 
say, and don't cover monitoring costs. the land has always looked like this. 
As a result, range managers don't have But just as your hair doesn't turn gray 
the data to enforce reduction in grazing overnight, this land has been degraded 
capacity. over a long period of time, and it con-

A report by the General Accounting tinues to be degraded." 

A study done for the United Nations says that 13 million acres in the 
_United States show signs of very se~ere degredati_on. 

Office found that 75 percent of the While pressure from environmental iting the use of the land -to wildlife, 
public lands believed to be ove_rstocked groups and congressmen has led to excluding any human impact. In fact, 
had not been scheduled by either the some changes in land management they contend that management by the 
Bureau of ~and Mangem~nt _or _the practices, cattle ranchers have op- . livestock industry accounts for in
Forest Service for a reduction m hve- posed new restrictions on the size of creases in wildlife numbers and con-
s tock. herds and the higher fees for the use of servation of land. 

'.' We're not. g~tting th~ job done," public lands. "In our part of Montana my father 
said Robert Wilhamson, director of the "For too long the permittees have never saw any wildlife," said Joe Et
Range Man~gement Program of the had priority," said David Oman, rang-1 ch(!rt, a rancher in Glasgow, Mont., 
Forest Service. "We do_n't. have the er for the Sawtooth National Park in who is president of the Public Lands 
re~o.urce_s to do the momtorm,? or ad- Idaho, said of ranchers whose cattle Council, an organization for the 31,000 
mmistermg of our allotments. graze on public land). "They talk about Federal permit holders. "Today we 

Dr. Harold Dregne, the Horn Profes- it as their land." have hundreds of hunting parties com-
sor ~f Soil Science at Te~a~ T~ch Uni- Livestock operators contend that ing to our area each year to participate 
versity, measured precipitation and preservationists are interested in lim- in our game harves~. " 

Cattle typical of the range today are 
northern European imports, which, un
like their bison counterparts, are fond 
of wet places and high-protein forage 
and dislike going far for either. Howev
er, wet places and good forage are 
scarce in the arid West. So while it may 
take one acre of land to raise a cow in 
Georgia, it may take 20 in Colorado or 
as many as 200 in the desert Southwest. 

"We have tried to make the West a 
replica of Georgia by damming our 
rivers, through irrigation and ground
water mining," said George 
Wuerthner, an ecologist who studies 

The Fragile Landscape 
If too many cattle graze on dry land, soil can 

become compacted , so rainwater cannot reach 

the effects of overgrazing. "And we 
have failed. We have achieved deserti
fication instead." 

Many of the native grasses, like the 
grama grasses and bunchgrasses 
known to live 100 to 150 years, have 
been eradicated by grazing. Because 
they are among the most desirable 
forage, they are the first to be eaten. In 
addition, they are crowded out by the 
desert sagebrush, mesquite and intro
duced exotic grasses that quickly take 
over the depleted soil. 

The delicate layer of topsoil, often 
held together by no more than a thin 
mat of algae, fungus or lichens, is easi
ly broken apart by cattle roaming for 
forage. The soil is then exposed to wind 
and water erosion and the further infil
tration of desert shrubs and non-native 
plant species. 

Dr. Robert Stebbins of the Zoology 
Department at University of California 
at Berkeley, an expert on California 
desert systems, said, "the shift toward 
weedy species such as the Russian 
Thistle or tumbleweed tends to create 
monocultures, a uniform vegetation 
without the biological diversity" so im
portant to all natural landscapes. 

The prolonged presence of foo many 
cattle further degrades the West's dry 
lands by compacting the fine clay soil 
and preventing what precipitation 
there may be from reaching the roots 
of plants. Rain on heavily grazed land 
will run off, carrying the topsoil with it 
and polluting streams and rivers. 

In the West, riparian zones, the 
~arrow belts of land along waterways, 
represent a small proportion of the 
land, but are critical to the overall 
ecological health of the rangeland be· 
cause it here that the greatest diversity 
of plant and animal life exists. A 1990 
report by th_e Environmental Protec-
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roots of delicate grasses (inset). 
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tion Agency found that "riparian areas 
throughout the West are in the worst 
condition in history. " 

Because cattle need water( 20 gal
lons a day for each cow, according to 
the Bureau of Land Management) they 
congregate along streams and mead
ows. However, a fragile streambai1k is 
easily destroyed by the 1,000-pound ani
mals. Tender grasses and saplings that 
line th4= streams provide succulent 
feasts for cattle, destroying the habitat 
for other animals. Eventually, the wa
ter table falls through the deepening 
and widening of the stream bed, and if 
the cattle stay long enough, they will 
eff~('t\vely turn a stream into a dry 
arroyo bed. . 

Mr. Williamson said that more than 
half of the 101 million acres under the 
Forest Service protection were unsuit
able for livestock grazing, but never
theless were still being used. 

A bill now in Congress would raise 
grazing fees from $1.97 per cow per 
month to $8.70 by 1995. Ranchers say 
that such an increase would make cat
tle too expensive to raise. 

"We'll go out of business a piece at a 
time," said Kenneth Spann, a rancher 
in the Gunnison Valley of Colorado. 
"Our land will be subdivided and devel
oped, and the water will go to the 
highest bidder, Denver or California, 
who knows?" 

Before the era of great cattle drives, 
bison, bear and other wildlife were 
abundant. Giant trees paved the moun
~ain sides and commanded flood plains 
and grasses grew as high as a horse's 
belly. 

"Now it's hard to find anything 
growing that would scratch a horse's 
ankles," said Norbert Riedy of the Wil
derness Society. "The natural grass
lands are all but gone." 
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A R.EPOR. TER. AT LAR.GE 
THE TOWER.5 OF LIGHT 

. j\N April morning in Manhattan: of the buildings-an army of giants. It .fl. winds out of the northwest is also the way they take the play of 
tease to the limit every movable light. On a day like this, the sky is a 

part of the city, filling the air with ring- volatile mixture of brilliance and moodi
ing and banging, and with bu:ff eting ness, and most of the buildings are faced 
energies contagious with challenge and with glass. The glass is kept sparkling 
expectation. On such a day, the .. ~ky- clean by squadrons of window-washers, 
scrapers of midtown are at their best. and it reflects. It reflects light very 
Coming upon them on such a day, brightly and shadow very darkly, and 
coming upon them suddenly-emerg- it also bounces the light around from 
ing, for example, from the intimate fa<;ade to fa<;ade, creating- a luminous 
scale of Fifty-sixth Street onto Sixth darkness here, a fuzzy motleyness there, 
Avenue-I am reminded of nothing so and a plane of almost blinding bright
much as of a sudden view of a moun- ness in another place-all this con
tain range. In particular, I am re- stantly moving over the massive forms 
minded of a hike I made years ago up with the movement of the weather 
Mount Mansfield, in Y ermont: the across the sky. A contrast of solidity and 
long, solitary climb enclosed by forest, chan geability. as in mountains. A few 
the approach to. a ridge, and then, un- b locks away, on Park Avenue, is an
expectedly, through an opening in the other gathering of colossi, and here, 
trees, the sight of the Green Mountains perhaps because the avenue is wider 
marching away in light and in darkness, . than Sixth, the changeableness seems 
in silence, under a turbulent sky. The calmer and slower, and the image
similarity is the abrupt change of per- ry that comes to mind is subaqueous. 
spective from closeness to immensity, a The shade is watery and stippled, the 
change that is a little . frightening, as shafts of light between buildings are 
if, childlike, one had assumed that the soft and particulate, and the buildings 
small, near world of a moment ago themselves-especially in the down
represented the boundaries of creation. town direction, where they appear to 
But what reminds me of mountains is crowd together against the expanse of 
not just the hugeness and the multitude the Pan-Am Building-seem weight-

Croquet Mat ch 

less and bluish gray in the atmospheric 
distance. Submarine mountains. One 
could not find a more urban setting; 
one could not ·find a place more explicit
ly divorced from the natural world 
than the heart of Manhattan. And yet 
here the traditional, rather formal dis
tance between architecture and nature, 
that clear distinction between what 
is from the hand of God and what is 
from the hand of man, is broken down. 
On days like this, the glass towers of mid
town not only remind one of the natu
ral world; they incorporate nature, romp 
with it, orchestrate it, amplify it. 

T HE glass curtain wall stands at a 
point in history where the opti

mism and the disillusionment of our age 
meet, or, to put it another way, where 
the spirit seeking liberation from the 
past encounters fear of the future. In 
19 7 8, the skyscrapers of midtown
skyscrapers anywhere-are for many 
people symbols of what is threatening 
about the time in which we live, a sym
bolism that may not be universal but 
is surely closer to being orthodox than 
to being iconoclastic. The towers are 
aggressive images of capitalism and 
technology-forces that are no longer 
unambiguously associated with good
ness. The astounding size of .the build
ings is as likely to put us in mind of 
helplessness in a regimented honeycomb 
as of man's power; their logical sim
plicity as soon reminds us of the disap
pearance of warmth and grace as of 
boldness and purity. And yet these same 
steel-framed, glass-skinned towers owe 
their existence to a movement that 
found expression in words like "hon
esty,'' "morality,'' and "truth." The 
movement was an architectural one, 
but it was far more than an isolated en
deavor to develop a new aesthetic style. 
It belonged to the broader modern mis
sion of reform: the struggle against 
the stubborn grip of traditional values. 

-The origins of the movement lie deep in 
the nineteenth century, but it achieved 
as cendancy only in the last twenty
five years- the years in which the sky
scrapers that now dominate midtown 
were built. Contemplating mid-Man
hattan in the late nineteen-seventies 
against the thought of the idealism that 
inspired it, one gets a doubly jolting 
sense of historical perspective. To see 
the buildings as the fruit of a rebel
lious vision that took shape so very 
long ago provokes an eerie awareness 
of the slowness of history, while to 

1 
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He ignored the pall 
. of his grandmother's 
absence as he sat in the 
hall and ate salad. No 
matter how impossible 
it was to guess his fa
ther's whims and log
ic, whatever he said 
seemed right. Ridicu
lous and drunk though 
he often was, there was 
in him something solid, 
absolute. 

His grandmother 
was the mystery. She 
who had always been 
the plainest and the 
most predictable one 
of the three of them. 
How could she fade so 
quickly? Certainly her 
love could be taken for 
granted; it had never 
had to be spoken. 
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SAL£S 

With no transition 
he was aware of, he 
was crying, sobbing up 
some of the salad, wip
ing his mouth with the 
back of his hand and 
putting the plate on the 
floor. He could hear 

"Then, too, of course, there's the damned human factor out there, 
and that, gentlemen, can be a wily little rascal." 

the indifferent sound of 
the jeep, going away. 
It was impossible she would leave like 
that, with no announcement. He must 
bring back outlines of her, some clue to 
her reality. Yet despite every determina
tion, she floated back into his memory 
now only as an interceding spirit, 
stripped of identity. 

She was company. Padding about, 
seeing to things, soothing the sense of 
being cut off. From school ("He needs 
no school"-his father's edict). From 
church ("They speculate"). She was 
his dearest friend. 

Now what was left besides his fa
ther, the place? Well, he should re
member the Assyrian's delivery boy, 
who pedalled his bike fast on the way 
out here so they would have time to 
play. Sori Boy. Sometimes they ven
tured into the edge of the woods, or 
into one of the cave washes to find 
bats. But even that no more. He could 
not leave the confines of the house. My 
father and I are alone now. We don't 
need anyone else. 

Instead, he would feast Son Boy in 
the kitchen, hear his outlandish stories. 
He had a delicate laugh. And his color
ing, black, pink, white, each distinct 
in the most intriguing way. This little 
Negro did not complain when his fin
ger was cut off in the Assyrian's meat 
machine. Rode right on out here with 
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a rag on the stub. Didn't it hurt? Yes, 
it did. The pain was acknowledged 
in such a curious, peaceful manner. 
But then Son Boy was a liar. He 
bragged that his mother and stepfather 
had a total of thirty-six children. He 
talked about them all as one-one en
larged person with whom he lived 
some kind of exalted life. 

The Assyrian should be called up 
first thing in the morning and given 
a mammoth order. 

N IGHT was getting away and he 
had had no sleep. If he kept 

putting off going to bed, his father 
would be waking, agitating for more 
whiskey. Stealthily he unlocked the 
front doors and stood again near the 
drive. He looked up at the myrtle trees, 
the road that she had left by, presided 
over now by quite a usual moon. 

When he reached for his couch, it 
felt good to lie down. Before he went 
to sleep, he would force himself to re
member words that were actually hers, 
anything verbatim. First, a little whis
key. The hot liquor ran through him 
in a pleasing way, filling things out
blank spaces, frets. 

His father's end of their murmurings 
came back easily: 

Of the National G eographic, "No 

issue is ever misplaced if it is kept m 
sequence." 

"You, the purveyor of justice r" 
Sounds beat against the air, but he 

could hear no words. 
When she was busy about the house 

or reading, if you went up to her to 
talk, she looked at you, and in the sky
like eyes set deep in wrinkles you could 
see ideas passing before she could break 
through to you. Then came the phrase 
that did for everything. For sores and 
bruises, for observations about the 
world, even for hugs and kisses, which 
she returned with full ardor, there was 
the same response from her pale and 
straight mouth. "To think," she would 
say. "Think of that." 

-BERRY MORGAN 

• 
The firm said it had developed the 

Super-X "Xpediter" to fill a void be
tween the standard high-velocity .22-
caliber Long Rifle cartridge and the .22 
Winchester Magnum Rimfire cartridges. 
The "Xpediter" puts Winchester-West
ern into direct competition with CCI In
dustries, of Lewiston, Idaho. CCI mar
kets what it calls the "Stinger" high
velocity .22-caliber rimfire round aimed 
at the small-game hunter.-Dayton 
(Ohio) Daily News. 

Right between the eyes? 



think of how recently that v1s1on be
came a reality is to realize also how re
cently and with what speed attitudes 
toward the spirit of this century have 
changed. 

Two neoclassic buildings still stand 
on midtown Park Avenue: St. Barthol
omew's and the Racquet Club-signifi
cantly, perhaps, a church and an exclu
sive society. But these bastions of re
ligion and aristocracy look rather fine 
among the glass towers of secular de
mocracy (one might even say that the 
two styles complement each other), and, 
though their functions may belong to 
the past, it's probably true that if the 
wreckers appeared again in this part of 
town the church and the club would 
have more defenders than the skyscrap
ers around them. In all likelihood, the 
two buildings would be defended not 
for the cultural values they represent 
but for the way they look- a distinction 
that was not al ways made back in the 
days when the Beaux-Arts tradition 
dominated Western architecture to the 
point of suppressing anything differ
ent. When, in the nineteenth centu
ry, aesthetic possibilities in architecture 
were greatly expanded by new tech
niques of engineering, the architectural 
establishment in Europe (there was no 
architectural establishment of any kind 
in America), which was led by the 
Ecole des Beaux-Arts in Paris, intran-
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FOR MANUAL Op~RATION 

1. STANO ~AGIN~ OOOR, ARMS AT s1oes, IOOY RELAXED. 

2. STEP FORWAqD WITH YOU~ ~IG~T FOOT, EXTEND LEfT A~M, 
AND GRASP HANOLi fl~MLY• 

3. DRAW lME ~AMO~i TOWARD you, STtPPl~v IACk AS You 00 so, 
T~US S~tfll~~ Wll~~T FROM YOOR Rlw~T FOOT TO ~OUR 

L&FT FOOT. 

4. \~ING ~OU~ aoo~ FORWA~O SY PLAGI~~ vou~ a1G~T FOOT \M 
F~O~T OF ~OU~ ~£FT FOOT, R£~EASI~~ HAWOLl AS YOU P~,$ 

TK~O~~~ DOOR FRA"E• 

~ ~lTU~~ L!FT ~~M TO You~ SIDE A~O CO~T·~~t ALT&R~ATI~~ 
YOUQ LIFT ANO Rl~~T Ft~T AJ YoU PROC&EO TO OESTIN~TlON. 
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sigently clung to traditional aesthet
ics even though the practical constraints 
out of which the aesthetics had evolved 
had been lifted. On the whole, aesthetic 
experimentation was confined to in
dustrial buildings, and the results were 
greeted by the establishment as a low 
grade of architecture, which served 
commerce and utility at the expense of 
art. The men who were inspired by the 
technological innovations were thus rel
egated to the outskirts of the architec
tural world. The atmosphere of antago
nism turned them from pioneers into 
rebels. As rebels, they had to develop 
an aesthetic philosophy of their own. 
That philosophy is best known by its 
tenet that form should follow func
tion, which is to say that aesthetics in 
architecture should derive from struc
ture; but, from the vantage of a length
ening historical perspective, it seems 
that an equally important tenet was 
that a building should look as little 
like a Beaux-Arts building as possible. 
In the eyes of the rebels, the tradition 
that for decades suppressed what they 
considered the manifest destiny of 
architecture came to represent a cast 
of mind that was reactionary not just 
in an aesthetic and cultural sense but in 
a moral sense as well. They 1 o o kc d 
in the direction of characteristics that 
were ph) sically the opposite of the 
Beaux-Arts style-flatness, simplicity, 
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straight lines, abstract forms-and 
came to associate these qualities with 
virtue as closely as they associated the 
old style with vice. 

The ardor and the fury, the utopian 
hopes and the avenging contumely, and, 
perhaps most of all, the interpretation of 
aesthetic choices as matters of good and 
evil ring in a latter-day ear with a dis
tinctly antique sound. At first, the tone 
was positive and en thusiastic. In 1852, 
a partisan commentator wrote, "Far 
be it from me to pretend that the style 
pointed out by our mechanics is what is 
sometimes miscalled an economical, a 
cheap style. No! It is the dearest of all 
the styles! ... I ts simplicity is that of 
justness; I had almost said, of justice. 
... The mechanics ... have already 
outstripped the artists, and have, by 
their bold and unflinching adaptation, 
entered the true track and hold up the 
light." But in the succeeding decades, as 
the custodians of "high architecture" 
continued to dismiss the innovators, the 
visionary optimism became seeded with 
resentments, which grew eventually 
into outright hatred. The anger came 
to a head in the nineties. In that dec
ade, the Dutch architect Hendrik 
Petrus Berlage called the work of the 
traditionalists "sham architecture; i.e., 
imitation; i. e., lying," and went on to 
say, "Our parents and grandparents 
as well as we ourselves have lived and 
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"Come in, M iss E dgerley. I have just succeeded 
Mr. Crompton as your new president." 

sti}1 live in surroundings more hideous 
than any known before .... Lying is 
the rule, truth is the exception." Writ
ing of that time, the Belgian painter and 
architect H enry van de V elde said, 
"The real forms of things were cov
ered over. In this period, the revolt 
against the falsifi cation of forms and 
against the past was a moral revolt." 
This was written in 1938 of a decade 
almost fifty years earlier, but it was 
not just an old man's reminiscence 
of a forgotten cause . The feeling be
hind all such remarks was carried in
tact well into this century. I have 
gleaned these quotations from "Space, 
Time and Architecture,'' by Sigfried 
Giedion. In 1 941 , the year the book 
was fi rst published, Giedion was not 
qu oting these crusaders in a spirit of de
tachment; he was ca rrying on both 
th eir loathing and th eir m essianic con
viction. F ar from simply recording 
the thoughts of people who in th e past 
had considered change in architecture a 
moral issue, he himself described the 
values of the traditionalists as an "infec
tion" and characterized the modern 
movement as a pursuit of truth. Of the 
popularity of classicism in America to
ward the end of the century, he said, 
"The immense appeal of this recreated 
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past ... can only be laid to a quite un
necessary national inferiority complex. 
... The classic and G othic fashions 
which in those years overwhelmed the 
constituent facts of American architec
ture had, of cou rse, nothing to do with 
tradition. They meant nothing more 
than the giving of an artificia l backbone 
to people who were weak in their emo
tional structure. Behind the screens of 
their houses-miniature Versailles, Tus
can villa, or medieval manor-or their 
skyscrapers in sacred G othic shapes, 
these people could hide their inner un
certainty. " There was nothing old
fashioned about Giedion's views when 
they were published. As the first com
prehensive analysis of the new ideology, 
his book gave a historical shape and a 
philosophical coherence to a movement 
whose time was only then just about to 
come. Throughout the n ineteen-forties 
and nineteen-fifties, A merican students 
of arch itecture regarded this book as 
their bible. 

The architectural remnants of th e 
traditional past which still exist are to
day perceived by most of us as ta
terly harmless, provoking reactions that 
range from indifference to reverence. 
Anger is almost unthinkable. F or my 
own part, when I observe the neo-
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classic architecture that, 
despite this city's compul
sion to destroy itself, still 
abounds in New York, I 
don't see the presumptu
ous, hypocritical tyranny of 
the old and corrupt over 
the young and pure. I 
doubt if anyone of my gen
eration would. Rather, I 
marvel at the freedom with 
which these American an
cestors plundered the aes
thetic treasuries of Western 
civilization, at the confi
dence with which they as
sumed inheritance . There 
is, it is true, a trace of 
Giedion in my reaction. I 
remember that w hen I first 
saw Versailles I thought of 
the mansions and gardens 
of the American rich and 
said to myself with mali
cious glee, "Oho ! So th is is 
the image to which they as
pired!" To the extent that 
neoclassic forms betray aris
tocratic egotism and pre
tensions in a democratic so-
ciety, they do have an air 
of foolish, self-weakening 
delusion. But on the whole 
my personal reaction to 
traditional architecture is 

amazement, touched with jealousy, 
at the sureness of possession, at the 
sense of rightful connectedness with 
and sustenance by the patrimony of 
Western traditions-a reaction that 
perhaps indicates how successfully those 
ties have been severed. Speaking gen
erally, the sense of oppression by the 
past, of a deadly contest w ith a force 
th at seeks to suffocate growth, seems to 
have faded away almost entirely (ex
cept, possibly, in the realm of political 
ideology ) , and to have been superseded 
by an urgent struggle of an entirely 
different sort-the struggle to control 
th e future that we have ourselves creat
ed. If architecture can be used as a test 
case, th at fut ure's fo rm was greatly 
influ enced by th e conception of th e past 
as antagonist. In a sense, we are now 
struggling with th e stubborn grip 
not of th e past but of the values creat
ed by th e rebellion against th e past. If 
architectural history indicates gener
al patterns in social history-and to 
some degree I th ink it does-this 
turnabout happened in the last twen
ty-five years. At least as far as archi
tecture is c on ce rn e d, in order to 
understand today the viewpoint of peo
ple who two decades ago saw them
selves as the vanguard one has to 
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make a concentrated effort of imagina
tion. 

TET'S touch base for a moment by 
L returning to the buildings them
selves-to what they look like, for ex
ample, on a smoggy August noon. 
Smog is the pedagogue of realism. 
In smog's classroom, all illusions are 
put to flight and an insistent dullness 
overtakes everything-even gree.!i 
trees, even the faces of children, even 
light itself. The buildings of mid
town M anhattan are no match for 
smog. On a smoggy day, they become 
inert masses-heavy, featureless, inspir
ing dread. The glass surfaces become 
dim and lifeless, enhancing only feel
ings of entrapment. Stripped of all play, 
the hugeness has the effect no longer of 
extending the imagination but, rather, 
of squashing it, of weighing down on 
people with a lesson in human small
ness and triviality. On a smoggy day 
in mid-Manhattan, a person can feel 
lost and left behind, as though he were 
in a world in which 
there was no breath, no 
pulse, no quicksilver; 
as though he were not 
in the world at all but 
in the graveyard of a 
world that had van-
ished with all its liveli
ness, leaving only mon
strous, bl a nk, and 
meaninglessly overbear
ing tombstones. 

