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EADERS OF William Maxwell's fic-
1 jW tinn may expect to find themselves 
I % in one of three places: in a Manhat-

X tan apartment, in a Volkswagen bus 
touring France, or in Lincoln, 111., which is 
sometimes labeled Drapersville but is always 
recognizably Lincoln. Manhattan and France 
are satisfying places as Maxwell presents 
them, but readers who find themselves in Lin-
coln are luckiest, for Lincoln is a wonderfully 
persuasive fictional world, and is surveyed 
gravely and wisely, with sympathy, humor and 
compassion. 

Lincoln is where William Maxwell was born, 
and where he lived until he was 14. He has 
been writing about it for 50 years, returning 
to it again and again, constantly finding new 
stories among its familiar houses and streets 
and its well-known life histories. His novels— 
including Time Will Darken It and The Folded 
Leaf-**choose to take place there, his family 
history Ancestors is anchored there, and many 
of the autobiographical short stories, including 
all of those in Billie Dyer, return there like 
incognito former residents trying to renew 
connections with their youth. 

Few fictional places are so real, partly be-
cause we have revisited Lincoln several times 

Wallace Stegner's books include "The Big Rock 
Candy Mountain," "Crossing to Safety" and 
the "CollectedStories." 

but more because Maxwell has so cool and 
sharp an eye. He is a master of the right de-
tail, Whether he is describing the furnishings 
of a 1910 parlor or following a tenant farmer 
through his chores or reporting thé conver-
sations of the Bridge Club. Sometimes detail 
is even used to distract us from the subtle 
storytelling that is going on; sometimes under 

cover of a duststorm of detail Maxwell quietly 
changes directions or modulates into another 
key or lights a slow fuse that will burn for 
pages before setting off one small, perfectly 
placed charge. 

These stories are approached so casually, 
they look so much like documentary history or 
memoir, that we seem to be wandering up the 

familiar streets of Lincoln looking for familiar 
houses and known faces and revived memo-
ries. But if we paid attention, we would find 
that we are being handled by remote control, 
being turned on and off, being jigged up and 
down among channels like a television set. 
This is a subtle, deceptive storyteller, who 
works always very close —Continued on page 11 
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The most challenging, 
exciting, and profound book 

you will read this year 
"Bold, lucid, 
scandalously 

brilliant. 
Until now the triumph of the West was 
merely a fact. Fukuyama has given it a 
deep and highly original meaning." 

-CHARLES KRAUTHAMMER 

"He takes up 
where de Tocqueville 

left off... 
With one now-famous essay, Frank 
Fukuyama did what had hitherto 
seemed almost impossible: he made 
Washington think. His subject was, 
and in this far more sweeping book is, 
the place of America, and the Ameri-
can idea, in the stream of history His 
conclusion is at once exhilarating and 
sobering:' -GEORGE F. WILL 

"A bold 
and brilliant work 

Very, very impressive." 
-IRVING KRISTOL 
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"...a fascinating 
historical and 

philosophical setting 
for the twenty-first 

century." 
-TOM WOLFE 

"With clarity and an 
astonishing sweep 
of reflection and 

imagination... 
Fukuyama tells us where we were, 
where we are, and most important, 
speculates about where we will likely 
be..." -ALLAN BLOOM 

'Arms Western 
political thought with 

new fundamental 
theoretical arguments 

to reinforce its 
practical actions." 
—EDUARD SHEVARDNADZE 
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Billie Dyer and Other Stories 
Continued from page 1 

to the realities of his own experience and memory, but 
works always by indirection. 

Memory is the principal instrument at work here— 
most of these stories involve returns, and consult local 
oldtimers or local histories in an attempt to correct or 
jog or corroborate memory—but not memory in any 
simple or hard-edged version. Maxwell's memory has 
holes in iti unanswered questions, unsolved puzzles, 
unsatisfied desires, unreciprocated emotions, unfor-
gotten shames or guilts. What each story does is 
straighten memory out. As the narrator of the small, 
perfect novel So Long, See You Tomorrow puts it, 
"What we refer to confidently as memory—meaning a 
moment, a scene, a fact that has been subjected to a 
fixative and thereby rescued from oblivion—is really a 
form of storytelling that goes on continually in the 
mind and often changes with the telling." 

Precisely. That has been going on in Maxwell's Lin-
coln stories for half a century. 

Many parts of these stories we already know. We 
know the people: the stiff Republican father who can't 
quite swallow the book of Genesis but believes every 
word he reads in the Chicago Tribune; the mother, 
who died when William Maxwell was 10; the gentle 
stepmother who was never quite able to take the 
mother's place; the reckless brother who at the age of 
6 stuck his foot into a moving buggy wheel and lost his 
leg to above the knee; the ne'er-do-well uncle who 
went from failure to writing bad checks to running an 
elevator but who retained some of his glamour and 
kept the love of a faithful woman. We know the family 
history—the insurance job, the mother's death, the 
remarriage, the move to Chicago. We know the neigh-
bors, the family friends, the hired help both white and 
black. We hear, especially in the title story and in the 
story called "The Front and Back Parts of the House," 

Maxwell's submerged regret for the indifference or 
condescension with which the family treated Billie 
Dyer, the black man who became a surgeon, and his 
sister Hattie, who for a while worked in the Maxwell 
kitchen. 

f I ^ HERE IS a lot of regret in these stories, and 
I some rueful admissions of how little we are 
I in control of our lives. In "Love," Maxwell 

and a friend go to visit their teacher, pretty 
and much adored, when she is sick. She is dying of tu-
berculosis and can't get her attention away from her 
coming death even long enough to greet them. In 
"With Reference to an Incident at the Bridge," Max-
well reports a time when he and others deceived some 
younger boys, including a Jewish boy eager to belong, 
into knocking themselves out against a bridge abut-
ment—a time, as he admits, when he first "learned 
that he was not to be trusted." 

In form, many of these short pieces are hardly short 
stories by any strict definition. They are handfuls of 
jigsaw pieces, waiting to be fitted into the history of 
Lincoln and the Maxwell family (or their fictional av-
atars). They add to our knowledge of the town and the 
family, they enhance our respect for William Maxwell 
as a wise observer of ordinary human behavior, as a 
sensitive, apathetic, anything-but-moralistic partici-
pant in the human experiment, and as a writer of im-
peccable English prose. As stories, they tend to fuse 
not only with each other but with earlier stories and 
novels about Lincoln. That, in the long run, may be 
their greatest distinction. They are not "literary": 
They are fragmentary transcriptions of one affection-
ately remembered kind of American life, and by being 
so perfect in their kind, they suggest a whole range of 
human possibility, Lincolnesque or otherwise. We 
know these people as we know our friends and neigh-
bors. • 
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Isolatioa'änd Connection 
In Nadkie Gordiiner's Art 

C c r K ( p i i 

By ESTHER B. FEIN 

On the day of the announcement 
that Nadine Gordimer would receive 
the 1991 Nobel Prize in Literature, a 
tribute to the complex and intimate 
stories she has written about rac-
ism's toll on people's lives in her 
native South Africa, Nelson Mandela 
still did not have the right to vote. 

It seemed to many people fitting 
and poetic that the committee should 
acknowledge the 67-year-old Miss 

l Gordimer's work in a year in which 
her country had finally begun to dis-
mantle apartheid. It seemed to Miss 

| Gordimer rather more ironic. 
"Mandela still doesn't have a 

vote/' Miss Gordimer said in an in-
terview this week. And although 
President F. W. de Klerk congratulat-
ed her on her achievement and al-
though her books, once banned, are 
now freely available, the law allowing 
such censorship is still in place. 

"There is progress in South Af-
rica," said Miss Gordimer, a member 
of the African National Congress. "I 
am not denying that. But it is by no 
means complete. We are in great 
danger now of hitting a stalemate, not 
of slipping back, but of the people in 
power trying to make some kind of 
'arrangement' that will look some-
thing like a democracy but that will 
still concentrate economic power in 
the hands of whites." 

Miss Gordimer had frequently 
been mentioned as a leading candi-
date for the Nobel Prize as she wrote 
book after book, including "A World 
of Strangers," "Burger's Daughter," 
"July's People," "Something Out 
There" and her latest, "Jump and 
Other Stories," that eloquently exam-
ined apartheid on the most personal 
terms. But having finally won it, Miss 
Gordimer seemed unimpressed by 
her own remarkable achievement 
and by the outpouring of praise. 

Art is not in the perception of the 
work to Miss Gordimer; it is in the 
rendering of it. Though the accolades 
of the Nobel committee give her 
great pride, Miss Gordimer says, the 
prize will have no more effect on 
what she writes than did the bannings 
and the condemnations of her books 
in South Africa during apartheid's 
bleakest decades. 

"I never thought about the prize 
when I wrote," Miss Gordimer said. 
"The prize is not important to the 
writing. Writing is not a horse race. 
It's very nice for a writer to have 
recognition, just as it is nice to have a 
truly understanding, favorable re-
view and to know that the reviewer 
got from your work what you had 
hoped for. But it has no affect at all on 
what's going on in the writing." 

"The best way to be read is posthu-
mously," she said. "That way it does-
n't matter if you offend a friend or a 
relative or a lover. It's absolutely 
fatal to your writing to think about 
how your work will be received. It's a 
betrayal of whatever talent you 
have." 

So internal is the craft of writing to 

Marilynn K. Yee/The New York Times 

Nadine Gordimer 

Miss Gordimer that no one sees her 
work before it is published. She found 
it odd, she said, that after she won tlie 
prize, photographs of her appeared in 
newspapers showing her surrounded 
by her husband, her son, her daugh-
ter-in-law and her granddaughter. 
"It's very nice, but nobody in that 
group ever sees a word that I write 
before it's printed," she said. "I nev-
er discuss it. Writing makes one a bit 
schizophrenic, or maybe it's just a 
behavior pattern that leads one to 
Writing." 

It has at times been painful and 
difficult, Miss Gordimer said, to 
break away from the reality around 
her to write. While she sat alone, 
developed and wrote poignant tales 
like/'July's People," her 1981 novel 
about black servants helping their 
white masters escape civil war, 
friends were arrested, shantytowns 
were burned, lives were trampled. " It 
is very hard to shut yourself off, 
knowing that someone was just cart-
ed off to detention," said Miss Gor-
dinmer, who through the years 
staunchly resisted suggestions that 
she leave South Africa. "They were 
being tortured and there I was, shut-

• ting myself off to write." 
But the separation was only tempo-

rary and only physical. In her very 
writing, she grew closer to the events 
fulminating around her and eventual-
ly drew others to a deeper under-
standing of South Africa. "The actual 
writing comes from the tension Tof 
being involved and yet standing 
apart," she said. "You have to be-
come involved with life, not only in 
personal relationships but for social 
causes. But at the same time, yt>u 
have to stand apart to pursue your 
writing, to struggle with words to 
define the whole question of being and 
existence." 

This ontological process began in 
Miss Gordimer when sh6 was still a 
child. She began writing when she 
was 9 years old, she said, "as an 
extension of all fantasies and games/ 
from the world of make-beiieye." BUt 
it was not long before the inequalities 
of South African life came home'to 
her. " I went to the Convent of Our 
Lady of Mercy, but there was no 
mercy for blacks," she said. "I went * 
to dancing classes, blacks were A6t 
allowed. The library, which was/so 
precious to me, again, blacks were 
not allowed. It impinged oh my con-
sciousness. I began to ask why." »~ 
The Big Thrill 

At home she saw both indifference 
to the plight of blacks and pity for; it. 
Her father, a Lithuanian Jew who 
arrived in South Africa poor and un-
cultured at the age of 13, "was typical 
of those poor immigrants who are 
pleased to discover that just because 
they are white, there is at least some-
body lower down in the social order." 

Her mother, the daughter of mid-
dle-class British Jews, "was troubled 
by the position of blacks, but in the 
spirit of her times; she did a lot of 
'charitable^ work, all in a Lady Boun-
tiful context. But her concern was 
sincere." 

Writing, Miss Gordimer said, be-
came her own natural response .to, 
dealing with the conflicts and the 
confusion. At 15, she published her 
first short story, "Come Again To-
moroow." 

"If I think about it, I can still see 
the page in the magazine with a line 
drawing on it," she said, closing her 
eyes. "I was pretending to be grown 
up when I submitted it. They never 
knew how old I was and they pub-
lished it. Now that was an immense 
thrill, never mind the Nobel Prize. 
That was when I knew I would be a 
writer." 



The Martha Graham Dance Company in "The Eyes of the Goddess," a 14-minute section of a piece Graham 

Review/Dance 

In Her Last Work, a Graham 
By ANNA KISSELGOFF 

Martha Graham left behind a vibrant frag-
ment of an unfinished work, Mikhail Barysh-
nikov gave one of the best performances of 
his entire career and the Martha Graham 
Dance Company performed with even more 
emotional fervor than usual. 

That was the way things went — and they 
went superbly, even exuberantly — at the 
opening of the Graham troupe's two-week 
season at the City Center in Manhattan on 
Tuesday night. Mr. Baryshnikov, a guest star 
as in the past, is appearing four times in "El 
Penitente." 

For this first New York engagement since 
Graham died at the age of 96 on April 1, the 
company is presenting the premiere of a 14-
minute section that Graham began for a 
piece she never completed. The work was 

commissioned by the Spain '92 Foundation in 
the Spanish Government's Columbus Quin-
centary celebration. 

In "The Eyes of the Goddess," as the work 
is called, the sculptor Marisol has designed a 
mobile set with a feeling for the Spanish 
Baroque that matches the baroque extrava-
gance of Graham's surprising imagery. At 
the center of this dance of death, envisioned 
by Graham in anything but macabre terms, 
is a stylized death cart in which Marisol has 
implanted a tree. Even amid death, there is, 
then, one of Graham's favorite metaphors: 
the tree of life. Barren, it nonetheless carries 
the promise of renewal. 

The company is now headec 
directors, Linda Hodes and 
witlf Yurikô as associate artiii 
is the same group of brillianl 
complete mastery over their d| 
al that has had such internatiq 

the last decade. 
This first prograi 

chian Spring," the 15 
its Pulitzer Prize s( 
followed by "The 
danced to the first m| 
ach's 1963 "Symplf 
composer joined the < 
a curtain call. 

The program was I 
tente," which Mr. Bj 
with the troupe in 
Rag," more rollickir 
was assumed to be1 
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Review/Opera 

Savagery 
And Lust 
Un'Soldaten' 

By EDWARD ROTHSTEIN 

Wk '"f 

% What can be said about "Die Soldaten, 
Bernd Alois Zimmermann's opera,! 
was given a new production by the Nej 
City Opera on Tuesday night? That 
matization of the transformation of 
geois girl into an army whore was oft 
and horrific; that its screaming, pil 
music sometimes strained the bound| 
erance; that it indulged in the most 
f idden ideology, treating soldiers as fl 
rapists; that its production was t ru j 
work's brutal spirit, with the number] 
bags hanging from the ceiling growir 
¡evening progressed? 
5 All that, yes, and one more thing: 
was a stunning performance of a pi 
affecting work, which despite its ar t / 
extremism and posing should be I 
anyone interested in contemporary 
*'Die Soldaten" is a triumph for ' 
York City Opera. 
3 The creative team — Christopheij 
the conductor ; Rhoda Levine, the 
John Conklin, the designer, and Ab| 
the sound designer — even makes it I 
if the work's extremism is inseparal 
Its power. This opera, completed in ll 
jhe tradition of pained German Exd 
ism, of Berg's "Wozzeck" and "Lu] 
their tragic tales of madness anc 
desire in a strait jacketed bourgeois! 

Zimmermann, whose suicide in 
comes comprehensible once "Die Sd 
is seen, removed all of Berg's erotij 
gia and much of his empathy. He apj 

Continued on Page B3 
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Books of The Times H 
The Latest From the New Nobel LJaureate 

By HERBERT MITGANG 
;—-—j i . 

' Of Nadine Gordimer's new book of 
s^hort stories, this should be empha-
sized: Her themes range far beyond 
apartheid, her characters — whether 
black or white — are delegates repre-
senting the vast human comedy and 
tragedy, and her lapidary language is 
often elegant. A wise Swedish Acad-
e'my has finally recognized her social 
consciousness and literary signifi-
cance ; new readers are now free to 
savor her professionalism as a work-
ing writer with something to declare. 

There are 16 stories in the collec-
tion, of varying length and caliber; 
most are cunningly designed, a few 
simply impressionistic. But whether 
they originally appeared in The New 
Yorker, Harper's Magazine, Granta 
or Playboy, all bear her distinctive 
hallmark, which might be summed 
up this way: Beneath the seductive 
landscape, menace lurks. 

• 
Read together, "Jump and Other 

Stories" serve as a fine introduction 
to Miss Gordimer's style, concerns 
and sophistication. They follow Che-
khov's "mania for shortness" — for 
his own stories and those of other 
writers — but they contain multi-
tudes. 

In most of the stories, we are i ^ 
Gordimer country: A land of white 
privilege, barbed wire and electronic 
warning systems to keep the blacks 
at a distance; of patronizing whites 
who are good to their house servants 
but don't know their private lives; of 
courageous white liberals trying 
without much success to break down 
the racial walls; of troubled mar-
riages and minds, guilty souls and the 
omnipresent police. It is the interac-
tion of individuals who are more than 
mere symbols that breathes life into 
her fiction. 

Miss Gordimer reveals her cre-
ative process in "A Journey," one of 
the most dazzling stories. In her ma-
jor novels and short stories, she usu-
ally stands at a distance from her 
characters, though we sense that 
she's serving as our eyes and ears. 
This time, she allows herself to be 
visible to the reader, disclosing the 
way a seasoned fiction writer stage-
manages a story. 

• 
"A Journey" begins with the au-

thor on a flight home to South Africa 
from Europe. Across the aisle, she 
sees a beautiful woman nursing a 
newborn, and a son of about 13. Moth-
er, son and baby debark at an un-
named country in the middle of Af-
rica. The author says she hasn't spo-

Ener Stories 
By Nadine Gordimer 
257 pages. Farrar, Straus & Giroux. $20. 

Sophie Bassouls/Sygma 

ken to them, doesn't know where 
they've been, why they've gone, or 
what they're coming back to. 

"They exist only in the alternate 
lives I invent," she writes, "the un-
known of what happened to them pre-
ceding the journey, and the unknown 
of what was going to happen at its 
end." 

Then Miss Gordimer imagines that 
unknown, and changes the angle of 
narration twice. First, she tells about 
this family's life through the words of 
the 13-year-old son; then, she invents 
a husband who meets wife, son and 
baby at the airport. Why didn't he 
accompany his wife when the baby 
was on its way? In the story's bifur-
cated vision, we discover something 
about this marriage and how a teen-
age child can sense what is going on 
in a household. Miss Gordimer knows 

how to shape a diamond from an 
uncut stone. 

"My Father Leaves Home" is bio-
graphical fiction, apparently about 
Miss Gordimer's father, a Jewish 
watchmaker and jeweler who emi-
grated from Lithuania to a small 
town near Johannesburg. In the new 
country, the father repairs the watch-
es of black miners and learns a "vo-
cabulary of command." In the story's 
background, there is a memory of 
cruel Cossacks in the old country; in 
South Africa, the alien has become a 
shopkeeper, and a master. He knows 
that even if he is poor and alien, "at 
least he was white." 

In "A Find," the author shows her 
range with a fascinating character 
study that doesn't seem to fit the 
supposed pigeonhole of a Gordimer 
story. A twice-divorced man is pitch-
ing stones on a resort beach when he 
finds a valuable diamond and sap-
phire ring in the sand. He advertises 
for its owner; several gold diggers 
vainly try to claim it. Then a beautiful 
woman arrives. Although she fails to 
describe it properly, the man, aware 
that she's deceiving him, gives it to 
her. With a twist ending, the story 
might have been written by Somerset 
Maugham. 

In the implied anti-apartheid sto-
ries, the racial twain meet but almost 
inevitably come apart. In "Safe 
Houses," a white underground opera-
tive in what is simply called the 
Movement is on the run and taken in 
by a woman of privilege. In "The 
Ultimate Safari," a black child and 
her family stagger through a white 
man's hunting preserve. In "Com-
rades," a white woman feeds a group 
of young black students and is con-
fused by their pain and manners. In 
"Keeping Fit," a white jogger stum-
bles into a black enclave and is saved 
from death by an old black woman 
whose own son is an endangered 
rebel. 

Time and again, a brilliant metar 
phor or insightful comment leaves 
the reader with a feeling of respect 
for Miss Gordimer's writing. 

Describing windsurfers, her image 
of how they look is brilliant: "cruci-
fied against their gaudy sails." High 
walls to protect a white estate sug-
gest "pure concentration-camp 
style." In a marriage, "they live to-
gether, with no more unsaid, between 
them, than any other couple." Light-
ed windows are "cutouts of home in 
the night." A public announcement 
system has "the stretched glocken-
spiel tape they entertain you with 
when you're waiting for Information 
to answer." An apartheid opponent 
had once been an academic "teaching 
the laws that he despised:" A wealthy 
woman "was the kind who would 
treat her servants generously but 
send her children to segregated 
schools." 

Language illuminates the bold 
themes of Nadine Gordimer, Nobel 
laureate in literature. 
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Jodie Foster and Adam Harin-Byr< 

Review/Film 

Ulcers, 

By VINCENT CANB 

Fred Tate (Adam Hann-Byrd)l 
other 7-year-old. He's not especiall 
but, aside from his introspective m 
the kind of kid you might see in 
commercial for a ghastly new rr] 
breakfast cereal. His height is a 
face is still fleshed with baby fat. 

His mind, though, is somethin 
moving at the speed of light. 

Fred paints in both oils and watel 
f^ i lMttf t t tAt t^Mif lÙìgthrougn 



Nadine Gordimer Is Winner 
Of Nobel Prize in Literature 
By CRAIG R. WHITNEY 

Special to The New York Times 

STOCKHOLM, Oct. 3 — Nadine Gor-
dimer, whose novels of South Africa 
portray the conflicts and contradic-
tions of a racist society, was named 
winner of the 1991 Nobel Prize in Liter-
ature today as her country finally be-
gins to dismantle the system her works 
have poignantly explored for more 
than 40 years. 

In a brief citation, the Swedish Acad' 
emy, which confers the awards, re-
ferred to her as "Nadine Gordimer, 
who through her magnificent epic writ-
ing has — in the words of Alfred Nobel 
— been of very great benefit to human-
ity." 

The academy also added that "her 
continual involvement on behalf of lit-
erature and free speech in a police 
state where censorship and persecu-
tion of books and people exist have 
made her 'the doyenne of South African 
letters.'" 

Effects of Apartheid 
i n her stories apd in such novels as 

"A Guest of Honour," "Burger's 
Daughter" and "My Son's Story," Miss 
Gordimer has written of the effects of 
apartheid on the relationships of men 
and women, parents and children. 

The academy had reportedly passed 
over the 67-year-old Miss Gordimer 
several times. "I had been a possible 
candidate for so long that I had given 
up hope,'' she said today in New York 

Manlynn K. Yee/The New York Times 

Nadine Gordimer in her publish-
er's Manhattan office yesterday. 

City, where she was on a lecture tour to 
promote her new collection, "Jump, 
and Other Stories." 

She is the first woman to win the 
literature prize in 25 years, and one of 
only seven to win it in its 90-year histo-
ry. 

This year's Nobel awards, the rest of 
which will be announced here and in 

Continued on Page B6, Column 1 



People talk about the city 
as if nothing can be clone. 
Cynicism has become conta-
gious. In some circles it's even 
become fashionable. 

But the time has come to 
reverse the trend. And when it 
comes to defending the city, 
few do it as well as Ed Koch. 
This time however, he'll be 
doing it at ABC Carpet & 
Home-and he'll be doing it for 
charity. 

On Saturday, October 5th, 
from noon to 3:00pm at ABC, 
Ed Koch will be signing copies 
of a book issued by Carol Pub-

lishing Group called "This Is 
Really A Great City. (I Don't 
Care What Anybody Says,)" 
The book, paid for by ABC, 
will be given out free to anyone 
who buys anything. The pro-
ceeds from the book will be dis-
tributed to worthy New York 
City charities including Police 
and Firefighters Foundation, 
Shepard Program, NY Recre-
ation Fund, and variQus drug 
education programs. 

So if you want to join Ed 
Koch in defending the city, or 
rebut his arguments, see you at 
ABC Saturday the 5th. 

F I N E FURNITURE & A N T I Q U E S . B E D . BATH 



Nadine Gordimer Wins 
Nobel Prize in Literature 

Continued From Page Al 

Oslo later this month, carry a stipend 
of about $985,000 each, the largest 
amount ever. Nobel's will established 
a sizable fund — from his earnings as 
a chemical engineer and inventor of, 
among other things, dynamite — for 
the winners: "those who, during the 
preceding year, shall have conferred 
the greatest benefit on mankind." 
. Prof. Sture Allen, one of the 18 
members of the academy elected for 
life and also its permanent secretary, 
said that he had tried to call Miss 
Gordimer in Johannesburg on 
Wednesday night to give her the good 
news, but nobody at her home knew 
how to reach her. 
! .In South Africa, President F. W. de 
Klerk extended his congratulations to 
Miss Gordimer for what he called 
Mthis exceptional achievement which 
fs^also an honor to South Africa." He 
stopped short of endorsing her un-
compromising writing. 
L f As South African head of state, I 
arp always pleased when one of my 
countrymen does well and achieves 
international recognition," Mr. de 
Klerk said in a deliberately neutral 
statement. "The Nobel Prize for liter-
ature is unequaled in prestige in the 
world. Winning it is a noteworthy 
achievement from any point of view." 

The South African Government 
banned her novel "A World of Stran-
gers," published in 1958 and describ-
ing the difficulties experienced by a 
IJriton establishing friendships with 
black South Africans in segregated 
Johannesburg. More than 20 years 
later, it banned "Burger's Daugh-
ter," a novel described by the acad-
emy today as one of her master-
pieces, along with "The Conserva-
tionist" and "July's People." All of 
her 10 novels and 9 short-story collec-
tions are now permitted to be pub-
lished in South Africa. 
L Xhe award to Miss Gordimer led 
the television news broadcast of the 
state-run South African Broadcasting 
Corporation, which devoted 80 sec-
onds to her achievement, informing 
Viewers that the same honor had been 
bestowed upon Winston Churchill, Er-
qest Hemingway and Pearl S. Buck. 

Archbishop Desmond M. Tutu, who 
was given the Nobel Peace Prize in 
1985, said he was "over the moon" 
about the award to Miss Gordimer: 
TShe's an outstanding artist, has a 
way with words but more than any-: 
thing else she has had this tremen-
dous commitment and caring about 
people, caring about justice." 
. Miss Gordimer was born in 1923 in 
a small mining town near Johannes-
burg. Both her parents were immi-

Fighting System 
* From Within 
* Nadine Gordimer has op-
0 posed apartheid all of her writ-

ing career but remained in 
South Africa, refusing to accept 
the rootlessness of exile. These 
are her novels and short story 
collections. 
NOVELS: 
The Lying Days 1954 
A World of Strangers 1958 
Occasion for Loving 1963 
The Late Bourgeois World 1966 
A Guest of Honor 1971 
The Conservationist 1975 
Burger's Daughter 1979 
July's People 1981 
A Sport of Nature 1987 
My Son's Story 1990 
STORY COLLECTIONS 
The Soft Voice of the Serpent 

1952 
Six Feet of the Country 1956 
Friday's Footprint 1960 
Not for Publication 1966 

* Livingstone's Companions 1971 
1 Selected Stories 1975 
1A Soldier's Embrace 1980 
r Something Out There 1984 

Jump and Other Stories 1991 

grant Jews — her father from Lithua-
nia, her mother from England. As a 
young writer, she has said, she was 
strongly influenced by "The Jungle," 
Upton Sinclair's 1906 novel of social 
protest in America, which started her 
thinking about the plight of the min-
ers in her own country. 

Her first short story was published 
when she was only 15, and her first 
collection in 1949. Many stories ap-
peared later in "The Soft Voice of the 
Serpent," a collection published in 
1952; other notable groupings were 
"Friday's Footprints" in 1960, "Liv-
ingstone's Companions" in 1971, and 
"Something Out There," in 1984. 
Ambiguity of a Title 

The decisive part of her work, for 
the Swedish Academy, was her nov-
els, particularly "July's People," 
published in 1981. The book describes 

white family fleeing civil war with 
the help of their black servant, July, 
who takes them to his village. "The 
ambiguity of the novel's title quickly 
etches itself — July's people are the 
white family he still serves but also 
the members of his tribe," the acade-
my's literary critique said. 

The announcement of the award to 
Miss Gordimer — made at precisely 1 
P.M., in keeping with tradition — was 
met with cheers. Not since 1966, when 
Nelly Sachs shared the award with 
Shmuel Yosef Agnon of Israel, has a 
woman won the literature prize. 

Professor Allen said the disagree-
ments within the academy that had 
prevented the prize from going to 
Miss Gordimer before this would re-
main a secret for 50 years, like most 
other details of the prize committee's 
deliberations. But he volunteered that 
he had long been an admirer of her 
work. 

He insisted that the award had 
nothing to do with the politics of 
apartheid, or with the fact that it was 
only this year that South Africa's 
leaders had finally begun to disman-
tle the system. 

"The Nobel Peace Prize is a politi-
cal award," Professor Allen said, 
"and it will be announced in Oslo. 
This is a literary award. That is her 
own argument; she is very keen on 
that point. Her works have a political 
basis, but her writing is different." 
Will Help Black Writers 

Miss Gordimer, who is a member 
of the African National Congress, 
which had long been outlawed, said 
today that she wanted to use some of 
the prize money to help the predomi-
nantly black Congress of South Afri-
can Writers. "I'm a founder of the 
Congress of South African writers," 
she said at a news conference in New 
York, "and all my colleagues are 
black. Most of the black authors write 
in English, and I hope that they will 
begin to express themselves in their 
African languages." 

"A Guest of Honor," published in 
1970 and another novel cited by the 
academy today, described the con-
flict of loyalties experienced by a 
former colonial administrator re-
turning to a newly independent Afri-
can country that had expelled him for 
his ties to black groups. 

"My Son's Story," published in 
1990, describes "love in an insupport-
able society, the complications and 
obstacles inherent in the path to 
change," the academy said. 

"The novel is ingenious and reveal-
ing, and at the same time enthralling 
because of its poetic values," the 
academy said. "Gordimer's specifi-
cally feminine experiences, her com-
passion and her outstanding literary 
style characterize her short stories 
as well." 

Despite her fight against apartheid, 
Miss Gordimer, who has been mar-
ried since 1954 to a Johannesburg 
gallery owner, Reinhold Cassirer, has 
always considered herself a South 
African. She said that she had only 
once considered emigrating, to Zam-
bia. "Then I discovered the truth, 
which was that in Zambia I was re-
garded by black friends as a Euro-
pean, a stranger," she told Reuters in 
an interview this year. 

The Nobel awards for peace, litera-
ture, medicine, chemistry, physics 
and economics will be presented in 
Oslo on Dec. 10, the anniversary of 
Alfred Nobel's death. He established 
the first five categories in his will; , 
economics was added in 1968, with an 
endowment from the Bank of Sweden. 

Suffering Made Real With the Smells of Bleakness 
Lying there in the room that smelled of the 

sweat of all their bodies, the dregs of their beer, 
and the bitterness of cigarette ends, hearing the 
man snort, turn on the cheap iron bed uninhibit-
ed in acceptance of himself in sleep, as he was 
always, Bray thought how it was a remarkable 
man, there — like many of the other remark-
able men on this continent who had ended up 
dead in a ditch. Then the blacks blamed the 
white men for manipulating power in a conti-
nent they had never really left; the whites 
blamed tribalism and the interference of the 
East (if they themselves were of the West) or 
the West (if they themselves were of the East). 
The remarkable men talked of socialism and 
the common man, or of glory and Messianic 
greatness, and died for copper, uranium or oil. 
— From 'A Guest of Honor" (1971) • 

Past the fowls, water tanks and outhouses, 
the hot silent arcades of the demolished hotel, 
the Car rocked and swayed over the track. 
Suddenly he saw the path, the path he had 
missed the other day, to the graves of Living-
stone's companions . . . They all looked back, 
these dead companions, to the lake, the lake 
that Carl Church (turning to face as they did, 
now) had had silent behind him all the way up; 
the lake that, from here, was seen to stretch 
much farther than one could tell, down there on 
the shore or at the hotel: stretching still — even 
from up here — as far as one could see, flat and 
shining, a long way up Africa. 

— From "Livingstone's 
Companions" (1971) 

in "Selected Stories" 

Even animals have the instinct to turn from 
suffering. The sense to run away. Perhaps it 

was an illness not to be able to live one's life the 
way they d id . . . with justice defined in terms of 
respect for property, innocence defended in 
their children's privileges, love in their procre-
ation and caring only for each other. A sickness 
not to be able to ignore that condition of a 
healthy, ordinary life: other people's suffering. 
— From "Burger's Daughter" (1979) • 

The day the cease-fire was signed she was 
caught up in a crowd. Peasant boys from Eu-
rope who had made up the colonial army and 
freedom fighters whose column had marched 
into town were staggering about together out-
side the barracks, not three blocks from her 
house . . . There were two soldiers in front of 
her, blocking her off by their clumsy embrace 
(how do you do it, how do you do what you've 
never done before) and the embrace opened 
like a door and took her in — a pink hand with 
bitten nails grasping her right arm, a black 
hand with a big-dialed watch and thong bracelet 
pulling at her left elbow. Their three heads 
collided gaily, musk of sweat and tang of strong 
sweet soap clapped a mask to her nose and 
mouth. They all gasped with delicious shock. 
They were saying things to each other. She put 
up an arm round each neck, the rough pile of an 
army haircut on one side, the soft negro hair on 
the other, and kissed them both on the cheek. 

— From "A Soldier's Embrace" 
(1980) 

. • 

They sickened at the appalling thought that 
they might find they had lived out their whole 
lives as they were, born white pariah dogs in a 
black continent. The joined political parties and 
"contact" groups in willingness to slough privi-
lege it was supposed to be their white dog 

nature to guard with Mirages and tanks; they 
were not believed. They had thought of leaving, 
then, while they were young enough to cast off 
the blacks' rejection as well as white privilege, 
to make a life in another country. They had 
stayed; and told each other and everyone else 
that this and nowhere else was home, while 
knowing, as time left went by, the reason had 
become they couldn't get their money out — 
Barn's growing savings and investments, Mau-
reen's little legacy of De Beers shares her 
maternal grandmother had left her, the house 
there was less and less opportunity of selling as 
city riots became a part of life. 

— From "July's People" (1981) 

I knew that our army had become — maybe 'J 
always was — yes, what you say, a murderous jj 
horde that burned hospitals, cut off the ears of ~ 
villagers, raped, blew up trains full of workers. 
Brought to devastation this country where I was ' 
born. It's there, only the glowing curtains keep 
it out. At night, when the curtaiins are drawn I' 
back it is still there in the dark with the blind 
bulk of buildings, the traces of broken boule- 11 

vards and decayed squares marked in feeble 
lights. Familiar to me, can't say I don't know it, ' 
can't say it doesn't recognize me. It is there, b! 

with the sun pressing against the window, a 0 

population become beggars living in the streets, 
camping out in what used to be our — white !i 

people's — apartments, no electricity, no water -r 

in the tiled bathrooms, no glass in the windows,af* 
and on the fine balconies facing the sea where ^ 
we used to take our aperitifs, those little open 
fires where they cook their scraps of food. 
— From "Jump and Other Stories" 

(1991) " 

Chronicler of Love and Violence in a Land of Strangers 
Continued From Page B1 

independence, the loss of innocence 
and the corruption of youthful 
dreams: Such universals are the ani-
mating themes of her fiction, only 
they are thrown into relief, in her 
work, against the harsh, polarizing 
backdrop of apartheid. 

For her characters, after all, South 
Africa's peculiar form of institution-
alized racism is not an abstract politi-
cal issue, but a fact of daily existence, 
met on intimate and personal terms. 
It affects friends and lovers, shadows 
the relationships of parents and chil-
dren, husbands and wives. Her fast 
two novels, "A Sport of Nature" 
(1987) and "My Son's Story" (1990) 
dealt at length with the ways in which 
political commitment can color sexu-
al liaisons, the ways in which person-
al feelings can affect ideological 
stands. 
The Death of Private Life 

Indeed, many of her characters dis-
cover that "the situation" in South 
Africa is one that demands continual 
commitment and choices, a situation 
that renders the idea of an inviolate 
private life, separate from the prob-
lems of the country, obsolete. The 
heroine of "Burger's Daughter": 
(1979) struggles to come to terms 
with her charismatic father's convic-
tion that "the real definition of loneli-
ness" is to "live without social re-
sponsibility." And the hero of "My 
Son's Story" risks His own family's 
happiness to follow political impera-
tives. 

The emotional and spiritual distor-
tions produced by apartheid, as well 
as the decencies that survive in that 
society, have been chronicled in Miss 
Gordimer's fiction during the past 
four decades. And taken Chronologi-
cally, her work not only reflects her 
own evolving political consciousness 
and maturation as an artist — an 
early lyricism and concern with the 
sensuous surface of things has given 
way to an increased preoccupation 
with ideas — but it also charts 
changes in the political climate of 
South Africa itself. 

Her first collection, published in 
1952, for instalnce, featured a story 
about a young white girl whose first 
encounter with a black man elicits 
fears of rape; another story con-
cerned a black servant who humbly 
laments her place in life. Such char-
acters, Miss Gordimer later acknowl-
edged, "could never have occurred in 
my later writing — I've become 
much more radical and perhaps that 
has interested me in subjects that are 
more radical as well." 

"A Guest of Honor" (1971) and "A 
Soldier's Embrace" (1980) dealt with 
the betrayal of revolutionary ideals. 

XT J. ~ . W ' - S K ' . , . , , Marilynn K. Yee/The New York Times 

Nadine Gordimer, right, with her family, at the offices of Farrar, Straus & Giroux in New York From left-
Sara, her daughter-in-law, holds her daughter Kate; Hugo, her son, and Reinhold Cassirer, her husband? ' 

"Something Out There" (1984) creat-
ed a complex portrait of four terror-
ists —• two black men and a white 
couple — who blow up a local power 
station. And "Safe Houses" (1991) 
recounts an affair between a pam-
pered socialite and a revolutionary in 
hiding. 

Although Miss Gordimer has spo-

ken of the frustration of living in a 
country where "to perpetuate dis-
crimination is to be a law-abiding 
person," she has continued to live in 
Johannesburg, and she has continued, 
as a writer, to bear witness to the 
situation at hand. 

"I was born there," she said once in 
an interview with The New York 

Times. "And it's my situation — by 
that I mean it's something I feeFI 
have to deal with. I'm not criticizing 
people who feel it's best to leave — 
many people have no other choice — 
but in my case I feel the truth !df 
something Jean-Paul Sartre once 
said, that to go into exile is to lose 
your place in the world.' " 

Urban Life Seen From a Taxi 
Continued From Page B1 

ners. Among other things, Helmut is 
pleased that they both are wearing 
furry caps with long flaps to cover the 
ears. YoYo sees no similarity. His 
cap, he says, is "fresh." When Hel-
mut introduces himself, YoYo 
his name hysterically fun 

"Helmet, helmet," 
like calling you 
YoYo's gi 
been 

Night on Earth 
Written, produced a 
musch; the Fr 
sodes ha v 
Fr 



Rita Reif 

• A rare image by 
Richard Avedon in a 
sale of photographs at 
Sotheby's »Belle 
epoque furnishings fall 
short of estimates. 

Avedon's Dovima 
1 One of Richard Avedon's 1955 Par-
is photographs of the model Dovima 
with elephants — among the most 
widely known fashion images — is to 
b0 auctioned in a sale at 10:15 A.M. 
and 2 P.M. on Wednesday at Soth-

: eby's in New York. The photograph 
shows the aristocratic Dovima in a 
Strapless white gown and long black 
gloves, posed between two elephants 
whose trunks are lifted at exactly the 
same angle as her upraised arms. 

| •, Mr. Avedon said this week that the 
photograph to be auctioned is the 
rarer, if the less famous, of his two 
contrasting studies of Dovima that 
Harper's Bazaar published from his 

| circus series. In both, the gowns Do-
vima wore — one white, the other 
black — were designed by Yves St. 
Laurent for Christian Dior. Unlike the 
photograph of Dovima in black, which 
was printed many times, Mr. Avedon 
said that the image of Dovima in 
white was printed only once and the 
negative no longer exists. "It disap-
peared mysteriously," he said. 

When asked why he thinks the Do-
vima in black is the favorite, Mr. 
Avedon said: "It's the fate of the 
image. Like people, some are chosen, 
some ignored." 

Now, because of its rarity, the pho-
tograph of Dovima in white is esti-
mated by Sotheby's to bring $20,000 to 
$30,000, far more than prints of Do-
vima in black sell for at auction. 

"Mr. Avedon did a modern edition 
of Dovima in black in the 1970's," said 
Beth Gates-Warren, who heads Soth-
eby's photography sales in New York. 

Richard Avedon's photograph, "Dovima, Evening Dress by Dior," will be auctioned at Sotheby's. 
Sotheby's 

"He did silver prints in 2 sizes, 10 
inches by 8 inches and 23 inches by 18 
inches." Both sizes were auctioned in 
New York in 1988, the smaller ver-
sion at Christie's for $1,650, and the 
larger at Sotheby's for $4,400. 

Also in Sotheby's sale next week 
are several of Edward Weston's pho-
tographs from his Mexican period. 
The house expects them to bring high 
prices, although less than the $154,000 
record at auction for a work by this 
photographer, paid in April for 

ì À1 * JTmj 1 n Q H ES 
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Lotte Jacobi. Lotte Lenya, one of ten silver prints 
in Portraits Before 1940, Portfolio 1.1978. 
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"Palm Tree, Cuernavaca," from 
1925, at Christie's in New York. Soth-
eby's estimates that Weston's 
"Clouds" from 1924 will bring 
$120,000 to $125,000 and "Tina Modotti 
and Her Mother," from 1922, $40,000 
to $60,000. 

The work of Modotti, a little-known 
Italian photographer who learned the 
craft from Weston and lived much of 
her life in Mexico, is also represented 
in Sotheby's sale. Sotheby's is offer-
ing nine Modotti photographs from 
the same source, all originally from 
her collection, as well as four images 
from other sellers. None of the own-
ers are identified. The most impor-
tant of these photographs is a 1926 
study of a worker's hands holding a 
shovel, an image that foreshadowed 
her photos that united art and revolu-
tionary themes. The presale estimate 
is $20,000 to $30,000. In April, a rare 
sepia-toned platinum print of crushed 
roses by Modotti brought $165,000 at 
Sotheby's, an auction record for a 
single photograph. 

At Christie's photography sale on 
Thursday at 10 A.M. and 2 P.M., Wes-
ton is once again represented with a 
horizonless photograph of a palm 
tree, "Palma, Cuernavaca I," from 
1924, described in the catalogue as a 
platinum or palladium print. In sharp 
contrast to the 1925 image that Chris-
tie's auctioned in April, which shows 
the trunk of a tree against a cloudless 
sky, this 1924 study is of the trunk and 
the fronds against a partly cloudy 
sky. "It's the same tree photographed 
on different trips," said Monika Half, 
a photography specialist at Chris-
tie's. When asked why the presale 
estimate is $60,000 to $80,000, well 
below th^$154,000 paid in April, Ms. 
Half said: We clearly expect it to do 
better than the estimate. There are 
probably no more than three images 
of this photograph." 

Another rarity in the Christie's sale 
is Man Ray's '"Coat Stand," from 
1920, a witty image of a mannequin-
like coat stand with a woman's head, 
arms and shoulders, behind which 
stands a naked woman wearing a 
black stocking on one leg. The seller, 
Gérard Lévy, a Paris art dealer, 
knew Man Ray. Ms. Half said this 
print might be the only one with a 
white spot on the abdomen. "Appar-
ently," she said, "that spot was later 
touched out of the negative." The 
presale estimate is $60,000 to $80,000. 

The 1927 portrait of Eugène Atget 
by Berenice Abbott is rare on several 
counts. Ahbott was one of the few 
photographers permitted to make a 
portrait of Atget, and the side view of 
the aging French photographer in a 
dark coat peering forward is the best 
of the three images she did of him, 
Abbott wrote later. "He really 
dressed up for this," Ms. Half said. 
"Normally, Atget wore casual 
clothes. Before Abbott was able to get 
a print to him, she discovered he had 
died." The 1930's print is estimated to 
bring $30,000 to $50,000. 

Belle Époque Sale 
Last Friday's auction at Sotheby's 

in London of the belle époque furnish-
ings collected by Paul Singer, an 
automobile dealer from Bedford, 
N.Y., brought $2.4 million against the 
house estimate of $5 million to $7 
million. In all, 36 offerings of the 87 
offered went unsold. They included 
the most important piece of furni-
ture: a desk by François Linke of 
Paris, which the house had estimated 
would bring $900,000 to $1.4 million. A 
Linke settee was sold for $399,283; 
Sotheby's estimate had been $430,000 
to $520,000. 
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prison r „ . _ . . . . „ 
plays a former P.O.W. who runs the company with 
his war buddy's widow (Ms. Burstyn) and becomes 
convinced that the Japanese corporate executive 
(Mako) is really Shimada, his former prison 
guard. The play will be directed by Simon Phillips, 
the 34-year-old artistic director of the South Aus-
tralia Theater Company in Adelaide. 

Paul B. Berkowsky and Richard Seader will 
produce with Ellis and Mike Weatherly. Tony 
Straiges, Judy Dearing and Richard Nelson will 
design the sets, costumes and lighting, respective-
ly. The original score for "Shimada" is being 
composed by the Emmy Award winner Angelo 
Badalamenti ("Twin Peaks"). 

Changing 'Miss Saigon' 
Better hurry if you want to see Jonathan Pryce 

in "Miss Saigon." The Tony Award winner for best 
actor in a musical plays his last performance on 
Saturday evening, Dec. 14. He will be replaced on 
Dec. 16 by Francis Ruivivar, who filled in for Mr. 
Pryce during his vacation. Mr. Ruivivar played the 
title role in "Shogun: The Musical" last season. 

Cameron Mackintosh, the producer of "Miss 
Saigon," calls Mr. Ruivivar "the strongest Asian 
contender" for the role of a Eurasian pimp work-
ing in Saigon during the Vietnam War. "When 
Jonathan was out, there was not one complaint 
about Francis," Mr. Mackintosh says. "He was 
tremendously appealing in the role." 

Lea Salonga, who won the Tony Award for best 
actress in a musical, is to remain with the show 
until March. 

'Winchell' Workshop 
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The workshop of "Winchell," a new musical by 
Martin Charnin and Keith Levenson, goes into 
rehearsals on Monday. What makes this workshop 
different from all others is that after its two weeks 
at the Eighth Avenue Studios, it will move directly 
to the Brooks Atkinson Theater, where it will 
rehearse a third week and play performances in its 
fourth week for an invited audience of theater 
professionals and potential investors. 

Mr. Charnin is directing "Winchell," which will 
feature Mark Zimmerman in the title role, and 
Linda Haberman will choreograph. Arthur Rubin, 
executive vice president of the Nederlander Or-
ganization, says his company will finance the 
workshop about the legendary journalist for about, 
$150,000, which is at the low end of what such 
projects can cost. If the workshop works, "Win-
chell" might make it to the Brooks Atkinson as a 
full-blown production later this season. 

Even Lower? 
Penn and Teller, those perennial preadolescents, 

have something new in their Off Broadway show, 
"Penn and Teller: Rot in Hell." After adding the 
Ford model Carol Perkins to their act (she eats 
fire and is also a babe), they've considerably 
lowered their standards to include Mendelssohn, al 
four-foot python. For a limited engagement, ygul 
can see Mendelssohn snipped in half with a pair of I 
poultry shears, then miraculously restored without 
a scratch. Is there a 12-year-old boy on earth who| 
can resist? 

W's Music Teacher 
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some young man named Jesse withl 
the beautiful daughter of the eyill 
schoolmaster, Mr. Benedict. All these 
characters seem to have wide, glassy I 
eyes that make them look like extras 
from "The Stepford Wives." Their 



Gordimer: 
Chronicler 
Of a Land 
Of Strangers 

By MICHIKO KAKUTANI 

"A writer," Nadine Gordimer once wrote, "is 
'selected' by his subject — his subject being the 
consciousness of his own era." 

In her own case, the time is the late 20th 
century; the place, South Africa; and in 10 
novels and 9 volumes of short stories, she has 

mapped the emotional and po-
litical geography of that trou-

A n bled land with uncommon intel-
Appreciation ligence and grace. As delineat-

ed in her books, South Africa 
/ emerges as a place blessed with 

extraordinary beauty and scarred by shocking 
acts of moral brutality. It's a place where hard-
nosed neo-colonials, bewildered liberals and 
importunate revolutionaries live side by side — 
strangers, in her words, "among people who 
were strangers to each other." 

A sense of estrangement and betrayal haunts 
the characters in her fiction as they find reality 
continually impinging on their dreams of safe-

Mapping the emotional 
and political geography 
of South Africa. 

ty. The shadow of a lion on a deserted highway, 
the sound of a wild beast foraging through the 
shrubbery at night become symbols of their 
fears. In as early a work as "A World of 
Strangers" (1958), the tenuous condition of the 
white populace is suggested; and in her daz-
zling, futuristic novel, "July's People" (1981), 
the revolution has already arrived: Cities are 
burning, guerrillas have seized the airports, 
and whites, who have overstayed their time, 
have become desperate refugees. 

If much of Miss Gordimer's fiction emerges 
as a searing indictment of apartheid, her writ-
ing nonetheless remains miraculously free of 
didacticism and easy sentiment. Her prose is 
always precise — cadenced, clear and merci-
less; her moral vision, grounded in a fiercely 
observed matrix of physical and psychological 
detail, Her concern is not with ideology, but 
with the ambiguous consequences of ideology 
on the lives of individual women and men. 

Like the great European novelists of the 19th 
century, Miss Gordimer is concerned with the 
intersection of private lives and public events, 
the relationship between individuals and soci-
ety, society and history. Love, passion and 
betrayal^ the conflicting claims of family and 

Continued on Page B6 



A mu life slide h 
far removed fain As 

1 ">" sHirattached to tny rwh 
| the foods and custom*. / think 
> great ft have lasagna for Than 
t going and to hme fish on Chi 
i »m Eve. That i» a teonderfuh 
of my life, and I hate to think i 
it might he bit, What »take* 
Amenta great is that each ethn 
8'mP ¿Ml law mid cati• the 

Mr parents and grand-
parents ate. If we <,// dropped lit 
mid ate hamburgers ...I think \ 
«twirl he Imgiu . 

£ Mull» Of Mo? 
GmiiugUtfM 

often jorhiuhstufem to 
tpeak u foreign language 
in sverni Tnday mdem 
are encvumgedto cxpras 
themiftvts in foreign lan-
guages ami UI EnttUtk 

• fc!flmc customs, such as i 
hoi,day celebrations o r food! 
the breads you see here, help 
Pie to remember their ancest 
way of life, Betie BnoLord i 

^ aohaifltshwtgf̂  ftBffl»' but tìtoyiwm first baia 
in Vient», Amtrit in less 

Below: At a San 
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lecturer at San 
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University, 
criticizes the 
books' treatments 
of Indians. 

ty to learn f rom maps, variations in color." 
Whereas previous textbooks usually used picto-
rial material as decoration to break up blocks of 
text, these books often use it to deliver the main 
message. 

To show children that history is not just a lot of 
dates, the books make extensive use of features 
like "A Moment in Time," a vivid full-page draw-
ing of some typical person in history — like an 
18th-century Parisian market woman in a muddy 
skirt, a 10th-century crusader in chain mail, a 
19th-century Cherokee mother and son. "Not one 
page was done without a designer, writer and 
editor sitting together," Nash says. 

Critics and admirers alike agree that the new 
books a re superior to the soporific history texts 
used by generations of American students. Nev-
er before have elementary-school texts made 
such an effort to include the broad sweep of 
history and the divergent cultures that flow into 
the American mainstream. The series consists 
of one book for each grade f rom first to eighth, 
and a separate fourth-grade book for six other 
states, including California. Each is filled with 

colorful charts, graphs, t ime lines, maps 
and photographs in a format suggestive of 
the newspaper USA Today. 

The first three grades depart from the 
traditional practice of focusing on the family 
in the first grade, neighborhood in the second 
and the larger community in the third In-
stead, the first-grade text ranges from the 
school, to town and country, city and suburb 
and "all around the big world," including a 
train trip across Canada. As an exercise, 
students write a letter to a cousin in Mexico. 

The second-grade book focuses on family 
and citizenship, celebrating American insti-
tutions like the Presidency. But it also 
branches out, discussing Cambodian immi-

grants and people like Roberto Clemente, the 
Puerto Rican baseball s tar and humanitarian 
who died in an airplane crash while trying to 
deliver relief supplies to earthquake victims in 
Central America. The third-grade book takes 
children across the American continent, a geo-
graphical excursion that touches on rivers, for-
ests, Pilgrims, prairie dogs, Indians, farmers and 
steelworkers. 

The California version traces the state's histo-
ry from pre-Columbian Indians to modern-day 
smog problems. The national volume offers a 
broader view of the American land, touching on 
different regions, and detailing the development 
of highways and factories. The fifth-grade book 
traces American history from the Indians to 
early 20th-century industrialization. 

In the sixth grade, children are given their first 
introduction to the ancient world, including Meso-
potamia, Egypt, China, Greece, India and Rome. 
The seventh grade continues this journey, ex-
plaining the slave trade in the Kongo (the non-
Anglicized spelling of Congo) and early American 
civilizations like the Mayas. And finally, the eighth-
grade books bring all this together into a chronicle 
of the American experience from the early Euro-
pean settlement to the Bush Presidency. 

The series tries to correct the traditionally 
Eurocentric views of older texts. For example, 
the fifth-grade book (entitled "America Will Be," 
after a Langston Hughes poem) covers early 
American history and plunges students into the 
American ethnic rainbow with devices like a two-
page color spread of different kinds of bread: pita 
for Greeks and Syrians, matzoh for Jews, corn 
bread for Indians, tortillas for Mexican and Cen-
t ra l American Indians and so on. 

The fifth-grade volume devotes roughly 50 
pages to slavery in the South, with vivid, firsthand 
descriptions of its cruelty, and contains fairly 
frank treatment of the brutality visited on Ameri-
can Indians by European settlers. Among the 
primary sources quoted are Olaudah Equiano 
(an African slave), Abigail Adams, Marco Polo, 
Black Hawk and Jane Addams, the founder of 
Hull House. It quotes the writings of an escaped 
slave, the Rev. Josiah Henson, who described his 
mother, on her knees, (Continued on page 46) 

Above: Stuart 
Murphy and 
Richard Anderson 
of Ligature, Inc., 
the company that 
helped develop the 
new texts. 

Center left and 
near left: This 
two-page 
illustration of the 
breads of many 
cultures, from the 
fifth-grade 
textbook 
"America Will 
Be," is one way of 
de-emphasizing 
a Eurocentric view 
of the world. 
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FROM BALLYBEG TO 
BROADWAY 

I ATE ON A SUM-
me^s evening in London in 1987, 
Brian Friel walked along the 
Thames Embankment with Tom 
Kilroy. The two playwrights had 
just left Britain's National Thea-
ter, where they had seen Friel's 
dramatization of Turgenev's 
"Fathers and Sons." As they 
passed homeless men and wom-
en curled up in doorways and 
trash-filled alleys, the writers 
speculated about the lives of 
these unfortunate people. Friel 
said he had two maiden aunts 
who ended up like that — desti-
tute and abandoned in London. 
Just before World War II, they 
had suddenly left the family 
home in the tiny village of Glen-
ties in Ireland, and never re-
turned. Caught up by the story, 
Kilroy suggested Friel write a 
play about i t 

Back in Ireland, Friel took 
his friend's advice. It was in fact 
an idea that had been lodged deep 
in his memory bank — his re-
membrances of childhood sum-
mers spent with his mother and 
her sisters at his grandparents ' 
house. For several years he had 
been trying to overcome a severe 
case of writer's block, but as he 
began to write, the play flowed 
freely. As "Dancing at Lugh-
nasa" (pronounced LOO-na-sa, 
as in lunacy) evolved, it became 
the story of five sisters, all of 
them unmarried and living to-
gether, each stranded with an unrealized dream. The play is dedicated "in 
memory of those five brave Glenties women," and "out of piety" for his 
mother and her sisters, each of the characters bears the first name of the 
real-life model on which she is based. 

In the play, as in other of his works, Friel uses autobiography as a 
taking-off point for ar t with a f a r more universally relevant purpose. 
Probing his life for ideas, he becomes "the miner and the mined." "Dancing 
at Lughnasa" deals with characteristic Friel themes (dispossession, 
dreams of departure, lost illusions) and also — a new theme for the 

playwright — the Dionysiac side of even the mast religious and outwardly 
repressed people, as exemplified by the desire of the sisters to dance at the 
annual harvest fair of Lughnasa, dedicated to the pagan god, Lugh. 

In a surging coup de théâtre, the women create a spontaneous revel — 
not at Lughnasa but in their rustic home. Carried aloft by the beauty and the 
frenzy of the dance, theatergoers also share a moment of ecstasy. The play 
concludes with a linguistic refrain of the earlier choreographic image. The 

character who stands in for the 
playwright says, "There is one 
memory of that Lughnasa time 
that visits me most often." Music 
of the 30's "drifts in f rom some-
where f a r away — a mirage of 
sound — a dream music that is 
both heard and imagined. . . . 
When I remember it, I think of it 
as danc ing . . . . Dancing as if lan-
guage had surrendered to move-
ment — as if this ritual, this 
wordless ceremony, was now the 
way to speak, to whisper private 
and sacred things." 

Even before it opens at the 
Plymouth Theater on Oct. 24, 
"Dancing at Lughnasa" has be-
come Friel 's greatest success, 
the capstone to date of a career 
that has produced more than 20 
plays. In its prior engagements at 
Dublin's Abbey Theater and in 
London, the play earned critical 
acclaim and an Olivier award as 
best play of the season. It is the 
first new Irish play to achieve 
such wide popularity in England. 

With its rueful and deeply 
compassionate family portrait and 
its provocative commentary on 
crosscurrents of paganism and 
Christianity, the play adds luster 
to the playwright's ascendant rep-
utation. With the death of Samuel 
Beckett, he is Ireland's finest liv-
ing playwright (his most accom-
plished peers are Hugh Leonard 
and Thomas Murphy). The author 
of "Philadelphia, Here I Come!" 
"Aristocrats," "Faith Healer," 
"Translations" and "Dancing at 
Lughnasa," Friel is at 62 very 
much in his prime, a writer on a 
level with Sean O'Casey and John 
Millington Synge. 

Joe Dowling, who has direct-
ed plays by all three playwrights, 
says that in Friel's work, "lives 
unfold before you" offering "rev-
elation (Continued on page 55) 

In the plays of Brian Friel, 

Ireland's pre-eminent dramatist , 

only the settings are small-town. 

Mel Gussow is a drama critic for the Times. tY MEL GUSSOW 



(Continued from page 30) 

within revelation." He con-
tinues: "I don't know of any 
other playwright in the Eng-
lish language who will go out 
on a limb as often as he does. 
He is the one who has most 
consistently over the last 25 
years reflected the changes 
in Ireland." 

"Lughnasa" and almost 
all his other plays take place 
in Ballybeg, a mythical town 
in Donegal invented by 
Friel. In Gaelic, it is baile 
beag, and literally means 
small town. For Friel, it is a 
Ballybeg of the mind. While 
he denies it has the specific-
ity of Faulkner's Yoknapa-
tawpha, it is a microcosm of 
rural Ireland, and, by infer-
ence, it represents small 
towns around the world. 

Though he has occasional-
ly written a play with an 
urban setting, his artistic 
home is Ballybeg. For this 
and other reasons, he is 
often compared with Che-
khov. Besides the fact that 
both are short-story writers 
as well as playwrights, they 
share an empathy for those 
who are trapped in seeming-
ly ordinary lives and for the 
importance of a provincial 
place as an adjunct of char-
acter. There are societal 
changes in the background, 
but the people remain land-
locked within their emotion-
al environment. 

In "Lughnasa," "Philadel-
phia" and other plays, the 
author stands within and 
outside the narrative, com-
menting sardonically on 
what in other hands might 
be regarded as nostalgia. 
Stylistically he moves away 
from naturalism, employing 
striking theatrical devices 
to shed a more intense light 
on his subject In "Lugh-
nasa," the artist as a boy is 
played by an adult actor, 
who becomes a kind of over-
seer of the family history. 

The plays take place at 
homecomings and leavings, 
reunions and preludes to ex-
ile. Old worlds dissolve and 
traditional values a re ques-
tioned. Language is of the 
utmost concern — not sim-
ply the lyrical language that 
elevates his plays, but in his 
commentary on communi-
cation. He illustrates the 
power of things spoken and 
unspoken, language as both 
divider and bridge. 

FriePs plays a re not near-
ly as simple as they might 
seem (including his few less 
successful satires and 
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Brian Friel, center, with die company of "Dancing at Lughnasa" before a dress rehearsal at the Abbey Theater in 
Dublin. The play deals with a new theme for Friel — the Dionysiac side of die most outwardly repressed people. 

farces) . At his best, he cre-
ates an intricately interwo-
ven tapes t ry of character , 
a tmosphere and ideas. It is 
the kind of work that the-
atergoers enjoy and aca-
demics love to sink their the-
ses into. As with other ar t -
ists, Fr iel p re fe rs to let his 
work speak for itself. He is 
reluctant to analyze it or 
himself. As one fr iend says, 
t rying to capture Friel is 
like "shifting smoke with a 
pitchfork." 

He has followed his own pri-
vate course to what has 
turned out to be a rather pub-
lic career. To be an artist in 
his country is to be political, 
and, living all his life near the 
border of Northern Ireland, 
he keeps a foot in each of 
Ireland's two worlds. For a 
time, a t the invitation of the 
president of Ireland, he 
served in the Irish Senate, the 
first writer since Yeats to be 
so honored. As a public offi-
cial, he hardly said a word. 
But he has discoursed in his 
work, addressing significant 
issues, including, in "Transla-
tions," the historic crushing 
of Irish language and culture 
by the English. 

Because of his closeness 
to Northern Ireland, some 
people assume that he is ac-
tively anti-British. Politics 
in Ireland is "a muddy is-
sue," he says. "I do think the 
problem will always be ex-
acerbated a s long as Eng-
land is in the country. But if 
England were to go tomor-
row morning, that wouldn't 
solve i t We still have got to 
find a modus vivendi for our-
selves within the country." 

To questions of a more 
personal or ar t is t ic nature, 
he can offer the terses t re-
sponse but, a f t e r dodging, he 
will encourage the question-
e r by saying, "Pers i s t ! Per -
s is t !" a s if cheering a pole 
vaulter to leap higher into 
the air . This is a word that 
was spoken frequently dur-
ing our conversations this 
s u m m e r in Ireland and in 
England. I persisted. He re-
sisted. That resis tance was 
with a certain wryness. He 
seems professorial, with his 
thickly tufted hai r and eye-
brows and his quietly as-
sured manner of speaking. 
In portra i ts and photo-
graphs, his chin is often rest-
ing on his hand a s he re-
ga rds the world with a sly-
ness: the thinker about to 
spring into a witticism. 

During our meetings, the 
t ime he was most relaxed 
was a t a long and convivial 
dinner in Dublin with his 
producer, Noel Pearson; his 
wife, Anne Friel, and their 
youngest daughter, Judy, 
who is a theater director. 
With no tape recorder or 
note pad in sight — and with 
everyone drinking a fine 
Bordeaux — he became ex-
pansive, even disagreeing 
with his wife over one of his 
favori te subjects, the effica-
cy of presenting English ad-
aptations of foreign classics 
in Ireland. He insisted the 
language should be adapted 
into Irish-English. Anne 
Friel, quite correctly I think, 
suggested it might be possi-
ble to wri te a neutral t rans-
lation that would work for 
all English speaking coun-

tries. "A neutered transla-
t ion!" Friel countered, and 
broke into an impassioned 
defense of his nationalistic 
position. 

SNE OF FRIEL'S FA-
vorite recent novels 
is "Amongst Wom-
en," by John McGa-
hern. His own life 
story could also bear 
that title, for he has 
spent his years 

amongst women, beginning 
with his Glenties aunts. Actu-
ally there were seven sisters, 
but he reduced them to five in 
the play ("Economy is more 
important than truth," he 
says with a smile). He has 
two sisters, one living in Ire-
land, one in England, and he 
and his wife have four daugh-
ters and one son. 