A CENTRAL ele
ment through 

which one might trace 
the development of the 
modern aesthetic is 
glass-among the most 
striking features of the 
buildings, and a hall
mark of the movement 
that produced them. 
The progr essive eye 
was attracted to untra
ditional m a terials as 
well as to new designs, 
and of these materials 
glass became one of the 
most prominent-as es
sential to the character 
of modern architecture 
as marble, brick, and 
granite had been to 
earlier styles. Glass is 
an ancient compound, 
but, for various reasons, 
in our era it came to 
represent liberation 
from antiquity and the 
realization of the futur-

1st1c spmt. Symbolically, visually, and 
philosophically, the modern aesthetic 
pointed toward glass. Ranges of glazed 
towers are now so familiar to _the 
American city dweller that the conven
tion of glass seems hardly worth re
marking on, but by looking at the pre
dilection for this material in earlier days 
one can perhaps capture a sense of the 
excitement that propelled the move
ment. 

The attraction to glass began, in 
the middle of the nineteenth century, 
with the invention that started all the 
trouble in the first place. This was the 
iron frame, which took over from 
the walls the burden of supporting the 
weight of a building. Thus, the walls, 
instead of being the supporters, became 
a load, supported by the inner frame. 
In such a structure, a wall was just a 
covering. The inner frame was also a 
departure from the past in that it was 
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strong not because of great mass, as in 
traditional stone buildings, but because 
of the way the pieces were put to
gether-a method whereby an equilib
rium was created so that the pieces 
reinforced each other. (And the ma
terial itself-iron and, later, steel-was 
stronger and more elastic than stone.) 
This kind of frame, by itself, was an 
airy skeleton whose parts took up much 
less space than was required by the 
massive masonry wall that supported 
traditionally structured buildings. E x
panses of solid mass were unnecessary. 
Before this invention, the size of a 
window was the result of a close bar
gain with the need to have supporting 
stone walls, but the new method freed 
most of the surface area-the walls
from all functions except those of pro
viding shelter and admitting light, both 
of which could be accomplished handily 
by glass. The shift of the full load of a 

"And what reared its ugly head today?" 
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building to an inner frame was gradual 
(the first true skeleton structure-the 
first building in which an iron frame 
bore all the load-was a factory built 
in France in 1871-72), but even in 
the intermediate stages of the transition 
pioneering architects took advantage of 
the diminished structural importance of 
walls by reserving large areas for glass. 
Many of the cast-iron commercial build
ings of the eighteen-fifties and eighteen
sixties, for example, had fa<_;ades th.at 
were mostly windows set in a webbing 
of columns, arches, and ledges; and 
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the huge industrial exhibition halls 
(one was the Crystal Palace, built in 
London in 1851) were like mam
moth greenhouses, with vast, encom
passing skylights of glass mullioned with 
wrought iron. Long, glass-roofed train 
sheds are another example of this early 
style. There was no need to use so 
much glass, however. Any material 
would have done, provided that it served 
as a covering; and, indeed, for a long 
time many buildings supported by inner 
frames were constructed with masonry 
walls and with windows of a tradition-

al size, in accordance with Beaux-Arts 
aesthetics. An extensive use of glass 
tended to emphasize the new technol
ogy, pointing up the thinness of the sup
ports and the role of the wall as an 
unsupporting covering; and the over
whelming tendency in the mainstream 
of architecture was to cloak the new 
technology-that is, if it was used at 
all-in a neoclassic disguise. 

To the eye trained in the Beaux-Arts 
tradition, expanses of glass were ugly, 
and, given the degree to which reac
tion against that tradition formed the 

"Well, so far I'd say this vacation has been a good investment." 

new aesthetic, this prob
ably sealed the future 
of glass as a major ar
chitectural material. If 
one believed that form 
should follow function, 
glass was the perfect 
covering for a building 
supported by an inner 
frame, and it also pos
sessed the virtue of 
having visual attributes 
that put it at the oppo
site pole from an aes
thetic based on the at
tributes of stone. We 
now look upon the me
diocre-perhaps even 
the "hideous" -crea
tions of the old school 
with tolerant fondness. 
But if one imagines 
what it must have been 
like to be thrilled by 
the possibilities opened 
by engineering ad
vances, and yet decade 
after decade see the 
architectural establish
ment, reinforced by 
public taste, continue to 
reject those possibilities, 
one can also imagine 
how dreary and op
pressive the traditional 
buildings became in the 
eyes of the progres
sives: how all that 
heavy stone, all those 
arches and porticoes, 
all that statuary and 
ornamentation began 
to look ludicrously 
pompous and affected, 
fussy and dead; how 
the very words "tradi
tional" and "classical" 
came to connote pla
giarism, sterility, and 
monotony. And one 
can imagine, too, how 
attractive, under the 
circumstances, attri
butes like flatness-the 



beauty of the simple plane- and thin
ness and lightness became; how, re
pelled by encrustations of ornamen
tation, the progressive eye was drawn 
to the abstract, the pure, the "un
worked" materials. Glass was not the 
only substance that offered this kind 
of relief, but in a theoretical way it 
matched the need almost perfectly. 
Theoretically, glass is thinness, flatness, 
and lightness made palpable. Theoreth 
cally, glass is the opposite of stone: it is.
about as abstract as a solid material can 
be: it is practically nonexistent-you can 
see right through it. Theoretically, glass 
has no details at all. If one imagines 
the sense of oppression generated by 
the continuing rejection of new visual 
ideas, one can see how this rebuff 
caused the old style to become associ
ated in the minds of the innovators 
with cultural bankruptcy, falsehood, 
and even immorality. One can see how 
glass became a symbol of modern ideal
ism, of liberation from the past, of jus
tice, morality, and truth. It is not diffi
cult to recapture the heady sense of 
freedom and beauty offered by the con
cept of a frame of steel I-beams bolted 
together in a perfect equilibrium and 
covered with a thin, taut skin of glass: 
not windows-not even a wall, real
ly-but just a sheer wrapping hung on 
the simple frame. 

The concept did not become actuali
ty until 1952, the year Lever House 
was constructed, on Park Avenue. But 
in 1921 Mies van der Rohe, carrying 
the no longer new principles to their 
logical conclusion, drew a picture of 
what for a long time remained just an 
idea. In the picture, thirty floors seem 
to float like discs around a cluster of 
slender, soaring pylons. The pylons are 
the most solid-looking aspect of the 
building. The horizontal floors rank 
second. The glass surface of the build
ing is completely transparent-in vis
ual terms, hardly there at all. Behind 
the building are some tiny, very decrep
it-looking stone houses. Given the date, 
this picture might be called the seminal 
fantasy behind our glass cities. Gor
don Bunshaft, the architect of Lever 
House, which last year celebrated its 
twenty-fifth anniversary, said to me 
recently, "The idea was to build with 
a minimal amount of structure and 
covering. We wanted an abstract 
building that expressed the tension be
tween the steel structure and the tight
ness and thinness of the glass skin. We 
wanted to be sure we were doing a 
twentieth-century building, an honest 
building. The old masonry buildings 
were pseudo copies of Renaissance pal
aces. Glass and steel are honest mate
rials. Steel is a product of our time. 

Glass and steel are an expression of 
our time." There is not much differ
ence between the vision of 1 921 (or 
even the less evolved intimations of 
the nineteenth century) and that of 
197 8-and yet the background is so 
different now. A description of glass 
and steel as "honest" is little more 
than a poeticism-it's apt enough, but 
one could as well speak poetically of 
stone as "honest." Our feelings toward 
the architecture ' of the past, far from 
being angry, are now mixed with re
gret that we wantonly destroyed so 
much of it. The aesthetic of "honest" 
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on an opinion of the buildings. Particu
larly if you take them, as I do here, 
not individually but all toge ther, they 
are less like artifacts than like a natural 
phenomenon, and lend themselves to 
analysis about as helpfully as the er
ratic weather with which they are in 
partnership. In short, far from being 
abstract, glass is the most subjective of 
materials. It is partly because of this 
gap between theory and actuality that 
I find it necessary to return every so 
often to an unideological look at the 
buildings themselves. 

glass and steel is compelling in its own A BONNY October afternoon. As 
right, but there is something missing one walks along the avenues of 
today which added greatly to its attrac- midtown, one notices that the glass 
tion in 1921. It's an ideal whose beau- fa<.;ades reflect not only light but 
ty depended to a significant degree on images. They vividly reproduce the sky 
the relief it offered from something and the cloud formations in it, and also 
else. Now that the something else is no the surrounding buildings-the new 
longer oppressive to us-even itself of- glass ones and the older, neoclassic ones 
fers a relief-the aesthetic seems to be of stone. In most of the reflections, the 
left without emotional force: to be a surrounding architecture is distort
piety deprived of the Devil, a revolution ed. The kinds of distortion vary from 
without an establishment. building to building and sometimes 

There is another kind of discrepan- from pane to pane, but the general 
cy which has struck me even more effect is a swirling and breaking and 
forcefully. As I look at the fait accom- wriggling of the lines, keeping all the 
pli-not just Lever House but all the images in constant, sinuous motion as 
glass-faced skyscrapers-it seems to me one walks along, making the older, 
that there is a glaring contradiction be- more decorated buildings look like Ji: 
tween the inspiration and the work . ..,_quefied barogue, and causing the newer 
For me, the gap exists most clearly in skyscrapers, with their strict verticals 
the difference between the theory and and horizontals, to seem as though 
the actuality of glass. If I were asked they were in the process of some violent 
to say just one thing about these build- dissolution. The effect is made especial
ings, I would say that they are never ly striking by the fact that the reflec
exactly the same as my last memory tions of the sky-possibly because of the 
of them. Fickleness is a pan of their distance-are in most cases not dis
very nature, and it is embedded in the torted, thus lending an aura of actuali
material that is essential to their con- ty to the topsy-turvy of the architec
ception: glass. The changeableness of tural reflections. All this amounts to a 
the glass fa<;ades is caused partly by the form of ornamentation: a complicated, 
weather. New York weather comes in fluid, extravagantly whimsical orna
many varieties, and for each the glass mentation of buildings that are other
towers have an answering style. But wise as staunchly rectilinear and austere 
how they look is also affected by the as buildings can be. If one were trying 
time of day, the season, and the angle to describe these buildings in them
of vision, and very likely there are selves-that is, without their reflec
many factors that I haven't thought tions-one might say that they were 
of. However various the factors, they the polar opposite of clouds, mischief, 
work upon the same stuff. The pro- or fantasy. One might call them sterile 
tean quality of those vitreous skins monoliths, or manifestations of an ex
makes it nearly impossible to settle cessive ego, or products of the severest 

logic and so tributes to reason-but 
never a vision of a delirious! · 
and uncontro ed Heraclitean universe. 

TAY impressions can be so bizarrely 
L at variance with professional con
ceptions that sometimes it is difficult 
for a person within a profession to re
spond to what a layman sees. This 
turned out to be the case with my ob
servations of glass. One of the chief 
differences between the ways an ama-
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teur and an architect look at a building 
is that an architect sees it in terms of 
choices made by its designer, whereas 
an amateur innocently reacts to what
ever strikes his eye . What strikes my 
eye in midtown is the action of light 
on th e huge glass surfaces, which has 
the effect of occasionally rendering the 
whole vista undistinguished and op
pressive, and at other times endowing 
it with a remarkable grace. But t hese 
effects, I have learn ed, are not matters 
of choice, and so to the appraising pro
fessional eye they do not exist. Mid
town Manhattan as seen by me- as 
described here by me-is a continuous 
accident. 

One of the most glorious phases of 
what I now know is an accident is the 
way the fas;ades can reflect multiple dis
torted images, overwhelming the recti
linear dogmatism of the forms with 
deranging geometric chaos, making the 
buildings seem to comment on them
selves in a witty, ironic way. To my 
na"ive eye, the reflections were such a 
salient as well as wonderful feature that 
I had thought that quite possibly they 
resulted from conscious choices-that, 
for example, in selecting glass for a 
skyscraper an architect might have con
sidered the ways different kinds of glass 
distort reflections, perhaps choosing one 
that whorled the images over one that 
fragmented them, and maybe even con
sidering the kind of architecture, neo
classic or modern, that the particular 
fas;ade would be refle cting. ·professional 
people I have spoken with, however, 
have found the very subject of reflec
tions odd, possibly a little perverse. 
After a few moments of puzzled 
thought, Paul Weidlinger, an engineer 
who has been involved with many of 
these buildings, said that to the extent 
that the fas;ades did reflect-he did not 
think they really reflected very much
the images could not be distorted, be
cause if they were, then, when you 
looked through th e glass from the inside 
out, what you saw would also be dis
torted, as it is when you look through 
antique glass. Then he laughed. H e 
recalled that when the magazine Life, 
in the fifti es, published a large color 
photograph of midtown which showed 
the topsy-turv) refl ections in all thei r 
glory, a shudder of panic rippled 
through the world of architects, engi
neers, and glass manufacturers. They 
were alarmed, he told me, because this 
was not the way it was supposed to be. 

"\N' allace H arrison, now in his 
eighties, who designed many of the 
skyscrapers on Sixth Avenue, was also 
uncomfortable with the idea of re
flections; he proffered a faint denial 
that they existed, and then, with the 

air of someone coming clean, said that 
he hadn't expected th e fas;ades of his 
buildings to distort as much as they 
did. From his window we could see the 
Onassis building (not designed by Mr. 
H arrison ) , at that moment refl ecting 
(and distorting ) St. Patrick's Cathe
dral, which stands beside it. I made my 
case for refl ections. Contemplating the 
Onassis fas;ade, he said, "Yes, that's 
kind of fun, isn't it ? The building is 
probably better with the reflection than 
it would be without it." But he said this 
in an unprofessional sort of way. H e 
was speaking as a person rather than as 
an architect. As an architect, he could 
only consider such a refl ection a flaw. 

Leafing through a house portfolio of 
the works of Emery Roth & Sons, ma
jor builders in the area, I noticed that 
in most of the photographs, whether 
they were of models or of real build
ings, the glass-faced towers were ren
dered so that they appeared simply as 
masses-and generally as rather da rk 
masses, at that, as though there were 
an eclipse of the sun. Any play of light, 
changeableness, shininess, and, above 
all, any reflections had been edited out. 
Richard Roth, ] r., represe nting the 
third generation to work in the family 
firm, preferred to shy away from the 
subject but finally said that he thought 
reflections, and particularly distortions, 
were ugly. The only reflections he 
thought acceptable were reflections that 
were perfectly undistorted, but he 
pointed out that even w ith mirror glass 
such reflections were impossible to 
achieve, because they would require 
that all the panes in a fas;ad e be set at 
precisely the same angle. 

Mirror glass was introduced after 
most of midtown was built, but it was 
clearly pertinent to my inquiry, since 
buildings faced with it refl ect m ost 
vividly of all. Wondering if perhaps 
reflections had attained a latter-day 
orthodoxy, I called I. M. Pei, who is 
the architect of my favorite mirror-glass 
building-the magical ] ohn Hancock 
T ower, in Boston. "Anyone who 
chooses mirror glass for its reflections 
misses the point," said Mr. Pei. "The 
point of mirror glass is that it preserves 
the surface. Clear glass is transparent. 
You see what's inside-unsightly vene
tian blinds, office furn iture, and so 
forth." On this point, I heartily agree . 
When the light hits in a certain 
way, one does see through clea r-glass 
walls, and the effect is so shoddy that 
one can only look the other way, post
poning architectural musings until the 
wea th er changes. "When you lose 
the surface, you lose the volume of the 
building,' ' Mr. P ei went on. "Mirror 
glass retains the strength of the volume. 

It also saves energy, because it deflects 
the sunlight, relieving the strain on air
conditioners. Reflections, distorted or 
otherwise, are not a consideration. We 
use glass with the lowest reflectivity that 
is possible while still retaining the de
sired effects." Did he consider reflec
tions a defect, then? "Let me put it this 
way," he said. "There are only two 
reasons we use mirror glass: to mini
mize energy consumption and to pre
serve volume." Running my choicest 
memories of the Hancock building 
through my mind, I felt robbed. Had I 
really been there? 

There are two explanations of why 
such a predominant characteristic of 
the architecture of this period is left to 
chance. One is that the vagaries of the 
glass surface have no place in the con
ception of these buildings. Such vagaries 
run counter to the idea of glass as an 
abstract material and to the general aes
thetic principles that emphasize purity 
and simplicity. There is no room in this 
conception for th e metamorphoses that 
result from the interchange of glass 
and light. T o the extent that this kind 
of lawless ornamentation intrudes upon 
the conception, it can be seen only as a 
detraction. The other reason is th at the 
primary standard by which the quality 
of glass is judged is its optical perform
ance-that is, what it is like to look 
through. Nowadays, the optical quality 
of the glass we produce is uniformly 
high, but before technology made this 
possible a cheap windowpane would dis
tort what you saw through it and an 
expensive one would not. This depend
ed on how nearly parallel the two sur
faces of the panes were . T o the extent 
that the surfaces were not parallel, 
what you saw through the glass would 
be distorted. A bsolutely parallel surfaces 
are a physical impossibility. The ideal 
can be most closely approximated by 
grinding and polishing-a very expen
sive process ( plate glass was made this 



way) that has been replaced by a rela
tively new technique, which is far more 
economical and nea rly perfect, and is 
the way m ost of our window glass is 
now made. The product is called float
glass, and it is made by floating molten 
glass on the surface of a bath of molten 
tin. There the glass hardens with theo
retically level and parallel surfaces. 
(Afterward, it is further hardened in a 
furnace.) A loose analogy might be the 
way ice would theoretically freeze in a 
uniformly cold atmosphere on an even
temperatured pond. In actuality, ice 
never hardens uniformly, but the glass 
does-at least, uniformly enough so 
that there is no problem of distortion 
whatever when one looks through it. 
People in the glass business are very 
proud of this product and architects are 
very pleased with it-and justly: in op
tical terms it is completely satisfactory. 
No one I spoke to seemed to know for 
sure why the same glass that does not 
distort when you look through it does 
distort when it refl ects images on its 
outside surface. It could be that the in
evitable small flaws have a greater ef
fect on reflections than on optical quali
ty; it could have to do with the greater 
distance from which one observes re
fl ec tions; it could be that the opaque 
spandrel glass that often covers the 
knee-high space on each floor where 
various ducts are placed-glass that no 
one looks through-is tempered, thus 
raising the incidence of imperfections; it 
could be simply that panels of glass can
not be set at exactly the same angle. 
But, whatever the cause, to many ex
perts distortions, even when they have 
nothing to do with optical performance, 
are a defect. Because the optical stand
ard is the basis for their evaluation of 
glass, distorted reflections signify to 
them an inferior material, and so they 
are automatically disposed to see them 
as unbeautiful. They are automatically 
disposed to wish it were not so. Fur-

thermore, it is a "defect" beyond pro
fessional control. Whatever the cause of 
the distortions, it seems clear that they 
are vagaries. How much distortion and 
what kind of distortion a given panel of 
glass will produce are, beyond a certain 
point, a matter of chance. Beyond that 
point, an architect cannot exercise 
choice; the whole area is beyond his 
purview, and so, in a way, beyond his 
view as well. 

The discovery that such an aggres
sive and colossal work of man as mid
town Manhattan looks as it does lar~ely 
by accident is delightful, in a way. tis 
as though the buildings as a group had 
an inde endent, s ontaneous willfulness 
o their own, as t ou~ the place real
ly were m one sense hke an ocean or a 
mountain range: a phenomenon, some
thing that simply happened, for which 
no one is pa rticularly responsible. Just 
as the distorted reflections seem to play 
a joke on the stern regularity of the 
buildings, the general untamedness of 
glass is an engaging mockery of the 
self-importance of city-building man. 
But the fact that this middle ground of 
detail got away, as it were-that it was 
not really of interest to the modern 
architectural mind-is perhaps con
nected to a way of thinking which is a 
weak point in the larger movement of 
modern technological idealism. This is 
the way of thinking which engages at 
once with grand principles and with 
the tiniest, most complicated details. 
Gordon Bunshaft, after speaking of the 
purity of a steel frame with a taut glass 
skin, described with the air of an epicu
rean such complexities as the fact that 
four inches behind the spandrel glass of 
L ever H ouse (which was at that mo
ment a vitreous blue-green precipice, 
one side street away from his office 
window) are masonry walls, painted 
black-hence the illusion of opacity in 
the glass-which create a buffer zone 
of air space between the extremes of 
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temperature, and the fact that in the 
tops and bottoms of the slender hori
zontal bands that hold the spandrel 
panes there are little holes, to allow the 
air to circulate, each of which, in order 
to keep rain from pouring in, has a tiny 
visor. For Wallace Harrison, the large, 
abstract value that inspired modern 
architects was height, reflecting man's 
desire to " expand his ego," and, on the 
other hand, Mr. H arrison's imagina
tion was gripped by the intricate dic
tates of the logic of function: how 
many elevators were needed to carry 
x number of people to x amount of fl oor 
space, how much light would reach 
how far back in to each room, and so 
forth-or, as he put it, "the needs of 
man as ant." 

I record these remarks only as ex
amples of a pattern of professional 
thought-not a philosophy-which 
sometimes leaves a lay person like me 
with an uneasy sense of being on a 
track quite different from the profes
sional one . It's a sense that makes 
one wonder whether one is competent 
to judge at all, and ye t humility does 
not completely rout the question "Isn't 
there a large gap here r Hasn't an im
portant dimension been forgotten r" 
With regard to this architecture, the 
lack of interest in what to an amateur 
is a large middle ground of detail seems 
connected to the lack of a quality that 
is indefinable but is nonetheless sorely 
missed: call it humor, or playfuln ess, 
or warmth; call it dessert-that giv
ing, friendly, gratuitously pleasurable 
quali ty that even the grandest exam
ples of the world's best architecture 
convey. The quality, I think, does 
sometimes, fl ee tingly, exist in this ar
chitecture, hut, I have learned, its ex
istence is an accident. If we look at 
these buildings as their authors mean 
us to, as we are supposed to, the quali
ty isn' t there at all . The absence is 
a familiar one. Between the abstract 



beauty of technological principles and 
the underpinning of intricate solutions 
to innumerable minute problems, there 
is another kind of middle ground which 
was overlooked in the exuberant rush 
to modernity. Between man's desi re to 
expand his ego and the needs of man 
as ant-I can think of no better way 
to express the dual preoccupation of the 
age of technology-the question of 
what human life would be like in the 
new world floated unasked, unnot_iced. 
And this is why a person who sees in 
the immensities of steel and glass in 
midtown something menacing and un
sympathetic is neither a reactionary nor 
an iconoclast but is simply responding 
to the experience of his times. 