During his boyhood near 
Omagh in County Tyrone 
and la ter in Derry, his moth-
e r was a dominant, viva-
cious presence. Friel 's fa-
ther was a teacher and prin-
cipal, r emembered by his 
son a s a quiet, reserved 
man. On each side of the 
family, one grandparent 
was illiterate, a fac t tha t re-
minds Friel of his peasant 
roots. One sign of the close-
ness of the two families is 
that Friel 's f a the r was best 
man a t the wedding of Anne 
Friel 's parents. Brian and 
Anne Friel, mar r ied for 37 
years , have known each oth-
e r since they were 16. 

Friel was born, grew up 
and still lives within an a r e a 
of 60 miles. F o r someone 
who has resolutely stayed a t 
home, it is interesting that 

he so often writes about 
questions of exile and emi-
gration, a s in "Philadelphia, 
Here I Come!" the play that 
brought h im an internation-
al reputation a t the age of 35. 

When asked why he him-
self has remained home-
bound, Friel replied: "I think 
exile can be acquired sitting 
in the s a m e place for the 
res t of your life. Physical 
exile is not necessary." In 
his mind, Friel has gone to 
Philadelphia and far ther , 
questioning his sense of dis-
location and reflecting in 
himself his country's own 
unsure identity. But by re-
maining in his own corner of 
Ireland, he has found his 
constantly replenished 
source of inspiration. 

He did not set out to be a 
writer. He went to S t Pat-
rick's College in Maynooth 
with the idea of studying for 
the priesthood, but a t the age 
of 17, he changed his mind. 
When asked if he could imag-
ine himself as a priest, he 
answered, "It would some-
how have been in conflict with 
my belief in paganism." In-
stead he followed his father 
and his sisters into the teach-
ing profession. Gradually he 
began to divert more of his 
attention to writing short sto-
ries, which soon began ap-
pearing regularly in The New 
Yorker. Stories led to radio 
plays and then to stage plays; 
his first was presented in Bel-
fast in 1959. 

He might have continued 
quietly on his modest ca ree r 
were it not for Tyrone Guth-
rie. The legendary s tage di-
rector, who lived in County 
Monaghan, sent Friel a fan 
let ter about one of the New 
Yorker stories. They met, 
and this led to a f i rm friend-
ship. Guthrie was about to 
go to America to inaugurate 
the Tyrone Guthrie Theater 
in Minneapolis. Fr iel went 
with him as an unpaid ob-
server . The months he spent 
watching Guthrie would 
prove to be among the most 
important in his life. Sitting 
by his side as Guthrie staged 
"Hamlet ," "The Miser," 
"The Three Sisters" and oth-
e r plays, with Hume Cronyn, 
Jessica Tandy and George 
Grizzard, Friel was fully im-
mersed in the theater ar t , its 
pract ice a s well a s its theo-
ries. 

Searching for a way to de-
scribe Guthrie 's importance 
to him, he said, "The experi-
ence was enabling to the ex-
tent that it gave m e courage 
and daring to a t tempt 
things." When Friel 's money 
ran thin, he returned to Ire-

land, where he wrote "Phila-
delphia, Here I Come!" a 
stunning depar ture in style 
and art ist ic authority. 

Over the next dozen years , 
he wrote almost a play a 
year . Although many of 
them c a m e to New York, he 
remained more of a f igure in 
his home country than in 
England or the U.S. Then 
c a m e a breakthrough. In a 
period of about 18 months, 
beginning in 1979, he wrote 
three of his best plays, 
"Aristocrats," "Fai th Heal-
e r " and "Translations." 

"Fai th Healer," an elo-
quent metaphorical study of 
the ar t is t ' s life and death 
struggle, had a very brief 
life on Broadway through a 
combination of unfortuitous 
circumstances. A play of 
four seemingly contradic-
tory monologues, it did not 
sit comfortably on a large 
Broadway stage. But even in 
New York it had its ardent 
admirers . After the final 
performance, J a m e s Mason, 
who played the title role, ad-
dressed the audience. As he 
began speaking about "the 
Broadway failure" of the 
play, theatergoers shouted 
in protest, "No. Never. Nev-
er ." Subsequent productions 
have reclaimed "Fai th Heal-
er ," a t the center of Friel 's 
canon, a s his most personal 
s ta tement about a r t and 
faith. At a climactic moment 
in the play, the faith healer, 
F r ank Hardy, accepts his 
f a te and faces his assassins: 
"As I moved across tha t 
yard towards them and of-
fered myself to them, then 
for the f i rs t t ime I had a 
simple and genuine sense of 
homecoming. Then for the 
f i rs t t ime there was no atro-
phying terror; and the mad-
dening questions were si-
lent. At long last I was re-
nouncing chance." 

It was to be 10 yea r s be-
fore "Aristocrats," his most 
Chekhovian play, c a m e to 
the U.S., opening a t the Man-
hat tan Theater Club, which 
also produced "Transla-
tions." These two plays re-
af f i rmed the ar t i s t ry evi-
denced years before in 
"Philadelphia." But the 
ready acceptance of ' T r a n s -
lations" in England prompt-
ed the author to an ac t of 
self-subversion. He wrote a 
f a rce spoofing issues raised 
in the earl ier work. The play, 
"The Communication Cord," 
was not well received. 

What followed was a peri-
od of silence and frustrat ion. 
Despite his apparent pro-
ductivity, there had been fal-
low t imes in the past, but 
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the h o s t One of his most 
welcome guests is Kathar-
ine Hepburn. 

His circle of intimates is 
literary as well as theatrical, 
beginning with Seamus 
Heaney, Ireland's premiere 
poet, with whom he shares 
both background and artistic 
sensibility. Heaney and other 
friends a re involved in Field 
Day, the company that Friel 
and the actor Stephen Rea 
founded to tour plays and gen-
erate a nationwide, political-
ly-conscious theater. 

Anne Friel" is the first to 
read her husband's plays, al-
though, she says, he has the 
annoying habit of giving her a 
play when it is only half-fin-
ished, leaving her to surmise 

where it might end. For her, 
her husband has something of 
a split personality, combining 
the utmost seriousness with 
great humor. He is, she says, 
like the doubled character, 
the private and public man, in 
"Philadelphia, Here I Come." 

During one of our talks, 
referr ing to the fac t that he 
no longer wrote short sto-
ries, I began, "Having 
moved f rom fiction to thea-
ter . . . . " He interrupted, 
"Theater is fiction, too." He 
explained that the charac-
t e r s in "Lughnasa" diverged 
f rom precise reality. Speak-
ing of the women of Glenties, 
he said, "The play provides 
m e with an acceptable fic-
tion for them now." 

In his introduction to his 
adaptation of "The London 
Vertigo," an 18th-century 
comedy by Charles Macklin, 
Friel says, "The desire to 
metamorphose oneself, to 
change everything utterly — 
names, beliefs, voice, loyal-
ties, language, ambitions, 
even one's appearance—ex-
cites most people a t some 
stage of their lives." The 
s ta tement seemed curious, 
coming f rom one who has 
remained so f i rmly in place. 
But a s a playwright, he said, 
he metamorphoses himself 
through his work. "You in-
vent an al ternative life, a 
fiction of your life each t ime 
you wri te a play." 

To the suggestion that 

there still might be a real 
al ternative life he would like 
to lead, he said, with enthusi-
asm: "I would love to be a 
very good clarinetist, or 
t rumpete r or organist. But 
those a r e pipe-dream alter-
natives." He continued: 
"Had I been born 50 years 
earlier, exile would have 
certainly been valuable, 
maybe even necessary. 
There was no encourage-
ment for ar t i s ts in those 
years . 

"The question," he said, 
"is not whether Ireland is 
ha rder or easier on its ar t -
ists. The ar t is t has to ac-
quire his own a r m o r and ar-
mory. I don't have a lot of 
sympathy with people who 

feel they a r e silenced by op-
position." In his career , he 
has deliberately moved 
f rom theater to theater, 
f rom director to director, 
taking the widest advantage 
of Ireland's relatively small 
pool of theatrical talent. If 
he worked with the s ame 
people each time, he said, he 
"would acquire a depen-
dence, a comfort, a house 
style." He adds: "You could 
absorb the style of a direc-
tor. It 's necessary to main-
tain your freedom, your indi-
viduality." 

Despite his feelings about 
Guthrie and several direc-
tors with whom he has 
worked, he has grave doubts 
about the directorial profes-
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If a director 
isn't obedient 
to a script, 
Friel says, 'an 
efficient stage 
manager' 
will do. 

sion. "I want a director to 
call rehearsals, to make 
sure the actors a r e there on 
t ime and to get them to 
speak their lines clearly and 
distinctly," he says. "I 've no 
interest whatever in his con-
cept or interpretation. I 
think it 's almost a bogus ca-
reer. When did these people 
appear on the scene? One 
hundred years ago?" And he 
added, "I think we can dis-
pose of them very easily 
again." By his measure a 
director should be "obedi-
ent" to the play. If not, all 
you need is an "efficient 
s tage manager ." 

He makes his revisions be-
fore a play goes into re-
hearsal. "As f a r as I 'm con-
cerned, there is a final and 
complete orchestra score. 
All I want is musicians to 
play it. I 'm not going to re-
write the second movement 
for the sake of the oboe play-
er ." Then he admitted: "I 
sound very dogmatic and 
grossly self-assured about 
this, but I don't feel that way 
a t all. I just think it is a more 
valuable stance than work-
ing on the hoof. For the ac-
tor, the score is there and 
there a re musical notations 
all around. We call them 
stage directions." For exam-
ple, the Dionysiac dance in 
"Lughnasa" is carefully cho-
reographed in the text itself. 

To safeguard his work, he 
attends all rehearsals of a 
new play. But once the play 
has opened, he leaves it, and 
it is with the greatest reluc-
tance that he will look a t a 
second production. P a r t of 
that clearly derives f rom his 
proximity to his art . To illus-
trate, he told a story about 
Ibsen. He said that when Ib-
sen returned to Norway to-
ward the end of his life, he 
was given permission to sit 
in the royal garden. "Every 
day Ibsen would s t rut along, 
this pompous little figure in 

his frock coat and tall h a t " 
He would sit on a bench, take 
off his hat and put it on his 
knee. "Someone realized he 
was star ing into his ha t and 
crept up behind him and saw 
that inside the crown of the 
ha t was a mirror . And this is 
how Ibsen spent his day. 

"Whether or not that s tory 
is true, that is the kind of 
narcissism wri ters have. If 
one takes a r t a s seriously a s 
the faith healer does, a s a 
ma t t e r of life and death, that 
itself is hubristic. You're 
courting catastrophe." 
Knowing that, he still per-
sists. "As Auden said, a r t is 
not going to save the Jews 
f rom the Holocaust. It 's not 
going to make a person any 
more worthy or noble, but I 
do think it can m a k e Some 
tiny, thumbscrew adjust-
ment on our psyche." 

Friel wri tes only what he 
wants to wri te — plays, not 
screenplays — and refuses 
to repeat himself. "If 'Danc-
ing a t Lughnasa' is about the 
necessity for paganism," he 
said, then his next play will 
deal with "the necessity for 
mystery. It 's mystery, not 
religion, but mys te ry finds 
its expression in this society 
mostly in religious prac-
tice." The working title is 
"The Imagined Place." 

In one of his ea r ly stories, 
he wrote about a f a the r who 
reluctant ly goes with his 
wife and children to revisi t 
his bir thplace in Donegal 
and discovers " the ruins of 
the old place." At f i rs t , the 
f a the r re f lec ts tha t the pas t 
is an "illusion into which 
one s teps in o rder to e scape 
the present ." But by the end 
of the story, he h a s come to 
t e r m s with his memor ies . 
"The pas t did have mean-
ing," he realizes. "I t w a s 
nei ther real i ty nor d r eams . 
. . . It was s imply continu-
ance, life repeat ing itself 
and surviving." 

i HANCING AT 

Lughnasa" ar -
rives on Broad-
way in the Abbey 
Theater produc-
tion, directed by 
Patr ick Mason 
and s tar r ing the 

Irish act resses who created 
the roles or played them at 
London's National Theater, 
including Rosaleen Linehan 
as the oldest s is ter and Cath-
erine Byrne a s the youngest, 
representing Friel 's mother. 
Joining the company as the 
missionary is Donal Donnel-
ly. For the actor, the play is 
itself a homecoming. He has 
had a long history in the 

works of Friel, appearing on 
Broadway in "Philadelphia, 
Here I Come" and "Fai th 
Healer." 

Before coming to New 
York, "Dancing a t Lugh-
nasa" gave one special per-
fo rmance in Glenties, the 
marke t town in the hills of 
Donegal that was the setting 
of the original events in the 
play. The occasion was a 
Brian Friel festival, a week-
long series of talks, panel 
discussions and perform-
ances sponsored by the Pa t -
rick MacGill Summer 
School. F o r weeks before the 
festival, Fr ie l tormented 
himself with the question of 
whether or not he should at-
tend. Although he felt close 
to many of the people who 
would participate, the idea 
made him feel acutely self-
conscious. Finally he de-
cided to go, but to avoid all 
colloquies analyzing Frie-
lian themes, like immigra-
tion and return, incipient de-
cay and the illusion of pasto-
ralism, and certainly to 
avoid the guided bus tour of 
"Friel country." Still, he felt 
"like a ghost a t the feast ." 

The festival opened on a 
Sunday night in August with 
the per formance of "Danc-
ing in Lughnasa" a t the 
Glenties Comprehensive 
School, with actors gathered 
f rom the Abbey company 
and the current London c a s t 
The lighting and sound 
equipment came f rom Dub-
lin, the costumes had been 
delayed in t ransi t f r om Lon-
don and the scenery was 
m a k e s h i f t To give a sem-
blance of reality, several 
haystacks were brought in-
doors to stand in for the 
wheat field in the original 
production. Every seat in 
the school hall was taken. 

Overcoming his embar-
rassment at all the attention, 
Friel addressed the audience 
before the performance. He 
said it was "an important oc-
casion" for him because the 
play had to do with his family, 
which had lived a half mile 
from the school hall. In the 
audience were many neigh-
bors who knew the people be-
hind the characters. After 
thanking the actors, the play-
wright stood to one side of the 
house to watch the brave 
Glenties women take the 
stage. The per formance be-
gan late and was not finished 
until a f t e r midnight, when 
the audience rose in a wave 
and cheered. For Friel, it 
was "a heightened and very 
moving" experience. Art 
and life had come together 
in the real Ballybeg. • 
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V O W E L P L A Y 

BY NANCY N I C H O L S O N J O L I N E / E D I T E D BY EUGENE T. MALESKA 

A C R O S S 
1 Chamfers 
7 Lifts for skiers 

12 Tach reading 
15 "The Old Devils-

author 
19 Jolson song hit: 

1920 
20 Red dye 
21 Baseball stat 
22 ".. .for of 

woman born": 
Shak. 

23 Last Hawaiian 
queen 

25 Rhine feeder 

51 Broadway Joe 
52 De Mille 

specialties 
54 Gull-like 

predator 
55 The Father of 

Microbiology 
59 Boxer Griffith 
62 Ky. fort 

106 Wickiup's 
cousin: Var. 

108 Recorded 
proceedings 

109 Co-Nobelistin 
Medicine: 1977 

112 Tidbit for Hansel 
113 Sacred image 
114 Stone marten 
116 Plenteous 

66 City in Provence n 7 S o i l : C omb. 
67 Astronaut form 

Gagarin \ jg Norman city 
68 Katmandu is its 119 Mouths 

capital 
69 Zola heroine 

26 Chesterfield, e.g. 70 Haunt 
27 Long 71 Tennis term 
28 Impaired 73 Sora 

gradually 74 Expiate 
29 Bay of Fundy 7 6 Gravesend 

attractions goodbye 
31 Auspices 79 Uttle Iodine's 
32 Alma , creator 

^ t a n « Erstwhile 
33 Certain cocktails 82 1>peoftype 
35 j 0 t 83 Small, round 
36 NE N J . city w i n d o w 

37 La Scala's home 8 6 Seaport m 
40 Medici protégé: Yemen 

15th century 88 Nurse Maass 
44 Brit, lexicon 89 Lassos 
45 Most venerable 93 White piano 
48 Implement for keys 

catching a crab? 97 "Artie" author 
49 Bermuda 98 Of the number 

six 

For answers to any three Conquistador 's 
clues in this puzzle call 6 o a i 

touchtone phone: 
1-900-884-CLUE 
(750 first minute, 50« 
each extra minute). - neighbors 

120 Irish 
writer-teacher 

124 Gould railroad 
125 A.E.C. successor 
126 Painter of 

waterlilies 
127 "Dolce far " 
128 German state 
129 Comic-strip 

word 
130 Bagnoldand 

Markey 
131 Scheduled 

D O W N 
1 Prophet rebuked 

by an ass 
2 Dispossession 
3 Odin's realm 
4 Sculptor 

Nadelman 

12 Computer 
product 

13 Roman bigwig 
14 Trumpeter 

Wynton 
15 Photographer 

Adams 
16 Cantonese 

chicken dish 
17 Unbeliever 
18 Monterey Bay 

city 
24 "Hitchy ," 

ragtime hit 
30 Clock numeral 
34 Slants 
38 U.S.N. biggie 
39 A1963 Oscar 

winner 
41 An anagram for 

nail 
42 Don Marquis's 

cockroach 
43 Like a certain 

bucket 
46 Bed or home 

follower 
47 "And 1 

plight thee. . 
50 uno 
52 Flock member 
53 Trifle 
56 Neighbors of 

radii 5 Singer Rawls 
6 C. P. and Phoebe 5 7 ** u s ? / o r 

7 Cancel, as a 
contract 

8 Spanish dance 
9 Botanist Gray 

Marceau 
58 Hemingway's 

"The " 
60 Secular 

lone: 100 Everglades lake 10 Japanese money 61 She, m Sedan 
104 Croats' of account 62 Knot in wood 

11 Stew 63 Intl. alliance 

64 Formation of 79 As a result of 
words like this 
"buzz" or "hiss" go Legal org. 

65 Site of Kubla 84 Pedestal part 
Khan's garden 85 Aficionados 

72 Lanford Wilson's 87 Japanese P.M.: 
"Serenading " 1982-87 

75 Febrero 90 To, to Sandy 
preceder 91 presumptuous 

77 Personal quirk 92 Sensualist 
78 Imam's deity 93 Marks 

9/29/91 

94 Indians of the 110 Not working 
Dakotas 111 Disaccustoms 

95 Cornwell'spen 1 1 5 Salinger girl 
name . 

96 Reversal 117 Ancient city 
101 "EastofEden" nearArgolis 

protagonist 121 Many, many 
102 Won m o o n s 

103 George and T.S. 122 Violinist 
105 Under the Kavafian 

influence 123 Soybean 
107 Intramolecular product 
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Guess the words defined below and write 
them over their numbered dashes. Then 
transfer each letter to the correspond-
ingly numbered square in the pattern. 
Blade squares indicate word endings. The 
filled pattern will contain a quotation 
reading from left to right. The first letters 
of the guessed words will form an acros-
tic giving author's name and title of work. 
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A. "No one ever sent me yet / One per-
fect * (Parker, BOne Perfect 
Rose") HET TW "73" 174 HS" T2T T3Ü" "§3" 
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UNTIL 1985, WHEN "WHITE NOISE," HIS EIGHTH NOVEL, WON THE NATIONAL BOOK AWARD, DON DELILLO WAS 
4 something of a cipher. He had for yea r s been the kind of wr i te r whose books commanded front-page reviews but still 
I managed not to sell. He was well known in l i te rary circles, and to a small , devoted following, but the chiseled sentences and 
i • _ • prescient t e r ro r s of his fiction made him difficult to promote. 

H Y V T N T P P A S S A "R. A 
o x v a n v a a »v a w w o r k seemed privy to a flow of recent history that had been 

i obscured f rom the rest of us — DeLillo had impor tant information about the tenor of our national life, information that we 
| had been feeling in our bones but that he had hardened into words. Yet, for all DeLillo seemed to know, no one knew much 

about him. His books, though profoundly political, presented no c lear agenda, no comfor tably fami l iar social world or 
| - | / 
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class of characters. Reading his novels in the 70's 
and early 80's, I started to wonder, Who is this guy? 
The biographical information at the backs of his 
books gave only a list of his other titles, with the 
acknowledgement "He lives in New York City." 
Occasionally it said "Don DeLillo lives in New 
York City" first, then gave the other titles — no 
writing program he'd attended, no university 
where he taught, no mention of whether he had kids 
or a dog. Inside, no epigraphs, no effusive thank-
yous to agents or editors, friends or neighbors, 
librarians or auto mechanics. 

Like Bill Gray, the fictional novelist at the center 
of his newest book, "Mao II" (to be published next 
month by Viking), DeLillo kept himself aloof from 
the public ceremonies of authorship. In 1979, he gave 
a rare interview to a critic, Tom LeClair, in which 
LeClair questioned him about what was then his 
intriguing absence from the usual authorial rolls. 
Why all the mystery? LeClair asked. Why was there 
so little information extant about him? 

DeLillo's answer is illuminating. "Silence, exile, 
cunning and so on," he said. "It's my nature to keep 
quiet about most things. Even the ideas in my work. 
When you try to unravel something you've written, 
you belittle it in a way. It was created as a mystery, 
in part. Here is a new map of the world; it is seven 
shades of blue. If you're able to be straightforward 
and penetrating about this invention of yours, it's 
almost as though you're saying it wasn't altogether 
necessary. The sources weren't deep enough." 

When I came upon this interview in 1985, my 
sense of how a writer pursues a career had been 
transformed by the 80's spectacle — by the young 
celebrities, the hard-soft deals and movie con-
tracts, the superagents and media wizardry that 
were the new ritual and clergy of art 's true faith. 
DeLillo's response yanked me back into real time. 
It evoked the artistic strategy Stephen Dedalus 
developed in Joyce's "Portrait of the Artist as a 
Young Man" ("I will t ry to express myself in some 
mode of life or ar t as freely as I can and as wholly 
as I can, using for my defence the only a rms I allow 
myself to use — silence, exile and cunning"). More 
than any other contemporary American writer, 
DeLillo struck me as fierce and lasting in his 
importance. His fiction bears down with unnerving 
humor and unalleviated intelligence and force. As 

Vince Passaro writes criticism for a variety of 
newspapers and magazines and is working on a 
novel. 

his answer to LeClair makes clear, DeLillo aims to 
put behind his every lean sentence the power of an 
extraordinary commitment. 

DELILLO IS A STAR NOW, NO 
longer the shrouded, elusive figure 
he had been when he was inter-
viewed by LeClair. He does readings 
from time to time; on rare occasions, 

he speaks to the press. When I call to make ar-
rangements to discuss "Mao II," he is cheerful and 
cooperative. He lives in Westchester these days, 
but he still spends a good deal of time in the city. He 
suggests we meet at a restaurant just off Colum-
bus Avenue, an establishment that is, as he puts it, 
"invariably deserted." He means that it will be an 
appropriate place for taping, but one senses a 
deeper satisfaction with the idea. 

In person he is reserved and quiet, a nice and 
gentle man. Our talk ranges over a number of liter-
ary and cultural topics besides his work, and several 
times he offers to send me articles and books that I 
may not be able to find. His hair, once dark, has 
turned mostly gray. He is one of those people, invari-
ably intelligent, who seem to live in their eyes — the 
rest of his face and body don't move much or give 
anything away. He speaks without inflection, in long 
and almost perfectly composed sentences. His words 
issue; you feel he doesn't let them get away without a 
good deal of relish and a tinge of regret. At the same 
time, he is friendly and interested, eager to discuss 
books and questions of sentences and form, generous 
and admiring of other writers, some of them young 
and little known. 

And yet there is also between us a tangible 
distance, part of which, no doubt, has to do with the 
false intimacy that interviews try to force on their 
participants and that DeLillo will have no part of. 
He will not spill his guts, you sense, because his 
guts are reserved for his work. Distance in a writer 
of DeLillo's acuity is a lifelong habit and need — 
what must have been in his youth a painful shyness 
has become in adulthood a powerful tool, to be 
nurtured more than it is fought off, one of the 
reasons he became a writer in the first place. 

Influenced by Thomas Pynchon and William 
Gaddis, among others, DeLillo in his early books 
showed himself to be a writer of predominantly 
post-modern sensibilities; his work leaned toward 
the angular and ironic depiction of character and 
place that are associated with writers who intend 
to be difficult, writers who orient their fiction 

A PICTURE OF A MASS WEDDING IN SEOUL, SOUTH KOREA, MESMERIZED DELILLO. IN "MAO II," > 
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around its own linguistic and structural impera-
tives. DeLillo has spoken of creating a work that is 
difficult because this is one way to show, in an age 
of easy information, that the real truth is hard to 
come by. "I've always liked being relatively ob-
scure," he says. "I feel that's where I belong, that's 
where my work belongs." 

In many ways, the obscurity was undeserved. 
Unlike the writers who have influenced him, 
DeLillo writes with a vernacular lyricism that is 
never inaccessible. Unlike them as well, he pro-
duces a novel, on average, every couple of years: 
"Mao II" is his 10th in 20 years. His subjects — a 
television network programmer who hits the road 
in search of the big picture ("Americana," 1971), a 
college football player with a nose for the apoca-
lypse ("End Zone," 1972), a rock star who walks off 
the tour ("Great Jones Street," 1973), a teen-age 
mathematical genius ("Ratner's Star," 1976), Wall 
Street brokers who get mixed up in a terrorist plot 
("Players," 1977), intelligence agents fighting over 
a rumored porno film from the Fuhrerbunker 
("Running Dog," 1978), a risk analyst who crosses 
paths with a cult of assassins in the Middle East 
("The Names," 1982) and a professor of Hitler 
studies who is poisoned in an airborne toxic event 
("White Noise," 1985) — aren't exactly everyday 
characters. But DeLillo has brought them uncom-
fortably close. Here are people we know but didn't 
know we knew, intimate and recognizable charac-
ters on the American landscape, silhouetted fig-
ures dominated by a sense of invisibility, paranoia 
and dread. In many respects they are like us, 
except they live with an unsettling awareness of a 
world we prefer to ignore. 

"Libra" (1988), DeLillo's ninth novel and his 
only best seller, was a fictional portrayal of Lee 
Harvey Oswald and the events surrounding the 
Kennedy assassination. "I don't think my books 
could have been written in the world that existed 
before the Kennedy assassination," DeLillo says. 
"And I think that some of the darkness in my work 
is a direct result of the confusion and psychic chaos 
and the sense of randomness that ensued from that 
moment in Dallas. It's conceivable that this made 
me the writer I am — for better or for worse." 

DeLillo has also written two plays. "The Engi-
neer of Moonlight," which he wrote in the mid-
1970's but never had produced, is a dazzling and 
mysterious piece featuring a similar set of charac-
ters to those in his new novel. "The Day Room," 
about an acting troupe performing a play set in an 
asylum, was produced in 1986 at the American 
Repertory Theater in Cambridge, Mass., and in 
1987 at the Manhattan Theater Club in New York. 

1DON'T GET AROUND TO ASKING 
DeLillo any biographical questions until 
our second meeting (same joint, same 
table — the comfort of familiar repeti-
tions). Anyone who knows anything about 

DeLillo knows he has no interest in delving into 
such matters; his work is without even a trace of 
the usual autobiographical resonances, and the 
public record he has allowed to be created about 
his private life is minimal. When I do ask, his 
sentences pare down to the short and strictly 
declarative. 

"I was born on Nov. 20,1936," he begins, lean-
ing an inch or two forward, toward the tape record-
er. He sticks to the essential facts. Except for a 
short stint in Pennsylvania when he was quite 
young, he was brought up in the Fordham section 
of the Bronx, a neighborhood mostly of Italian-
Americans. He lived near Arthur Avenue, with its 
popular food shops and restaurants. It was a child-
hood of sports, family and games. He played "ev-
ery conceivable form of baseball," basketball and 
football. "No one had a football around there," he 
says. "We used to wrap up a bunch of newspaper 
with tape and use tha t That was our football." 

He attended Cardinal Hayes High School ("I 
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slept for four years there") 
and later Fordham College, 
where, he says: "I didn't 
study much of anything. I 
majored in something called 
communication arts." The 
year after graduated, he got a 
job in advertising, as a copy-
writer, because he couldn't 
get one in publishing. He quit 
the job after five years or so 
and "embarked on my life, 
my real life." 

I ask him what attracted 
him to writing, whether he 
studied literature or was 
stirred by certain authors or 
books. "No, no," he says, "I 
didn't do anything. I don't 
have an explanation, I don't 
know why I wanted to write. I 
did some short stories at that 
time, but very infrequently. I 
quit my job just to quit. I 
didn't quit my job to write 
fiction. I just didn't want to 
work anymore. I think more 
than writers, the major influ-
ences on me have been Euro-
pean movies, and jazz, and 
Abstract Expressionism." 

Gerald Howard, DeLillo's 
editor for "Libra" at Viking 
and now an editor at W. W. 
Norton, feels his own back-
ground — boyhood in an eth-
nic New York world, Roman 
Catholic schools, above-aver-
age intelligence and an inter-
est in literature — is similar 
enough to DeLillo's to give 
him some insight into the pri-
vate man. "The way I've ex-
plained Don's psychology to 
myself is that here is an abso-
lutely normal guy of the sort 
that's very familiar to me, 
attached to a literary genius. 
And I don't think the two 
parts neccessarily communi-
cate all that much." 

Like "Libra," "Mao II" ap-
propriates certain known 
facts and legends. It concerns 
an extremely famous, obses-
sively reclusive author, a Sal-
inger-Pynchon type, named 
Bill Gray, who eventually 
leaves his hermitage and en-
ters the world of political vio-
lence. "I called him Bill Gray 
just as a provisional name," 
DeLillo says. "I used to say to 
friends, 'I want to change my 
name to Bill Gray and disap-
pear.' I've been saying it for 
10 years. But he began to fit 
himself into the name, and I 
decided to leave it." 

Living with Gray in his 
house deep in the countryside 
are Scott, Gray's weird facto-
tum and alter ego, and Scott's 
girlfriend, Karen, a former 
disciple of the Rev. Sun 
Myung Moon who has kind of 
drifted onto the scene and 
stuck. There is also Brita, a 
photographer who shoots 
only writers. Bill Gray beck-
ons her to his hideout to take 
his picture, an uncharacteris-

(Continued on Page 76) 
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DEULLO 
Continued from Page 38 
tic exposure that leads him 
away from his imprisoning 
mythology of isolation a'nd to-
ward a confrontation with his 
own death. 

DeLillo gave a reading last 
November in New York at 
the 92d Street Y, in which he 
presented the opening pas-
sage of "Mao II" with sec-
tions from the end of "Libra," 
making an interesting if sub-
tle structural connection be-
tween them. The "Libra" pas-
sage is a monologue of half-
demented, half-visionary po-
etry, delivered by Oswald's 
mother, which DeLillo based, 
in part, on her testimony be-
fore the Warren Commission. 
The section from "Mao II" is 
a prologue, almost the first 
thing DeLillo wrote when em-
barking on the book; it de-
picts a mass wedding at Yan-
kee Stadium, performed by 
Moon, of 13,000 men and 
women, one of whom is Kar-
en. Her parents a re in the 
stands, with binoculars, 
searching for their daughter 
in the sea of indistinguishable 
faces across the outfield: 
"There is a strangeness down 
there that he [Karen's fa-
ther] never thought he'd see 
in a ballpark. They take a 
time-honored event and re-
peat it, repeat it, repeat it 
until something new enters 
the world." 

The Yankee Stadium pro-
logue is an extaordinary leap 
of the imagination, into a 
scene both new and familiar, 
the psychic experience of the 
individual unburdened of self-
hood and absorbed by the 
group, speaking and seeing 
with the single voice and eye 
of collective consciousness. 
The couples stand, thousands 
deep in the outfield, and 
watch their master above 
them: "He wears a white silk 
robe and a high crown fig-
ured with stylized irises. 
They know him at molecular 
level. He lives in them like 
chains of matter that deter-
mine who they are. This is a 
man of chunky build who saw 
Jesus on a mountainside. . . . 
The coupled know there a re 
things he must leave unsaid, 
words whose planetary im-
pact no one could bear. . . . 
This is a man who lived in a 
hut made of U.S. Army ration 
tins and now he is here, in 
American light, come to lead 
them to the end of human 
history." 

The prologue ends, and the 
novel proper begins, with a 
passage that, in DeLillo's 
low-pitched and sibilant de-

livery, stays in the ear like 
words heard in a dream: "The 
thousands stand and chant. 
Around them in the world, 
people ride escalators going 
up and sneak secret glances 
at the faces coming down. 
People dangle tea bags over 
hot water in white cups. Cars 
run silently on the autobahns, 
streaks of painted light. Peo-
ple sit at desks and stare at 
office walls. They smell their 
shirts and drop them in the 
hamper. People bind them-
selves into numbered seats 
and fly across time zones and 
high cirrus and deep night, 
knowing there is something 
they've forgotten to do. 

"The future belongs to 
crowds." 

y MAGES, ESPECIALLY 
I photographs, with their 

JL insinuating, organization-
al power, form a narrative 
line in "Mao II"; they are also 
a par t of its inspiration. 
"Long before he had written 
anything," says Nan Gra-
ham, his present editor at 
Viking, "Don told me he had 
two folders — one marked 
'art ' and the other marked 
' terror . ' " 

Eventually the two folders 
became one. "I saw a photo-
graph of a wedding conduct-
ed by Reverend Moon of the 
Unification Church," DeLillo 
says, "and it was just lying 
around for months . . . a wed-
ding in Seoul in a soft-drink 
warehouse, about 13,000 peo-
ple. And when I looked at it 
again, I realized I wanted to 
understand this event, and 
the only way to understand it 
was to write about it. For me, 
writing is a concentrated 
form of thinking. 

"And I had another photo-
graph — it was a picture that 
appeared on the front page of 
The New York Post, in the 
summer, I think, of 1988, and 
it was a photograph of J. D. 
Salinger. They sent two pho-
tographers to New Hamp-
shire, to stalk him. It took 
them six days, but they found 
him. And they took his pic-
ture. He saw them and they 
saw him. When they took his 
picture he came at them. His 
face is an emblem of shock 
and rage. It's a frightening 
photograph. I didn't know it 
at the time, but these two 
pictures would represent the 
polar extremes of "Mao II," 
the arch individualist and the 
mass mind, from the mind of 
the terrorist to" the mind of 
the mass organization. In 
both cases, it's the death of 

the individual that has to be 
accomplished before their 
aims can be realized." 

"Mao II" (the title comes 
from an Andy Warhol pencil 
drawing that appears briefly 
in the story) orients itself 
around certain other contem-
porary scenes, other photos 
from the ar t and terror fold-
ers: the ramshackle city of 
homeless living in Tompkins 
Square Park in New York, 
the Sheffield, England, soc-
cer tragedy, the frenzied 
mourners in Teheran 
following the death of the 
Ayatollah Khomeini, the 
massacre at Tiananmen 
Square. These events come 
into the novel via Karen, who 
sees most of them on televi-
sion; they form a coherent 
narrative of images within 
the larger story, images in 
which the individual has been 
crushed by the primitive and 
lethal instincts of mob cul-
ture. Like all of DeLillo's 
work, "Mao II" deals forcibly 
and uncannily with the ionic 
fears of the moment — 
trampling crowds, psychic 
unraveling, organized terror 
and, as always with DeLillo, 
isolation and death. As al-
ways too, despite how grim 
those descriptions may 
sound, there is a barbed wit, a 
laugh-out-loud comic grid 
through which his darker 
concerns must move. 

DeLillo's early religious 
life, his upbringing as a Ro-
man Catholic, has had a tan-
gible though indirect effect 
on his work; a number of his 
characters yearn for the hor-
ror and invigoration of an-
cient religious spectacle. 
Brita, the photographer in 
"Mao II," is such a character. 
As DeLillo says: "She needs 
to know that people out there 
believe in all the old verities, 
the old gods. These things 
keep the planet warm. But 
she herself is not a believer. I 
think there is a sense of last 
things in my work that proba-
bly comes from a Catholic 
childhood. For a Catriolic,. 
nothing is too important to 
discuss or think about, be-
cause he's raised with the 
idea that he will die any 
minute now and that if he 
doesn't live his life in a cer-
tain way this death is simply 
an introduction to an eternity 
of pain. This removes a hesi-
tation that a writer might 
otherwise feel when he's ap-
proaching important sub-
jects, eternal subjects. I think 
for a Catholic these things 
are part of ordinary life." 

The rest of DeLillo's 
sketchy biography, to employ 
a phrase he uses to describe a 
recurring situation of his fic-
tion, is the story of a man in 
small rooms. Until he was 

His books are 
not friendly, but 
their architecture 
brings an odd 
pleasure no 
matter how 
unsettling the 
world they 
illumine. 

married — in 1975, to Barba-
ra Bennett, then a banker and 
now a landscape designer — 
DeLillo lived in a studio 
apartment in the Murray Hill 
section of New York. "A 
small apartment with no 
stove and a refrigerator in 
the bathroom," as he put it to 
LeClair. (In other words, as 
Gerald Howard told me, and 
as a few others also said, 
"DeLillo's a monk.") Relying 
on savings and the intermit-
tent income of freelance 
copywriting assignments, he 
began his first novel, "Ameri-
cana." It took him about four 
years to finish, and the first 
publisher he sent it to, 
Houghton Mifflin, brought it 
out in 1971. 

There is a sense, which 
DeLillo talks about, that he 
has lived his life inside his 
books. During our discussion, 
when the first side of my tape 
runs out and I turn it over and 
begin the second, he asks me, 
with a sly look, "Are you sure 
it's working?" I immediately 
begin fiddling with the ma-
chine, trying to assure myself 
it is. "You're making me 
paranoid," I say, perhaps the 
most appropriate statement 
one can make to DeLillo. 

"Ah, you're in the world of 
'White Noise' now," he says 
cheerfully. "There's a con-
nection between the ad-
vances that are made in tech-
nology and the sense of primi-
tive fear people develop in 
response to it. In the face of 
technology everything be-
comes a little . . . atavistic." 

DeLillo equates writing 
with "living and breathing"; 
he calls working on his novels 
"a life and death stuggle." He 
talks about his pleasure in 
"the construction of sen-
tences and the juxtaposition 
of words — not just how they 
sound or what they mean, but 
even what they look like." He 
works on a manual typewrit-
er, which lends to writing an 
almost sculptural feeling of 
pressing new words into 
blank paper. Mastering sen-
tences, DeLillo intimates, 

produces its own kind of self-
knowledge. Bill Gray in "Mao 
II" says at one point: "I'm a 
sentence maker. Like a donut 
maker, only slower." Else-
where, he declares: "Every 
sentence has a truth waiting 
at the end of it and the writer 
learns how to know it when he 
finally gets there. On one lev-
el this truth is the swing of 
the sentence, the beat and 
poise, but down deeper it's 
the integrity of the writer as 
he matches with the lan-
guage. I've always seen my-
self in sentences. I begin to 
recognize myself, word by 
word, as I work through a 
sentence. The language of my 
books has"'shaped me as a 
man. There's a moral force in 
a sentence when it comes out 
right. It speaks the writer's 
will to live." 

This is one of the rare mo-
ments, it is safe to guess, 
when DeLillo is writing about 
himself. 

DELILLO'S BOOKS ARE 
not friendly; they don't "flat-
ter the reader's prejudices," 
as Howard puts it. But if 
there is any comfort to be 
found in them, it is in that 
"moral force" of sentences 
coming out right. The archi-
tecture of DeLillo's fiction — 
its formal harmonies, paral-
lel devices and symmetries 
and the machine-tooled preci-
sion and conviction of its lan-
guage — brings an odd pleas-
ure no matter how unsettling 
the world it illumines. Every-
one to whom I spoke about 
DeLillo noted this effect. 
Frank Lentricchia, a promi-
nent critic and English pro-
fessor at Duke University, 
has written about DeLillo and 
taught his novels in courses. 
He is the editor of a recent 
collection of essays about the 
author's work called "Intro-
ducing Don DeLillo." 
DeLillo's writing, he says, 
"represents a rare achieve-
ment in American literature 
— the perfect weave of 
novelistic imagination and 
cultural criticism." 

Lentricchia speaks of the 
frustration that readers will 
feel if they are looking for an 
easily discernable moral cen-
ter in DeLillo's work. 
"DeLillo is conducting cultur-
al anatomies of what makes 
us unhappy," he says. At the 
same time, "the anatomist 
himself is full of love of lan-
guage and sentences and 
words. There is real brio in 
the ways he depicts different 
voices and in his wit. The 
books have a kind of literary 
joy that is countervailed by 
the vision — so that the final 
prospect is both terrifying 
and beautiful." 

The novelist and editor 



Gordon Lish is possibly 
DeLillo's closest friend — 
"Mao II" is dedicated to him. 
I ask him about a kind of 
emotional coldness one feels 
in certain of DeLillo charac-
ters, a chilliness of effect that 
alienates some readers. 
"DeLillo is a tough guy," he 
says. "He has no patience for 
what doesn't apply. It is cold, 
but it is a coldness one de-
lights in. It's part of what 
gives you the frisson you are 
reading for in DeLillo. That 
chilling knowing becomes a 
comfort in itself. One is 
warmed by the absolute cor-
rectness of it. In this respect 
he is our most visionary writ-
er." 

The idea of a dangerous fic-
tion, which one might bring to 
an analysis of DeLillo's nov-
els, has in "Mao II" become 
an expressed element of his 
plot. Bill Gray sees the novel-
ist as both dangerous and 
threatened. Charles Everson, 
Gray's former editor, tells 
him: "You have a twisted 
sense of the writer 's place in 
society. You think the writer 
belongs at the fa r margin, do-
ing dangerous things. In Cen-
tral America, writers carry 
guns. They have to. And this 
has always been your idea of 
the way it ought to be. The 
state should want to kill all 
writers. Every government, 
every group that holds power 
or aspires to power should 
feel so threatened by writers 
that they hunt them down, 
everywhere." 

Says Gerald Howard: "On 
the grubby commercial level, 
there is going to be a lot of 
buzz about Bill Gray and who 
he's meant to be, what parts 
of him have been taken from 
Pynchon and Salinger and so 
on. But I think this is a book 
that 's about Salman Rushdie 
in a way. Don was very upset 
about the Rushdie business, 
and I think that you can sense 
that feeling of threat all the 
way through 'Mao II . ' " 

In fact, DeLillo was one of 
the authors who read at the 
Columns in New York City, 
an occasion of support for 
Rushdie organized by the Au-
thors' Guild, PEN American 
Center and Article 19. The 
reading, which took place un-
der heavy security, has a 
close parallel in "Mao II." 
The big difference is that, in 
the book, the violence that ev-
eryone is afraid of actually 
occurs. 

Interestingly, Nan Graham 
is also Rushdie's American 
editor, and Rushdie, like 
DeLillo, also worked as an 
advertising copywriter for 
the same firm DeLillo 
worked for, Oglivy & Mather. 
I ask DeLillo about the con-
nection of the book to Rush-

die's situation. "I don't know 
how deep it is,' he says, "but 
it's there. It's the connection 
between the writer as the 
champion of the self, and 
those forces that a re threat-
ened by this. Such totalitar-
ian movements can be seen in 
miniature in the very kind of 
situation Rushdie is in. He's a 
hostage." 

The threat to the writer 
comes in the dramatic form 
of violence, but it is also 
present in its more mundane 
disguises. There's a passage 
in the book where Bill Gray 
grumbles about the publish-
ing industry, its quick fash-
ions and hot new excite-
ments. "The more books they 
publish, the weaker we be-
come," he says. "The secret 
force that drives the industry 
is the compulsion to make 
writers harmless." 

"I don't know if I agree with 
him," DeLillo remarks. "But 
I do think we can connect 
novelists and terrorists here. 
In a repressive society, a 
writer can be deeply influen-
tial, but in a society that's 
filled with glut and repetition 
and endless consumption, the 
act of terror may be the only 
meaningful act. People who 
are in power make their ar-
rangements in secret, largely 
as a way of maintaining and 
furthering that power. People 
who are powerless make an 
open theater of violence. 
True terror is a language 
and a vision. There is a deep 
narrat ive s t ructure to ter-
rorist acts, and they infil-
t ra te and al ter conscious-
ness in ways that writers 
used to aspire to." 

The implication is that, 
should wri ters aspire to do 
so again, they too will be 
among the nationless, the 
outcast and the hunted. 
DeLillo tells the story of a 
friend of his, living in Ath-
ens: "Somebody fired a shot 
through his window recent-
ly. And this guy is writing 
fiction for the first t ime in 
his life. He's in his 40's; he's 
writing a novel. Of course, 
he told the police that he as-
sumed the shot had been 
fired at him because he's an 
American. And so I wrote 
him a note and I said, 
'They're not shooting at you 
because you're an Ameri-
can, they're shooting at you 
because you're a novelist . '" 

And then he laughs. It is a 
moment of mischievous 
pleasure in the darker work-
ings of his imagination: 
bombs making blossoms of 
plate-glass windows, bullets 
pocking the plasterwork. 
Nasty images, certainly, but 
images of the day — and ter-
rifying evidence of the real 
power of art. • 
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Men's Style 

Martin Greenfield pauses on the 
cutting floor of his Brooklyn factory 
to model a work in progress. 

40 years. Greenfield is known as a 
tailor's tailor. His factory cuts and 
bastes and stitches about 40,000 gar-
ments a year for many of the nation's 
leading clothiers and private tailors. 
These days, he bills himself as "the 
tailor for the designers." As early as 
the 1960's, Greenfield was cutting 
Pierre Cardin's square-shouldered, 
"European style" suits. More recently 
he has teamed up with American mav-
ericks like Isaac Mizrahi, Alan Flusser 
and Alexander Julian. 

But when the designer Donna Karan 
journeyed to the ravaged heart of Wil-
liamsburg, laid before him a curva-
ceous pink jacket from one of her own 
collections and asked him to make one 
just as sexy for her new men's line, 
Greenfield was taken aback. 

The challenge was formidable, 
even for someone accus tomed to at-
tacking knotty problems. But what 
Karan asked of him she got: a mas -
culine translat ion of tha t hot-pink 
jacket , f r o m the sensuously accentu-
ated waist and hips to the shapely 
built-in slouch. And what he taught 
her in re turn, Karan says, is "disci-
pline — how a qua r t e r inch can a l te r 
everything about the way a man ' s 
suit feels and fits." 

Designers are admiring, even rever-

ent, when they talk about 
Greenfield. But when he 
talks about designers, 
Greenfield can be tart. "Be-
tween the leisure suits and 
the Nehru suits," he says, 
recalling a few past com-
missions, "working with de-
signers has sometimes been 
a nightmare." He concedes, 
though, that they are 
"dreamers in their own 
way." It seems that experi-
ence has taught him a 
grudging respect for even 
the most wayward of their 
schemes. 

Alexander Julian, who 
moved his men's-wear pro-
duction from Italy to Wil-
liamsburg six years ago, re-
calls the tailor's reaction 
when Julian asked him to 
put a size 46 shoulder on a 
size 40 sui t "He let me do 
exactly what I wanted," Ju-
lian says. "And then he said: 
'Fine. Now let's do some-
thing commercial. '" The re-
sulting jacket, a modified 
version of what Julian had 
proposed, satisified both 
men, who discovered that 

big shoulders not only sold but became 
the last word in hip. 

In the collaboration between a de-
signer and his maker , it is some-
t imes ha rd to gauge where the work 
of one begins and the other ends. 
Ideally, Julian says, a tailor should 
function a s a "creat ive faci l i ta tor" 
who brings to his task an enormous 
fund of judgment and personal taste . 
But Karan, whose fa the r was a tai-
lor, mainta ins there 's more to it than 
that . "My sketch provides the vi-
sion," she says, "but a sketch is a 
sketch is a sketch." Karan confesses 
that until recently her fashion lexi-
con didn't include t e r m s like "drop" 
or "gorge" or "button s tance." 

"That ' s where Martin comes in," 
she says. "And his genius is in inter-
pret ing m y vision." 

Greenfield wouldn't argue that point 
But on a rather taxing day he wearily 
suggests, "Even you could be a design-
er." To show what he means, he pro-
duces a pair of sketches that a re 
sketchy indeed. Working from just a 
few evocative pen strokes, some 
tacked-on swatches and cryptically 
penciled instructions, Greenfield will 
have to produce a finished men's jack-
et and an overcoat — all in less than a 
week. What the designer had in mind 
will be up to him to guess. "If you're 
wrong," he says curtly, "you do it 
over." 

Men's tailoring is a more exacting 

a r t , and an intuitive one a s well. 
Greenfield calls himself "an archi-
tect of the human body," but he is 
also something of a priest , ap-
proaching an ordinary fitting a s if it 
were a ri tual laying on of hands. 

He slips a c a shmere blazer onto a 
visitor 's shoulders and lets his fin-
gers skim the outlines of his body, 
sizing him up in the mir ror . Then he 
cheerfully announces, "Look, one 
side of you is lower than the other." 
To s t ra ighten out the problem, 
Greenfield will s imply shave some 
cloth f r o m the suit 's r ight side. A 
lesser c r a f t s m a n would have slid in 
a shoulder pad. 

Greenfield 's compulsive attention 
to detail extends to every phase of 
the manufac tur ing process. He uses 
high-quality mater ia ls , like Italian 
and English woolens and cash-
meres , malleable na tura l canvas 
and real horn buttons. Each gar-
ment is hand pressed, then re-
pressed, modeled like a piece of 
sculpture, during each s tage of con-
struction. Collars, sleeves and but-
tonholes a r e sti tched by hand. 

Derrill Osborn, director of men ' s 
clothing a t Neiman Marcus, the re-
tai ler for which Greenfield makes a 
private-label line, ranks Greenfield 
with the Oxxford and Hickey-Free-
m a n companies a s the top producers 
of handmade clothing in America. 
The man who began his ca r ee r tot-
ing bundles a t William P. Goldman, 
the company he bought and re-
named Mart in Greenfield Clothiers 
in the late 1970's, has emerged, Os-
born says, "as a swan." 

He has also emerged as a s ta r . 
Recently Greenfield measured Har-
ry Connick J r . for an Alexander Ju-
lian suit. The pe r fo rmer wore it on 
s tage without having once tr ied it on. 
"He didn't need to," Greenfield 
jokes. "It was enough for him to hea r 
tha t I'd made the suits for 
Sinatra." • 

Donna Karan's women's jacket, 
right, inspired the men's version. 

OUSED AT THE 
r e a r of Mart in 

Greenfield's Brooklyn 
clothing plant is an in-

formal archive, a s turdy 
steel rack that holds the tai-

lor's interpretations of men's 
wear ' s past glories. There, 

sleeve by sleeve with a fancy top-
stitched Western sport coat and a 
denim leisure suit hangs an old Eisen-
hower jacket. Greenfield, who pro-
duced the general 's original model, 
and who went on to make Eisenhow-
er ' s suits a f t e r he moved to the White 
House, pounced on the chance to tai-
lor executive policy. "I didn't like the 
way the President handled Suez," he 
recalls, "so I sewed notes inside all 
the pockets of one of his jackets to tell 
him so." 

Still savor ing the m e m o r y of his 
ea r ly chutzpah, Greenfield pulls 
f rom the rack another memento: the 
na t ty diamond-pat terned tuxedo he 
wore 20 y e a r s ago on the day of his 
son's ba r mitzvah. "Look a t the way 
it was made ," he says t r iumphantly, 
pointing out the still fashionable 
vent less sides and curved dar t s , the 
built-in shape m a k e r s that remain 
his s ignature to this day. " I s there 
anything new in the wor ld?" 

Not much does surprise this spirited, 
silver-haired Czech-born American, 
who has produced men's clothing on 
the same Brooklyn site for more than 
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Alice Munro Croq 
By MERVYN ROTHSTEIN 

"I never intended to be a short-
story writer," says Alice Munro, lean-
ing back and laughing in a chair in 
her publisher's office. "Ï started writ-
ing them because I didn't have time 
to write anything else — I had three 
children. And then I got used to writ-
ing stories, so I saw my material that 
way, and now I don't think I'll ever 
write a novel." 

The 55-year-old Ms. Munro is the 
author of a new, critically acclaimed. 
collection of short stories, "The 
Progress of Love," as well as one 
novel ("reàlly a collection of related 
stories") and four other volumes of 
short stories, including "The Beggar 
Maid" and "The Moons of Jupiter.", 
She has been called one of the forer 
most contemporary practitioners of 
the short story. 

"I don't really understand a novel," 
Ms. Munro says. "I don't understand 
where the excitement is supposed to 
come in a novel, and I do in a story. 
There's a kind of tension that if I'm 
getting a story right I can feel right 
away, and I don't feel that when I try 
to write a novel. I kind of want a mo-
ment that's explosive, and I Want 
everything gathered into that." 

Many of Ms. Munro's stories have 
to do with self-deception — the lies we 
tell ourselves about who we really 
are. "Self-deception seems almost 
like something that's a big mistake, 
that we should learn not to do," Ms. 
Munro says. "But I'm not sure if we 
can. Everybody's doing their own 
novel of their own lives. The novel 
changes — at first we have a ro-
mance, a very satisfying novel that 
has a rather simple technique, and 
then we grow out of that and we end 
up With a very discontinuous, discord-
ant, very contemporary kind of novel. 
I think that what happens to a lot of us 
in middle age is that we can't really 
hang on to our fiction any more." 

The Subjectivity of Truth 
Her stories also deal with the utter 

subjectivity of truth — our inability to 
see things through others' eyes. 
"There is a terrific isolation," Ms. 
Munro says, "but there are always 
attempts made to bridge it, which are 
endlessly interesting. People say I 
write depressing or pessimistic sto-
ries, and I know that in my own life 
I'm not a pessimistic person, so I 
think the dark side of myself gets ex-
pressed in the stories, while the 
bright side goes on being — you 
should hear me as a mother, the 
cheerful, trite advice I give." 

Many of her characters appear to 
be isolated and consider themselves 
outsiders — as do many writers. Does 
she think of herself as an outsider? 
"I've always worked both sides of the 
fence," she says. "J feel that I'm an 
outsider, but I go in disguise most of 
the time. I think most writers do. Be-
cause I grew up in a community 
where hardly anyone read, let alone 
thought of writing — it wasn't some-
thing you could convey your interest 
in when you talked to other people. 
And I wanted to be a popular girl, I 
was very concerned about being suc-
cessful with boys, that sort of thing, 
so I had to go in disguise all the time 
— though it never seemed terribly 
difficult to do. And then I was a subur-
ban housewife, and that was just 
more disguise, and then I sort of 
came out of the closet as a writer 
when I was about 40." 

Ms. Munro was born, lives in and 
largely writes about the same part of 
the world — rural southwestern On-
tario. "I don't think it's very different 
at all from the Midwest," she says. 
"There are nice old-looking towns, 
substantial towns, with big brick 
houses and big shade trees, large 
churches — many large churches — 
and factories that tend not to be. oper-
ating any more. There's good farm-
ing land, and the lake — Lake Huron, 
10 miles from where I live. And 
there's a kind of ritualistic wildness 
— pretty wild, self-destructive driv-
ing, a whole culture of sports — 
hockey is the big thing. The people 
are very rooted in the place, and it 
doesn't really matter what happens 
outside — fame is getting your name 
in the local paper, not in The Toronto 
Globe and Mail." 

"Everybody in thé community is on 
stage for all the other people," she 
says. "There's a constant awareness 
of people watching and listening. And 
— and this may be particularly Cana-
dian — the less you reveal, the more 
highly thought of you are." 

Ms. Munro is one of those Canadian 
writers — including Robertson, 
Davies, Margaret Atwood and Mavis 
Gallant, to name just a few — who 
have gained increasing recognition 
both in their own country and in the 
United States in recent years. 
"There's been a conscious effort to 

encourage writers with Government 
help," Ms. Munro says. "We have 
something called the Canada Council, 
which encourages the arts, and 
they've been pouring money into 
writing . . . giving grants to writers 
and little magazines for about 25 
years now, and it's paid off." 

Ms. Munro lived for a while in Van-
couver and Victoria, had three chil-
dren and a divorce. "Then, in 1972," 
she says, "I came back to Ontario and 
started getting jobs at universities to 
support myself while I was writing, 
and I met this .man I had known a 
long time ago who came from the 
area I came from, and we decided to 
live together and to go back to this 
rural community because his mother 
was alone and couldn't manage on 
her own, and my father was old and 
my stepmother was old, and we went 
back for these people and we thought 
we'd stay about a year or until such 
time as they were not around any 
more. And of course they've been 
dead for quite a while, and we're still 
there." 

"But this wasn't a plan," she says, 
"and I didn't know I'd go on writing 
about this area. When I went back 
and saw it from contemporary, and 
not nostalgic, eyes, there 
lot more IXwXwteted to do with it 
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English Yes, Xenophobia No 
English is now the official language of Califor-

nia, so mandated last week by an overwhelming 
majority of the state's voters. It's a worthy goal, but 
there's danger that it will be pursued in an unwor-
thy way. 

Proposition 63, approved by a 3-to-l margin, in-
structs the Legislature to "take all steps necessary 
to insure that the role of English as the common lan-
guage of the State of California is preserved and en-
hanced," and to pass no law that "diminishes or ig-
nores" it. The proponents claimed only the plainest 
motives of lingual purity and patriotism, but their 
campaign nonetheless smacked of a mean-spirited, 
nativist irritation over the influx of Mexicans and 
Asians. 

There is an overwhelming case for insisting 
that the United States is, and must remain, an Eng-
lish-speaking country. The ability of all Americans 
to communicate without translation is woven in the 
fabric of open society. Economic opportunity de-
pends on it. But to try enforcing the use of English 
with so blunt an instrument as Proposition 63 could 
be misguided and unfair. 

Strictly interpreted, the new law could mean 
that newcomers, until they are fluent, could be 
dertied their rights to basic services, like a doctor's 
treatment in a public hospital, a social worker's 
counseling on child care. The wording of Proposi-
tion 63 permits such civil wrongs. 

California's purists don't mean to go that far. 
Their targets are bilingual education and, where 
Federal law doesn't require them, bilingual ballots. 
Both are delicate issues. Voting requires citizenship 
which requires a reading test in English, so why 
print ballots in a second language? Because the 
right to vote is fundamental to all others and war-

rants unique exception; it should not be abridged by 
a language barrier. 

As for bilingual education, everything turns on 
clear definition. If it means using the newcomer's 
native language temporarily to promote learning 
English, it's obviously acceptable, indeed desirable. 
But if it means permanent native-language instruc-
tion for immigrants with the aim of maintaining na-
tive language as first language, then it offends the 
public interest. The best way to help immigrants is 
to help them become insiders as fast as possible. 

It is possible to defend these propositions with-
out exaggerating the threat of an emerging two-cul-
ture society. Foreigners aiming to make headway 
in America know they and their children cannot "go 
far without English — can't even watch "Dynasty." 
So they learn our tongue. A study by the Rand Cor-
poration last year found that 90 percent of first-gen-
eration Mexican-Americans are proficient in Eng-
lish, and more than half of the second generation 
speak nothing but. 

Nothing in this should discourage speakers of 
other languages to celebrate their own tongues and 
heritage, or to deny them respect. America's Eng-
lish-speaking children, meanwhile, need more, not 
less foreign-language study. But what the California 
Legislature will do with Proposition 63 is unknown. 
A half-dozen smaller states have also adopted "offi-
cial English" but have done little to implement it. 
California is big, and a pace-setter. Proposition 63 
requires vigil. Perhaps California will apply the 
new law with sensitivity, setting a benign example. 
The tone of the campaign suggests the danger of a 
harsher precedent, one that could bring much harm 
elsewhere. 

English is, and should be, the language of all 50 
states. It's not at all clear that any law or constitu-
tional amendment is needed to make it so. 

New Soviet Song on Human Rights 
Listen: There's a new Soviet refrain on human 

rights emanating from the conference in Vienna to 
review compliance with the Helsinki accords. Sure, 
there's a problem for people who want to leave, says 
Foreign Minister Eduard Shevardnadze, but it's a 
trifling bureaucratic matter — and in fact we're is-
suing some new regulations. Besides, human rights 
is a worse problem in the United States because, 
and this refrain isn't new, getting a job is also a 
human right. He therefore audaciously proposes a 
conference in Moscow where everybody's record 
can be scrutinized. 

It's an interesting new tune, a considerable im-
provement on the old idea that Soviet human rights 
are strictly an internal affair. By all means let the 
Russians convene that conference. Let them put on 
the agenda all the real or imagined abuses in the 
United States. But then let visiting countries insist 
that the Soviet people be given uncensored access to 
what others say about their own Government's per-
formance since Leonid Brezhnev put his name to 
the Helsinki Final Act in 1975. 

That agreement, signed by 35 Western and 
Communist states, proclaims "the right of the indi-
vidual to know and act upon his rights," even when 
his government denies them. It promises the free 
movement of people and ideas through a Europe 
whose postwar boundaries the accord explicitly de-
fines, including the partition of Germany. And it 

es signatories the right to sit in judgment on 
er's compliance. 

er and spirit of Helsinki has been 

scorned by Communist states, most especially by 
the Soviet Union. Dissenters who dared join Hel-
sinki monitoring groups, among them Yuri Orlov, 
Yelena Bonner and Anatoly Shcharansky, were 
jailed, banished or packed off to "psychiatric" 
clinics. 

The most rudimentary right, to emigrate, has 
been capriciously denied to Soviet ethnic and reli-
gious minorities. In 1979, 50,000 exit visas were 
granted to Soviet Jews. The yearly total has dwin-
dled to less than a thousand, and visa applicants are 
treated like pariahs. 

Not much has improved under Mikhail Gorba-
chev. Treatment of convicts and suspects awaiting 
trial has actually worsened, according to the New 
York-based Helsinki Watch organization. What has 
changed is that Soviet diplomats now proffer hon-
eyed words and a studied willingness to hear out in-
dividual protesters. Thus Mr. Shevardnadze insists 
that Moscow attaches "paramount significance" to 
Helsinki's human rights provisions. More daringly, 
he says that the "fundamental document" is the 
"unjustly forgotten" United Nations Declaration on 
Human Rights. 

It is surely forgotten in the Soviet Union. Article 
13 proclaims "Everyone has the right to freedom of 
movement and residence within the borders of each 
state; everyone has the right to leave any country, 
including his own, and to return to the country." If 
the Russians want to debate the matter in Moscow, 
the sooner the better. 
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was a teen-ager at the time recalls 
the excitement when, in September 
1965, Bill Cosby became the first 
black star of a dramatic series, "I 
Spy." 

In his own way, Mr. Cosby became 
hat the boxing champion Joe Louis 
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Mindy Aloff is a contributor to The New Yorker and a 
senior critic at Dance Magazine. 
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A clear-eyed observer 
of the American West 

g l u l T O 
By Patricia Nelson Limerick 

"America 
liar Institution" (1957), he ignored 
the distinctiveness of the black cul-
ture. In fact, he wrote, blacks were 
"after all, only white men with dark 
skins, no more, no less." 

The champions of consensus his-
tory were New Deal liberals, who 
came to reject the old progressive 
notions of class conflict and to dis-
trust poor peoples' movements. 

, Frightened by communism and Mc-
y. Carthyism, they gravitated to what 
it Arthur Schlesinger Jr. called "the Vi-
la- tal center." But these scholars were 
a hardly nonpartisan, and some enlist-
re ed the historical profession in the 

y Cold War. In a world contest with 
, communism, the tragedies and fail-
as ures in US history, not to mention 

,s the bloody conflicts, seemed awfully 
embarrassing, 

gjj Into this agreeable world of pro-
. ' fessional history entered a young 
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From 1980 to 1984,1 acted as the Boston area's self-appointed pro-
motional agent for Norman Maclean. I mass-purchased copies of his 
collection of stories, "A River Runs through It" (1976), and I distribut-
ed them like an evangelical handing out tracts. I gave copies to friends 
who had never expressed or felt an ounce of interest in either fly-
fishing or Montana. While I did not make friendship contingent on the 
passing of this test, a favorable response to Norman Maclean made am 
further tests unnecessary. In my classes, I offered a "Best First Sen-
tence" prize for writing assignments, and the prize was a copy of the 
book beginning, "In our family, there was no clear line between religion 
and fly fishing." 

For all these reasons, when The New York Times' report of Ma-
clean's death last week said that he had written a "book about fishing," 
that summation struck me as incomplete. While Maclean's title story in 
"A River Runs through It" is indeed about fishing, it is also about 
beauty, sin, grace and the lasting sorrow of a man 
who failed to help his brother. 

The quality of Maclean's writing and feel-
ing made the publication of this story 
a major event in the intellectual 
history of the American 
West. Fourteen years lat-
er, the region is launched 
on a renaissance of fic-
tion, nonfiction, 
poetry, photogra-
phy and art . "A 
River Runs through 
It" was not the cause of this re-
naissance, but it offered a 
steady reminder that Western 
American life could support the 
best and deepest forms of artis-
tic expression. 