QN a still, cloudle~s day, ~n your 
way to an appointment m mid

town, you walk among towers of 
serene, motionless majesty, of a grave 
luminousness that here and there gives 
off little stars of brightness. Y ou walk 
in a city that with imperturbable dig
nity sings a hymn to the glory of- The 
word is "money,'' but in the atmos
phere of grand calm it is hushed, and 
ennobled with mystery. While you are 
keeping you r appointment, however, 
a shift takes place in the mixture of 
elements to which this chameleon ar
chitecture responds. The shift is very 
slight, discernible only in its effects; 
when you emerge, nothing seems to 
have changed except the buildings. But 
they have changed drastically. They 
have become peculiarly flat and unreal
looking, as if they had been cut out of 
a photograph and pasted on the sky. T o 
put it another way, th ey look as if they 
were made out of very light, junky 
materials-Styrofoam, cellophane, tin
foi l, cardboard- and could be effort
lessly crumpled in you r hand. They 
have lost their scale, and seem, for all 
their hugeness, miniature. They look 
like a kind of orderly litter, the dis
carded materials of food-packaging. 
The hymn has turned into a frank, 
silly litany of corporate gibberish 
(E xxon, Westvaco, Union Carbide) 
and the brand names of the most mun
dane products ( C olgate-Palmolive, 
Olivetti ) . Y ou are in a city that a rain
burst would fl atten, that a breeze could 
carry away without leaving a trace. 

I\ MBIV ALEN C E toward the glass gi
.f'\_ ants of New Y ork is not confined 
to the lay observer who mixes up gen
eral cultural considerations with strict
ly architectural ones. Sometime between 
the publication of Giedion's book and 
now, the fire went out in the profes-
ional world as well. One damper was 

disappointment in the architecture it-

self, which some see as a perversion of 
th e Giedionesque vision, by the greedi
ness of the profit-seeking real-estate 
speculator. Jam es Polshek, D ean of 
the Graduate School of Architecture 
and Planning at Columbia, said to 
me of the early fifties, "That was a 
time of great believing. We were gear
ing up for the boom, which came. 
But the quality of the response was 
mediocrity, and tells more about the 
standards of New York businessmen 
than of architects. We felt th at we 
had been used. W e saw that the ar
chitect was not the important person 
we had thought he was. That was 
th e end." A favorite target of th is 
kind of criticism is the firm of Emery 
Roth & Sons, which (justly) prides 
itself on designing skyscrapers that are 
both functional and economical, for 
which it has gained the reputation 
(also justly) of being architects of or
dinariness. Richard Roth, Jr., openly 
affirmed th is r eputation when I talked 
with him. Far from speaking of morali
ty and truth, he said with almost ag
gressive humility that his goal as an 
architect was to design a building that 
kept within its budget, performed its 
fun ction, and did not repel passersby. 
Any aesthetic refinements, he said, 
were incorporated solely in the service 
of a client's desire for an image. "An 
expensive-looking building gives a com
pany a nonmercenary image," he ex
plained, "and in the last few years 
clients have been more willing to pay 
for this than they were before." This is 
a rather different kind of honesty from 
the virtue that the idealists thought 
would sweep us into utopia-and what 
it admits to is a rather different kind 
of fun ction. 

Anyone observing the buildings of 
midtown as individual works, as exam
ples of architecture in the sense of art, 
can see that for most of them "medi
ocrity" is not too cruel a word. Particu
larly if one is comparing them to a 
building of indisputable quality, such as 
the Seagra m Building, one is quickly 
bored by a rou tine, pedestrian look, 
which suggests that architects were at
tempting little more than to get a job 
done as quickly as possible by applying a 
pat formula. Richard R oth, Jr. , pointed 
out th a£ two of his firm 's buildings, the 

Westvaco (on Park ) and Burlington 
H ouse (on Sixth), are nearly identical; 
and it is not just in R oth buildings that 
one senses the sad, frigid offhandedness 
of mass production. Yet although both 
the attitude and the product are so an ti
enthusiastic-and, in this sense, very 
far from the spirit th at fired the pro
gressive movement-from the vantage 
of hindsight it seems th at, given the 
timing of the movement's ascendancy, 
it was almost inevitable that it should 
run aground on indifference . There 
was in the progressive vision a miscalcu
lation that resulted in a si tuation in 
which the source of th e inspiration sud
denly dried up. The miscalculation was 
of the future of technology. 

From the first stirrings of the m od
ern vision, in the late eighteenth cen
tury, right up to its culmination, in 
the mid-twentieth , the stimulus was 
technological invention. Much of the 
excitement came from the sense of 
working on the fronti er of technologi
cal possibilities. At least in part, the in
ventions were aesthetically thrilling be
cause they demonstrated a previously 
unimagined freedom and power. In the 
mid-twentieth century, howeve r, just 
as the first curtain-wall skyscrapers 
were actually going up, technology en
tered a phase of rapid development 
which left structural engineering far 
behind. As technology moved on to 
much more challenging frontiers, there 
was no longer either adventure or mir
acle in constructing a mere buildin_g,
and adventure and miracle had been 
important elements in the mood of the 
modern aesthetic. So within the decade 
in which the modern movement was 
finally allowed full expression one of 
its greatest sources of inspiration evap
orated, one of its most compelling doc
trines was cancelled out . Paul Weid
linger observed that, as far as architec
ture is concerned, it no longer makes 
any sense to say that aesthetics should 
be derived from technology, because 
technology can follow imagination al
most anywhe re . . "We can go to the 
moon," he told me. "Putting up a 
building, any kind of building, is tech
nologically a comparatively primitive 
task. In the beginning, architects were 
on the edge of technology, stretching it 
to its limits, and so technology was aes
thetically exciting, but now aesthetics 
must take the lead, and choose among 
the innumerable options that technology 
offers." 

W allace H arrison put the same idea 
in simpler terms. "I think the inspira
tion comes from a time before the air
plane, when height was the exciting 
idea," he said. " ' i\Then I was a boy in 
Worcester, the one thing I wanted to 



do was bring home a skyscraper. Ev
ery body wanted to bring home a sky
scraper. Now height means nothing." 

When the possibilities of technology 
outstripped the requirements of ar
chitecture, and the exhilaration of be
ing on a technological frontier was re
moved, the challenge of modern archi
tecture became once again primarily an 
aesthetic one. In other words, no soon
er had the progressives definitively and 
permanently ended the long reign of 
Beaux-Arts values than they found 
themselves in a position in which excel
lence depended upon criteria that to a 
latter-day ear sound very close to those 
of their old enemies. The evolution of 
the modern- aesthetic had been in the 
direction of stripping design down so 
that the innate structural magnificence 
of, say, a glass-and-steel tower shone 
forth undisguised and unadorned. But 
when, with the onrush of history, such 
forms became innately pedestrian to 
jaded modern perceptions, the direction 
had to be abruptly reversed. The archi
tect who aspired to greatness had to 
put energy (and money) into devel
oping refinements that had nothing 
whatever to do with function. When 
the Seagram Building was being con-

"Am I live?'' 
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structed, Mies van der Rohe had the 
bronze verticals (is bronze, in Bun
shaft's phrase, "an expression of our 
time"? ) artificially oxidized to the 
darkish shade that he had in mind, and 
t11en arranged for them to be periodical
ly bathed in a special kind of oil in 
order to prevent them from becoming 
darker through natural oxidation. If I 
were writing a play and wanted in 
one stroke to establish a credibly mod
ern character as passionately Beaux
Arts in outlook, I cannot think of a 
more effective way to do it than to have 
it said that he ordered thirty-eight
story-high bronze verticals regularly 
bathed in oil so that the rich beauty of 
the metal would be brought out to the 
fullest. 

To the amateur browsing through 
this period of architectural history, 
what seems to have happened is that 
when the fire died architects were left 
with a thoroughly evolved conven
tion-the gJass-and-steel tower-that 
perfectly met the needs of a booming 
economy but no longer satisfied aes
thetic aspirations. There was no escape 
from the convention, because it was so 
well tailored to the demand. Inevita
bly, glass-and-steel towers sprang up 
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everywhere, and, inevitably, most of 
them were uninspired, because the con
vention in itself no longer struck a 
spark in the aesthetic imagination. The 
few exceptions, the inspired works, 
were, on the whole, feats of ingenuity 
improvised on the periphery of pro
gressive ideology, whose authors often 
borrowed haphazardly from the Hades 
of traditional forms, ideas, and materi
als. As aesthetic embellishments that 
had nothing to do with function-that 
sometimes actually disguised function
became the hallmark of the distin
guished skyscraper, and as the idea that 
a distinguished building would burnish 
the image of a company took hold 
among clients, a trend toward such em
bellishments developed in the main
stream. For example, stone is used in 
great quantity on the fa<_;ades of many 
of the later skyscrapers. (A special 
favorite is marble, which few of us 
would associate with progressive mod
ernity.) In some cases, the stone frames 
glass into forms that are variations on 
traditional window shapes. In others, it 
appears in rows of columns that give 
the impression of holding the building 
up. The stone does not hold the build
ing up. Often, it is paper thin. Its only 
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purpose is decorative. Its function is 
image. As a further twist, such embel
lishments often represent the greatest 
technological challenge. Paul Weid
linger said of the building at 9 \Vest 
Fifty-seventh Street, which has a sk-i
jump-shaped glass fac;ade framed on 
both sides by what appear to be huge 
piers of travertine marble, "The meth
od by which the thin sheets of traver
tine are fastened to the concrete rep~e
sen ts an advance in technology com
parable to the advance of the Concorde 
over conventional aircraft." 

Perhaps the cruellest turn of fate is 
the degeneration of the skyscraper from 
an icon of truth into an icon of corpo
rate prestige. Aside from the sublimely 
unthrilling requirements of a paperwork 
factory-so easily met by technology
the primary function that architectural 
form now of necessity strives to convey 
is image, or corporate advertisement. 
There is nothing wrong with a compa
ny's desire to advertise itself favorably, 
and if this desire makes it willing to pay 
for superior architecture, so much the 
better. But the fact remains that this 
purpose is a far cry from what inspired 
the pioneers of the movement. The very 
word "image" suggests something oth
er than the truth, something fabricat
ed-a make-believe face put on for the 
sake of appearance, perhaps even for the 
purpose of distracting from the truth. 
If, as Richard Roth, Jr., suggested, the 
function of image is to give the impres
sion of an aristocratic unconcern about 
money, then that is indeed rather far 
from the truth-and an odd return to 
what used to be seen as the hypocritical 
pretentiousness that gave rise to neoclas
sic architecture. As for the function of 
architectural image-making, it is, at its 
very least, to distract a viewer from 
the function of a building in the literal 
sense. A superb skyscraper such as the 
John Hancock Tower manages to de
light us in spite of the purpose the 
building serves. It is so beautiful (an or
phaned beauty, in my view, disclaimed 
by its parent) that you for get you are 
looking at the offices of an insurance 
business; and if you remember, the 
thought of this pedestrian function is 
likely only to dampen your pleasure
to seem, set against the quality of the 
building, almost absurd. Bureaucratic 
capitalism lifts few hearts these days. 

In this new age of image, however, 
it seems to me that only the rare tour 
de force achieves an aesthetically inte
grated and powerful effect. l\!Iost of 
the efforts at embellishment appear 
tentative and wandering, as though 
the momentum of rebellion against 
tradition had stranded the architectural 

imagination in a place from which it 
was difficult to go back, or even to 
confidently pick up and start off in a 
new, more promising direction. Society 
continues to demand office buildings of 
architects, and the architects continue 
to employ the convention so well adapt
ed to this need, disguising it, working 
around it-a willing technology fol
lowing the most convoluted aesthetic 
improvisations-but, of necessity, rely
ing on its basic principles nonetheless. 
The faith has been undermined from 
every possible angle, but in the absence 
of new beliefs the only resource is the 
memory of faith. The doctrines con
tinue to be recited, but what an out
sider hears is not the joyous battle cry 
in the thick of the busy, zealous fight; it 
is something more suggestive of the 
wistful passion of a knight in the twi
light of the age of chivalry-a knight 
who continues to aspire to an outdated 
ideal because he knows no other. "The 
utopianism is still alive," said Dean 
Polshek, "but it exists more as a senti
mental gesture toward a past idealism 
than as a burning belief." It's not that 
the people themselves have a vestigial 
air, or even that their ideas have-at 
least, not in the sense that the ideas 
have been superseded. The impression 
one gets is more of the absence of an 
alternative: of a vision that has turned 
out to be at odds with the direction of 
history but continues to provide the vo
cabulary of ideas with which people 
think about architecture, because no 
more compelling vocabulary has re
placed it. 

ON some days, the naked height of 
the many skyscrapers will con

verge into a single effect that seems 
miraculously to buoy you, that makes 
you feel like a giant, that informs you 
that you are a person of divine im
portance-the way the interiors of the 
great Gothic cathedrals do. Your feet 
are on the ground, but you soar. Yes
terday, the height had a crushing, di
minishing eff~ct. It made you feel as 
though your legs were weighted with 
lead. But today the height aggrandizes 
you. There's no telling what changes 
have brought about this reversal. Light 
has undoubtedly had something to 
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do with it: has somehow contrived a 
happy coincidence of upward-reach
ing proportions which matches a latent 
readiness in the spirit- as a cathedral 
does. On such a day, each building is 
a part of a whole, a part of what all of 
them together amount to, and over 
and over again this fusion has put me 
in mind of a reversal of the interior of 
Chartres-Chartres with its elements 
transposed. The great space of the 
Gothic interior is represented by the 
mass of the skyscrapers. The cathedral 
ceiling is the cupping sky. And the sky
ceiling is upheld by the columns of space 
between the buildings-shafts of airy 
light thrusting effortlessly upward. 

EVERY so often, photographs ap-
pear in the newspapers of clumps 

of spanking-new skyscrapers that have 
been built in faraway jungly places
in Africa, Southeast Asia, South Ameri
ca-and these photographs are usually 
accompanied by articles that tell of 
great advances. In this context, sky
scrapers stand for prosperity. They rep
resent the conquest of the jungle, the 
extension of the good things of the 
modern age to corners of the world 
which have hitherto been deprived. 
But here at home, in the country that 
still sends a missionary energy out in
to the economic hinterlands of other 
civilizations, the symbolism of modern 
architecture is more complicated. Its 
meaning is not unequivocally negative, 
but it has been overtaken by feelings of 
distress which actually have to do with 
architecture itself only in the vaguest 
sense yet find in architecture a conven
ient target. Just as technological ad
vances left the modern architectural 
aesthetic behind, cultural history has 
swamped the ambition that gave the 
movement its philosophical integrity. In 
real life, there is nothing pure or sim
ple about this transformation of atti
tudes, but a distillation of the strain of 
antipathy has appeared in imaginative 
literature. American writers have late
ly taken to portraying modern archi
tectural landscapes in an advanced state 
of decay-the jungle conquering the 
machine. As architectural criticism, the 
following passages count for nothing, 
but they are nevertheless an indication 
of the atmosphere in which the con
temporary American architect works. 

Walker Percy chose a suburban vista 
for this fantasy in his novel "Love in 
the Ruins," published in 1971. The 
disintegration has been a slow and quiet 
process, unnoticed by the people whr__, 

.. : :·.:: .. 

· · live in the landscape, just as the dis:in
tegration of civilization itself has 5one 
unnoticed. Neglect is the passive agent, 
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vege tation th e active fo rce of destruc
tion : 

In recent month the vin e have begun , 
to sprout in earnest. Possum grape fes
toons Rexall Drugs yo nder in th e plaza. 

cuppernong all but conceals the A&P 
Superm ar ket . Poison ivy has captured th e 
spea ker posts in the drive-in-movie, mak
ing a perfect geometrical forest of cylin
dri cal trees . 

Urban scenes have m et a imilar fate 
hetween th e cover of books. Kurt1> 
Vonneg ut inflicted it on midtown 
Manh attan in "Slapstick," published 
in 1976 . In this case, th e agents of 
destruction have been more viole nt. 
Th ey in clude political anarchy; a viru
lent fo rm of flu, w hich has killed m ost , 
of th e popul ation; and erratic change 
in th e law of gravity, which have put ' 
New York out of commission by strip
ping its buildings of th ei r eleva tors : 

It is spri ngtime. It is late afte rnoon. 
Smoke from a cooking fire on the ter

razzo floor of th e lobby of the Empire 
State Building on the I sland of De ath 
floats out over the a ilanthus jungle which 
Thirty-fourth Street has become. 

The pavement on the floor of th e 
jungle is all crinkum-cr ankum- heaved 
th is \>vay and th at by frost- heaves and 
roo ts. 

There is a small clearing in the jungle. 
A blue-eyed, lantern-jawed old white 
ma n, \vho is t wo meters tall and one 
hundred yea rs old, sits in the clea ring on 
,,.rhat was once the back seat of a t axi
cab. 

The E mpire State Building is a good 
choice for the symbol of an era, because 
when it was built people were excited 
about it in a way that they no longer 
a re abo ut tall buildings. Confidence in 
the rnodern future was n ot shaken for 
ome time. The E mpire State Build

ing, e rec ted in 1931, was something 
that schoolchild ren in th e fi fties we re 
till easily inspired to be proud of. In 

contrast, think of the coldness with 
which th e W orld Trade Center was 
g reeted upon its completion, in 19 71. 
C uriously, although "Slapstick" is se t 
in th e tw enty-first century, th e a r
ch itec ture desc ribed by l\1 r. Vonnegut 
i all pre-gla s-curtain-wall. The ky
~craper in the novel are made of stone, 
which i quarried now by the survivors. 
It' a if the later building , although 
they do min a t e contemporary New 
York, w ere in Mr. Vonneg ut's m ind 
too unreal or insignificant to be even 
worth destroying. 

J oan Didion, however, u e 
er, glass-faced towers for her picture 
of destruction in "A Book of Common 
Prayer," publish ed last yea r. Progre o 
is a city in C en tral America, th e in-
tantly erected plaything of a fifteen

month Presidency . P erl1aps put tin g Mr. 
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Vonneg ut's unspoken snub into w o r<l s, 
Miss Didion' de c ription makes it clea r 
th at nothing of substa nce has been lost. 
This is Prog reso : 

T\\-enty matched glass pyramid s in 
te rsec ted by four eight-lane bouleva rds, 
all laid out on fill in the bay and co n
nected to the m ainland until .recent!) by 
cause \vay. The m atch ed glass py ramid s 
were never fin ished but th e eight-lane 

g boulevard s were . ntil a few years ago , 
en~ when th e ca useway collapsed, I would 
~ take lunch out to ... Progreso and eat 
Cll there all alone, sitting on the site of a 

05 projected monument w here all four 
~ empty boulevard s conve rged. O n th e fill 

between the boulevards bamboo grew· up 
~ through the big Bechtel cr anes, aban
~ cloned the day Luis [the Pres ident l w a: 
g shot . . .. In the years af te r [ that]. . . wa
§ ter hyacinth s clogged the culve rts at 

0:: Progreso and af ter rain the boulevards 
o \rnuld rem ain all day in shallo"'.- fl ood , £ the film of w ater shimmering w ith mos-
0 quito larvae and with the ra inbow slick 
°' from rusting oil t anks. U ntil the collapse 
~ I Vlould go out there maybe once a week, 
i and stay most of the af ternoon. 
~ 
i W ork on a second P rogreso wa 

<..i started in the jungle, but this, too, 
c was abandoned . R edundancy, waste
~ fulness, fri volity, obsolescence even be
e 
Cll fore completion, the irony of the name 

05 p rogreso-every part of this desc rip-
~ ti on in vests the image of m odern arc hi

tectu re w ith vanity, emptmess, and 
death . 

All three of these desc ription ex
press undisguised hostili ty toward m od
ern architectural place . All three em 
phasize th e impermanence of such 
places, and the novel generally com
munica te the anxiety provoked by im
perman ence . In thi sense, they a re 
linked to th e well-established them e of 
A m erica's unea iness with its elf-de
st roying pursuit of growth . But, by 
speeding up the impermanence, they 
also achieve a kind of gra tification. I n 
these noveJs, the disintegration is not 
so mething th a t is in itself distre sing. 
On th e contrary, it i an improvem ent. 
It makes these place accessible, almost 
pleasant. Y ou ca n hike through declin
ing suburbia, hear a whippoorwill in 
Manhat tan , have a picnic in P rogreso. 
The reader is not in an y way led to re
g ret the ruination , because w hat ha 
been dest royed is een as having bee n 
horri<l in th e fir t place . These novel 
all tell us, by anticipating doomsday 
th at our culture is doomed, but th er 
also tell us that the e:ff ects of dooms
day are rather congenial-at least, 
compared to the present. In disaste r, 
humanity find a pace- a clea ring
where before it was uppressed. The 
ruined m odern a rchitecture desc ribed 
in th e e novel reall r se rves not a a 
warnin g but as th e. f ulfillmen t of a 

... 
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w i h: an imaginary killin g of some
thing tha t i not dead at all and is 
ha ted-hated th e more fo r its ve ry 
aliven ess. I t ' tru e tha t th e cen es are 
n ot completely fa ntastic. The fac t that 
the a band on ed shoppin g center, the 
de ola ted school, the boa rded-up fas t
food stand are becom in g common sights 
in subur bia, and vas t am ounts of offi ce 
pace 1iave from time to time gone beg

o-in g in New Y ork C ity, m akes Cl.\J. 

en tire prospec t of a ba nd o n e d sky-
crape r a real, if rem ote, possi bility . 

But on the whole neithe r suburbia 
n or th e P rogresos a t home and abroa d 
are fa ding away; it is fa r tru e r to 
;:iy th a t th ey are burstin g with vitality, 

and that this, no t an ac tu al or immi
nent ruination , is the source of the dis
m ay that lead the imagination to 

see k relief in a fi ctional ruination . Th e 
m ost distressing aspec t of the self-con
sumin g cultu re l1a always been th at, 
w hile n othing much lasts, or even 
ee ms worth keepin g, th e of 

im permanen ce itself endures, w ith new
n ess endlessly distrac tin g attention f rom 
cultural thinn ess . A n im age of m odern 
architec ture in ruins enables a writer 
to take aw ay th e magic of constant re
n ewal and, by bow ing wh at is lef t 

-·- ·~~~ 
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with out th~ magic, dem onstrate th e !~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

innate w orthlessn ess underneath . 
The passages cited here ar e n ot real

ly commentar ies on th e qu a lit y of 
m odern arch itecture per e; they a re 
commentaries on cultural values . Y et 
a rchitecture does p rovide a convenient 
and accessible symbol. In reading th e. e 
passages, we kn ow exactly w hat 
the w ri ter m eans. W e have li t tle 
tro uble feeling wh at th e writer wants 
us to feel. F rom th e point of view 
of th e arc h i t ec t, a g reat injustice is 
don e by th is symbolism, because, in 
eff ec t, all arcliitecture of a ce rtain type 
is di missed out of hand, w ith n o re
gard fo r va ria tions in quality. But th ere 
is n o w ay to escape the injustice. If on e 
j uxtaposes J oan Didion's attitude with 
th e a ttitude of Giedion's heroes and 
follow ers, on e is left with a sense of 
tragedy but n ot with a sense that !Jiss 
Didion has per verted th e truth by 
l1sin g an inappropria te symbol. If one 
juxtaposes he r P rogre o w ith som e of 
t he m ost di ting uished kysc rapers-a 
Seagram Buildin g, a L eve r H ouse, a 
J ohn H ancock T ow er- li er ve rsion 
may appear a little glib , but it win 
non eth eless, n ot because th e e buildin g 
are really hoddy but beca use th ei r ex
cellen ce doesn ' t have much m eanin g 
for u beyond th e stric tly aesth etic 
plea ure they yield. Co uld a fi ction 
w riter successfully u e a skyscraper of 
quali ty as a symbol of what is stron g 
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and noble and excellent in th e culture? 
It seems unlikely. Some piece of mod
e rn a rchitecture a re indeed strong and 
noble and excellent, but thei r vi rtu es 
exist in a vacuum . I t is hard to ee 
them as articulations of similar virtue 
in th e culture at large . 

The attitude that th ese authors ex
press toward the world w e have bui lt 
around us is not new . It flanks th e 
modern architectural m ovem ent on 
both sides of its liistory. Beaux-A rt 
traditionalists also attacked th e new 
buildings as symbols of shallown ess and 
impermanence. Nor was the attitude 
confined to professional critics. H e re 
is H enry James writin g about New 
Y ork in "The American Scene," in 
1906-about the forerunners of the 
glass towers of midtown, abou t build
ings that people now fi ght to prese rve 
in th e nam e of tradition : 

Crowned not only v.r ith no history, but 
with no credible possibility of time for 
history, and consecrated by no uses save 
the commercial at any cost, they are 
simply the most piercing notes in that 
concert of the expensively provisional 
into v.rhich your supreme sense of N en· 
York resolves itself. They never begin 
to speak to you . . . w ith the authority of 
things of permanence or even of th ing 
of long duration .... Skyscrapers are th e 
last word of economic ingenuity only 
till another word be w ritten. This shall 
be possibly a word of still uglier me an
ing but the vocabulary of thrift at anr 
price shows boundless resources, and th e 
consciousness of that truth , the conscious
ness of the fi nite , the menaced , the es
sentially inve nted state, tw inkles ever, to 
my perception, in the thousand glassr 
eyes of these giants of the mere market. 

H enry Jam es m akes an attempt to 
discipline h is comments with abstrac t 
aesthetic standards, and, as it happens, 
th e chief target of this effort is what 
he considers an excessive use of glass. 
" \iVindow upon window at any cost," 
he writes, " is a condition never to be 
reconciled with any grace of building." 
But th e strictly aes thetic arg ument i 
swept away by his em otional reaction 
to what th e buildings represent for 
him . Even th e windows ca nnot be lef t 
as m erely ugly. Th ey are there, he 
says, so that the people inside ma r 
transact th eir ta wdry business m ore ef
fic iently : "Doesn't it take in fact acres 
of window glass to help even an expert 
N ew Yorker to get the better of an
oth er expert one? " G lass, it seem s 
se rves as a potent symbol for any num
ber of attitud es. There is another ele 
ment, however, in th e passages on N ew 
Y ork. For all his carping, H enry J ame 
i not immune to edu ction by th e 
charged energy of the city, th e heady, 
exhilaratin g atm osphere that takes a 
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physical form in the soaring buildings. als who compare what stands with a 
He freely admits experiencing that vision of what might have been-even 
thrill, and it leaves him with a sad, re- among those responsible for the prod
gretful sense of separation, of "baffled uct-denigration is almost a dogma. 
curiosity," of "an intellectual adventure Among lay people, the symbolism is too 
forever renounced," of "a relation to strong: the buildings are seen as images 
matters of magnitude and mystery of impersonal, unaccountable power 
that I could begin neither to measure and of a gigantic institutional scale that 
nor penetrate, hovering about them imposes conformity and renders the 
only in magnanimous wonder, staring individual helpless, and this is also a 
at them as at a world of immovably- .kind of dogma-one that it seems 
closed doors behind which immense likely would have evolved whether or 
'material' lurked, material for the art- not the glass towers were architectural 
ist, the painter of life, as we masterpieces. It is as though an 
say, who shouldn't have begun so t appreciation of the buildings 
early and so fatally to fall away would automatically be an en-
from possible initiations.'' The dorsement of non-architectural 
same sense of apartness is ex- aspects of modern life, just as 
pressed in the literature of the among architects the feeling 
seventies, by the symbol of modern ar- seems to be that to like the buildings 
chitecture in ruins. Did the Ameri- would be a betrayal of the Giedionesque 
can artist never overcome his sense of ideal-and, with no other ideals avail
alienation and penetrate that "magni- able, that one cannot be let go. Still, 
tude and mystery"? The similarities in there is something about the effect of 
J ames's attitudes and those of the later them all together which cannot be so 
writers are striking. How did it hap- easily dismissed. There is something 
pen that an attitude that was reaction- about them which is elusive and un
ary in 1906 is, in its way, progressive predictable and spontaneous, and, at the 
in 197 8? The earlier attitude seems to same time, unified; it is this-the har
have been reincarnated intact, notably mony of the effect of them all togeth
missing only one element-regret. er-that makes them more engaging 

It makes one sad to think of the than either their function or any analy
modern architectural movement, with sis of them individually would sug
all its hopefulness, in this context. But gest. They represent a major archi
it also provokes a twinge of conscience tectural expression of the last quarter 
rather like J ames's fleeting regret. The century, and, although they were built 
American artist has, on the wlUTe'1 . by many different architects, for many 
stayed comfortably offshore, sni p in g different clients, over a period of time, 
from a distance, fo r.g_ing identities out and although the range of quality 
of a sense gf differeIJce from the ma jn is very wide, all together they make 
society. It's valuable to have people a kind of sense. Most architectural en
like that. But it's also valuable to have vironments constructed in the same 
people like the one group of artists who period do not make sense. When one 
have not remained aloof-the archi- looks at the commercial claptrap along 
tects. They took-and still take-the our highways, for example, or the sub
risk of commitment to a world largely urban jumbles ringing our cities, one 
beyond their control. They took their can only conclude that we have be
idealism right into the hurly-burly of come incapable of that intmtive col
America. They tried to fuse their in- us10n o spmt w IC s ontaneous y 
spiration with what was good and won- produces armomous architectura set
derful about the hurly-burly. In con- tmgs-a ew ng an VI age, a o
trast, there is something safe and com- man piazza, even a pleasing row of 
placent about the offshore snipers-the brownstones. In general, the only way 
comfortable pessimism of the uncom- to contain haphazardness in our time 
mitted. Whatever one thinks of the ac- has been through rigorous planning and 
tual buildings, a special honor is due control-in short, through the suppres
to those risk-takers-an honor that can sion of spontaneity-and the price of 
be claimed by few other American this control is usually a kind of deadness: 
toilers in the fields of imagination. the static, airless quality of a house in 

MIDTOWN Manhattan has few 
defenders. Individual buildings 

have ardent admirers, but I have come 
across little enthusiasm for the whole
only the heavily qualified justification of 
pragmatists that the buildings serve 
their purpose. Among those profession-

which the hand of an interior decorator 
is everywhere apparent. The harmony 
of midtown is completely unreliable. 
It is, in fact, the result of accident, and 
not of art, because it depends upon 
mercurial qualities of glass which are 
evidently quite outside the architects' 
conception, if not diametrically opposed 
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to that conception. The untamed prop
erties of glass are what create the 
grand, solemn interchanges of light 
with the mass, the pied, self-mocking 
delirium of multiple reflection, and the 
curious, thrilling transposition that al
lows the mass to seem like space and the 
sky a solid ceiling, drawing the egotisti
cal secular giants in to a momentary 
remembrance of medieval singulari
ty. It is willful, independent glass that 
is responsible for the nadirs, too-the 
aspect of trivial disposableness and that 
of crushing, soulless monumentality. If 
mid town is harmonious in character, 
that character is a manic-depressive 
one. A highly subjective personality. 
The source from which this creation 
sprang was a combination of the eco
nomic optimism of the fifties and the 
aesthetic optimism of a long-suppressed 
architectural vision that had a formula 
ready. T he two were products of the 
same historical currents; if the rela
tion between them was uneasy from 
the beginning, that would not be clear 
until subsequent history revealed con
flicts that were all but imperceptible 
then. Subsequent history has indeed 
carried us, with unimagined swiftness, 
into another chapter. Midtown Man
hattan is still going up, but, like so 
many other aspects of modern opti
mism, it has been caught by lengthen
ing shadows of doubt before the work 
is even done. It is still going up, but it 
is .already a period piece of our immedi
ate past: a cathedral, in its own un
steady way, to a moment in our history 
when power and optimism converged; 
a wa ward tern le of li ht. 

Out of curiosity, I asked some of the 
professionals I visited what sort of 
ruins these buildings would be. G ordon 
Bunshaft said they would last forever 
if they were not tampered with by hu
man hands. Wallace Harrison automat
ically assumed atomic attack and said 
they would be big steel frames filled 
halfway up with trash. Richard R oth, 
Jr., said they would never become ruins, 
because as sonn as they had outlived 
their purpose they would be dismantled, 
and for this task nothing so violent 
and dramatic as the wrecking ball 
would be needed. "These buildings are 
like Erector sets,'' he said. "All you 
have to do is unbolt them. I have seen 
a whole fas;ade put up in a day. What 
goes up in a day can come down in a 
day." -SuzANNAH LEssARD 

• 
To cream butter and sugar easier, 

warn the sugar slightly.-Dyer (Tenn.) 
Tri-City Reporter. 

All right, sugar, you' re gonna get 
creamed. 
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Nonfiction 
Tycoons: Where They Came from and 
How They Made It William, Kay. Sal,em 
House (Merrimack, dist.), $16.50 ISBN 0-
88162-159-5 • Kay, city editor of the Lon
don Times, has written biographies of 13 
British entrepreneurs, showing how each 
built his empire. Interestingly, few began 
with the dream of becoming tycoons-in 
fact, few even sought careers that would 
put them in the position of being indepen
dent. If there is a single thread running 
through all their success stories, it is that 
these entrepreneurs recognized an oppor
tunity to expand when the general econo
my was contracting. Kay makes this and 
many other equally salient points in his 
perceptive introduction. He observes that 
in the U .K., even for these business leaders, 
the world of money-making has a slight 
tinge of vulgarity. American executives 
would be mistaken to dismiss the book as 
parochial or irrelevant; it contains lessons 
for them, too. Photos. (February 21) 

The Loss of Self: A Family Resource for 
the Care of Alzheimer's Disease and Re
lated Disorders Donna Cohen and Carl Eis
d01fer, MD. Norton, $18.95 ISBN 0-
393-02263-3 • Despite greater public 
awareness and continued research, no cure 
for Alzeheimer's Disease has yet been 
found. However, Eisdorfer, president/chief 
executive officer of Montefiore Medical 
Center and professor of psychiatry and 
neurosciences at the Albert Einstein Col
lege of Medicine, and Cohen, a gerontolo
gist also affiliated with Montefiore and Ein
stein College, believe that these accounts of 
how families have coped with the debllitat
ing disease may help other afflicted families 
to better manage the lives of the patient ~ 
themselves. The authors advise readers on 
developing and implementing a compre
hensive, affordable life care plan to handle 
both practical and emotional matters. They 
discuss the sensitive relationships between 
doctor, family and patient, and the need to 
consider the interests of individual family 
members. The selection of a nursing home 
and chapters on dying and the cost of care 
complete this compassionate and sensible 
guidebook. (February 24) 

Ken Tyler, Master Printer: And the Amer
ican Print Renaissance Pat Gilmour. Hud
son Hills (Viking, dist.), $25 ISBN 0-933920-
16-4 • After studying printmaking at the 

legendary Tamarind Lithography Work
shop, Tyler went on to establish his Ge
mini studio in Los Angeles. There he at
tracted such artists as Albers, Johns, 
Rauschenberg and Pop stars Oldenburg 
and Lichtenstein, all of whom made this 
printer-publisher a collaborator in their 
graphic explorations. Clarity and precision 
are the hallmarks of Tyler's craft. Some 
critics are cool toward what they charac
terize as his industrial mass-production es
thetic or flashy Hollywood manufacture. 
But in this warm, intimate portrait Gil
mour argues that critics overlook the tradi
tional values, fine-tuning and craftsman
ship of Tyler's prints. Tyler now has a 
workshop near New York City where, 
over the past few years, he has expanded 
the P.rinter's role as a catalyst in executing 
mixed-media prints, ambitious large-scale 
images and experimental lithographs. 
Among recent works are Hockney's color 
drawings that echo Chinese paintings and 
Stella's multicolored baroque swirls. More 
than half of the 115 plates included here 
are in color. (February 24) 

Fiction: Sybil Steinberg 

Nonfiction: Genevieve Stuttaford 

Paperbacks: John Mutter 

Children s Books: Jean F. Mercier 

Editorial Assistant· Evelyn Etheridge 

Ritual Art of India Ajit Mookerjee. Thames 
and Hudson (Norton, dist.), $39.95 • Art 
in India is created for the rituals involved in 
meditation, marriage ceremonies, seasonal 
festivals, naming of children, births and the 
lighting of household fires. Ritual artists 
aspire to create beauty but also to concen
trate spiritual power for the benefit of the 
community. Examples of ritual art are 
found everywhere: villagers paint god
desses on pitchers, auspicious colors and 
shapes on shrines; city-dwellers draw yan
tra diagrams on pavements for the F es ti val 
of Lights; temple officials feed birds in a 
rite linked to events in the Ramayana. 
Mooketjee, author of Yoga Art, here defines 
the ritual art object as one that draws to
gether elements in "a pattern of offering." 
This insight encompasses art representing 
different realms of experience, including 
yoga and T antrism. Some 100 excellent 
color reproductions and photographs, 
many with story-captions, show how ritu
al art touches every aspect of Indian life. 
An exceptional volume. (February 24) 

------ ) 
r Nia~ The Interpretation of Dreams 
-r:;;;;_ Hudson. St. Martin's, $19.95 ISBN 0-

312-57287-5 • Charles Darwin, in a 
chance remark,_j;ompared dreams to invol
untary poetrY. Hudson uses this insight as 
the starting point for his own method of 
dream analysis. Like poems, he says, 
dreams are ambiguous, and the attempt to 
"read" a dream as if it were a poem may 
help us ferret out its multiple meanings. 
Hudson puts forward his theory as a syn
thesis of rival camps: on the one hand, 
Freud and Jung saw dreams as messages 
from the subconscious having therapeutic 
value; on the other, behaviorists view 
dreams as meaningless tatters the mind 
produces when it is temporarily out of 
gear. Dreams do have meaning, Hudson 
maintains, but their symbols and signs will 
mean ditf erent things to different people. 
This British psychology professor elegant
ly builds his arguments with the aid of 
thought-diagrams, dream transcripts and 
passages from novels and poems. His be
lief that Freud's psychoanalytic method of 
dream interpretation owes a debt to the 
ancient Greeks is intriguing. (February 24) 

Your Wealth-Building Years: The Secrets 
of Money Management for the First 15 
Years of Your Working Life Adriane G. 
Berg. Newmarket (Harper & Row, dist.), 
$15.95 ISBN 0-937858-63-3 • Money 
saved and invested doubles in seven years 
and triples in 11 (if the interest rates are not 
depressed), financial adviser Berg (Money
thinlc, etc.) points out; she urges young peo
ple to start building a fortune while time is 
on their side. In one of the best treatments 
of its kind, the author describes the work
ings of various financial instruments and 
markets: bank accounts and certificates, 
stocks and bonds, real estate syndicates, 
commodity futures, etc. She also explains 
how to derive maximum benefit from such 
job-related factors as an annual bonus, ex
pense account, retirement plan, and profit
sharing. There are excellent chapters as 
well on inheritance, estates and trusts, buy
ing (and hanging onto) a first home, bud
geting, borrowing and paying the tax col
lector. Unnecessary allegories and 
net-worth questionnaires in the opening 
section are tedious, but the meat of the 
books is first-rate.Author tour. (February 25) 

Mr. Justice and Mrs. Black: The Memoirs 
of Hugo L. Black and Elizabeth Black 
Hugo L. Black and Elizabeth Black, foreword 
by William J Brennan fr. Random House, 
$22.95 ISBN 0-394-54432-3 • At his death, 
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CROSSING OPEN GROUND. By 
Barry Lopez. (Scribners, 
$17.95.) One of the sights that 
awaited Cortes when he 
entered the .Aztec capital, 
Tenochtitlan, in 1519 was the 
city's aviaries, which housed 
thousands of herons and egrets, 
condors and hawks, 
flycatchers, hummingbirds and · Barry Lopez. 
parrots. Nineteen months later, 
Cortes returned with an army 
and laid siege to the city. He then burned the 
aviar ies - an a.ct that, in Barry Lopez's view, 
symbolizes Western civilization's failure "to 
recognize the intrinsic worth of the Americap 
landscape." In this excellent collection of 
previously published essays, Mr. Lopez, the author 
of "Arctic Dreams," addresses that failure, though 
without rancor and self-loathing; he believes that 
inan, too, is a part of natural history. The challenge 
is "to find some place between the extremes of 
nature and civilization where it is possible to live 
without regret." But where shall we start? Mr. 
Lopez begins with the ways we describe the world 
to ourselves. He argues that one•s·soul - the 
interior landscape - is shaped by "where on this 
earth one goes, what one touches the patterns one 
observes in nature." Narrative that is faithful to 
the exterior landscape enlivens the spirit, restores 
sight and instills a reverence for nature;s enigIJ\aS, 

1 

power and occasional epiphanies. Mr. Lopez's tone 
is intimate; inviting, as if h~s words shared the air 
with the snap ~nd hiss of a campfire. The stories he 
tells-set in the· Grand Canyon, in the Yukon, · 
along the Oregon coast - both delight and alarm: 
herons and hummingbirds still exist, but so do 
blind men with torches. EDWIN DOBB 
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Review /Theater 

Christma of Self-Knowledge 
By FRANK RICH PastGullts 

"I'll be home for Christmas," sings Down the Chimney 
Bing Crosby, "if only in my drea!lls·~· REC~lESS, by Craig Lucas; directed by Nor-

With that soothing lyric lingermg m man Rene; sets by Loy Arcenas; costume de
our ears, the lights go up on Cr~ig sign by Walker Hicklin; lights by Debra J. 

h · b t f ortmg Kletter · sound design by Chuck London and Lucas's anyt mg- u -com Stewart Werner; production stage manager, 
"Reckless" the play that opens the Fred Reinglas. Presented by Circle Reper
Circle Repertory Company's 20th-an- tory Company. At 99 seventh Avenue, at West 
niversary season on an ex~ilarati~g Fourth street. 
note. It's Christmas, all right - m b' B t1 tt 
more ways than one. With. "Reck- Rachel ............................................ Ro m PTr e k 

Tom and Tom Jr ................. Michael E. onte 
less " a revision of a play briefly seen Lloyd .................................... ............. John Doss~tt 
Off Off Broadway in 1983, Mr. Lucas Pooty and Talk Show Guest ........ Welker White 
has given us a bittersweet Christmas Roy Tim Timko and Talk Show Host 
fable for our time: "It's a Wonderful ' Kelly Connell 

· d f Trish and Woman Patient . Susan Blommaert Life" as it.might be re-imagme. or. a Doctor One Through Six ........... Joyce Reehllng bruising contemporary America m 
which homelessness may be a perva-
sive spiritual condition rather than a 
sociological crisis. 

What's more, the playwright, 
whose other works include "Blue 
Window" and ''Three Postcards," 
possesses a theatrical imagin~tion 
that levels the rigid walls of the Circle 
Rep's ·habitual naturalism. Whil~ 
"Reckless" finally has a simple emo
tional pull akin to that of a Crosby 
ballad born of the lonely World War II · 
home front, it yanks us through every 
conceivable absurdist hoop, fractur
ing narrative, language a!1d char~c
terization on the, way to its rendmg 
tlestination. 

• "Reckless" begins as a cheerful 
contemporary fairy tale. Rachel 
(Robin Bartlet_t), a conten~ed mot~er 
of two young boys, sits up m bed with 
her husband (Michael E. Piontek) 
and counts her Yuletide blessings. 
Rachel is having a "euphoria at
tack"· she's convinced she is "going 
to be' terminally happy." Even the 
snowstorm swirling outside the bed
room window is benign - a '' mon
ster" perhaps but a sweet one that 
will "carry us ~way into a dream." 

Only moments later, . however, a 
panic-stricken Rachel f mds herself 
leaping through her window in her 
housecoat and slippers, beginning a 
bizarre odyssey that may or may not 
be a dream. Among other adventures, 
she becomes the unofficial adoptive 
child of a physical therapist. (Jo~n 
Dossett) and his deaf paraplegic wife 
(Welker White), serves as a contest
ant on the game show "Your Mother 
or Your Wife?" and witnesses a dou
ble murder engineered by an embez
zling employee of a nonprofit humani
tarian foundation called Hands 
Across the Sea. As Rachel leaves her 
own · children farther and farther be
hind, Christmas follows Christmas, 
and town follows town, each of them 
named Springfield. "I don't even 
know what state we're in," says the 
heroine by the middle of Act II. 

Neither do we. Rachel's fantastic 
journey induces a stat~ of dre~~y 
disorientation in the audience, as 1f 1t, 
too, were tumbling through existence 
in a perpetual free fall. But Mr. Lucas 
isn't idly spinning out a shaggy dog 
story; a pattern emerges from the 
screwball riffs. Like Rachel, almost 
everyone she meets proves to . be 
using an assumed name and runnmg 
guiltily away from a past life. We 
learn that the play's most selfless 
characters have accidental man-

slaughters in their past, that the most 
paternal .men and maternal women 
have deserted their children. "Do you 
think we ever really know people?" 
Rachel asks early on. Mr. Lucas's im
plicit answer is no. The only hope for · 
the people in "Reckless" is that they 
truly know themselves. · 

• • 
Although the process by which Ra-

chel and the others achieve that self
knowledge is sometimes spelled out 
in clinical terms (especially in the 
stridently Oedipal game sh~w), M~. 
Lucas at his best dramatizes his 
characters' breakthroughs with 
striking originality. •After intermis
sion the comic dreaminess of "Reck
less:' curdles and darkens until fi
nally we realize· that cliched Freud
ian landmarks (from the journey 
through the birth canal to the loss of 
parents) have been r~-enacted ~llipti
cally in the crazy-qmlt narrative, to 
traumatic effect. "The past is irrele
vant· it's something we wake up 
from'," is Rachel's Pollyanna view of 
life in the first act. By Act II, she and 
we come to appreciate, as other lines 
have it that "things happen for a rea
son" a~d that "the past is the night
mare you wake up t.o every day." 