Why did this mat ter? 
Thanks to a swarm of commer-
cial myth makers, the American 
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Norman 
Maclean 

Patricia Nelson Limerick is 
co-director of the Center of 
the American West at 
the University of Colo-
rado at Boulder. 

vS ijpInning frame. 

James Green teaches history and la-
bor studies at the University of Mass-
achusetts at Boston. 



owm. xi/ ic i t ou wuui, ou 
tci turn to W in my phone book and 
wtfte, 'Andy, 427-6420, home.' I 
couldn't wait . . . to tell my film-
school buddies: God called and gave 
me the number to heaven." 

i It might have seemed like heaven 
at' first, but before too long it resem-
bled a sitcom - "I Love Andy" (the 
v^rb was open to dispute) - with Co-
lacello in the Ricky Ricardo role, al-
ways having to come to the rescue of 
hi« mishap-prone employer. The 
Andy on display here is the one 
we've seen so many times before, a 
bundle of contradictions that never 
quite square. So we keep trotting out 
the silver-wigged figure again and 
again, hoping another look might fi-
nally surrender a breakthrough clue. 
Andy is shrewd and naive, ruthless 
arid sweet, rich yet cheap, a star 
who's the ultimate celebrity hound. 
H£'s also one of the great deadpan 
cojnics (the one-liner, rather than 
panting, may have been Andy's true 
calling). 

* Colacello goes through the mo-
tions of writing a standard biogra-
phy, but usually it's, a let's-talk-
abji>ut-me biography. The first 42 
years of Andy's life get 22 pages. 
Then, once Colacello arrives, it's a 
flow of underedited anecdotage. Not 
that many of the anecdotes aren't 
good, it's just that the lack of any 
re$l structure, other than a fitful ad-
herence to chronology, becomes dis-

ably, Colacello's streak of innocence 
also helps account for the most sur-
prising aspect of "Holy Terror," its 
generosity of spirit Colacello tells 
unflattering stories and does show 
flashes of spite - but by the stan-
dards of this malice-ridden milieu, 
he's almost saintly in his forbear-
ance. 

He even lets off the hook the big-
gest sinner of all: Andy. On the last 
page of "Holy Terror," Colacello 
asks himself how he feels about his 
old boss and decides, "more than 
anything, I feel sorry for him." We 
can see why easily enough. It's that 
old standby - the poor little rich boy 
- the manchild who had everything 
he wanted except love and happi-
ness. Surely that's an accurate pic-
ture so far as it goes. Surely it also 
doesn't go far enough. "Holy Terror" 
leaves us with a cipher, as have all 
the previous books about Warhol 
(even - or especially - the books by 
Warhol). 

One keeps thinking back to Cola-
cello's description of an afternoon in 
1973 when he and Andy escorted 
Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis and her 
sister Lee Radziwill to the Brooklyn 
Museum. As they walk through the 
galleries, people stare at the former 
Firs t Lady and whisper. What 
they're whispering is what we're still 
thinking 17 years later: "Who's the 
guy in the wig?" 

NEW & RECOMMENDED 

The Experience of Place, by Tony Hiss (Knopf, $1&95). Looking at the where of how we live 
tpday - and maybe tomorrow. 

Keeping Watch. A History of American Tim«, by Michael OTVIalley (Viking, $19.95). How Ameri-
cans tned to control time - socially, technologically, culturally -from the 1820s to the Scopes 
evolution trial. 1 

A Sensible life, by Maiy Wesley (Viking, $1&95). Starting in 1926, a young Englishwoman 
spends four decades coming to often humorous and always worldly terms with herself and her 

* world: nctioa 

Sewnth Heaven, by Alice Hoffinan (Putnam, $19.95). The arrival of an independentminded 
smgie mother in a suburban neighborhood in 1959 has magical results: fiction. 

S m J ^ o r i w : The Real World of a Teacher, Her Students and Their High School, by Samuel 
Freedman (HarperCollins, $22.95). A year in the life of a New York City public high school 

WN« I ™ to Earth; A life In Four Cities, by Peter Conrad (Poseidon, $18.95). Oxford, London, 
Lasbon and New York as seen through the dazzling prose of a young Oxford don. 

Selected from books recently reviewed in the Globe. 

He showed us 
the real West 
• MACLEAN 
Continued from Page B45 
West had lost its reality, fading into 
an imagined land of romance, adven-
ture, optimism and escape. Other 
parts of the planet wrestled with the 
complexities of nature and human 
nature. Out West, things were clear, 
simple and fun, and the Anglo-
American imagination roamed free 
and on horseback. 

One reading of Maclean's story 
takes care of that nonsense. Western 
Montana is not an exotic, imagined 
place "out there." It is, in this story, 
here, Maclean's home, the place 
where he learned about human life 
on this planet The distinctive phys-
ical environment is a key part of the 
story; you couldn't pick these people 
up and relocate them to New York 
or Georgia without changing eveiy-
thing. But most important, Norman 
Maclean gave the American West its 
full share of tragedy, with a main 
character who combined grace and 
sin and who could not be redeemed 

' by nature or by love. 
When I read Maclean in ¿980, I 

already knew that those of us com-
mitted to this region stood or fell to-
gether. "Western history" was in a 
constant crisis, judged by many 
mainstream historians to be periph-
eral and stagnant as a field of inqui-
ry. "Western literature" meant Zane 
Grey and Louis L'Amour, while 
"Western art" meant pictures of 
grizzled fur trappers, Indian maid-
ens and colorful cowboys. Western 
historians, fiction-writers and artists 
were either going to remain chained 
in a prison of quaintness and irrele-
vance or we were all going to break 
out together. Which way would we 
go? The publication of "A River 
Runs through It" was a clear an-
swer. 

To Maclean, we were, indeed, all 
in this together. In a speech to the 
Montana Historical Society in 1980, 
Maclean talked of the interdepen-
dence of history and poetry. "I pre-
dict," he said, "that 15 years from 
now the Montana Historical Society 
will be the Montana Poetry Reading 
Society." "What's more," he went on, 
"it's not poetry as something orna-
mental to dangle on history and sto-
ries to make the mountains tall and 
lonely and the plains spacious and 
lonely. I am going to argue that po-
etry is an important way - at times 
probably the only way - to express 

historical truth and to make otfr seri-
ous and moving stories about Mon-
tana ring true." 

Maclean's stories embody that 
argument, using words in a way that 
permits them their fullest meaning, 
and using analogies in a way that en-
riched both sides of the comparison. 
In his stories, his correspondence 
and, one assumes, his conversation, 
Norman Maclean lived in a fortunate 
world where the right analogy re-
ported for duty the moment it was 
needed. 

In 1981, I wrote him about my 
awkward transition from teaching 
seminars to lecturing. Just as "A 
River Runs through It" remains to 
some "a book about fishing," his an-
swer could be called "a letter about 
basketball." "In teaching, as in bas-
ketball (or any other art)," he wrote 
back, "you need several kinds of of-
fenses and defenses." The right anal-
ogy went immediately to work: "I 
watched on TV yesterday a very fine 
game of basketball between Notre 
Dame and the University of Mary-
land, two of the finest basketball 
teams in the business, and it was 
beautiful to see them shift from 
man-to-man defense to zone de-
fense.. . . Evidently from your letters 
you are an advocate of the man-to-
man approach and it is certainly 
spectacular and makes for a faster 
game, but I don't think you can sur-
vive in the big leagues and have only , 
one way of doing everything." 

This made sense to me, and 
helped me, in a way that volumes of 
more linear and less poetic advice 
could not. If I now take as much 
pleasure in zone-guarding a big audi-
ence as in man-to-man guarding a 
small group, it is in part because 
Norman Maclean helped me figure 
out how to think about this transi-
tion. 

In line with the image of the 
American West as a quaint backwa-
ter, getting "A River Runs through 
It" published was evidently no easy 
matter. To "add further to their lit-
erary handicaps," Maclean wrote, 
"these stories turned out to be West-
ern stories - as one publisher said in 
returning them, These stories have 
trees in them.'" In the transition 
from the American West as a trivia-
lized fantasyland to the American 
West as a region taking itself seri-
ously, "A River Runs through It" 
was a turning point "Power comes 
not from power everywhere but 
from knowing where to put it on," 
Maclean wrote. Tested in fly fishing, 
basketball, lecturing or the revital-
ization of thouerht in the American 
West, the proposition holds. 
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How does Michener do it? Routine, he says 
BvJackKeever Austin, which published the book, said the prologu 
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Author James Michener 
Star file photo 

By Jack Keever 
The Associated Press 

A USTIN — Routine is James Michener's secret. 
/ % But the results are hardly koutine. 

X j L Despite quintuple bypass heart surgery, a 
new left hip, extensive dental work and an attack of 
permanent vertigo, the Pulitzer Prize-Winning novelist 
still produces massive tomes at the age of 83,10 books in 
the last four years. 

His fans, in awe of his output, wonder how he does 
it. With last month's publication of his latest work, they 
found out. 

In a lengthy prologue to "The Eagle and the 
Raven," Michener says the work may appear to be "an 
almost indecent display of frenzied industry but it was 
carried out slowly, carefully, each morning at the type-
writer, each afternoon filled with exciting research and 
reflection." 

Light exercise and diet, a nap and classical music 
are part of each day for this prolific writer, who says he 
could not possibly remain idle. 

"I have had a burst of energy I could never have 
anticipated, not only to write more books but partic-
ularly to leave a picture of a professional writer at 
work," Michener said. 

Michener divides his time among Austin, where he 
teaches writing at the University of Texas; St. Peters-
burg, Fla.; and Brunswick, Maine. 

Deborah Brothers, co-owner of State House Press of 

Austin, which published the book, said the prologue an-
swers many questions readers ask about Michener's 
life. 

"Curiously, during this spurt of energy I have never 
thought of myself as either compulsive or driven — nor 
was I," Michener said. "Through decades of writing I 
have acquired certain patterns of behavior and work-
manship which had enabled me to write long books. 

"I merely adhere to those solid rules. I rise each 
day at 7:30, wash my face in cold water but do not 
shave, eat a frugal breakfast of bran sprinkled with 
banana, raisins and skim milk» no sugar* and go directly 
to my desk, where the day's work has been laid out the 
night before. 

"With delight and a feeling of well-being, I leap into 
whatever task awaits and remain at it until half after 
noon, when I have a light lunch after which I take a nap. 
I never type in the afternoon but do meet classes 
at the university. 

"At dusk each day, regardless of the weather, I take 
a mile walk at a rather brisk clip. Supper, the eve-
ning news, a nine o'clock movie if a good one is available 
on television, a half-hour of cleaning my desk at 11 
and off to bed." 

Also, he said, "Each day without fail, I find time to 
listen to classical music on my new compact disc 
player*" including Chopin, Beethoven, Liszt, Schibert, 
Brahms, Bartok, Stravinsky and operatic arias. 
. "I never play the music while I work at original 

See MICHENER, Page 8B 
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Michener 
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Continued from Page 3B 
composition but often listen to it when doing routine 

aimulated mail or filing research material. The long 

A,*? 8608,1)16 d i e t 311(1 t h e m u s i c keep me healthy 
and able to complete the work," Michener said. 
-2 One nagging question remains. "Was I am>re-
hensive of work-ending death? And . . . did 1'iabor so 
diligently because of my age and the approach of a time 
when I could work no more? 

: "I think not. I write at 83 for the same reasons that 

impelled me to write at 43: I was born with a oas-
sionate desire to communicate, to organSe S ^ r i e n S 
tc»telltales that dramatize the a d v e n ^ w w S Iteten-
ers might have had," Michener said. 

o f a storyteller is to tell stories, and I have 
concentrated on that obligation." 

The storytelling in "The Eagle and the Raven" 
comes in a modified, expanded version of a lengthy 
chapter pulled from "Texas," published in 1986 

a nd z S ^ ^ , i V f 5 g e n e r a l s S a n t a A n n a o f Mexico 
? 8 3 6 * S J S V c f ^ T h e i r b r i e f ^counter in 
wi» & , , S a n J a c i n t 0 ' w h i c h enabled Texas to 
2 1 1 .iadePendence from Mexico, is considered by 
many historians to be one of the decisive battles of the 



The cruel world closes in on the literary Brat Pack 
Their early success sends false signals about the lonely, hard work involved in writing 

By Jonathan Yardley 
The Washington Post 

I t ' s been a bad autumn for the 
1 Brat Pack. New novels by two 
I of its most prominent members, 
Bret Easton Ellis and Tama Jan-
owitz, have been received with re-
sounding and nearly unanimous 

^ critical disdain. More to the point, 
there is little evidence that either 
novel has made a success in the 
bookstores — and commercial suc-
cess, above all else, is what the 
Brat Pack is all about. 

The term refers to a small group 
of writers, aged 30 or considerably 
under, who hang out in Manhattan 
and who have been the recipients 

_ of lavish publicity. Apart from El-
lis and Janowitz, the most promi-
nent members of the clan are Jay 
Mclrterney and David Leavitt. 
What all four have in common is 
that their first (or, in Janowitz's 

( ^ case, second) books were praised 
far out of proportion to their actual 
merits and sold uncommonly well 
for fiction by unknown writers. 

These premature successes 
made the young authors celebrities 
in the tiny world of New York pub-
lishing, a world inhabited by writ-
ers, publishers, journalists and as-
sorted hangers-on. At an age when 
most people are struggling away at 
entry-level jobs, these hotshots 
were the subjects of adulatory 
magazine and newspaper articles, 
of fawning attention at publishing 

> cocktail parties, of fierce and ex-
pensive competition among editors 
and agents. 

It wasn't precisely much ado 
about nothing, but it was close. The 
books that brought the four to pub-
lic attention were far more notable 
for the timeliness of their subjects 
than for the manner in which the 
authors treated them. Mclnerney 
("Bright Lights, Big City") and 

Janowitz ("Slaves of New York") 
wrote about the glitzy, druggy new 
directions toward which Manhat-
tan's journalistic and artistic com-
munity has moved in recent years; 
Ellis ("Less Than Zero") wrote 
about the similarly glitzy and drug-
gy world of privileged teenagers in 
Los Angeles; and Leavitt ("Fami-
ly Dancing") wrote about homo-
sexuality. 

In each case, the writer had the 
good fortune to be the first to treat 
material for which, it seems, a 
ready-made readership existed — 
a readership eager for books about 
its own culture or, alternatively, a 
readership looking for books about 
a culture with which it was unfa-
miliar and about which it wanted 
to learn. The most vivid case in 
point was "Less Than Zero," 
which was published when its au-
thor was barely 20 years old. As a 
work of fiction, it was artless at 
best, but as a portrait of the pam-
pered children of lotusland, it had a 
devastating aura of authenticity; 
younger people may have read it 
for titillation, but their parents 
read it as a disturbing report from 
an unknown country, 

Each author had located, and 
touched, a responsive chord, and 
each was in turn rewarded with 
the kind of success that most other 
writers can only dream about. Be-
ing young, enthusiastic and impres-
sionable, the authors rode that suc-
cess for all it was worth. To 
varying degrees, they became col-
laborators in their own lionization: 
Janowitz rented herself out for an 
advertisement, for example, and 
Mclnerney became so familiar a 
subject for photographic immortal-
ization that Spy magazine said he 
"seems to be running a private tu-
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Bret Easton Ellis 

torial in the Art of the Sullen, Dop-
ey Literary Stare: How to Look 
Like You've Seen It All." 

This was all well and good, if a 
touch obnoxious; the writers man-
aged to make something of a name 
for themselves and to play the pub-
licity game for all it was worth. 
Unfortunately, though, the Brats 
are children of an era in which 
publicity and celebrity have be-
come indistinguishable from actual 
achievement, with the result that 
they managed to convince them-
selves that because they were "fa-
mous" — fame, of course, being a 
relative thing — they were also 
good. They insisted on being taken 
seriously; but they failed to pro-
duce anything genuinely serious. 

Leavitt, who probably is closer 
to being a real writer than any of 
his compatriots, got no better than 
a mixed response to his second 
book, a novel called "The Lost 
Language of Cranes." Mclnerney's 
second, "Ransom," was roundly 
mocked. And now Ellis and Janow-
itz have met with similar fates. El-
lis' "The Rules of Attraction" has 
been deservedly vilified as cynical 
and exploitive, and Janowitz's "A 
Cannibal in Manhattan" has been 
ridiculed as a piece of juvenilia. "I 
don't care what people say," Jan-
owitz told the Los Angeles Times. 
"I just want them to buy the 
book." But apparently they are 
not, at least not in the numbers 
that Janowitz and her publisher 
had counted on. 

There is a lesson here, and it is 
not merely that a successful first 
book is usually a tough act to fol-
low. (In fact, I have it on excellent 

Tama Janowitz 
The Denver Post 

authority that "A Cannibal in Man-
hattan" is not a new work at all, 
but an early one initially dismissed 
as unpublishable and now recycled 
to capitalize on its author's re-
nown.) The important lesson is 
rather that early success can be a 
dangerous and debilitating thing, 
that it is no blessing at all but a 
curse in disguise — one that can 
destroy a career before it has real-
ly gotten off the ground. „ 

The trouble with getting too 
much too soon is that it gives a per-
son — a writer, an entrepreneur, a 
musician, an inventor, anyone at 
all — the sense that this is how life 
works, that success is one's natural 
due. Arriving as it does when one is 
short on experience and long on in-
nocence, early success can only 
confirm a person in the belief that 
life is not especially difficult, that 
the check will always be in the 
mail no matter how perfunctory or 
callow thé work for which it is pay-
ing. 

The entirely predictable conse-
quence is that the work becomes, 
in fact, perfunctory and callow. It 
is difficult to work seriously and 
carefully when you're distracted 
by — and gleefully preoccupied 
with — ¿he bright. lights of the big 
city: Writing'ifi parôcular is a lone-

ly business that cannot be done, or 
done well, unless the writer is 
alone. When the writer's time is 
taken up with parties and seminars 
and interviews and all the other 
paraphernalia of life in the fast 
lane, the work — the ostensible 
cause of the writer's celebrity — 
either doesn't get done or gets 
done badly. And when that hap-
pens, the one certainty is that soon-
er or later it will catch up with the 
writer ; the public that lionized him 
will figure out that he's no longer 
worth reading, and will drop him 
as quickly as it applauded him. 

There is nothing new about this 
cruel phenomenon; consider the 
case of Scott Fitzgerald. But it's 
far more dangerous now than it 
was in his day, because the ma-
chinery of publicity has become so 
gigantic and because the money 
Can come so easily and in such 
huge amounts. Nowadays you can 
be a college student one day and a 
magazine personality the next; ask 
Bret Easton Ellis. But as soon as 
you begin to mistake the noise of 
attention for the actuality of ac-
complishment, the end is in sight; 
the Brat ^ack may think it's sonic-
thing new and unique, but in fact, 
it's just playing but a very familiar 
Story. O 
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HOBBIES 
TWIST YOUR HEART 

By Judy Collins 
Houghton Mifflin, $17.95 

Her own sweet, sad song 
Denver's Judy Collins writes about the pain 

By ArlynnNellhaus 

Of the surprising number of il-
lustrious Denver East High 
School graduates (or drop-

outs, like Douglas Fairbanks), Ju-
dy Collins is the most well-known. 
For more than two decades, she 
has been the proverbial hometown 
girl who made good. 

Her pure, silvery voice, which 
put its finger on sadness, was one 
that delineated the turbulent, ideal-
istic '60s and '70s. She went from 
being a folk singer at Denver's now 
def unct but legendary Exodus club 
to become an art singer who 
doesn't fit any easy classifications. 
Along the way, her interpretation 
of such songs as "The Great Sel-
chie," "Amazing Grace" and 
"Send in the Clowns" has left lis-
teners awed by her beauty of 
sound, her ability to burrow into 
the words' heart, and her aura of 
vulnerability. 

Other memorable songs are-
those she composed — highly per-
sonal, intimate autobiographical 
glimpses into her life.. Who could 
listen to a work like "Song for My 
Father" and fail to understand how 
much the relationship with her fa-
ther, the late Chuck Collins, guided 
her life? 

Now Collins has traded music to 
tell her story for the printed page. 
Her autobiography, "Trust Your 
Heart," lays it all out — the pain 
and glory of being Judy Collins. 

Her life has been far more than 
picking up a guitar and becoming a 
folk-song madonna. At 14, she tried 
to commit suicide when she felt 
she couldn't live up to the demands 
put on her, then a promising con-
cert pianist. As a teenager, she 
drove alone in a borrowed car to 
Nebraska for an abortion, then re-
turned to Denver at night with the 
car constantly breaking down. 

She was married at 18, a mother 
at 19, a budding success at 20, and 
at 22 she announced to her husband 

Judy Collins 

that she no longer wanted to be 
married. 

She lost custody of her son, who 
years later was dumped by his fa-
ther into her chaotic life on two 
weeks' notice. Then, at age 10, the 
boy was expelled from school for 
smoking marijuána. 

Collins dealt with polio, tubercu-
losis and a hemangioma on a vocal 
cord that almost ended her Career. 
She actively fought for civil rights 
and against the Vietnam War. She 
was into drugs and alcohol and had 
affairs With such men as Stephen 
Stills and Stacy Reach. 

Through it all, she recorded 
some of the most beautiful albums 
you could hear. In 1972, she made a 
film about her Denver piano teach-
er, Antonia Brico, and. thus gave 
Brico's conducting career its big-
gest boost ever. "Antonia: A Por-
trait of the Woman" won an Acade-
my Award nomination. 

Collins writes her autobiography 
in diary form beginning Jan. 1, 
1985, after she has learned that 
Elektra, her record company for 20 
years, has dropped her. The diary 
follows her pain and anger and 
ends a year later with her having 
two successful recordings, on other 

labels. Flashbacks tell her early 
story. 

The book is frustrating for its 
swings from beautifully written 
sections to some that seem care-
lessly tossed together. Such events 
as the breakup of her marriage 
and the death of her friend the 
black activist Michael Malik — 
events she insists were major up-
heavals in her life— are glossed 
over as matter of factly as a dis-
cussion of the weather. 

But then there is an account of 
her preparations for and perfor-
mance at a concert in Fargo, N.D., 
that is riveting for its picture of 
what takes place off and on stage. 
Collins emerges as intense, dedi-
cated, yet self-effacing. 

For longtime Denverites, "Trust 
Your Heart" (the title belongs to a 
self-help book) seems almost like a 
family album, especially with its 
ample photographs. One is of Col-
lins at 16, singing and playing her 
guitar at East High. Denverites 
know the names and places Collins 
writes about, and the Colorado 
scenes have added dimension for 
us. 

The book ends optimistically. 
Besides having recording success 
and being in constant demand for 
live performances, Collins has 
been living for some eight years 
with am unusually patient and sane 
man. She shows she has gained the 
emotional maturity to realize that 
arguments can take place without 
her throwing over the dining-room 
table or breaking plates, and her 
son has gotten married and seems 
to be building a stable life for him-
self. 

Above all, for Collins and for us, 
thankfully, the music goes on with 
its exploration, sensitivity and glo-
rious sound. 

Arlynn Nellhaus, former Denver 
Post staff writer, is a free-lance 
writer. - ® 

A DAY IN THE LIFE OF THE SOVIET UNION 
By Collins Publishers 

Collins, $39.95 

A wide-angle job 
But the banal photos dominate 

By Michael Carlton 

I t was a photographer's dream — 

and nightmare, too. Covering 
the immensity of the Soviet 

Union, a sixth of the world's land 
mass, spreading across 11 times 
zones,, in one day. And all this in 
one of Earth's most camera-shy 
nations, where even photographing 
a bridge is prohibited, and it is a 
crime to take a picture from an 
airplane or in an aiiport. 

But 100 international photogra-
phers took on the challenge, and on 
May 15, after more than three 
years of negotiations, were set 
loose on the Soviet Union. Perhaps 
"loose" is too liberal a word, for 
most of the photographers had So-
viet guides who were there to as-
sist, and to see that photographers 
didn't wander too freely — and 
maybe take a picture of a bridge. 

What resulted is a mostly up-
beat, "pretty" look at the Soviet 
Union, one that even Mikhail Gor-
bachev should approve. From the 
cliche cover shot of St Basil's Ca-
thedral, one that any tourist who 
had ever been in Moscow has un-
doubtedly taken, to the last page in 
which a jet streaks along in the 
evening sky, a huge red star in the 
foreground, the hook is predict-
able. And that» in a country so little 
known to the West, is somewhat 
disappointing. 

There is some of the unexpected 
in the book — two motorcylists 
scuffling with policemen after dis-
rupting an outdoor concert, a shot 
taken by Soviet photographer Gen-
nadi Koposov; two Jews holding 
signs of protest as taken by Gary 
Eisenberg of the United States; 
two Moscow punks (one wearing a 
Nazi helmet) in a seedy Moscow 
apartment, by Michael Benson of 
the United States; and an in-depth 
look at a surprisingly thriving reli-
gious community. Another unex-
pected aspect of the book is a cur-
sory (only three pictures) look at 
Russia's ballet. Wouldn't a cover 
picture of a ballerina have been 
more interesting than St. Basil's? 

There are too many ordinary 
pictures in the book, and this from 
the world's 100 best? Bermudian 
Graeme Outerbridge contributes a 
silly picture of a railroad (where 
were the editors on this one?) and 
Vyacheslav Kiselyov's picture of a 
border guard on the Caspian coast-
line is hardly worth two pages of 
space. Perhaps the publishers 
were trying to be kind to their host 
photographers. Also disturbing are 
the interruptions of black-and-
white photographs in an otherwise 
all-color book. The technique sim-
ply does not work. They act as in-
trusions, not complementary 
pieces of art . 

With all that said, "A Day in the 
Life of the Soviet Union" is still a 
worthy purchase, if ¡only because it 

Lorry C. Price 

gives us a look (albeit a restricted 
one) into one of the world's most 
secretive lands. 

The book allows us to join a 
Georgian family at breakfast; en-
ter a nursery in Saratov where 
newborns are lined up on trays like 
so many loaves of bread; see work-
ers in Minsk gripe to factory direc-
tors; go fishing for sturgeon (and 
caviar) in Astakhan. 

And the book does contain some 
hauntingly beautiful and telling 
photography. I particularly liked 
the shot by Claus Meyer of West 
Germany of a soldier talking in a 
phone booth; and the picture of 
wash hanging on a wall on a build-
ing in Armenia, with a baby doll 
peering out wistfully, by Jody Cobb 
of the United States; and the won-
derful photo of a herd of wild 
ponies trotting through a fresh 
snow in Yakutsk, taken by Diego 
Goldberg of Argentina. 

If there is one star among the 
100 photographers — and there is 
— it is Denver's own Jay Dickman. 
Dickman, a Pulitzer Prize-winning 
photographer who is on staff at 
The Post, has created magical im-
ages from his day in the Ukraine. 
His several superb pictures include 
a lyrical image of an old woman 
herding geese, and, later in the 
book, a stunning picture of a young 
man stealing a kiss while galloping 
his horse beside his girlfriend .s 
steed. 

Although I liked other Day in 
The Life books better — particu-
larly Australia, which was the first 
and is still the best — than this one, 
one still must give credit for the 
project's audacity, and any criti-
cism must be tempered bv the 
knowledge that taking pictures for 
this book was difficult in the ex 
treme. 

Still, one had hoped lor more 
than the banality of manv of the 
images that found their way into 
this book. 

Michael Carlton is travel e&tcr 
and restaurant critic of The ¡>cn-
ver Post. !/ 
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The Private 
William 
Faulkner 
WILLIAM FAULKNER 
The Man and the Artist 
By Stephen B. Oates 
Harper & Row. 363 pp. $22.50 

f \ TEPHEN B. OATES, who has made 
a career of writing dramatic biog-

j raphies of dramatic figures, here 
turns his hand to a man whose life 

was lived almost entirely in the mind; he has 
made an unwise choice, for the mating of 
biographer and subject turns out to be un-
suitable. William Faulkner was the great 
American novelist of the century, but his 
life's story is essentially irrelevant to his 
work; Oates attempts to juice up that story 
with hyperventilated prose and lavish atten-
tion to Faulkner's sex life, but in the process 
he loses sight of the only Faulkner who re-
ally matters—Faulkner the writer. 

It is rather difficult to see why Oates 
chose to write a life of Faulkner, hard on the 
heels of biographies of, among others, Mar-
tin Luther King Jr., Abraham Lincoln, Nat 
Turner and John Brown. In a preface he 
rather lamely asserts that he has attempted 
to write "a 'pure' biography" for the general 
reader, and rather immodestly claims that 
"this book is written in the old and honor-
able tradition of biography as a narrative 
art," but this skirts the central difficulty, 
which is that he largely evades the respon-
sibility of critical evaluation of Faulkner's 
work—the approximate equivalent of writ-
ing a biography of Lincoln without assessing 
his military and political strategy during the 
Civil War. 

If one sets aside this substantial short-
coming, then William Faulkner The Man 
and the Artist achieves a certain legitimacy 
as a study of the man, if not the artist. It is 
essentially a synthesis of all previous Faulk-
ner biography and scholarship, of which 
there has been a great deal; Oates himself 
seems, from the evidence of his notes, to 
have done relatively little original research. 

From left, William Faulkner at home m his study, m his Royal Air Force uniform m 1918 and, 
bottom right; in 1936 

He is less obsessive about quotidian detail 
than was Joseph Blotner, which certainly is 
a relief, and he incorporates all the informa-
tion abo&t Faulkner's love life that slowly 
came to light after the first version of Blot-
ner's biography was published in 1974, 
which is titillating if nothing else. If aU you 
want is the facts, Oates has them. 

But what, precisely, do the facts mean, 
and what is our real interest in them? Faulk-
ner lived all his life in the Mississippi town 
of Oxford, save for occasional forays to Hol-
lywood in search of movie money. His 
schooling was irregular, as was his military 
service; he made no bones about the for-
mer, but lied about the latter. He was un-
lucky in love as a young man, and when he 
finally did marry his childhood sweetheart, 
Estefie Oldham, the union was a disaster, 
though it was blessed with a daughter upon 
whom Faulkner doted, in his fashion. Over 
the years Faulkner had a number of affairs, 
but he could not leave Estelle—he was, 

again in his fashion, a notably honorable man 
—and thus was fated to unhappiness. He 
drank prodigiously, except when he was do-
ing serious writing, and eventually he drank 
himself to death. 

All of which can be at least mildly inter-
esting when fleshed out with details, but 
none of which bears on the only aspect of 
Faulkner's life that really matters outside 
his circle of family and friends: his books. 
Faulkner himself knew this, as he wrote __ 
Oates reprints the famous passage with no 
evident awareness of the irony of so do-
ing—-to Malcolm Cowley in 1948: "It is my 
ambition to be, as a private individual, abol-
ished and voided from history, leaving it 
markless, no refuse save the printed books; 
I wish I had had enough sense to see ahead 
thirty years ago and, like some of the 
Elizabethans, not signed them. It is my aim, 
arid every effort bent, that the sum and his-
tory of my life, which in the same sentence 
is my obit and epitaph; shall be them both: 

not 

n v v j 

he made the books and he died." 
Certainly there may have been an ele-

ment of dissembling in that; later in his life, 
when he became a gray eminence, Faulkner 
took a degree of wry pleasure in the atten-
tion that came to the man rather than the 
writer. But there can be no question that 
those words reflected a deep understanding 
about what did and did not matter—an un-
derstanding that has eluded Oates just as it 
eluded Blotner. Though Faulkner lived a life 
apart from the books, a life that had its full 
share of passion and anguish, he knew quite 
well that it had nothing to do with the books 
and that attempts to chronicle it would only 
divert attention from them. 

If anything, Oates quite inadvertently re-
minds us of just how irrelevant the life is to 
the books. Reading his narrative, one is 
struck over and again by how resolutely un-
autobiographical Faulkner's fiction is. With 
the exception of The Reivers, which is prob-
ably more memoir than fiction, not one of 
his novels has as its center a character who 
is the author fictionalized. While his contem-
poraries Hemingway and Wolfe were luxu-
riating in self-absorption, Faulkner was qui-
etly writing books that drew not on his own 
experience but on the collective memory of 
his community, as filtered through his own 
prodigiously retentive and selective mind. 
He celebrated not himself but the human 
spirit. 

f ^ L ATES seems at one level to un-
m | derstand this, but since it does not 
V m suit the plan of his biography, in 
V ^ ' the end he gives it little more than 
lip service. He provides lengthy summaries 
of tHe plots of each of Faulkner's books> but 
no real critical evaluation of them, either 
individually or collectively. One gets from 
his biography no particular sense of how 
intimately the novels and stories are inter-
connected, no judgment as to their relative 
weight. Instead he dashes along, hyping his 
story with newsmagazine prose, chattering 
away about Meta Carpenter and Joan Wil-
liams and Jean Stein, oblivious all the while 
to the biographer's responsibility to weigh 
Ms subject's life's work. >| / 
, For that the reader must turn to David 
Minter's William Faulkner: His Life and 
Work, published in 1980. This relatively 
brief study combines a straightforward ac-
count of the life with a lucid reading of the 
work. It is unostentatiously written arid co-
gently argued. Nothing in Oates' book im-
proves upon it. • 

Safire's Civil War 
FREEDOM 
By William Satire 
Doubleday. 1125 pp. $24.95 

By David Herbert Donald 

• OR AS LONG as I can remember I 
1 J have been reading William Safire's 
I* Freedom, described by the publisher 

J L as "an epic novel of the Civil War." 
Covering the months between Abraham Lin-
coln's inauguration in March 1861 and the. 
signing of the final Emancipation Proclama-
tion on Jan. 1, 1863, Freedom is surely the 
longest work of fiction ever written about the 
Civil War. If you are heading for the beaches 
this summer, this is the only book you need to 

David Herbert Donald, Charles Warren Pro-
fessor of American History and American Civ-
ilisation at Harvard University, is the author 
of "Lincoln Reconsidered," "Charles Sumner 
and the Rights of Man" and many other books 
on the Civil War era. 

take with you; it will keep you fully absorbed 
for weeks. 

Doti't expect from it, though, what you 
would look for in most novels. It has no plot. 
Its only structure is the chronology of events. 
Every character appearing in its pages is an 
actual historical personage. Most are familiar 
figures like Lincoln, George B. McClellan, 
John C. Breckinridge, Salmon P. Chase and 
Ulysses S. Grant. But even the minor actors, 
like Rose Greenhow, the Confederate spy, 
and Anna Ella Carroll, the Maryland woman 
who claimed she originated the whole strat-
egy of Union operations in the West, are real-
life people. Freedom contains a good deal of 
made-up conversation, but most of it is a 
paraphrase of what these people are known to 
have said or written. The major exceptions 
are the love, or sex, scenes. Here Safire ad-
mits making the "salacious inference0 that 
ex-President Millard Fillmore was sleeping 
with the virginal Dorothea Dix, that Anna 
Ella Carroll bedded down (among others) 
Vice President Breckinridge, and that Sen. 

der the dead, but Safire's efforts at fiction are 
so clumsy that certainly nobody will believe 
them. Fortunately, he drops these inappro-
priate efforts of invention after the first hun-
dred or so pages. * - * m ^ u. 

The rest of Freedom is a detailed popular 
history of the first two years of Lincoln's ad-
ministration. Safire has been studying the 
subject since at least 1979; and he has read 
widely in the printed literature and has even 
done some research in the unpublished manu-
script materials. As evidence of his labors, he oo 
presents not merely an extensive biblio- § 
graphy but a 132-page "uriderbook," in which * 
he "cites his sources, points out controver- ^ 
sies, . . . justifies his own judgments, and ;o 
makes clear where reporting ends and imag- 5 
ination begins." It is a pity that most general 3> 
readers will probably neglect this section, q 
which is written with the wit and acerbity £ 
that so often distinguish Safire's newspaper h 
columns. 

Safire's history appears to have three main 
purposes. First, he wants to present a new, <§ 
or at least a different, picture of the wartime ^ 
president. His Lincoln "is not Herndon's sly 
Lincoln, or Sandburg's —Continued on page 4 3 

William Safire 
Henry Wilson of Massachusetts enjoyed being 
whipped by Mrs. Greenhow. It could be ar-
gued that no author has the right thus to slan-



Pro and Con 
Antisatellite 
Weapons 
SPACE AND NATIONAL SECURITY 
By Paul B. Stares 
Brookings. 219 pp. $28.95; 
paperback, $10.95 

By Lawrence J. Korb 

T X T E E T B E R THE United States 
\ i \ l should proceed with the devel-
y y opment of antisatellite (ASAT) 
? • weapons is one of the most 

pressing and consequential defense issues 
facing the nation," writes Bruce MacLaury, 
president of the Brookings Institution, in a 
foreword to this book. Few defense experts 
would disagree with this assertion. 

Compared with the attention focused on 
such issues as the zero-zero option in arms 
control, the deployment of "Star Wars" 
weapons or the size of the defense budget, 
ASAT weapons have received very little 
press coverage. 

Within the military, however, the issue is 
receiving a great deal of attention. In late 
May of this year, the Air Force Association 
held a symposium on "The Military Imper-
atives in Space." At this symposium, Gen. 
John Piotrowski, commander-in-chief of the 
newly created space command, argued 
strenuously for giving the Air Force an air-
launched ASAT capability. Two other Air 
Force generals joined Piotrowski in lam-
basting Congress for prolonging a morato-
rium on the testing of an ASAT capability 
which they feel is needed to counter Soviet 
efforts in space. Not having an ASAT sys-
tem is a "grave detriment to our national 
security," asserted Piotrowski. 

Not to be outdone by his colleagues, Lt. 
Gen. James A. Abrahamson, the garrulous 
head of the Strategic Defense Initiative Or-
ganization, grimly contended that the Unit-
ed States is ceding control of space to the 
Russians, asserting, "We must not let the 
cold dark shadows of being No. 2 gather 
around our ankles. And they are." 

How much of a blow to our national se-
curity would it be if the United States does 
not develop an ASAT capability? Are we 

Lawrence J. Korb is dean of the Graduate 
School of Public and International Affairs at 
the University of Pittsburgh and a former 
assistant secretary of defense. 

really in danger of falling behind in space? 
According to Paul Stares, author of Space 
and National Security, there is at present 
no urgent need for a U.S. antisatellite sys-
tem. Si fact, he says U.S. deployment of an 
ASAT system, now scheduled for 1990, 
would actually jeopardize our security by 
endangering the many benefits the country 
now derives from its space systems. He fur-
ther asserts that ASAT deployment would 
undermine the strategic stability created by 
existing weapons in periods of heightened 
tension between the superpowers. Finally, 
the United States is not in jeopardy of falling 
behind in space; compared with the Soviets, 
it is in fact in a relatively strong position. 

Stares reaches his conclusions in a five-
step process. First, he examines the reasons 
for deploying ASAT weapons and their long-
term consequences for U.S. national secu-
rity. Second, he looks at the superpowers' 
-use of space for military purposes and an-
alyzes the value of satellites for each side. 
Third, the threats to U.S. and Soviet space 
systems and the countermeasures that can 
be employed to reduce their vulnerability 
are assessed. Fourth, the potential useful-
ness of ASAT weapons in a variety of war-
time contingencies is examined. Fifth, the 
feasibility of arms control in space is dis-
cussed. 

Stares' analysis is scholarly, readable, 
complete, curent and balanced and his con-
clusions are compelling and practical. He 
presents in great detail the arguments 

ILLUSTRATION BY GEOFFREY MOSS FOR THE WASHINGTON POST 

against his positions. Moreover, the book is 
an excellent reference source on the entire 
subject. Stares offers a detailed glossary, 
some 30 tables and figures, and two appen-
dices that provide all the information nec-
essary to do research in or to discuss intel-
ligently the issues surrounding the military 
aspects of space. 

TARES' STUDY leads to three in-
^ ^ ^ sightful conclusions that explode 
. \ many of the myths surrounding dis-

cussion of the military uses of space. 
First, as mentioned above, the U.S. is not 
behind in space. Although the Soviets have 
more satellites aloft, those of the U.S. are 
more sophisticated and longer lasting. Sec-
ond, in peacetime satellites perform many 
stabilizing and benign functions for both su-
perpowers, while in the most likely wartime 
scenarios between the United States and 
the U.S.S.R., the United States would ben-
efit most by satellite support. Third, while 
the current Soviet satellite interceptor 
poses some threat to U.S. space assets, it 
suffers from significant operational limita-
tions, and can be neutralized by such com-
paratively simple devices as attack warning 
sensors, emergency maneuvering aids and 
decoys. Moreover, it is vastly inferior to the 
proposed U.S. ASAT system. 

Nonetheless, the United States seems to 
be drifting into a new and counterproductive 
arms race in space rather than seeking to 
limit space weapons. In many ways the sit-

uation is similar to that which provided the 
context for the debate over intermediate 
nuclear forces. Like the Pershing and 
Cruise missiles program, the U.S. ASAT 
was originally developed to provide bargain-
ing leverage in talks with the Soviets on 
prohibiting space weapons and to hedge 
against their failure because the Soviets had 
in fact developed art operational ASAT in 
the late 1970s. As with the matter of inter-
mediate missiles, the Soviets have now ac-
cepted the U.S. "zero option" position. They 
have adopted a unilateral moratorium on 
testing and have indicated their willingness 
to dismantle their own ASAT system if the 
U.S. does not deploy its F-15 Air-Launched 
Miniature Vehicle ASAT system. 

Why are the Reagan administration and 
the Air Force so adamantly in favor of 
ASAT deployment? There are three publicly 
stated reasons: to redress the current im-
balance in U.S. and Soviet ASAT capabil-
ities; to deter the Soviets from using their 
ASAT; and to counter the threat posed by 
Soviet space systems. However, as Stares 
demonstrates, none of these reasons is per-
suasive. Since the Soviet ASAT has limited 
capability and U.S. vulnerability can be re-
duced comparatively easily, there is no real 
imbalance and nothing meaningful to deter. 

.Moreover, since the United States is so 
much more dependent on space systems 
than the Soviets, it stands to lose a great 
deal more from ASAT exchanges than the 
Soviets. 

One suspects that the real reason the 
Reagan administration is opposed to ASAT 
limitations is that such limitations can im-
pede progress on the president's cherished 
Strategic Defense Initiative program. Test-
ing antimissile systems in the "ASAT mode" 
is clearly one way around the restrictive 
portions of the ABM treaty. Moreover, 
since missile defense is so much more de-
manding than satellite defense, many of the 
space-based SDI components become de 
facto ASAT devices. 

What then should the United States do? 
Since an ASAT treaty does not appear to be 
a realistic goal in the present climate of 
U.S.-Soviet relations and since the balance 
of costs and benefits may change in the fu-
ture, Stares concludes that the U.S. should 
steer a middle course between outright pro-
hibition on ASAT development and no con-
straints on testing and deployment. This 
would involve maintaining an ASAT re-
search and development base, improving 
the survivability and redundancy of U.S. 
space systems, joining the Soviets in their 
ASAT moratorium, and strictly observing 
the provisions of the ABM treaty. These 
steps might lay the groundwork for a future 
U.S.-Soviet agreement in the area of space 
weapons, an agreement which would be 
very much in our interest. B 

Safire 
; Continued from page 3 

saintly Lincoln, or the modern consensus Lin-, 
coin" He is, instead, a man obsessed with one 

rs. "basic idea: if the experiment of this republic 
was to work, the majority had to rule—all the 

% time, with no exceptions" For this one pur-
i2 pose, a character in Freedom observes, Lirt-
b coin will "strètch Hie Constitution, he'll usurp 
3 the' power of Congress and the courts, he'll 
5 chan£Ç;the system from a collection of states 
v*;.to à national power, he "Will free or not free 
S the slâyè^. f . Thie first two years of the Civ- ' 
§ il Wair^ho^ÛiïcQîiî;, düraüiiisd Èâm; aged äiid ' 
5 hardened him, but they left him even more : 

3Ë; convinced of tie ,rigiitnessr of his goal 7 : ' 
© ; It is npt'çle^w^y iâalLre tardes this view of '4 

? Lin^o|î ji nQyè1; Mer ^,rthe president him-
* ^elt'è'xpHcitfy depI^^ Éàt his "jpapämoüirt " 

4 pbject" was to^Vë Îhe tMoii SO as to demoifr ' 

strate that in this "last best hope of earth" 
democracy works. Nor does Safire explain 
how Lincoln's often arbitrary and sometimes 
extra-constitutional measures to save the 
Union are compatible with the president's in-
sistence on majority rule. But perhaps these 
considerations do not matter in a work of fic-
tion, and this characterization, enables Safire 
to present Lincoln as the political equivalent 
of Captain Ahab—clearsighted, uttèrlyra-
tional and a little demented. , 

AFIRE'S .second, objectiye.jp this his-
^ ^ tory somewhat contradicts the first* 

he wishes to show that the adminis-
tratiqn headed by this monomaniacal 

president moved ahead onl̂ -by lits and starts, 
paralyzed most of the fime, by iriexperiericefc 
ineptitude and; intêifteçiné rivalries "Bpngirtjg 
toJ|^s àccourti çf ^ ë tiuréài^cy not | p i | | § 
his knowledge, of the Çfàl ¿War years, but his 
exjtènejice as .a, newspaper ^eî»rtér .and^ 
spegâj as^stânt 'jft ijke Ni|on.adi^'s^àtÎQrt, 
Satire is àt'ms best m pbrtrâymg thè muddle 

that goes by the name of government in 
Washington. His account of the factions and 
feuds in Lincoln's cabinet, with William H. 
Seward, Gideon Welles and Montgomery 
Blair pulling the president in one direction 
and Edwin M. Stanton and Salmon P. Chase 
tugging him in another, is as hilarious as it is 
accurate. The best pages in the book deal 
with the steps that led up to. the issuing, pf the 
Emancipation Proclamation, j That story of 
changes in direction, face-to-face, argument 
an4 behindTthe-scenes intrigue is a reminder 
that the national capital in the 1860s Was not 
much different from; what it is today; as. 
secretary of, state recently rernarked, notHing 
ev|r seems to get finally settled in Washing-
ton. ' . *( ^ . 

Exploring that coiitirtuity, that relatiqnsli&" 
between jpast issued iartd pre^^t-day. ^ r ^ 
leftiS, is the third objective Qf $afire^ 
fictwnsflized, history. Set 
d&rn also describes the 19B0si Shqip^ 

the United States? (Safire, ftougffmTJTe un-

derstanding of Gen. McClellan than some oth-
er recent writers, votes forthrightly for ci-
vilian control.) In times of emergency does 
the United States government have the right 
to suspend or circumvent normal judicial 
processes? (Safire writes that Lincoln's sus-
pension of the privilege of the writ of habeas 
corpus "absurdly sacrifices the means to the 
en4") When the United States is locked in; 
battle with an implacable, dangerous enemy,: 
is it proper and desirable to suppress dissent? 
(Safire argues that "the thousands of arbi-
trary arrests did not help Lincoln win the 
War, and may well have been counterproduc-
tive,") Bluntly, Safire concludes his story of 
t$je Lincoln administration with a judgment 
that Clearly looks across more than a century 
toward Lt. Col. Oliver Nortfe Adm. John | 
Poindexter and their sujperioif : "The lesson 

Js'neverproper time to Ignore 
^ Constitution in the- name of saving the f 
Cpnstil̂ tibn. To be tolerant , of Lincoln's ex-f 
¿esses is to condone future abuses of power." ' 

• t 
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A LITERARY 
LEGACY 

The First Annual Oregon Book 
Awards, scheduled for Oct. 1 in 

Portland, will be the culmination 
of a long, proud tradition. 

By Sharon M. Wood 

Don James' creative energy is resting deep in the 
pocket of a leather chair, his body contained 
rather than captured, held in the chair like a 
sparrow in a catcher's mitt. 

The Pacific Ocean is behind him, crashing, ignored, outside the 
window at his Rockaway home, and when James sips at the single 
small glass of good Scotch he will take that day, the whisky picks up 
the color of the sky. On this day clouds blend with smoke swirling 
out of a slash fire in the Coast Range, and before it dissipates over 
the horizon toward Japan, it braids against the sunset with the 
urgency of a Turner painting. 

James, a man firmly connected to the roots of Northwest writing, 
is dealing with urgencies of his own. He is 82 years old and hears the 
clock ticking. 

r 1 1 aking a little of the remaining time away from his latest 
novel — "upstairs and scattered around the old Under-

J L wood" — James wonders if the regional adjective is appli-
cable to or even appropriate for him or any other Northwest writer. 
Is there a distinctive Northwest style? How do you even start think-
ing about the question? 

"I view the Pacific Northwest's literary history," says James, 
"and I ask, who were the writers? What did they write about? When 
did they write it? Why did they write? Where did they write?" 

With these questions raised, others roll behind them like waves 
breaking on the sand. What influence did these early writers have 
on the Northwest? And are writers really that important to how a 

SHARON M. WOOD is a Portland free-lance writer who produced the first 49 
programs ofKBOO Community Radio's on-going series, "Between the Covers," 
interviews with Northwest authors. 

In his Rockaway house, Don 
James takes a timeout from 

his novel-in-progress to 
reflect on the Northwest's 

literary heritage. 
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Our Most Popular Storytellers 

best seller, nearly all remain in print and per-
sistently sell. Her most recent, "Always Com-
ing Home," is about a beguiling people of the 
future called the Kesh. 

Richard Hoyt: What happens when you cre-
ate a Northwestern detective? Well, he wears 
Nikes, snacks on vegetables and has sensitive 
conversations with women. (Look out, Ray 
Chandler: Real detectives do eat quiche.) 
Hoyt's four-volume saga of Seattle sleuth John 
Denson is charming and irreverent. Later ef-
forts leave Denson at home and go internation-
al: They're off-beat thrillers that impishly spoof 
honchos of both Cold War camps. 

Stephen Greenleaf: More traditionally 
hard-boiled is Stephen Greenleaf s detective, 
John Marshall Tanner. But what Tanner lacks 
in mellowness, he makes up for in crack knowl-
edge of contemporary crime and law. Small 
wonder: Greenleaf was a trial attorney in Cali-
fornia's fast lane before retiring to Ashland in 
the early '80s. His latest and sixth Tanner mys-
tery is "Toll Call." 

Craig Lesley: His first novel, "Winterkill," 
remains a reading favorite, a poignant portrait 
of Indian hope, cowboy despair, Oregon's 
desert, and a father and son. Why is it still 
popular? It's warm, human and well-written, 
according to Bill Rloster, as well as a book that 
mirrors the clash between the Indian world 
and contemporary society. 

David J. Duncan: Deborah Robboy 
describes "The River Why" as "a metaphysical 
fishing book" that takes a straightforward 
sport and adds a spiritual element to it. As 
Duncan's sole novel, the book is a collage of 
fishing lore, social criticism and Eastern phi-
losophy that many Oregon writers consider a 
masterpiece. The author makes his home on 
the northern Oregon coast. 

Although not credited as best sellers by our 
panel, the works of five other Oregon science-
fiction writers apparently sell moderately well 
nationwide. Steve Perry's adventure, "The 
Man Who Never Missed," is a portrait of a 
galactic rebel whose weapon is his body. M.K. 
Wren's Phoenix trilogy, published in the early 
'80s, chronicles the Phoenix Society's just 
rebellion against the lawless Concord Empire. 
Damon Knight and Kate Wilhelm are husband-
and-wife writers living in Eugene; his latest 
novel is "C.V.," the topical story of a seagoing 
research station's struggle with an exotic dis-
ease, and hers is "Where Late the Sweet Birds 
Sang," depicting a world where cloning and 
immortality have become possible. Robert 
Sheckley's sequel to "The Tenth Victim," "Vic-
tim Prime," is a chilling description of a mur-
derous sport on a dying Earth of the 21st cen-
tury. 

— Michael Horowitz 

T • i he national popularity of Oregon fic-
tion has robustly continued into the 

J L 1980s, with more than half a dozen of 
the state's storytellers achieving — or retain-
ing — the coveted status of national bestselling 
author. While erstwhile stars like Don Berry 
and Ken Kesey no longer sell briskly, other vet-
erans hold their appeal . . . and have been 
joined by some talented new blood. 

To enter this winner's circle, you must be an 
Oregon resident, must write fiction of some 
kind (novels, science fiction, fantasy, westerns, 
romance), and sometime during the decade 
must have sold nationally a large number of 
one title or several titles collectively. Because 
many publishers and authors are unable or 
unwilling to release sales figures, Northwest 
Magazine asked three local booksellers 
(Deborah Robboy, Catbird Seat; Don Haines, B. 
Dalton; and Bill Kloster, Looking Glass) to 
speculate about who are currently Oregon's 
most popular fiction writers. All three book-
sellers more or less agreed on the following 
choices, which are listed in order of their 
suspected commercial prowess: 

Jean M. Auel: The sales of Auel's fictional 
trilogy on Neanderthal life reach into the mil-
lions, with a popularity yet to be matched by 
any other Northwest writer. What's behind her 
appeal? "Historical novels are popular in any 
case," Don Haines says. "But what she's done 
is to go back to a totally new time period, a 
period previously ignored by historical fiction. 
People are very curious about prehistoric 
times, and they relate to her characters." 

Con Sellers: At the turn of the decade, the 
producers of the TV show "Dallas" asked 
Southern Oregon's Con Sellers (who hails from 
New Orleans) to pen a novel based on the 
series. Since then nearly a half-million readers 
have bought his version. Sellers followed with 
a more modest success, an epic romance "This 
Promised Earth." Sellers' metier is genre fic-
tion, which he accomplishes with prolific com-
petence — having published as many as eight 
novels annually since he began churning out 
romance and adventure in the mid-'70s. 

Ursula K. Le Guin: As the state's only win-
ner of a National Book Award for fiction, Le 
Guin commands as much respect as any Ore-
gon writer from the standpoint of both com-
mercial or literary measure. Science fiction is a 
limited label for her work; the 14 novels she's 
published since the mid-'60s are more aptly 
described as sagacious efforts to expand the 
vision of the present through the device of 
the future ("thought experiments," she's called 
them). Although none of her titles has been a 

MICHAEL HOROWITZ is a Portland free- lance writer. 

"Inside the shed he went to the corner and jerked aside a stack 
of gunny sacks and picked up a half-full bottle. He shook it, 
watching the oily bubbles in the clear, brown liquid, pushed the 
cork out with his thumb and drank deeply. A voice from the 
doorway said, 'You looking for me, Dad?' 

"He choked on the burning liquid, pounded the cork home 
with the palm of his hand and wiped his lips with his sleeve 
before looking at his son. Yes, he thought, I was looking for you. 
And I shouldn't ought to be looking for you. If you had told Burt 
Ransom what I told you to tell him . . . he said, 'Where the hell 
you been?'" 

Tommy Thompson, "Son of a King/* from the 
anthology "This Land Around Us" (Doubleday. 
1969). 

Tommy Thompson 

culture develops, to the image a society creates for itself? And what 
does the term "Northwest writer" mean today, anyway? 

Don James is one of the few survivors who saw the evolution of 
contemporary regional and national publishing firsthand. Much 
like a seasoned wagon train guide'from the 19th century, he knows 
the lay of the land and is able to read the marks left in the past as a 
way of understanding the present. 

James looks back on a writing career that started out as anything 
but literary. While some Montana miners were still debating what 
fueled Woodrow Wilson's election to the presidency, he was sub-
mitting limericks and captions to the magazine Captain Billy Whiz 
Bang, the precursor to today's Playboy and Penthouse. Each sold 
submission — "a little on the risqué side," he admits — earned the 
15-year-old Butte High School sophomore 50 cents. But 50 years later 
James' literary sights were set much higher with the publication of 
the 300-page "Butte's Memory Book," his account of Westerners 
caught up in the boom times of a now-diminished Western mining 
city. The book would earn him a Western Heritage Award. 

Between his first magazine market and the Butte book, James 
repossessed cars, managed a prizefighter, sold silk hosiery door-to-

Please turn to page 12 
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Some writers who come under the heading "Western" and "North-
west" are "social recorders," influencing readers beyond the region. 
They are novelists, essayists, short story writers, biographers, 

playwrights, poets. They all have at least one book published and still are 
writing. See how many authors you can match to the works: 

Stewart Holbrook 

door, dug graves . . . and more. He acquired a reputation as one of 
the area's more talented advertising men. 

But more important, in terms of his contribution to Oregon's 
literary legacy, was James' career as a teacher of fiction and non-
fiction techniques. While penning 29 books and novels and more 
than 300 short stories, he lent his expertise to "hundreds and hun-
dreds" on Portland State University's urban and Haystack cam-
puses, serving as a bridge between the Northwest's veteran crafts-
men and those who aspired to follow behind them. 

In her 1980 book, a first-time writer recalled that .. the first 
time I heard writer and teacher Don James talk about the writing of 
fiction, he didn't know he was talking directly to me. He thought he 
was addressing a whole group. The words he said were exactly 
those I needed to hear. Don James didn't know it, but I might 
never have finished this book if it wasn't for him—" 

The author was Jean Auel. The novel was "The Clan of the Cave 
Bear," an all-time worldwide best seller. And Auel wasn't describ-
ing an isolated occurrence. It was James, along with others, who 
influenced countless numbers to try for the elusive byline, the pub-
lisher's contract. It was James who became the originating spir-
it for the Oregon Writers Colony, a 600-member group now raising 
funds to build a secluded retreat similar to the East Coast's Bread 
Loaf and Yaddo colonies for the nurturing of serious writers. 

Please turn to page 14 

Stewart Holbrook, 
from "The Far Corner ' 

"I Wore My Derby West, " 
(MacMillan Co., 1952). 

"Northwest people are generally given to thinking of their 
region as remote. If remote it is, then few of them know how 
fortunate they are; they do not realize what it is they are remote 
from. They have never seen the industrial wonder of Illinois, 
Michigan, Ohio, Pennsylvania and New Jersey; nor the gro-
tesque sight of eight million human beings swarming on and 
around a small island between the Hudson and the East rivers. 
They do not know that Manhattan is on the verge of learning 
exactly how many people can stand upright on its acres if 
stacked properly. This is called Progress " 

AUTHORS: 
_ Ivan Doig, novelist, Seattle 15. 
_ Raymond Carver, short-story 

writer and poet, Port Angeles, 16. 
Wash. 

. Wi l l iam Stafford, Oregon's 
poet laureate, Portland. 17. 

. Ken Kesey, novelist, Pleasant 
Hill, Ore. 

5* Damon Knight, 18« 
science-fiction novelist, 
Eugene 

6 - — ^ Ursula K. Le Guin, 19. 
science-fiction novelist, 
Portland 

7- Wil l iam Kittredge, 
short-story writer, Oregonian 
transplanted to Montana. 21. 

. James Welch, American 
Indian, novelist, western 
Montana 22. 

. Joyce Thompson, novelist, 
Washington state 23. 

1 0 - Sharon Doubiago/poet and 
short-story writer, Portland 24. 
David Duncan, novelist, 
Neskowin, Ore. 25. 

1 2 ' Carolyn Kizer, poet, Seattle 
1 3 - Henry Carlile, poet and 

short-story writer, Portland 26. 
1 4 - Gary Miranda, poet, Portland 

Kim Stafford, poet, essayist, 
Portland 
A n n Rule, novelist and 
non-fiction crime writer, Des 
Moines, Wash. 
Katherine Dunn, columnist, 
short-story writer, poet, 
novelist, Portland 
Jack Olsen, non-fiction, 
biographer, Bainbridge Island, 
Wash. 
Barry Lopez, non-fiction and 
fiction writer, Finn Rock, Ore. 

. Tom Robbins, novelist, La 
Conner, Wash. 

Wil lard Espy, non-fiction 
writer, Oysterville, Wash., and 
New York 
Patrick McManus, humorist 
and essayist, Spokane 
Richard Hoyt, novelist, 
Portland 
Steve Perry, novelist, 
Portland 
M.K. Wren, mystery and 
science-fiction novelist, Otis, 
Ore. 

Gary Snyder, poet, Nevada 
City, Calif. 

WORKS: 
A. One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest 
B. Conscience Place 
C. Turtle Island 
D. Mermaids in the Basement: Poems 

for Women 
E. This House of Sky 
F. Traveling Through the Dark 
G. Truck 
H. Owning It All 
L CV 
J. Conan the Fearless 
K. Oysterville 
L. Cathedral 
M. The River Why 

N. Head of State. 
O. Having Everything Right: Essays 

of Place. 
P. Son. 
Q. Fools Crow. 
R. Small Sacrifices. 
S. They Shoot Canoes Don't They? 
T. Running Lights. 
U. Jitterbug Perfume 
V. Arctic Dreams. 
W. Hard Country. 
X. Wake Up Darlin' Corey. 
Y. Always Coming Home. 
Z. Listening at the Breathing Place. 
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For quality, tailored 
business looks at 
affordable prices, 
visit our NEW 
Men's Dresswear 
Department. 
You'll find sport coats, dress slacks, dress shirts arid 
accessories with the fine tailoring and attention to 
style that make them ideal for the office, evenings out 
and special occasions. And they're at the value-packed 
prices you've come to expect from Fred Meyer. 

Men's Sport Coats and Blazers 
Our large selection of poly/wool blend sport coats and 
blazers are hard to beat for their winning combination 
of quality and comfort at reasonable prices. Blazer 
shown is from the Arnold Palmer collection. It's made 
of 55% Dacron® polyester/45% worsted wool from 
Burlington. Our selection also features fine looks from 
Berkeley Hall, Counsel Hall and John Peel, Ltd. Sizes 
38-46 Regular and 4046 Long. You'll also find a 
large assortment of dress slacks, dress shirts and 
accessories. 
Sports Coats, 75.00 Blazers, 85.00 
Oxford Dress Shirt by Dunn & Cole, 16.00 
Belted Twill Slacks by Dunn & Cole, 26.00 
Poly/Silk Ties by Lilly Dache, 9.00 
Items on this page are available at all stores except Sixth & Alder, 
Stark, Walnut Park, Broadway and Lake City, WA. Sport coats and 
Blazers also not avalilable at Buriingame, Fourth Plain, Hollywood, 
King Road, Rose City and White Center. 
Prices Good Sept. 27 through Sat., Oct 3 ,1987 
Open Until 10PM, 7 Days a Week 
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• ames glances over his shoulder, grabs a cursory 
£ I glimpse of the ocean and looks back 38 years to a 

meeting of the Oregon Freelance Club, the group 
that laid the foundation of professional, commercial writing 
in Oregon. He sees President Tommy Thompson as he intro-
duces Jack Stewart, associate editor of The Saturday Eve-
ning Post, to some of the club's 60 members, "not one a dilet-

tante," gathered at Portland's Multnomah Hotel. One of 
many editors traveling the circuit to recruit writers during 
the short-story heyday of the '30s, '40s and early '50s, Stewart 
is addressing writers of westerns, mysteries, adventure-and 
love. They write for markets such as Colliers, American, 
Liberty and Ladies' Home Journal, for both the pulps and 
slicks. Also listening are playwrights, radio writers and 

New low tar breakthrough! 
Improved taste-lower tar. 

Carlton cuts 
tar by 40%! 

"Carlton 100k 
The taste that's 

right for me." 

100's Soft Pack: 

Carlton 
is lowest 

SURGEON GENERAL'S W A R N I N G : Smoking 
C a u s e s Lung C a n c e r , H e a r t D i s e a s e , 
Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy. 

Reduced to 
3 mg. tar 

0.3 mg. nie. 

100's Soft Pack: 3 mg. "tar", 0.3 mg. nicotine 
av. per cigarette by FTC method. 

©The American Tobacco Co. 1987. 

regular contributors to book-publishing 
houses. 

By then, Oregon's largest city already is 
known for drawing together an eclectic group 
of literary talent from throughout the region. 
One of the most gifted is Ernest Haycox, a for-
mer journalism student at Portland's Reed Col-
lege and the University of Oregon. In the '20s, 
when he was working as a police reporter for 
The Oregonian, his early fictional efforts cul-
minated in a blizzard of rejection slips. He used 
them to paper his office wall. 

Other writers take heart from Haycox's 
experience. His novel, "Stagecoach to Lords-
burg," subsequently would sell to Hollywood. 
Set in Oregon and filmed in the state in 1946, it 
premiered as "Stagecoach" and featured 39-
year-old John Wayne in his first starring role. 

Haycox's most famous novel, however, 
would be his last — "The Earthbreakers," a 
saga of pioneer settlement that critics com-
pared favorably to Walter Van Tilburg Clark's 
masterpiece, "The Oxbow Incident." The book, 
they said, revealed Haycox as a sincere and 
painstaking craftsman who transcended pulp 
stereotypes. More importantly, Haycox vali-

Don James, Butte's Memory 
Book'* (The Caxton Printers, 
1976). 

"The people of a roaring, uninhibited, 
working mining camp are said to be like 
no other people. If Butte has been the 
greatest in history — and there are those 
who say that — let there be full and 
appreciative recognition of the genera-
tions who helped to make it so They 
attended Chautauqua at Columbia Gar-
dens. They bet on horses, dogs, cards, 
dice, baseball, football and fights. They 
set a rip-roaring pace through Prohibi-
tion, and they flocked by thousands to a 
revivalist's tent. They suffered strikes, 
depressions, wars and mine disasters 
with courage. They rejoiced, celebrated, 
paraded and rioted with fervor. They 
poured money into programs for their 
kids, supported their churches, patron-
ized their saloons, fought for their un-
ions, died for their mines, cursed their 
city — and fervently loved it." 

dated the western as an important story form, 
forcing the editors on the opposite coast to 
acknowledge Haycox's territory. 

Ironically, it was a New York editor who 
suggested that Haycox write western fiction. 
He listened. And today his 24 novels and 200 
short stories are deposited in the Haycox 
Memorial Library, which takes up nearly 300 
square feet in the University of Oregon's Spe-
cial Collections section. Also included in the 
collection are the 2,000 books he used as source 
material for his writing and first-draft copies of 
all but one of his manuscripts. 

In 1950, Haycox, barely 51 years old, would 
die of cancer. But before his untimely death he 
made himself mentor to fellow Oregon Free-
lance Club members. And while he had a 
national reputation, he was regarded as a 
Northwest touchstone. His disciples included 
Walt "Gentle Ben" Morey, award-winning chil-
dren's book writer Eloise McGraw, the late 
Sen. Richard L. Neuberger and Don Holm, who 
— like a beginning writer named Ellis Lucia 

Please turn to page 16 
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Ellis Lucia 

known books. Holbrook called it "a personal view of the 
Pacific Northwest," and when the 1952 original was 
reprinted in 1986, the editors noted that "Far Corner" 
still was "as fresh as a breeze off Puget Sound." 

In the chapter titled "Letters," Holbrook wrote about 
the region's literary status. He noted that the Northwest 
in the '20s was poised between two generations of writ-
ers: the giants and pseudogiants of early and late pio-
neer days and a new group yet to appear. The new writ-
ers of the era, said Holbrook, were "only beginning to 
inhale properly and required only one safety-razor 
blade weekly. But they were busy, learning that copy 
should be double-spaced, that a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope should accompany all manuscripts, and were 
beginning to believe that all editors were hired express-
ly for the purpose of keeping anything approaching 
literature out of their magazines and books." 

ut Holbrook conceded that a generation of tru-
ly Northwest writers had begun to emerge, 
and he named names. One of the chosen was 

Please turn to page 28 

Ellis Lucia, "Klondike Kate" (Ballantine Books, 1962). 
". . . Prehistoric beasts roamed this ancient world, and some of the continent's earliest peoples lived in 

damp caves at the edge of a huge inland sea, but that was long ago, although glacial ice in deep caverns of 
the silent lava beds and primitive petrified forests are stark reminders of the infancy of mankind. 

"Somewhere in the movies, Klondike Kate had seen a travelogue of central Oregon and had become 
thoroughly charmed by the place. It reminded her somewhat of the area around Spokane. She longed to visit 
there, but never could find the time. The doctor's order to 'get away from it all' presented Kate with the 
opportunity to go exploring; so she bought a horse and six-shooter, put together an outfit and set out alone 
from Seattle, The trek into new country, she hoped, might be the tonic she needed to renew her enthusiasm 
for living...." 

and a kindred spirit named Nan Phillips — was drawn 
to Portland by Haycox's reputation: 

i l l hey were drawn by the lure of Stewart Hol-
brook, too. The founder and permanent chair-

J L man of the board of directors for the Oregon 
Freelance Club was known as a master of non-fiction 
and Haycox's counterpart. Holbrook was clear about his 

_i purpose. "My only ambition as a writer," he wrote, "is 
® to put into books the figures and portions of American 
s history that I think have been largely ignored or badly 
1 treated." 
| "Mr. Holbrook," his preferred title to all but his best 
0 friends, came West from Boston, ostensibly to verify the 
| existence of the monster trees he'd heard about while 
| working in the dwarfed woodlands of the East. After 
n, helping let daylight into the deep woods of British 
1 Columbia, where he began writing in the logging camps, 

Holbrook traveled south to Portland in 1923. He settled 
into a free-lance writing career that included a long ten-
ure as columnist for The Oregonian. 

His love of the region resulted in one of his best-
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The Rock'n'Roll Caddie 

NOT FADE AWAY. By Jim Dodge (Atlan-
tic Monthly Press, paperback, $6.95). 

By Paul Pintarich 
\ \ 7 hen Jim Dodge first appeared in this 

TT office a few years ago, he wore his 
first new sport coat and an expression of 
disbelief. Dodge, you see, had written a tiny 
little novel titled "Fup," all about a mallard 
duck and philosophy and wisdom — "Jona-
than Livingston Seagull Revisited," maybe? 
— and had become a kind of cult phenome-
non. 

At first the book caused a flurry of 
national excitement. Soon, however, it 
became clear that "Fup" was going to fly — 
not as a duck, but like a chicken. Dodge 
probatily could have predicted that. He 
never had wanted to publish the book, he 
said candidly in his very first interview, 
here at The Oregonian, but a friend did it for 
him, as a favor. 

We didn't hear much about Dodge after 
that. He removed himself to his remote farm 
in northern California, not to fade away, 
apparently, but to put together this novel that ex-
plodes in the mind with all the subtlety of a crashing 
pile of 45 rpm records. 

The blurbs say that Dodge is a poet, a philosopher, 
"above all a gifted storyteller." He is that and more: 
His character, George Gastin, is of that ilk that 
cranks benzedrine into gasoline and speeds off into 
the large, dark and lonely existential night. 

"Not Fade Away" is a great American car-escape-
discovery story- Think of Jack Kerouac's classic "On 
the Road," then remember where that staccato deliv-
ery came from. Dodge picks it up with much sounder, 
aerodynamically designed fantasies, and the message 
is nostalgia or revelation — you figure it out. The 
year is 1965. 

If you feel lost, then just remember this: Dodge's 
George Gastin is promised some thousands of dollars 
for disposing of a grandiose 1959 Cadillac in an 
insurance scam. An experienced driver and a man 
who knows how to "total" automobiles, Gastin de-
cides instead to drive the finny but immaculate vehi-
cle to the grave of the rock'n'roll star, the Big Bop-
per, wherever that may be. 

Rock fans and old-timers may remember that the 
Bopper, along with budding rock stars Buddy Hol-
ly and Ritchie "La Bamba" Valens, died in a plane 

PAUL PINTARICH is The Oregonian s book review editor. 
FREDRIKA SPILLMAN is a Mulinofree- lance artist who regular-
ly illustrates Northwest Magazine's book reviews. 

crash in an Iowa cornfield on Feb. 3,1959. 
Gastin's intent is to dispose of the Cad at the Bop-

per's grave by setting it afire in a kind of Viking 
tribute to the rock star, to the period, the past, 
rock'n'roll, and, as readers may determine, to his 
own slipping sanity. 

Gastin has left his home near San Francisco and, 
with a $2,000 advance and a jar full of speed, heads 
east for the Big Bopper's grave site, which, he discov-
ers along the way, is in the Bopper's hometown of 
Beaumont, Tex. 

But wait. If Gastin goes to the grave, so will the 
bad guys, who want their money back because our 
hero failed to destroy the car in California. So, 
instead, Gastin heads for Iowa to burn the Caddie 
at the crash site. 

Routine drug-road drama, right? But not when 
Dodge introduces some unforgettable characters: a 
lonely young mother who sells him her collection of 
rock'n'roll records; a crazy man who brings train 
sounds to trackless towns in the night; the Rev. Dou-
ble-Gone Johnson, a black storefront preacher; and 
Pliillip Lewis Kerr, who bills himself as the "Greatest 
Traveling Salesman in the World" — along with a 
cast of zanies who appear even zanier viewed 
through Gastin's bennied eyeballs. 

The great fun here is not in the destination but in 
the journey. The action goes back in time, Dodge 
being of that baby-boom age that straddles trend and 
melancholia — an age that, growing older, strains 

to find tradition in sounds that shook a gen-
eration. He explains: 

"As far as I understood it (not very), 
rock'n'roll had ended in '59. Not just the 
death of Buddy Holly, Ritchie Valens and 
the Big Bopper in that plane crash on my 
birthday, but also Chuck Berry getting bust-
ed on a trumped-up Mann Act violation, and 
the payola scandals, and good ol' Jerry Lee 
Lewis marrying his 13-year-old cousin. Lit-
tle Richard had returned to the Church, but 
because he was wearing lipstick and eye 
shadow the Church wasn't sure what to do 
with him. Rock'n'roll had gotten too weird, 
nasty and corrupt for the four-square 
American sensibilities of the early '60s. Be-
sides, the King had abdicated: Elvis came 
out of the Army and turned his back on 
rock'n'roll (and) came out with schlock.,.. 

"The way I saw it, rock had been taken 
over by white teen idols, the guys you'd feel 
safe letting your daughter date — Fabian, 
Frankie Avalon, Ricky Nelson. But that's 
marketing, not music. They were the last 
sanitized gasp of the '50s, and after they van-

ished into their own vacuity came the Twist and 
other dance crazes, denatured 'pop,' and then folk 
music. I figured the Beatles were just a new wrinkle 
on the old teen-idol number, packaged as a group and 
imported as an invasion. The odd thing was, due to 
cultural lag, the Beatles' musical roots were in '50s 
rock'n'roll." 

And so on. So this is a rock'n'roll novel, like those 
Alan Freed movies of the '50s, but also more, espe-
cially if you know Dodge, who is not at all like this 
guy Gaspin. Mild-mannered, that's Dodge, certainly, 
and his insights are truly philosophical. 

"Not Fade Away" does have some brilliant in-
sights, some cultural retrospections that could be 
written only today. Against it, Kerouac seems as dat-
ed as the Sinclair Dinosaur Gaspin confronts in a 
drug haze. 

Ghosts and devils and minor deities all float above 
the dashboard of Gaspin's Cadillac. They feed on the 
45 rpms that he plays and sails into the night, and 
they thrive on elusive, mind-bending beatitudes. 

Unfortunately, for all Dodge's efforts, readers may 
find they lose the novel about page 278 — or there-
abouts. Gastin's ultimate mind blast sweeps the nar-
ration into chaos, and readers grow confused and 
burn-eyed, as in a drug hangover. 

But the first part is OK, and Dodge should take 
credit for making a strong comeback after duck-
ing out as he did in "Fup." More, we can hope, may 
be revealed in the future. ES3 



LEGACY. 
Continued from page 16 
Tommy Thompson, who between 1945 and 1950 shared-
adjoining space in a $15-a-month office in downtown Port-
land with Don James. At a time when a Danish with coffee 

was to be had from a restaurant downstairs for only 10 cents 
a day, Thompson left Oregon for Hollywood in 1950 after 
selling a serial to The Saturday Evening Post for $30,000. 

"It was a good move," says the 74-year-old Thompson, 
who, like James, is still writing. His latest novel, "Out-
law Valley," is being published by Doubleday and will 
appear in bookstores Dec. 1. In addition to his novels, 
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Thompson also, spent 10 years writing "Bonan-
za" scripts and drew on his Northwest back-
ground to create dialogue and setting for "hun-
dreds" of television scripts for "Wagon Train," 
"Restless Gun," "Rawhide" and "Gunsmoke." 

In the middle '70s, Thompson co-founded the 
prestigious Western Writers of America. He's 
twice past president of the professional asso-
ciation, which annually bestows honors on 
some of the best in the genre. Winners often 
hail from the Pacific Northwest. 

It was in the '50s that television's ascent vir-
tually destroyed the short-story marketplace 
that helped finance the writing community 
held together by the Portland Freelance Club. 
"Hell," says Thompson, "I got out just in 
time." 

Nan Phillips, "Take Two," a 
script for a KATU one-hour pro-
gram, which was first aired 
March 15,1962. 

On camera narrator: "... Things have 
changed a lot since my first visit here, but 
the beauty of it, of Oregon and the North-
west, will never change. My dad would 
take me for walks around town. I remem-
ber some of the things Dad-used to tell 
me... . 

"This morning we were up in the North-
west part of town; starting down the alpha-
bet: David W. Burnside, the early-day mer-
chant from Vermont. My dad told me 
about Captain John H. Couch. Did you 
know that Couch Lake used to be where 
the Union Depot is now? Covered 22 city 
blocks. In 1888, they started filling in the 
lake with ballast from incoming ships and 
sand from the river bed.. . then they built 
Union Station." 

Ellis Lucia didn't. At 64, he's a young-
ster in comparison to Thompson and 
James. But Lucia still is a man caught 

in a time warp, a writer who at a young age 
hitched his Underwood and his soul to a free-
lance life that simply went away. 

Lucia is the stereotype, the quintessential 
writer who got his start working on the high 
school newspaper. He later wrote for The 
Index at Pacific University. While spending 
years as editor of the Washington County New-
stimes in Forest Grove, he continued his writ-
ing for American Mercury, Argosy, Cavalier, 
True West and dozens of other publications. 

Lucia, "a superb writer" in James' view, 
also wrote "The Saga of Ben Holladay," "Klon-
dike Kate," "Tough Men, Tough Country" and 
scores of others before he wrote "Tillamook 
Burn Country: an Illustrated History," in 1983. 
All speak of the Northwest, but none so com-
pletely as Lucia's anthology "This Land 
Around Us," published by Doubleday in 1969. 
Most of the work was historical Northwest fare 
— both fiction and nonfiction, good and bad. A 
great majority of the anthology's bylines repre-
sent members of the Oregon Freelance Club. 

The list of Northwest names that became 
familiar to readers of books as well as national 
magazines grew to include Steve McNeil, 
Ralph Friedman, Tom Gaddis, Victoria and 
Robert Ormond Case, Rod Lull, H.L. Davis, 
Evelyn Sibley Lampman 

But the Oregon Freelance Club withered, its 
fate sealed by changing markets, editors who 
no longer visited and members who'd largely 
moved on — either to Hollywood or to the 



grave. "All you needed before then," Lucia re-
calls, "was a handwritten note from an editor 
that said,'OK. Go ahead.'" 

Lucia wasn't the only member of his genera-
tion who faced a new game, with new and often 
confusing rules. The self-taught writers who 
constructed paragraphs built from firsthand 
struggles with life were being replaced by the 
graduates of journalism and writing classes. 

I n 1931 Caxton Press of Caldwell, Idaho, 
published "Northwest Verse, an Antholo-
gy," edited by H.G. Merriam, chairman 

of the Department of English at the State Uni-
versity of Montana.»In his "prefatory note," 

Ernest Haycox, "The Adven-
turers" (Little, Brown & Co., 
1954). 

"Everything that soul and flesh could 
wish for lay ahead of Sheridan, everything 
that Hosea had experienced, had grown 
rich upon and had put behind him an age 
— the good carnal pleasure of a man and a 
woman lying together, the damp hand of a 
child sliding across his face, the taste of 
cold water made salty by sweat, the smell 
of hay rising from the sickled meadow, the 
sound of strangers coming along a forest 
trail, the tingling sunshine of an August 
day burning on his skin, the full storm 
beating down upon a warm house, the 
sound of crickets in fall and the smell of 
fall creeping through the twilight, the 
flashes of anger and the keen egotism of 
physical strength, the sounds of a family 
through a house, the deep midnight silence 
of that house when people slept in peace, 
the first stirrings of spring, the fellowship 
of a pioneer meeting and the loaded picnic 
tables and the calling of voices long 
unheard — the list was long and ever-
changing through the days. These were 
the little experiences which, put together, 
made a life. If a man took them as they 
came and stopped for them and lived each 
good moment of them, he was a rich 
man... . 

"He came upon the house, calling out, 
'Hello, there,' and waited with some eager-
ness for what would befall him." 

Merriam told readers that 200 poets and 
authors had been asked to submit their work 
for the anthology so that readers could decide 
for themselves whether the total represented 
the establishment of a Northwest literary tra-
dition. 

"I believe that the Northwest is preparing 
for a literary movement which for the first 
time will give to the life of the region honest 
and rich expression," he wrote. 

Five years later H.L. Davis, one of the writ-
ers included in the anthology, won the Pulitzer 
Prize for his novel "Honey in the Horn." Fifty 
years later Wallace Stegner, another Pulitzer 
winner and an expert Western historian, 
would say, "I think there is a common denomi-
nator, a certain spaciousness for one thing — a 
sense of elbow room in people's minds and in 
what they write. A certain innocence, maybe. 
At least some western writers seem closer to 
the primitive beginnings, without the kinds of 
complications and corruptions that come with 
civilization " 

Oregon author Barry Lopez received the 
1986 American Book Award for nonfiction. The 

Please turn to page 32 
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Recognizing the Critical Junctures in Time 
FROM THIS MOMENT ON: 
America in 1940. By Jeffrey 
Hart (Crown Publishers Inc., 
$22.50). FIRST CONTACT: New 
G u i n e a ' s H i g h l a n d e r s 
Encounter the Outside World. 
By Bob Connolly and Robin 
Anderson (Viking Penguin Inc., 
$19.95). , 

By Jo Van Wey 
ne of the gifts of hindsight 

V-r is to be able to look back 
on a certain time and say, 
"There, that was the turning 
point. That was the day — the 
year — the event — that changed 
the course of history. It never 
was the same again." 

Even with hindsight, of 
course, it's not always clear that 
the world — as known — was 
altered irrevocably by an action, 

"-event or year. But these two 
books depict one year and one 
event when it was clear. 

• 

After the bombing of Pearl 
Harbor in 1941, Adm. Gombei 
Yamamoto of the Imperial 
Japanese Navy was quoted as 
saying, "I fear we have awa-
kened a sleeping giant." 

In 1940 the giant was still 
sleeping, but his sleep was trou-
bled. 

The America portrayed in Jef-

JO VAN WEY is a member of The 
Oregonians's newsroom staff. 

frey Hart's "From This Moment 
On" is a nation emerging from a 
searing Depression that ate at 
the roots of the American dream. 
Age-old beliefs that honesty, 
hard work and the sweat of a 
man's brow were requisites for 
success had been tested and 
found wanting in the Depression-
hard years of the 1930s. America 
needed heroes, and 1940 provided 
many. 

Hart describes the incredible 
athletic presence of Joe Louis, 
the "Brown Bomber," who suc-

edge 20 years before, surprised 
Britain and the world by taking 
over the reins of the war-threat-
ened British Empire with incred-
ible energy and courage. 

Hart includes in his book a 
play-by-play account of the con-
troversial 1940 Cornell-Dart-
mouth football game in which 
the referee mistakenly gave Cor-
nell five dowrfs — and Cornell 
won the game. But two days 
later, when the referee admitted 
he had erred, Cornell graciously 
relinquished its win — an occur-

HISTORY 
cessfully defended the heavy-
weight boxing championship of 
the world with thrilling regular-
ity. 

"That year," writes Hart, "Joe 
Louis was as completely the 
heavyweight champion as 
Franklin Roosevelt was presi-
dent. There were few certainties, 
but surely two: that Roosevelt 
was president and probably 
always would be, and that Louis 
could knock anybody out." 

In 1940 Frank Shields, a cham-
pionship tennis player whose 
tournament-winning days were 
over, still could "beat anyone on 
a given day," and Winston 
Churchill, the 65-year-old British, 
statesman and author who had 
seen his career drop over the 

rence hard to imagine happening 
today. 

In 1940 movies were the No. 1 
entertainment. Moviegoers 
poured into cinemas in larger 
numbers than ever before in 
order to see such stars as Kath-
erine Hepburn, Humphrey 
Bogart, Ingrid Bergman, John 
Wayne and Errol Flynn and such 
movies as "The Grapes of 
Wrath," "For Whom the Bell 
Tolls," "The Great Dictator," 
"Fantasia" and "Citizen Kane." 

Hart has compiled an interest-
ing group of events and individu-
als to illustrate the poignant 
naivete of 1940 America, and he's 
done it well. 

• 

'First Contact," by Bob Con-
nolly and Robin Anderson, is the 
story of Michael Leahy's initial 
contact with the New Guinea 
highlanders in 1932. 

Although Leahy wrote his 
own account of the historic meet-
ing in 1937 ("The Land That Time 
Forgot," Funk & Wagnalls Co.), 
he admitted later that, to make 
the story less controversial, he 
had omitted much of what 
actually happened. 

In 1926 Leahy immigrated — 
along with hordes of other young 
men — to New Guinea from Aus-
tralia in order to stake a claim in 
the gold fields that had been dis-
covered in the coastal areas of 
the island. His quest for gold led 
him inland to the high country, 
where, in 1932, he met the New 
Guinea highlanders for the first 
time. 

The meeting was the highland-
ers' first contact with anyone 
other than a few tribesmen in 
neighboring villages. Years later, 
after the language barrier was 
overcome, the highlanders 
admitted that they had believed 
themselves to be the center of the 
universe. 

According to interviews, they 
lived quite contentedly in the 
most primitive of conditions. 
They never had seen a wheel, a 
gun or a car. In 1933 they had 
their first sight of an airplane 
when one landed in the middle of 
the valley where Leahy had built 
a runway. Nor had they ever had 

a need for currency or bartering 
materials. Their wants were 
immediate and were served by 
what they could grow or kill. But 
— for these unsuspecting natives 
— things never would be so sim-
ple again. Their days of inno-
cence were gone. 

The native population was 
decimated-systematically by 
white man's illnesses — dysen-
tery, influenza, tuberculosis, 
smallpox and venereal disease. 
And the villagers, beaten regu-
larly for not obeying the white 
man's laws, were killed in large 
numbers when they tried to 
stand up for their rights. 

Leahy died in 1979, but the list 
of persons interviewed by Bob 
Connelly and Robin Anderson 
for their account of his travels in 
the highlands includes his broth-
er Daniel, who still lives on the 
island; Michael Leahy's three 
illegitimate sons, the offspring of 
three paid sexual liaisons with 
three different native women; 
and many natives who were 
present at the time of Leahy's 
travels and still live on the 
island. 

Generously illustrated with 
many of the 5,000 35mm photo-
graphs Leahy took on his trips, 
the book provides a candid look 
at what the coming of the white 
man meant to the simple, 
uncomplicated people of New 
Guinea. Unfortunately, the pic-
ture is not a flattering one. K33 
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——LETTERS 

Another Poet 
In Larry Tritten's Aug. 9 "A 

Poem as Lovely as TV," his 
"TV," the worked-over "Trees," 
by Joyce Kilmer, hit me right 
between the eyes with a 45-year-
old memory. 

When our oldest son, Jim, was 
iij grade school, a bunch of his 
friends hit on a project of "work-
ing over" some older, well-
known poems. Jim picked 
"Trees." At the time, one of my 
hobbies was the making of car-
toon post cards; so I took my 
son's poem, made a few changes 
and printed cards up for nearby 
ski areas — Meacham, Anthony 
Lake and Spout Springs: 

I think that I shall never see 
A poem as lousy as a ski. 
A ski that often has me 

pressed 
Against the earth's cold, 

snowy breast; 
A ski that goes its own 

sweet way 
And causes me to cuss and 

pray; 
A ski that may in winter 

wear 
My seat until beyond 

repair; 
Upon whose hard ribs I 

have lain 
And intimately lived with 

creaking pain; 
Poems are ruined by fools 

like me 
But not as I've been by a 

ski. 

Eldridge Huffman 
La Grande 

Old House Revisited 
As a former neighbor and resi-

dent of the Old Oregon House, 
which was the subject of your 
Aug. 2 article "Time Traveler," 
I'd like to give a little more his-
tory and set a few facts straight. 

The old couple who had built 
the house almost 100 years ago 
couldn't have cared less about 
progress. In the mid-'60s, my 
brothers, sister and I used to 
visit the "Mister" and the "Mis-
sus" to listen to tales of the old 
days. We ate small, hard cookies 
baked in the wood stove and 
drank cool, clear water from the 
bucket in the well out back. They 
refused to put in plumbing 
because "the water was hard and 
the pipes would rust out in 25 
years." They didn't want a phone 
because "the Mister couldn't 
hear very good." He used to walk 
around with a cane, talking and 

cursing at all of us at the top of 
his lungs and spitting into the old 
tin can that he carried for his 
tobacco juice. My little sister 
thought he chewed his tongue 
and spit out the blood. 

Running water, telephone and 
electricity were not installed 
until 1975. The first time the 
meter reader came out, he chas-
tised me, saying he and his col-
leagues often praised the old 
house for hanging in there so 
long without succumbing to 
modern technology. We did go to 
the expense of burying all the 
phone and power lines and using 
old wallpaper and antique bath-
room and kitchen fixtures. 

There's a wonderful spirit to 
that old house, and anyone who 
visits or resides there can feel 
it immediately. Timothy Patter-
son sure did, and I thank him 
and you for sharing his story. 

Katy Powell 
Portland 

No Rash Solutions 
Your Aug. 23 article, "Hot 

Tubs: Hospitality Suites for 
Germs," has some merit in 
informing your readers about 
the health problems that can 
arise in improperly cared for 
spas. 

Other than pseudomonas 
aeruginosa, or "hot tub rash," 
diseases related to the use of spas 
are rare. Pseudomonas is pre-
ventable, as are all other dis-
eases including the herpes sim-
plex virus, with proper sanita-
tion and water balance. 

The installation and mainte-
nance of public spas is regulated 
by the State Health Department. 
If their guidelines are diligently 
adhered to, the public need not 
worry about the water quality. 
As your writer noted, however, 
public spas are "high mainte-
nance items," and education on 
the part of the operator is essen-
tial. 

The Oregon Chapter of the 
National Spa and Pool Institute 
recognizes the potential prob-
lems in commercial spas and has 
education programs for these 
operators. For the concerned 
homeowner with a spa, the insti-
tute's brochure, "The Sensible 
Way to Enjoy Your Spa," is avail-
able through any member. 

Beth Schaefers 
Oregon Chapter 

National Spa and Pool Institute 

No Easy Answers 
I feel a need to respond to your 

Aug. 30 story "Never Say Die." 

Under normal circumstances, I 
would have considered the arti-
cle a moving account of a life 
saved. A month ago, however, 
my son and I watched as para-
medics worked to restore life to 
my husband, who died suddenly 
and with no warning. They 
worked hard — for 15 minutes in 
a grocery store parking lot and 
for at least 20 additional minutes 
in the hospital. 

I can't describe to you the 
absolute terror when someone 
who is the center of your world 
just drops dead. My husband was 
34 years old, an athlete and hard-
ly ill a day in his life. He loved 
me, his life and his kids. 

As I reached the end of your 
article, I knew what was coming. 
Even to those of us who have 
faith, it is a ponderous task to 
answer the question, "Why?" 
Why did God save Genevieve and 
not my husband? Why are people 
cruel? Why do children starve in 
Third World countries? Does 
God decide not to save a child not 
yet a year old, asleep in his crib? 

I can tell you there are no easy 
answers . Having recent ly 
entered the country of grief, I 

can attest to the climb you feel 
you must make every day just to 
get to the evening. 

God is very much a help in 
making that climb. Whether he 
sets us on that climb or not is a 
question many of us who mourn 
the loss of someone dear are not 
able to answer. 

Melissa Madenski 
Neskowin 

Enduring Hope 
It's hot, and I'd rather be any-

where but at my typewriter. But 
I think your story "Never Say 
Die" is so important that I want 
to write. 

Today we have those who feel 
anyone on life-support systems 
should be automatically discon-
nected because of the cost. We 
read about mass suicides and all 
sorts of horrendous death 
stories. But in "Never Say Die" 
we find professionals going one 
step further in their effort to 
save a life and, against all odds, 
succeeding gloriously. 

Naively, I expect them to do 
no less. And although it was a 
doctor and hospital team that 

wouldn't say die in my case and 
against all the odds brought me 
back from a cardiac arrest, the 
principle is the same: Never say 
die! 

The article was exciting and 
well-written. More of these 
would be appreciated. 

Elouise Bailey 
Portland-

Firefighters' Friend 
Thank you immensely for 

"Never Say Die." Our fire-
fighters deserve all the credit 
and recognition for their abilities 
and courage, their compassion 
and caring, that the community 
can bestow upon them. 

As a fire department secre-
tary, I see the daily activity, the 
rush of adrenalin when the tones 
sound — and the real humaif" 
drama that goes with the terri-
tory. I know my "boys" are 
ready to help whenever and 
wherever it is needed, and they 
will do their very best every 
time. 

Patty Dutcher 
Vancouver, Wash. 

APPIIQUED 
SWEATSHI 
Promote Oregon! 
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LEGACY... 
Continued from page 29 
book was "Arctic Dreams," a chronicle of the North that 
Lopez compiled from years of study and travel above the 
Arctic Circle. 

Oregon author Jean Auel has set publishing records — 
locally, nationally and internationally — for the first three 
volumes of her planned six-novel series, "Earth's Children." 
These are "The Clan of the Cave Bear," "The Valley of 
Horses" and "The Mammoth Hunters," novels acted out in 
the spacious frontier of the Pleistocene Epoch. 

Author Craig Lesley received a Western Writers of 
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America Spur Award for his noveK'Winfer-
kill," set in the Wallowa Mountains; Oregon 
author Clyde Rice won a Western States Book 
Award for "A Heaven in the Eye," his autobi-
ography set in Northern California; popular 
novelist Tom Robbins lives in La Conner, 
Wash., his novels describing more than just 
the blackberry bushes indigenous to Seattle; 
Ivan Doig, now living in Washington, catches 
Montana history. Poets and short-story 
authors Raymond Carver and Tess Gallagher 
of Port Angeles, Wash., are considered among 
the best writers in the country, while Port-
land's Ursula Le Guin creates critically 
acclaimed novels that are published nationally 
and internationally. 

Clearly the Pacific Northwest has yielded an 
abundance of successful writers, many of 
whom record or are affected by the backdrop 
for their work. Now the recorders of social 
history, they are Holbrook's younger genera-
tion grown to literary giants. 

But this group needed a precedent and 
found one in the early writers and members of 
the Oregon Freelance Club. They needed men-
tors such as Nan Phillips, the club's secretary 
during the 1960s, who counseled, "Study 
what's been written that you like, research 
your markets, work every day at your own 
craft, and then send it out. And keep sending it 
out." Now 78, Phillips has never forgotten her 
own advice and continues to make a living as a 
writer. But her work helping other writers 
may be her most enduring legacy. Often pack-
ages arriving at the post office in Neskowin, 
where she lives, are marked simply "Nan Phil-
lips, Teacher." 

Hitching up his Levi's, James says, "I 
think there is a mystique about the 
Northwest that brings out the tal-

ents, perseverance and dedication of those who 
have the unquenchable urge to write." 

James credits the natural grandeur of the 
land, the vast distances, the sense of welcome 
isolation and solitude writers cherish, as well 
as the reminders of the challenges faced by the 
early pioneers, for providing inspiration. 
"Whatever it is," he reflects, "it has brought 
fame to many who are native to the region 
and has attracted many others to make the 
Northwest their home." 

James' glass is empty, the sun has set, and 
the clock is striking. The Northwest writer 
heads slowly for the stairs. BSS3 

Quiz Answers 
1 — E 
2 — L 
3 — F 
4 — A 
5 — 1 
6 — Y 
7 — H 
8 — Q 
9 — B 

Quiz on page 12 
10 — W 19 — V 
11 — M 
12 — D 
13 — T 
14 — Z 
15 — 0 
16 — R 
17 — G 
1 8 — P 

2 0 — U 
2 1 — K 
2 2 — S 
2 3 — N 
2 4 — J 
2 5 — X 
26 — C 

Prizes of $1,000 will be made to win-
ners of the first Oregon Book Awards at 
7 p.m. Oct. 1 in the Dolores Winningstad 
Theater of the Portland Center for Per-
forming Arts. The $10 admission includes 
a light dinner. Tickets are available at 
the center box office and at the door the 
evening of the awards. 
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WOHDERING AT TRIFLES 

The writer as a human being 
Al Burt 
Special to the Times 

n f l flf illiam Kennedy was the star of 
l | | B the fringe beat. Anytime the 
W W news, if it could be called that, 
wm l v revealed some fascinating though 

insignificant peculiarity in human behavior, 
the city desk gave Kennedy the call. If a man 
ate a live chicken and sold feather souvenirs, 
for example, or anything else approximately 
that serious or curious, it was Kennedy's 
story. 

He excelled at that kind of stuff, creating 
features laced with amusement and sympa-
thy that somehow seemed to include a faint 
suggestion of horror that all this was taking 
place and he was part of it. 

That was how it seemed to me, anyway. I 
do not remember him all that well — it was 28 
or 29 years ago — except for a story he wrote 
about a nude volleyball game and the impact 
it had. 

After that, he began grumbling that he did 
not want to spend the rest of his life writing 
about oddities. He wanted to do something 
that had a little more meaning, something of 
true substance. 

But the city desk kept feeding him geek 
assignments, and he kept turning them out in 
that distinctive, schizophrenic style — revel-
ing in the nonsense, but recoiling at his 
serious association with it. 

Not long after that, Kennedy quit the 
Herald. He said farewell to the kook revels. 
He was going to Puerto Rico and write 
novels. Editors sigh in exasperation when a 
reporter talks like that, and many do. 

But Kennedy, as I recall it, was doing 
more than romantic dreaming. He also was 
making a philosophical complaint that he felt 
put him out of harmony with his job. 

That impressed me so much that I forgot 
about it for a couple of decades, until recent 
years when I read about Kennedy as the 
celebrated author of a series of novels set in 
Albany, N.Y. 

Interestingly, those novels included his 

prize-winning "Ironweed," which found sig-
nificance in the life of a sensitive bum, a 
fellow that the newspaperman Kennedy 
might have written about quite differently, at 
the insistence of the city desk. 

Remembering Kennedy made me realize 
again, reviewing these 13 years I have been 
living like a foreign correspondent in north 
central Florida, outside the daily influence of 
a newspaper office, what a cloistered profes-

sion newspapering can be. 
These years on the outside have given me 

the time and the extraordinary privilege, for 
a newspaperman, of being able to paw and 
puzzle at what Vladimir Nabokov (in his 
famed "Lectures on Literature") called 
"asides of the spirit" and the "capacity to 
wonder at trifles." 

Newspapermen rarely have that luxury. 
With few exceptions, they must do their 
thinking and their composing while under the 
strains of a competitive, clock-watched 
sprint. As a result, certain things tend to 
become reflexive, and the news reflects that. 

As long as you are cloistered in the office 
where there are shared appreciations that no 
outsider fully understands, all of it seems 
quite grand and significant and sometimes 
even heroic. 

Despite the idealistic newsman's percep-
tion of his job as, a public service with 
constitutional recognition, most of the prag-
matic folk I encounter outside the cloister, 
the ones who pay their daily quarters with no 
other motive than acquiring information, 

seem not to see it that way. 
They tend to regard the First Amendment 

as a granted right for the common good, not 
as an open-ended immunity and exemption 
that ripples off into a kind of 007 license that 
assures no accountability. They tend to see 
newspeople as subject to the same human 
standards and values, the same courtesies 
and requirements for compassion in human 
relations, and the same responsibilities in 
community affairs, as they are. 

Newspapers or newspeople who do not 
understand and reflect acknowledgment of 
those common burdens generate a little bit of 
fear even among honest folk. 

The effect of this on me gradually was to 
reform my character, to make me more 
aware and appreciative of the need for 
civility in public affairs and for compassion in 
personal ones, more aware of the reasons 
why there need to be United Ways and 
Chambers of Commerce and churches and 
civic organizations that target unusual human 
needs. They were not created just to 
exasperate newspeople, after all. 

Maybe it was more fun being a media 007, 
and maybe I have lost my license ever to re-
enter the cloister, but it nevertheless is 
satisfying now to relax and to regard my 
human inclinations not as weaknesses but as 
strengths. 

So I enjoy reading those William Kennedy 
novels and wondering. Listen to this from 
"Ironweed": "Only the light had changed, 
brighter now, and with it grew Francis's 
hatred of all fantasy, all insubstantiality." 

And later, this: "By now he was sure only 
that he lived in a world where events decided 
themselves, and that all a man could do was 
to stay one jump into their mystery." 

I wonder, if that copy had come to me as I 
sat on that old city desk so long ago, whether 
I would have edited out those little gems. 

Yeah, probably. Too sentimental, too 
moralistic, too much wonder at trifles. 

• Al Burt is a former reporter and now a 
columnist for the Miami Herald's Tropic 
magazine, where this piece first appeared. 

Newspapermen must do 
their composing under the 
strains of a clock-watched 
sprint Certain things tend 
to become reflexive, and 
the news reflects that. 

AP Newsfeatures 

Pulitzer Prize-winning writer William Kennedy at St. Agnes Cemetery near Albany, N.Y„ setting for his novels. He left the newspaper 
business, saying he didn't want to spend the rest of his life writing about oddities. 
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Launch built to explore 
Sound as Vancouver did 
LAUNCH 
continued from Page 1 

schoolchildren and city dwellers up 
and down the river. 

The Pure Sound Society's goals 
are more modest. After much bits-
and-pieces fund raising, they com-
missioned shipwright Greg Foster 
of Whaler Bay, on Galiano Island, 
B.C., to build a replica of the 
Discovery's launch. 

Dolstad contends there's no 
better way to slow down: "Rowing 
a boat is a counterbalance to a 
quickly moving society. When you 
row a boat, it's a way to find a 
sense of place, a home." 

Yesterday, the Pure Sound So-
ciety and friends rowed from 
Galiano Island 18 miles to South 
Pender Island. Today they will 
continue to row south and Tuesday 
the launch will arrive at Vashon 
Island. 

On May 20, a concert at 
Seattle's Paramount Theater fea-
turing Seeger himself will benefit 
the Pure Sound Society. 

With the concert proceeds, 
Wetmore and Dolstad will take 
groups of up to 10 teen-agers on 
five- to 10-day trips in the Sound 
this summer. Teaching environ-
mental awareness and seaman-
ship, they will explore the farthest 
reaches of the inland sea from 

Olympia to Bellingham. Each trip 
will feature a conservation project, 
such as mapping the eelgrass and 
kelp beds of the south Sound. Adult 
excursions will concentrate more 
on natural history and developing 
group cooperation. 

The Discovery's launch, with a 
wooden name plaque on its side 
and the Union Jack fluttering from 
its stern, is beautiful but unprepos-
sessing: yellow cedar planking, 
copper rivets, canvas sails. Dol-
stad acknowledges it's a more 
modest start than Seeger's Clear-
water. 

But yesterday, listening to the 
the gentle slap of oars on water, 
the ripple of sails and the snap of 
the Union Jack fluttering in a light 
breeze, it was easy to believe that 
the Pure Sound Society's gentle 
aim, to bring us back to the 
Sound's subtle natural wonders, 
mig ît have some effect in preserv-
ing a threatened natural resource 
by helping us learn to appreciate 
it. 

Randy Smith, chief of policy 
for the regional office of the 
Environmental Protection Agency, 
said that's why he agreed to 
become a director for the group. 
That appreciation is "the link 
people feel — the sense of being in 
a special place and there being a 
value to that place. That's difficult 
to put into words. Those kinds of; 
feelings are a lot of what's impor-
tant in life." 
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Slain engineer's letters revealed commitm 
'There Is a truly 
beautiful feeling 
of rebuilding a 
new society/ 

Benjamin Under 

just sit in the pond as the water 
foamed up around me." 

• "I'm looking around little 
streams . . . this means a lot of 
walking and musing on muddy 
trails through the hills." 

• "It (the Cua-Bocay area 
where he worked on hydroelectric 
development) is stunningly beauti-
ful countryside with coffee planta-
tions, corn, beans, forest and 
bananas all over the place. It has 

the lush feeling which comes with lj 
rain, and lots of it." y 

But the conflict was never far d 
from his thoughts, as he wrote: 

"But there is a war. These t] 
walks through the countryside are 1 
with an armed escort, and some ij 
days we can't go to the sites. 

" . . . You wonder if the puddle i 
you are about to drive through has H 
a mine in it." ' 

Linder said the people in El J 
Cua and San Jose de Bocay, where j 
he lived most recently, "used to J 
live in the mountains but have i 
moved down due to threats, kid- I 
nappings, robbery and theft by the I 
contras." I 

"It is hard to describe what the I 
war is like," Linder wrote in 
another letter. "We have seen I 
pictures of blanket bombing in 
Vietnam, of street fighting in 
Beirut. . . of Indians and cowboys I 
with the cavalry arriving at the I 

UNDER 
continued from Page 1 

commitment and substance. I feel 
he was headed for Nicaragua, in 
his heart, long before he ever went, 
there." 

Rutherford recalls the fun-lov-
ing Linder, who rode a unicycle 
from »Vancouver, B.C., to San 
Diego, and who made a 100-mile 
unicycle ride around Seattle. 

"He wasn't one of those angry 
political people," Rutherford add-
ed. "He had these convictions, but 
he expressed them with humor. Hev 

never put you down because you 
chose, as I have done, to make 
political statements with contribu-
tions rather than getting out in the 
trenches." 

The comic side of Linder 
comes out in his letters, too. 

In one, he wrote that he had 
gone to a Halloween costume party 
dressed as Eugene Hasenfus, the 
American pilot who parachuted 
into Nicaragua while flying arms 
to the contras. 

In another, he said he had 
taken to the streets to encourage 
voter registration, beating on 
drums, swinging his juggling clubs 
and dressing up as hormiguita el 
payaso (the little ant clown). 

Linder was small physically 
(Rutherford estimated he was 5 
feet 2 inches tall and about 115 
pounds). But he was strong for his 
size, she said, and had "an amaz-
ingly high energy level." Yet, she 
added, when he came down from 
his "highs," he was quiet and 
philosophical. 

Some of the letters show the 
contemplative side: 

• "Today I am struck by a 
beautiful little waterfall and had to 
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Kim WiüiámsrGpmmentator 
And WriteiyBies in Montana 
Kim Williams, a naturalist, writer 

and guest commentator on National 
Public Radio's daily news program 
"All Things Considered," died of can-
cer yesterday at her home in Missoulá, 
Mont. She was 62 years old. 

In her decade on the program, Ms. 
Williams gained national attention for 
her folksy commentaries and offbeat 
advice on ANything from what to eat to 
when to marry to how to dress. 

Ms. Williams started giving advice 
when she was 50 years old, she once 
told Ian Frazier of The New Yorker, 
who wrote about her twice in "Talk of 
the Town." 

"There are certain things that you 
just should do," The New Yorker 
quoted her as saying. "In the spring, 
you should eat a dandelion salad. And, 
stárting in July, you have to try and 
have huckleberry days. Late-afternoon 
huckleberrying is a grand thing to do." 

Ms. Williams announced on the air 
three weeks ago that she had terminal 
cancer and was refusing chemothera-
py. In her final radio show, July 16, 
with Susan Stamberg, co-host of "All 
Things Considered," she said, "I wish 
to die in peace, not in pieces." 

Hundreds Paid Tribute 
Although Ms. Williams had asked 

people not to send her mail, Ms. Stam-
berg said hundreds of letters arrived. 
Ms. Williams listened from her home 
to the July 24 program while fans paid 
tribute, some by audiotape and other in 
letters read by Ms. Stamberg. 

A man from Texas wrote, "I will al-
ways think of her and her inimitable 
voice guiding me along as I walk now 
through the woods or ponder the culi-
nary merits of some backyard flora.'' 

Ms. Williams wrote four books. Her 
late&t, published last March, is "Kim 
Williams' Book of, Uncommon Sense, A 
Practical Guide With 10 Rules for 
Nearly Everything." 

Some of the "uncommon sense" in-
cludes thse thoughts: 

On losing weight: "Throw out all 
women's magazines, they'll drive you 
schizo. Page 1 is a diet. Page 2 is a 
chocolate cake. It's a no-win situa-
tion." 

On staying married: "At 9 P.M., say 
to your spouse, 'Hey did I make you 
laugh today? Did you make me laugh? 
Well, now's the time.'" 

On choosing food: "If it has more 
than 10 ingredients, throw it out." 

Kim Williams 

On dying: "Don't go ahead of time 
and don't go ignominiously." 

Ms. Williams was born in Gallatin, 
,N.Y. She attended Cornell University 
¡where she received a degree in home 
economics. 

She worked various jobs, moved to 
Missoula, Mont., with her husband in 
197i, and began writing a nature col-
umn at The Missoulian newspaper. 
That job led to her own program on the 
local public radio station, KUFM, 
which eventually led to "All Things 
Considered." 

The University of Montana, where 
Ms. Williams received her master's de-
gree in interdisciplinary studies, has 
established the Kim Williams Gradu-
ate Fellowship, to be awarded to a stu-
dent of journaiism interested in envi-
ronmental studies. 

Ms. Williams is survived by her hus-
band, Melvin Williams; her mother, 
Veronika Kandiko of Housatonic, 
Mass.; five sisters, and a brother. 

A public memorial service will be 
held at the Music Recital Hall at the 
University of Montana at 11 A.M. Aug. 
14. 



One day after he underwent success-
ful gall bladder surgery Nov. 17 he was 
unanimously selected for an artificial 
heart by a committee at Humana. 

In the week preceding his operation, 
Mr. Schroeder's condition deteriorated 

iia-

to listen to music while he operates,! 
had listened to Ravel's "Bolero" dur-| 
ing the surgery on Dr. Clark. 

Mr. Schroeder was wheeled into thel 
recovery room at 2:45 P.M., and at 4:181 
he opened his eyes and squeezed thel 
outstretched hands of Dr. DeVries andl 
Dr. Lansing. 

"Everything went well, perfectly,"| 
Dr. DeVries told him. 

A bleeding complication later in thel 
evening required additional surgery! 
and an infusion of 16 pints of blood, butl 
that, too, was completed successfully! 
as Mr. Schroeder's wife and their six I 
children waited in the hospital. 

Possible Complications 
;o a mechanical respira-
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est Survival Began With 
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(YOUNG WRITERS, CONTINUED) 
These three deaths, as I've called them, do have 

something in common: it's what I would call the 
democratization of sensibility; that is, the triumph of 
the notion that art is accessible to everybody. It was the 
literary and artistic equivalent of the political idea of 
participatory democracy, which was then very current. 
The form this idea took in fiction was the so-called 
"post-modern" novel, which had the form of a serious, 
modernist novel but the content of popular culture. Ex-
amples of this stream of fiction in the 60's were the 
works of Pynchon, Gass, Gaddis, Barthelme, Barth and 
Coover. They used history, myth, American folklore, 
fairy tales,—not on a literal level, but in metafictions. 
When you look at the 60's from the perspective of these 
works, the decade might be said to have begun in 1963 
with V, to have peaked with The Crying of Lot 49 in 
1967, and to have ended quite dramatically in 1973 with 
Gravity's Rainbow. 

This stream of fiction really did end. If you look at 
the New York Times Book Review today, there's very 
little evidence that this kind of experimental metafiction 
is either being written or being talked about. What we 
have instead is a very different kind of formalism—it is 
an odd way of looking at it, but it is formalism—in the 
minimalism of writers like Ann Beattie and Raymond 
Carver. 

Yet if you look at the New York Times Book Review 
today you'll also see a lot of very familiar names—in 
fact, a whole school of writers who matured in the 60's 
and became known as "post-War writers". (The War, 
of course, was not the Vietnam War but World War II.) 
These were people like Philip Roth, John Updike, Saul 
Bellow, Bernard Malamud and Norman Mailer. In this 
stream of 1960's writing, you'll find Richard Yates' 
Revolutionary Road, published in 1961, Roth's Good-
bye, Columbus in 1959, and Letting Go, his first novel, 
in 1961. Just as the 60's can be bracketed by Pynchon's 
work, they can also be bracketed by Updike's. Rabbit, 
Run was published in 1960, and Rabit Redux in 1971. 

I expect that the panelists will say that this strand of 
American fiction, though quite prominent in the 1960's, 
was not one that really influenced them—and for a 
reason I think is important. These "post-War" novelists 
were writing about the past—their past. They were 
writing about the assimilation of Jewish Americans into 
middle-class America. They were writing about 
working-class WASPs who had become upwardly 
mobile. They were writing about suburbanization. They 
were writing about the anxious corporate types. These 
topics were not what we've come to think the 60's were 
about, but they were what writers who came of age at an 
earlier time thought the 60's were about. 

This gap between a historical occurrence and the 
writing about it is fairly common in fiction; achieving 
necessary artistic distance takes time. Even today, the 
most salient cultural political events of the 60's have yet 
to be written about in what we think of as a "big" 
novel. And the problem of distance isn't just one of 
time. When it comes to the 60's, it also involves emo-
tionally coming to grips with the close of an era, which is 
what the panelists will be discussing. 

RICHARD PRICE: Before I get into it, I want to say 
that there comes a crucial traumatic moment in every 
adult's life when he realizes that he's not in the vanguard 
of the youth brigade. For me, that was when I went to 
the 8th Street Playhouse to see a double feature of Easy 

Rider and Woodstock, about four years ago, with a 
bunch of NYU and CBGB type kids, and they were 
laughing their asses off and I just wanted to die. 
(LAUGHTER) As someone once said, there comes a 
time in every man's life when he realizes he's too old to 
play pro ball. And this was the equivalent for me. 

I teach writing, and sometimes it's a frustrating ex-
perience—not because there's no talent in the 
classroom. There's always talent. But what the students 
seem to be missing is something to write about. There's 
nothing in their lives, often, which have come to natural 
ends—which is probably why the median age of 
novelists when they publish their first novels in this 
country is close to 40. When I published my first novel, I 
was 24, and I didn't think that I was particularly more 
talented than a lot of the talented students that I had. 
Then I realized that what it came down to was that I was 
writing about a part of the 60's that people put into a 
different period—the Grease era—that is, 1962-63. My 
connection with the 60's is just one book, The 
Wanderers, and it's about the coming of age of a group 
of Italian teenagers in the Bronx, before the Kennedy 
assassination, and before Veitnam and drugs became 
issues. 

What had happened to me was that when I started 
writing this stuff, which was 1969 and 1970, my life had 
changed so drastically in the five years since 1964 that it 
seemed like a century had passed. And it seemed to 
make time do funny things; I had sort of a schizophrenic 
experience of that decade. It was easier for me to write 
about it because it seemed over, and a lot longer ago 
than it really was. If it had been less defined—if the 
decade had been just an ongoing extension of the 
1950's, I think it would have taken me a lot longer to 
write about it. 

In terms of the influences of the 60's literature, I think 
I was inspired to write by the Evergreen Review, Grove 
Press writers such as John Rechy and Hubert Selby. By 
the time I started writing at the end of the 60's, the 
writers whom college students were reading were mainly 
Richard Brautigan and Kurt Vonnegut, Herman Hesse, 
a couple of Indians. (LAUGHTER) I felt that the 60's 
were when people really took the urban experience and 
sang about it. The good thing for me about reading stuff 
like Richard Brautigan is that it gave me hope—well, if 
this can get published, I can get published. 
(LAUGHTER) 

I don't seem to have that ease of writing about the late 
60's now that that period is so completely gone. The 
Yuppie thing seems a vicious denial of anybody getting 
excited about any of the things that we were excited 
about in the late 60's. I don't have any answers, but 
from my experience I think the best moment in literature 
that sort of captures the death of the 60's is a scene in 
Robert Stone's novel Dog Soldiers, when the Vietnam 
vet is being chased through the country and he winds up 
going to a retreat where he used to hang out with a 
bunch of commune heads. He finds a cave in which they 
all used to get stoned, and it looks like an archeological 
dig. All the signs—peace signs and everything—all of a 
sudden, for me, took on a terrifying sense of deadness. 
That for me was the most memorable experience I have 
had in reading about 60's. 

ASAHINA: One of the things that's clear from 
Richard's description, which I think may turn out to be 
true for the other people here, is that the books and the 

(CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE) 
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(YOUNG WRITERS, CONTINUED) 
writers they read may not have influenced them as much 
as the experience of simply being alive in a period when 
a lot was changing. And that is something Emily Prager 
has told me she's going to talk about. 

EMILY PRAGER: When I entered Barnard College 
in the fall of 1965 I was wearing a wire rim bra, a garter 
belt and stockings, a skirt that fell below the knee and a 
crisp, starched, white cotton blouse. I was a virgin and 
my expectation of the future was that I would marry for 
life and that I would have a career if it was okay with my 
husband. 

When I left Barnard College in the spring of 1969 I 
was wearing no bra, a tight, revealing T-shirt, a skirt 
that barely covered my groin. And I went home to an 
apartment where I lived with a man to whom I was not 
married, nor would I ever be. If you ask me how the 60's 
affected my writing, I'd have to say every way they 
could. 

I think that there are two ways in which your writing 
can be influenced, and one of them is mechanical and 
the other is visceral. By mechanical, I mean how you 
learn to write, the direction that you learn to take. And 
for me, this came out of three things that happened to 
me during the 60's: studying anthropology in the even-
ings, acting in a soap opera on television during the 
days, and getting involved with the National Lampoon 
magazine. 

Anthropology gave me the direction that I take in all 
my writing. I am completely absorbed in the structure of 
the culture and how it works, how the kinship structure 
works, how the linguistic models apply, and how any 
changes in these things affect the behavior of the poeple 
in our society. 

Since acting was the first way in which I used my im-
agination in a public manner, it remains a very impor-
tant experience to me. I think that when I write prose I 
write it in terms of actable scenes and connective tissue: 
any scene that I write has to be actable in performance 
terms. 

The National Lampoon is where I first started 
writing. And from the people there, from Michale 
O'Donoghue and Doug Kenney and Henry Beard, I 
learned how to write parody and, once again, the impor-
tance of research and exploring different cultural 
models and using them. I'll give you an example of that. 
I've written lots of parodies—but take The Girl Sprout 
Parody, which is a parody of the Girl Scout Handbook; 
it has badges such as Daddy's Girl, Faking Orgasm, 
Afternoon Drinker, things you need to learn to be a 
woman in our society. (LAUGHTER) 

I'm not, in the strict sense, an academic writer. I've 
come to fiction through writing humorous magazine 
pieces and parodies. But A Visit From the Foot binder, 
which takes place in 12th Century China, is basically an 
ethnography. It's an explanation of foot binding and the 
different relationships in the society that endorsed it. 
How did the cultural structure surrounding footbinding 
work? The story is highly researched. Much of the 
strange detail is factual. I like to think it is actable, and 
it is also a parody. It is a parody of a novel called The 
Dream of the Red Chamber, which is an ancient Chinese 
novel. So all these things come together there, too. 

The other effect of the 60's is the visceral one. I come 
from a time when sex was completely covert. The only 
thing you know about sex was that your society 
restricted it. I went to a high school which was pretty 

much known for its good academics, and yet the sexual 
education at this place involved a headless, armeless, 
legless torso made of wood, made in the 1930's, that was 
kept concealed in the biology lab in a drawer in a green 
shroud. And once in the whole of your high school 
career they brought it out. It was called Lina. They un-
wrapped it and its sexual organs came apart with little 
hooks. (LAUGHTER) That and the chicken embroyo 
film made up the complete instruction on sex that we 
had. 

When I look at my work—Mr. Right Revisited, which 
was a magazine piece I did about the concept of Mr. 
Right and how it changed over the years, a parody of 
Brides' magazine, Mrs. Mao's Little Red Book, 
numerous other pieces that I've done, up to and in-
cluding The Footbinder, I seem to have ongoing interest 
in the sexual restrictions that society imposes on people, 
specifically women, and how they react to them. I'm in-
terested in how society actually imposes these restric-
tions. What do people get in return for allowing 
themselves to be restricted? In writing the Footbinder 
story, for example, I was interested in understanding 
how people justified footbinding to themselves. You get 
all the historical facts together and you figure it 
out—how does a woman justify to herself mutilating her 
daughter's feet? What does she get in return? What are 
the benefits? Because that's how restrictions work. 

Also, when I was thinking about this, I was reminded 
of the fact in homeroom in high school I used to read 
aloud in senior year every morning from this book; it's 
called Love Without Fear and it says here that it's by the 
foremost authority on sex technique of the time. It's 
about how to achieve sexual happiness in marriage, by 
Eustus Cheshire, M.D. Besides the chicken embryos and 
Lina this was, when I was in high school, the most access 
you were going to get to sex. And when I was looking 
for the germ of my mission I came across this line—a 
quote from Dr. Cheshire, to whom we looked for our 
sexual guidance at that time: "The dividing line between 
the normal and the perverse is exceedingly, dangerously, 
thin. It has been said and with much more truth than 
one likes to believe, that any woman could make a 
pervert of any normal man within six months provided 
that she went about the task with earnestness and art ." 
(LAUGHTER, APPLAUSE) I like to think that I've 
devoted my whole career to proving him right. 
(LAUGHTER). 

JAY MCINERNEY: I wish I had a book like that to 
read from. I've been thinking all week about my relation 
to the 60's and my first though when I was called was 
that I was a little young, and my second thought was 
that I've been wanting to sign up with the 60's for about 
twenty years now and finally someone had asked me. 
One of the many disappointments of my youth, along 
with the guys who wouldn't let me into their treehouses 
and the girls who wouldn't let me into their 
undergarments, was that the 60's never really took me 
in. In was just too young. I was ten years old in 1965; I 
felt that something was happening there and that I 
wanted to be a part of it. One of my earlier memories is 
of waiting up at night in a friend's house past bedtime. 
We both had transistor radios glued to our ears, and the 
DJ had announced that they were going to play another 
Beatles' song sometime within the next three hours. 
(LAUGHTER) And we would wait until midnight or 
1:00 in the morning, whatever it took. It seemed that 

(CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE) 
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something vital was coming through those awful tran-
sistor radio speakers. Neither one of us could have ar-
ticulated it, but it meant a great deal to us. Shortly 
thereafter I remember seeing a vido of the Stones who 
were even stranger somehow, playing a club in England 
and looking really nasty. I wanted to be nasty and cool 
like that too. 

I've been trying to articulate to myself the connection, 
but I may be groping toward it tonight. I probably never 
would have become a writer if I hadn't come of age at 
that particular time. It's just not something that people 
in my family do. And no one has ever figured out where 
I picked the bug up. But I do think it had something to 
do wth the 60's. I think it had something to do with 
hearing the Beatles on the radio and seeing the Stones on 
TV. I was too young to go to Woodstock. I was too 
young to get a Volkswagon van and paint it in 
psychedelic colors. But finally the time came when I 
could go off to college and get out from under my 
parents. It was 1972, and I think in many ways the 60's 
ended around that time. For me they seemed to end 
about the day that I got to college. (LAUGHTER) 
Because I though very hard about where I wanted to go 
to college, and among the other factors that weighed in-
to my decision were that the college that I eventually 
went to was the first in the country to declare a 
moratorium, a strike over the bombing in Cambodia. 
This was a good school but also I was very impressed 
with the fact that they were so socially aware. Vietnam 
had been something that my father and I had been 
fighting over at the dinner table for a number of years, it 
seemed like a very important issue to me. I started 
reading Marcuse and even Marx before I got to college, 
all because of the Vietnam War. 

I went to the school which had been the very first to 
declare a strike, the year after the moratorium, expec-
ting to find a lot of social ferment. And I was ready to 
protest, to rock and roll, and to have constant, mean-
ingful sex. (LAUGHTER) I found that somewhere in 
between the time of the moratorium and I guess over the 
summer vacation, everybody had changed their minds 
about the whole thing, and there was really nothing left 
of that spirit, it seemed to me. All of a sudden it was the 
50's again. And I was very disappointed. At that point I 
set myself up as a kind of outsider and imagined myself 
to be holding some kind of torch. I took over the radical 
student organization, and there was still enough guilt 
around so that they gave us lots of money. 
(LAUGHTER) We would have Marxist economists and 
leaders of splinter parties in African nations come to 
campus, several people would come to hear, and then 
we'd have wine and cheese. I don't mean to be 
facetious, because this was important to me—I saw my 
role as an outsider as being an important one, and it fed 
my sense of myself as a writer. Although I do not feel 
capable of nor particularly interested in overtly political 
fiction, it's always seemed to me that being a writer and 
writing fiction had something to do with this political 
sense. 

In terms of the fiction itself, I'm working backwards 
toward the 60's. My first published book was Bright 
Lights, Big City, which is set very much in the 80's, I 
think. My second book, which is coming out this 
September, is set in the 70's. It took me a great many 
years to write. And I think it was because I had to 
discover the 80's before I could go back and figure out 

what had happened between the time that the Beatles 
came on the radio and the time that Newsweek did that 
hideous cover on Yuppies. This is a label, by the way, 
that I don't wear with equanimity. But I think 
something did happen there. The 70's were this terrible 
time when, in some ways, the old had died and the 
new had not yet slouched into or out of Bethlehem or 
Manhattan publishing houses. The reason it took me 
seven or eight years to write what will be my second 
novel is because I was trying to write about the time in 
which I really came of age, which was the 70's. For me 
there was among thinking people in the 70's a sense of 
loss of energy and of disappointment, or waiting for the 
new to slouch or leap or crawl or whatever into view. 
And that's what my second novel is about. Maybe my 
third novel will take on the 60's directly. But I think I'll 
leave it there for now. 

BRET EASTON ELLIS: The other day I was hearing 
there's this really weird theory among my peers 
now—writers I know who were born in the early-to-mid 
60's, people who are now 20, 21, people born around 
late '63 to around early-to-mid '64, writers who came of 
age in the late 70's and early 80's—there's this theory 
that people who had little or no direct experience with 
the 60's hold—that people my age now consider 
themselves either "screwed up" or "right wing" when 
they really don't want to be. Or people who ask 
themselves questions like "why am I an artist?" at a 
time when it's not considered particularly fashionable or 
responsible in a financial sense to be one. And these 
people have this consensus, this theory that the reason 
they are the way they are is that their mothers were car-
rying them when John F. Kennedy was shot, and since it 
so traumatized their mothers, this act in turn traumatiz-
ed them. 

I think in some weird way this is an example that 
epitomizes the way in which my generation, a generation 
which is really miles away, far removed from Jay's or 
Richard's or Emily's, looks and treats the 60's. This 
Kennedy theory which has become sort of popular and 
sort of satirical, but not really, in certain circles, sums 
up a kind of blamelessness on my generation's behalf, a 
sort of lack of responsibility in a way. An example of I 
guess what you could call the flippant derisive view 
writers my age now take of that time. I think the irony 
now is that these writers weren't aware of what was go-
ing on in the 60's. We were aged five and six when Viet-
nam was still going on, when the Beatles broke up, when 
Woodstock took place, when Altamont took place, 
when we landed on the moon, when the shootings at 
Kent State occurred. And we were scarcely any older 
when we felt the reverberations from that time. 
Watergate held little or no interest for us, but the release 
of "The Exorcist", around the same time, did. 
(LAUGHTER) And all we can really remember about 
the fall of Saigon is that it happened about the same 
time "Jaws" came out, sometime in '75. Most of the 
writers my age, I think, use the 60's in their work in a 
sort of condescending way. They don't look at it as a 
time of hope, and I don't think they look at it as a time 
of trying to bring about change or hoping to bring about 
change. I think they really look at it as a failed era. And 
the question is why do they look at it that way? Obvious-
ly it's part of the new conservatism, but partly it is 
because of the way the 60's generation came to grips 
with that time. My generation is watching them coming 
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to grips with that time, and finding nothing, or not that 
much that was illuminating or worthwhile about it. 

I think another reason why the 60's don't particularly 
matter to writers my age is that what was considered 
revolutionary or new then—say in terms of drugs or 
sex—is now taken for granted. What might have been 
daring to write about in the 60's about promiscuity, race 
problems, drugs, abortion, homosexuality, is now writ-
ten about without a second thought. And because of this 
there's a lot less experimentation going on. I mean, 
when was the last time you heard someone say, I ex-
perimented with drugs or I experimented with sex? Now 
it's simply I do drugs or I screw around a lot. It's not the 
expression or the symbol of freedom that it once was. 

Young writers today also have a problem in the sense 
that no one our age really reads any more. There's no 
real collective audience in the way that there was in the 
60's among young people, when reading was considered 
important. The question that interests me is—what is the 
book that sums up my generation? There really isn't 
one. We're talking about a generation that was weaned 
on movies, especially TV, and now to a certain extent, 
video. There's a reallotment of attention span, there's 
low tolerance for an experience that's not passive, that 
requires some kind of effort. (LAUGHTER) I think 
video is already affecting the way people my age write. 
When I read their stories I find tons of detail, and a real 
lack of inner thought. There's a lack of personality or 
any sense of culture. What's the common book that my 
generation shares as some sort of cultural inheritance? Is 
it a book—or is it a movie or a record or a television 
show or a particular song? Is it the book that sells the 
most that means the most for a generation? The one 
that's gotten around the most, the one that's sold the 
most copies? I mean, if that's the fact then it would be 
pretty depressing to think that Pet Cemetary sums up 
the way my generation is feeling and thinking. 
(LAUGHTER) I don't know. 