While this realization dawns, Mr. 
Lucas ingeniously merges his charac
ters' pasts and presents, their r~al 
lives and their dream lives. It's not m
cidental that this playwright and his 
director Norman Rene, once. collabo
rated o~ a Stephen Sondheim revue, 
"Marry Me a Little," which emulated 
Mr. Sondheim's lyrical wordplay by 
stitching together unrelated trunk 
songs as if fitting them.into a Doubl 
Crostic. As a psychiatrist (Joyce 
Reehling) in "Reckless" reminds us, 
dreams are also anagrams - of our 
wishes and fears. Mr; Lucas's play is 
an anagram in which all the quirky 

. ·. ~ 

character and plot details of Act I ~re 
rearranged into a new and revealmg 
pattern in Act II. Eventually that pat:
tern takes shape as a hallucinatory 
maze of transference : the evening's . 
haunting final scene can be read -
with equal validity and equal pathos 
- as a first session between a thera
pist and .her new p~tient or. as an • 
unexpected Dickensian reunion be-

. tween a mother and a long-lost son. 
Either way, loving hands reach 
across the sea: The characters have . 
at last come home for Christmas, if . 
only in their dreams. 

• "Reckless" is not flawless. Mr. 
Lucas can be carried away by his 
own cleverness; there are cloying 
gags and self-indulgent. repetitions. 
But the writer's compassion, so redo
lent at times of Anne Tyler's "Dinner 
at the Homesick Restaurant," usu
ally rescues his play from its pre
cious excesses. "Life's been reckless · 
with -these people,'~ we're told of the 
homeless people inhabiting a shelter. 
Mr. Lucas feels for all victims of 
life's recklessness - from those psy
chotic homeless who "carry no identi- , 
fication whatsover" to the ordi.Qary 
rest of us whose own intimations' of • 
homelessness and death must arrive 
sooner or later with one hurtful form 
or another of parental abandonmei:it: 

In his lyrical staging, Mr. Rene !s 
keenly responsive to .Mr. Luc~s s 
every mood. Starting with the qmck
silver Miss Bartlett, who passes, fr~m 
Dorothy-in-Oz girlishness to ce~estu~l 
maturity in two hours, the cast 1s uni
formly superb at meeting constant . 
changes in tone and character. _Loy 
Arcenas's imaginative sets and 
Debra J. Kletter's lighting depict a 
snowy American landscape of si_lent . 
cobalt-blue nights and mysterious 
Edward Hopper dome~tic spaces, 

·where either Santa Claus or a reck
less if not homicidal, parent might 
corr:e down the chimney at any mo· 
ment. There have been merri~r 
Christmases than Mr. Lucas's, but
how many of them have been so true? 
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1 Proust's Life and Art, a 'Truly Proustian Mix / 
I 
\• 
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·l 

By MICHIKO KAKUTANI 

"This is the use of memory," wrote 
··. ; : T. S. Eliot. "For liberation - not less 

of love but expanding/ Of love beyond 
desire and so liberation from the fu
ture as well as the past.'' 

These lines from "Four Quartets" 
describe precisely the uses to which 
Marcel Proust put memory in his 
masterpiece, "Remembrance of 
Things Past." Memory - summoned, 

1 enhanced and preserved through his 
remarkable gift of language - be
came the means by which Proust 
transformed his short life, and gave 
the depressing shards of his daily 

1 
existence the permanence and re

~ demptive beauty of art. 
In fact, in tracing the autobiograph

ical sources of "Remembrance of 
Things Past," Ronald Hayman's new 
biography of Proust leaves the read
er with an overwhelmirlg sense of the 
disparity between the writer's life 
and art. Proust, the mama's boy and 
posturing dandy, frittered away his 

.. . ~ youth trying to ingratiate himself 
0 with the idle rich: he wasted· his fa

ther's hard-earned money, wrote hun! dreds of embarrassingly obsequious 
~ letters, suffered through a series of 

unhappy affairs and berated himself 
again and again for failing to be born 
into the aristocracy. He was a snob, a 
hypocrite, a sycophant and a poseur. 

with his mother is minutely sifted for 
clues to his art, as is his love-hate · 
relationship with high society. Like 
Mr. Painter, Mr. Hayman traces 
Proust's preoccupation with the ago
nies of love to his jealous dependency 
on his mother; and like Mr. Painter, 
he argues that his mother's death 
helped catalyze his work on "Re
membrance of Things Past." But 
whereas Mr. Painter emphasized his 
mother's i::epressi-.e influence on his 
life - he suggests that Proust could 
not write openly about such topics as 
homosexual love while . his mother 
was alive - Mr. Hayman emphasizes 
her role in shaping her son's ideas 
about memory and imagination. 

"It was his mother's death that 
convinced him we never fully experi
ence anything except retrospe,ctive
y," he writes. "The presence of the 

beloved person or object or landscape 
activates the1 senses; the imagination 
functions only in their absence." 

"Only after losing her perman nt
ly," he adds, "could he know what 
he'd lost. This loss was the starting 
point for all his best work." 

• In describing Proust's early forays 
into society and his later bedridden 
bouts of illness, Mr. Hayman tends to 
lapse into a weary recitation of 
names, . dates, symptoms and com
plaints. He is at his best in illuminat-

. ing the slow development of "Re-

Proust 
A Biography 
By Ronald Hayman 
564 pages. Edward Burlingame 
Books/HarperCollins. $29.95. 

membrartce of Things Past." . He 
shows the reader the seeds of that 
novel in an earlier effort named · 
"Jean Santeuil"; and he shows how 
Proust worked and reworked materi
al, reaching further and further into 
the· subterranean depths of his memo
ry, prodding it to yield more and 
more details, as he built a modest 
Bildungsroman into a vast social 
chronicle filigreed with layers of wed
ding cake-like description. · 

The reader sees the role circum
stance played in the novel's composi
tion: how a publisher's decision not to 
serialize the volume completely re
shaped it by changing Proust's 
rhythms of writing; how the interrup
tion of World War I similarly en
riched the book. by giving Proust 
more time to develop the narrative's 
disparate points of view. 

As Mr. Hayman sees it, Proust's 
asthma - which kept him in bed so 
-much of the time, habituating him to 
writing letters about past and future 
actions and feelings - also played a 
pivotal role in his evolution as a writ-

er : "The pleasure he took in planning 
and analyzing, at first a temporary 
replacement for pleasure in doing, 
gradually became a preferred substi-~ 
tute.'' 

Proust made his first notes for 
" Remembrance of Things Past" in 
1907 - the year after he had his 
bedroom lined with ·cork to shut ·out 
the distractions of Paris - and the 
book remained unfinished at his 
death in 1922. During the intervening 

· years, he withdrew into himself, sub-. 
stituting the private transactions of 
writing for interactions with people' 
and the real world. This was partly -
or initially - a result of his delicate 

· asthmatic condition; it became a psy
chological necessity for creating the 
book he hoped would stand, as Mr. 
Haymen writes, "as the one unchal
lengeable achievement in an undistin-· 
guished, unsatisfying life. ' ' 

Most of his encounters with people 
in these later years took the form of 
research for his novel. He frequently' 
sent taxis to pick up people who coulq 
provide him with interesting facts ; 
and he was constantly borrowing idio
syncracies from friends · and ac
quaintances for characters in his nov
el. Hi~ last outing was to a fancy 
soiree, where he hoped to test an· 
episode-he'd just written about Pari
sian high society against the real 

· thing. On the way home, he caught a 
chill. He died several weeks later. 

Proust, the artist, withdrew into his 
famous cork-lined room, sacrificing r-----------.... 111111111111111111!~~~~~~~~ .... ~~--~--~~~~-------------
his social oleasures and the nleasnrP~ ;,.;, ~ 
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THE SHAPING OF AMERICA 
A Geographical Perspective on 500 Years of History. 
Volume One: Atlantic America, 1492-1800. 
By D. W. Meinig. 
Illustrated. 500 pp. New Haven: 
Yale University Press. $35. 

By William Cronon 

I 
T has been nearly 40 years since anyone dared at
tempt a book like this - a comprehensive historical 
geography of North America - and no one before 
D. W. Meinig has embarked on such a project with 

so large an ambition. "The Shaping of America" will ul
timately fill three large volumes, covering the periods 
1492-1800, 1800-1915 and 1915-1990. It aspires to be noth
ing less than "a new map . .. of the American past," 
made possible by what Mr. Meinig calls the geogra
pher's "special way of looking at the world." Whatever 
its problems, there is little doubt it will remain a stand
ard work in its field. 

Historical geography differs· from ordinary history 
in its central fascination for place: If a historian invari
ably wishes to know when an event occurred, a geogra
pher just as invariably wishes to know where it oc
curred. Both ground their work in the belief - not al
ways shared by.other social scientists- that human life 
can only be understood in the context of its particular 
moment in time and its particular position in spa_ce. For 
the historian, it matters a great deal that the settlement 
of Jamestown occurred in 1607 and not some other year; 
for the geographer, it matters no less that that settle
ment took place on the tidal estuaries of the Virginia 
shore and not elsewhere. 

In writing a new historical geography of the conti
nent, Mr. Meinig, the Maxwell Professor of Geography 
at Syracuse University, seeks to wed these two perspec
tives to reveal the geographical context for all of Amer-

William Cronon, a historian at Yale University, is 
the author of "Changes in the Land: Indians, Colonists, 
and the Ecology of New England." 
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ican history. At the most 
basic level that means de
scribing the evolution of the 
American map - tracing 
its emerging boundaries, 
following the movements of 
its peoples, watching the 
complex interplay between 
landscape and humans. 
What does a geographical 
perspective tell us about 
why the histories of New 
England, Nova Scotia, 
Pennsylvania, Virginia and 
Barbados diverged so 
quickly? Why did blacks 
constitute well over half the 
population in South Caro
lina - making it far more 
like the Caribbean islands 
than all the other mainland 
colonies, where blacks were 
always a minority - and 
how did their presence 
change the character of the 
region? Why did Germans 
settle in such numbers in 
the Pennsylvania back 
country? What sort of world did they create there? And 
so on. , ~ · ' · ' 

For Mr. Meinig, all of these questions point toward 
one overriding concern. If all of North America- was 
subjected to the general forces of ·an expapding Euro
pean imperialism, then what seems most striking is 
that so many different cultural regions developed out of 
that common set of forces. Nothfo.g so fascinates Mr. 
Meinig as the emergence of those re-gjons, each with its 
own folkways, ethnic mix and history. He spends the 
bulk of his book writing not of individual colonies, but of 
areas li):ce the Carolina-Georg-ia rice country, the Cana
dian maritime fisheries or the Cariobean sugar islands. 
In meticulous detail he demonstrates conclusively that 
each portion of the continent had its own peculiar past 

I l 

that cannot easily be in
ferred from the more gen
eral history of European ex
pansion. The lesson he 
draws is that if we are to un
derstand the United States 
and Canada, we must come 
to terms with the regional 
legacy out of which these 
nations came into being. 

The virtues of Mr. Mei
nig's approach are many. 
Readers whose sense of 
American history begins 
with the Revolution, or who 
tend to think of that history 
solely in national terms, . 

' will be astonished by the 
complexities they discover 
in this beautifully produced 
book. "Atlantic America, 
1492-1800" is organized less 
as a narrative than as an 
itinerary. Its largest section 
is a long, leisurely excur-

GARNET HENoERsoN sion down the Eastern sea
board, beginning in New
foundland and ending in 

Texas, with stopovers at all the regional sites Mr. Mei
n!g :regards as most important to understanding the 
develop.ment of a peculiariy American landscape. Al
ways he reminds us that regions were the creation not of 
homogeneous populations 'but of peoples whose pasts 
have often been obscured in more traditional American 
histories. , . , , ~ ~ · 

To give just_ one ex~n,iple of how this works, Mr. 
Meinig's South Caro'nna ·em~rges as a kind of recoloni
zation out.of the tropical Catibbean - what the histo
rian Peter Wood has called ''the colony of a colony.'' I ts 
planters and slaves c~~eprincipally from Barbados 
and succeeded, despite the original intentions of the 
colony's proprietors, in reproducing for themselves the 
plantation conditions of the sugar islands. As a result, 

no region of the continent had a larger black population 
or owed more of its cultural practices to Afro-American 
traditions. To further complicate the cultural brew 
Charles Town (now Charleston) became the center of~ 
vast Indian deerskin trade, operating throughout the 
southern Appalachians. As Mr. Meinig concludes, "In 
human terms Charles Town might best be described as 
the capital of an African foothold with a diverse mi
nority of Eurof>eans all under the shaping infl~ence of 
~nglish West Indian experience, forcibly wedged into 
American Indian realms." 

them, but the absence of footnotes tends to obscure Mr. 
Meinig's debt to other scholars. 

cre~t~o? of. historical circumstance ru:i.d_ struggle. (Mr .. 
Me1mg s bias toward ahistorical nationalist cultures 
~ay be one_ reason that his treatment of American In
dians remams so cursory, despite his protestations to 
the cont~ary.) .class is rarely .an element in his story, 
a~d cons1d~rat10ns of gender. are entirely absent. Given 
~is emphasis on.the emergence of geographical systems 
m Nort? Amenca, he spends little time on regional 
e~onom1es and almost none on natural resources or en
viron~ental change. The net effect of all these prob
lems is that much more is described than is explained. The greatest contribuOon of "Atlantic America" is 

its _effort to describe the entire continent in terms such 
as these, showing the ways in which geography is 
largely a human creation with a complex history of its 
own. Laudable as that goal may be, there remains much 
to c~iticize. As with any work of synthesis, little of the 
detailed material is original: Just as the author's de
scription of South Carolina . relies heavily on Mr. 
Wood's, so do the rest of his regional geographies rely 
on other historians. Those knowledgeable about Amer
ica's colonial past will find much here that is familiar to 

A greater problem is the book's powerful bias to
ward description rather· than analysis. Mr. Meinig is 
often ~ontent to describe the movement of a cultural 
group mto an area, or the emergence of a region, with-

I 
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I 
''A bird's-eye view of early 

American geography.'' 
I 

out pausing to specul~te about the internal workings of 
the cultures .he descnbes. Although his regions have a 
lot of ethnic diversity, one gets the sense that he thinks 
of thei~ cultures more or less as unified groups without 
mu~h mtemal conflict. He can thus write that "every 
nation seeks to become a sovereign state," as if nations 
were somehow predefined entities not themselves the -

. The ~k's. g~e~t~st virtue is thus also its greatest 
vice. Readi~g It is like studying an aerial photograph: 
One sees ~hings as from a great height, more as if one 
were lookin? through a telescope than a microscope. 
Those who hke their history close to the ground _ and 
c_Iose to the people who lived on it - will occasionally 
f~d the~selves frustrated as they journey over the con
tmen~ with Mr. Meinig. But for readers seeking a bird's
eye view of early American geography - and there is 
much to be said for taking such a view, at least as an ex
cursio~ - there is no bette:r:,guide available. O 

+ 
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LOVE'S KNOWLEDGE 
Essays on Philosophy and Uterature 
By Martha Craven Nussbaum 
Oxford. 403 pp. $42 

By Bernard Knox 

WHAT IS one to make of a book 
called Love's Knowledge that of
fers detailed critical analyses of 
Platonic and Aristotelian ethical 

theory, critical discussions of Henry James's 
Golden Bowl, Ambassadors and Princess Ca
samassima as well as of Beckett, Dickens and 
Proust, and also calls in to support its argu
ment such texts as Homer's Odyssey and 
Sophocles's "Women of Trachis," not to men
tion Nietzsche, Kant and Wittg~nstein? The 

Bernard Knox, a past director of the Center for 
Hellenic Studies, is the author of many books, 
m~t r,ec~n,tly. "~~s~ 1~~n! !J~1';M~1:~·,, 1 
.~.·~· • L "R6~•1Y t M ~. • aa ~-· 
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reader's first reaction may well be skeptical. 
To move with authority over so wide a range 
of intellectual history, the author must be an 
unlikely combination: an acute and sensitive 
critic of ancient and modern literature, a pro
fessional philosopher and a trained scholar of 
ancient Greek. In this case skepticism can be 

.dispensed with; Martha Nussbaum is all of 
these things. 

She has published a critical edition of the 
Greek text of Aristotle's treatise On the Move
ment of Animals, and provided it with a com-. 
mentary and a series of long and philosop~
. ically rich ·essays. She is the author of ~ _bril
liant and much admired book, The Fragility of 
Goodness which examines the ethical prob
lems ad&essed not only by Plato and Aristotle 
but also by Greek tragedy; it argues that we 
cannot understand the work of the philoso
phers in isolation from the mor~ ~on~erns of 
the tragic poets, who make a distmctive co~-

the course of the last 10 years, published a 
number of essays on the relationship between 
literature, especially the modern novel, and 
philosophy. Twelve of them are included in 
the volume under review, together with two 
new essays and a substantial introduction en
titled "Form and Content, Philosophy and Lit
erature." Many of these essays, all written in 
her characteristically lucid style and ad
dressed to _the general literate public as well 
as to her professional colleagues, first ap-

\ . 

peared in periodicals the general public is not 
likely to come across; it is good to have them 
in a volume accessible to a wider audience. 

This book is not, however, like many such 
collections, a roundup of whatever articles the 
author has happened to publish in recent 
years. She has omitted at least seven inter
esting pieces, some of them destined for a 
subsequent volume; those included have been 
revised and expanded, an~ded wjtb 
end-notes that tinued on page 10 

INSIDE -

COMMUNISM IN AMERICA 5 
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Love's Knowledge 
Continued from page 1 

"make many specific remarks about the relationships 
of the articles to one another." And the long, thought
ful introduction serves to clarify the book's central 
. ~emes and al~ to ju~tify its intriguing title. rA S A PHILOSOPHER she is concerned above 

l/ all with ethical theory, moral philosophy-
\Y one section of her introduction is headed by a 

. sentence from Plato's Republic: "It is no 
chance matter we are discussing, but how one should 
live.". Plato rejected totally the validity of epic and 
tragic poetry as a medium for discussion of moral 
problems, pursuing what he called "the ancient quarrel 
between the poets and the philosophers" to its logical 
end: the banishment of the poets from his ideal city. 
Discussion of ethics was to be built on an iritellectually· 
sound basis of moral definitions, constructed according 
to logical principles and tested by dialectic.:_and so, 
from Socrates until quite recent times, it has been 
ever since. 

Nussbaum finds that this approach has serious lim
itations. "There may be some views of the world and 
how one should live in it-views, especially, that em
phasize the world's surprising variety, its complexity 
and mysteriousness, its flawed and imperfect beauty
that cannot be fully and adequately stated in the lan
guage of conventional philosophic prose, a style re
markably flat and lacking in wonder . .. " She calls for a 
style of philosophical writing that will express its ideas 
"in a language and forms . . . more complex, more al
lusive, more attentive to particulars." And she is also 
proposing that ethical philosophy should concentrate 
its attention on the great works of the imagination as 
well as on the classics of its own discipline. Her aim is 
to "establish that certain literary texts . .. are indis
pensable to a philosophical inquiry in the ethical 
sphere; not by any means sufficient, but sources of 
insight without which the inquiry cannot be complete." 

Whether or n9~ sh~ can establish that clainj iµ the 

court of her philosophical colleagues, her discussion of 
"how one should live," based on a penetrating analysis 
of some of the great modem fictions, is fascinating 
reading, for without abandoning philosophical stan
dards of argument she writes in a-style that shows how t 
much she has learned from the masters of our proseL.-...1. 

Perhaps the most unruly and disconcerting element 
of "the world's •.• flawed and imperfect beauty" is the 
complex of emotions we call "love." It is, as she says, a 
"strange, unmanageable phenomenon or form of life, 
source at once of illumination and confusion, agony and 
beauty." It can play havoc with ethical standards. So, in 
Nussbaum's perceptive reading of TM Golden Bowl, 
Maggie Verver comes to the reali1.ation that "to regain 
her husband she must damage Charlotte •.• Her love 
• •• must live on cunning and treachery; it requires the 
breaking of moral rules ••• " Love, in all its strange 
manifestations and amoral imperatives, is the major 
theme of these essays; Nussbaum develops its full di
apason from the high refinement of Henry James to 
the lower depths of Beckett's Molloy trilogy. And in 
one extraordinary essay, that is presented in narrative 
form, she uses as her text Dora Carrington's desper-
ate love for Lytton Strachey. J 

But why, the reader may ask, do we need these fi~- ( 
tions, however admirable, in addition to moral philos
ophy in our search for the good life? Nussbaum poses · 
that question and answers it by citing Aristotle, the 
philosopher she most admires. We need fiction be
cause "we .have never lived enough." Our experience, 
without it, is "too confined, and too parochial. Liter
ature extends it, making us reflect and feel about what 
might otherwise be too distant for feeling." Her pur
pose in these essays is "to suggest, with Aristotle, that 
practical reasoning unaccompanied by emotion is not 
sufficient for practical wisdom"; that emotions are "fre
quently more reliable and less deceptively seductive" 
than intellectual calculation. It is a bold suggestion, but 
th se essays make an eloquent and, to this one re~der, J 
onyincing case for it. • 



Memory : 

what is it? Doesn ' t distinguish us from animals , for they at least have 
enough of it to learn things • 

full of blo s and f a des 

Bor ges 1 story of mm t1ho renemb er ed ever ythir:g 

back where my av-n rremory starts functi oning , age 3-h, r emerroer semi truck 
of groceries unloading at Stewart ranch - - supplies for Wint ering In . 
It's my impulse now -- indeed, the writer's way of life: laying low , 
winterirg in, holding back from scurry of the world , to tap a few t housand 
strokes of typewriter onto paper each day . 
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Words Like Old, Familiar Songs 

A quality common to the most accomplished 
writers, Merrill Gilfillan suggests, is the ability to 
dig down through the layers of everyday speech, . 

' revealing the rich layers of history that shape our 
words and our imaginations. This is from "Magpie 

, ._ · Rising: Sketches From the Great Plains" (Vintage, 

paper). NYcf!> 7( ~~-f / J 19 / 
Proust, a great aural archaeologist, had an ear 

as full and sensitive as the best of eyes. He relished 
the speech layers of his characters again and 
again, from the telling regional intonations of the 
beach girls to the shard-laced speech of Madame 
de Guermantes with its trace elements of ancient 
nobles under the trees - a speech as level, . 
wealthy, and gently leashed as an old song. · 

To hear with that amazing depth of under
standing, even once to realize the reverberations 
and source of a companion's words, enhances the 
act of speech forever, enriches the verb. It is no 
longer simply to speak; the tongue is more active 
than that. In a real sense, for a moment there 
when, knowingly and partakingly, we speak from 
that lingual main channel, we are also spoken. 

. . " ~i .. . : . .·._. 
• .,. • •., ·.,,· .: ~: ·:. • u,··'.·'"r., 
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Paradox in Game Theory: ·Losing Strategy That Wins -: 
' w-r. 'I 2. .,...'": " Dr. Doering said. mulates in;o big winnings. Even in 1997 to discuss the phenomenon. . dox will not work for the kinds. of 

By SANDRA BLAKESLEE . Dr. Derek Abbott, director of the more surprising, he said, when game They started to wonder what might games played in casinos, Dr. Abbutt 

A Spanish physicist has discovered 
what appears to be a new law of 
nature that may help explain, among 
other things, how life arose out of a 
primordial soup and why investing in 
losing stocks can sometimes lead to 
greater capital gains. 

Called Parrando's paradox, the 
law states that two games guaran
teed to make a player lose all his 
money can generate a winning 
streak if played alternately. 