ASAHINA: I'd like to have the panelists address 
some common themes that have been raised. One of 
them is the influence of popular culture, which Bret was 
referring to, and to which all of us in some way have 
referred. The second is the question of class. One thing 
that's very striking today is that the so-called minimalist 
writers, the Carvers and the Masons, are in fact writing 
about lower-class or working-class people, but not in the 
same way that the proletarian novelists of the 30's did. 
What seems to have disappeared is the kind of pro-
letarian novel in which the writer is not examining 
behavior of his characters as though they were insects to 
be dissected, but rather engaging the reader's empathy. 
I'm thinking of difficult, complex books about the ur-
ban experience—like Henry Roth's Call It Sleep. 
Richard Price is very much in that tradition, and it is 
very much opposed to the lower-class and the upper-
middle-class versions of minimalist writing that reduce 
fiction to a form of behavioral analysis. I'd like to know 
Richard's thoughts on this, and then Jay's, to get it 
from the other side. 

RICHARD PRICE: My father says, "I'm really pro-
ud that you're a writer and I really like your essays, but I 
wish you'd quit referring to me as lower-middle-class. 
Why don't you just call me middle-class once? But when 
I wrote The Wanderers I found that nobody was writing 
about white lower-middle-class, working-class people. 
And I guess it applies for blacks too except the black 

writing seems to have moré1 of a tradition of writing 
about the struggle of black people. My parents' genera-
tion was haunted by the Depression. If you grow up in a 
home in which parents remember going through closets 
to find a quarter to buy milk, and remember eating coal 
for dinner or something (LAUGHTER) and you have 
enough brains to go to college, let alone a good college 
that they're going to be paying through the nose for, 
and you come after four years of college and you say, 
"Well, I think I want to be a poet, or I want to be a 
novelist"—it's like "I think I want to be a Marxist 
dance therapist or something." (LAUGHTER) But it all 
sounded the same to them. It all sounded like I'm going 
to throw my education away. I'm going to do do 
something for which there are no job interviews. 
(LAUGHTER) 

ASAHINA: I think you should tell the audience what 
you got your degree in at Cornell. 

PRICE: Oh. Industrial labor relations. Then I got a 
master of fine arts in something. (LAUGHTER) But 
what I'm trying to say is that if you grew up in the 60's 
and you came from a lower-middle-class or working-
class background that clawed its way up to suburbia, 
and you were not going to go to law school with your 
Cornell education, the odds are your parents thought 
you were nuts. And you were not going to get any 
validation from anybody in your family, who were pro-
bably the most important people around you in terms of 
validation. So the brightest minds of my generation and 
the most talented people had to do stuff that was blue 
chip: be an engineer or a doctor or lawyer, something 
that comes with a job guarantee. I was one of the few 
people who took a shot at trying to write. I figured, well, 
big deal, I'm 21, I'll try to write a novel. If it doesn't 
work out, I'll go to law school at 24, so what. And I was 
fortunate that it paid off. 

In terms of the subject, people seem to be writing 
more about where they're coming from. A jarring exam-
ple is a novel called The Beans of Egypt, Maine about 
white-trash Maine, and it's really powerful. I just think 
part of the reason is that maybe young writers are com-
ing from a generation that is not so haunted by the 
Depression and they feel maybe it's okay to take a shot 
at doing something creative. In terms of style, I was a 
labor-relations major. I was never a great reader in col-
lege, and maybe therefore I was not influenced by much 
other than the rough-and-ready kind of writing that 
came out of the Grove Press, the Evergreen, Allen 
Ginsberg type of work. 

ASAHINA: I have to apologize to Jay for saying he 
would give us the other side. But you have to admit, Jay, 
you've been tarred by the unfortunate brush of Yup-
piedom. I'll bring up a slightly unpleasant matter. There 
was a review in Mother Jones of Bright Lights, Big City 
by a man who claimed to be the model for the fact 
checker in the "Department of Factual Verification". 
(LAUGHTER) And he took great umbrage at what he 
called Jay's Yuppie novel. 

MCINERNEY: It was an interesting strategy because 
he listed all the ways that he was not at all like this guy, 
but then he insisted that he still was the guy. 
(LAUGHTER) Actually, that raised some interesting 
points for me. I didn't agree with much of it, although I 
was interested in all of it. As I understand it, the yuppie 
religion is success, and it's a short and precipitous 
downhillslide in my novel. And also this guy wants to be 
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a writer. That doesn't seem like a very yuppie thing to 
want to do. 

But I was interested in what Richard was saying, 
because I had a similar experience, although from a 
slightly different background, perhaps. When I came 
home and announced that I wanted to be a poet, there 
was a lot of screaming and tears. It was similar except 
that I suppose my family was upper-middle-class. And 
you know, I was positioned for a corporate presidency 
or something if I played my cards right and went to the 
right schools. Being a poet wasn't what I was supposed 
to do. I think one of the legacies of the 60's for me was 
this great egalitarian sentiment that swept the country at 
the time, made me want to be downwardly mobile. I 
tried for many years to take laboring jobs and I imagin-
ed the blurb on my first novel would say that Jay 
Mclnerney tended bar and did wildcatting on oil rigs in 
Oklahoma. I really felt that there was something much 
more valid about a lower-middle-class realm of ex-
perience than the world I had grown up in. One of my 
teachers was Raymond Carver, and it took me a while to 
realize that I was not going to write the great short story 
or novel about sitting around kitchen tables in trailer 
parks, because I just didn't know that world. Ray knew 
it very well. But there was no reason for me to try to 
write that way. I eventually found that I had to return a 
little closer to the realm of experience that was actually 
mine—but for years I tried to write about characters 
that I felt came from a more valid world, characters that 
were closer to the world of work, that were not 
educated, that were somehow more physically engaged 
with the world. It took me a while to strike a happy 
medium. 

ASAHINA: Your wanting to be a writer and, in 
Bright Lights, Big City, the hero's wanting to be a 
writer, lead to the second question I threw to the 
panelists—about the influence of popular culture. 
There's a point in the chapter on the Department of Fac-
tual Verification where the hero says that he took the 
job as the first step on the road toward literary celebrity. 
And in Emily's short story, The Alumnae Bulletin, one 
of the participants in the group discussion is obsessed 
with the celebrity of Jerzy Kosinski. The idea of a 
celebrity, of a superstar, is one of the unfortunate 
popular culture legacies of the 60's. Let me ask what 
your thoughts are on being a celebrity, and how this 
relates to the force of popular culture in literature today. 

PRAGER: It seems to me, in modern life, people 
often run into celebrities in the street or cross their paths 
in some way. This seems to be a normal thing that hap-
pens to people now. There are so many celebrities now, 
and, as Warhol says, everybody is going to have fifteen 
minutes of being one. I chose Jerzy Kosinski for my 
story because if you have three women wearing wooden 
phalluses and somebody's got to come in and find that 
okay, I thought he could do it. (LAUGHTER) But also 
because Kosinski crystalized something for me, which is 
that he manages to have full literary dignity while also 
being able to write about bondage, and this is a very dif-
ficult thing to achieve in American society. 
(LAUGHTER) I needed somebody cool, but with 
literary dignity. Actually, the choice was between him 
and Thomas Pynchon—I figured nobody knows what 
Pynchon looks like, so he could come in . . . but Kosin-
ski was better. And also, Kosinski does talk shows. He's 
a celebrity. People know the cadence of his voice, his 

look, so that's why I chose him. 
I've always felt that the 60's happened because of 

birth control pills, and that what you had in the 60's was 
a massive group of people who for the first time ever 
were devoting their childbearing years to not raising 
children, a huge group of young people who were 
highly-educated, well-fed, and very achievement-
oriented, who used their child-bearing years for other 
creative endeavors. And out of this came lawyers who 
were creative, and doctors who were creative, and I 
don't know what else, but creativity became something 
that you could actually aspire to. Certainly when I was 
little, and Richard was talking about his parents flipping 
out—you didn't aspire to being an artist. You were an 
artist. But you didn't have little children saying, gee, I'm 
going to be a filmmaker. That didn't exist. It was much 
more of a bohemian thing. 

What I think the 60's didn't count on is mass informa-
tion. We just didn't count on the fact that there would 
be 25 cable channels and information coming at you. 
For example, Proctor & Gamble, who were the sponsors 
of the soap opera I acted on, did now allow sex in the 
60's, and if you were having any kind of kissing 
scene—which could occur only between married 
people—you had to have one foot on the floor. That 
people like Proctor & Gamble would do a 360-degree 
turn in their expression of moral values to where now on 
an afternoon soap opera you have people literally in bed 
simulating screwing, is amazing. 

Who would have though that these people that 
brought us up with all these strict moral values would 
just throw them away the minute money came their way. 
But hey, that's what happened. If we used to be the 
counter-culture, I call us now the charge-accounter-
culture. And that's what happened to all my hip 60's 
friends—they became very money-oriented. " 

ASAHINA: I think maybe now is the time to take 
questions from the floor. 

QUESTION: You were talking before about why 
there was a dearth of novels by 60's-influenced novelists 
about working-class people. During the War it was the 
poor kids who were going to Vietnam and the rich kids 
who were getting the nice little college deferments and 
conscientious objections. Possible, when the poor kids 
came home, those who came home, they weren't ready 
to talk about it or write about it, and neither were their 
families. Although you did go through the upheavals on 
the campus, they went through total devastation. 
Perhaps it's only recently that they're even able to talk 
about it. 

PRAGER: I'm confused. Are you talking about why 
there are no Vietnam novels? 

QUESTION: No, I'm talking about why most of the 
novels now are not working-class as in the Henry Roth 
novel, Call It Sleep. The poor kids who were poor dur-
ing the 60's went through something much more awful 
and much more traumatic than just the upheaval on the 
campus, not to minimize what you were all going 
through and feeling. And that trauma was so deep that 
it's only recently that you're getting Vietnam novels. 
You had Vietnam accounts but you're not getting 
novels, because I think that taps into something even 
deeper in the psyche. 

PRAGER: I think it's true that there are very few 
people who went to Vietnam who really want to discuss 
it. I must say I've noticed that. But there's also the reali-

(CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE) 



(YOUNG WRITERS, CONTINUED) 
ty that no one in America has wanted to buy a Vietnam 
book. And anybody in publishing will tell you that up 
until very recently Vietnam has not been big bucks. I did 
a little study of militarism and how—you know, when 
we were young there were a million military programs on 
television, sitcoms and what-have-you, which ceased 
completely in 1965 and didn't start again until 1972 with 
"MASH" and followed by "Apocalypse Now" and all 
those other things. But during the Vietnam War there 
were no militaristic programs at all and it was not box 
office. I think that's true, isn't it? 

PRICE: But I think the majority of what has been 
written in fiction from about the 1960's has been war 
novels. I've seen almost nothing about the 60's about 
the domestic side—I mean, whatever has been written in 
novel form about the 60's has been by Vietnam veterans. 

QUESTION: As novels? 
PRICE: Off the top of my head: Going After Cac-

ciato, 13th Valley, Dog Soldiers—I can think of maybe 
five or six Vietnam novels, but I can't think about any 
novels about what else was going on. I'm not disagree-
ing with you, I'm just saying people don't seem to be 
able to write about anything but the war. Unless you want 
to think about something like The Strawberry State-
ment, there really aren't any domestic novels about 
America in the 60's 

QUESTION: Well, Machine Dreams is the only one 
that really talks about what happened to us here. 

PRAGER: I know of one other, which was called The 
Ballad of Habit and Accident, which was written by 
Rock Brynner, which actually is pretty good. 

It's about going across Europe in the 60's. He and two 
friends get some money and they decide that they're go-
ing to take as many drugs as they can until they die. And 
in terms of an evocation of what the period was like, it is 
pretty good. But it's very hard to write about the 60's, I 
think. 

PRICE: I think one of the reasons why it is hard to 
write about the 60's is that we all went through it, and 
it's weird because it's too familiar. It's like instant 
cliche. I think more time has to pass. There could be 
nothing more deadly than a movie about the late 60's 
right now, because it's like yeah, yeah, yeah. 

QUESTION: Bob, your mention of Pynchon got me 
thinking about the idea of difficulty, and it used to be 
very hip to be difficult. When I was going to school in 
'68 to '72, we were reading Giles Goat Boy and William 
Gaddis and Pynchon, of course. Nobody seems to be 
writing those books any more except whatever Pynchon 
is doing. I wonder how you feel about making demands 
on your audience, or do you feel like your audience 
wants to have any demands made on it? I may be asking 
the wrong writers, because you all write fairly accessible 
books, except you were talking about anthropology. 
(LAUGHTER) But do you feel that you could ask your 
audience to really buckle down and read this book and 
then reread it and then write a paper about it and . . . 

PRAGER: Yes. 
ASAHINA: Well, before we get the responses of the 

working novelists here, let me give a response from a 
critic. The criterion of difficulty that was always advanc-
ed as indicating modernist seriousness wa$ also always 
very ambiguous. Fiction was, on the one hand, suppos-
ed to be difficult because it was supposed to reveal deep, 
dark truths about the human soul, which presumably 
are going to be difficult no matter what form they take. 

But, on the other hand, that difficulty was also suppos-
ed to be expressed stylistically—in Faulknerian 
sentences that went on for a whole paragraph. These 
two kinds of difficulty get very confused both in writers' 
minds and in critics' minds. I don't think that works be-
ing written today are any less difficult than they were 
when Pynchon or Gass were in vogue. They are less dif-
ficult today in strictly formal terms, but I don't think 
they're any less difficult in substance. 

QUESTION: Well, Gass is the last one writing that 
book. But how do you feel about your audience right 
now? I mean, suppose—could you ask them to in-
vest—would you spend ten years writing a book like 
Pynchon's Gravity's Rainbow? Do you think it would 
be worth it? I thought it was worth it, and it was worth 
it. 

PRAGER: Can I reply to this? 
QUESTION: Sure. 
PRAGER: Yes. Yes, I would, and it would. But when 

I'm writing a book I do want people to be able to read it. 
And I assume you are talking about people with shorter 
attention spans and all that. But of course you write a 
book for your own pleasure first. It's not like you sit 
there and tone it down for anybody else. It has to please 
me before it pleases you. 

PRICE: Yeah. I know you're high on Don DeLillo, 
for example. I can't imagine Don DeLillo saying like 
whoa, this is too tough, I'm going to throw in a little 
Louie L'Lamour here. (LAUGHTER) I think from the 
point of view of the person that manufactures the pro-
duct, it's—not to sound romantic about it, but it picks 
you. You don't pick it. I can't really choose—I mean, I 
don't know DeLillo or Pynchon or Barth or any of 
those people, but I can't imagine that they have much of 
a choice as to what they write. I think the decision of 
like, well, listen, I have to get published, so I'm going to 
downgrade i t . . . I don't think they can do that. I think 
everybody—like you say, everybody on this panel is 
pretty accessible. But I don't think anybody here writes 
to be accessible. This is the way you want to tell your 
story. It's almost out of your control, I think. 

MCINERNEY: I agree with Richard. I do think that 
your work picks you, to some extent. And I spent in all 
about five or six years trying to write a new novel which 
is coming out, and I wish that it hadn't taken that long. I 
think it was probably a more difficult book partly 
because of this long gestation. I would have gladly writ-
ten it more quickly. But I don't think there are many 
serious writers who would decide to drop a word 
because it was only in the Oxford and not in the 
Websters dictionary. I think insofar as that's a con-
scious choice, it's a very cynical choice. Whether to daz-
zle the academicians with your obscurity or whether to 
pander to the unwashed masses—I think both of these 
decisions would be very cynical, and I think Richard is 
right, that you don't choose it, or insofar as you do, 
you're probably making a mistake. 

QUESTION: I wonder how you can neglect Heller's 
work when we are discussing books that influenced the 
ideas and style of the 60's. It seems to me that Catch-22 
has that kind of force today, nor do I think an 
equivalent book exists for younger people. But I may be 
wrong, I'll be happy to hear your opinions. 

MCINERNEY: I think it's a very good example. I 
think it was so much in the air that it's almost like trying 
to say what Catcher in the Rye was for the 50's. Well, 
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it's more difficult than that. It's something that I think 
everyone was aware of, and almost everyone was in-
fluenced by. I think that Catch-22 almost told us how to 
understand the Vietnam War, among other things. So I 
think it's very difficult to talk about it because it is such 
an important work. 

QUESTION: This is for Bret. A lot of the writing and 
the art of the 60's was characterized by rebellion. And 
many of the things that people rebelled against are 
givens now, as you mentioned in your remarks. I 
wonder if there is some focus of rebellion that your 
generation is going to be writing about. 

ELLIS: No. (LAUGHTER) It's really weird, and it's 
getting more and more—I mean, I hate to sound so 
preachy, but it's getting extremely conservative. I'm go-
ing to this really small liberal arts college which likes to 
think of itself as the last bastion of bohemia, but the two 
most popular places on this campus now are the com-
puter room and the weight room. It's really getting to 
the point where I don't see rebellion at all in the genera-
tion I'm looking at. I see a lot of passivity, but I don't 
see rebellion in any sense. 

QUESTION: I was going to ask a somewhat similar 
question. Just that if you could look into your crystal 
balls for a second, do you see any event going on right 
now—I know you just said you don't see people rebell-
ing, but do you see any event that could mobilize poe-
ple, if you were going to give it some thought? 

PRAGER: Nuclear war. 
QUESTION: You were accounting for the apathy, as 

it were, of your generation with the mothers being af-
fected by Kennedy's assassination. I'm one of those 
mothers, and my daughter is a writer, among other 
things. I think it wasn't so much the Kennedy assassina-
tion, as traumatic as that was. I think the trouble with 
kids who are raised by 60's parents is that they can't 
figure out how to rebel against their parents, which is 
what you have to do first. Because you know like they 
come home and they say, I'm dropping out of school. I 
want to be a dancer. And their parents say oh wow. 
(LAUGHTER) And they say I'm going to demonstrate 
against nuclear war. And they say right on! And they 
say I've decided I'm a homosexual and their mother says 
far out. So that's my theory. (APPLAUSE) 

QUESTION: There has been an unspoken promotion 
of blackness of the material that comes out of this 
period, due to the embarrassment over this rebellion. 
Most of the important books of the period were 
Castenada, Tom Wolfe, and Hunter Thompson. No 
novels. A whole generation of novels wiped out. Why? 

PRAGER: Well, for one thing—and I don't think this 
is a bad thing—magazine writing came to its peak in the 
60's. I mean, the equivalent of all the novels that would 
have been written are in New Times. They're in The Na-
tional Lampoon. They're in Esquire. During the 60's, a 
lot of people learned to write by writing magazine ar-
ticles. A few years ago I realized that the way you made 
a living as a writer in the 50's and the 40's was by writing 
short stories, and there was a market for them, and they 
paid you enough money so you could actually write 
short stories and live. Well, you can't do that any more. 
So what do you do? You write screen plays, you write 
magazine articles. And I think that the quality of that 
60's magazine writing is really high, if you look at it 
now. And there was a lot going on. There was a lot to 
write about in those magazine articles, and a lot of 

freedom. 
QUESTION: I would like you to discuss the relation-

ship between television and the novel. You touched on it 
in various comments made about television. I'd also like 
to know if you believe the lack of readership has to do 
with the fact that people confuse experiences they've 
watched in the movies or television with actual ex-
periences. 

ASHANIA: Bret, that sounds like one for you. 
ELLIS: I don't know. I don't watch a lot of televi-

sion. (LAUGHTER) 
RICHARD PRICE: I think there's a whole thing go-

ing on right now in terms of why people don't read, and 
part of it is TV and then it's MTV, which is even less ver-
bal than regular TV. And then the video games and 
computers. We're going to have a generation of kids 
that are totally undereducated but with incredibly fast 
reflexes, and the implications are terrifying. 
(LAUGHTER) 

QUESTION: I think kids my age this evening are get-
ting kind of a bad rap. (LAUGHTER) And you said 
that we had nothing to rebel against, or that you didn't 
think there would be a rebellion which would be written 
about. And I was wondering if maybe it wasn't that we 
ran out of rebellion, but of ways of looking at it. The 
problem for you, the writers, is that you've lost sort of a 
new outlook, a new way of looking at an old problem. 
Women still have problems. Women still are fighting 
something. There's certainly got to be new ways of look-
ing at it. The book that you wrote, Mr. Mclnerney, it 
could have been a flat story of a man's fall. But you had 
a fresh outlook. You used a different, interesting, cer-
tainly enthralling writing style. So it was a new way of 
looking at maybe an old story. I was wondering if that's 
what you're complaining about, that you're running out 
of new ways to look at things. Not that we're running 
out of problems, but you just can't seem to find a new 
way of doing it. 

PRAGER: Well, I don't know. I don't feel I'm runn-
ing out of ways to look at things. But then maybe I'll 
always look at things in terms of the 60's, in terms of 
coming from such a state of innocence into so many 
things happening. I mean, there are a million things that 
keep going on. Women—the sexual liberation has not 
occurred to my knowledge. Although certainly Madon-
na might prove that wrong. I don't know. Bret, don't 
you rebel against—it seems to me in your novel you 
rebel against cynicism. 

ELLIS: When I talked about rebellion I meant 
rebellion on the obvious level that was going on in the 
60's compared to the 80's. That sense of rebellion, that's 
very outward. I guess if you think of writing as even a 
form of rebellion in a sense then, yes, there are people 
still rebelling, and writing. But I don't see rebellion as 
clearly as it was defined, say, twenty years ago. I don't 
see people our age doing that. 

MCINERNEY: I think it would be a shame if we left 
here without all thinking that there are a lot of lessons 
from the 60's to be carried over. Things are in terrible 
shape right now politically, and I would hate to detail 
the ways in which I think they are. But I think it's a time 
in which good women and men had better try to keep 
the fight going. 

ASAHINA: And the ways in which writers in par-
ticular bear that responsibility is a complicated issue 
which we have begun to explore tonight, a beginning, 
possibly. Thank you all for coming. • 



In Memoriam 
Heinrich 

I am asked: what kind of a man was Heinrich Boll? 
As a literary figure he was one of the great ones of our 
age. In Europe he became a kind of myth, larger than 
life not only because of what he wrote but because of 
what he stood for. Whenever he was told that he had be-
come the "conscience" of the German people, he would 
demur, yet I think it was true. He was not a moralist in 
the sense that he preached, but he was a moralist in that 
not only did he point to the obvious—the horrors and 
futility of war—but he also shook his compatriots out of 
the complacency that was beginning to show as prosper-
ity grew and the agonies of the war years began to fade. 
As he has said: "The unhealed wounded are every-
where, and no living creature is innocent of their 
blood." 

He lived as he wrote. Straightforward in all his deal-
ings, he was a man of great warmth and humor. He 
deeply loved his family. He was truly devout—devout in 
all his beliefs, whether religious or social. A practicing 
Catholic, he became outspokenly critical of the hier-
archy of the Church. If I were asked to name one over-
riding quality of his I would say: compassion. He 
mounted many barricades in support of the causes he 
believed in, and anyone who mounts barricades is ex-
posed to confrontation, of which he experienced plenty. 
He became a national and international figure, a name 
familiar to every German household, revered by many, 
reviled by some; but on the day of his death, all the flags 
in his native Cologne were flown at half-mast. 

Today we cannot imagine conditions as they were in 
Germany after the total collapse of May 1945—Boll 
speaks of looking at "the giant dust cloud that had once 
been Cologne." I speak not merely of ruined cities and 
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uncounted dead—these were not unique to Germany at 
the end of World War II. But art was dead, literature 
was dead. From the beginning of the Nazi era, in the 
early '30s, virtually the entire literary output of Ger-
many was of very low quality. The language had become 
debased by rhetoric and polemic, and serious writers 
either left the country or wrote furtively. But Heinrich 
Boll, starting as a very young writer in the late 1940s, 
after his return from the war, was one of the first to re-
store the language of German literature to honesty, dig-
nity and beauty, and this surely contributed to the deci-
sion to award him the Nobel Prize for Literature. 

He made of the German language a beautiful preci-
sion tool with which he could express all he had to say. 
As time went on, he wanted to say more and more, and 
his scope widened as his insights and judgments deep-
ened. He was the least tentative of writers, and it was 
this firmness of concept, the sureness and imagination 
with which he used his native language, that made it a 
sheer delight for me to translate him into English. Grad-
ually, the precision and flexibility he brought into play 
became a model for other, younger German writers; he 
set up new standards, or revived old ones, and the lan-
guage of German literature became once again some-
thing to respect, enjoy, and love. 

I have been his translator for twenty-two years, and 
throughout those years Heinrich Boll and his work have 
been, and will remain, the objects of my respect, enjoy-
ment, and enduring affection. 

—Leila Vennewitz 

Prepared at the request of the Canadian Broadcasting Corporation, for broadcast 
by the author on Sunday, July 21, 1985. All rights reserved by the author. 

In Memoriam 
Mira Mihelic 

When she did not appear at one of the regular meet-
ings of the Executive Board of the Slovene PEN (Ljobl-
jana, Yugoslavia), I thought she was again on one of her 
travels: to a PEN conference, to a Yugoslav or an inter-
national writers' meeting. Then I was told she was sick. 
This was in the spring of 1985, a month or two before the 
Bled meeting, and the San Marino conference was still 
months away. When I visited her in the hospital in Ljub-
jana, the illness seemed minor. Mira looked great, as al-
ways, and I was sure she would attend both meetings; 
she liked so much to mix with international celebrities, 
and she fit into that intellectual community so nicely. In 
her last book (The Hours of My Days—A Memoir, 
1985), she wrote extensively about this community 
which she called a family and a remedy to her lethargies 
caused by several attempts of the domestic bureaucracy 
to punish her for her independent gestures and state-
ments. 

Now, Mira Mihelic, author of 17 novels, 6 plays and 
over 50 translations, a vice-president of International 
PEN and one of the most remarkable figures of the 
Yugoslavian cultrual life, is no longer there to receive 
visitors, appointments, invitations and hundreds of let-
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ters. She died in the middle of her plans and a little bit 
distant from many of her friends. I am sure she would 
have by all means tried to attend the New York Con-
gress; she has not missed any since the Yugoslav revival 
of PEN in the sixties. She was there to engineer the re-
turn of the Yugoslav writers into the "liberal-minded" 
community of PEN; she was at hand when petitions for 
the writers in trouble had to be signed and submitted; 
and she helped to smooth the way for entry into PEN of 
the People's Republic of China. But primarily she was 
liked and remembered for her charming personality and 
her gentle humor. In Slovenia, she was particularly 
popular for her open-mindedness and—of course—for 
her numerous books. 

Her books are about the decline of the middle Euro-
pean bourgeoisie. Herself a child of the pre-war Yugo-
slav elite, she was very microscopic about the mechan-
isms that powered it, but she was never narrow about 
the overall picture of society. It was her character to for-
give with a smile, irony, and self-effacement, and she 
actually made the Revolution the hero of her literary 
world. She was critical, but never egocentric. She was 
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The PEN Syndicated Fiction Project is accepting 
previously unpublished short stories under 3,000 words 
from PEN members during the month of March, 1986 in 
its 5th National Competition. Winning stories receive 
$250 as well as an additional $150 each time they are 
published in any of 12 major U.S. newspapers par-
ticipating in the project. Send two copies of double-
spaced manuscripts with your name, address and phone 
number to: PEN Syndicated Fiction, P.O. Box 6303, 
Washington D.C., 20015. For more information, call: 
(301) 656-8474. 

The Family of Man Publishing Company is looking 
for poets throughout the world who would like to con-
tribute a poem for publication in a special international 
anthology called "Poets for Africa". All proceeds and 
donations will go to Africa, the money to be used for the 
relief of famine. Poems may be any subject, but 
preferably themes of universal love, brotherhood, peace 
or world hunger. An enclosed stamped, self-addressed 
envelope would be appreciated. The publishers would 
also like to hear from any publishers, distributors and 
organizations tha can lend a hand to this cause. Write 
to: The Family of Man, P.O. Box 19571, Las Vegas, NV 
89132 

Croton Review #9 seeks unpublished poetry (75 lines 
maximum length), essays, short/short stories (12-14 
pages long) for the Spring/Summer issue; deadline 
January 1986. A special section will feature "self-
portrait" poems. Payment: Honorarium plus one copy. 
Submission and queries with SASE to: The Editors, 
P.O. Box 277, Croton-on-Hudson, NY 10520. 

Dustbooks, a northern California publisher specializ-
ing in small press information, has announced publica-
tion of The Directory of Poetry Publishers (first edition, 
1985, 228 pages, paperback $9.95). Containing more 
than 1,000 listings of presses and magazines throughout 
the world, the directory goes into some depth for each 
publisher concerning publishing and submissions 
policies, number of poems published, rights purchased, 
special interests, etc. Dustbooks is at P.O. Box 100, 
Paradise, CA 95969. 

Bev Chaney, bookseller and collector of first editions, 
announces a new service for authors and executors: 
Literary Properties. The purpose of the service is to ap-
praise manuscripts, proofs, authors' notes, journals and 
other pertinent papers, to act as the author's represen-
tative for the sale or placement of papers and books to 
institutions, auction houses and individuals. This can in-
clude organizing and cataloguing materials, recommen-
tations on what should be saved, what is marketable and 
collectible, etc. For more information, contact: Bev 
Chaney, Jr. Books, 60 Radnor Avenue, Croton-on-
Hudson, NY 10510; telephone (914) 941-1002 or (914) 
271-8153. 

Brena and Lee A. Freeman, Sr. are the benefactors of 
the Nelson Algren Award, (not to be confused with the 
PEN/Nelson Algren Award), given annually to a writer 
residing in the U.S. for an outstanding unpublished 
short story between 2,500 and 10,000 words in length. 

Deadline for the next award, which includes $5,000 and 
publication in Chicago Magazine, is January 15, 1986. 
The 1985 award was won by PEN member Stuart 
Dybek. Send entries with SASE to The Nelson Algren 
Award, 303 East Wacker Drive, Chicago, IL 60601. 

Women's Sports and Fitness, a monthly magazine 
with a circulation of 200,000, is planning to add short 
fiction as a new feature. They are seeking "quality short 
fiction, or an excerpt from a novel that will stand on its 
own, about women athletes and their relationship to 
their sport, both physical and psychological." 301 Town 
& Country Village, Palo Alto, CA 94301. 

Chelsea Magazine is planning an issue devoted to in-
ternational writings in English. The editors invite sub-
missions from the English-speaking world other than the 
USA, Britain, Ireland and Canada. A biographical note 
and international reply coupons should be included with 
return envelope. The deadline is March 31, 1986. 
Chelsea, P.O. Box 5880, Grand Central Station, New 
York, NY 10163. 

Please note: The PEN Newletter is no longer attemp-
ting to list all new books by members. 

(MIRA MIHELIC, CONTINUED) 
armed (and she armed her fictional characters) with un-
derstanding—and understanding is what makes litera-
ture important. Mira Mihelic is (not was!) an important 
writer. 

Mira Mihelic started her literary career during the last 
months of the pre-war society, but her major works 
came out after the war. Her life during the occupation 
was not easy, but it was rather typical for Slovene intel-
lectuals: she came from a well-off family, but she helped 
the Resistance movement. The latter status helped her 
under the new regime; the former blocked her. In her 
memoirs she admitted that she would never forget the 
"fortune" she had inherited from the old world: solid 
education and knowledge of many European languages. 
If she would be in trouble because of her tradition, this 
also helped her. She translated Faulkner, Thomas 
Mann, Sartre, Melville, Bellow, Fielding, Dickens, 
Mailer and many other (primarily English-language) 
authors. 

Her works are the following: The Face in the Mirror 
(1941), The Silent Stream (1942), April (1959), The 
Small Witch (1961), The Young Moon (1962), The Is-
land and the Riverbed (1963), The Rainbow Over the 
City (1964), The House of the Evening (1959), The Play 
in the Wind (1967), The Tower of the Lonely Women 
(1969), The Fire and the Ashes (1971), Come Back, My 
Sons (1972), The Flame and the Smoke (1973), The 
Stranger in Emona (1978), The Road of Two Emperors 
(1981), The Hours of My Days (1985). The titles of her 
plays are: The World Without Hatred, The Operation, 
The Squirrel Must Not Die, The Clock of Our Days, 
The Days of the Women. 

The titles themselves tell a lot. Even for those who 
have not read or seen Mira Mihelic's works, they mean 
the story of her life. It was a rich and noble life. 

—Dimitrij Rupei 
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The Miller-Pinter Turkey Visit 
In the spring of 1985, Arthur Miller and Harold Pinter travelled to Turkey on a special mission for PEN. The following is Mr. Miller's ac-

count ofthat mission. (At the same time, William Styron, Kurt Vonnegut and Rose Styron, Chair of the Freedom to Write Committee, went 
to Poland; Ms. Styron's account was published in the last issue of the PEN Newsletter and is available in reprint.) 

We decided to make the visit to Turkey not primarily 
to conduct art investigation of human rights there—an 
impossibility in so short a stay—but to demonstrate that 
the outside world was aware and cared about what was 
happening. From the members of International PEN 
this was to be an act of moral solidarity, which we hoped 
might also have some affect on the military government 
of the country. The Parliament, elected two years ago in 
the first election since the coup of 1980, in effect runs 
the economy while the military remains in charge of in-
ternal security, the police, censorship of books and 
newspapers and, in short, everything that substantially 
matters. 

We had hoped to talk to people of every political 
view, including the Prime Minister and the Martial Law 
Commander of Istanbul. Prime Minister Turgut Ozal, 
however, was away in Saudi Arabia and the Com-
mander declined to see us on the ground that the govern-
ment was now in Parliamentary hands, a nonsense. We 
did manage, however, to see publishers and editors of 
conservative newspapers more or less supporting the 
regime, and we believe we were able to sense how the 
government rationalizes its positions on various issues. 

The first thing to understand about Turkey now is 
that some two years of terrorism preceding the 1980 

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 11) 

Hiber Conteris first Honorary Member 
to visit American Center 

The writer Hiber Conteris was imprisoned in his native Uruguay from December 2, 1976 to March 10, 1985. The winner of many literary 
prizes in Latin America for his stories, plays, essays, and novels, Sr. Conteris taught at the high school and university levels in Uruguay for 
many years. He also worked as a pastor of the Methodist Church from 1955 to 1965, and he participated in Christian peace committees, serv-
ed as a staff reporter for La Marcha. During the 8 years and 3 months that he was in prison, after the period of severe torture for him and 
other political prisoners finally subsided, Conteris wrote four novels and one collection of short stories. With the return of civilian rule to 
Uruguay on March 1, 1985, Sr. Conteris was permitted to leave prison with the manuscripts he wrote there. 

Sr. Conteris has been elected an Honorary Member of PEN Centers in England, France, Holland, and the United States. On June 18, 
1985, he was the guest of honor at a reception in New York headquarters, at which the following remarks were made. Sr. Conteris' talk has 
been translated by Chris Spain. 

GREGORY KOLOVAKOS (PEN American Center; 
teacher and translator of Latin American authors; direc-
tor of Literature Program at New York State Council on 
the Arts): I wish we could be meeting here every Tuesday 
night, to celebrate the release of yet another writer from 
some place on this globe. This international community 
of writers of which we are all a part has long fought the 
ongoing battle for the inalienable right of the writers 
which is simply that simple freedom to write. Through 
letters, petitions, readings with the writers in absentia, 
and special programs and events, PEN underscores the 
commitment of writers to their colleagues in other coun-
tries throughout the world. By granting honorary 
membership, PEN American Center actively informs 
foreign governments of the value we as writers here in 
this country place on colleagues in foreign jails, thus 

guaranteeing some sort of international attention focus-
ed on these writers whose basic liberties exist in a true 
state of seige. Along with the Committee to Protect 
Journalists and the Americas Watch, we have worked to 
gain the release of Hiber Conteris, the first honorary 
member of PEN who has been able to join us in a true 
celebration of welcoming. 

Journalist, critic, poet, playwright, fiction writer, 
Hiber Conteris is another survivor of this century's un-
paralleled inhumanity to itself. I remember reading his 
work as an undergraduate years ago, and tonight is 
especially important for me, in meeting an author whose 
work I've known for some time. If there is anything that 
has come to obsess me, in these years, it is how we as 
North Americans are not confronted often enough with 

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 7) 



INSIDE THIS ISSUE: 1 
Welcome to New York for the 48th International PEN Congress. This special issue of the American Center Newsletter dif-

fers from our regular newsletter only in bulk—there are so many special things we want to share with our visitors that we 
couldn't bear to save anything for later, as we so often must. And so here we are, bursting at the seams with "typical" items: 
Arthur Miller's journal of his extraordinary mission to Turkey with Harold Pinter; Hiber Conteris' moving visit to us after 
more than eight years in prison; the transcript of a panel discussion by writers in their 20's and 30's on what the 1960's means 
the them; announcements of awards and publishing opportunities; a roundup of activities from different American Center 
branches; Norma Klein's account of what it's like to have your works 'banned in the USA'; an updated account of writers' 
lives in Poland today; PEN International's President Per Wastberg's thoughts on children's literature; a lilting memory of a 
day to celebrate peace written by our treasurer. Welcome to a typical, and special, issue. 

—Eileen Lottman, Editor 

Peace 

It was a glorious Spring Sunday, the sun shining 
brightly through the large windows of the new PEN of-
fice on Broadway, and I took that as a sign that the af-
fair was blessed. 

It's not that I expected—or anyone expected—that an 
International PEN Writers-for-Peace Day would do 
very much to bring sanity to a world of war machines, or 
push back the impending danger of armageddon; nor, 
alas, have any effect on the forty-odd wars that were at 
that moment—as now—taking place over the face of the 
earth. But it is a part of the International PEN charter 
that members of PEN "pledge themselves . . . to cham-
pion the ideal of one humanity living in peace in one 
world," and it was the special charge of the 1984 PEN 
Congress that all chapters join one day a year to raise 
the voice of the world's writers in this single cause. 

Besides, I well knew, we couldn't do any worse than 
the politicians, bureaucrats, experts, and assorted war 
professionals had done. And who knows?—the longest 
journey. . . . 

The American event, as it turned out, was one of only 
half-a-dozen celebrations of peace by PEN centers that 
day in March—not quite the overwhelming affirmation 
that the International Writers for Peace Committee 
originally had in mind when it proposed such an affair. 
But our contribution was an exciting and inspiring one 
nonetheless, and there wasn't one of the more than 400 
people who came through the office that long afternoon 
who didn't get some of that feeling that the day indeed 
was somehow blessed. 

For one thing, we had the contributions of a great 
many superlative PEN members—just look: Diana 
Chang, Jerome Charyn, Amy Clampitt, Frances Fit-
zgerald, Richard Gilman, Allen Ginsberg, Oscar Ji-
juelos, Maurice Kenny, Arthur Kopit, Norman Mailer, 
Grace Paley, Derek Parsons. For another, the material 
they read—either from their own works relating to peace 
or from other authors they felt pertinent—were superbly 
well chosen: moving, thoughtful, funny, provocative, 
touching. And there was a resonance from the au-
dience—most of them not PEN members, I would 
judge, but people in some way committed to peace (and 
to free readings by some big names)—that gave a special 
aura to the afternoon. 

And there was that spectacular, warm sun. 
It would be hard (and of course unfair) to pick out the 

highlights of the afternoon, but I cannot refrain from 

Day 
remembering a few special moments: Richard Gilman 
reading a moving and awful description of the bombing 
of Guernica from Peter Wyden's The Passionate War, 
Grace Paley, especially known as a woman vibrantly 
committed to peace, with selections from her new collec-
tion of short stories and a poem or two; Maurice Kenny, 
a compact, impassioned Mohawk, delivering several of 
his poems, at once funny and stirring; Allen Ginsberg, 
newly shorn, offering his poems, an angry one about the 
stupidity of American political-military life, quieter ones 
from the Chinese. Norman Mailer, in an introspective 
mood, reading that passage in Armies of the Night 
where he and other literati confront the Pentagon; and 
Arthur Kopit, with his wonderful dramatic flair, reading 
some hilarious and hair-raising scenes from his End of 
the World, a look inside the mind of a Pentagonized 
Presidential advisor. 

For hours of it—and there wasn't a slow moment, a 
wrong note, a missed step. Altogether a most successful 
affair: not that peace suddenly broke out the next day, 
but that no one came away from that afternoon without 
some kind of reawakening, even a rededication, to the 
task at hand. 

Elsewhere, we were told—Karen Kennerly was on the 
phone with International PEN headquarters in London 
during the afternoon—the PEN events were equally suc-
cessful. Readings took place in Tokyo, Sofia, and 
Belgrade, and the chapter in Slovenia held a demonstra-
tion in Ljubljana. The Los Angeles PEN Center, newly 
active under president Malcolm Boyd, held an obser-
vance in a Santa Monica church, with readings, 
speeches, prayers, dances, and music. 

And in Israel, more than 150 writers, a quarter of 
them Arabs and the rest Jewish, met together in a rare 
collaboration, dedicating themselves to peace in a place 
where the word has a very special and pertinent mean-
ing. They were addressed by Alexander Blokh, the PEN 
International Secretary, who reported afterward that 
though "it could not yet perhaps be called a dialogue," 
it was a "frank confrontation" that was "moving and 
fraught with hope." 

This year a Writers for Peace Day will be held again 
on the same date, March 3, and PEN American Center 
will once again participate. As will, I am certain, the 
sun. 

—Kirkpatrick Sale 



Banned in 
Perhaps the proudest moment of my literary career 

was during the summer of 1982 when I read in 
Publisher's Weekly that I was one of the most banned 
writers, in America. Judy Blume and I were the only 
women writers on the list, as well as the only authors of 
books for children. 

I would venture to say that Judy Blume and I were on 
the list primarily because we write for children and 
adolescents. Books for teenagers are judged differently 
than books for adults: unlike adult books, which are 
reviewed by adults, young adult books are not reviewed 
by teenagers. They often contain elements of life that 
teenagers find true, real, and involving, but which adults 
find disturbing. Thus, there has often been a large body 
of young adult literature deemed proper and fit by 
librarians and reviewers but almost never read by young 
adults. On the other side of the spectrum are writers like 
myself who frequently incur the wrath of the children's 
book establishment, but have ardent readers among the 
kids themselves. There are truths about life which 
teenagers accept, because they are living them, but from 
which adults flinch or hid their eyes. 

In fact, I wear two hats as a writer. I also write adult 
novels and have for the past 12 years. My first adult 
novel, Give Me One Good Reason, was published in 
1973, and my most recent, Lovers, was published by 
Viking in November 1984. The standards by which 
books for teenagers and books for adults are judged are 

the U.S.A. 
almost diametrically opposed. In kids' books the 
slightest trace of sexual detail is considered abhorrent 
and likely to reduce sales, particularly library sales. With 
adult books there's scarcely a sexual detail that hasn't 
been used ad nauseam by writers whose work is read and 
accepted everywhere. This came home to me when I sent 
Give Me One Good Reason to an eighty year old woman 
who lives in my husband's home town. She likes my 
books, but also finds them a little scary and at times 
overly stimulating. She wrote, "You have violated every 
taboo dear to decent Americans." My editor, upon 
hearing this, said, "My God, what a wonderful quote! 
Can we use it for the back jacket?" He then added, 
"But which taboos did she mean? I've read the book 
five times and I don't remember any." In the mind of an 
eighty year old woman, as in the minds of many school 
librarians, almost anything that acknowledges we are 
physical beings can be a taboo. 

I emphasize school libraries because it is here that 
most censorship cases arise. Public libraries, by and 
large, are immune. One element in the reasoning behind 
these attempts to censor is that any book in a school 
library is, as it were, advocating the subject matter it 
contains. A book about war, by this standard, is saying 
war is okay. A book, in which a teenager has a love af-
fair is "advocating" love affairs for teenagers. 
Simplistic, certainly, but right now every day brings 

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 21) 

On Literature 
Per Wastberg, Interternational president of PEN, made 
the following remarks at a symposium on "Literature 
for Young People" held during the PEN Assembly of 
Delegates in San Marino on May 17-June 1, 1985. 

If you look at the world's biggest children's book fair, 
the one in Bologna, you will find that books without il-
lustrations are few indeed. Books for children under 13 
are dominated by pictures. Books for the TV age 
become international in their pictures. The text, one is 
told, should be as short as possible, for it means less to 
translate. 

We become full human beings through language. 
Television and video prevent children from more active 
pursuits, but worse still, an intense flow of images stifles 
the dynamic creative processes in the brain through 
which a young person conquers language. In a state of 
continuous visual stimulation, a child cannot register 
and think about what he sees; he does not remember and 
does not react. This means that the imagination withers 
and the insight into other people's lives is diminished. 

In every cultural sphere there are high and low genres, 
often fruitfully promiscuous with each other. The higher 
forms of art seem to be in constant esthetic develop-
ment; they stand in an ever-changing relation to the 
critics and to the educated public. The popular arts are 
traditional, conventional, repetitious, often anony-
mous, serialized, mass-produced. Quality culture is in a 
perpetual crisis, with great distribution difficulties. Pop-

ular art flourishes and makes big money for the pro-
ducers. We do not think of T.S. Eliot but of Donald' 
Duck when we talk of cultural imperialism. 

Why this popularity? One answer is that people prefer 
forms that require a minimum of psychic effort. One is 
afraid of the unknown. For popular literature steers 
close to the reader's own expectations and prejudices. It 
brings recognition and confirmation. But the products 
of pop culture are quickly consumed, while one returns 
to real works of art to press for new meanings, fresh 
symbols. 

Much of the simplified reality of the popular 
literature for children also comes from a dualism: two 
unchangeable and incompatible opposits—good/bad, 
hero/crook, intelligent/imbecile, East/West, etc.—meet 
in open conflicts. Why the main protagonists are on this 
or that side is never accounted for; their parts remain the 
same from the start of the action until its end. The good 
book for youth opens new vistas for the imagination or 
orients the reader in the social world. Many young peo-
ple, however, treat books as an autonomous world, 
divorced from their own reality: the thoughts you get 
while reading do not influence your actions or attitudes. 
Such books are neither educational nor dangerous; 
rather, they remind one of family games with their inter-
nal rules. 

When as a child I read the popular Deerfoot series of 
the American Edward S. Ellis, I was not aware that 

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 23) 



Protesting an FBI raid on homes and offices of writers and intellectuals in Puerto Rico, a press conference was held at PEN American Center 
headquarters on October 30. Left to right: Coqui Santaliz, poet, journalist and former president of Puerto Rican PEN who had her 
manuscripts seized; Norman Mailer, president of American PEN; Dr. Luis Nieves Falcon, current president of Puerto Rican PEN and a 
board member of Pensamiento Critico, whose printing press was taken; and Neftali Garcia, member of the magazine's editorial board. The 
press conference generated coverage which resulted in the Justice Department promising the New York Times that the literary materials 
would be returned. 

Last Year at PEN American Center 

When PEN American Center was founded in 1922, 
Carl Van Doren, Willa Cather, Robert Frost and Eugene 
O'Neill were among its members, and the first president 
was Booth Tarkington. More recently, Bernard Mala-
mud and Galway Kinnell have served, and Norman 
Mailer is currently president. In addition to our New 
York headquarters, we have five branches: in Boston, 
Washington (D.C.), Chicago, Houston, and San Fran-
cisco. 

As the American Center has grown to over 2,000 
members, so has the number and diversity of the pro-
grams it creates and administers. The following is an at-
tempt to encapsulate some of the activities of 1985. The 
year just past was notable, of course, for the extraordi-
nary energy and time and devotion which went into 
planning for the 48th International PEN Congress. We 
also carried on with: 

The Writers Fund, established in 1958, provides 
grants and loans to writers who face acute financial 
emergencies. Grants are confidential, and the Writers 
Fund Committee members are anonymous. The appli-
cants—writers from all over the country—are consid-
ered for literary merit and for severity of need. From 
May 1984 through April 1985, the Writers Fund received 
95 applications for assistance, and granted $28,773 to 70 
writers. Many of the emergency grants were for payment 

of medical and hospital costs, and to prevent eviction; 
others were given to assist writers with books under con-
tract to complete their works-in-progress. One Writers 
Fund recipient wrote, "This is some of the best news I 
have gotten in a long time . . . . Besides the obvious 
financial lift it will provide, it is a terrific emotional sup-
port to know there are organizations and people like 
yourselves who care about artists and writers." 

The Translation Committee provides a wide range of 
services for translators, including annual literary prizes 
and the "Translation Watch" Program, which ensures 
that due credit is given to translators by publishers. The 
recently published A Handbook for Translators gives 
up-to-date information on publishers' contracts and on 
the legal and literary responsibilities of translation, and 
reprints the Translation Committee's 1969 "Manifesto 
on Translation." Three workshops on translation were 
held in the spring of 1985, and the Committee is plan-
ning a symposium on the translation of Native Ameri-
can literature for the spring of 1986. 

The PEN Syndicated Fiction Project, now entering its 
third year, has proven increasingly successful in spear-
heading the return of short fiction to American news-
papers. In two nationwide competitions held in 1984 and 
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1985, stories by 123 authors were selected for publica-
tion in participating newspapers. A reception at PEN 
American Center in September celebrated the publica-
tion of The Available Press/PEN Short Story Collec-
tion, an anthology of short stories selected from past 
years' winners in the project. 

PEN American Center's Prison Writing Program 
makes information on writing and publishing available 
to inmates in U.S. prisons, and each year sponsors the 
PEN Writing Awards for Prisoners. With the National 
Committee, Arts for the Handicapped, PEN has also re-
cently sponsored a creative writing workshop for the dis-
abled. 

The Freedom-to-Write Committee of American PEN 
works on behalf of freedom of expression worldwide in 
a variety of ways: cables to U.S. and foreign govern-
ments; adoption of imprisoned writers; fact-finding mis-
sions abroad by American writers; nationwide letter-
writing campaigns; and "Silenced Voices" readings and 
other events, aiding approximately 75 writers in 30 
countries each year. As it monitors threats to the free-
dom of writers, Freedom-to-Write has also become a 
clearing house for information from many countries, re-
ceiving both news and requests for help, and providing 
information to the press, radio, television, and literary 
journals. Freedom-to-Write's monthly bulletin sum-
marizes developments affecting freedom of expression 
around the world; while press releases and case sheets 
give full details on specific situations. 

In March 1985, PEN American Center sent two mis-
sions abroad. Kurt Vonnegut, William Styron and Rose 
Styron (Chair of Freedom-to-Write) visited Poland, 
where they met with university professors and students, 
leaders of the underground press, members of the sus-
pended Polish Writers Union and both the official and 
outlawed (elected) officers of the PEN Polish Center, as 
well as fugitive writers hiding out from authorities. Ms. 
Styron's journal of this remarkable mission was printed 
in the last PEN American Center Newsletter and is avail-
able at headquarters. Playwrights Arthur Miller from 
American Center and Harold Pinter from PEN England 
travelled to Turkey on their mission for PEN; Mr. 
Miller's unabridged report is published here for the first 
time (excerpts were published in the American magazine 
The Nation in May and in The Observer of London in 
July). Future fact-finding missions are planned for Chile 
and, possibly, Romania. 

Freedom-to-Write's public events have brought 
greater attenton to the plight of imprisoned writers. Fol-
lowing their mission, Kurt Vonnegut and Rose Styron 
joined Susan Sontag and other writers for a program 
sponsored by the New School for Social Research and 
the Helsinki Watch, to discuss "Poland: The Writer and 
State Asunder." On April 15, PEN held a "Silenced 
Voices" reading from the works of three censored and 
imprisoned Philippine writers: Mila Aguilar, Jose F. 
Lacaba, and Jose Maria Sison. With Amnesty Interna-
tional and other human rights organizations, PEN 
American Center has continued its efforts on behalf of 
imprisoned Russian poet Irina Ratushinskaya, and she 
was among the women honored by PEN/Midwest on 
May 15, at a conference on "Women Writers of Con-
science." 

It is enormously rewarding when Freedom-to-Write 
efforts seem to yield up tangible results. Thai writer 
Sulak Siveraksa, speaking in London in May, credited 
letter-writing campaigns such as PEN's for being instru-
mental in his release from the death sentence his govern-
ment had held over him for his views. In June, Uru-
guayan writer Hiber Conteris became our first Honorary 
Member to visit New York (the transcript of that occa-
sion appears in this issue). Exiled writers Stanislaw 
Baranczak of Poland and Ifeanyi Menkiti of Nigeria, at 
a PEN/New England reading in Cambridge, Massachu-
setts, cited PEN's letter-writing campaigns as being of 
immense help to colleagues abroad. On October 1, Nor-
man Mailer, Allen Ginsberg, and Frances Fitzgerald ap-
peared with members of Puerto Rican PEN to tell the 
American press of the seizure of literary works in the 
course of F.B.I, raids there. In response to the press con-
ference, the U.S. Attorney in San Juan informed The 
New York Times that Justice Department officials 
would expedite the return of the literary works confi-
scated. 

In the United States, PEN American Center has con-
tinued to work for the repeal of the ideological exclusion 
provisions of the U.S. Immigration and Nationality 
Act—the McCarran-Walter Act—and to assist writers 
specifically affected by this act. Gabriel Garcia Mar-
quez, Dario Fo, Farley Mowat, Ernesto Cardenal, Jan 
Myrdal and Margaret Randall were among those whose 
cases were addressed by PEN in 1985. John Irving will 
narrate an hour-long public television documentary on 
the McCarran-Walter Act, featuring interviews 
with—among others—William Styron and Karen Ken-
nerly, the Executive Director of the American Center. 
The program is scheduled to air around the time of the 
PEN Congress. 

The American Right-to-Read Project works to stem 
the tide of book censorship in schools, libraries and 
communities in the United States. In 1985 ARR contin-
ued publication of its newsletter, which provides infor-
mation on book censorship to a circulation of 9,000; 
held a public symposium titled "Libel: The Subtle Cen-
sorship;" coordinated efforts to provide testimony at 
the Attorney General's Commission on Pornography 
hearings; and rallied its members to protest proposed 
cuts in the National Endowment for the Arts literature 
program (after two members of Congress alleged the 
NEA was supporting pronography). 

PEN American Center sponsors a wide range of 
literary events. Among the highlights last year were the 
PEN "New Writers Evenings," in which PEN members 
introduced young writers who read from their work. 
Other notable 1985 events included the February "Cele-
bration of Black Letters," a reading in honor of Black 
History Month; a panel of members of the publishing 
industry discussing the book business in the 1980s; the 
PEN International "Writers for Peace Day;" a panel in 
April, with Jay Mclnerny and other young writers, on 
"Writing Now: Young Writers Discuss the Effect of the 
'60s on Their Work;" a symposium with a delegation of 
young writers from the People's Republic of China, and 
American authors Galway Kinnell, Bernard Malamud, 
Francine du Plessix Gray and Jayne Anne Phillips. In 
the Fall of 1985 PEN continued its series of "Conversa-
tions with Distinguished Foreign Authors" with an eve-
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A PEN event to celebrate Black History Month included (left to right): Michael Harper, Gloria Foster, David Bradley and Wesley Brown. 

(CONTINUED FROM PREVIOUS PAGE) 
ning with the Australian poet Les Murray, introduced by 
Joseph Brodsky, with poets Derek Walcott and Richard 
Howard. In November six French writers came to New 
York for "French Fiction Week," three days of read-
ings, panels, receptions, and meetings with American 
authors. In the same month the American Center gave a 
reception for six distinguished Japanese poets who were 
visiting the United States. 

During the Fall of 1985, the PEN Celebration 
featured 16 of America's best-known writers in a series 
of eight readings designed to raise funds for the 48th In-
ternational PEN Congress. The sold-out evenings drew 
unprecedented attention from the press and public. The 
authors taking part were: Woody Allen, Saul Bellow, 
William F. Buckley, Joan Didion, John Irving, Norman 
Mailer, Arthur Miller, Isaac Bashevis Singer, Susan Son-
tag, William Styron, John Updike, Gore Vidal, Kurt 
Vonnegut, Alice Walker, Eudora Welty, and Tom 
Wolfe. 

The Branches of PEN American Center plan their 
own events. PEN/New England held a Discovery Eve-
ning for new writers in February; a panel discussion in 
March by John Updike and others on the psychological 
stresses of publication, as well as a Freedom-to-Write 
panel in April. PEN/South's series of readings at the 
Folger Library continued with guest readers including 
John Barth and Jamaica Kincaid. PEN/Southwest pre-
sented its Discovery Award for Houston area writers in 
May; Marilynne Robinson, Leonard Michaels, and Cyn-
thia Macdonald were among the authors who gave read-
ings at the Houston Museum of Fine Arts. 

The 1985 PEN Literary Prizes administered by New 
York headquarters were presented at a "PEN Awards 
Ceremony" in May. The PEN/Nelson Algren Award 

was given to Mary Bush for her work-in-progress, De-
partures and Other Stories, and the Ernest Hemingway 
Foundation Award was presented to Josephine Humph-
reys for her first novel, Dreams of Sleep. The Transla-
tion Committee administers two annual Translation 
Prizes—an award for poetry, which was given this year 
to Seamus Heaney for his version of Sweeny Astray, and 
an award for prose, given to Helen R. Lane for her 
translation of Mario Vargas Llosa's The War of the End 
of the World; and the Renato Poggioli Translation 
Award for a translation-in-progress from the Italian lan-
guage, which was given to Ann Snodgrass for Fifteen 
Poems of Vittorio Sereni. In addition, the Committee 
periodically awards the PEN Medal for Translation to a 
translator whose career has shown exceptional commit-
ment to excellence through the body of his or her work. 
Richard Howard received the Medal in 1985. Also in 
May, PEN/South presented the PEN/Faulkner Award 
for best work of fiction to Tobias Wolff for his novel, 
The Barracks Thief. 

The PEN American Center staff is trained to answer a 
great variety of questions, and they make knowledge-
able referrals to writers' organizations and other institu-
tions, receiving and fulfilling approximately 6,000 in-
quiries each year. The staff also makes PEN archives 
available to writers and researchers. 

The American Center publishes Grants and Awards 
Available to American Writers, the only one-volume, 
low-cost directory of grants, fellowships, awards and 
prizes for writers of all kinds. The PEN Newsletter (pub-
lished quarterly), has a total circulation of 3,000. It car-
ries articles, transcripts, and bulletins concerning a 
broad spectrum of issues pertinent to writers, transla-
tors, and editors. • 

—Helen Graves 
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new voices, new perspectives, opinions that differ from 
ours. I suggest that tonight it is not enough to welcome 
Sr. Conteris but that we must also read his work, writing 
that has something very important to say to us in this 
country. I hope that as an English-bound reading 
public, we will in fact have access to the fiction Sr. Con-
teris wrote while he spent almost nine years in 
Uruguayan jails. For to write in the face of torture and 
imprisonment is an act of extraordinary heroism. And 
the passion that informs such writing should be 
available to all of us. And so on behalf of PEN, 
Americas Watch, and the Committee to Protect Jour-
nalists, I am honored to welcome our own honorary 
member, Hiber Conteris. Bienvenido. 

MICHAEL MASSING: On behalf of the Committee 
to Protect Journalists, I feel a special satisfaction that in 
a very indirect way, which Sr. Conteris does not know 
about, I feel that his fortune was somehow linked to the 
originals of the Committee itself. I think back to late 
1980, 1981, when the Committee was just getting off the 
ground. It was a very bad time for journalists in Latin 
America. Journalists were getting killed in Guatemala» 
they were disappearing in El Salvador, there was a vir-
tual generation of journalists in Argentina that was 
wiped out. Many journalists were imprisoned in 
Uruguay. The Committee started up largely in response 
to what we saw as a tremendous surge of repressive acts 
against journalists in Latin America and other parts of 
the world. And I especially remember the very beginn-
ing, when the Committee was basically composed of 
three people working in their spare time, trying to 
galvanize protest actions by other journalists in this 
country on behalf of our colleagues abroad. We were 
putting together our first couple of newsletters, which 
were very rudimentary productions, just typed and 
photocopied and sent out. We had information that we 
had gathered from Amnesty and from PEN and from 
other groups, and we put together a compilation of cases 
around the world that we thought needed very im-
mediate attention because the cases were so dire. Sr. 
Conteris was one of those cases. 

I remember typing up the newsletter myself in a 
building across from Grand Central Station on 42nd 
Street that the Alicia Patterson Foundation had given us 
at the time, a corner of their office. I have here the 
newsletter that we produced, dated January 1982. It 
says, after a very brief introduction about Sr. Conteris, 
"Conteris was arrested after attending a Christian peace 
conference held in Czechoslovakia in November 1976. 
No reasons were given for his arrest, and when members 
of his family were finally allowed to visit him, weeks 
later, they discovered that he was scarred and had dif-
ficulty walking as a result of torture. International 
pressure secured his transfer fom the torture center to 
Libertad prison in San Jose, Uruguay, where he remains 
to this day under a sentence of 15 years, plus three extra 
'years of security', a sentence usually reserved for 
violent criminals. He has never been brought to trial, 
and only saw his defense lawyer once, three years after 
he was jailed. He is reportedly being held under retroac-
tive application of the military law. An international 
campaign is now under way on his behalf by rights 
groups, church organizations, Amnesty International, 
International PEN, and some members of Congress. A 
friend of Conteris', who was released from Libertad in 
1980, reports that as he was leaving the prison, Conteris 

defied the rules and called out, 'Chango, for the first 
time the international pressure takes one of us out of 
this country. Now there is hope for me.' " 

ARYEH NEIER (Vice Chairman of Americas Watch-
Helsinki Watch, former National Executive Direc-
tor of American Civil Liberties Union, current Adjunct 
Professor of Law at NYU and widely published author): 
Though this is an occasion for celebration, I am used to 
preaching doom and gloom about human rights, and I 
suppose I am not able to get enough away from that, so 
I will dwell on the past a little bit. As all of you know, 
the oppression of human rights in Uruguay was extraor-
dinarily severe. Uruguay, for a long period, had the 
highest ratio of political prisoners to population of any 
country in the world, and the treatment of political 
prisoners was exceptionally severe. In most Latin 
American countries once a prisoner passes beyond the 
control of the security forces who do the interrogation, 
and gets into the regular prisons, in a sense there is some 
safety. It's those first twenty days or so, when you are in 
the custody of the security forces, that you are tortured 
and your life is in danger. Uruguay distinguished itself 
because once one was in the regular prison the torture 
and the mistreatment did not stop. The condition of 
political prisoners in Uruguay was extraordinarily bad, 
and there seemed to be a deliberate plan within the 
prisons to break prisoners down. The special cruelty 
which prevailed in Uruguay regarding political prisoners 
was in full force in 1981, when the Reagan administra-
tion proclaimed, in the words of then Secretary of State 
Alexander Haig, that there had been, as he put it, 
"dramatic, dramatic improvements in human rights in 
Uruguay." 

Secretary Haig made this proclamation in order to 
justify a change in United States policy. Up to that time, 
under the Carter Administration, the United States had 
opposed international bank loans to the government of 
Uruguay on the grounds of failure to meet certain 
human rights conditions. The Reagan administration 
supported loans to Uruguay throughout the period of 
military dictatorship, and in order to support that posi-
tion, Haig announced that there had been "dramatic, 
dramatic improvements in human rights conditions." 
What makes this all the more outrageous, in retrospect, 
is that now Uruguay has returned to civilian govern-
ment—through no thanks to the Reagan administration 
which was championing and supporting the military 
government—and now that political prisoners such as 
Hiber Conteris have finally been freed, the Reagan ad-
ministration takes credit for a trend toward democracy 
in Latin America, suggesting that its policies were all for 
the best, when in fact its efforts and financial aid were 
all on the side of an extraordinarily cruel military dic-
tatorship. 

Yes, we can celebrate appropriately the freeing of 
Hiber Conteris, and the fact that he is able to join us this 
evening, but we should not forget that there are many 
other persons who remain political prisoners, and that 
there are many other countries where our government 
continues to justify the practices of military dictators, 
continues to act as the apologist, the public-relations ad-
vocate for governments that cruelly abuse people—and 
at the same time takes credit, when the situation lends 
itself, when those dictatorships are thrown off by the 
citizens. 

In giving credit to various persons or to various 
(CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE) 
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groups for the freeing of Hiber Conteris, my personal 
feeling is that the man sitting next to Sr. Conteris 
deserves a very large part of whatever credit is to be 
given out. Andy Thomas, Hiber Conteris' nephew, has 
been a remarkably pleasant and persistent advocate for 
his uncle over the course of the years. I think that such a 
nephew is probably the secret weapon that ought to be 
available to any political prisoner anywhere in the 
world. 

HIBER CONTERIS: I want to excuse myself because 
I am going to use the words of my own language, which 
is Spanish. Being in a center of writers from North 
America, it seems to me it would be a lack of respect to 
attempt to speak in my poor English, since that is the in-
strument with which you work. And I think that all of us 
who are writers and journalists know that we need to 
treat language with respect and seriousness. We use 
language to think. We writers and journalists sometimes 
act through language. We know that language is a very 
powerful instrument. It is a form of action. And we can-
not damage that instrument. For that reason I will speak 
in Spanish, even though I'm not sure that I won't 
damage it as well. 