Named after its discoverer, Dr. 
Juan Parrando, who teaches physics 
at the Complutense University in 
Madrid, the newly discovered para
dox is inspired by the mechanical 
properties of ratchets - the familiar 
saw-tooth tools used in automobile 
jacks and in self-winding wrist~ 

watches. 
By translating the properties· of a 

ratchet into game theory, the scien
tific discipline that seeks to extract 
rules of nature from the gains and 
losses observed in games, Dr. Par
rando discovered that two losing 
games could combine to produce 
winnings. 

"The importance of the paradox in 
real life remains to be seen," said Dr. 
Charles Doering, a mathematician at 
the University of Micliigan, who is 
familiar with the research. 

"It gives us a new and unexpected 
view of a variety of phenomena," he 
said, ''and who knows? Somet.imes 
finding that one piece of the puzzle 
makes the whole picture suddenly 

Center for Biomedical Engineering A and B are played randomly, with happen with a so-called flashing said. Games A and B must be set up 
at t~e U~iversity of Ade~aid~ in Aus- no order in the alternating sequence, ratchet. to copy a ratchet, which means th~y , 
traha, said that many scientists were winnings also go up and up. First, they imagined two tilted must have some direct interaction. 
intrigued by . the . paradox ~nd ~ad Because these results seem so sur- slopes that could be laid on top of In the experiments carried out by 
begun ~pplymg i~ to . engu~een~g, prising, the outcome is paradoxical each other or held apart. One is Dr. Abbott, game B depends on the 
population dynamics, fmancial nsk _ Parrando's paradox Switching smooth and straight, the other saw- t f ap·tal b . 1 d d 
and other disciplines. · toothed. amoun ° c i emg P aye ~ 

D Abb d 11 t h. between the two games seemed to game A affects those amounts They 

t
r. D oGtt an a Hco eague a its create a ratchet-like effect. With its Particles placed at the top of ei- are subtly connected he said . 

cen er, r. regory armer, recen - h ll ther slope would fall down to the , ' · . . 
ly carried out experiments to verify saw-toot shape, i ratchet a ows bottom under the pull of gravity. Parrando s paradox may help s~i-
and explain how Parrando's paradox Particles placed at the bottom of entists find new ways to separa~e 
works. either slope would go nowhere. But if molecules, design tiny motors and 

Their research is described in a Unfortunately, these the two slopes were superimposed understand games of survival being 
recent issue of the journal Nature. and alternated or "flashed" back played at the level of individual 

The paradox is illustrated by two tactics won't work at and forth, particles resting at the genes. Life itself may have been 
game_s played with coin~ weighted on bottom could be made to move uphill. bootstrapped by ratchets, Dr. Abbqtt 
one side so that they ~ill not fall by the casino. Dr. Parrando then translated ·a said. When simple amino acids were 
chance to heads or tails. . flashing ratchet into the language of formed by chance, environmental 

In gam~ A, a player tosses a smgle game theory. Then, he devised the forces would tend to destroy incii}i-
loaded com and bets on each throw. two coin games. Dr. Abbott con- . ·· 
The probability of winning is less movement in one direction and firmed their outcomes in recent ex- ent order. Factors that acted hke 
than half. blocks it in the other. periments. Game A is like the ratchets could prevent that destruc-

In game B, there are two coins and "You see ratchets everywhere in smooth slope. The single loaded coin tion, helping move life along its eyo-
the rules are more complicated. The life," Dr. Abbott said. "Any child produces steady losses, just like par- lutionary pathways toward greater 
player tosses either Coin 1, loaded to knows that when you shake a bag of ticles sliding straight downhill. complexity. '--=t 
lose almost all the time or· Coin 2 mixed nuts, the Brazil nuts rise to the Game B is like the saw-tooth slope Economists are studying Parran- (I 
loaded to win more than half the top. This is because smaller nuts that ca,n catch objects. Each tooth on do's paradox to help find the b~t 'V" 
time. He plays Coin 1 if his money is block downward movement of larger a ratchet has two sides, one that goes strategies for managing invest- -
a multiple of a particular whole num- nuts." This trapping of heavier ob- up and one that goes down. The two ments. Dr. Sergei Maslov, a physictst 
ber, like three. jects - moving them upward when coins, one good and one bad, are like at Brookhaven National Laborato~y 

If his money cannot be divided one would expect them to fall down two sides of a single saw-tooth. In a in Upton, N.Y., recently showed that 
evenly by that number, he plays Coin - is the essence of a ratChet. computer, the games are played 100 if an investor simultaneously sha'red 
2. In this setup, the second coin will The same is true for particles that times; mimicking a ratchet With capital between . two losing sto9k 
be played more often than the first. tend to move randomly within cells many teeth. 

"Sure enough," Dr. Abbott said, but can be captured, or ratcheted, When the games are run in a com- portfolios, capital would increase 11 

when a person plays either game A into performing useful work. This is puter, Dr. Abbott said, capital starts rather than decrease. "It's mind-
or game B 100 times, all money taken how many proteins and enzymes are accumulating. Switching the game boggling," Dr. Maslov said. "You 
to the gambling table is lost. But designed, Dr. Abbott said. traps any winnings before new can turn two minuses into a plus." 
when the games are alternated - Sharing an interest in microscopic rounds of the game can cause the But so far, he said, it is too early :to 
playing A twice and B twice for 100 ratchets, Dr. Abbott and Dr. Par- money to be lost. apply his model to the real stock 
times - money is not lost. It accu- rando met in a coffee shop m Madrid Unfortunately, Parrando's para- market because of its complexity. 



r Give Me the Cou"fltrj Life 

By Dennis Herrick 

A HIGH school student once wrote in one of his themes, 
"The country is a good place for hay fever, ~nd the 

city is a good place for epidemics." 

I was amazed to read this little bit of philosophy-he 
was just a sophomore-but the more I thought about ft, the 
more I had to agree with him. If you get sick in the coun
try, it's either your own fault or simply bad 111~k. But if 
you're sick in the city, it's because everyone else is sick, too. 

But that is only one of the more trivial of my differences 
between city and urban living. I have a few more serious 
ones to talk about. 

I imagine everybody has heard the old saw about the city 
not being any place for raising children, and I'm ready to 
march along with a banner for that argument. A boy raised 

-on a farm may not have much opportunity to play basket
ball, but he doesn't have any great chance of joining a gang, 
either. And I suppose that's where the foundati.on of my 
preference for country living is laid-in the welfare of the 
children. 

I was reared on a farm. Though it was admittedly not 
a big place, it was nevertheless a farm. My backyard 
was 80 acres big, and I used every square foot of it in 
growing up. I still don't believe it was too much. 

I COULDN'T and still can't play basketball well, but I 
won my letter at school in track because I spent most of my 
time running through those 80 acres-after my collie dog, 
a rabbit, a cow that had gotten out, or just after my laugh
ing brother. 

I learned a lot of things my city cousins could only won
der at when they visited our farm. 

To me, death wasn't a man kicking in the street or the 
mournful wail of sirens at night. Death was the small calf 
curled up in a corner of the barn as if he was asleep. Death 

-was real enough, but it wasn't garish or zero at the bone. 
It was only sadness and a feeling that something was gone. 
It was nearly always quiet and unobtrusive. 

And life- life was out in the meadow one morning when 
we saw the tiny dappled colt that wasn't there the night 

before. Life was the bluebird nest I found in the same 
hollow stump every year. Life was dragonflies balancing 
their shiny blueness above the field. 

TREES AND GRASS were not the only plants I knew. 
I touched the curled heads of the green fems buts ting up 
through the leaf mould on the floor of the woods in April. 
I picked yellow sunflowers to exchange for my mother's 
smile. And I discovered nettles that stung all day on your 
hand if you touched them. 

My playground wasn't supplied with swings, ·slides and 
teeter-totters. But I had two old tires hanging from a tree, 
a pile of straw to jump into from the second-floor barn 
window, and 10 acres of woods to explore. 

I never went to a store by myself when a boy to buy 
milk and bread. But 1 · could tell blackberries from dew
berries even if they were mixed in a box, and I knew my 
dad didn't like the dewberries_. And there was a walnut 
tree growing in our line fence, and I was the only person 
who knew it was there. 

Even on a farm a boy needs spending money, but I didn't 
get mine from peddling newspapers. I caught crickets and 
sold them for a penny apiece to fishermen. One summer 
I made a cent and a half. 

Grade school wasn't a long brick building in the middle 
of town. It was a small, one-room building where both my 
sister and I studied, though she was two grades behind me. 
The school was nestled in one comer of a woodlot, and 
in the autumn we would have acorn battles. 

AS FOR HAVING a dog to pal around with, I had that 
and plenty more. I had two cats and numerous kittens (we 
searched the hayloft for each new litter), not to mention 
cows and calves, horses and colts, chickens and chicks, and 
all the wild animals we were quick enough to see. 

Where I lived, happiness was watching the dipping and 
rising flight of a goldfinch. It was the sound of father's 
straining tractor on the other side of a hill. It was getting 
bucked off calves and running barefoot across a freshly 
plowed field. Happiness was falling asleep to the sound of 
insects in the summer, or climbing the highest hill in the 
winter and looking behind to see your footsteps wiggling 
through the snow all the way back home. 

Say what you will about rearing children in homes that 
touch each other's sides, I'll take the maple-sugar country. 

Dennis Herrick is a student in the Marquette University 
College of Journalism. 

--------SYMPOSIUl\1--------
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Screams in the r ight 
BOHINMANOR 
By Tadeusz Konwicki. 
Translated by Richard Lourie. 
240 pp. New York: 
Farrar~ Straus & Giroux. $19.95. 

By Patricia Hampl 

T
HIS beautiful, grave book begins not once, but 
twice. It opens first, guilelessly, as a novel: "Miss 
Helena Konwicka rose that day right after dawn, 
as she usually did during the week." 

On the next page it starts up again, this time in the 
voice of a memoir: "Miss Helena Konwicka, my grand
mother, stopped in front ofber window, and once again 
glanced at a dewdrop containing a likeness of the 
holiday morning's light." 

From the moment Tadeusz Konwicki casually in
troduces his possessive pronoun - "my grandmother" 
- the ground shifts powerfully under the novel. Its 
pastoral assumptions are uprooted, and the book ceas
es to be simply a story. It turns into a lyric antiphon, a 
call between Central Europe's 19th century and its lurid 
20th. 

"I am working my way through the back streets of 
time," Mr. Konwicki writes shortly after introducing 
his grandmother on her 30th birthday in the last quar
ter of the 19th century. He is also working his way, he 
says, "through the numbness of the imagination, 
throu.gh my own river of pain, and I must make it to that 
other shore, to my grandmother Helena Konwicka, a 
young lady slowly aging in a sad time, a dreary era, a 
hopeless hour of dispassionate his tory which floods 
behind us, beside us, ahead of us." 

Mr. Konwicki wisely allows his own " river of pain" 
to remain unspecified. This canny reticence avoids an 
autobiographical dead end; inste"ad, the anonymous 
pain achieves the authority of a national or historical 
emotion. Yet, he never forfeits the intimacy of the 
personal voice. The relation of the historical point of 
view and this personal voice gives the book a haunting 
brilliance. 

But there is a real story here; that is, a 19th-century 
realist story: Helena Konwicka, who worries that talk
,ing to herself (something she is in the habit of doing) is 
"one sign of spinsterhood," feels pressured to marry 
Alexander Broel-Plater, a neighboring landowner 
whose lovemaking consists of pointing out to her that 
neither of them is getting any younger. 

The curious enervation of her life encourages Hele
na to cave in to this dispiriting suitor - even when she 
learns that his naturai affections tend toward his rifle
man, the sulky Ildefons. 

• • • 
Into this airless world of humiliated Polish gentry 

appears Elias Szyra, "a Jew boy from Bujwidze," as 
Helena at one point calls him in a frantic attempt to let 
her native anti-Semitism protect her from a fateful 
passion. 

E lias fought in the failed 1863 uprising against the 
Russians and is a hunted man. He is, implicitly, a hero. 
He appears out of nowhere, his red hair flaming like a 
signal. And of course, with Mr. Konwicki's habi~ ot 
m urmuring from his very 20th-century perch, this · 
hunted Polish Jew evokes millions. 

Elias's erotic certainty is calamitous for Helena, 
who lives in a worlcrof small moves and suspended 
action. He tells her he used to watch from afar as she 
went by in her carriage. "I came back here to see you," 
he says simply. 

His clarity mesmerizes and claims her. "We're 
fated for each other," he says. But the languid landown
er Plater has a lso invoked fate as the trump card in his 
courtship. Helena's roma ntic dilemma sustains the 
tension of Mr. Konwicki's 19th-century story. 

Helena is not the only one suffering from fate - or 

Patricia Ha mpl is the a uthor of "A Romantic Edu
ca tion," a memoir of her Czech fa mily background and 
her travels to Prague. 

ine), Helena is trying to locate her own 
~ mother, swallowed by death and history -

~: . ~ --~;;:;,;:~,~f[(' ~~~h~~~~ ~~:~~::tt f~:~:~~ls her grandson 

l)''\f~~,~..,·- .{ . "/ <· ' ' • <<t grea~~~e:~~~~ '.: :~": a~hi:~~i:n=~~°_".5~! 1J:: 
'<:. · · ' · book is that these calls and replies across 

inertia. The countryside itself is caught in the depres
sion of oppression. For this is Polish Lithuania, 10 years 
after the failed uprising, now forcibly annexed to Rus
sia. Helena sees that her old country priest, to whom 
she goes for counsel, has even lost his faith. 

And Helena's father, Michal Konwicki (or, some
times, "Michal Konwicki, my great-grandfather"), 
hasn't uttered a word since the suppression of the 
uprising. The only sounds he makes come in the night 
when, from his solitary room, Helena hea rs his 
screams, strangled protestations of guilt and love. 

This penance may be for his lost country, or per 
haps as an act of mourning for his dead wife, about 
whom Helena knows only one chilling fact: she asked to 
be buried not in the family cemetery but by the side of 
the road, "like one of Napoleon's soldiers who had falien 
in battle." 

So, while Mr. Konwicki is trying to locate his 
grandmother, Helena (and, like any author, his hero-

'Forget You Were Ever Here' 
Somewhere far away a woman was singing 

plaintively, perhaps out in a field or in one of the 
farm buildings ... . I am unable to warn my grand
mother Helena Konwicka; I don't have the power 
to restrain the course of events; and I cannot avert 
the finale of which I am thinking even now, con
cealed in a horrible solitude, gnawed by the fears 
of old age, racked by a sense of doom that can sud
denly cause a person to shudder and shove him 
blindly into the black abyss of the unknown. 

"Now you listen to me," said my grand11J.other 
Helena Konwicka. "Leave, and never come back." 

"But why, my lady?" asked ·Elias. "Did I say 
something wrong?" 

"It's better that way . . . . " 
"You asked me about the uprising and I told 

you. It's all true. All the boys were joining, and so I 
joined too. To please you." 

"Don't praise yourself to others, mind your 
tongue. The police chief is going around the prov
ince on the lookout for strangers, t rying to fe r ret 
out suspicious people. Go back to Bujwidze and 
forget you were ever here." 

He looked a t he r for a long moment, his spirits 
g radually dimming. His hair had lost its glow, his 

PETER SIS 

the centuries are not arch lHerary geswres 
They a lways feel urgent and as real as the 
ima ination always makes memory. The 
entanglement o t e aut or's vmce an ele
na's story, like the collision of the two centu
ries, seems inevitable. 

The book is wholl anim 
fair s are. From the first page, the 
novel is ruled by t he disarming assumptjgp ff 
that all of the world is aliye eyen segtiept 
'
1The whole house was still asleep," Mr. Kon

wicki writes. "The white-washed walls were 
still sleeping, as were the mahogany ward
robes, the muslin curtains on the windows, 
and the floorboards . ... The servants were 
asleep and so was Helena's father." 

This belief in an animating spirit in all 
things - in dewdrops that sparkle " like a 
fortune-teller's crystal ball" and roe deer 
that stand by the road ready to take to the 
woods at the least indication of hostility -
encourages the novel's most daring leaps. 
For it is not only her 20th-century grandson 
who is invading Helena's 19th-century story. 

Helena's Lithuanian countryside is also 
peopled with the makers of the next centu

ry's troubles. The spirits of Stalin and Hitler are alive in 
the land, and even Lenin makes a cameo appearance. 
Mr. Konwicki's time machine runs the other way too, 
allowing Aleksandr Pushkin and Adam Mickiewicz to 
appear from earlier in Helena's century. ~ 

"For so many days and nights," Mr. Konwicki 
wr ites at the end of the book, after Helena has made her ... I/ 
fateful choice and has discovered what fate really is, "I V 
have kept an idea in store in my soul, a warning or 
words of farewell , for the time of farewells is close at 
hand; I wanted to scratch something onto the wall of 
common memory." 

In this fine translation by Richard Lourie - ac
com·panied by a most helpful essay - Tadeusz Kon
wicki has accomplished this most profound of literary 
tasks. And the epitaph h~has carved so deftly honors 
not only Helena, the grandmother he never knew, but 
our own century, which, it seems, he has knowri all too 
we~ 0 

face was gray and even 
seemed to have shrunk. 
Voices could be heard 
speaking in normal, ev
eryday tones, either in 
the kitchen or out on the 
porch steps. Helena stood 
with her back to him, 
never looking away from 
the 'window .... 

Rising from his chair 
with a sigh, he gathered 
up ~he tabJet and the 
sla te pencil attached by a 
string to a \vooden stick, 

JERRYBAurn and straightened a few 
Tadeusz Konwicki. rumples in the lace doily. 

He opened his mouth to 
say something, but then clearly changed his mind 
and began heading for the door without another 
word. 

Helena stood unmoved, looking out the win
dow, seeing nothjng. But when she heard the 
drawn-out groan of the bone-dry door , she said 
softly, "Wa it." From " Bohin Manor." 
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"America, Montana, those words with their ends open," were what 

drew Angus McCaskill arrl Anna Ramsay and Roll arrl Adair Barclay from 

Scotla.ni in Dancing at the Rascal Fair, and what their sons and daughters 

an:i grandchildren still were trying to come to terms with during the 

Depression, in English Creek- -and thos e great landscapes of the American 

West, an:i. of the mind, stand forward to now in the generations of this 

completion of the trilogy arrl the American century of the McCa&icill family. 

A sense of ha-: the past speaks on in us does echo through this book, 

sometimes in the reappearance of :µ3ople from t~ earlier two books--Beth 

McCaskill arrl Stanley Meixell and some othars back by what I hope is 

popular demand--but this new oo ok is also aoout tryirg to balance the 

future along with the past . To make a life, instead of lapsing along 

in that old saying, "Li£ e is what happens to you while you ' re ma.19-ng 

other plans ." Here are the opening pages of Ride with Me, Mariah Montana: 



When I set out to write this trilogy, and create four generations 

of characters across the past hundred years of Amari can history, it never 

dar.rmd on me th~t the pa.st would be almost too cooperative . But while 
I> 

I was crisscrossing Montana these last ten years of 'WO rk on tb.ese novels, 

the cycle of drought and hard times that I put Jick Mccaskill an1 his 

family into in the Depression years, in English Creek,/ ard the original 

McCaskills, Angus arrl Adair, who ventured from Scotland n to America, to 

Montana, those words with their ends open, 0 in the closing years of the 

19th century in Dancing at the Rascal Fair that harsh cycle of too much 

weather and never enough way of making a living repeated itself in front 

of my eyes, in the lives of Montanans in the 1980 • s. That sense of how 

the past SJ:eal<B on in us echoes through this rook, sometimes in the 

reappearance of people from the earlier two books--Beth McCaskill and 

Stanley Meixell and some others back by what I hope is popular demand--

but this new book is also about trying to balance tre fumre along with 

too past. To make a life, instead of lapsing along in that old saying, 

"Life is what happens to you while you 1:re making other plans •" Here are 

the opening pages of Ride with Me, Mariah Montana.: 



Ivan Doi~ 
landsman s vision paragraph 

"The last great ~grain garden of the world." Such was the vision 

that brought homesteaders to Montana in the tens and tens of thous ands 

in the early years of this century, arrl some similar dream of agricultural 

glory drew all tre landsmen of tre northern west--the Wyoming cattlemen, 

the Idaho she epmi:>~, the wheat growers of Washington and the Dakotas. 
I 
But ti.Ire and again this compelling agricultural vision has had to blink 

the hard facts of drought, distance, Depression; the opposing proposition 

that 11 a humid-area type of civilization cannot thrive in the semiarid 

American Plains without canst~ subsidy, or, lacking this, without 

repeated impoverishment of the residents • 11 (Carl F. Kraemrnl, The Great 

Plains in Transition.) Our program will need to look both at the face 

of the land and into the dreams of its landsmeno 



Ivan Doig 
patterns paragraph 

They are Jefferson's children, these northern westerners Idaho, 

Montana, North Dakota, South Dakota, Washington am Wyoming. "That 

original do-it-yourseli carpenter of statehood" was the President who 

insured America a future west of the Mississippi River with the Louisiana 

Purchase; it was Thomas Jefferson's personal secretary Meriwether Lewis 

who joined with William Clark to achieve the region's greatest exploring 

expedition; it was Jefferson's vision of an orderly arithmetical survey 

system that put the pattern of mile-square sections on the land; arrl it 

was the Monticello farroor Jefferson 1s belief in yeoman agriculture that 

was embodied in the homesteaders 1 settlement of so much of the north~cn 

west. And so if this northwestward American tier is Jeffersonian in 

origin and inspiration, not surprisingly it is Jeffersonian in contradictions 

· ~ 
as well. A rural region of open space, constellated~economic power centers 

such as Boise, Billings, Butte, Seattle, Spokane. A roaming _ground for 

individualism, and America's most fertile area vf conununitarianism.. A 

dominion of nature, where man's marks have frequently been ruinous. 

From Sioux Falls to Neah Bay, from Grand Forks to Twin Falls, from 

Cheyenne to Soolby, there are patterns on this lani of ours, and our 

exploration now is to find their lasting meaning, and their fitness for 

the time ahead. 
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Rain Alone 
By ROBERT REINHOLD 
11 Special to The New York Times 

LOS ANGELES, April 15 -The plen
tiful and cheap water that made the 
West ~}ch, powerful and populous has 
now turned scarce and ever more 
costly to find. 
A~fouhh straight year of drought has 

desce'n'Cled on California and the South
west. .. 1t has brought not only painful 
shortages and restrictions on water 
use · btit also profound questions about 
the region 's capacity to grow the way it 
has and preserve its comfortable style 
of lffe without devastating environmen
tal consequences and bitter divisions. 

But " by contrast with previous 
drou-ghts, shortages will endure even if 
rain and snowfall return to normal 
next winter, officials say. Enormous 
population growth, environmental con~ 
cerns, contamination of underground 
wat'er 'and court rulings have all com
bine,q ;~o make it harder and harder to 
keep up with demand. 

" In the past, we went out and built 
another dam or aqueduct, " said Carl 
Boronkp.y, general manager of the 
Metropolitan Water District, the 
powerful agency that supplies 62 per
cent o the water used by 15 million 
residents of Southern California. 
"That's more arid more difficult llOW, 
politically and cost-wise. People are 
coming here, being born here. It does
n't make sense we cannot provide a 
reliable water supply.' ' 

'· ,Action Likely This Week 
Tl).~ o/eek, officials of the San Fran

cisco Water Department are expected 
to re,c;qmmend mandatory rationing 
fo r that city, whose sole source of 
waler', the Hetch Hetchy Reservoir on 
the Tuolumne River in the Sierra Neva
da;: was' ,down to 27 percent of capacity 
as _ qf l}pril 3. Since most reservoir 
water accumulates between November 
anq ,;j.pril, there is practically no 
chance .tha t the situation will improve 
SQO)J. II• 

Aiso this week, the board of the 
Metrqp91itan Water District is ex
pected to issue drought rules that could 
result in cutbacks of 10 to 20 percent or 
more to the 300 cities and towns it 
ser.v,er> in six counties from Oxnard to 
the Mexican border if voluntary con
serv,:;i.tlon fails . Two weeks ago, Mayor 
Tom Bradley said it was "very likely" 
rat1ptJfog would have to be imposed on 
Los Aqgeles, the second-largest city in 
the Urtited States, within 60 days. 

Rationing has been a fact of life for 
some time on the central coast of Cali
fornia, the hardest-hit area. In Monte
rey, each household must cut back by 
20 ·percent from normal use or face 
stiff fines. Farther south, in the seaside 
city of Santa Barbara, where residents 
voted 11 years ago not to built an aque
duct to the State Water.Project for fear 
it would bring unbridled growth, people 
find themselves reduced to watering 
lawns with buckets. The city is so des-
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perate it is consider ing building a plant 
to turn sea water into fresh water. 

Nevada and Arizona Affected 
In Nevada, the fastest-growing state, 

rural interests are mounting a political 
and legal assault' on a $1.5 billion plan 
by the parched city of Las Vegas to 
pump water from remote, sparsely 
populated counties to. the .north. And in 
Phoenix, the City Council recently con
sidered banning new lawns without 
permi~s. . 

The water for these areas comes 
mainly from snows melting off the 
Sierra and channeled to the farms of 
the Central Valley of California .and to 
cities along the coast, as well as from 
the Colorado River, which brings water 
from the Rockies of Wyoming, Colo
rado and Utah. 

This year, the driest of the last four 
very dry years, precipitation in Califor
nia has been 60 percent of normal and 
snow runoff is down to 40 percent of 
normal, making this the worst drought 
in the century save for 1977. Water 
stored in reservoirs is only 75 percent 
of normal, on the average. Some reser
voirs, like the Gibraltar .near Santa 
Barbara, are empty. Gibraltar's care
taker, Dennis Ward, recently stood on 
the cracked sand that in other times 
has been under many feet of'water. 

Meanwhile, the Colorado River is 
flowing at less than 50 percent of nor
mal volume. 

As a result, the California Depart
ment of Water Resources is expected 
to order urban users of the State Water 
Project to cut back by 5 to 10 percent. It 
has a1eady imposed a 28 percent cut on 
agriculural users. in .the San Joaquin 
and Sacramento Valleys, with cuts of 
up to 50 percent expected soon. 

Effects of Court Ruling 

The drought also means th'i\t Califor
nia for the first time will feel the ef
fects of a 1964 Supreme Court decision 
that limited the state's rights to Colo
rado River water in dry years. Califor
nia officials s~y increased demand by. 
Arizona will likely mean that the 1.2 
million acre-feet of water to be di
verted this year by the Metropolitan 
Water District and fed into its 242-mile 
aqueduct to Southern California will be 
cut by a quarter, to 900,000 acre-feet, in 
future years. An acre-foot (enough 
water to cover one acre to a depth of 
one foot, or 326,000 gallons) is enough to 
supply two average families for a year. 

Against this backdrop of shrinking 
resources, population continues to 
grow. California grew by an estimated 
5.2 million people during the 1980's and, 
though the pace is expected to slacken 
this decade, the Department of Fi
nance projects that the population will 
grow from 28.8 million this year to 32.9 
million in 2000 and to 39.6 million in 

. 2020. Southern California has been 
growing by about 300,000 people a year. 

In the past, the water barons of the 
West easily and eagerly coped with 
such demand. With what many his o
rians now believe was arrogance and 
blind contempt Jor the environment 
they built aqueducts, dams and reser 
voirs that brought water to the gro ng 
cities and farms, and more than any
thing else made California the most 
populous state and its economy the 
most robust. 

Fish Are a Factor 
But such projects are not so easily 

built today. Major elements of the State 
Water Project, which diverts water 
from the Sacramento River delta, re
main unfinished, bogged down in envi
ronmental and legal battles. Concerns 
about harm to San Francisco Bay, into 
which the delta empties, have caused 
long delays in diverting more water to 
Southern California. And lawsuits and 
agreements with Inyo County have re
duced the dependable supply of water 
to Los Angeles from the eastern slope 
of the Sierra by nearly 60 percent. 

Legal · sanctions against taking en
dangered winter-run Chinook salmon 
have complicated efforts to divert 
more water from the Sacramento 
River. And in Nevada, Federal courts 
have ruled that precious water from 
the Stampede Reservoir must first be 
used to preserve the endangered cui-ui 
sucker fish in Pyramid Lake during 
drought years. 

But given economic and political 
forces, few doubt that urban needs will 

Be kl•nd to your mi-nd. be met. The question is how this will be achieved, and at what cost to the envi-
ronment and agriculture. Farming still 
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water even though 40,000 acres of Cali
fornia farmland turn into housing 
tracts every year. 

"Over all, the state has enough water 
to meet even the tremendous growth 
we are seeing," said David Kennedy, 
director of the California Department 
of Water Resources. But he said this 
assessment assumed "some accom
modation'.' ~mong competing interests 

in West 

New pipes may 
not pe enough. In 
fact, they may 
not be possible. 

and a shift from what he called "abso- · 
lutes" to "reasonable protection" on 
environmental issues. "There is no in
herent reason we should suffer chronic 
shortages," he said. 

A Lesson From Nature? 
Environmentalists say the drought 

serves to underscore the need for wiser 
use of resources and for carefully 
planned growth. "There are limits to 
what nature can provide us," said 
Corey Brown, general counsel for the 
Planning and Conservation League, an 
environmental lobbying group in Sac
ramento. 

Moreover, some environmentalists 
see water as a possible tool in the battle 
to limit growth in California. " I think 
water is going to be a l ~miting factor in 
many regions," said Patricia Schiffer
le, regional director of the Wilderness 
So~iety in San Francisco. "The M.W.D. 
is having a hard time persuading rate 
payers they should pay to import more 
water ·because people realize that will 
br ing more congestion, smog and 
growth." 

Developers, though, have not yet 
been squeezed hard except in areas 
like Santa Barbara. They have fought 
off attempts to require landscaping 
that uses relatively little water. Most 
new homes on the remote edges of Los 
Angeles are occupied by young fami
lies with children. "The last thing they 
want is Joshua trees in their back
yard," said Bart Doyle, general coun
sel o~ the Building Industry Association < 

of Southern California. "It will rain i 

again. ~t ' s like earthquakes - you Jive 
with it." 

San Francisco Changes 
In the meantime, political accommo

dations and conservation continue. To 
the amazement of water officials, San 
Francisco, long a center of opposition 
to the State Water Project because of 
environmental damage to the bay, re
cently agreed to spend $700,000 to build 
a 30-inch pipeline to allow it to tap into 
the pipeline in emergencies. · 

In January, the Metropolitan Water 
District agreed to pay the Imperial 
Water District, in the agricultural Im
perial Valley near Mexico, $220 million 
over 40 years to install conservation 
devices in exchange for 10,6,000 acre
feet of water a year. In Orange County, 
the coastal city of San Clemente re
cently forbade allowing a hose to run 
on the ground while washing a car and 
filling of swimming pools, except to re
place evaporation. Fast-growing El 
Dorado County, east of Sacramento, 
has imposed a moratorium on new 
water connections. 

But many say more sweeping 
. changes can · be expected if shortages 
persist. " One in 10 Americans lives in 
California," said Jason E. Peltier, di
rector of the Central Valley Project As
sociation, which represents water dis
tricts that buy water from that Federal 
project. "When they get thirsty, we 'll 
see changes. The political dynamics 
are changing." 
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Lynch's Skewed Vision of Life in a Small Town 
Continued From Page Bl 

ning the local gas station, is married 
to a strange woman with an eye patch 
but is in love with Norma Jennings 
(Peggy Lipton), whose husband may 
soon be paroled from prison. Jocelyn 
Packard (Joan Chen) has inherited 
the Packard Sawmill from her de
ceased husband. She is an immigrant 
from Hong Kong and still has subtle 
difficulties speaking English. (Clos
ing down the fa~tory for the day, she 
orders, "Push the plug.") Benjamin 
Horne (Richard Beymer) owns the 
swank Great Northern motel and is 
eager to expand his real-estate em
pire. His daughter, Audrey (Sherilyn 
Fenn), is a sultry teen-ager who 
wears spike-heeled red shoes to her 
high school classes. 

The story unfolds at the almost 
funereal pace that is the hallmark of 
soap opera. "Twin Peaks" is not a 
sendup of the form . Mr. Lynch clearly 

savors the standard ingredients, 
right down to the scene that ends with 
the sound of sobbing and a close-up of 
a telephone receiver dangling from a 
table. But then the director adds his 
own peculiar touches, small passing 
details that suddenly, and often hilari
ously, thrust the commonplace out of 
kilter. 

A burly policeman begins crying 
uncontrollably at the sight of Laura's 
body. Visitors to a bank find a deer's 
head on the table and are casually 
told that it just fell off the wall. The 
sheriff's super:-efficient secretary not 
only makes coffee but also arranges 
sumptuous spreads of doughnuts. A 
morgue attendant is terribly apolo
getic about the suddenly flickering 
lights. "Would you leave us, please?" 
the F.B.I. agent asks. Thinking he has 
been asked his name, the attendant 
genially replies, "Jim." It is a perfect 
Lynch moment. The name of a 
~om~n a~way_s seen ca_rrying ~ log is 

... '"'uis Bouche 
" Murals, 1928 

simply the Log Lady. And then 
there's that ceiling fan at the Palmer 
house that, no matter the weather, 
spins slowly day and night. 

• One of the greedy Horne's ambi-
tious schemes involves trying to sell a 
vacation community to a group of 
Norwegian investors. A translator is 
required for the negotiations, which 
seem promising until his strange 
daughter, Audrey, upsets the visitors 
with news of the murder. Confronted 
by her furious dad, Audrey will pout 
in next Thursday's episode: "I only 
went in there to check out their ridic
ulous smorgasbord.' ' 

The "Twin Peaks" repertory com
pany is wonderfully in sync with Mr. 
Lynch's vision. Mr. Maclachlan is a 
Lynch veteran ("Blue Velvet," 
"Dune"). There are at least two per
formers from the film version of 
" West Side Story": Mr. Beymer and 
Russ Tamblyn, playing a psychiatrist 
who is, of course, quite strange. Tele
vision's past is evoked, if only sub
liminally, with Mr. Ontkean, once of 
"The Rookies," and Ms. Lipton of 
"The Mod Squad." 

Where does "Twin Peaks" go from 
here? Seven one-hour episodes are 
currently on tap, pending an analysis 
of the ratings. Will Laura's murderer 
ever be found? Will he or she turn out 
to be, as one rumor has it, an extra
terrestrial? It reaJJy doesn't matter. 
Keep your eye on those details and 
enjoy this unique television trip. Next 
week's installment opens with Cooper 
("Gary?" someone asks at one point) 
ordering a breakfast of eggs over 
hard and "almost cremated" bacon 
after dictating still another memo to 
Diane: "What really went on between 
Marilyn Monroe and the Kennedys? 
And who really pulled the trigger on 
J.F.K.?" Twin Peaks. Population : 
51 ,200- and likely to go lower. 

A Wicked Spin 
On Soap Opera 
TWIN PEAKS, directed by David Lvnch; writ
ten by Mark Frost and Mr. Lynch~director of 
photography, Ron Garcia ; editor, Duwayne 
R. Dunham ; costumes by Patricia Norris; 
music by Angelo Badalamenti; production 
designer, Ms. Norris; produced by David J. 
Latt for Lynch/Frost Productions in associa
tion with Propaganda Fil:ns in association 
with Worldvision Enterprises Inc.; Mr. Frost 
and Mr. Lynch, executive producers. Sunday 
on ABC. 

Dale Cooper .. .............. ............ Kyle Maclachlan 
Sheriff Harry S. Truman .... .. Michael Ontkean 
Catherin~ Martell ................... ...... . Piper Laurie 
Jocelyn Packard ....... ... .......... ............. Joan Chen 
Shelly Johnson ........ ....... ........... Madchen Amick 
Bobby Briggs ........ ...... ............... Dana Ashbrook 
Benjamin Horne ..... ....... .. ...... .. Richard Beymer 
Audrey Horne ........ ...... ............ .... Sherilyn Fenn 
Donna Hayward ...... .......... .... Lara Flynn Boyle 
Dr. William Hayward .............. .... Warren Frost 
Norma Jennings ........ .. ................ .. Peggy Lipton 
James Hurley ........................... James Marshall 
Ed Hurley ........... ................... : .... . Everett McGill 
Pete Martell ......... .. .. ...... ....... ........ .... Jack Nance 
Leland Palmer ... ......... .......................... Ray Wise 
Sarah Palmer ............ ............... Grace Zabriskie 
Dr. Lawrence Jacoby ............... Russ Tamblyn 

Savoy Ballroom Tribute 
Planned in Brooklyn 

The nonprofit presenting organiza
tion 651 will begin its second season 
on May 13 with a musical re-creation 
of Harlem 's Savoy Ballroom of the 
1940's. The concert, featuring 
Panama Francis and His Savoy Sul
tans, the baritone Billy Eckstine and 
the Count Basie Orchestra, will take 
place in the Brooklyn Academy of 
Music's Opera House, 30 Lafayette 
Street. 

The organization was formed last 
year by the academy to showcase 
performing artists representing dif
ferent ethnic communities. 

1+--i3 
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rom avid Lynch, 
A Skewed Soap· Opera 
On Small-Town Life 

By JOHN J. O'CONNOR 

Welcome to Twin Peaks, says the 
road sign. Population: 51,201. Well, 
make that an even 51,200. A young 
woman -named Laura Palmer, the 
high school homecoming queen, is 
about to be found murdered, her body 
wrapped in plastic. So begins "Twin 
Peaks," the new ABC series that is 
bringing the distinctively skewed vi
sion of the film director David Lynch 
("The Elephant Man," "Blue Vel
vet") to weekly television. This is 
event television given a memorably 
wicked spin. Nothing like it has ever 
been seen on network prime time. A 
special two-hour premiere is being 

Peggy Lipton in "Twin Peaks." 

broadcast Sunday night. Weekly 
hourlong episodes will follow on 
Thursdays. 

Twin . Peaks is somewhere in the 
Pacific Northwest, just five miles 
from the Canadian border. Mr. 
Lynch, born in Montana and reared in 
Washington State, is partial to set
tings that turn out to be far less placid 
than they initially appear. An opening 
shot of the grand mountains and 
noble Douglas firs finally comes to 
rest on factory chimneys belching 
sm-oke into a damp, gray atmosphere. 
Enter the good citizens of Twin 
Peaks, emitting their own various 
forms of pollution. 

Created by Mr. Lynch and Mark 
Frost, formerly a writer on "Hill 
Street Blues," the series slips into the 
.traditional television form of a soap 
opera, complete with ominous cue 
music. On the surface, things seem 
comfortingly ordinary, right down to 
the diner that makes a nifty tuna 
sandwich and great cherry pie. But as 
the murder investigation proceeds, 
all sorts of nasty business are ex
posed, from betrayals and secret af
fairs to drugs and pornography. 

Called in to help solve the case, the 
F.B.I. agent Dale Cooper (Kyle 
Maclachlan) is a control freak who 
uses a tape recorder to communicate 
his every thought to an unseen secre
tary. ("Diane, I'm holding in my hand 
a small box of chocolate bunnies.") 
He works with the local sheriff, whose 
name is Harry S. Truman (Michael 
Ontkean). Together they begin ques
tioning central characters: Laura's 
mother (Grace Zabriskie), who can't 
seem to stop crying; Bobby Briggs 
(Dana Ashbrook), a young Lothario 
and onC; of the last people to see 
Laura alive ; James Hurley (James 
Marshall) , a biker and young loner 
who was also involved with the dead 
woman, and Donna Hayward (Lara 
Flynn Boyle), Laura's best friend, 
who now is desperately trying to pro
tect James. 
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"I never know, Tom, whether 
you are for oi:- against ", said my 
wife' s aunt, wishing me a happy 
New Year. 

I replied that I was a com· 
mitted Don't Know for the next 
300 years. 

She remarked wistfully that 
she would not be here. 

We were on the doorstep CJ.nd 
there was a strong frost. " It 
will take about three centuries ", 
I said, " to tell whether the new 
context of allegiance is gping to 
mean anything." 

"I see", she said. That was a 
relief. I have been using the 
same phrases for so long now 
that it has be.come like the Te 
Deum. I can't remember the 
words if I think about them. It. 
is time I tried to say it again. 

It begins with identity. Each 
one of us is a series of concen

' tric circles. The middle point is 
theoretically most quintessen
tially us. But it is also nothing 

l-.. r/ - the " still point of the turning 
1.-;" world ". We consist of our re/\. i v lationships. Our identity is held 

Y for many of us most compactly 

~ 
and consistently in the family 

,~ ircle. They love us, we love 
them, dirty socks and all, nap
pies to the grave. Then we 

elong t o, we share identity with, 
all sorts of other groups-local 
in the geographical sense, pro
fe ssional, national, even inter
national. These rings work in a 
t ime scale too- in the accumula· 
tion of memories and knowledge. 

The wider the rings, the less 
emphatic the identity, except at 

ertain times. Humankind has 
always associated bread~h of 
genuinely felt identity with fine
ness of character-saints, philo
sophers, patriots, heroes, self
givers and broad identifiers of 
all sorts. Pride always was the 
big sin-self-obsessive, narrow
ing, nasty. If you don't love 
your neighbour at all, you soon 
cannot even love yourself. 

The widest ring for most of 
us is the nation. We do not feel 
vividly British all the time. But 
every now and then we would 
die for it. At least, that has been 
the case until recently. 

No-one will convince me that 
nations do not exist-that they 
are a figment of bourgeois 
imagination/propaganda. I have 
travelled too much. Nations are 
more nationalistic when bour
geois imaginations have been 
massacred in millions, eg, Rus
sia, China. The very tribe has 
an innate passion to be itself. 
Descartes was wrong. The lowest 
common multiple is not cogito 
ergo sum. It is " I belong to a 
group, therefore I am." 

Bernard Levin is on holiday 

... · ·. ~ · , .. 

o; .. - .. 

I ecall John Stra hey ¥ it ing 
that Trotsky forecast the 
ultimate fate of capitalist-mono-
p olisti Europ would be 
Belgianization. It was an 
uncanny prediction. He did not 
xactly postulate the grey com· 

missioners at the A venue de 
Jayeuse Entree, Wh<J.t th e 
garrulous, headstrong, anti· 
Semitic, Jewish, M<1-rxist saint. 
who was in every other respect 'I 
wrong, had in mind was the I 
~iminution of all allegi<1-nce that 
meant anything, until,,-findirtg I 
ourselves lumped together in a . 
poiyglot stew which no properly 
rooted bean could feel identity 
with-we all drew b<1-ck into 
petit commer~ialisme of a mean 
variety. (BelgiCJns are a people 
we like individually.) 

Now, most people in Britain 
have an idea of what their n<1-tion 
meCJ.ns to them. U nJi~e the 
Germans, fi~ed by God in history 
in a perpetual puberty that . 
whaoshes them frnm extreme 
nationalism to studied self
effacement, or the French who 
must bugle themselves into an 
intention of glory, we, an island 
people until yesterday, have for 
centuries known who we are and 
how much we are collectively 
we. 

Our lea4ers have for some 
tim~ done their best to \lrtpick 
the only context af allegiance by 
which they can appeal to us-bv 
floading us with exotic immi
grants, emasculating us with 
welfare and taxes, and pretend
ing that we have had an 
absolutely marvellous and 
special feti h somewhere in the 
jungle which made us great after 
all, but which no-one has actually 
so far found , called Common
wealth. As a result, we as a 
nation present an im ge today of 
unprecedented sloth, selfishness. 
envy, greed, insularity and pre-
sumpticm. •· 

Yet we are till capable of 
speaking about " us" and 
" our nation " and know what 
we mean. There is succour the e 
from our inhePited char&cter · 
istics, our shared heroes, our 
victories and even our defeats. 
Drake, Wellingtan, Churchill. 
The defeijt of the Armada. 
Waterloo, Punkirk. .Shake
speare, Dickens, HCJ.rdy. Our 
sense of fair play, and a verv 
high grade af humour, law gov· 
ernment, horticulture <'!,nd break· 
fast . 

The faculty for size of soul 
does linger on. We are no~v 
$Upposed to lose this long 
familiar r ipple, the grand 
circular wave in a European 
identity. Pascal, a cont~nentaJ 
intellectual once wrote (in 
another language) that "he who 
would act the angel act s the 
brute". The danger is a real one 
-if we can't ident,ify with the 
angel concept,, we narrow up to 1 
next to nothing. · 

,People everywhere like to 
belong to a big, strong, embra -
ing we. Yet there cannot be a we 
without a they. What is t o 
become of our we ? And our 
they? 

In 300 yea11s or so we may 'be 
able to judge the boundaries of 
our heart. 

The quthor is a publisher and 
, journalist . 

@'>. T. ,. l 1 .. ' . . , f 
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Guru Ma's 
followers dig 

. ~~ in for' the end 
! 

By Ellis E. Conklin 
P-1 Reporter 

LIVINGSTON, Mont. - The snow 
_ '! has begun to melt in the Gallatin 

· r Mountains that now stand pock-
marked with the gashes from as many 
as 46 nuclear bomb shelters, and the 

. ice-blue waters of the Yellowstone 
River have turned muddy. 

But many things have grown mud
dy in these remote parts, almost from 
the moment Church Universal and 
Triumphant leader Elizabeth Clare 

_ Prophet, the one they call Guru Ma, 
began in 1985 to beckon her doomsday 
disciples here. 

On these windswept meadows 
where the Blackfeet and Crow once 
raced with the buffalo, a group of 
modern-day Noahs, as they like to 
think of themselves, are building their 
bomb shelters on the cold Montana 
prairie. 

Awaiting the world's end is their 
spectacle; ·underground bunkers, their 
passion. 

Some of them have paid as much as 
$10,000 for a spot in one of the bunkers, 
bu~at also entitles them to enough 
ortcfrlic barley and short brown rice to 
wait out the holocaust. 

Members have sold homes, closed 
bank accounts and bid farewell to 
relatives to make this pilgrimage, all of 
them seemingly yearning for an apoca
lypse rn;>w. 

They keep to themselves and only 
mix with the local townsfolk for busi
ness transactions, like buying duct tape 
and storage containers. 

They spend their days in dunga
rees working in their shelters or on 
wooden A-frame houses they are erect
ing on church-owned land they call 
Golden Age Village. 