It turns out to be difficult for me to think that only 
three months ago I was still in prison. If you make an ef-
fort and use your imagination, and try to comprehend 
this drastic change in my personal situation, you should 
imagine a prison of the most solitary nature, cut off 
from the world, situated in the middle of the coun-
tryside, fifty kilometers from the capital city. You 
should imagine living in a prison, in a cell which is two 
meters by three meters, with only one companion, 
sometimes, to share the day. A space in which one is 
obligated to spend 15 to 18 hours a day. And suddenly 
leaving that place, recovering your freedom, learning 
once again to live with freedom, which is much more 
difficult than one had ever thought possible. 

One is created for freedom. One lives spontaneously 
in freedom, and one does not understand what freedom 
is until one loses it. After that moment, one no longer 
lives in freedom, but one lives for freedom. That is to 
say that freedom becomes the only hope and the objec-
tive of existence. And that is what one learns only when 
one has lost what is freedom. So we must learn to 
preserve it while we are free. We must try to com-
prehend what the significance of freedom is when we are 
free. We must try to conserve freedom while we are free. 
Perhaps that is the best message a person who has lived 
for eight years without freedom can share with another. 

So I was telling you to imagine the situation of a per-
son who comes out of the predicament I have just 
described, and, who suddenly finds himself in this place, 
surrounded by friendly people, in this place which is one 
of the capitals of the world. Believe me, I have not yet 
come to comprehend nor reflect properly over this 
change in my personal situation. But I feel there is 
something deeply original and deeply significant in this 
change. And I feel I have an unavoidable duty to reflect 
on this, and if it is possible, to write about it. 

As was mentioned here a few minutes ago, I am the 
first honorary member of the American%Center of PEN 
to visit this place. I consider that a rare honor, a 
privilege. I have contemplated the significance of this 
particular fact. I am something like the Agent 001 of the 
American Center of the PEN Club, the overseas agent. I 
don't think it is completely by chance that Agent 001 is a 

Latin American. And it is also not by chance that this 
person is an ex-political prisoner. So these two facts 
deserve the deepest consideration. That an honorary 
member of the PEN Club comes here from Latin 
America shows us the deep importance of inter-
American relations. It signifies that even though a tradi-
tional antagonism seems to have been the political 
destiny of our two great cultures, there are more pro-
found understandings that pass over the political and 
economic antagonisms, and maintain the community of 
writers tightly bound together above these antagonisms. 

I think we writers have a special mission to ac-
complish. I think we have to rethink profoundly and 
rediscover the name of our continent: America. You 
might not know that we Latin American writers suffer a 
certain complex when we discover that foreign 
magazines and books, especially the ones that come 
from Europe or the United States, when they speak of 
America, the reference is always to the United States of 
North America. We feel the need to reiterate the fact 
that we Latins are also members of the continent called 
America. In that sense I think that writers, the intellec-
tual workers, have a primary obligation to rediscover 
the meaning of "America" in the world, the meaning of 
the culture of America in the world. And that will not be 
possible until we understand that our two heritages real-
ly constitute only one. That the Anglo-Saxon America 
cannot feel complete, nor discover its total identity, if it 
doesn't discover in what ways it is affected, challenged, 
and integrated by the Latin aspect of our culture. But 
the Latin in us can only be discovered in reference to the 
Anglo-Saxon aspect of our heritage. 

One of the most surprising discoveries, in the brief 
time I've been in North America, is that this culture is 
rapidly transforming itself into a bilingual culture. As I 
said before, for writers for whom language is so impor-
tant, to talk of a bilingual culture signifies in reality to 
talk of two cultures. Here we have the process of sym-
biosis, the integration of two cultures. Curiously, in 
Latin America, we probably felt earlier than here in the 
United States the necessity to learn how to express 
ourselves in English. That is to say that English became 
an instrument without precedent to allow us to com-
municate on an international level. The intellectual com-
munity always needed to understand and read English. I 
have the impression that Spanish is arriving in the 
United States by other means. Not by the structured 
need to dominate another language, but by an invisible 
invasion that is nonetheless perceptible and constant. It 
is to be hoped that this invasion doesn't signify the usur-
pation of a territory, but is an unforeseen form of that 
necessary integration. 

The second element that I want to mention in respect 
to the characteristics of my presence here is the fact that 
this honorary member who for the first time visits this 
center is an ex-political prisoner. And that fact, that I 
was in prison for all these years, is what mobilized the 
most vibrant and dynamic forces of this country: in-
tellectuals, writers, journalists, people who are concern-
ed about human rights all over the world, people who 
have concerned themselves with the situation of an 
unknown colleague from a distant and foreign country. 
I don't see this as a personal merit. I don't think it was 
because of any particular distinctions or personal condi-
tions that this force has mobilized itself in this country, 
but it was because my case, like those of colleagues of 
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mine in the same situation, had a symbolic character. 

It symbolizes, I think, that ambiguous position of the 
writer in contemporary society, the ambiguousness of 
the individual who feels that his ideas are a function of 
the society and age in which he lives. And that this 
necessity and duty that cannot be avoided, many times 
frustrates not only the writers' most legitimate vocation, 
but it also frustrates their lives, their aspirations, their 
individual conditions, including their family situations, 

1 to the point of—as in my case—losing their freedom; 
and in the case of others, even losing their lives. 

I think that we writers need to understand the hazard-
ous possibilities of this duty as part of our vocation. As I 
said at the beginning, we are the owners of a powerful 
instrument. We work with the language, that is to say we 
work at the level of the most direct and spontaneous 
communication that is possible to imagine between two 
people. We know that language and words derive their 
power because they transmit concepts and ideas. And 
that the world and society is transformed and changed 
by a dialectic interrelation between the idea and the ac-
tion. Writers also live in this ambiguous condition, com-
pelled to write for their own vocation, and obligated to 
act because they can't elude their social responsibility 
and their human duty. 

I think that sums up everything I wanted to say to you 
on this occasion. I want once again to thank you for 
what your presence here this afternoon represents, and 
to thank all the organizations that you represent. And 
once again I want to say that I don't see myself here as 
the individual that I am, but as a symbol of the condi-
tion of the writers and the journalists in not only my 

country, but in the world. And this, it seems to me, is 
the most profound significance of our solidarity, 
understanding, and friendship. Thank you very much. 

QUESTION: I'm interested in what it is that kept you 
going during all those years in jail. What things did you 
do to keep thinking and believing that one day you 
would be free, to keep your mind working? 

SR. CONTERIS: I have been asked this question 
many times, and before being imprisoned, having had 
many friends and relatives imprisoned, many times I 
asked myself that same question. What is it that sustains 
a prisoner in the solitude of the cell, what is it that allow-
ed him or her to pass the time . . . I think there is an ele-
ment of life that in reality changes in a person who loses 
freedom and becomes a prisoner, and that element is 
time. What I'm trying to say is that time takes on a 
qualitative difference in value when one is in prison. The 
prisoner has a vast amount of empty time, he is immers-
ed in time, submerged in time. We don't live time, it 
doesn't transpire like in everyday routine life. But we 
float in a sea of time, the time surrounds us, it passes 
over us. It is not only that it has been augmented quanti-
tatively, it has changed in quality, its very condition. 
And then it is necessary to do something with that 
material, time, in which we are immersed. It has to be 
organized, given form, you have to prevent it from 
drowning you, from asphyxiating you. 

Because of the fact that I am in the middle of a 
nucleus of writers and people united by writing and 
reading, I think it is especially interesting to say that one 
of the things that has sustained us, not just me, but all of 
the political prisoners, has been, in fact, literature. 

(CONTERIS CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE) 
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Literature, in its two practical or visible forms: literature 
as something that can be consumed, literature like a 
book; and literature as the possibility of creation. I 
think that we are living in a society in which time for 
reading is always diminishing. I have to admit with terri-
ble shame that in the three months that I have been out 
of prison I've only read two books. Naturally I have 
been travelling a lot, but that is three months. In prison, 
if I didn't read one book a day, I felt that the day was 
lost. By one book I mean to say 250 to 300 pages. That 
was the average amount of reading done in the prison. 
And not only by a relatively well-educated prisoner, as 
in my case, but also by prisoners who arrived with very 
little scholarly preparation. Literature became, literally 
speaking, a form of survival, a means of communica-
tion. We spoke among ourselves about our reading, we 
shared what we had read, we demanded each others' 
books, we offered what we had ourselves. We lived as a 
function of books. 

A prison could be a paradise for writers, that is to say 
for writers who are not in prison. And they would have 
there a potential clientele that was tremendously avid. 

In the case of an imprisoned writer like myself, to 
write became a way of survival. I am going to tell you a 
brief anecdote. During the first phase of imprisonment, 
the normal routine for a political prisoner in Uruguay 
was to disappear for three, four, or five months. In my 
case it was three months. None of my family knew of my 
whereabouts, nor did my friends, nor did.I myself know 
where I was for those three months. For the first forty-
five or fifty days, I was intensively interrogated and tor-
tured. When I finished signing my confession, the inter-
rogation stopped. I was transferred from where I was 
held, which was a military unit, to a military barracks. I 
still did not know where I was—all of these proceedings 
and transfers were carried out with a hood that covered 
one completely—and in that new military unit I was 
locked in a dungeon, without any communication and, 
as I said, without any knowledge of where I was, waiting 
for the moment when I should pass before the court to 
be judged for the crimes of which I was accused. During 
this time, a soldier came twice a day to the cell to take 
me to the bathroom. On these trips I was the object of 
tremendous punishment, a brutal physical beating. 
There was no interrogation; my confession had been 
signed. The objective of the punishment was to in-
timidate and psychologically break the prisoner, so that 
when one came before the judge, one wouldn't mention 
the torture and bad treatment that was used to coerce 
one into signing the confession. In this situation, know-
ing that each day these two punishments are coming, it is 
very easy to lose one's psychological equilibrium. One 
lives in fear, knowing that the moment is going to arrive 
when they will take you out to beat you, and that there is 
no possible defense. But the defense that I found, given 
that I was also a professor of literature and that in my 
classes I had often taught Homer's Iliad, was Chapter 
Ten, which is entitled "Dolonia". It takes its name from 
a Trojan soldier whom Hector elects to send to spy on 
the Greek camp, while at the same time the Greeks also 
select two spies to send to the Trojan camp. The three 
spies cross paths in the middle of the battlefield; the 
Greeks capture the Trojan, Dolan. They make him con-
fess, kill him, and then use the information obtained to 
cause great destruction in the Trojan camp. I used to 
teach this chapter in my literature classes, (even though 

the critics say the chapter is apocryphal and was not 
written by Homer) because I saw in the story of Dolon 
the antecedent of all the novels of espionage that were 
later written. And I saw Dolon as a prototype of what 
would become James Bond in a later century. So when I 
found myself in this situation, in a dungeon, the story of 
Dolon once again came to my mind, and I began to retell 
it in my own way, in verse, constructing each day bet-
ween twelve and fifteen strophes in my memory, know-
ing that I had to do it in verse because that was the only 
way that my memory could recall what it was doing. 
This was an interesting experience, because I had always 
taught that the hexameter, the Greek verse, was in its 
origins a mnemonic tool, a way to help the memory 
when a script was not available, so that poets and actors, 
or performers, could recite Homer's lengthy story. In 
that same way I also found that the poem was the way to 
help my memory. I rediscovered the meaning, the origin, 
the genesis of the Greek hexameter as a personal ex-
perience. But most important was that, submerging 
myself, identifying myself with the story of Dolon, I 
found a way to escape the siutation in which I found 
myself, forget the soldier who came twice a day to take 
me to the bathroom and beat me, and survive thanks to 
the literary creation, and reestablish my psychological 
equilibrium. Some centures back, finding himself in a 
similar situation, Boethius spoke about the consolation 
of philosophy. For me it was clearly the consolation of 
literature, a way of survival. • 

On August 2, 1985, while in the United States, 
Hiber Conteris was informed that his only son, 
24-year-old Marcos Conteris, had been killed in 
Juigalpa, Nicaragua, when a regiment of 200 Contras 
ambushed a truck with 40 young military volunteers 
in it, murdering them all. 

Marcos Conteris had been in Nicaragua since 1982, 
working on an agricultural cooperative. He had just 
volunteered for a two-month tour of duty with the 
Nicaraguan army. 
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coup piled up some 5,000 dead; at times as many as thir-
ty people a day were killed, a slaughter that, by all ac-
counts, appeared to be the first stage of a real civil war. 
Justification for the military takeover rests on this fact, 
something no side seems to deny. At the same time, 
however, according to some—including Mr. Demirel, 
the Prime Minister at the time of the coup, who we in-
terviewed—the military had for two years found it im-
possible to curb the violence while in a matter of weeks 
after it took power it managed to bring about an amaz-
ing peace. In this view the military thought to allow the 
chaos to expand until their intervention would be 
gratefully accepted. It is probable that support for the 
current arrangement is still fed by the fear of the return 
of the violence should civilians really run things again. 

The second important point about Turkey now is its 
strategic position on the Soviet border in the North and 
the chaos of Lebanon and the instability of the whole 
Middle-East. After Afghanistan it does not take a rabid 
anti-Soviet mentality to understand that a coherent 
social order in Turkey is greatly to be desired. The ques-
tion is whether, after Argentina, Chile, Iran, South Viet-
nam, and other countries, one can any longer imagine 
that real strength lies so exclusively with the military. In 
fact, we often heard that within the military itself was a 
growing feeling that they had held onto power too long 
now, and that the disaffection of the people was begin-
ning to turn itself against them for the first time. For one 
thing, there has been a fall in the purchasing power of 
workers and government employees of over fifty percent 
in the last period. In our rounds of interviews, it must be 
said, we could not leave Istanbul and Ankara to get 
some first-hand feeling of the poverty of the country. By 
all accounts standards of living in Turkey are substan-
tially below those of Western and Eastern Europe. 

It is also important to understand that the traditional 
perception of the Turkish Army is unique compared to 
other underdeveloped countries. This Army, for one 
thing, is immense—over half a million men, and is based 
on conscription rather than a permanent professional 
corps, and is thus composed of every sector of the 
citizenry. It is not the army of some Latin American dic-
tatorship, for example, and the proof of it is that the 
1960 coup was even applauded by the Left. The Army, 
finally, fought the war of liberation long ago, in effect, 
and is perceived as being on the peoples' side. But there 
are those who claim that this perception is also changing 
the longer the army remains at the helm of government. 
In any case, the Army has always maintained that tor-
ture, as an example of one excess, was done by local 
police and not by military personnel. A citizen may, 
under present constitutional law, be kept by police for 
45 days without notification of even family or lawyers, 
and it is in this period that most of the tortures have 
taken place. In fact, the Army has itself brought pro-
secutions against the police in some 15 cases. But we 
have also been told that in actuality the Army has merely 
looked on from the background refusing to stop what it 
knew and knows now goes on. What is of interest is that 
the Army, in the Turkish place, takes pains to try to 
separate itself from a terror which in other countries Ar-
mies do not at all mind openly benefitting from as a help 
against disorder. 

Turkey's democratic tradition is very recent, the 
multi-party system having begun in the late 1940s. This 
fact, among others, is held by some Westerners, most 

notably the U.S. State Department, as justifying what 
can charitably be called a relativistic approach to viola-
tions of human rights in the country. The beating of 
people under arrest, in this view, is merely an old 
Turkish custom, and the commander of one prison is 
quoted as saying that his prison was run under Ataturk's 
principles, which mean that a prisoner is to be beaten 
but not to death. From this angle, the current situation 
is an improvement over the past, especially the past two 
years. 

From all accounts, Left and Right, there has evidently 
been some improvement in the last year or so, but this is 
not our business to confirm or deny as we cannot know 
in any first-hand way what the past was like, let alone 
what the future holds. The question for us was simply 
what we saw in front of us and whether and how it 
related to norms of democratic conduct. In fact, some 
do not at all agree that things are better, at least in one 
very important area; for the first time the Army has dug 
itself very deep into the very fabric, both legal and in 
terms of custom and usage, of the country's governance, 
something that was not at all the case in the two previous 
interventions in the early sixties and seventies when the 
military withdrew as orderly government was restored. 
What follows here is not an exhaustive list of infractions 
of democratic norms but merely examples that repeated-
ly came up during our talks with editors, journalists, 
physicians, writers, academics, lawyers, trade unionists, 
and businessmen. These are by no means all Leftists, 
Marxists, or revolutionaries but in many cases social 
democrats in the European sense, or in the same sense 
conservatives. And if one asks how it is possible that so 
wide a variety of viewpoints could find themselves to 
one degree or another opposed to current practices it is 
because the repression has cast so wide a net across the 
whole society as to tangle together a mass of otherwise 
quite separate and often conflicting ideologies. 

For example, to sweep up terrorists and their arms 
was one thing but the arrest of the entire directorship of 
the Turkish Peace Association was quite another. From 
former ambassadors to the President of the Bar Associa-
tion to the former mayor of Istanbul, the Association 
comprised the intellectual elite of the country. It was an 
anti-nuclear movement with a membership left of center 
and its main sin appears to have been its opposition to 
turning the country into a NATO missile base. It is more 
or less the same kind of complaint voiced by the sister-
movement in England of which Pinter is an active 
member. His interest in Turkey springs mainly from the 
persecution of Mahmut Dikerdem, the Peace Associa-
tion's chairman and a former ambassador under several 
Turkish administrations. 

It was the prestigiousness of people like Dr. Dikerdem 
that initially bred a confidence, false as it turned out, 
that the military court would never actually jail the 
Peace Association. When eighteen were sentenced to 
eight years and five to five years, plus internal exile and 
the lifting of their civil rights for several years, the shock 
stunned the country's intellectual community, it having 
been a manifestly political trial—the suppression of an 
opinion by court action, and based, moreover, on 
vaguely-defined ideological laws borrowed back in the 
Thirties from the Mussolini legal code. The mass arrests 
and sudden sweeps were indeed reminiscent of the Thir-
ties in Europe. 

An example of ex post facto prosecutions was that of 
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the Peace Association for commemorating the poet 
Nazim Hikmet, by all accounts the great figure of 
Turkish letters in this century, their Pablo Neruda and a 
Marxist, too, but a man disillusioned in his last years. 
Holding this public commemoration with express per-
mission of the Martial Law Commander, Istanbul hav-
ing been under Martial Law for two years before the 
latest putsch, the Peach Association was nevertheless 
tried for breaking Martial Law decrees that were passed 
after the event, and people were given long sentences for 
organizing and participating in it. 

Ali Sirmen, a journalist, was actually sent by the then 
foreign minister to Addis Ababba as Turkish delegate to 
a conference of Asian-African writers, and his ticket 
was paid for by the Turkish government. But he got an 
eight-year sentence for having conspired abroad with a 
Marxist foreign enemy, namely, the Conference of 
Asian-African Writers. 

In accordance with Turkish law, the Peace Associa-
tion members on trial were permitted lawyers to defend 
them. Once the trial was over these lawyers were 
themselves arrested and tried. It is illegal, incidentally, 
for a lawyer so much as charged with an infraction to 
continue practicing, so that the mere charge itself can 
put a lawyer out of business. 

We were able to attend a trial of one of these 
attorneys, Turgut Kazan. Within the vastness of a 
hospital-prison the courtroom, some thirty by fifty feet 
in area, is perfectly white stucco, with a high tribunal set 
at one end just below three narrow windows facing a 
pearly sky. Three military judges, their uniforms visible 
under their black robes, sit looking down at the 
assembly made up of four or five working journalists 
seated along one wall, a dozen or so audience, including 
the accused and witnesses, and along the back wall the 
bench for visitors on which we sat. Heavy-thumbed pea-
sant soldiers, hands clasped behind their backs stand 
with stolid attention facing the bar, an officer in one 
corner keeping an eye on all five of them. Indeed, he 
ordered one of them out of our line of sight. Ceaselessly, 
whether the judges were speaking or silent, news 
photographers roved the courtroom banging off 
flashbulbs and squeezing past each other, soldiers, and 
witnesses. 

The defendant's testimony is capsulated by the chief 
judge and this version is rapidly typed by a young 
woman seated in front of the tribunal, and forms the 
record. Frequently, we learned, much time is taken up 
by defense lawyers objecting to the judge's summation 
of the testimony but on this day the whole thing ended 
after a desultory half hour because the defendants had 
simply failed to show up. A postponement was an-
nounced until a month hence. This odd method of try-
ing a case is doubly so when one recalls that the defen-
dants are supposed to be confirmed enemies of the 
Turkish people and the State. Yet they are permitted to 
appear or not appear. At the same time they are under 
indictment and many for capital offenses. One trade 
union leader, for example, is appealing a death sentence 
and is free to move about the city and without bail. 
Many have been sentenced to eight years in prison and 
some of these have gone through horrible tortures, but 
are still walking about awaiting appeals. 

This is not merely absent-mindedness on the part of 
the system which has the resolve to periodically an-
nounce that hangings of terrorists held in prisons have 

been carried out. Different people give different figures 
but one man, formerly a high government official, told 
us that there are officially 73,000 acknowledged 
prisoners in Turkey of which some 2,000 in reality are 
political. In addition, 7,000 are alleged to have been ar-
rested as terrorists, some of them as young as 16, most 
of them under 24 years of age. More than once people 
have asked what happened to the adults who, having led 
them into violence, were themselves never brought up 
for trial. Thus, there is even on the part of those ab-
solutely horrified by terrorism a certain amount of sym-
pathy for these young people, some of whom were pick-
ed up On the streets for scrawling slogans on walls, 
others for having harbored fleeing terrorists in their 
homes. Of course none of the above figures can be 
verified as long as the press is forbidden to inquire into 
matters of real substance. Some 48 young terrorists have 
already been hanged, it is generally believed, with 70 or 
more condemned and awaiting execution. There is of 
course no real possibility of appeal or reexamination of 
such cases. 

On many occasions we inquired as to what political 
formations these terrorists belonged but the answers 
were strangely lacking in definition. The Communist 
Party as such has been outlawed in Turkey since the ear-
ly Twenties and no one seems to believe that there is any 
buried pro-Soviet tendency in the country. Indeed, the 
Left element in the leadership of Disk, the union move-
ment that has disbanded, escaped not to Russia which 
borders Turkey, but to distant Europe—France, 
Belgium, and Scandinavia. The leaders left behind, in-
cidentally, are more of the centrist type, and it was one 
of these who has the death sentence hanging over his 
head. From one of the former Prime Ministers who were 
interviewed came the answer that there were as many as 
sixty factions among the terrorists, from the Maoists 
and Albanian-inspired, to others that no one outside of 
Turkey has ever heard of. The image this answer pro-
voked was that of Lebanon, excepting that in Turkey no 
religious element is of any importance in political frac-
turing, which is something of a blessing, however small. 

To continue with the question of Turkish respect for 
democrati® norms, statements judged hostile to the 
government can bring a sentence of 24 years in prison, 
less if the statements were made to a Turk. At lunch in 
restaurants, or walking down a street or at dinner in 
private homes, it was almost always pointed out to us 
that our very discussions of conditions might well fall 
under these rubrics. For this reason we cannot mention 
any names. 

The censorship, as no one denies, is to all practical 
purposes total and condign. With a phone call a 
newspaper can be shut down—for one issue or two or 
more, should it have published anything the government 
doesn't like. Even the largest and presumably most ac-
ceptable papers in the country have been closed from 
time to time and to our question as to whether they 
could print the truth every editor either shrugged, smiled 
at our naivete, or simply said no. 

Instances of torture, for one, might be reduced if the 
press were open to the testimony of people who had 
witnessed such things. We met a man who had been ar-
rested with his brother and had witnessed him being 
beaten to death. Like his brother he is a respected 
Turkish publisher and has taken his brother's name 
now. We sat across a lunch table in a restaurant as he 
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spoke of the terrible day a few years ago, and a friend of 
his sitting next to him, noticing our discomfort at being 
the reason for his having to recite these details, explain-
ed, "He wishes to get it out of himself, he wants to 
speak about it," and the man proceeded in Turkish to 
tell the details. 

He is a tall, thickly built man in his forties, dressed in 
a business suit; with iron self-control he downed a 
tremor in his voice from time to time, insisting on 
following the horror step by step . . . how they had been 
put in a very tall van, high enough inside to allow four 
guards to beat them as the van moved right through 
Istanbul to the prison. He survived, he believed, because 
he was handcuffed with his hands in front of him, allow-
ing him to raise them and protect his head, while his 
brother was cuffed from behind and was helpless. Once 
at the jail, the guards pulled them both out and began 
kicking his brother on the ground until he was no longer 
moving. The recitation took ten minutes. 

Because of his prestige he was able to bring suit 
against the police and won his case, but only the four 
guards were sentenced to a few years; the officer and the 
high-ups who had ordered the arrest were never so much 
as mentioned in the proceedings. 

We wondered whether torture was going on now. It 
was a question we asked everyone but, while no one 
could be sure, they all, to a man and woman, were sure 
it had not been stopped. 

Another torture victim came over to sit beside me at a 
dinner given by members of the Writers Union. He had 
had a little to drink and leaned in close and asked, "Are 
you a Marxist?" I asked if there was such a thing 
anymore and the man said of course, there had to be. 
"Which kind are you, then? The Chinese or the Rus-
sian, the Vietnamese or Cambodian?" No—no, the man 
persisted, there is still only one Marxism. "Whose is it, 
then?" He sat there shaking his head, covering his face 
with his hands. He could hardly have been forty and 
could have passed for a typical prep school professor 
with his stylishly coiffed hair, tweed jacket and slacks 
and striped tie. All he lacked was a pipe. Now, lowering 
his hands from his face he said, "I have had three opera-
tions because of my beatings, I am under an eight-year 
sentence. I could not stand any more of it. I love my 
country, but if my appeal fails I will get out." 

An anguish in his eyes bespoke his humiliations in 
custody, but also I thought the loss of any vital faith in 
former credos. In this respect Turkey is a contemporary 
Western country. Nevertheless there were some odd 
notes struck at this dinner. A tall, thin man with a cheap 
camera who was taking our picture again and again, 
finally sat down beside me. He seemed very nervous, 
anxious about some tremendously important issue, and 
finally he said, "How is it that you do not—being 
playwrights—intend to visit our Playwrights Associa-
tion. They are deeply upset, you know." I said that I 
had not heard about this Association. "You mean they" 
(our academic guides who were helping us on our tour) 
"have not told you?" 

I sensed something inflated about his worry and knew 
then and there that some scandal was being cooked up. 
Next day in one of the tabloids came the news that "Mr. 
Miller had drunk a lot of vodka." In fact, I had drunk a 
glass of beer but had, at his insistence, lifted a vodka 
thimble in a toast and he had clicked his camera then. 
The headline: "They Ate, Drank, And Vomited 

Poison." 
Next day, at the highest point of the city, standing 

before a modern museum housing Hittite artifacts, the 
young man showing me around pointed down at the 
panorama of Istanbul below, its typical huddle and 
smog, the crawl of busses and cars, and a ten-story 
building in the distance. "In the basement of that 
building is where the torture happens." He had been 
beaten himself. "The guards are mostly drunk. One of 
them said to me, 'You have to be drunk to do this.' " 
As always when confronting a modern city that one 
knows is ruled by brute force, the mind tends to go still, 
as though aloneness was all there was left. 

We knew when we went to visit Mr. Ecevit, the 
former Prime Minister, that he is now under a ten-year 
ban, forbidden by the Military Government to engage in 
politics and we imagined that he might have wanted to 
keep our visit quiet, if not secret. But we emerged from 
our car to face four smiling photographers standing out-
side his ordinary middle-class Ankara house, who 
followed us upstairs and into his library where we were 
again photographed with him between us like two 
trophies he had won, perhaps. But safety, it appears, lies 
in publicity. An urbane man, small and rather birdlike in 
his movements, he took our first and, as it turned out, 
only question, and spoke for twenty minutes in a well-
organized and thought-out lecture on the country's 
political history, undogmatic and balanced, a talk for a 
university political science class. Slight as he appears, 
with his unhappy expression and straightacross 
mustache, he is said to have shown much political 
courage vis-a-vis the military in the past. His wife, said 
to be organizing a new political party, looked on 
through the half hour without uttering a word. 

Also banned, but with more body language and 
physical energy, was our next former Prime Minister to 
be visited, Suleyman Demirel, former chairman of the 
conservative Justice Party. Unlike Ecevit, a poet and 
close friend of his fellow Social Democrats Willie 
Brandt and Olaf Palme, Demirel is pure L.B.J, in his ex-
troverted monopoly of all the space he finds around 
him. Dozens of horse statuettes everywhere in his apart-
ment, on shelves and even under the glass coffee table. 
He could easily be played by Rod Steiger in his more 
pompous style. He is barrel-chested, talks of "my peo-
ple," has the politician's boiling enthusiasm for life-as-
action, and seems simply outraged at being kept out of 
the ring, as he will be for eight more years if things do-
not change. 

Like Ecevit, he was careful to pose between us for 
photographs, but had more photographers present. It 
was he who had ruled for two years alongside the Mar-
tial Law commanders who had finally put him out and 
condemned him to this sterility. He comes from the 
countryside, the peasantry, and he doubtless wanted his 
photo in the press in order to remind them that he was 
still around and looking fit and ready to go. At one 
point early in the dialogue I mentioned the proliferation 
of horse statuettes all over the apartment, fifty or 
seventy-five of them, but Demirel barely took notice of 
the remark. In fact, as was learned afterward, the horse 
is his logo devised to identify his party for illiterate 
peasants. Democrat, being a Greek word, has no mean-
ing for them, but the word for white horse is krat in 
Turkish. Demir-krat means an iron white horse and is a 
reminder of Demirel, so it all works out excepting that 
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he is stuck in this apartment with these figures of that 
beautiful animal in all kinds of positions and cannot 
budge politically. He is a born actor, forbidden to per-
form. 

But what, we asked, was it like to be banned? For 
Pinter as for me the idea of it is simple to grasp but not 
so easy to feel. Demirel explained, saying it was quite 
terrible, but we did not get the feeling from him, 
perhaps because he was too angry to be able to talk 
about it. On reflection it is obvious that the hundreds of 
thousands of followers of these two politicians are also, 
in effect, banned. Are they angry, too? Or has it all 
turned into an unreality, a slowly suppurating indif-
ference to what they are forbidden to do, namely to 
choose their rulers. Maybe it is simply a memory of feel-
ing that is absent, gone away. 

Some 1,500 academics have resigned, 200 to 300 have 
been sacked outright, and 10,000 remain in their jobs. 
Those who justify this academic shakeout claim that 
under its new reorganization the government has tried to 
force teachers out of the main universities and into the 
less prestigious schools and that it was to escape rustica-
tion that these teachers opted out of the system volun-
tarily. But others reply that this exiling of teachers is 
designed precisely to rid the system of the less tractable 
who are almost always the ones being transferred to the 
sticks in hopes that they will quit. 

Mrs. Nazle Ilicak was one of those justifying these 
academic policies on this ground. She is the wife of the 
Tercuman publisher, and twice-a-week columnist who is 
widely read. She herself was jailed and the paper closed 
down at one point after the coup, and she agrees that the 
net of anti-subversion may have cast too wide, but she is 
glad not to have "wandered into Leftism" as the result 
of her sad experience and rather than blame the strin-
gency of rule exclusively on the military, points to the 
political timorousness of democratic Turks who have 
failed at every turn to speak out against excess. Her 
repeated emphasis is on the terrorism that nearly 
brought the country to ruin, the "nests of anarchy" in 
the universities which before the coup still claimed some 
independence, and, in general, on the supine democratic 
intellectuals themselves. Her brightest models for all 
things seem to be American, going so far as to believe 
that the newly-forged centralized control over all univer-
sities and colleges by a single bureaucrat is a direct imita-
tion of the American system. When I informed her that 
this was not the case, she pointed with evident uncer-
tainty to the regents and governing boards of various 
universities who, in her mind, were there to keep order, 
and when I persisted, saying that there was no such thing 
as central control of all American universities, she 
shrugged off the subject. Clearly, she was not lying, only 
under a total misapprehension probably based on her 
need of some American precedent in the matter, Accord-
ing to the academics, the universities are being run like 
junior high schools in other countries, with absolutely 
no independence whatsoever, especially in regard to the 
content of the curricula. 

Mrs. Iliak is only remarkable for her candor and pro-
bably represents a significant fraction of opinion which 
is both critical of unfreedom but either ideologically 
confused or helpless to counteract it. It would not occur 
to this kind of person to ask whether the question on the 
national agenda might be the means to strengthen the 
democratic forces in the country rather than how to sup-

press the slightest possibility of a return to terrorism. 
But when an army, after all, moves into the streets it also 
moves into people's minds and it is as hard to get it out 
of one as of the other. 

There was a sense of the symptomatic as well in her 
answer to our concern that the examples of Iran and 
South Vietnam not be repeated here as a result of such 
total American support and identification with the 
military with hardly more than lip service paid to 
building respect for democratic norms and institutions. 
She saw nothing wrong with identifying America with 
the military in a country where the military was still 
respected as the very soul of the nation. She would not 
deny that so much of what was happening in the country 
was undemocratic and repressive but when pressed 
would again and again revert to the terrorism which had 
opened the Pandora's box in the first place and which 
alone was to be blamed for everything afterwards. 
Again, it seemed likely that she is probably represen-
tative of some important sector of opinion which neither 
rejects democracy nor is willing to struggle for it, and 
while disliking military rule in principle is reassured by 
its continuance in practice. In short, better this than 
chaos; thus a possible road forward into real democracy 
is not a question being debated by anyone as far as one 
can tell in a short but intense visit. Needless to say, the 
tutelage of the United States does not include sugges-
tions as to what real democratic procedures are or how 
they might be arrived at. We apparently teach how to 
manage weapons systems and that is about all. 

We had already known that neither of the two Peace 
Committee trials were based on any actions but on 
allegations of treasonable thinking, and Mrs. Ilicak sad-
ly confirmed this. The society is as though in a perma-
nent state of McCarthyism. Nevertheless, she felt, things 
were improving. The obvious must be added here—in a 
situation where the slightest negative criticism can be 
prosecuted it is not possible to be sure how sincerely 
anyone is speaking, so that Mrs. Ilicak's real views—or 
those of any of the other editors we interviewed, might 
actually be far less charitable toward the regime, or far 
more supportive, for that matter. One editor, for ex-
ample—and a very important one—lamented the human 
rights situation and even volunteered examples of his 
own, but in the next day's paper wrote a mocking and 
satirical little piece about our visit, saying that no one 
knew how or why we had come and by what motives, 
hinting at some secret if not subversive sponsorship. 

There is, again, a certain air of absent-mindedness 
about Turkish totalitarianism, an atmosphere of incip-
pient violence and at the same time torpor. One book 
publisher, a Leftist but not pro-Soviet, tells how the 
police will suddenly appear in his office, sieze all the 
copies of a new book and leave. But he always manages 
to keep some extra copies hidden in the place. Since this 
happens frequently one wonders if the police do not 
know this, and if so . . .? 

Oddly enough, with all the persecution of ideas it is 
still legal to buy books by Marx and Lenin, but only 
from the distributors; however, bookstores openly 
display Brecht and works by Left Turkish writers. The 
actual preaching of Marxism, however, is prohibited. 
Similarly, while the right to petition for redress of 
grievances would seem to be central to any democratic 
system, a petition asking alleviation of certain repressive 
measures, signed by more than a thousand foreign in-
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tellectuals and several in Turkey, when presented to 
President Evren and the military leaders resulted in the 
petitioners themselves being arrested, and their trials 
continue to grind on in the customary timeless fashion. 
The grounds for prosecution are that it was not a petition 
but a propaganda preachment whose mere printing, not 
to speak of its distribution, were unconstitutional. 

The absurd is always hovering at the edges of 
things—one of the accusations against the Disk union 
movement, which was seriously put and solemnly receiv-
ed by the court, was that its member-unions most often 
demanded and won the highest wages for their members 
as compared to other unions. Bashturk, the Disk leader 
under death sentence, his perfectly legitimate union 
group illegalized and disbanded, is not the household 
name that Lech Walesa is, but one wonders why when 
Disk exists in a NATO country where the influence of 
the United States and, indeed, the entire West are 
crucial. 

This total silence is all the more remarkable in face of 
the fact that Bashturk appeared in court with eleven 
other co-defendants one day and deposed that they had 
been horribly tortured in prison. Their deposition 
managed to promptly disappear, but another judge 
more mindful of his duty searched the records and in-
deed discovered a memorandum proving that such a 
document had been officially received. 

But the general duress is too obvious a fact of 
life—excepting to apologists who discern signs of pro-
gress wherever they look. There seems no reason to 
doubt the common saying that, in urban areas, one per-
son in every five families has been accused of something 
and is awaiting judicial decisions. The important editor 
who agreed with us face to face only to turn around and 
publish his mocking attack, himself volunteered that the 
Turkish Army was becoming more and more like the 
traditional Latin American junta, and that he has more 
than once had to intercede with authorities to get some-
one freed who had been arrested on whimsical legal 
grounds or even on the basis of regulations that do not 
exist at all. 

The declared or implied rationale for all this is the in-
evitable swing into the Soviet orbit should the ordinary 
freedoms be allowed. We have no way of predicting 
such things but a closer look at some who, indeed, call 
themselves Marxists raises a somewhat more complex set 
of questions. An elderly poet, his name known to 
everyone, jailed for years as a Marxist, is bitter about 
the Soviets who, he says, have driven Turkey into the 
arms of the Americans by demanding cession of two 
provinces at the end of World War II, presumably at 
Yalta. But he also claims that direct demands upon 
Turkey have been made since that time. 

No one would deny that the Peace Association includ-
ed many of his views, Marxists with no ideological 
homeland. But the government charged these very peo-
ple as being Soviet fronts attempting, literally, to realize 
the dream of Peter the Great of controlling Turkish 
warm water ports. Aside from the difficulty of calling 
Peter as a witness, the reality of these people's feelings is 
far more tangled than the accusation would imply. 
Meantime the endless line of Soviet ships parades 
through the Bosphorus day and night, doubtless paying 
the Turkish regime for the privilege and being 
photographed from the CIA windows that overlook that 
lovely straight. 

The old Marxist poet, bereft of ideological direction 
by the Soviet betrayal, was just as bitter against the 
United States which, he said, was not a democracy. No 
democracy could have so imperialist a foreign policy. 
When I pointed out that England and France had also 
borne the same contradiction it was mutely agreed to 
change the conversation. But in a few minutes the poet 
told a story of the impoverished man, father of a starv-
ing family, whose door opened one night revealing a 
stranger who offered him a guitar which, if he plucked 
one string, would bring him a bag of gold. But the 
plucking of that string meant that another man 
somewhere would immediately have to die. Thus the 
worker in the United States, each time he draws his 
dollar, steal it from the hungering mouths of unseen 
men in the Third World, for each dollar some poor man 
far away must die. In his late sixties, this poet doubtless 
expresses a common bitterness of his generation toward 
the United States—which, it is believed, could banish 
their political repression with a gesture instead of con-
spiring with local tyrants to keep him unfree. To the 
stranger, however, it also implies an unacknowledged 
feeling of powerlessness to change Turkey's situation by 
Turkish efforts. 

This is not a universal notion, however. Many of 
those we spoke with insisted that the Turks alone could 
make any real changes; these were in many cases people 
on the Left, but Mrs. Ilicak who is rightist said the same 
thing, as did Mr. Ecevit and Mr. Demirel, former prime 
ministers, and most of the editors as well. Whatever the 
different attitudes toward it, the American presence is 
certainly on everyone's mind. 

The other universal question is amnesty for political 
prisoners. If, as is said, one in five families in urban 
areas has a member either in jail or somehow touched by 
the repression an amnesty would seem to be the one ac-
tion that might begin the healing of wounds whose bit-
terness can take some surprising forms. At a dinner given 
for us by members of the Writers Union many of whose 
members have been treated with particular brutality and 
are still under indictment awaiting sentence, one slightly 
drunk author, a man in his forties, wearing an un-
breakable grin on his face and a fiercely ironic, glazed 
stare, would suddenly sprinkle an other wise friendly 
conversation with a crackling laugh, saying, "Some day 
maybe I will also be a success and then I can come to 
America to see if I can help with human rights!" Hard-
ly a minute earlier he had been glad to see us here, or so 
he said. He was most probably a man of the Left and 
there must be something intolerable in the idea of the 
United States—or Americans at any rate—reaping the 
benefits of being Turkey's military master and her heart-
felt moral saviour at the same time. Resentment of 
America and Americans does not stop at political lines, 
since it is at bottom the prideful anger of the subser-
vient, and there is no doubt that these feelings can be 
found among the Right, as shall appear in a moment, 
and some of the Military itself. 

We had wanted to speak with the American Am-
bassador at some point in the visit and were glad as well 
as surprised to receive an invitation to dinner at his 
residence—a dinner in my honor. It turned out to be the 
climax of the week, not counting the Government's ban-
ning of any reporting of our final press conference, but 
that would not be announced (along with its threat to 
"investigate" our visit) until after we had left. We were 
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looking forward to meeting Robert Strausz-Hupe, the 
Ambassador, if only to get the American position from 
an authorative source. The dinner, formal and surpris-
ingly large, with about fourteen guests, happened on the 
evening following another which had been deeply mov-
ing. The young wife of an imprisoned painter and the 
fiancee of a jailed theatre director, Ali Taygun, had 
opened a world for us which is doubtless a common ex-
perience for hundreds of Turkey's political prisoners 
and their families. 

Taygun, a theatre director in his mid-thirties, had 
worked for several years at the Yale Drama School 
where he had created a stir with several well-received 
avant garde productions. He had returned to Turkey to 
create a theatre and had gotten swept up in the Peace 
Association arrests and received an eight-year sentence. 
We had requested permission to visit him from the 
Military Government but were turned down. Taygun's 
finance, an opera singer in her early thirties, is permitted 
to visit him every two weeks, meanwhile trying to carry 
on with her career. There was something surreal about 
our sitting with her in a lovely and large apartment with 
a tremendous view of the Bosphorus at night, with the 
silent ships, many of them Soviet, sailing past below and 
the lights of the ancient city rising up into the hills, and 

Persons wishing to receive Freedom to Write material—bulletins, 
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having to remind oneself again and again that this very 
civilized young woman's finance was not far away in a 
room with eight or ten other prisoners kept together as 
politicals for thoughts they had held in their heads. 

The painter's wife, who we shall call Sylvia, is about 
twenty-eight, with a witty smile and large black eyes and 
dark hair, and affects an insouciance which would soon 
evaporate as she talked of her life now. "This is all a 
comedy," she began, "and now I am refusing to par-
ticipate any more." Here again, and despite her obvious 
need of help, was an expression of resentment toward 
helpless dependency—on prison authorities, on the 
beneficience of the Military Government, and now, 
ironically, on us who could sympathize but do very little 
to change her situation. She had an infant child, had 
been married three years, separated for more than two 
from a husband who was in prison for his views. It took 
some persuasion to get her past the futility of one more 
telling of the facts which are doubtless engraved on her 
brain; he was arrested and tortured in Istanbul, then for 
some bureaucratic reason sent to Ankara where he was 
tortured a second time, then back to Istanbul. She had 
been refused a passport which prevented her from leav-
ing the country and finding work as a journalist—she 
had worked all over Europe and the Middle East, a chic 
and sophisticated young woman with fluent English. 
She seemed to have no overwhelming political feelings, 
but was rather obsessed with breaking out of her trap; 
she could neither work in her native city nor depart. It 
was only at the end of the evening that she got herself to 
produce the dozen or so sepia drawings that her hus-

band had handed her during their five-minute visits 
every fifteen days, and only as she handled them did she 
allow herself something like a hopeful expression. The 
drawings caught her longing look and her undressed 
body was pressed to his, images of sensuous power. In 
one picture the artist is peeking through a little window 
at himself and her together. As we left her she seemed to 
be filling up with hope and struggling against believing 
in it. 

We had no plan of what to do when we met the Am-
bassador, but as the American half of our delegation 
and honored guest, I was momentarily alone with him in 
one corner of the high-ceilinged white sitting room and 
immediately found myself telling him about Sylvia and 
her imprisoned husband's terrific drawings. To my sur-
prise and pleasure he seemed caught up by the story, 
quickened by its humanity and pathos. He is a very 
small, slender man in his eighties, but spry and alert. I 
thought that this might be the first time he had been 
presented with the romance, so to speak, of the suffer-
ings of political prisoners. He is quite famous for his 
deference to the Turkish military with whom he has 
identified American interest almost completely, and 
would thus be unlikely to regard these prisoners as more 
than de-animated opponents of high policy or unfor-
tunates who had gotten themselves caught in the wide 
net. 

Now he wanted to know the painter's name and seem-
ed at least interested in making inquiries about him. It 
seemed a good beginning. All we knew about the Am-
bassador was that he had been a speech writer for Barry 
Goldwater, but it would later turn out that he had also 
been a professor at the University of Pennsylvania, a 
thinker of the Right. There was a cultivated, literary air 
about him, not common in our ambassadors but all to 
the good. And indeed, as the company moved toward 
places at the table he confided that there might well be a 
declaration of amnesty in the near future, but that we 
could not push the military too far lest we lose them. I 
thought that at least he was not blind to events, merely 
had the wrong view of what needed to be done about 
them. 

Harold Pinter and I were seated on the same side of 
the table opposite the Ambassador, but we were half a 
dozen places apart and I could not make out his words, 
when, with the soup hardly served, his baritone soared 
above the general tiddle of talk, and I caught the loosen-
ed relaxation of his voice, the liberated melodiousness of 
an angered mind. To my immediate left Madame Am-
bassador, a Ceylonese half her husband's age, soft-
voiced and beautiful, the daughter, as she said, of a 
Ceylonese Ford dealer, was drawing with her fingernail 
on the table cloth the map of her island showing the 
demarcations between the religious factions which were 
trying to tear the country apart in the years since the 
British had left, with their order and their law. 

As the meat, a roast veal, was served, Pinter's voice 
seemed to engorge itself, his British diction chopping 
away like a knife bolted to a ratchet—and for the first 
time I made out that he was in a cross-table discussion 
with Mrs. Ilicak, the columnist we had met some days 
earlier, and Mr. Trinka, the American Deputy Chief of 
Mission who sat behind his tinted glasses with an expres-
sion of irremediable grimness, for he knew what he 
thought, and what he wanted, no doubt of that. Red-
dening, he was saying to Pinter, "That's your view. We 
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have to see it in the round. You are only seeing one part 
of it . . . " while Mrs. Ilicak accompanied with deep 
nods and parallel remarks. The Ambassador, forking 
his veal, had ceased to even glance in Pinter's direction, 
for the playwright's voice had now reached the level of 
debate in the House of Commons on a bill to gas aged 
English dogs. Madame Ambassador, persisting nobly in 
her geographical drawing, maintained an admirable 
aplomb and her husband made a last attempt to engage 
his neighbor in some kind of conversation when Pinter, 
with wide-open rage shouted across the table at Mrs. Il-
icak—"That is an insult and was meant as an insult and 
I throw it back in your face!" The woman, as I learned 
later, had told Pinter that while Turks would have to re-
main and face the realities of the day he would go home 
and doubtless put it all into a profitable play, implying 
that this was his underlying reason for coming here at 
all. She was red in the face, a round pouting face topped 
by permed blondish hair. Two days earlier on our leav-
ing her office she had suddenly produced out of her desk 
drawer an alleged biography of Marilyn Monroe and 
asked me whether I thought, as the book had heavily in-
timated, that she had been murdered by the CIA, a 
question put with the same vacant curiosity as if the sub-
ject were a house or perhaps a car that the intelligence 
agency had purposely wrecked. 

The Ambassador, once Pinter had flung his fury 
across the table at Mrs. Ilicak and inferentially the 
Deputy Chief of Mission, touched the side of his crystal 
water glass with a silver spoon and brought silence. "I 
wish to welcome Mr. Miller as our honored guest," and 
went on to extoll my contributions to the theatre, and 
ended with a glance around the table which came to rest 
only for a moment on Pinter down at the end, returning 
once more to me. "This demonstrates that all view-
points are welcome here." And then, pointing at the 
floor of his residence and his voice thick with emotion, 
"Here is Democracy. Right here, and we are proud of it. 
Imagine this happening in a Communist country." 
Whereupon he thanked me for coming. 

I understood that it was up to me to respond to this 
toast and had Pinter not exploded it would have been a 
simple matter of lathering the air with a few customary 
phrases in the hope of cornering the Ambassador later 
and trying to confront him with some of the painful 
facts that we had been witnessing here. I was, after all, 
in a United States Embassy; there was a pro-
tocal—whose mysteries I had never plumbed—and the 
Ambassador had been nothing but an engaging host. 
But as we sat there in the gleam of the room my mind 
managed to pop up the image of Sylvia on an empty bed 
staring at an empty pillow, and her husband on his mat-
tress hardly a mile away, with six more wasted years to 
go, for an offense which, had I been a Turk, I would 
probably have committed myself. So I was pleading for 
others but also for my putative Turkish self and with a 
man toward whom, despite everything, I still felt a cer-
tain vague cultural effinity: it had not yet dawned on me 
that the Ambassador was also Jewish. 

I began quietly thanking him for the dinner and the 
welcome, at which, his cheek flushed and his eyes ap-
prehensive, he seemed somewhat relieved. Whatever our 
political differences, I said, we shared the same faith in 
Democracy. The Ambassador nodded appreciatively. 
And, I went on, as Democracy enhanced candor, our 
speech being without fear, it was impossible for me to 

fail to mention some of what we had been witnessing in 
this country. Not knowing how to proceed from this 
point, I fell back on what I did know. "We are 
playwrights, and playwrights are different than poets or 
novelists or perhaps any other kind of writer. We deal in 
the concrete. Perhaps that is why there are never very 
many good playwrights. An actor has to be moved from 
point A to point B, psychologically as well as physically, 
and you cannot act in general.^You can only act in par-
ticular, and for good reasons that everyone involved 
must understand. Thus; we do not know what the situa-
tion in Turkey was last year, so perhaps it is better now, 
as is claimed. We don't know what it will be in the 
future. We do know concretely what we have seen, and 
what we have seen has no tangency with any democratic 
system in Western Europe or the United States. I wrote 
about people in The Crucible who were jailed and ex-
ecuted for no know actions but for what they were alleg-
ed to be thinking. So it is here; you have hundreds in jail 
for their alleged thoughts. We are told that Turkey is 
moving closer and closer to Democracy and that we may 
ultimately turn out to be so, no one can say, but what it 
is now is a military dictatorship with certain merciless 
and brutal features. We are helping Turkey and I am not 
saying we should not; but the real strength of a state in 
the last analysis is the support of her people, and the 
question is whether the United States is inadvertently 
helping to alienate the people by siding so completely 
with those who have deprived them of their elementary 
rights. We know there was a terrible outbreak of ter-
rorism but how wide can a net be thrown before it can 
be properly called an oppression and a tyranny? The 
truth is that for hundreds in the Peace Association not a 
single action has been alleged, let alone a terrorist ac-
tion. At a minimum an amnesty is called for . . ." 

As I continued, I thought I saw the eyes of the Am-
bassador flattening with something like astonishment or 
horror, but at the same time the man seemed to be 
listening to a kind of news, surely not political news, for 
he must have known even better than me what the state 
of affairs was, but news of an emotion, of an outrage, 
and this on the part of two men who had every reason to 
feel successful and at one with themselves and the world. 
After twenty minutes, I realized how long I had gone on 
and stopped talking. "There isn't a Western lawyer who 
could come to this country and see what is happening in 
these military courts who would not groan in despair. 
The American part here ought to be the holding up of 
democratic norms if only as a goal instead of justifying 
their suppression as the only defense against chaos . . . " 
In this vein I shut my mouth. 

The Ambassador now turned his gaze on the faces at 
the totally silent table and gesturing to Mr. Inonu, the 
son of a former President and Prime Minister, and now 
head of a political party, asked if he would respond to 
my remarks. Mr. Inonu, sixty, balding and myopic, a 
tall scientist, actually, with a gentle face and long hands 
which he now softly clasped above the table, said that he 
in general could not help agreeing with Mr. Miller's 
views and wanted to add his welcome to that of the Am-
bassador. I could hardly believe what appeared to be our 
victory. The Ambassador now gestured toward Mrs. Il-
icak who was at his right: she simply shook her head, her 
eyes rounded in shock. A bearded journalist was then 
invited to comment but he chose simply to rub his hands 
together and smile and welcome Mr. Miller to Turkey. 
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Pinter would later reveal that this man had exchanged 
happy glances with him during my speech. 

And so, with no more takers, we all rose as the Am-
bassador said something to the effect that it had been a 
fascinating dinner. Before I could stop myself, I added, 
"And one you won't forget soon" to which the Am-
bassador responded with an uncertain smile that was not 
without irony, however. 

The company now began arranging itself in chairs for 
coffee in the sitting room and I sought out Deputy Chief 
Trinka, sensing that in this man was the center of power 
in the place, but I had hardly sat down beside him when 
from behind me I heard once again the awesome 
baritone of Harold Pinter. Near the entry hall he was 
just turning away from the Ambassador who, half his 
size, was shouting something and walking abruptly to a 
guest who stood astonished staring at the British 
playwright who turned to me as I approached and said, 
not without a certain pridefully apologetic tone, "I have 
insulted your Ambassador and have been asked to go." 
Forced by his soaring emotions to become more prac-
tical than ever, I immediately wondered about transpor-
tation and found a guest whom we had met at a gather-
ing of Peace Association supporters a few days earlier, a 
cancer surgeon who had studied in New York and was 
quite conservative politically, but sympathetic with the 
imprisoned members. He would be happy to share his 
car, but the French Ambassador eagerly intervened and 
apparently at the risk of some displeasure, for Mr. 
Strausz-Hupe, his colleague and friend, carried the two 
of us off to his residence for some champagne and 
coversation. In the black Peugot, Pinter reported the 
Ambassador saying something to the effect that there 
could always be a lot of different opinions about 
anything, to which Pinter said he replied, "Not if you've 
got an electric wire hooked to your genitals," at which 
the Ambassador had straightened and snapped sharply, 
"Sir, you are a guest in my house!" upon which Pinter 
concluded he had been thrown out. Pinter was brimm-
ing with admiration for my peroration, as I was for his 
righteous indignation, without which I could not im-
agine myself launching out on a twenty-minute essay, 
and we thought we might form a team that could go 
around the world visiting other American Embassies 
and change history. 

Throughout the visit we had purposely declined inter-
views, fearing to be wasting time answering the demands 
of one journalist after another, promising instead a press 
conderence on our last day. It was held in the building of 
the Journalists' Association, and was attended by 
perhaps twenty-five or thirty men and women plus a 
television crew from United Press International which 
services cable networks in the States. What was said at 
the press conference was more or less the same as at the 
Ambassador's dinner. We understood, of course, that 
Turkish journalists would be forbidden to print more 
than scraps of this kind of opinion but felt there was no 
other course but to speak candidly and not to do their 
censoring for them. The brunt of the message was the 
violations of democratic norms in the country. Next day 
in London, we learned that the press conference itself 
had been "banned" by the government and that "an in-
vestigation" was to be launched into the whole visit. 

Within a matter of weeks Prime Minister Ozal would 
be telling an audience of newspaper people at a 
Washington Press Club luncheon in his honor that there 

were no political prisoners in Turkey, a country so far 
away from Washington, apparently that this joke caused 
no one to rise in protest. I have it on good authority that 
he privately lamented the Military Commander's action 
in "banning" our press conference, however. But 
whatever he feels or believes can matter little when the 
press is muzzled and no substantial debate can take 
place. 

For the same reason of enforced public silence, no 
one we spoke to had the slightest inkling of the 
country's future path, and whether the Military would 
relax suppression or perhaps even make life harder. If 
there is not an unmitigated Hitler, Mussolini or Franco-
type dictatorship in Turkey the people are in fact forbid-
den to take an interest in their own fate. As the third 
largest recipient of American aid after only Israel and 
Egypt, American responsibility in Turkey is very large 
and at the minimum further support ought to be condi-
tioned on the lifting of newspaper censorship forthwith. 
The stand against terrorism cannot be the same as the 
creation of a graveyard silence, and certainly no country 
has progressed merely by saying nay. Turks say that they 
are Western people and wish to stand with the West but 
it is hardly enough that American missiles proliferate on 
her soil to join her in any real sense with democratic 
cultures of the West. Democracy needs unleashing in 
Turkey and it would be a fine thing if Americans began 
to demonstrate that they wish to help cut the chains.• 

—Arthur Miller 



Today in 
The Czech writer Milan Kundera once remarked that 

when the political reality is perceived as unauthentic, it 
is the creations of the mind, what is known as 
"culture," that become the sole basis for a people's 
identity. Nowhere perhaps is the truth of this statement 
more visible today than in Poland, where four years 
after the suppression of Solidarity cultural activity 
becomes again the sole strategy of national survival. 

In order to become the authentic expression of a peo-
ple's consciousness, culture has to dissociate itself from 
the unauthentic social structure and political patronage. 
Through the unprecedented growth of in-
dependent—that is clandestine—publishing, theatre, 
film and art exhibitions, with great risks and against im-
mesurable odds, the Polish culture is creating its own 
space in which its development can follow its natural 
course. 

Yet a culture which by definition develops as an an-
tidote or an alternative to a certain kind of reality, will 
never become totally independent of it, nor is such in-
dependence its primary concern. Even when institu-
tional censorship is cast away, there remain many forces 
which work behind the scenes shaping the movement of 
thought and imagination. 

First, there is what Stanislaw Baranczak calls "the 
fortress mentality," which is in fact a reversed form of 
self-censorship. When a nation or a society lives in a 
state of confrontation with a powerful enemy, its spon-
taneous creativity often yields to collectivist restrictions: 
obligations to defend a certain set of values, to take up 
or to abandon a certain subject. There is also the ever 
present temptation to transform art into a Great 
Substitute. When so little is authentic in the life of a 
society, and there are so few outlets to its manifold 
energies, art, especially literature, tries to become 
everything at once: a political polemic, a citizen's 
primer, a custodian of collective memory, an inspira-
tional text or a forum for public debate. While trying to 
become more than itself, literature inevitably becomes 
less, as each of the functions it takes upon itself reduces 
some of its larger potential. Finally there is the pressure 
of events which demand immediate and straighforward 
response and obliterate every metaphor—the body of a 
friend mutilated by police truncheons, the grief of his 
mother. The question which appears in Polish literature 
with upsetting frequency is whether in the face of such 
events any kind of writing other than the simpliest nota-
tion of facts is not an immoral indulgence—an evasion 
of the hardest truth. 

These are only the most obvious dilemmas of a writer 
who happens to live in a social environment where 
political and moral issues reach extreme density. Yet 
even those who manage to distance themselves from the 
immediate pressures and demands, and who believe, like 
Joseph Brodsky, that the only responsibility of a poet to 
society is to write well, discover that their imagination 

Poland 
and thought follows different paths from those of their 
Western collègues. What we witness today in Poland, 
and in the independent writing of other Central and 
Eastern European countries, is the emergence of a 
separate literary culture conditioned by a specific set of 
possibilities and limitations. It is a culture which shares 
with its Western counterpart the same sources, yet 
stresses different aspects of the common inheritance. 

In the first place it is a culture of testimony in which 
the main impulse behind every public expression is to 
give evidence, to explain and to prevent from forgetting. 
The testimony can take the form of a simple registration 
of external facts, or of a record of their transmutations 
in the individual or collective consciousness, yet it 
always seeks to tell how it is to live in a particular mo-
ment, amidst circumstances that seem abnormal and 
significant at the same time. One of the most important 
consequences of this approach is the reintroduction to 
literature of the old category of truth, with its rather am-
biguous standing among the modern interpretations of 
art. Nobody asks today how "true" is Finnegan's 
Wake, as nobody asks how true is a musical sonata. Yet 
no Polish writer today is able to dismiss this question. 
The free play of imagination that constructs fantastic 
worlds and sets them in motion for the sheer sensual or 
intellectual pleasure of such an act, is almost beyond his 
reach. To give testimony means to accept the superior 
position of the objective over the subjective, of what is 
shared with the others over what is private and unique to 
one's self; it also demands a certain transparency of 
one's language and imagery, which are never allowed to 
become ends in themselves. Imagination, subjectivity, 
and formal experiments with the medium have to prove 
their validity in the service of a subject which is external 
to them and which demands our testimony. 

It is also a culture of ethical dualism which perceives 
good and evil as real and distinguishable entities. The 
world it depicts is not free from doubt, ambiguity and 
relativism, yet it is also a world on trial which cannot 
avoid the final verdict. This tendency towards sharp 
distinctions between positive and negative values is best 
expressed by Zbigniew Herbert in his poem "A 
Knocker": 

. . . my imagination 
is a piece of board 
my sole instrument 
is a wooden stick 

I strike the board 
it answers me 
yes—yes 
no—no 

Such an imagination is always stretched between opposi-
(CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE) 
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tions: two sets of values, two perspectives or 
philosophies clashing with each other, yet only one of 
them can be proved right. 

Finally it is a culture painfully aware of its fragility, 
which concentrates most of its powers on the mere task 
of survival, self-preservation and self-renewal. It is 
preoccupied—sometimes obsessed—with maintaining 
its own continuity, and it displays a clearly protective at-
titude towards the integrity of language and tradition. 
Radical experiments meant to disrupt the structure of 
language, or to subvert the notion of meaning and 
message are perceived as attacks on culture itself, which 
is the sole protection of the ever-endangered humanity. 
It is a culture that has seen and survived too much 
destruction and abuse to deliberately test its own en-
durance. 

All these characteristics make the Polish literary 
culture look, especially to modernist Western eyes, 
somehow conservative, too self-important and self-
celebratory. It's powerful center of gravity—the sense of 
the historical drama, and the shadow of 
totalitarianism—provides it with a density and energy 
rarely encountered in today's western writing. Yet it also 
directs these energies inward, towards the same 
dichotomies and questions. Sometimes it seems that the 
Polish writing today is the exploration of one situation 
which appears in thousands of variations—a spiritual 
struggle between the slave and a master, or, as 
somebody put it, of "an irresistable force clashing with 
an immovable object." 

There is a vivid debate going on today in the Polish 
underground press about the character, development 
and function of literature and culture in the Polish 
drama. Writers usually admit that their creativity is pay-
ing a price both for its independence and its obligations. 
And yet, as with any other culture, there is perhaps no 
better measure of its achievement than the strength 
derived from it by its creators and their audience. As the 
young Polish poet Tomasz Jastrun says, abnormal situa-
tions often give birth to pearls. Books of esoteric poetry 
are published in the Polish underground in editions of 
five to ten thousand copies, each copy probably read by 
several people. Many of them had very little contact 
with poetry before, and would hardly reach for it under 
more lucky circumstances. 

As Susan Sontag remarked, while approaching con-
temporary Polish writing we tend to apply a somewhat 
simplified notion of culture. We speak with admiration 
about its moral courage, we see it as an expression of 
political defiance, or treat it as a younger, less 
developed, less fortunate cousin of its western counter-
part—something which still has to "return to normal" 
after a traumatic experience. 

Such a return to the European mainstream would be 
undoubtedly welcome, if only because it would mean 
the return of a whole society to where its desires belong. 
Yet in the highly polarized world the definition of "nor-
mality" can be elusive and misleading. It is much safer 
to see Poland and her literature as a representation of a 
parallel world in its own right—a part of European 
civilization struggling with the prospect of its anihilation 
and searching for its own responses to the longing and 
impossibility bequeathed to it by forces beyond its con-
trol: a different, less fortunate adventure of the modern 
human spirit. • 

—Jaroslaw Anders 
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more and more such attempts at censorship. 

I'd like to make one aside. Book selection is not cen-
sorship, though it may seem like it at times. If a librarian 
refuses to buy a book for her school library because she 
feels it contains material which she thinks is inap-
propriate for a particular age group, this is her right as a 
librarian. Censorship only exists in the real sense of the 
term when a book is judged by a librarian to be well 
written and appropriate and then is removed from the 
shelves by an indignant parent who doesn't wish her 
child to read the book. 

On what grounds are books being censored today in 
our schools? Dictionaries are censored because they con-
tain words that refer to the human body. Breakfast of 
Champions by Kurt Vonnegut was challenged because it 
"presented a disorted point of view, encouraged offbeat 
behavior and sexual permissiveness and condoned the 
use of drugs." A book called Bumps in the Night by 
Harry Allard was challenged because, although it ap-
peared to be an innocent story about ghosts, it actually, 
in the opinion of the complainant, "provided instruc-
tions for holding seances and calling out ghosts." This 
would "encourage worship of the occult." Dragon 
From the Bronx was criticized for two quite diverse 
reasons. It depicted storks as the source of babies and 
conveyed a prejudice against serving in the armed forces 
of the United States. I guess my favorite, if you call call 
it that, is a book called A Closer Look at Prehistoric 
Mammals that was challenged because the illustrations 
in it were judged to be pornographic and obscene. I've 
never given a lot of thought to how dinosaurs do it, but 
maybe this could be a clue as to why they become ex-
tinct. 