It is known as Paradise Valley, just 
north of Yellowstone National Park, a 
--I!··--"- L - -...1 - - C -:---•.:-- - 11- -- ..l L :-
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Church Universal and Triumphant mem
bers raise the U.S. flag over a tower that 
rises out of a born shelter in a church-
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By Ellis E. Conklin 
P-1 Reporter 

L MNGSTON, Mont. - The snow 
has begun to melt in the Gallatin 
Mountains that now stand pock

- marked with the gashes from as many 
as 46 nuclear bomb shelters, and the 
ice-blue waters of the Yellowstone 
River have turned muddy. 

But many things have grown mud
dy in these remote parts, almost from 
the moment Church Universal and 
Triumphant leader Elizabeth Clare 
Prophet, the one they call Guru Ma, 
began in 1985 to beckon her doomsday 
disciples here. 

On these windswept meadows 
where the Blackfeet and Crow once 
raced with the buffalo, a group of 
modern-day Noahs, as they like to 
think of themselves, are building their 
bomb shelters on the cold Montana 

_prairie. 
Awaiting the world's end is. their 

spectacle; ·underground bunkers, their 
passion. 

Some of them have paid as much as 
$10,000 for a spot in one of the bunkers, 
bu0t-\lat also entitles them to enough 
ortci'dic barley and short brown rice to 
wait out the holocaust. 

Members have sold homes, closed 
bank accounts and bid farewell to 
relatives to make this pilgrimage, all of 
them seemingly yearning for an apoca
lypse now. 

They keep to themselves and only 
mix with the local townsfolk for busi
ness transactions, like buying duct tape 
and storage containers. 

They spend their days in dunga
rees, working in their shelters or on 
wooden A-frame houses they are erect

'-1 - ing on church-owned land they call 
-- Golden Age Village. 

It is known as Paradise Valley, just 
north of Yellowstone National Park, a 
refuge to herds of migrating elk and big 
horn sheep, and a frequent frontier 
home for actors Peter Fonda, Dennis 
Quaid and Jeff Bridges. 

This is where Prophet, a thin, 
attractive and elegantly groomed wom
an from Red Bank, N .J., has made her 
most recent stand, abandoning the 
more land-use conscious Malibu, Calif., 
for wild, anything-goes Montana. It is 
the seventh home for a gloomy reli
gious sect that got its start in Arlington, 
Va., in 1958. 

In the past year, the 51-year-old 
· Prophet and her bomb shelter-building 

congregation have sunk millions of 
dollars in materials - and perhaps as 
much as 750,000 gallons of gasoline and 
propane, Park County officials say -
into these subterranean atomic shel
ters. 

Said one church member: "We've 
invested too much. We aren't ever 
leaving now, and no one is going to 
force us out." 

Prophet, who has drawn an esti
mated 3,000 to 4,000 followers, has - at 
least until last week - claimed that the 
world is in a dark cycle and may end as 
soon as April 23. All of which has, as 
one critic put it "got these little gurus 

digging those shelters like damn crazy 
beavers." 

The situation climaxed March 15 
when a surprise drill was called and 
church members were told by Prophet 
to be in their shelters by midnight. 
Highway 89 swelled with them, some of 
whom reportedly thought it was the 
real thing. 

"Yol:l'd have to be here to believe 
what a sight it was, to see these people 
racing out of town and back to their 
shelters. They're nuts, these gtlrus," 
said Gladys Peters, a waitress in 
Livingston. 

"There's this hatred for us, said Ed 
Turner, a bright, articulate church 
member with rugged good looks. "This 
thing, calling us gurus. It's like being 
called a gook." 

Turner, a converted Catholic with 

Bozeman Daily Chronicle photos 
Church Universal and Triumphant mem
bers raise the U.S. flag over a tower that 
rises out of a bomb shelter in a church
owned subdivision outside Emigrant, 
Mont. Kathleen Boyi'~ left, sits in a bunk 
room in a bomh fhelter, Church leader 
Elizabeth Clare Prophet, whose followers 
call her Guru Ma, ffid her husband, Ed 
Francis, right, are shown a year ago at 
Royal Teton Ranch near Corwin Springs, 
which is church headquarters. 

an art degree from a college in Chicago, 
has been with the Church Universal 
since 1978 and in Paradise Valley since 
1982. 

"I try to blend in here. This is their 
turf, I know that. They're the good-ol' 
boys with the red Angus cows. No way 
they are ever going to understand us." 

The essence of Church Universal, 
Turner explained, is that "we all want 
to leave the physical plane and return 
to God. Our goal is a life of ascension, 
and to do that, to ascend, you need to 
work off all the bad karma." 

Infuriated local residents, mean
while, have begun to call their valley 
Paradise Lost and share mean-spirited 
jokes with each other over beer and 
shots of whiskey in Livingston saloons. 

See DOOMSDAY DISCIPLES, Page C3 
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DOOMSDAY 'DISCIPLES 

Survivalists build like there's no tomorrow 
From Page C1 

Question: "Do you know what hap
pens if Guru Ma pops out of her bomb 

,. shelter and sees her shadow?" 
Answer: "You get another six weeks 

of.nuclear winter." 
The bathroom graffiti is equally 

harsh. "Save a gopher and shoot a guru 
- they dig bigger holes," is one of the 
nore popular messages, along wjth, 
"Faking it for Jesus but doing it for 
Prophet." 

Most of the antipathy for the 
Church Universal germinated from 
Prophet's decision to buy hundreds of 
trailers from Raj neeshpuram not long 
after after the Bhagwan Shree Raj
neesh's Oregon kingdom caved in in 
1986. 

"They really screwed up the land, 
spreading those damn ugly trailers all 
over the hills to house their members," 
fumed Hank Rate, a Park County land 
surveyor and forester. 

Then fear began to spread after the 
arrest in Spokane in July 1989 of long
time church member Vernon Hamilton, 
who along with the <;:hurch's vice presi
dent, Ed Francis - Prophet's current 
husband, pleaded guilty to conspiring 
to buy about $150,000 worth of assault 
rifles and ammunition jn a scheme to 
arm 200 men. 

SOME OF THE weapons seized in
cluded .50-caliber Barrett rifles, a long
range sniper rifle designed to immobi
lize light bunkers and lightly armored 
vehicles from as far away as one mile. 

"We all have guns around here. We 
drive around with them in our trucks 
and stuff, • said Joey Rivers, a local 
carpenter. "But we use them to hunt 
animals and stuff, not to hunt humans. 
And that's what they are planning to do 
with them." 

Officials at the Bureau of Alcohol, 
Tobacco and Firearms concede they 
don't know how many weapons church 
members may be concealing. 

Oddly enough, the distrust for 
Church Universal has not prevented 
longtime residents, hungry for work, to 
embrace church members and to grad
ually cement a strange marriage of 
economic convenience. 

After all, building bomb shelters -
one of which is an enormous cement
and-steel bunker capable of holding 759 
church survivalists - has forged a 
steady work force ever since Guru Ma 
first issued the call to dig in May 1989. 
Nothing like building a few dozen so
phisticated bomb shelters. replete with 
high-tech ventilation systems, to pump 
life into the county's laggard economy. 

THE ONLY SNAG the church has 
hit so far, other than rocky soil. ha 
been a refusa l by the county to issue 
·eptic tank permits for the shelters. 

August will be the next date of infamy. 
Sounding the cry of Armageddon is 

nothing new to Prophet, who call s 
herself the Vicar of Christ and believes 
she might have been Marie Antoinette 
in another life. Her daughter Moira was 
John F. Kennedy, and her son Sean 
was a Hungarian composer, who, 
Prophet has said, will someday be 
president of the United States. 

Prophet, who has offered only rare 
interviews with the nedia, predicted 
cataclysmic earthquakes for Jan. 1, 
1987. Then there were supposed to be 
frenzied upheavals, perhaps nuclear 
annihilation, on Oct 2, 1987. After 
taking 1988 and 1989 off, Prophet 
promised worldwide mayhem on Feb. 
15, then again on March 12. 

"We don't think it will happen on 
April 23," said church spokesman 
Murray Steinman. "We just think it will 
be a dangerous time that day." 

In any case, if the D-day is delayed, 
this will mean an end - at least for 
awhile - to the spree of "End of the 
World" parties that had been planned 
at saloons throughout Livingston. 

"Keeping people in a hyper state of 
crisis is important to her. It's the only 
way she can keep her flock working on 
the shelters and staying with the 
program," an ex-member said, asking 
lhat his name not be used. 

"I would put nothing past her " said 
Kathy Schmook, a local author and 
founder of Network of Friends, a 
support group for ex-members adjust
ing to life outside the church. "She has 
the eyes of a shark - dark and black. 
She's t rying to get them used to getting 
in and out of their shelters in the same 
way that Jim Jones got his people used 
to drinking Kool-Aid." 

"Their mind-set is already pqst
nuclear," observed the Rev. Dick 
Schlosser, pastor at St. Mary's Catholic 
Church in Livingston. "That's why 
they've maxed out their credit cards, 
and they really don't believe in any 
laws here. I pray for them." 

PROPHET'S FOLLOWERS insist 
the easing of Cold War tensions is a 
ruse, that glasnostis a fake and that 
they must arm themselves for protec
tion against those survivors who may 
try to invade their shelters for food. 

For many residents, such notions 
are frightening. 

"I have 12 kids of Church Universal 
parents who attend the parochial 
school here, ' Schlosser said. ·'Some of 
them have told the other kids that after 
the explosion, they' ll be contaminated, 
and that they' ll have to hunt th m 
down and kill them . 

"They say it like thi : 'We'll have to 
kill you because you'll be nuclear. ' 

In the April issue of' Montana 
ione r. a tabloid owned by s veral 
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project. $5,500." 
Down at Rocky Mountain Foods in 

Livingston, business is booming like 
there's no tomorrow. "We're selling 
hundreds of thousands of pounds of 
food," said Gregory Mascari, the young 
general manager of the store and a 
longtime member of Church Universal. 

"I see an awakening of the Ameri
can people ' Mascari exclaimed, dan
gling his hands in a burlap sack filled 
with dried oats. "This is a wonderful 
thing, a great time for us.u 

Prices range from $350 for a 
month's food supply to $3,000 for 5,053 
pounds worth of lentils, wheat, un
hulled oats, millet, soy and pinto beans, 
which are supposed to last one individ
ual seven years. 

"I'll tell you one thing," Mascari 
said. "Once you got a 12-month supply 
of food for you and your family, it's a 
real big relief." 

"When you talk to them you can see 
that there is no doubt in their minds 
that the world is either going to blow 
up or fall apart and that everyone is 
going to be dead soon thereafter, 
except them. I believed it, too," said 
Kenneth Paolini, who left the church 
three years ago after working on 
Prophet's security forces for 10 years. 

~ Members of the CUT, as they are 
commonly referred to, are a theological 
collage - a few parts Christianity, a 
few parts Eastern mysticism, mixed 
together with right-wing politics, spiri
tual alchemy, UFOs and Buddhism. 
Chanting, reincarnation and channel
ing all ingredients of most new-age 
religions, are widely held beliefs and 
practices. 

Locals say they have no trouble 
identifying them. "They have a look to 
them," said Terry Angell, who tends 
bar at the popular Chico Hot Springs 
Resort, where members come in the 
evening to swim in the hot mineral 
pools. 

"I turn up the jukebox whenever I 
see them. It drives them crazy. the loud 
music," Angell said. 

CUT members, for the most part, 
are well-educated and fairly well off 
financially. Many of them are profes- · 
sionals who have dropped out. They do 
not drink or smoke, and they stay clear 
of rock 'n' roll. 

They are told to learn about macro
biotic ·cooking and to avoid sugar and 
premarital sex, for that drains the body 
of energy Often, they dress in pastel 
colors, and the women are invariably 
outfitted in long skirts. 

The locals, meanwhile, are blaming 
the CUT for everything from ruin1rig 
the environment to storing illegal 
weapons to brainwashing the commu
nity to making Livingst.on a laughing
stock. 

J ohn Bailey owner of the famous 
Dan Ba:iley Fly Shop in town, worries 
that tourists may do their fly-fishing 
elsewhere this spring and forgo the 
trout-rich Yellowstone because of the 
bad publicity. 

"They've started to blame us for 
everything," said Steinman, a former 
Bay Area hippie who attended exclu
sive prep schools in Connecticut. His 
father wanted him to be an accountant 
or a dentist. Steinman, who looks a 
little like Woody Allen, said he pursued 
a higher calling, the Church Universal. 

"They think Mary Elizabeth Proph
et has mesmerized everyone and that 
we're building a big armed force. 
That's ridiculous," Steinman said dur
ing an interview at CUT headquarters, 
a big blue farmhouse on the edge of 
Corwin Springs that overlooks the 
Yellowstone. 

"THEY THINK we're going to turn 
off Old Faithful by manipulating or 
capping hot springs in the area, and 
that we're going to kill off all the 
grizzlies and enslave the children," 
Steinman said. "It's crazy. It's religious 
persecution." 

"No doubt about it, tensions a re 
mounting," sighed Sheriff Charley 
Johnson, whose eight deputies are 
responsible for keeping order among 
the 12,000 Park County residents and 
the surging numbers of CUT members. 
"Things could explode any day. It's not 
a good situation." 

"All I know is that if they do go · 
underground, I hope we got a bunch of 
welders there to weld it shut," growled 
a Living~ton native. 

Despite the growing animosity, 
there has been relatively little trouble. 
According to Park County attorney 
Nels Swanda!, there have only been 
three trespassing complaints filed by 
CUT members against residents, and 
one charge of sleeping in a bomb 
shelter before getting the necessary 
septic permit. 

A RECENT and brief visit to one of 
the shelters last week revealed play
rooms, built-in bunks, exercise centers, 
showers, carpeted dining rooms with 
wood interiors and a bookcase that 
featured the complete works of Tom 
Clancy. There was dried oats and bran 
in large buckets, and the dresser we r 
filled ith clothe . It looked as though 
it could accommodate 50 peopl . 

Lik most of th underground 
holes, this on as connected by 
tunnels made from massive corrugated 
steel drums. 



ott1c1a1s at the state Water ~ua11ty .tiu
reau in H lena will need to com and 
see what plan church memb rs have 
for their waste waler, according t Park 
County sani tarian Ken Anderson. 

"It could take awhile, And rson 
said. " If the state says an envi ronmental 
impact statement needs to be filed, it 
could take a year or more." 

In the interim, "it's the best thing 
that ever happened to us since Burling

. ton Northern shut down their locomo
tive repair facility here in Livingston in 
'86," said Ray Durshire of Livingston. 

Lately, Durshire has been making 
· $7.50 an hour doing plumbing work in 

several shelters located near the village 
· of Emigrant, a church stronghold. He 

says he 's quite happy about it. 

,. , SAME THING at Kenyon Noble 
.eady Mix Concrete Co. in nearby 

Bozeman, where they were able to buy 
11

, two new cement trucks because of all 
the money th y made pouring cement 
for shelters over the winter. 

And Herb Metier. a happy-go-lucky 
. salesman at Dick Walter's Motors in 

Bozeman, said he's been selling 
$14,000-to-$21,000 Isuzu Troopers at a 
pretty fair clip since the shelter build
ing began in earnest. 

"They really like them,' Metier said. 
"See, they aren't loaded down with too 
many of those electronic computers, so 
they still might run if there is that 
nuclear war or whatever." 

~~··· ..,.~ ~'"' "''"'',] .... .., .. 
One ad reads: "Kehoe ysl rn, a 

sh lter for all easons. Hurry, lirn is 
running out. $2 500 to $10.000 for a 
place.' 

Another ad plac d in the personals 
stat s: "Shelter space for single person. 
Non-smoker. Vegetarian pr ferred. In
cludes one year of food in dome 

.... .,"'_............ .. ..... ...,_ ....... .A ......... fo<_... -v \.A..A .. "'J 

appraiser who has visited all the 
shelters in recent months to as ess 
their taxable value. 

It 's a rare job, indeed for the 
veteran appraiser. "There are no man
uals around to tell us how to appraise a 
bomb shelter,'' Hochhalter said, shak
ing his head. 

Livingston, a town of 7,500, 
CTrr.r~~~~~~~~#illiWliliiiJ is upset at the activities in 

Emigrant, where the Church 
Universal has been building 
bomb shelters in preparation 
for a nuclear apocalypse. 

DAVE GRAY/P-1 graphic 
Park County commissioners Jim Hunt and Carlo Cieri of Livingston , top 
photo, wait outside a church bomb shelter near Emigrant while it 's being 
inspected by the county sanitarian. The 46 underground bunkers- that- have _ · 

Bozeman Daily Chronicle been built have enraged the residents of the town of Livingston, left. · 

"Someone must survive when the 
world comes undone, and it will be me 
and my children and my wife. We will 
live on. We must," said Jonathan Lan
dauer, a lanky clean-cut man who last 
year left his teaching job at a private 
school in Wisconsin. to come to live and 
build bunkers in Montana's hills. 

- ) ) : ' ' • • -..._ ... .1 ., • ..... - ~· 

Children flee from families to escape bomb shelters 
must go to their bomb shelters. 

"We are not crazy people. We are 
not out to hurt anyone. We just want to 
live and be left alone to study from the 

111 ascended masters, to learn from Guru 
Ma," he quietly added. 

By Ann Japenga 

L IVINGSTON, Mont. - Some as
pects of his parents religion have 
been more difficult to adjust to 

than others for Chris Gilbert, 16. He 
has managed for instance to tune out 
the keening chants his mother listens 
to constantly on a continuous-play 
cassette. 

But he has had a harder time 
ignoring the looming prospect that he 
may be forced to live underground. 

Gilbert's parents belong to the 
Church Universal and Triumphant a 
religious group that has been in the 
news in recent weeks because of its 
leader Elizabeth Clare Prophet. 

"I've known for a long time I wasn't 
going to go underground," Gilbert said 
in a recent interview at the foster home 
where he now lives. "When you don't 
believe in it (Prophet's teachings), and 
your parents and all their friends 
bombard you with it, it's real hard.' 

church members in recent weeks that 
they left home rather than face the 
possibility of moving into the shelters. 

While they have· acquiesce.cl to their 
parents' beliefs up to a poµ\t - they 
have moved to Montana, fof1instance -
these teen-agers (and possibly more 
youngsters, say authori~· es, who note 

Guru Ma has begun to back off of 
April 23 as the date the world might be 
reduced to some sort of alomic heap. 
Rumors a1·e rife now that sometim in 

When Prophet gives word that 
nuclear a ttack is inevitabl member 

Th stress grew so great for Gilbert 
and at least four other children of See CULT, page C7 

There seems to be no end to the times people have been expecting the end 
Unfortunately, the Post-Intelli

gencer has been watching for the 
end of the world only since 1934, 
when Wilbur Glenn Voliva, over
s.eer of the Christian Catholic 
Apostolic Church of Zion, Ill. , 
predicted the world would end in 
1943. 

He was wrong. As were: 
-. Oliver Sappok, Keremeos , B.C., 

leader ot the "Children of Light ": Jan. 
9 .. 1951 . (On Jan. 12, they said the 
L!md may be late. but they would wait.) 

• welve Hawaiians huddled in a 
one-room shack on the slopes ot an 
e 'hnct volcano on Oct. 5. 1951 , 
awaiting an eruption to mark the end 
ot the world , from which devastation 
oply they would escape. (And making 
the night hideous with their weird 
native chants , said neighbors .) 

• Seventh-Day Adventist Church 
eld~r William H. Branso~ . Washington , 
D.1..1 ., on May 24, 1954: The world has 
almost reached the end of its history." 

• Staff physician at Michigan 
State College, Dr. Charles A. Laugh
ead : Dec 21 . 1954. (On Dec. 23, a 
petition was filed in Probate Court by 
his sister, asking that he and his wife 
be declared mentally ill .) 

• " Prophet" or " Emman" Dr. Elio 
Bianca. Courmayeur. Italy: July 14, 
1960, 8 45 a.111. - but he wasn 't sure 
about the year. 

• On Nov. 4. ·1960, U111vers1ty of 
Ill inois , Urbana. physicist and profes
sor of electrical engineering Heinz von 
Foester and two of his students 
predicted doomsday would be Friday, 
Nov. 13. 2026. 

• Feb 2, 1962, said Asian ast1 o!-

agers, when seven planets in coniunc
tion in the house of Capricorn would 
be joined by the moon. 

• Feb. 4, 1962, said Hindu astrol
ogers, worrying thousands of Indians 
and Nepalese. 

• Mid-March 1965, said the con
gregation of Huntingburg (Ind .) Pente
costal Church . VJhO took refuge in an 
abandoned coal mine. 

• Dec. 25. 1967, said Orthon . a 
cosmic being in touch with Borge 
Jensen, the Danish math teacher. 

• June 14, 1968, when the aster
oid Icarus passed within 4 m1ll1011 
miles of Earth . according to hundreds 
of hippies streaming into Boulder. 
Colo one of two places that might be 
saved . 

• " Everybody knows 1t! Everv-

"---·· -

body feels it! It's 111 the air." - Billy 
Graham, Jan. 17, 1968. 

• On Sept. 3, 1970, a group of 19 
from Spanaway, Wash., led by Howard 
Church, 28. prepared to leave the 
Puget Sound area because God told 
Church in a vision that Seattle would 
be destroyed by earthquakes, tidal 
waves and strong winds. 

• Charlotte, N.C. - A branch of 
the True Light Church of Christ taught 
their 450 fo llowers the world would 
end in 1970, and were "shocked" by 
the failure ot the prophecy. 

• Dec 25. 1973, said Edward 
Ben Ison . who sold tickets for a 
spaceship nde to the catastrophe via 
the comet Kohoutek. 

• In July 1974. Lynnwood shoe
maker Ben Jacobs. a member of the 
Sparnsh Assembly o God Church of 

West Seattle, saw a picture of the sky 
taken by an airplane passenger and 
saw the Lord in the clouds, signifying 
the Second Coming and the end of 
the world . Many agreed. 

• Feb. 24 , 1977, was to be "the 
world's worst day in 25 years ," said 
astrologist Joann Wickenburg . 

• October 1978, with Soviet nu
clear bombs the instrument , said 
about 70 followers of 41 -year-old 
Melbourne, Australia, businessman 
and soothsayer John Strong . They 
awaited the event on a remote ranch 
1n northwestern New South Wales. 

• April 1. 1980. would mark tl1e 
Rapture. said radio preacher W1ll 1e 
Day Smith of Irving , Texas. whose 
doors were locked and shades drawn 

when reporters went to check 1f he had 
gone to heaven. 

• On April 29. 1980, nuclear war 
was to begin , said former Missoula 
chiropractor Leland Jensen and his 
followers , a splinter group of the Bahai 
faith . Or maybe May 7, 1980, Jensen 
decided, "between about 6 a.m. and 
noon, Mountain time." 

• March 10, 1982, when the 
" Jupi1er effect " of planets in a certain 
alignment was, at a minimum, to 
destroy Los Angeles, swallow several 
Pacific islands, bring tidal waves to the 
Caribbean , torrential rains to Peru and 
cause hungry anrmals to stalk the 
Earth. And at a maximum bring an end 
to the world . 

• This list was compiled by P-1 
li brarian Marsha Milroy . 
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