Fear is contagious. We can laugh at some of these ex-
amples, but the fact is these are real books written by 
real people whose careers can be either destroyed or 
adversely affected by censorship. Some librarians say 
they have to remove books because they violate the 
"community standards" of the area in which they live. 
Yet if you spend more than a day in any town in the 
United States, you become aware of how totally diverse 
opinions and standards are. 

What is it like to be banned? My books are banned all 
over America and I don't always hear about each par-
ticular case. Some are successful, some are defeated. But 
a few years ago the writers' organization PEN started 
the American Right to Read program. They are willing 
to send a writer to any part of the country in which a 
book is being held under scrutiny in order that the writer 
may defend the book. I took advantage of this oppor-
tunity in the spring of 1984 when I flew to Vancouver, 
Washington to defend my book, It's Okay If You Don't 
Love Me. The book had been published in 1977, seven 
years earlier, but, to the dismay of the people who felt it 
was objectionable, it was still very popular with junior 
high school students. It had been checked out 16 times 
in 4 months, a sign, to them, that the book was, as they 
put it, "hot stuff," and a sign to me that I 'd written a 
book teenagers found entertaining as well as possibly 
enlightening. 

It's Okay is a last-year-of-high-school romance in 
which two intelligent, sensitive students have a love af-
fair which includes going to bed together. Jody, the 
17-year-old heroine who tells the story in the first per-
son, lives with her divorced mother and her mother's 
middle-aged psychiatrist boyfriend, as well as Jody's 

fifteen-year-old brother Eric. Lyle, Jody's lover and 
friend, is an orphan living with his married sister. The 
two students share an interest in tennis and science. Lyle 
is a virgin, Jody isn't—she had a brief affair in her 
junior year of high school with a boy her own age. My 
intent in the book, apart from telling a realistic tale of 
contemporary life, was to humorously reverse the usual 
stereotype by having the girl be the more experienced 
one and the boy the one who has to be convinced to take 
the ultimate step. I don't think this would be an unusual 
situation today. 

The parent who wanted It's Okay removed was a 
woman named Toni Schönberger. She asserted that the 
book "promotes dishonesty, in addition to other 
negative qualities," but never gave examples. She felt it 
was "poorly written with weak characterization"—a 
subjective statement and not grounds for removal. Her 
final point was that it "contributed" to sex out of mar-
riage, childhood sex, and oral sex. As someone during 
the course of the hearing commented, "Do books about 
the sunset contribute to its occurrence?" The only 
"childhood sex" in the book, incidentally, is between 
two 17 year olds. On the basis of these arguments, as it 
were, the book was removed from all junior high school 
libraries in the area. I flew out to take part in a challenge 
to that decision which was organized by Gordon Con-
able, a public librarian and a strong supporter of the 
right to read. 

One thing struck me first upon hearing Ms. 
Schonberger's statement before the school board. She 
had never read the book. She admitted as much to sev-
eral people who spoke to her before the hearing. I used 
to think this was rare. It isn't. Many books are bann-
ed by people who have never read them. A single word 
"sex," for instance, is enough, to say nothing of a 
phrase or paragraph. One librarian told me, "The book 
fell open and the parent saw a section that offended 
him." A case was dismissed by the Supreme Court when 
it became clear that not a single person who was pro-
testing a group of books had read any of them. 

There were no arguments at the hearing, no matter 
how loosely you would defie that term. There were, in-
stead, comments like, "They say reading is so good. 
Well, Hitler could read!" or "I have foster children and 
they've been abused and mistreated and I don't want 
this to go on any longer." Yet I was in Vancouver 
because Ms. Schönberger, on the basis of statements 
such as those I've just described, had succeeded in hav-
ing It's Okay banned. Gordon Conable organized the 
hearing in order to protest the banning. The school 
board themselves went along with Ms. Schonberger's 
desire to remove the book without reading the book 
themselves. 

To take part in a process like the one in Vancouver 
was a little like going to one's own funeral, but in a 
positive sense. Like all writers, I had certain ideas that I 
wanted to present in It's Okay, but like most writers I 
found the actual reviews of my book had been scanty, 
lacking in depth. At this hearing any point I had ever 
though I'd made was brought up in the book's defense. 
Anyone in the community who had read the book was 
allowed to come to the hearing. As a result it was like a 
real town meeting. A Unitarian minister spoke, a con-
gressman, several parents, a young man who'd only 
heard of my book the day before when he read about the 
hearing in the newspaper. One could say, on the basis of 

(CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE) 
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this, that in a perverse way, attempts at censorship often 
achieve the opposite of what they intend. They make the 
book in question more desirable, more tempting and 
many people who would never have heard of it start to 
wonder and take the opportunity of reading it 
themselves to form their own opinion. Certainly to say 
to a child, "I'm leaving the house and while I'm gone I 
want you to do anything but read It's Okay If You 
Don't Love Me, is a little like the old story about the 
mother who warned her child not to put peas up her 
nose. Guess what the first thing they are likely to do will 
be? 

Some of the points made during the hearing were 
presented so well that I'd like to paraphrase them or 
quote from them directly. Irene Conable, a librarian and 
a member of the Washington Library Media Associa-
tion, discussed the threefold purpose of libraries: to sup-
port the curriculum, to motivate reading and to help 
students develop a lifelong habit of using libraries for 
their enjoyment and for self-education. One reason cen-
sorship attempts surface at the junior high level, she 
stated, is how diverse students are at this age. "Some of 
our junior high school students," she stated, "are still 
children. Some of them have an extremely sophisticated 
grasp of the world around them and of the social and 
political issues of their time. There are students who are 
reading Nancy Drew and Choose Your Own Adventure. 
There are students who are reading Clan of the Cave 
Bear and Shogun. And these examples do not represent 
the extremes. At the opposite ends of the spectrum we 
have students who want to read high school level con-
tent written on a 3rd grade reading level. And students 
who ask for the Brontes, Jane Austen and Alexander 
Dumas. It's Okay If You Don't Love Me may not be 
written for all junior high school students, but for the 
ones who are searching for it, it is extremely important 
that their needs be met." 

All of the librarians who spoke at the hearing testified 
how hard it is to get kids of this age to read anything, 
what with the competing demands of television and the 
movies. How tragic that the few books that do appeal 
are then taken away from them!" As Gordon Conable 
put it, "School libraries must be full of books that leap 
off the shelf and demand to be read. Some of these 
books must deal frankly with the issues of adolescence, 
relationships, differences in religion and culture, and 
sexual development. For many junior and senior high 
school students there comes a time when the idealized, 
fantasized books about perfect families or perfect 
romance lose their interest, and they go seeking books 
which deal with matters of great curiosity, anxiety-
ridden concerns, or more realistic portrayals of growing 
up." 

One irony about all these censorship hearings is that 
the students themselves are never asked their opinions. 
How helpful it might have been if the sixteen students 
who had checked out It's Okay had been asked why the 
book was important to them. There were, in fact, two 
students at the hearing, but they were only there to cover 
it for their school paper. They came up to me privately 
and said how much they liked my books. As one of them 
admitted, "You can just reread Little House on the 
Prairie so many times." 

Another important point which was stressed by one 
parent was that, in removing a book, a particular parent 
is forcing her own judgment on all parents. Parents dif-

fer about what they consider to be appropriate for their 
children. No one's child should be forced to read a book 
her parents object to, though I think many children find 
the books they want and need in any case. But in simply 
buying a book for a library, in having it available, a 
book is not being forced on anyone. It is simply there to 
be taken out by any child who wants to take it out. As 
this parent, Virginia Cass, put it, "My children had a 
right to read this book or any book that is on the shelf. 
If the book is removed they are denied this right by the 
personal whims and opinions of others. Why should one 
person's personal values take precedence over another 
person's personal values? On the other hand, if these 
people feel their children should be protected, it is up to 
the individual to do the kinds of things necessary to 
prepare their children to make the kind of choices they 
want them to make. Choice and the freedom of choice is 
one of the values we are discussing here today. Through 
censoring, my children will be denied the exercise of the 
freedom to read or to accept or reject the content of any 
or all books they choose to read. It is just these kinds of 
provocative books that test and strengthen students' 
evaluative judgment and teach them to think." 

In closing, I'd like to say that I feel in combating cen-
sorship we have to take a very firm First Amendment 
position. No book should ever be removed from any 
library. I once received a letter from the head of a 
library in the Midwest who asked if I minded if one or 
several of my books be placed on a list of Objectionable 
Books which would be taped to the wall near the 
checkout counter. I said I would mind and my reason 
was that I think all books are objectionable to someone. 
As a feminist, I find much of the fiction written by men 
sexist and offensive in some ways, yet I do not want to 
ban or censor these books. I also find the romances 
which have become so popular among teenagers and 
older women horribly offensive, not only because they 
are terribly written, but because the world they portray, 
in my opinon, is sick and distorted. But I do not want 
these books removed. The second we say, "Censor this, 
not that," we are joing hands with the Right. 

Books are written to entertain, to make people think, 
to excite them, to expose them to new ideas. If we 
denude our libraries, we will be creating a generation of 
young people who are not capable of thinking and 
understanding either themselves, other human beings or 
the world at large. Fighting censorship is a way of insur-
ing our future as a nation. Let's all band together and do 
this now. • 

—Norma Klein 

Reprinted from the American Right To Read Newsletter, Vol. 4 HI. Spring 1985. 
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Deerfoot, friend of the famous scouts Daniel Boone and 
Simon Kenton in their trekking for savage Indians, was 
in fact a collaborator, a kind of Quisling with seemingly 
noble motives. What was important to me was the 
friendship between White and Red; they were the spirits 
of the American forests, in communion with Nature. 

Captain John's series of Biggies books were read very 
widely in the 1940's, at least in Northern Europe. 
Reading them, I delighted in the friendship between the 
principal characters, not in the fact that noble British 
shot bestial Germans. If it is friendship you seek in the 
Deerfoot or Biggies books, certain aspects of the text 
become more visible than others. To me the books seem-
ed full of warmth, humor, comradeship. Looking at 
them today I find only rubbish. 

C.S. Lewis has said: "No book is really worth reading 
at the age of ten which is not equally worth reading at 
the age of fifty . . . The only imaginative works we 
ought to grow out of are those whch it would have been 
better not to have read at all." But it is very difficult to 
judge what kind of literature is valuable for children, for 
one reads into the text ones own experiences, needs, and 
expectations. 

The Tarzan books, according to an investigation, are 
read mostly by boys from the working class. To them 
these books symbolically explain their situation. In Tar-
zan's jungle, the social order is threatened by represen-
tatives of culture and civilization. Mad scientists, power-
hungry engineers, intellectuals with goggles and sinister 
inventions invade the idyll in the deep forest to exploit 
people and natural resources with the aid of modern 
technology. The series shows that intellectuals are 
destructive. In turns upside-down the usual scales of 
judgement in society. Tarzan does not solve the conflicts 
by arguing with the intruders; he jumps from his bran-
ches and knocks them out. Strength and courage win 
over scientific exploitation, and the jungle remains in-
tact. 

The main task of children's books is surely not to im-
prove one's behavior, but to expand one's imagination. 
Great children's literature creates a fictional world 
which the child enters with delight and from which he 
returns with insights and reflections that his own ex-
perience could not have given him. The classic tales help 
the child toward new ways of finding meaning in his 
own life. The power of these books comes from their in-
troducing children to the mysteries of life: the need for 
comradeship, the anxiety of loneliness, the quest, the 
struggle against odds, victory and death. They tell the 
child what he unconsciously knows—that human nature 
is not innately good, that conflict is real, that life is 
harsh before it is happy—and thereby reassure him 
about his own fears and own sense of self. 

The good fairy tales have this in common with other 
classics—that nobody can decide what they mean. A 
true fairy tale is a magic mirror that reflects our inner 
world and the steps each child must take to develop into 
a mature person. In the fairy tale is hidden—within a 
code that children intuitively understand—man's 
decisive experiences. It teaches the children that one 
must leave home to find one's own kingdom and that 
kingdoms cannot be won easily. It urges them to take 
risks and test the unknown and the difficult. It shows 
that alone one does not get far; one needs comrades, a 
community outside one's parents. It does not 
camouflage evil. But the positive message of the fairy 

tale is that it is possible to surmount the obstacles, to 
find oneself and emerge victorious through the adven-
ture of growing up. 

The fairy tale does not idealize the child's existential 
angst, his need to be loved, his fear that the parents will 
die or disappear. The tale transforms the children's 
chaotic feelings into metaphors that are true, because 
they need not be real. Thus the fairy tales help children 
as psycho-analysis helps adults: to make them grasp and 
accept the problems of life without avoiding them 
through apathy, depression or daydreaming. The classic 
tales made us care about ugly animals, trust strange old 
folks, and help those who asked for help. But we and 
the children know that dangers hit unjustly both those 
who keep to the road and those who stray away. Actions 
do not have the expected consequences, awards are un-
fairly given. How to know if the ugly stranger is a mask-
ed friend in need or a robber and enemy? 

It may well be that children who are protected against 
the intricate order of the fairy tale and never come 
across the gentle anarchism of Alice and the wounded 
loneliness of Captain Nemo will become physically ag-
gressive, maimed in their fantasy, and will later demand 
magic in other forms: drugs, astrology, vampire comic 
strips 

Another important question is: how much can the 
children's classics, and good books generally, help the 
individual to develop in a society with so many other 
sources of knowledge and pleasures and so many 
demands? The boy Goethe didn't have TV to look at 
while his mother, the teller of tales, made the supper. 
The reality of our century is difficult to grasp, and all 
the horrors of the imagination are played out before our 
eyes. The world of children is no longer isolated. What 
does the fairy tale advise when our children are mugged 
at school? 

I may now have gone much too far into a very thorny 
terrain. I belong to those old-fashione<i people privileg-
ed enough to have grown up with my grandparents' 
library of children's books: Jules Verne, Alexandre 
Dumas, Walter Scott, James Fenimore Cooper, Mark 
Twain, Conan Doyle, Karl May, Louisa M. Alcott, 
Susan Coolidge, Frederick Marryat—and I would add 
novels that illuminate your dreams if you read them in 
puberty and not much later, like Alain-Fournier's Le 
Grand Meaulnes. They formed a universe of explora-
tion, they directed one's curiosity toward an ever-
expanding world, they were an antidote to the life I lived 
but they also hinted at the hidden possibilities for the 
imagination even in our unbelievable epoch of 
massacres and round-the-world flights. • 

—Per Wastberg 



Young writers discuss 
the influence 
of the 1960's 

A PEN Symposium: Young Writers Discuss the Ef-
fects of the 60's on their Work was held on April 8, 1985 
at the Loeb Student Center, New York University. The 
program was introduced by Chuck WachteL Bob 
Asahina (age 35), senior editor and vice president, 
Simon & Schuster, was the moderator. The panelists 
were: Bret Easton Ellis (21), author of Less Than Zero, 
Jay Mclnerney (30), author of Bright Lights, Big City, 
Emily Prager (34), author of A Visit From the Foot-
binder, and Richard Price (35), author of The Breaks, 

The following excerpts from the transcript of the sym-
posium have been edited by the participants. 

BOB ASAHINA: The 60's have become an instantly 
recognizable cliche for all of us, a period of history 
about which we all have definite, and differing opinions. 
To ask about the influence of the 1960's is to ask what 
actually happened, in both substantive terms—that is, 
the events and how they shaped the people who came of 
age at that time; and formal terms—that is, what hap-
pened to writing then, and how that influenced the way 
people write now about their experiences. I think one 
thing that will emerge from this symposium is a sense 
that simply being alive or coming of age during that 
period has made an enormous difference, even if it's 
hard to specify exactly what that difference is. 

We think about Vietnam as being the preeminent 
foreign policy problem of the 60's, for example, but it's 
worthwhile remembering that the decade started with a 
great debate over two very obscure islands called 
Quemoy and Matsu, which I defy anybody in the au-
dience to explain. We can agree, however, on some 
things that happened in the 60's. There was a sexual 
revolution. It did give rise to the women's movement. 
There had been a baby boom, of which most of us were 
products. It was the largest generational cohort of all 
time, and it was also the most affluent and best-
educated cohort. There was a civil rights movement. 
There was a black power movement. There was the rise 
of ethnic consciousness. There was a New Left. There 
was a widespread belief in participatory democracy. 
There was a Great Society in the United States. There 
was the Vietnam War abroad. And all of these affected 
in some way both what people wrote then and what peo-
ple are writing now. I have three ideas that I'd like to 
share with the panelists on what else happened during 
that decade. 

The first is what I'd like to call the death of the dirty 
book. These days it's hard to believe, but obscenity and 
pornography were once legal problems involving works 
of literature instead of X-rated video cassettes or rock 
lyrics. As recently as 1959, Lady Chatterley's Lover was 
still banned in parts of the United States. 1964 was the 
year that Lenny Bruce was convicted of obscenity. It 
wasn't until 1965 that the phrase "banned in Boston" 

ceased to have meaning. And, difficult as it may be to 
remember, it wasn't until 1968 that Random House was 
able to publish Portnoy's Complaint without fear of be-
ing brought into court. 

So there was a legal triumph over what people saw as 
the Victorian sensibility. But it's hardly proved to be an 
unambiguous triumph, as we've come to realize in the 
past fifteen years. These days both the Left and the 
Right remind us that some of the forces unleashed legal-
ly are not exactly what we had in mind back then. There 
is now a paradoxical alliance between the "moral ma-
jority" and radical feminists who are battling por-
nography; in some ways this is the result of the death of 
the dirty book. 

The second event is what I'd call the death of the 
subversive novel. Twenty-five years ago, up to the end 
of the 1950's, there were only a handful of people who 
were living what we now call 'alternative lifestyles.' 
They were the Beats, people like Allen Ginsberg and 
William Burroughs—who probably weren't the only 
ones in America using drugs, but certainly were the only 
ones writing about it. Needless to say, things are very 
different today. 

Likewise, there was a time when James Baldwin's 
novels were considered shocking, but they aren't any 
longer. Ironically, a whole generation of young black 
male writers who came of age in the 60's has almost 
disappeared from the public eye—though at the same 
time, a new generation of black women writers emerged 
and is still very much at the forefront of American 
writing. Another subversive tool, humor, was certainly 
unleashed by people like Lenny Bruce and Paul 
Krassner—but it, too, has receded during the past 15 
years. 

The third passing that was celebrated in the 60's is 
what I'd call the death of the highbrow novel. Twenty-
five or thirty years ago the highbrow-middlebrow-low-
brow game was played very seriously by serious critics. 
In those days we knew what a highbrow novel was 
because Lionel Trilling told us: it was something written 
by Saul BelloW. It was highbrow because it was difficult, 
because it was modernist. We could recognize a mid-
dlebrow novel because Dwight Macdonald told us—in a 
famous 1958 Commentary review of James Gould Coz-
zens—that it was imitation literature. As we knew what 
lowbrow novels were because Leslie Fiedler told us: they 
were detective novels, thrillers, pulp fiction, comic 
books and so on. One of the things that happened in the 
1960's was that the highbrow-middlebrow-lowbrow 
game ceased to be played. That may be, as the New 
Critrion tells us, because we lost our standards; or it 
may be because the categories were artificial to begin 
with. 

(CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE) 



RAT MAN OF PARIS 
By Paul West. 
180 pp. New York: 
Doubleday & Company. $15.95. 

PAUL WEST'S 10th novel, "Rat Man of Paris," 
addresses the large question of our time: How 
does one live one's daily life in the span be-
tween past atrocity and atrocity to come? What 

happens to the wound that does not heal, that will not 
scar over? . » 

Paul West has imagined the mind and times of the 
historical Rat Man, who used to walk the boulevards of 
Paris several years ago, opening his coat to flash a live 
rodent in the faces of strolling Parisians and the tourists 
in the cafes. He has imagined Rat Man's childhood in an 
Alsatian village during the Second World War, the in-
side of Rat Man's room in a derelict Paris street — and 
he has imagined Rat Man's imagination in the act of 
producing his several symbolic street performances. 
The act in which Rat Man carries a picture of "the 
Boche" through the streets of Paris earns him a bullet, 
fired at him — is it from the right fringe or the left? But 
at the core of this wonderful book that is about atrocity, 
Paul West has also allowed Rat Man the goodness of re-
ciprocal love. 

About the past the reader must learn in "dribs, 
drabs." For the adult Rat Man, "to relive it all in one 
second, his heart will burst, his head will turn into a 
flare." He "keeps the ingredients of a deadly formula 
apart." We, the readers, may recombine as much re-
ality as we can bear of the day when that Boche gath-
ered the people of Rat Man's village into the church and 
set them on fire. Rat Man's memory is hooked on the 
precise number of those who burned, precisely two of 
whom were his. . . . but at this point memory does a 
sidestep. "I used to try and recall my parents' faces . . . . 
bu t . . . aJU I saw was flames." He spends "hours think-
ing the smoke away from them." 

That burning in his childhood determines every-
thing thereafter. It has shaped Rat Man's "punished-
looking face . . . his expressions, all neuter or numb" 
and his gait: "Something invisible blocks his path, and 
he always seems to be ducking, feinting, getting out of 
the line of fire." Rat Man suffers the survivor's peculiar 
euphoria. Because the earth moves "at the same speed 
as he walks, [and] one step later it might not be there," 
it astounds him "the way [people] go about their daily 
chores quite unsurprised at being alive." For him the 
world "is full of marvels." Rat Man means the marvel 
of not being dead. 

Lore Segal's most recent book is a novel, "Her First 
American." 

One other marvel is Rat Man's lover Sharii, who is 
not some fellow derelict but a schoolteacher with "a 
cheerful, sensitive face" who lives in a world that "is 
regular, clean, and loyal" and who talks with him — Oh 
Lucky Rat Man! — in Paul West's gorgeous and hilari-
ous prose. Rat Man and Sharii are "love guzzlers . . . 

over-endowed with affection." It's only 
that Rat Man's wound is not amenable 
to cure. Love does not undo the past 
and will not prevent the future. Sharii 
feels Rat Man's obsession without fall-
ing into it and retains a healthy irrita-
tion at this impossible person, "feck-
less, all thumb, out of touch. . . . A 
warning of what a man becomes who 
lives without tradition,, a code, . a-
home." He is "a poor sample" in the 
way of a human being, but "not a bad 
man." Sharii can see his "great nobil-
ity of character." 

Rat Man's "nobility" is precisely 
his refusal to heal, to be "regular." 
"His meager life is an attempt not to 
cooperate with . . . the present." He 
fëels "history has aligned him . •.. for 
this precise purpose. All he is is an in-
strument . . . a weapon." He thinks of 
himself as "tweaking the race, 
helping it evolve." When he flashes his 
rat it is "a holy crusade" riot to allow 
the world not to know. "The gesture 
was what mattered: the sudden, al-
most voluptuous exposing of the head. 
. . . He was a man who,had World War 
Three cradled in his arms/ ' 

The gesture matters, for Rat Man 
thinks.of himself as "a serious artist." 
He hankers after recognition. When he 
does not perform, "he suffers from lack 
of "a space to sign his name. . . . If 
you're famous you're everywhere all at, 
once," and if poor Rat Man, that "men-
tal orphan," is not everywhere he 
"doesn't belong anywhere;" 

Paul West is fascinated by the pro-
cess of Rat Man's "heartsick improvi-
sations." He is "$11 thumb" in the 
material world because to Rat Man the 
world's material is asking to be used 
for his performances. Paul West.takes 
us through the development of Rat 
Man's rat açt. First he uses live ani-
mals, then dead animals, then' inani-
mate objects which, like the dead ones, 
he moves So that they appear alive — a 
rat lesson in the distance between the 
real and its representation. * 

Having solved or exhausted one problem the artist 
moves on to thé next. If he doesn't have à problem he in-
vents one. Klaus Barbie, the Nazi war criminal, is re-
turned to Paris from Bolivia. Rat Man recognizes, in a 
newspaper, the face of his particular Boche — "the un-

Continued.on page 34 

DAVID SHANNON 

Writing in the Afterglow of World War II 
"Yes, I guess you could say I'm prolific," says 

Paul West, in what is hard to resist stereotyping as 
British understatement. Mr. West, who was born in 
England in 1930 and has lived in this country off and 
on since 1952, is the author of some 20 published 
books (plus "three or four unpublished ones 
sleeping away in steel containers"). With such an 
output his relative anonymity is puzzling: he's not a 
talk-show regular and People magazine has yet to 
descend on him in-University Park, Pa., where he 
teaches writing and literature at Penn State, 

Versatility makes him tough to pigeonhole. He 
has published poetry, criticism, essays, memoirs 
(including an extended, sometimes hilarious 
riieditation on learning to swim in middle age) and 
10 novels of an unsettling nonuniformity. Take, for 
example, his pantheon of heroes, among them: 

• Alley Jaggers, genial murderer and sometime 
sex offender,' star of Mr. West's trilogy about an 
endearingly degenerate Midlands family. 

• The aristocratic German officer who led the 

three attempts to assassinate Hitler, the subject of 
Mr. West's only historical novel, "The Very Rich 
Hours of Count von Stauffenberg."" 

• Colonel Mint, of the blackly humorous novel by 
the same name, an astronaut who sights an angel 
on a lunar mission and has the bad judgment to tell 
his superibrs. ^ 

• And Milk, the brain-damaged, deaf teen-age 
girl at the center of the novel "Gala," patterned 
after Mr. West's own daughter, who in turn is the 
hero of his memoir, "Words for a Deaf Daughter." 

On publication of his first novel in 1961, Mr. West 
says, one critic hailed him as "the British Truman 
Capote" —- a distinction that causes him to flinch. 
("Please don't quote its title," he begs. "It was a 
hideous pastiche of bad Hemingway.") But he has 
also been compared to Joyce, Samuel Beckett, 
John Updike and Giinter Grass — quite a range for 
a man who insists that his work is "very much of a 
muchness. Most writers — good or bad—have only 
one idea. The lucky ones have two. And the second 

one is always the opposite of the first.'' 
To address his "one idea" •— the "trauma of 

being alive, existing, in light of the fact that we're 
, determined by givens out of our control" — he has 

turned again to the horrors of World War II and its 
long afterglow. "My fascination with the war 

' began as a kid during the Blitz. . Every night the 
planes flew over our village on the way to bombing 
Sheffield, the steel city. I'd cycle north to school in 
the morning and see the sun rising on the right and 
another sun on the left the city, burning." 

The immediate inspiration for Rat Man came 
from friends who described the bizarre street 
person they'd seen in Paris to the author, who then 
gave his character a World War II past and a 
"bestial Nazi" as an obsession. While Mr. West 
was still writing, Klaus Barbie; the war criminal, 
was repatriated to France. Mr. West then made 
Klaus Barbie into Rat Man's Nazi. But the Nazi's 
identity was beside the point, he said. "If you need 
a Nazi toshoot at, any Nazi'll do." 

— Rebecca Pepper Sinkler 
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First reviews haü "a book that defies characterization— 

"What starts as a scientific 
quest concludes as a spiritual 
confrontation with tne 
immense unknown." 5 

February 16,1986 

NONFICTION 
1 ARCTIC DREAMS: Imagination and Desire in 

a Northern Landscape. By Barry Lopez. 

« 

An uncommonly rich 
intellectual adventured 

'An arresting combination 
of travelogue, scientific 
report and mystery. 

Harvard ethnobiologist Wade 
Davis wen t to Haiti in search of 
poisons and antidotes presumably 
used to create zombis, the victims 
usually selected by a secret society 

. tribunal... How Davis gained 
access to the all-powerful network 
of secret societies similar to those 
of West Africa, witnessed and even 
participated ¿p their meetings, 
provides the final key to the zombi 
mystery." —Publishers Weekly 

"A remarkable story/' 
says Michael Crichton. 

" Ï n r o c f i c ^ i n i t i ^ H K i r " I was fascinated by it.' 

Certain to enthrall." 
—Michael Berry Saturday Review 

Peter Matthiessen 
calls i t -
" F a s c i n a t i n g " 

"A must read for anyone 
fascinated by real-life 
adventure. As engaging as any 

fictional spy thriller, but its 
truths compel the reader to grab 
a stranger and relive the extraor-
dinary details." —UPi 

—Henry Kisot; Chicago Sun-Times Book Week 
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"The reader who follows Wade Davis on his search" says 
the advance Kirkus* reviewer, "leaves the confident citadels 
of Cambridge and New York, enters the eerielfeuntains of j 
Haiti and the world of African tradition, and finally comes in J 
touch with a powerful, living cosmic view that questions and \ 
challenges the basic premises of western society and thought.' 
This is a provocative look beyond the 'black magic' cliche." 
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Joseph Heller and 
Speed Vogei, reviewed by 
Anthony Burgess. Page 8. 

From the Land Where Polar Bears Fly 
tCTIC DREAMS 

Imagination and Desirejfia Northern Landscape. 
By Barry Lopez. 
Maps. 464 pp. Neyrffork: 
Charles S&zbrfer's Sons. $22.95. 

By Edward Hoagland 

IF you lowered a microphone into Lancaster 
Sound off Baffin Island in the Canadian Arctic 
on a summer day, you might hear all at once the 
tremolo moans of bearded seals, the baritone 

boom of a walrus, the high-pitched bark and yelp of 

ringett seals, the electric crackling of shrimp, the 
birdlike trills and clicks and other harmonics of 
white beluga-whales and horned narwhals, and^he 
elephantine trumpeting of huge bowhead whales. 
And it is this synchronous wealth of life — of all life 
— that Barry Lopez is celebrating in his jubilant new 
book. Among contemporary nature writers Mr. 
Lopez is especially a rhapsodist, and what he has 
done in this passionate paean to the Arctic and its 
cycles of light and darkness, its species of ice, its 
creatures and waters, is to present a whole series of 
raptures and riffs on the subject of musk oxen, ivory 

Edward Hoagland, author of "Notes From the 
Century Before: A Journal From British Columbia," 
will publish a novel, "Seven Rivers West," this fall. 

gulls, white foxes, polar bears, icebergs and sea cur-
rents. Speaking of the effect of the Arctic upon an ex-
plQrer, he describes how "the land becomes large, 
alive like an animal; it humbles him. . . . It is not 
that the land is simply beautiful but that it is power-
ful Darkness and light are bound together within 
it, and the feeling that this is the floor of creation." 

"The High Arctic," we sometimes call the Re-
gion, meaning that it is mythic, incalculable said 
pristine, as well as located high on the Mercator 
map. No writer has ever quite mastered the Arctic in 
the way that so many temperate and even a number 
of equatorial settings have been brought alive to the 
page. Its geography is as ample as China's, but with 
the population of Seattle. The wildlife is sparse and 

Continued on page 26 

COURTESY OF THE ROCKWELL KENT LEGACIES 

Rockwell Kent drawing for an article hé wrote on Greenland that appeared in Esquire in August 1934. 

Henry James, Lee Marvin and the Law 

w HY would a law professor be inter-
ested in a course in literary theory?" 
a friend who teaches literature at 
Harvard University asked me recent-

ly. I was auditing her course, so her question was 
fair enough. The truth is, more and more lawyers 
these days recognize that law can be read the way 
one reads literature, and they are using works of lit-
erature and the techniques of modern literary theory 

Jerry Frug is a professor of law at Harvard Law 
School. 

By Jerry Frug 
to explain and analyze their subject. One of the more 
interesting currents is critical legal studies, whose 
proponents argue that law, like literature, is the 
product of — and a vehicle for creating — political 
and moral values. Drawing on critics of the feminist, 
structuralist and deconstructionist schools, lawyers 
engaged in critical legal studies argue for démysti-
fication of the law. They assert that the prevailing 
views of law, and the kind of society these views re-
flect and perpetuate, are grounded on inconsistent 
and contestable premises, and they seek to use their 
analysis of law to change the relationship between 

theirJprofession and society as a whole. 
One hundred years ago, lawyers talked about 

law as if it were a neutral and objective framework 
for solving people's disputes. They might have used 
the English legal writer Henry de Bracton's famous 
13th-century phrase, "Not under man but under God 
and law," to illustrate their idea of the place of law 
in society. (This is the phrase engraved over the cen-
tral doorway of the main building of Harvard Law 
School, a building constructed in the 1920's.) Law 
was thought to rise above the ordinary lives of ordi-

Continued on page 28 

Lore Segal on 'Rat Man of Paris'/3 



author of The Debutantes 
• mi^ModeSety 

There are some secrets it takes a burning courage to keep 
While the spirit of revolution grows throughout Imperial Russia, 
Eve Markoff sows the seeds of freedom beneath her father-in-
law's roof. The son born to Eve grows up to become a revolu-
tionary, forced to flee to America. There he bitterly rejects his 

_ past and paves the way for his daughter's marriage 
into the Russian aristocracy. ...and thus perpetuates a 

H » living lie. 
. This extraordinary novel reaches across the 

W 0 generations, from the closed society of Eastern Europe 
to the brawling New World, with an unforgettable story 
of rebellion and passion, of rage and undying love. 

June Flaum Singer, the electrifying author of 
W The Debutantes and The Movie Set —who is also a 

^ ^ f member of the distinguished literary Singer family— 
^ H has reached deep into her ethnic roots to tell her most 

^ powerful tale, rich in history and knowledge of the 
' human heart. H I | B H U l l i 
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Decline and Turnaround? 
WE'RE STILL HERE 
The Rise, Fall, and Resurrection 
of the South Bronx. 
By Jill Jonnes. 
Illustrated. 422 pp. Boston: 
The Atlantic Monthly Press. $24.95. 

B y R o b e r t Ç u r v i n 

¡ • • I HERE are three periods in the history of the 
Bronx. The first was one of remarkable rise 

• from bucolic farmlands to thriving urban 
• community. The next, following World War 

II, was marked by rapid decay. The current period, 
as Jill Jonnes sees it in "We're Still Here," is one of 
hope, a time when those who have remained have 
begun to conquer the forces of blight and to rebuild 
the South Bronx. Miss Jonnes, a freelance journal-
ist, explains this complicated history with clarity. 

When tiie Third Avenue i elevated railway 
reached the West Farms station at the turn of the 
century, it opened the way for extraordinary 
growth and development. Early entrepreneurs 
built good housing, and the city provided the spec-
tacular 10-lane Grand Concourse. Jacob Ruppert, 
the brewer who was one of the owners of the Yan-
kees, built Yankee Stadium, which opened in 1923, 
and brought Babe Ruth to town to draw the crowds. 
A powerful, disciplined political machine emerged 
under the leadership of Edward J. Flynn, a friend of 
Gov. A1 Smith and President Franklin D. Roose-
velt. 

While the Bronx in its heyday, from 1910 to 1945, 
was a veritable paradise—"a city without a slum," 
as Senator Daniel Patrick Moynihan writes in the 
foreword to this book—it was far from a monolithic 
community. The wealthy from Manhattan farmed 
or raised trotting horses and prize cattle in the 
northern reaches. The Irish, who had come to the 
Bronx as railroad workmen, settled in the High-
bridge, Melrose and Mott Haven sections. Later 
came Italians and Jews, who had suffered in the 
slums of Manhattan's Lower East Side. The Bronx, 
Miss Jonnes writes, "was a milieu to aspire to, and 
its varied population gloried in the opportunities 
and freedom the wide-open borough represented." 

The area's decline from post World War II to 
the 70's is put in painful perspective. But Miss 
Jonnes tries too hard to accentuate the contrast be-
tween the old, healthy Bronx and the crime-ridden 
neighborhoods that emerged, particularly in her de-
scription of life on Charlotte Street, an old Jewish 
neighborhood that was completely abandoned: 
"Families congregated in the park for picnics, car-
rying out blankets, baskets of deli food, and cards 
onto the wide lawn. . . . Young couples ambled its 
paths, seeking privacy to kiss and neck, and some-
times more. . . . It never occurred to anyone to be 
wary of muggers or rapists. Such people didn't 
exist." The old Charlotte Street was peaceful and 
secure in a way the area is not today. But to say 
muggers and rapists "didn't exist" overstates the 
point and romanticizes a past marked by racial and 
class inequality, organized crime and ethnic con-
flicts. • . * ' 

Miss Jonnes's discussion of the period of de-
cline is candid, indeed tough. Ño villain or party is! 
spared. Poor blacks and Puerto Rican immigrants 
arrived in large numbers. They had large, unstable 
families, and many had no jobs. In contrast to the 
Irish and Italians, who had done their misbehaving 
in the slums of Manhattan before moving to the 
Bronx, the new poor threw garbage out their win-
dows and engaged in street crime. They met resist-
ance from the established ethnic groups as well as 

Robert Curvin is the dean of the Graduate 
School of Management and Urban Professions at 
the New School for Social Research. 

President and Mrs. Franklin D. Roosevelt, in New 
York to open the 1939 World's Fair, are joined by 

Mayor Fiorello La Guardia, center, and Edward J. 
Flynn, right, the Bronx County Democratic 

chairman. From "We're Still Here. " 

from the Democratic machine. Whites and mem-
bers of minority groups fought for turf, often vio-
lently. The flight of white families was accelerated' 
by the construction of Robert Moses' Cross-Bronx 
Expressway, which cut through the community, 
displacing tens of-thousands of families. 

The antipoverty programs of the 60's offered 
hope. Miss Jonnes provides a useful scorecard that 
allows the reader to follow the warfare over the 
public funds that Government' officials thdught 
would revitalize the community. In one trench was 
the Rev. Louis Gigante, an Italian-American priest 
who grew up in Greenwich Village. In another was 
Ramon Velez, born in Puerto Rico, who dreamed of 
becoming Representative to Congress from the 
South Bronx, one of the nation's poorest Congres-
sional districts. There was also a black faction. The 
struggles were seldom civil and were resolved only 
by insuring that every group got something. Miss 
Jonnes argues that the programs administered by 
Mr. Velez and his followers, aimed at the problems 
of the Hispanic poor, accomplished virtually noth-
ing. By her account, people watched or turned their 
heads while the poor, the youth gangs and landlords 
cooperated in the decline of the South Bronx. 
Thieves stole the fixtures and piping of abandoned 
buildings. Some landlords turned decay and decline 
to their advantage by subdividing apartments and 
hotels and renting to welfare clients or by burning 
their property for profit. 

But in 1984 Father Gigante, with Federal and 
city help, produced the first five houses of Charlotte 
Gardens, a planned 80-house development in the 
abandoned Charlotte Street neighborhood. And 
other effective leaders have emerged. In the north-
west Bronx, community leaders, aided by the 
Roman Catholic Church, refused to allow their 
neighborhoods to become like the South Bronx. Miss 
Jonnes sees the courage of determined people and is 
hopeful. 

"We're Still Here," a work of skillful and prodi-
gious reporting, should rnspire similar investiga-
tions of antipoverty and redevelopment efforts else-
where. The book is marred by the absence of a fo-
cused discussion of the larger national social and 
economic forces that affect local conditions. Nor is 
there any recognition of the fact that New York 
once allowed more local control and participation in 
the antipoverty effort than any major city in the 
country. Partly for that reason, the city's programs 
were consistently troubled, and those in the Bronx 
were the most chaotic and least productive. Read-
ers thus ought to be warned against generalizations 
based on this study. These are important points, 
strongly pertinent to the social history of the 1960's 
and 70's. Still, the flaws of "We're Still There" are 
tolerable in a work that is so rich and instructive. • 
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SPINSTER 
Sylvia Ashton-Warner s 
Spinster, originally pub-
lished in 1958, was an 
extraordinary first novel. 
An international bestseller, 
it won unanimous critical 
praise for what The 
Christian Science Monitor 
called its "singular literary 
quality and impact!' The 
Atlantic described it as 
"one of those rare books 
that create a world of 
their own." . 

TEACHER 
The world of Spinster was 
that of a teacher of Maori 
children in an outpost 
schoolhouse of New 
Zealand. It was, ĥ  fact, 
the world of Sylvia 
Ashton-Warner. Five years 
after the novel, she 
published a non-fiction 
account of her experi-
ences, including her 
method of "organic 
teaching!' Teacher was 
another world-wide suc-
cess, hailed by The New 
York Times Book Review 
as "unique, vital, and 
refreshing." 

HEROINE 
Last year, moviegoers 
were introduced to Sylvia 
Ashton-Warner and her 
world thfough the 
MGM/UA fijm Sylvia. 
Now, her two timeless 
books are available in 
brand new Touchstone 
paperbacks editions. Both 
Teacher, with a foreword 
by Maxine Hong Kingston, 
and Spinster speak to a 
new generation with the 
undiminished power of 
authentic classics. 

$7.95 each 
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From, the Land Where Polar Bears Fly 
Continued from page I ^ 
transient (and often underwater); the cli-
mate is searing, the darkness crushing. This 
is a land "where airplanes track icebergs the 
size of Cleveland, and polar bears fly down 
out of the stars," where the winter sun rises 
and sets at the same spot "like a whale roll-
ing over," as Mr. Lopez puts it, though in 
summer the ice and water throw the sky's 
light back upward, blindingly redoubled, and 
tiny dwarf willow trees underfoot are mur-
muring to one another (at least to his ears), 
where the world sheds its . usual categories 
and "is suspended solely in the lilt of its de-
sire." 

He is an author who can't wait to get up in 
the morning. What is prodigious about him is 
not so much his travels, which are impres-
sive, but how happy he is in the course of 
them. Somewhat as the Australian journalist 
Alan Moorehead grandly tackled the topic of 
the Nile three decades ago, Mr. Lopez — of 
Port Chester, N. Y., the San Fernando Valley, 
Calif., and now Finn Rock, Ore. — brought 
his talent for close observation, empathy, 
freshness and wonder to a major effort north 
of treeline. He was a greener hand than 
Moorehead, with only one sizable book be-
hind him, "Of Wolves and Men" (1978), plus 
several slim, rather fragmentary and uneven 
volumes of an often "poetic" prose and gos-
samer mysticism. At their best these were 
admirable enough, but he had seemed to me 
to need an editor or friend to challenge him 
on what he meant in what he said, to catch 
him up when he turned ingenuous and senti-
mental. . 

ML PPARENTLY the Arctic itself in its 
I I severity has seized and edited him 

A | ^ L a n d brought him to full voice and 
M ^confidence. In this affectionate 
book, he stares at the "whiffle and spin of 
birds over the water," at exuberant murres, 
black-legged kittiwakes, northern fulmars, 
black guillemots "wheeling and hovering in 
weightless acrobatics," at brasher, rougher-
tempered glaucous and Thayer's gulls, at 
terns that have flown from Antarctica, and 
wheatears from Saudi Arabia, at golden 
plovers and Lapland longspurs, until he has 
possessed himself of a given scene and its 
creatures. He sees the magical pas de deux 
that two male narwhals may enact with their 
10-foot unicorn horns at the edge of the pack 
ice in the spring; the intricate monthslong 
love duet of a mother polar bear ("sea bear," 
"ice bear") and her cubs, and the inexhaust-
ibly diverse behavior of bears grown up; the 
glee of musk ox calves playing king-of-the-
mountain on a tussock, and the swing and 
sweep of the whole herd's skirts of glossy 
long hair as they turn and run; and .then he 
lavishes his discoveries into a portfolio of de-
lights for us. 

A few other current writers might write as 
well about animals at a burst, but none, I 
think, could go on apd on with such inde-
fatigable pleasure and authentic religiosity. 
Animals too, and not just man, Mr. Lopez is 
saying, are made in the image of God; and he 
is celebrating the glory of God. There is no 
evidence that he writes as well about people, 
however, or even that he aspires to. We are 
not dealing with a master nature writer on 
the order of Turgenev or Thoreau, for whom 
nature encompassed human nature. His ac-
count of the exploration of the Arctic by 
Europeans in the last fourth of "Arctic 
Dreams" is tidy and competent but unin-
spired, for instance, and none of his compan-
ions on his many trips, Eskimo or white, is 
ever delineated — this not only from a mis-
placed tact, but from what I take to be a sim-

Barry Lopez. 
WARREN MORGAN 

pie lack of interest. Still, the gift of sight (and 
second sight) focused here upon the ocean, 
ice, skyscapes, landscapes and wildlife is ex-
traordinary. 

He speaks of agape, a Greek and New Tes-
tament word for "love feast," or selfless love 
for others for the sake of God, or for the in-
tense joy of sharing life with other forms of 
life. As he finally defines it, in other words, it 
becomes a synonym for Edward O. Wilson's 
recent term biophilia, a love that transcends 
the boundaries of species and could make our 
capabilities on earth as different from other 
animals' capacities as our intelligence does. 
Conveying this biophilia, this allegiance to 
life as also manifested in other species, is at 
the heart of nature writing, whether by scien-
tists like Loren Eiseley and Aldo Leopold or 
rhapsodists like Mr. Lopez and John Muir. It 
infuses the fine angry essays of Edward 
Abbey and the lilting meditations of Annie 
Dillard, the rage of Farley Mowat and the 
elegance of E. B. White. 

The barren distances of the Arctic are in-
terrupted by small zones of fecund abun-
dance such as Lancaster Sound, Bering 
Strait, Queen Maud Gulf, the Thomsen River 
on Banks Island, and the Yukon, Colville and 
Mackenzie River deltas, which seethe with 
swans, seals, geese and ducks. And, "Few 
things provoke like the presence of wild ani-
mals. They pull at us like tidal currents with 
questions of volition, of ethical involvement, 
of ancestry," says Mr. Lopez. He bows 
deeply to nesting birds as he walks about, 
and later to the Bering Strait itself, alive with 
whales and walruses, phalaropes and crested 
auklèts, cormorants and oldsquaw ducks. He 

r i 
"Few things provoke 
like the presence of 
wild animals. They 
pull at us like tidal 

currents." 
I J 

shoots-for epiphanies, our obligation to the 
land being "to approach with ¿n uncalculat-
ing mind To intend from the beginning to 
preserve some of the mystery within i t . . ..to 
be alert for its openings, for that moment 
when something sacred reveals itself within 
the mundane, and you know the land knows 
you are there." 

But he's good at summarizing scientific in-
formation too, and makes estimable refer-
ence to past travelers, like the fantastic Irish 
monk St. Brendan, who with 17 compatriots 
devotedly explored the north Atlantic for 
seven years in the sixth century, and the 
Briton Wilfred Thesiger, a more austerely 
fabulous nomad of our own time, and Rock-
well Kent, the artist and adventurer, who is 
one of America's notably neglected person-
ages. Although we do have in the United 
States a substantial tradition of nature writ-
ing — which includes not just Thoreau but 
Teddy Roosevelt, not only John Muir and 
Jack London in Alaska but John Burroughs in 
the Catskills — we have, effectively, none in 
travel writing (Washington Irving and Laf-
cadio Hearn are isolated figures in our litera-
ture), except when we explore our own conti-
nent or when we go, like Mark Twain, as "in-
nocents abroad." A Graham Greene, Jan 
Morris, Lawrence Durrell, Evelyn Waugh 
based in New York or Ofegon would seem an 
anomaly, and when American writers do 
travel to exotic places nowadays, whether to 
Africa, the Arctic, the Himalayas or the 
Amazon, they are often pigeonholed as na-
ture writers, where they can be somewhat 
condescended to but are not in limbo in 
American terms. 

Yet the world is changing so fast that al-
ready perhaps 10,000 different species of liv-
ing things are being destroyed each year, a 
rate that will increase in explosive propor-
tions and arouse a lot of alarmed, astonished 
traveling by even "mainstream" writers on 
behalf of mainstream publications, and by 
writers from the intellectual community, 
which has so far remained aloof from or in-
different to the environmentalist fray. Mr. 
Lopez appears to have traveled extravagant-
ly, though for literary purposes (his title, 
after all, is "Arctic Dreams") he seldom 
specifies how much or with whose help. The 
Arctic is ferociously expensive and difficult 
to travel in, and even if a freelance writer 
were able to hire an airplane to go beyond 
where the mail planes reach, many landing 
sites are controlled by oil and mining compa-
nies or government agencies, so that he is 
likely to find himself wheedling rides above 
the Arctic Circle with oilmen or research 
scientists, after having been vetted wittily 
for his political opinions beforehand by 
clever public-relations officials (Texans 
from Arco, Englishmen from Sohio) in roof-
top bars in Anchorage or Toronto. More im-
portant, once he has cleared these hurdles 
and is afield, he frequently must trusl; his life 
to his companions, whether white or Eskimo, 
and so he returns to the temperate United 
States indebted to many people he may never 
see again. 

The Arctic is full of stress-chewed, 
haunted-looking, self-dramatizing white men 
and furious, sometimes suicidal or homicidal 
Eskimos. It is a place where, one New Year's 
morning in an Eskimo village, I found a dog 
lying in front of its owner's cabin with its 
front legs chopped off, a casualty of the binge 
the night before -r and where two champion 
sport sled-dog racers of my acquaintance — 
white men — feed their dog teams through 
the winter mainly on the meat of other dogs. 
This is to take only doggy examples of the 
rancorous malaise afflicting many people in 



Realms Beyond Biology 
"I left the sun 

; behind and walked , 
into the teeth of 
darkness," Barry 
Lopez said, 
describing his first 
taste of the Arctic. It 
was the winter of 1977 
and he was research-
ing the area for an 
earlier book, "Of 
Wolves and Men," a 
scientific study and a 

meditation on the mystique of wolves. 
Later, to assuage his thirst for a deeper 

knowledge of the strange northland, the 41-
year-old author spent months traveling by 
power boat, canoe, sled, plane, snowmobile 
and foot north of the Arctic Circle in Canada, 
Alaska and Greenland, taking notes for 
"Arctic Dreams." A confessed romantic, he 
wanted "to be able to invoke those things that 
are beyond the realm of field biology." 

As a child he was intrigued by atlases, which 
showed little detail of the Arctic regions. "The 
areas were distorted. They went off the map, 
and I wondered — what is this place? Years 
later I was struck by the fact that earlier 
travelers wrote about the incredible light of the 

Arctic. And then I remembered the grotesque 
tales of Arctic winters and how the darkness 
affected people." 

The Arctic paintings of Frederick Church, 
the 19th-century artist, with their variations of 
light and darkiiess, led Mr. Lopez to further 
exploration. "I made a number of trips in the 
summer," he said in a telephone interview 
from his home in Oregon. "Then I went back in 
the winter and realized you often come to grips 
with something humbling up there. Light and 
action are different. You can go on a polar bea r 
hunt. It involves patience sitting on the ice and 
suddenly there is explosive movement — a 
crack opens and you're in deadly peril." 

In the vast stretches of the Arctic, pockets of 
development have sprung up, angering 
conservationists. But the author keeps out of 
the debate. "There are changes going on and 
different writers have different ideas about 
what, if anything, to do about them," he said. 

' "I 'm not qualified to dig into the political 
issues. The Arctic is very complex and the 
disposition of land in Canada is a question of 
who will have control. I'm trying to dig down 
underneath these issues. I want to elucidate a 
sense of place and the feelings of the human 
beings who are there." 

—Bayard Webster 

the Arctic; and Mr. Lopez, having traveled more, 
would know much more. So it was a mistake, I 
think, for him to leave out so much that he must 
have seen. He does better with the Dorset peoples 
who inhabited the Arctic one to three thousand 
years ago and whose dolorously hallucinatory carv-
ings, "grotesque and bizarre," "tortured and psy-
chotic," show that the endless nights and viselike 
cold have worked malignantly on the human psyche 
before. 

Part-rhapsody, part-history, it is a bifurcated 
book, and displays a magnificently nonchalant as-
surance at times (as when he says at one point that 
Eskimos are not "errorless in the eyes of God"). As 
in a labor of love, he couldn't really let go of it; he 
has added a separate author's note, preface and 
prologue, and filled it with footnotes that swing 
among his memories and afterthoughts, defining 
the three kinds of twilight ("civilian," "nautical" 
and "astronomical") or explaining that a narwhal 
can break through only six inches of ice with its 
head, working from the water underneath, whereas 
a bowhead whale can ram through 18 inches to 
reach the air to breathe. He makes the sensible sug-
gestion that anthropomorphism be one of our tools 
of inquiry into how animals behave, although 
through most of this century visualizing the world 
in human terms has been ridiculed by scientists of 
every stripe, as has the idea, now suddenly back in 
vogue, that our nearer relatives among the mam-
mals have an operative intelligence. 

Apart from intelligence, this is how he speaks 
of a cold-climate mouselike rodent: "Whenever I 
met a collared lemming on a summer day and took 
its stare I Would think: Here is a tough animal. Here 
is a valuable life. In a heedless moment, years from 
now, will I remember more machinery here than 
mind? If it could tell me of its will to survive, would 
I think of biochemistry, or would I think of the 
analogous human desire? If it could speak of the 
time since the retreat of the ice, would I have the 
patience to listen?" 

In certain straits and bays of the Arctic Ocean 
are polynyas, ice-free areas that stay open in all 
weather because of currents and other factors and 
provide a resting place for sea birds and a refuge 
where pelagic mammals can breathe. Indeed, the 
congestion may be such that occasionally creatures 
will bump against each other good-humoredly in or-
der to share the outlet to the air. But Mr. Lopez also 
describes another phenomenon — the terrible savs-
sat, which occurs when sea ice begins to close re-

lentlessly around a patch of free water inside a 
channel or a fiord, so that before the animals that 
have been feeding and relaxing there have realized 
it, they are no longer able to swim out from under 
the ice to safety on a single breath. Then the beluga 
whales and narwhals—maybe hundreds struggling 
to surface in a single shrinking pool less than 50 feet 
square — begin to hoist and shoulder and flip each 
other into the air with the impact of the submerged 
and suffocating animals' efforts to breathe. 

FOR traveling writers, a place like Alaska 
has itself already become a kind of polynya, 
where I've talked to people who have been 
interviewed by Mr. Lopez, John McPhee, 

Joe McGinniss, Peter Matthiessen and other au-
thors who have published Alaska books. Because 
the individual writers are different (Mr. McPhee 
sterner in person than on paper, some Alaskans 
say; Mr. McGinniss sterner on paper than in per-
son), it's still fun -— to draw on the metaphor, a 
good-natured polynya, not yet a savssat. But I be-
lieve that Alaska, like the game parks of East Af-
rica and similar remnant wildernesses around the 
world, will soon become a savssat, not just for na-
ture writers but for everybody whose spirits are up-
lifted out-of-doors. And I wish that anger had 
pricked Mr. Lopez more often (as it did in his book 
"Of Wolves and Men"). He never quite acknowl-
edges that die mouths of the Rhfye, the Nile, the 
Hudson, and the Mississippi's banks once swarmed 
with a riot of bird and land or sea life, as do these 
last places on earth he has had to fly thousands of 
miles to reach. 

But Mr. Lopez is a rhapsodist by temperament, 
and a unique one. The problem of course is with the 
larger American intellectual community, which — 
as if to prove the point — was host to the annual In-
ternational Congress of PEN, the writers' organiza-
tion, in New York City through an entire week in 
January without ever raising the urgent question of 
the worldwide destruction of nature and how to ad-
dress it. v '• • 

Correction 

Because of an editing error, a review Feb. 2 of 
Jeffrey Potter's "To a Violent Grave" misstated 
the titles of two paintings by Jackson Pollock. The 
correct titles are "One" and "Lavender Mist." . 

Congratulations to 

Jean Fritz 
Winner of the 1986 

Laura Ingâlls Wilder 
Award 

P r e s e n t e d b y t h e A m e r i c a n L i b r a r y Assoc ia t ion 
f o r " a s u b s t a n t i a l a n d l a s t i ng c o n t r i b u t i o n 

t o l i t e r a t u r e f o r c h i l d r e n . " 

G.P. P U T N A M ' S S O N S 
A Member of the I 'utnam Young Readers Grbup 

i Amex, MasterCard, Visa or check. 
I We ship Immediately, anywhere in the world. 
I Gift wrapping available.^ Mail orders welcome. 

1-800-255-2665 
In CT or Worldwide (203) 966-5470 

Open 24 hours a day. 
59 Elm Street, New Canaan, CT06840 

HOME 
IS/ ' 

E l ) c ¡ N e U r J j j o r k e i m c s 

IS 

Call now 
and make 
your house 
a real home. 
1-800-631-2500 

^ p p p p i H H f P M P P i p V 

£ a u D i a - r a R u m offers \ 
J the best in self-instructional foreign language J 
• courses using audio cassettes, featuring ' • • 
I those used to train U.S. State Oept personnel 
I in Spanish, French, Thai, German, Japanese, |> 
| | Arabic, Chinese, Urdu, I V M ® 
| Greek, and many l a i w C l I I I | ! 
1 others a f o r e i g n « 

• language on * 
• your own! & * 
• I • Call or write Audio-Forum, Room Y53 S 
• On-the-Green, Guilford, CT 06437 • 
\ (203) 453-9794 Q 

r : ' 11 

rTorcten 
matters-1 

usually matter 
more than 
you think. 
Flora Lewis 
helps you 
understand 
why every 
Tuesday 
and Friday 
on the 
Op-Ed page. 



Henry James, Lee Marvin and the Law 
Continued from 
page 1 

P 

nary people. It was the impersonal, predictable, non-
controversial — even awe-inspiring — foundation for 
the operation of civilized society. 

No lawyer quite believes that anymore. But most 
are still trying to save as much of the ideal as possible. 
Many lawyers currently interested in literary theory 
are borrowing ideas from this discipline in an attempt 
to salvage some degree of certainly, predictability and 
objectivity in law. They realize that law is man-made 
and that any legal interpretation is to some extent sub-
jective. But they prefer to rely on those literary theo-
rists — such as E. D. Hirsch Jr., the author of "Validity 
in Interpretation"; Wayne C.Booth, author of "Critical 
Understanding: The Powers and Limits of Pluralism" ; 
and the New Critic Cleanth Brooks — who emphasize 
the limits and restraints on interpretation rather than 
those — among them Barbara Johnson at Harvard; 
Paul de Man, at the time of his death in 1983 a professor 
at Yale University; and the French philosopher-critics 
Jacques Derrida, Michel Foucault and Roland Barthes 
—who emphasize its openness. They want to make sure 
people realize that law is not simply politics, that the 
courts operate as an independent check on governmen-
tal power. Other lawyers are turning to economics to ac-
complish the same purpose, in the belief that economic 
science can provide a stable basis for legal decisions 
(two well-known exponents of the link between law and 
economics, Richard Posner and Frank Easterbrook, 
have recently been appointed to the Federal Court of 
Appeals). 

j J ^ GROWING number of lawyers, however, 
see law<pot in terms of its stability and pre-

M j L dictability but as an endless process of in-; 
terpretation, reinteipretatibn and counter-
interpretation. They assert that interpret-

ing law always engages people's passions and politics 
as well as their reason. They do not consider legal deci-
sion making simply "subjective." They think a reader 
of law is as much a prisoner of conventional political 
and moral views — and is as able to transform them — 
as any other reader. They consider law no£ as separable 
from the rest of Social life but as a product of, and a con-
tributor to, the way we understand ourselves and our 
society. These are the ways of thinking about law that 
are collectively known as critical legal studies. 

What this means in practice can be illustrated by an 
example. Consider the situation of an unmarried couple 
who live together over a number of years during which 
only one of the two people has a paying job. If they split 

. up, a legal question they might ask is whether the wage 
earner has to transfer any property, or pay any money, 
to the person with whom he or she has been living. (The 
suit against Lee Marvin is the most well-known case Of 
this type, but there are many others.) 

One way lawyers traditionally have answered this 
legal question is by referring to the intentions of the peo-
ple involved. The answer, they say, depends on whether 
the couple intended to divide the property at their sepa-
ration. Anqther way lawyers traditionally have re-
sponded has been to refer to the intentions , not of the 
couple but of government officials, such as judges or 
legislators. Under this approach, the answer depends on 
whether the opinions or statutes written by these offi-
cials reveal an intention to require financial settle-
ments when unmarried couples separate. Both of these 
legal responses presume that the law has an answer to 
the question posed — an answer determined by investi-
gating someone's general intention — and that a person 
needs a iawyer to find out what the answer is. 
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To indicate how a lawyer engaged in critical legal 
studies would respond to this conventional reliance on 
intention, I turn to a story by Henry James titled "The 
Figure in the Carpet." James's story portrays the ob-
sessive search for the general intention of an author, 
Hugh Vereker, by the unnamed narrator of "The Figure 
in the Carpet." The. narrator got his professional start 
by reviewing one of Vereker's books, but he discovers 
on meeting the author that he apparently has not under-

. stood him. Together with two of his friends, Corvick and 
Gwendolen, he sets out on a search for the meaning of 
Vereker's work, believing that the discovery of the au-
thor's general intention will give them the answer, 
^Vereker himself asserts he has a general intentioirand 
describes it in the most elaborate terms — "the very 
string tha$ my pearls are strung on," "the loveliest 
thing in t h | world," "the organ of life" — but recom-
mends they abandon the attempt to discover it. 

Despite his advice, the narrator and his friends be-
come dominated by the search for the "complex figure 
in a Persian carpet," the "buried treasure" of Verek-
er's intention. Ultimately, both Corvick and Gwendolen 
inform the narrator that they know what it is: "Im-
mense," says Corvick; "It 's my life," says Gwendolen. 
Before revealing the "exquisite scheme,'' however, 
both of them die, as does the author himself, leaving the 
narrator ignorant of Vereker's general intention. By 
now, he suspects Vereker had no intention, and he feels 
more removed from him and his work than ever. "I de-
tested Hugh Vereker," he says, "and simply couldn't 
read him." 

From the perspective of a lawyer engaged in criti-
cal legal studies, James's story highlights a contradic-
tion that exists in the emphasis on authorial intention in 
both law and literature. James shows how such an em-
phasis establishes a hierarchical relationship between 
authors and readers, allowing authors to dominate j 
readers. The focus on intention diminishes the status of 
readers by forcing them constantly to look to the author 
for guidance. The search for intent|6n also subordinates 
readers to experts who claim to know what the author's 
intention is. Most of the narrator's efforts to determine 
Vereker's intention are directed not at Vereker but at 
Corvick and Gwendolen. Corvick revels in the power 
that his secret knowledge gives him over the narrator: 
"I want to see, as it breaks on you," he says, "the face 
you'll make." And when the narrator asks Gwendolen to 
reveal Vereker's intention, she hurls at him "the largest 

j finest coldest, 'Never!' " He even considers marrying 
her to find out what it is, but thinks better of it — "Ah 
that way madness lies!" 

Yet James seems to suggest that the search for in-
tention establishes the reverse relationship as well: 
readers also dominate authors. Ultimately an author'.s 
intentions can only be defined by those who read his 
work. If this weren't so, why wouldn't Vereker just tell 
the narrator what his intention is? Vereker says he has, 
already done everything he can to communicate his in-' 
tention to the narrator in what he has written. "My 
whole lucid effort gives him the clue — every page and I 
line'and letter." James seems to be saying the same 
thing about himself as the author of "The Figure in the 
Carpet." Only by reading the story can we tell what his \ 
intention is. The ultimate definition of an author's inten-
tions, like the attribution of meaning to the words of his | 
text or to the context in which the text is written, is in 

: the hands of readers. Indeed, there seems to be no iden-
tifiable thing, called an "intention," that can guide a 
reader's interpretation of a text. Even an author's own, 

after-the-fact testimony about his intention has to be 
scrutinized for credibility. 

To proponents of critical legal studies, this contra-
diction — that in James's story the author controls the, 
reader and the reader the author — is not a puzzle to be 
resolved by deciding who controls whom. Instead, they 
would say "The Figure in the Carpet" describes a form 
of consciousness, a way of experiencing the act of read-
ing. It is the form of conciousness that characterizes, 
traditional readers of legal texts, both judges and law-
yers. Like the narrator, these readers think that their 
own opinions concerning the meaning of a text must be 
disregarded. Only the author's views can be taken into 

; account; only the author's politics and morality, and 
not their own, may influence their interpretation. They 
need to find a way to impose their own views on the text 
without thinking of themselves as doing so, and they dis-
guise their role by attributing what they say not to who 
they are but to what they read. They present them-
selves, like Corvick and Gwendolen, as experts who 
have access to the intentions of authors, legal authors— 
unmarried couples who make agreements to live to-
gether, legislators, or the framers of the Constitution, 

i. • • 

EFINING an author's intention, in law as 
^ in literature, is the way to establish a 

I definitive answer to the meaning of a text. • 
W As long as people can defer to the intention, 

JLmm^r 0f a n author, they will take comfort in the 
knowledge that the law has " a " meaning and, there-
fore, that their own views are properly subordinated to 
the correct interpretation offered by the author himself. 
By attributing the cause of their actions to others, these 
lawyers and judges establish legal rules without taking ir 
responsibility for what they are. They hide—even from1 

themselves — the extent of their own role in choosing • 
what these rules are. And, by presenting themselves as 
experts, they reinforce the average reader's sense that 
only a professional can make legal judgments. 

Lawyers who work in critical legal studies argue 
for rejecting these attempts to minimize the role of the 
interpreter in legal decision making and seek to demon-
strate that making legal judgments involves the kind of 
political and moral decisions that everyone should be 
entitled to make. Consider, from this perspective, the 
financial consequences of an unmarried couple's sepa-
ration. Even if the couple entered into a written agree-
ment prior to their living together, a reader of their 
agreement has to determine, before enforcing it, 
whether its terms were distorted by the power one of the 
parties exercised over the other. Only if the agreement 
is voluntary should it be enforceable. But what is the 
definition of "voluntary"? Should it include considera-
tion of the fact that one party refused to propose alter-
natives to the agreement because he or she feared the 
effect the proposal would have on the couple's relation-
ship? The reader needs to decide which of the parties' 
conflicting desires should be honored. Sometimes not 
enforcing an agreement will better capture what we un-
derstand as people's "intentions" than enforcing i | 
would. 

If the couple did not have a written agreement, the 
reader has to be concerned about the exercise of power 
that led to the couple's silence. Interpreters of the law 
need to set limits on how people can treat one another, 
whether or not they make an agreement themselves. 
What value should be placed on the services women 
have traditionally provided men for free — taking care 
of the house and children, for example, or, more recent-. 
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Traven's 
Hypnoti 

HIFTY-ONE years ago, B. Traven's first 
novel, "The Death Ship," was published 
in English; it had already appeared in 
German aind in a dozen other transla-
tions to enormous acclaim. Its reception 

in England and the United States was no different. 
"The finest modern sea story I have read. It is 

dreadfully real, horrible, fantastic but disgustingly 
true" — James Hanley, The Spectator. "Not Gorky 
himself has more authentically described the bottom 
aogs. This is real proletarian literature, with genu-
ine proletarian dirt, and smells and cruel, ribald 
wit" — Lewis Gannett, The Literary Digest. "The 
book is not primarily a sea-story. . . . [It] is a chal-
lenge to pretty much everything in the modern 
world" — Lincoln Colcord, The New York Herald 
Tribune. 

With near unanimity, critics praised "The 
Death Ship" for its hypnotic power, timeliness, uni-
versality and authenticity. It provoked comparisons 
to Melville, Conrad, Gorky and Richard Henry Dana 
Jr. A story circulated (impossible to prove now but 
not out of character) that Albert Einstein had named 
"The Death Ship" as the book he would take with 
him tô a desert island. 

But then an astonishing situation arose. The au-
thor of "The Death Ship" refused to divulge even a 
scrap of information about himself. He said he be-
lieved a writer should be known for his work, not his 
personal life — surely a defensible point of view. We 
know little about Shakespeare's life, which neither 
enhances nor detracts from his work; by contrast, 
we know everything about Kafka, and what of it? 

Although "The' Death Ship" was followed by a 
stream of haunting, powerful novels, among them 
"The Treasure of the Sierra Madre," any attempts 
to track their author ended at a post office box in 
Mexico City. The literary world reacted as though to 
an absconding politician or criminal. The blood-
hounds were dispatched to track Traven down, to no 
avail, and amazing legends grew up. Some were per-
haps fostered by Traven himself in self-défense, or 

¿out of amusement, or both. As a result the writer 
who insisted on remaining anonymous and letting 
his work speak for him became world-famous 
mostly for his genius at remaining anonymous. 

Many, articles and several books have been writ-
ten about Traven since his death. Each dutifully 
cites the novelist's wish to be known for his work and 
then goes on to dwell on the mystery. One book fo-
cuses on Traven's work. But this sets out with a per-
fectly straight face to psychoanalyze him (the ship is 
a womb, the smokestacks phallic symbols) and 
reads like one of Nabokov's Freudian parodies. 

Though Traven was widely published, enthusi-
astically reviewed and even nominated for a Nobel 

^Pr ize , the problem of his anonymity persists posthu-
mously. (He died in 1969 in Mexico.) While the film 
of "The Treasure of the Sierra Madre" is a classic, 
people don't always know that Traven wrote the 
book. A new Traven novel might not make the front 
page of a major literary review, but some new clue 
to. his identity would. 

Traven is usually described as a gifted storytell-
¿ier , a champion of the underdog With radical political 
®*Views —• anarchist, anticapitalist, anti-Communist, 

antibureaucrat. All these labels apply, but miss the 
essence. Behind the gripping adventure of a Traven 
novel, there runs the theme that motivates much of 
the rare literature that may age, but never dies: the 
ability of the human spirit to withstand and ulti-
mately transcend every onslaught made upon its in-
herent nobility. It is in "The Death Ship" that 

JohriAnthony West, a novelist and playwright 
and the author of "The Traveler's Guide to Ancient 
Egypt," adapted "The Death Ship" for BBC radio. 
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B. Traven at age 35 in Chiapas, Mexico, 1926. 

Traven gives this theme its fullest expression. 
Bruce Catton called it "a startling novel about 

the horrible things that can happen to a man in the 
cockeyed postwar world of Europe . . . a world gone 
mad." We are now post a few more wars, and the 
world is no less cockeyed. As a story, as a metaphor, 
"The Death Ship" is no less startling than when it 
Was written. Yet it elicits peculiarly little literary 
notice. Even the red herring of the Travèn "mys-
tery" does not quite account for that. But I think I 
know what may. V 

Later Traven novels are models of craft and 
precision, simply and classically wrought. By con-
trast, "The Death Ship" looks jagged, headlong and 
excessive, with its grim, wild humor, harrowing 
physical detail and rambling philosophical digres-
sions. Using conventional criteria, it is impossible to 
explain the source of its.power. But the unkempt ap-
pearance is deceptive. Almost nothing in "The 
Death Ship" can be cut,¿edited, transposed, civilized 
or otherwise "improved" without doing damage. 
"The Death Ship" obeys rules, but they are rules not 
usually associated with literature but with ancient li-
turgical dramas and epics, Eastern sacred music 
and, above all, alchemy. 

The true alchemist was not a deluded proto-
scientist out to turn lead into gold for gain. His ritu-
als with lead, mercury and sulfur served as 
mnemonic aids in the quest for spiritual self-perfec-
tion. As the carnal became spiritual on the inner 
plane, so — acpording to the medieval theory of hier-
archy and correspondences — the gross would be-
come fine on the physical plane. Though the method 
may not wash as science, it is singularly apt applied 
to art. All art is alchemical in the sense that it distills 
the raw stuff of experience into something rarer and 
finer. Understood metaphorically, every real artist 
is an alchemist. In this ancient discipline, the repeti-
tion of thè experiment, the constant application of 
fire, eventually prepares the material for transmu-
tation. In Eastern music and ancient epics, the end-
less repetition of a phrase or refrain served a similar 
function. In "The Death Ship," Traven uses the ac-
tual methodology of alchemy. That use is instinctive 
— there is no indication that Traven was a student of 
alchemy — but it is unerring. 

The time is the 1920's, after what Traven calls 
"The Great War for Freedom." Gerard Gales, an 
American sailor, is stranded in Antwerp, Belgium, 
without papers or money. Without papers or money, 
Everyman becomes Noman and Ulysses is destined 
to wander ever farther from home. 

As Gales is kicked around Europe by the au-
thorities-of various countries, it is not the variety of 
adventure and the ingenuity of the comic invention 

Authentic, 
De Alchemical 

VYTgZ^cVà'&r 
that produce the laughter, as in most other great sat-
ires ("Pantagruel," "Don Quixote," "Gulliver's 
Travels") ; it is the essential sameness — the shaggy 
dog story carried beyond the limits of endurance. It 
is a risky wáy to go about comedy, but the exasper-
ated hilarity it provokes has a compelling quality. 
And as an indictment of the bureaucracy that knows 
no national or ideological frontiers, this first section 
of "The Death Ship" has few equals. 

Gales wends his way through France and over 
the border into Spain. Spain has not fought the Great 
War for Freedom, and therefore people are still free. 
No one asks if he has papers or money. When a po-
liceman accosts him, sleeping on a park bench, it is 
to tell him to move under cover, it is about to rain. 
People give him leftovers without insulting his digni-
ty. He can fish for dinner off a pier. 

Then the Yorikke appears, the most decrepit 
and absurd craft ever to sail the seas. Gales spends 
seven glorious, hyperbolic pages ridiculing her. But 
when offered a job, he takes it. Nothing on earth 
could induce him to ask for a job. But sailor's super-
stition will not permit him to turn down a job he has 
been offered. This would be tempting the gods. 

With this stroke of irony, a door clangs shut. The 
card of destiny has been thrown onto the table, satire 
turns to horror. The Yorikke is a gunrunner. Eventu 
ally, she will be sunk to collect the insurance (hence 
"The Death Ship"). Meanwhile, with her ragtag 
crew, she is a floating Foreign Legion, Blake's 
"dark Satanic mills" and the Flying Dutchman 
rolled into one. No writer excels Traven at describ-
ing the effect of forced physical labor carried beyond 
the limits of endurance. It's not so much that' the 
story moves forward; rather, the heat intensifies. 

stroke of irony put Gales On the Yo-
M ' % rikke; another now gets him off. Instinct 
• • tells him it is time to try his luck else-

W where. In Africa, he sees the shiny, new 
Empress of Madagascar incongruously 

docked in a remote, shabby port. He applies for a job 
and is refused — no papers. Later, he and his fellow 
coal stoker, Stanislav, are told that despite her ap-
pearance, thé Empress has a terminal engineering 
defect.. She will be scuttled this trip for the insur-
ance. Suddenly the monstrous but still functioning 
Yorikke acquires the glamour bf a new lover. Gales 
and Stanislav aré returning to her, singing her 
praises, when they are set upon and shanghaied. 
They wake up aboard the Empress of Madagascar. 

The Yorikke was hell, but hell on earth, crewed 
appropriately by living demons. Aboard the Em-
press all are zombies, and the stage is set for ship-
wreck. (In alchemy, the "death" and dissolution of 
matter precede the final transmutation.) Only Gales 
and Stanislav survive, clinging to the wrecked Em-
press — tipsily wedged aloft on a reef — and dining 
on caviar and Chablis from the captain's locker. Fi-
nally, a storm dislodges the ship, and the two are 
abruptly reduced to hanging onto a bit of raft, with-
out food or water, beneath a burning sun, adrift in 
the ocean hundreds of miles from a shipping lane. 

Raving and delirious, Stanislav thinks he seès 
the Yorikke standing by to rescue them. He leaps 
into the empty ocean and sinks like a stone. In the lit-
erature of alchemy, there are supposedly autheriti 
cated instances of transmutation. I am in ho position 
to verify or disparage such claims. But there can be 
no doubt that, correctly applied to art, the principles 
are valid. Stanislav's death instantly brings Gales to 
his senses. He needs only a few sentences to com-
mend his vanished comrade to "The Great Skipper." 
But these sound a note as decisive as a gong. With no 
apparent effort, "The Death Ship" slips out of the 
realm of thé hallucinatory and into the sublime. 
After almost 400 hilarious, harrowing pages, it ends 
in that peace "which passeth all understanding"; 
the equivalent in literature of the alchemist's gold. t ;1 
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Blood, Guts and Edna Millay 
INTO ETERNITY 
The Life of James Jones: American Writer. 
By Frank MacShane. 
Illustrated. 355 pp. Boston: 
Houghton Mifflin Company. $18.95. 

By Robert Phillips 

AS any other modern American novelist 
received the barrage of bravos and brick-, 
bats accorded James Jones? Unlikely. His 
first novel, "From Here to Eternity" 

(1951), was universally cheered. The New York 
Times Book Review called it "A major contribution 
to literature." His second, "Some Came Running" 
(1958), was called "befuddled" by Edmund Fuller 
and "a monstrosity" by Granville Hicks. And so it 
was throughout his writing career. It is just eight 
years since Jones's death, too early to predict accu-
rately his place in American literature; but it 
seems safe to say that on the strength of his war tril-
ogy, he will be seen as one of the significant writers 
of his generation. 

Jones's reputation should be helped by this bal-
anced critical biography. Author of previous biog-
raphies of Ford Madox Ford, Raymond Chandler 
and John O'Hara, Frank MacShane, who is director 
of the Translation Center at Columbia University 
and a professor in the School of the Arts there, 
shows us why Jones's output was so terribly un-
even. From 1958 until 1974, Jones, his wife and two 
children were, in Paris living out the American 
dream. Not unlike Scott and Zelda Fitzgerald, 
James and Gloria Jones were recognized as celebri-
ties and lived as such, traveling arjfi frequently en-
tertaining/More and more of Jones's time was 
squandered in correspondence with film agents, 
producers, lawyers and publishers. He agreed to 
write two nonfiction books, "Viet Journal" (1974) 
and "WWIF' (1975). He wrote screenplays. 

The author helps us to understand why Jones 
succumbed to such financial and social demands. 
Having grown up a deprived child in Illinois, he was 
determined — even driven — to give his family the 
best. His generosity to family was, apparently, 
equaled by his generosity to fellow writers. At one 
point he paid the poet Delmore Schwartz's hospital 
bills. He also gave 10 percent of his earnings to sup-
port a writers' colony. 

The colony was run by a woman called Lowney 
Handy, who was as determined to be a famous mid-
wife to literature and new writers as Jones was to 
become a famous novelist. Jones loved Lowney 
more than she did him, which he saw as an advan-
tage in a way : "I desire to be a great writer more 
than anything on earth; and because of that, would 
stay with her; deliberately seeking not to be satis-
fied in love." 

Gloria Jones survived this, and much more. She 
is the book's true heroine. Beautiful, earthy, wise — 

Robert Phillips's most recent books are his edi-
tion of "Letters of Delmore Schwartz" and the 
forthcoming "Personal Accounts," his new and se-
lected poems. 
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with a sense of humor that was to become her sur-
vival kit — she emerges as the wife every uncertain 
writer should have. As Irwin Shaw described her, 
4 'She was the candle that kept the house alight. " 

The biography is Chronological and concise, yet 
Mr. MacShane manages to examine the man from 
many angles. It is surprising to discover that one of 
the tough-guy Jones's favorite writers was the lyric 
poet Edna St. Vincent Millay, and that he was pas-
sionate about modern painting and sculpture. His 
knowledgeable pronouncements on Alexander 
Calder seem at odds with the primitive image the 
novelist cultivated. 

R. MACSHANE sees Jones as one of the 
few American writers who treated 
lower-class characters as human 
beings, giving them dignity without re-

sorting to sentimentality. Mr. MacShane discusses 
each book, speculating on why some are successful 
and others fail. Of "Some Came Running," Jones's 
novel of life in a small Middle Western town, he con-
cludes: 

"A theme of this kind, even though tragic, could 
be treated in a comic manner with thé gusto that 
eighteenth-century novelists brought to novels of 
amorous adventure, hut 'Some Came Running' has 
little of the light touch of 'Tom Jones.' It is more 
like a nineteenth-century novel, infused with social 
consciousness and sympathy for the characters. 
The reader therefore does not know whether to take 
the story straight or to accept its basic absurdity. 
. . . Jones's e r ror . . . is one of conception, for his in-
tentions are not clearly executed, and the scope of 
his book suggests a straight social study rather than 
a burlesque. Not by nature a satirist who could dis-
pense with human folly in a brief story, Jones had 
too much feeling for the slow, drawn-out agony of 
his characters." 

Such incisive evalution makes this more than a 
biography, It is a guidebook to the works, accom-
plishments and failures of an American writer who 
was not afraid to take chances — a writer for whom 
the importance of art was that, like the war which 
was his most successful subject, it took risks. • 

9,000 BOOKS-English 8. American first edit.-Scholarly 
paperbacks. Free catalog. Phoenix Tape Corp., 5859 
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For a history of Bank Street 

College of Education (originally 
the Bureau of Educational Ex-
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would appreciate hearing from 
anyone who has memories, 
papers, notes, photographs or in-
formation. EDITH L. GORDON 

; Box 2938 
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For a study and book on the 
'negative effects of psychiatric 
treatment, I would appreciate 

receiving detailed personal ac-
counts from anyone who found 
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used will be disguised to pre-
serve confidentiality. 

SAMUEL W, PERRY, M.D. 
525 East 68th Street 
New York City 10021 

For a film on the life of the 
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ate hearing from anyone who 
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his family or his colleagues or 

BOOKS for READERS of L ITERATURE 8, HISTORY, 
Catalog $2.00. Austin Bookshop, Box 36T, . 

Kew Gardens, NY 11415 Large Stock 718-441-1199 

LONE WOLF MYSTERY BOOKSHOP 
5705B Mosholu Ave, Riverdale NY 10471 Catalog 

Rare. First. PeLuxe Editions 9704 
CHILDREN'S LITERATURE & ILLUSTRATED 
BOOKS Bought & Sold (18-20th Century). 
ORIGINAL ILLUSTRATIVE ART: 
Contemp-Michael Hague, Provensen, Errol Le Cain; . 
Antlquarian-Detmold, Robinson, etc. 
Occasional catalogs. Inquiries welcome. 
Jo Ann Reisler, Ltd, 360 Glyndon St, NE, 
Vienna Va 22180 (Wash D.C.) 703-938-2967 

ILLUMINATED MANUSCRIPT 
BOOK OF HOURS 

14th-l5th Century 
Excel Cond. For Serious- Book Collectors. Write: Box 
#31004, Corpus Christi, TX 78404. Attn: Jones. 

XIMENES: RARE BOOKS 
Fine books on all sublects, 16th to 19th centuries. 
One ofthe best English & American literature stocks in 

the world."—The Book collector. Catalogs $5.00/yr. 
Collectors welcome. 
19 E 69th (4th Fir) NYC 10021. (213) 744-0226 

VISIT AN OLD FASHIONED BOOK SHOP 
RARE 8« UNUSUAL BOOKS,LEATHER BINDINGS 

Catalogue Subscription $5.00 For 4 Issues 

APPELFELD GALLERY 
1372 York Av(73)NYC 10021 212-988-78 

Not only are we Michigan's Largest Used & Rare 
Bookstore (500,000 Books), We also issue catalogues, 

mostly rare & O.P., much Americana 8. Literature. 
Sent on request. John K. King Books, 

P.O. Box 363A, Detroit, M l 48232 

RARE BOOKS 15TH TO 20TH CENTURY 
DAVID L. O'NEAL, INC. 131 Newbury Street 

Boston, MOSS. 02116 (617) 266-5790 
Catalogues Issued. Visit Our Shop. 

Autograph Letters 9708 
LETTERS & MANUSCRIPTS 

FROM MEDIEVAL TIMES TO THE PRESENT 
IN ALL FIELDS OF HUMAN ENDEAVOR 
BOUGHT & SOLD-INQUIRIES INVITED. 

CATALOGUES ISSUED, SAMPLES $3 
KENNETH W RENDELL NC 154-T WELLS AVE 
NEWTON AAA 02159 CALL TOLL-FREE (800)447-1007 

SIX CENTURIES OF ORIGINAL AUTOGRAPHS 
ALL CATEGORIES BOUGHT & OFFERED FOR SALE. 

MONTHLY CATALOGUES (SAMPLE $2). 
Call TOLL-FREE 800-637-7711 
FAST DECISION 8. PAYMENT 

PAUL C. RICHARDS-AUTOGRAPHS 
South High Acres, Templeton, Ma. 01468. 

PRESIDENTS 
Buying letters, checks, signed photos 
No collection too large. Immediate payment 
Will travel, B.G1MELSON 212-889-4273 
AUTOGRAPH SHOW. Sun Nov 17, 1985 9 a m.-5 p.m. 
Omni Park Central, 7th Ave at 56 St, NYC, 25 dealers 
from USA & Europe buying 8. selling. Admission free. 
Sponsoredby Universal Autograph Collectors Club, Box 
467-T, Rockville Centre, N Y 11571. Herman Darvick, 
Pres. 516-766-0093 ' 

AUTOGRAPHS WANTED 
Letters and documents in all fields of interest. Pres-
idents, historical, literary, musical, scientific, 
family papers, etc. R.F. Batchelder, 1W Butler Ave, 
Ambler, PA, 19002.215-643-1430 . 

Auctions 3712 
W E E K L Y AUCTIONS 

RARE BOOKS-AUTOGRAPHS 
MAPS—GRAPHIC—PHOTOGRAPHICA 

Schedule and sample catalogue on request 
SWANN GALLERIES, INC. 

104 East 25th St. New York, N.Y. 10010 

Books Wanted 9720 

FINE & RARE BOOKS 
IN ALL FIELDS ARE NEEDED 

Our experienced buyer will call 
anywhere for substantial libraries. 

Immediate payment/prompt removal. 
Small collections can be brought to: 

STRAND BOOK STORE 
828 Bway, 12 St/NYC 10Q03 212-473-1452 

Worthwhile Books In All Fields 
Sets, Rare Books, Americana Colorplate 

Books, Fine Bindings, Art, Atlases, etc. 
Singles and Large Collections Purchased 
J.N. BARTFIELD CO. 45 W.57 St., Suite 201 

PL 3-1830 Established 1937 
ONE OF AMERICA'S 

LARGEST COLLECTIONS 
OF QUALITY OLD BOOKS 

BOOKS BOUGHT 
We purchase Libraries 8< Collections/all fields 

BOOK REVUE (516)271-1442 
BOOK 8. AUTOGRAPH COLLECTIONS BOUGHT 

C. Apfelbaum, Books, Box 1265, Valley Stream, N.Y. 
11581.(718)783-4466,(516)791-2801 

Educational-Scientific 9722 
"NEW 8, DIFFERENT FRIENDS" 

New educational book 8. game, ideal all ages, multi-eth-
nic approach to learning. Send SASE 8. $1 for more info: 

E.T.D., PO Box 1691, Ann Arbor Ml 48106 
Set of AMERICAN LAW PROCEDURE books 

14 copies. LaSalle University Extension. $125.00. 
212-584-3318 

Miscellaneous 9728 

"WISH YOU WERE HERE" 
A catalog of antiquarian travel books/salling/climbing/ 
exploring/vagabonding/Send $1. to RULON-MILLER 
BOOKS, PO Box 2536, Providence, R.I. 02906 

MICHEL LE SAVARIN, Painter. 
Author seeks relevant Information for projected illus-
trated biography of the artist, anecdotes, biographical 
Information, photos of artist and works; nominal pay-
ment made for all useable material submitted. SASE w/ 
material to: JOSE RAFAEL HERNANDEZ, Fine Art 
Publisher, 96 Spring Street, New York, N.Y. 10012 

KIM KAUFMAN BOOKSELLER 
CHILDRENS BOOKS FOR T H E COLLECTOR 

CHRISTMAS CATALOGUE $3.00 
1370 Lexington Ave (2F) NY NY 10128 (212)369-3384 

CHILDRENS RARE & ILLUSTRATED 
Books from private coliections.Over 250 volumes. Cata-
log $2. Write M.J.Hopkins, Pob 12003, Arlington Va.22209 

LIMITED & SIGNED FIRST EDITIONS 
Modern literature. List: $2. SYLVESTER & ORPHANOS, 
2484 Cheremova Avenue, Los Angeles CA 90068 
POETRY, LITERATURE, BEL-tES LETTRES. FINE, 
RARE O.P„ 1ST EDITIONS. CATALOG 25c. SAN 
GR A AL, 189 23RD ST, BKLYN, N.Y. 11232 
WILD 'MUSE Catalogs: Literary First Editions, .1700 
items, $1; Performing Arts, $1; Readers Miscellany, $1; 
Art $.50. Box 509, Larchmont, NY 10538. 
FOOTBALL 'S definitive collection, books-ephemera 
from 1878, 100's, rare, signed items. 1st 17-17. $30,000. 
Brasser's,8701 Seminole Blvd, Seminole Fl 33542 
CATALOGUE NINE Of modern literary 1st editions for 
collectors and readers now avail. Nouveau Rare Books, 
Box 12471 - N Y , Jackson MS 39236 

FINE CHILDREN'S 8. ILLUSTRATED BOOKS 
Catalogs-$3. Aleph-Bet Books 914-268-7410 

670 Waters Edge, Valley Cottage, NY 10989. 

SEA & SHIPS 6000 Titles Cat $5yr 
Caravan 8706168th Place.JamaicaNY 11432 

Literature of Other Nations 9706 
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For a critical biography of 
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WritefsJolk About Wri 
By Anne Tyler 

JOHN STEINBECK wrote with pen-
J cils that were round, not hexagonal, 

and he preferred Blackwings to any 
other brand. Conrad Aiken typed his 
poems, but couldn't bear to make car-
bons of them. And Robert Graves won't 
allow anything in his writing room that 
isn't handmade; 

It's all in Writers at Work—the 
fourth in the Paris Review's' series of 
interviews with writers about how 
they see their craft, their creations, 
their fellow writers, and anything else 
that may come to mind. Originally 
conceived as an inexpensive means of 
capturing famous names for a strug-
gling literary magazine, the inter-
views began with E. M. Forster back 

i in 1953. They quickly took hold and 
continued through Faulkner, Eliot, 
Hemingway, Celine—a list all the 
»more impressive because so many of 
the people on it were known for their 
reticence-

The present volume includes Anne 
Sexton, John Dos Passos, W. H. Au-
den, Anthony-Burgess, and 12 others. 
It's as rich, varied, and chatty as its 
predecessors. The only innovation is 
that, at the end, we are for the first 
time given some brief notes on the 
people who conducted the Interviews. 
And high time too; it can't be an easy 
job. 7 ' -

Some sort or prize ought to be 
awarded Herbert Gold, for instance. 
First, for even considering an interview 
with Nabokov — an admirable • writer 
but, to use Holden Caulfield's distinc-
tion, not a man you'd care to call on the 
phone. And second, for remaining posi-
tively seraphic during a number of 
trying moments—notably the one when 
Nabokov accuses him point-blank of 
fabricating a critical quotation. Thanks 
to Gold's unobtrusiveness and good 
humor, this interview develops into one 
of the brightest, pepperiest pieces in 
the book. It's a malicious little Nabokov 
short story, in fact, with its hero refer-
ring to himself a s a "one-man multi-
tude," to his characters as "galley 
slaves" (lacking the proverbial ability 
to order their creator around), and to 
Lolita (in a hypothetical Soviet Rus-
sian's opinion) as "a novel that con-
demns bitterly the American system of 
motels." 

# r>J . r»J nJ 
Second prize should go to Eugene 

Walter, for the following exchange with 
Isak Dinesen: 

Isak Dinesen: Do ybu think I look 
like a monkey? 

Interviewer: Of course. But you 
must understand that there are many 
kinds of monkeys. 

Isak Dinesen, with her great conical 
hats and shadowed eyes, serves up deli-
cate little teaspoons of herself that 
make her interview both funny and 
touching. Jorge Luis Borges is as full of 
enthusiasms as a boy-^crying at gang-
ster movies, telling us exactly what's 
wrong with Shakespeare, and plunging, 
at age 67, into a study of Old Norse. 
And Eudora Welty turns out to use lan-
guage as beautifully and precisely in 
speech as she does on paper; so much 
for the myth of the tongue-tied writer. 

But is any of this valuable? Is there 
something to be gained from learning 
how a writer votes, what his favorite 
fruit is, who his friends are? 

Well, a scholar working with a fine-
toothed comb may strain a few facts 
from it—how a certain character first 

These Interviews, 
At Best, May Be 
An Art Form. ' 

came to mind, or whose poetry influ-
enced whom. He could learn a great 
deal from, say, ,the interview with 
John Updike, who is wonderfully ar-
ticulate about his own version of the 
creative process. But Updike is an ex-
ception._Most of these writers, though 
amiably T i l i n g PVPT-V nnestinnpntTTn 
them, appear to havp only thP hayipnt. 
potion ot how, their works come into 
being. They're Pleased to bp non-
suited, anxious to help, hopeful of liv-
ing up to the interviewers' expecta-
tions—but their answers often amount 
to a figurative shrug, of the shoulders 
and "I don't know; it just happens." 

As for student writers, reading this 
collection to learn a few tricks of the 
trade: The first thing they'll learn is 
that everyone ¿¿ems to have to de-
velop nis own tricks. Work schedule^, 
tecnmqyps. and rrnrri yes!) super-
stitions vary, madly; it's every man 
for himself here. 

r*J ' r V 

No, the real value of the series lies 
in another direction. As Wilfrid Sheed 
Says, introducing the present volume: 
"A few years back, I wrote a some-
what lofty piece about the second col-
lection of Paris Review interviews* 
suggesting that the information 
therein was neither better nor worse 
than Hollywood gossip, u , I did not 
yet realize that gossip is the very stuff 
of literature, the materia prima of 
which both books and their authors 
are made. From Hnmer to Bellow.. 
gossip is simply what authors do, i n ' 
books mid uut." 1 • • 

He's right, I think., And he's- also 
right in suggesting that these inter-
views may, at their best, constitute an 
art form of their own. Think of, Writ-
ers at Work as 16 character sketches. 
Nearly all of them are interesting in 
themselves, simply because their sub-
jects' very stock in trade is the dis-
seminating, and withholding of certain 
telling pieces of information. Their 
"gossip" has a point to it; no tacts are 
given aimlessly. 

But more than that, such a collec-
tion is valuable to the writers being 
interviewed—and, by extension, to all 
writers. For once, they're allowed to 
present themselves on their own 
terms. They're free to. explain just 
what they're up to, and how they fit 
into the rest of the world. 

. r V ( V r»J 
It's an explanation that's sorely 

needed. Maybe writers have only 
themselves to blame (holing up for 
weeks at a time, dressing out of a 
missionary barrel), but really, very 
few people know what attitude to take 
to the average writer. Is he some sort 
of poor man's movie star, or just a 
drudge pushing a pencil? Should they 
get his autograph? Follow-his divorce 
suits? Strangers call him on, the phone 
for no good reason. Reporters ask for 
his opinion of current "life-styles:" 
Current what? Assuming there are 
such things, what would he know 
about them? But he often feels com-
pelled to answer anyway, which can 
lead to trouble. 

In the Paris Review series, the 
writers fumble for définitions, and 
contradict themselves, and try an-
other tack. But they are given infinite 
time and patience, and what they fi-
nally come up with is a rough self-por-
trait that seems as nearly honest as is 
humanly possible. 

A v writer, they're telling us, is 
someone who works hard, treasures 
his privacy, and often acts a little be-
fuddled from living in too many 

worlds. There wouldn't be much point 
in asking for his autograph, and his di-
vorce suits are likely to be uninterest-
ing. He is not, in fact, a public sort of 
person, or even very social. He is too 
busy protecting what he considers to 
be his precarious good luck in having 
managed to create, from a handful of 
blank-faced and chaotic words, some-
thing wholly new and wholly his own. 

[Writers at Works The Paris Re-
view Interviews. Fourth series. Edited 
by George Plimpton. Introduced by 
Wilfrid Sheed. Viking. 448 pages. 
$12.95. ] 
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Superwoman Is 

Worst 
By Sylvia Rabiner 

n UNDAY afternoon. I'm making my usual 
^ desultory way through the Sunday 
^ Times when I come upon Linda Kan-
ner. Ms. Kanner is prominently on display 
in the National Economic Survey, where she 
is referred to as a woman "in the vanguard 
of women taking routes to the executive 
suite that were formerly traveled by men." 
A quick run-through of the article reveals 
that she is a marketing consultant with an 
M.B.A. degree from Harvard and a degree 
from the Simmons School of Social Work. 
She is married to a physician who has an 
M.B.A. too. Somewhere along the way she 
has managed to find time to produce two 
sons, and all this glory is hers- at age 31. 

Well, there goes my Sunday afternoon. 
After reading about Ms. Kanner, I will be. 
in a muddy slump until nightfall at least. 
Every time I come across one of these prolif-
erating articles about the successful woman 

This article is reprinted by permis-
sion of the Village Voice. Copyright © 
the Village Voice, Inc., 1976. 

of today, I am beset by feelings of self-con-
tempt, loathing, and failure. Moreover, I 
hate Ms. Kanner, too, and if she were in my 
living room at the moment, I would set fire 
to her M.B.A. I am a 6-year-old child once 
again, - listening while my mother compares 
me with one of my flawless cousins. 

Let me tell you, it's getting harder all 
the time to be a successful woman. In the 
old days, a woman was usually judged by 
the man she had ensnared. If he was a good 
provider and she kept the house clean, was 
a good cook, and raised a few decent chil-
dren, she was well-regarded by her peers 
and most likely by herself as well. Now the 
main-stream women's movement has thrust 
forth a new role model: the capitalist fem-
inist. The career woman with a twist, she's 
not your old-time spinster who sacrificed 
marriage and motherhood for professional 
advancement, but a new, trickier model who 
has it all—a terrific career, a husband with 
a terrific career, and a couple of children 
as well. 

Career, Marriage, Family 
We have Isabel Van Devanter Sawhill, 

successful economist, wife of New York Uni-
versity president John, and mother; or Letty 
Cotton Pogrebin, successful author, editor, 
activist, wife of lawyer Bert, and mother. A 
recent article in Newsweek investigated the 
life-styles of working couples with children. 
Their random democratic sampling included 
Kathy Cosgrove, vice-president of a public 
relations firm, wife of Mark, an advertising 
executive; Consuelo Marshall, Superior 
Court commissioner, wife Of George, Colum-
bia Pictures executive; Charlotte Curtis, as-
sociate editor of the New York Times, wife 
of William Hunt, neurosurgeon; and Patricia 
Schroeder, congresswoman, wife of lawyer 
Jim. Patricia, the article gushed, managed 
at 35 to "gracefully combine career, mar-
riage, and family." The article was capped 
by a description of Carla Hills, Secretary of 
Housing and Urban Development, Presiden-
tial possibility for the Supreme Court, wife 
of Roderick, chairman of the Securities and 
Exchange Commission, and mother of four. 
There was a photograph of Mrs. Hills pre-
siding over her impeccable family at the 
dinner table. The article was swingy and up-
beat. If they can do it, how about you? . . . 
Another afternoon ruined. 

I turned for instruction to Letty Cottin 
Pogrebin, embodiment of the success game. 

all this from Letty's first book. 
Since Letty was also gracefully 
combining career, marriage, and 
family, I thought I might get some 
pointers from her. 

Letty Cottin arrived at Bernard 
Geis in 1960. After six months she 
was promoted to the position of 
director of publicity, advertising, 
and subsidiary rights. She met her 
husband at a party and married 
him a couple of months later. She 
proceeded to have her first chil-
dren (twins) as planned "early in 
marriage but after one full year. 
as unencumbered newlyweds." 
Their next baby fit in perfectly 
after the three-year space between 
children, which they deemed most 
desirable. She sums up: "It's better 
to be working than not working; 
it's better to be married than 
single; it's better to be a mommy 
as well as a Mrs. But it's best to 
be all four at once!" 

Now, where does that leave me? My 
thumbnail autobiography follows: I am a 
child of my times, definitely more the rule 
than the exception to it. Raised in the '40s 
and '50s, the words career and goal were not 
spoken when I was in the room. I got the 
standard New York City College Jewish 
Parental Advice to Daughters: "Take a few 
education courses. Then if . . . God forbid 
. . . anything should happen, you can always 
take care of yourself." 

Nora Ephron said that she always knew 
she wanted to write (Dorothy Parker was 
her idol). When her less-motivated college 
friends went off after graduation and got 
married, Nora went off and wrote. A few 
remarkable women like Nora and Letty un-
doubtedly knew at the age of 18 or younger 
what profession they wanted to pursue, but 
most of us at Hunter College, as I recall, 
were thundering off in a herd to stand un-
der the marriage canopy. 

The Image of Nonsuccess 
A bunch of simpletons, you say? Not so. 

We had produced the school plays, edited 
the school newspapers, put together the cre-
ative publications, belonged to Arista, and 
frequently had our names on the honor roll. 
What was happening, then? Well, let's call 
it economics. We were the children of im-
migrant or near-immigrant parents. Hard-
working, uneducated, or self-educated, they 
didn't know how to guide their bright daugh-
ters. The Depression had been deeply felt 
and was well-remembered. Their watch-
word Was security. Dorothy Parker was my 
idol, too, but to my parents, writing was 
not a job. With encouragement from neither 
parents nor teachers, most of us sought se-
curity in marriage or teaching. 

Now, I married neither wisely nor well, 
which to judge by current divorce statistics 
proves me to be obstinately average. I 
worked to put my husband through graduate 
school, traveled where his career dictated, 
had two children as a matter of course, and 
in the fall of 1969, although I had felt suf-
focated by my marriage, I protestingly and 
hysterically suffered its demise. My child-
support settlement would have done nicely 
to keep me in a cozy tenement on Avenue 
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KENNEDY 
Continued from Page 33 

Sage College, I spoke about 
'the stolen world' — the world 
of writing I knew when I was 
aspiring to be a writer. Pub-
lishing fiction was very tough 
then; there were the maga-
zines, but, little by little, they 
began to vanish, too. Because 
'Billy Phelan,' my third book, 
didn't sell well, I found it diffi-
cult to get a book published 
again. I had to convince the 
world that they were wrong. 

"I love writing. I couldn't see 
any other life for me. I love 
words. The act of writing, in it-
self, is a pleasure. Of course, 
there were money problems. 
But you remember the fun we 
had at the lake house and how 
much it meant to me. I wrote 
'Legs' there in the afternoons 
when the house was empty. I 
remember the feeling of ec-
stasy I had when I finished a 
real page of writing." 

I did indeed remember the 
house on Crooked Lake, out-
side Albany, where I first met 
Kennedy. He was a young 
writer then, published but un-
recognized, and it seemed that 
the lean years would never 
end. It was a magical place, 

the lake house, with its long 
lawn leading down to the spar-
kling water and tiny boats bob-
bing on the horizon, an excep-
tional haven for weary writers 
and poets from Albany and 
New York who gathered there 
on weekends in an atmosphere 
of uncommon warmth and 
high spirits. The house be-
longed to Ruth Tarson, a New 
York writer and the best friend 
of Kennedy's wife, Dana. Ken-
nedy was free to use the house 
as a writing studio. It was 
there that he wrote "Legs," a 
fictional account of a gangster-
bootlegger; "Billy Phelan," 
and an exquisite short story, 
"The Secrets of Creative 
Love," which used aspects of 
the lake house as background. 

The lake house brought out 
the best in all of us: a rare 
sense of communion, an unspo-
ken commitment to friendship, 
an intense excitement for life. 
There we could forget entirely 
notions of status, success and 
fame and be wholly ourselves. 
There we would dance till all 
hours, skinny-dip on hot 
nights, gorge ourselves on 
bushels of corn and tomatoes, 

drink pints of booze and recite 
from poets and writers of the 
1920'sand30's. 

Kennedy, with his lively 
sense of play and his gener-
osity of spirit, was the mag-
netic force. One moment he 
would be plucking out "Happy 
Days and Lonely Nights" on 
his ukelele, the next playing a 
tape of Frankie's "One for My 
Baby" or old Satchmo record-
ings; the next, he would be 
eulogizing Faulkner and 
Kafka, or quoting Joyce and 
James, or arguing the merits 
of Nathanael West and F. Scott 
Fitzgerald. With his inexhaust-
ible energy, Kennedy could 
electrify the group and keep 
the party going all night. 
Whether he was discussing 
high or low art, or dancing his 
crazy Charleston routines with 
Ruthie, or singing nostalgic 
"golden oldies," Kennedy, re-
luctant to give up the night, 
was a life-bringer — a su-
preme original. 

But the Kennedy of those 
sweet summer nights had an-
other life that I barely per-
ceived. He was never too un-
disciplined not to put in regular 
hours in his workroom. On the 
sunniest of days, he would 
disappear indoors to write his 
stories about the bums, 
winos, gamblers and gang-
sters he encountered during 

the course of his journalistic 
career, "the archetypes lurk-
ing in Ruth Tarson's lake 
house," as he noted in his 
dedication to "Legs." Ob-
sessed with writing, he kept 
the world of his imagination 
intact, and few people ever 
intruded. 

Writing was for Kennedy a 
mystique, a calling. But he 
never spoke of himself in 
those terms, only of other 
writers and their gifts. Did he 
know in those days that he, 
too, had the gift? Looking 
back, I can see that he did, 
but this knowledge of himself 
was like a secret treasure, not 
easily revealed. 

• 
Now, many years later, we 

sit in his Averill Park family 
home, talking about the re-
markable changes in his life. 
His household seems almost 
the same, but not quite. Pros-
perity has brought a micro-
wave oven to the kitchen, a 
giant television screen to the 
living room and — as soon as 
the workmen banging away 
outside finish — a swimming 
pool to the grounds. Kennedy is 
not very impressed by these 
new acquisitions. His con-
stants are his wife of 27 years 
and his children. Living 
nearby is Dana, 26, who gave 

birth to a son the night Ken-
nedy received his Pulitzer; 
Kathy, 25, who acts as her fa-
ther's secretary and cares for 
his new word processor, lives 
at home, as does 14-year-old 
Brendan, who between doing 
yard chores makes videotapes 
of the family with a recently 
acquired camera. 

When we settle down around 
the luncheon table, Dana Ken-
nedy tells me about her more 
than 100 cousins in Puerto 
Rico, where she grew up and 
where she met Kennedy, who 
was working there as a jour-
nalist. She talks about their 
wedding within a month after 
they met and about the finan-
cial support they received 
from her big clan and from 
friends during their "awful" 
years. 

"I knew that Bill had to keep 
on writing," she says, "no 
matter what. I understood his 
artistic drives because I 
remembered my own when I 
was a young dancer. I knew he 
had to live with his passion to 
write, and I had to live with it, 
too, or I wouldn't have a mar-
riage." 

After lunch, Kennedy and I 
drive around Albany, a place 
he had rejected as a young 
man with ambitions beyond 
the confines of his hometown 

(Continued on Page 52) 
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KENNEDY 
Continued from Page 43 
but that he has come to see as 
"various as the American 
psyche itself, of which it was 
truly a crucible." In "O Alba-
ny!" he says that though he is 
a booster of his birthplace, he 
wrote the book "as a person 
whose imagination has be-
come fused with a single place, 
and in that place finds all the 
elements that a man ever 
needs for the life of the soul." 
As a result of the books he has 
written about it, Albany — a 
symbol to New Yorkers of 
provincialism and arcane poli-
tics —has suddenly become an 
integral part of the literary 
world. 

Kennedy's novels are inexo-
rably linked to his native city, 
particularly during the De-
pression years, when Albany 
was a wide-open city, run by 
Irish bosses and their corrupt 
political machine. This sense 
of place, one of the most impor-
tant factors in his books, gives 
Kennedy's work a rich texture, 
a deep sense of authenticity. 

Kennedy shows me the old 
neighborhood in North Albany 
where he was born and bred, 
the only child of Irish working-
class parents whose ancestors 

settled in the city more than 
five generations ago. Is he nos-
talgic for that vanished world? 
I ask. "Up to a point," he 
replies, "but I'm aware of all 
the negative elements, the 
power that some had to de-
stroy lives, the vote-buying 
and the election-stealing." 

We pass the old, now-
deserted Albany Times-Union 
building where Kennedy was a 
reporter in the 1960's and got to 
know the people of the city 
from the inside—the políticos, 
the ethnics, the working peo-
ple, the saloonkeepers, the 
bookies and the bums. In 1965, 
he was nominated for a Pu-
litzer Prize for a series he did 
on city slums. 

His father, William Sr., was 
a deputy sheriff who often took 
his son with him to political 
clubs and gambling joints 
where young Bill Kennedy, 
with his eye and ear for detail 
and for the tone and temper of 
Irish-Americans, listened and 
watched and remembered. 

Albany became Kennedy's 
Dublin, his Yoknapatawpha, 
the one "element without 
which my inspiration cannot 
do," he says. "All the stories 



As a result of the books he has written 
about it, Albany has suddenly 
become a part of the literary world. 

I imagine flow from an envi-
ronment — this environ-
ment," he says, pointing to 
the old houses that line a 
quiet residential street, "not 
a nebulous private domain. 
Albany provides the verifying 
elements for me, a verifica-
tion that life was lived in a 
specific way. And once you 
have that you have every-
thing. 

"Writers I have valued," 
Kennedy continues, "always 
drew upon the specifics of 
their experience, not free-
floating value judgments but 
the specific of Algeria in 
Camus, for instance, or the 
war in Hemingway, or Baby-
lon in Fitzgerald, or the 
Southern aristocracy in 
Faulkner. 

"The specifics in 'Iron-
weed' — the traction strike, 
professional baseball, Irish 
immigrant experiences, a 
vast Irish cemetery, an Irish 
neighborhood, the Erie Canal 
and so forth — are elements 
of life in Albany. Some people 
say that 'Ironweed' might 
have had any setting, and 
perhaps this is true. But the 
values that emerged are 
peculiar to my own town and 
to my own time and would not 
be the same in a smaller city, 
or a metropolis, or a city that 
was not Irish, or wasn't large 

enough to support a skid row. 
Actually, whether 'Ironweed' 
could come out of another city 
is irrelevant. The point is that 
it did not." 

Although "Ironweed" takes 
place in Albany, and that city 
forms the sub-structure of the 
novel, the book is more a de-
piction of someone trying to 
make peace with his soul. The 
hero, Francis Phelan (Billy's 
father), an ex-ballplayer, 
after a series of tragedies, in-
cluding his killing of a scab 
during a trolleyworkers' 
strike, deserts his family for 
the life of a bum. He wanders 
through the wasteland streets 
of Depression-era Albany, 
talking to the dead, remem-
bering and forgetting the 
past, wondering why some 
win and others lose, futilely 
searching for explanations 
for inexplicable events. Ken-
nedy's derelicts, like the 
Beckett bums who are wait-
ing for Godot, are stripped of 
artifice and social veneer to 
become ruined pieces of na-
ture, unaccommodated men, 

ragged heroes, reliving their 
failures, hoping to make 
sense of their lives in a night-
mare world of outcasts. 
Drawn against a background 
of flophouses, bars and soup 
kitchens, Kennedy's winos 
are dirty, diseased and de-
pressed, searching for food, 
baths, beds and warmth in 
their agonizing quest for sur-
vival ; men in extremis—out-
siders, outlaws — they strug-
gle against a cold and reject-
ing world. Their hands bitten 
by dogs, their shoes gone, 
their feet swollen, their un-
derwear in shreds, yet they 
fight on until, exhausted, they 
succumb. But not Francis 
Phelan. 

"The trick was to live, to 
beat the bastards, survive the 
mob . . . and show them all 
what a man can do to set 
things right, once he sets his 
mind to it ," says Francis. He 
was a warrior, "and a warri-
or, he was certain, was not a 
victim. Never a victim." 

• 

As we drive down Broadway, 

I remember "Billy Phelan's 
Greatest Game," in which a 
rejected and isolated Billy 
walked alone down this old 
main street thinking about his 
predicament. That book, based 
on the kidnapping of the 
nephew of Dan O'Connell, then 
Albany's most powerful politi-
cal figure, is about the world of 
crooks, con men, gamblers and 
gangsters during Albany's De-
pression years. Billy, a small-
time gambler caught up in cor-
rupt politics, refuses to play 
the political game according to 
the machine's rules. So he pays 
the price: rejection, isolation 
and ostracism. But Billy, like 
his father, Francis, is stub-
born. As he wanders through 
nighttime Albany, though 
treated like a pariah, he finds 
his own kind of integrity and 
strength. 

As we stop for a beer at Ken-
nedy's favorite place, the Cafe 
Capriccio on Grand Street, he 
says: "Albany in Billy 
Phelan's time was a city politi-
cally dominated and politically 
controlled. It was also Irish-
controlled, and Irish attitudes 
as they prevailed in that era 
stirred my imagination. Like 
Billy, everyone played the 
numbers, everyone was in-
volved in some kind of gam-
bling, including me when I was 

(Continued on Page 57) 



By Craig Claiborne with Pierre Franey 
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IN MY YEARS AS A FOOD 
writer, I have witnessed a remark-
able broadening of taste in the Amer-
ican palate, especially when it comes 
to herbs. When I first began my ca-
reer, basil was an all but unknown 
quantity in this country, and then 
along came pesto sauce. Shallots, 
fresh thyme and tarragon once 
seemed almost too "fancy" for native 
taste. Today, of course, it is not at all 
uncommon to see fresh coriander 
leaves and the excellent Italian green 
known as arugula in markets that 

deal in fresh produce. 
Still, I am amused 

to think that this na-
tion is by and large 
unfamiliar with one 
of the most easily 
cultivated and tasti-
est herbs—sorrel or 
sour grass. It is, as 
the latter name 
implies, quite pleas-
antly acid in flavor; 
the word sorrel de-
rives from an old 
Teutonic word 
meaning sour. It is 
said that the ancient 
Romans consumed 
a great deal of sor-
rel because it offset 
the richness of their 
daily diet. 

crosswise into very thin strips. This is 
called a chiffonade. There should be 
about two cups or slightly more when 
loosely packed. 

2. If there are any bones in the fil-
lets, carefully remove them with 
pliers. Cut the fillets on the bias into 
about 14 thin slices. 

3. Put the reserved fish skin and 
bones in a small saucepan. Add one 
tablespoon of the shallots, the wine 
and chopped tomatoes. Bring to the 
boil and let simmer five minutes. Add 
the cream and cook about five 
minutes. Strain through a fine sieve, 
pushing the solids with a rubber spat-
ula to extract as much liquid as possi-
ble. There should be about one and 
one-quarter cups. 

4. Heat one tablespoon of the butter 
in a saucepan and add the remaining 
one tablespoon of shallots. Cook 
briefly and add the sorrel. Cook, stir-
ring, until wilted. 

5. Add the cream mixture, the 
cubed tomato flesh, salt and pepper. 

6. Heat the remaining tablespoon of 
butter in a stick-proof skillet. Sprin-
kle the salmon with salt and pepper 
and place, a few pieces at a time, in 
one layer in the skillet. Cook one and 
one-half to two minutes, depending on 
the thickness of the slices, turning 
once. 

7. Pour the sorrel sauce into the 
center of a warm 
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a kid. As soon as you were old 
enough to go to a candy store 
by yourself, you could play the 
punchboard. If you had an 
extra penny, you took a chance 
and you won something — a 
nickel, a dime, a quarter. 
Baseball pools were one of the 
biggest enterprises; I ran a 
football pool when I was in col-
lege. It was an accepted part of 
life. It was normal." 

It was also "normal" for Al-
bany, and the country, to ac-
cept the romantic image of the 
notorious gangster-celebrity 
Jack (Legs) Diamond, who 
drifted in and out of the Albany 
area and was murdered in a 
Dove Street rooming house. 
Now a landmark, it has re-
cently been purchased by the 
Kennedys and film producer 
Gene Kirkwood. 

Kennedy was fascinated 
with Legs, not only because he 
was an American mythic fig-
ure but because, as Kennedy 
noted, he "became an impious 
presence in the city." His days 
and nights were filled with un-
common sensuality and in-
tense drama. In "Legs," his 
loyal, cultivated lawyer called 

Diamond the "underside of 
everybody's life" — the quin-
tessential American gangster-
hero. 

Diamond's legal maneuver-
ings and social doings were in 
the Albany papers every day, 
Kennedy says, "and we were 
also frequently aswarm with 
out-of-town newsmen, particu-
larly the New York tabloid 
crowd, which claimed Jack as 
its own and regularly gave him 
pages of space in order to de-
plore his depredations. A seri-
ous effort at deploring Jack 
was as good for circulation as a 
kinky Hollywood sex murder." 

"When you were researching 
Legs, weren't you revolted by 
his life?" I ask as we stand 
looking at the boarded-up old 
Kenmore Hotel on North Pearl 
Street, where Legs threw some 
grand parties. 

"Yes, I was. But I do think 
that any human being is wor-
thy of the poetry that one can 
achieve. I don't think of gang-
sters as animals, beyond re-
demption, or inarticulate, or 
that they have no soul. I chose 

(Continued on Page 59) 
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Legs because he was a charac-
ter who had galvanized the 
imagination of America. Legs 
is another version of the Amer-
ican dream — that you can 
grow up and shoot your way to 
fame and fortune. On the other 
hand, the people that live this 
kind of life are human beings 
like you or me. People did love 
Legs Diamond." 

"Why did you endow Legs' 
love life with so much ro-
mance?" 

"You don't think Legs Dia-
mond was romantic? " 

• 

We drove to the old lake 
house to see Tom Smith, one of 
the "four good men" to whom 
"Ironweed" is dedicated, and 
who now rents the house. A 
professor of literature at 
SUNY-Albany, Smith recalls 
Kennedy's struggle and his 
determination to write. 

"This was a man who felt 
deeply rejected," Smith says, 
"but he had an energetic stub-
bornness which is at the bot-
tom of all his characters. Some 
other guy would just give it all 
up. But he continued to write. 

"When I think of it objective-
ly, I'm awed by it. Rejection at 
the age of 50 and dragging his 
family down with him. In his 
mind, he had become like one 
of his characters, a bum, a 
literary bum. In the middle of 
it all, he suffered horrendous 
financial difficulties. But 
through it all, he would climb 
up there and just plug away. 
And then the dam burst, some-
time toward 1981, and he knew 
that help was on the way." 

Help came in the form of 
Saul Bellow. Viking had pub-
lished "Billy Phelan's Great-
est Game" in 1978 — "admit-
tedly it was published badly" 
says Corlies (Cork) Smith, 
Kennedy's editor at the time— 
and it sold very few copies. 
Nevertheless, Viking initially 
accepted the first 100 pages of 
"Ironweed." But Smith knew 
that Kennedy had no real mar-
keting backing at the house 
and that "Ironweed" could 
very well suffer a fate similar 
to that of "Billy." 

"Considering all this," Cork 
Smith says, "I thought he 
would be better off making a 
fresh start with a new house, 
and so I advised Viking against 
publishing the book." It was 
submitted elsewhere and was 
repeatedly turned down. "A 
book about bums," Smith says, 
"was not easy to sell." It 
looked as if it would never be 
published. Then Saul Bellow, 
who had been familiar with 
Kennedy's work, entered the 
picture. He wrote to Smith ad-
monishing Viking for not stick-

ing with Kennedy. "These Al-
bany novels will be memora-
ble, a distinguished group of 
books," Bellow said. "That the 
author of 'Billy Phelan' should 
have a manuscript kicking 
around looking for a publisher 
is disgraceful." Bellow offered 
to help. 

"Now there was a big differ-
ence," Cork Smith says. "Of 
course it was the same book; 
Kennedy didn't change any-
thing. But now it had been 
kissed by a Nobel Prize win-
ner. I also knew that Saul did 
not do this casually: he doesn't 
puff things. Nobody takes a 
Bellow quote casually. So with 
a Nobel Prize winner in my 
pocket, and with Bellow's offer 
to help, I thought, 'Let's take a 
chance.'" 

Smith was still not convinced 
that he could sell "Ironweed" 
successfully by itself, but Bel-
low had spoken about "these 
Albany novels," so Smith got 
the idea to reissue Kennedy's 
earlier books, "Billy" and 
"Legs," for simultaneous pub-
lication with "Ironweed" as 
"The Albany Cycle" and make 
of it a publishing event. 

"In other words, you would 
not have published the book if 
Saul Bellow hadn't written that 
letter?" I asked. 

"You might say so," Smith 
replied. 

Saul Bellow is modest about 
his role. "Oh, I don't know, 
someone would have recog-
nized Kennedy — someday. It 
didn't take long for an old dog 
like me to know Kennedy was 
the real thing, even in 1960, 
when he was a student of mine 
in Puerto Rico. He could take 
material from skid row and 
write about these people as 
fully human as anyone else. 
The people he wrote about did-
n't know they had become 
pariahs. He wrote about them 
from the inside. And it was 
very touching. I was moved by 
the characters, by their naive 
but human frailties. 

"Kennedy's books show 
some very original insights," 
Bellow continues. "His treat-
ment of the characters is very 
far from the usual hackneyed 
treatment. There are no dead 
sentences in his work. His lan-
guage is vigorous, full of ener-
gy. He's just very gifted. At a 
time when so much cold por-
ridge is served up in the liter-
ary world as hot stuff, here is 
the real hot stuff. In his books, 
nothing is being put over on the 
public. He doesn't latch on to 
subjects so that the book can 
be sold. He's just a pure 
writer. What happened to him 
is going to fill a lot of writers 
with hope and enthusiasm." 

(Continued on Page 64) 
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Does this incident raise some funda-
mental issues about the publishing 
world? "At fault," Bellow says, "are 
the slack publishing houses who don't 

have skilled readers; they give some of 
their books to receptionists to read. The 
publishing world counts on an old 
image of themselves, when they saw 

themselves as part of the intellectual 
literati. They were never like that, and 
are even less now. They're just a bunch 
of hustlers; they have to submit bal-
ance sheets, you know." 

Kennedy's reaction to the publishing 
world was to quote Francis Phelan: " 'I 
don't hold no grudges more'n five 
years.' I was never much impressed by 
the powers who some thought were the 

arbiters of artistic work," Kennedy 
says. "Some were saying the book had 
too many bums. But then I thought, 
'Why are they in power, why do they 
know so much about literature and I 
don't?' Some said, 'The book is unpub-
lishable; plus, it can't possibly make 
any money.' And that was the prevail-
ing attitude. From all the best people. 
There's a grand measure of hypocrisy 
that goes on in the publishing world.'' 

• 

Despite a tradition in American lit-
erature of outcasts and vagabonds, a 
great deal has been made of Kennedy's 
focus on bums and the underworld. The 
use of the life of derelicts and gangsters 
as a literary vehicle to express the au-
thor's perceptions is clear enough to the 
discerning reader, but the question 
keeps coming up: Why does Kennedy 
choose such heroes? 

"I'm interested in the human being 
concealed within a bum's or a gang-
ster's life. When you take a character 
into his most extreme condition, you 
get extreme explanations, and you be-
gin to discover what lurks in the far 
corners of the soul. I really do believe 
that that's the way a writer finds things 

(Continued on Page 68) 
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out. I love the surrealistic, the 
mystical elements of life. 
There is so much mysterious-
ness going on in everybody's 
life." 

Kennedy's first novel, "The 
Ink Truck," is a good depiction 
of the mystery of human 
behavior. Hie book is about an 
eccentric newspaper reporter, 
Bailey, one of the last holdouts 
in a long and bitter newspaper 
strike. As in all Kennedy's 
works, the plot is secondary to 
questions of life and death and 
the actions of people under du-
ress. A character of extreme 
individuality and integrity, 
Bailey, like Kennedy's other 
crazy, hopeful Irishmen, is a 
fighter who responds to the 
world with unusual force. 

As for "Quinn's Book," on 
which Kennedy has been work-
ing all summer, "It is the story 
of two adolescents who shared 
a common experience of Al-
bany and of America in that 
age," Kennedy says, "and the 
effects of the Irish famine, the 
cholera, life on the Erie Canal, 
on the Hudson River, the rabid 
partisanship of the 19th-cen-
tury press, the theater of that 
age, the Civil War, and so 
forth." But these are no more 
the main subjects of the new 
book than baseball and flop-
houses are the subjects of 
"Ironweed." 

"One doesn't get a sense of 
deep suffering from Kennedy's 
personal life, and yet all his 
books are about suffering and 
pain," says his current book 
editor, Gerald Howard. "If you 
grow up Irish, the sense of sin, 
death and suffering is in your 
bones," says Howard, himself 
an Irish Catholic. "If you grow 
up Irish, you have a gloomy 
view of the possibilities of peo-
ple. His Irishness is a real key 
to who he is and what he is 
thinking. I recognized the Irish 
link immediately. I'm certain 
he was an altar boy." (In fact, 
he was.) 

Kennedy's vagabonds have a 
kind of innocence, blended 
with a harsh, penetrating 
sense of reality. As characters 
from the demimonde, they are 
elevated to art by Kennedy's 
sense of poetry and imagistic 
language. 

From "Ironweed": 
"The new and frigid air of 

November lay on Francis like 
a blanket of grass. Its weight 
rendered him motionless and 
brought peace to his body, and 
the stillness brought a cessa-
tion of anguish to his brain. In 
a dream he was only just 
beginning to enter, horns and 
mountains rose up out of the 
earth, the horns — ethereal, 
trumpets — sounding with a 
virtuosity equal to the peril-
ousness of the crags and cor-
nices of the mountainous path-
ways. Francis recognized the 
song the trumpets played and 
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he floated with its melody. 
Then, yielding not without 
trepidation to its coded urgen-
cy, he ascended bodily into the 
exalted reaches of the world 
where the song had been com-
posed so long ago. And he 
slept.'*1 

From his forthcoming 
novel, "Quinn's Book": 

" The wall of ice grew from 
a relatively small fence-like 
structure, say five feet high, 
across the thawed center of 
the river, continued building 
upon that fence a pyramid, a 
mountain, an instant Albany 
iceberg that never was before 
and probably never will be 
again. It rose to what some 
calculated as the height of ten 
men. Others said twenty. It 
grew swiftly upward with 
boundless force, brilliant 
chaos, and just as we thought 
it would never cease to grow 
it was struck from within and 
below by some central power 
we could neither see nor un-
derstand, even now, but 
which exploded that moun-
tain into a Vesuvius of crys-
tal, showering the shores of 
both Albany and Greenbush 
with fragments, wounding an 
unsuspecting half dozen peo-
ple, killing two horses and a 
pregnant cat on the quay, and 
loosing a tidal wave that 
swept every object from the 
pier, including another dozen 
men, stores of coffee, piles of 
lumber and staves, tumbling 
them into the torrent as if 
they were the river's own 
algae, which they would very 
soon become."2 

• 

With his ability to write such 
prose, some people wonder 
why Kennedy is now writing 
for the movies. 

"Movies are something I 
wanted to do since childhood," 
Kennedy says. "When I was 
broke, I tried desperately to 
sell a screenplay as a means of 
paying the mortgage and keep-
ing my car on the road. This 
time around, I didn't need the 
money. It's a world that gives 
me pleasure." 

What did he find attractive 
about working on "The Cotton 
Club" with Coppola? 

"I liked Coppola's work. I 
liked him as a person as 
well," Kennedy says. "Our 
tastes and attitudes toward 
the subject matter of 'Cotton 
Club' and our exchange was 
more than just a couple of 
people working together on a 
project; it became a friend-
ship. I know he has a reputa-
tion for being mad. If he's 
mad, O.K., I can adjust to 
that. His kind of madness is 
not really a negative quality. 
It's very often a sign of vital-
ity and refusal to accept the 
norm." 

Besides, the milieu of "The 
Cotton Club" — the 1920's 
>COPYRIGHT© 1979,1981,1983 BY WILLIAM KENNE 
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gangland, the life of black 
people, black entertainment, 
Irish gangsters in the Jazz 
Age — is all very familiar to 
Kennedy. 

But probably the most im-
portant reason for getting in-
volved with the movies, Ken-
nedy says is "my reluctance 
to turn my back to new ex-
perience." 

Kennedy's work on the 
lively film contrasts sharply 
with the dark, brooding style 
of his novels. Although people 
perceive him as an easygo-
ing, jovial Irishman, full of 
life, a good party-giver and a 
good partygoer, friends know 
there is another side to Ken-
nedy that comes out only in 
his writing. 

"It is a dark, morbid side," 

says his friend Tom Smith, 
"haunted by annihilation, by 
life making you inconsequen-
tial, by the tremendous desire 
to have all of life and not 
being able to. He seems to be 
haunted^ by the fragility of 
life, how to get through the 
next 20 minutes, how to rede-
fine life when you're on the 
skids, when you're dying, 
when you have terminal can-
cer. All his characters are 
one eyelash away from obliv-
ion, in one way or another. 
But they have all got an over-
powering wish to live." 

And so has Kennedy. But he 
believes that everyone exists 
in two worlds. "Everyone 
who explores human behav-
ior explores his own, obvious-
ly," he says. "And you find 

that you have very strange 
and dark elements in your 
life. The idea of conviviality 
with other people doesn't pre-
clude the possibility of other 
things. I'm very much a per-
son who perceives the possi-
bility of tragedy, despair, and 
darkness around the corner. 
Yes, my work is about some 
dark characters, but not all. 
Not Billy Phelan. It's about a 
man who has a problem and 
encounters death and isola-
tion. But he's resilient. His 
way of life is such that how-
ever down one gets, he's able 
to come up again. It's been 
my own pattern in life. I can't 
represent life as some kind of 
glorious event that's full of 
parties and drinking and fun, 
because that's not the case. 

Socially, I have appeared to 
live like that for a long time, 
but I have not been like that 
privately." 

First and foremost, Ken-
nedy believes in the power of 
fiction. He continues to see 
writers, and perhaps himself 
as different from others be-
cause they can divulge the se-
crets of "the human heart in 
conflict with itself," to quote 
Faulkner, and he continues to 
see writing, and his love of it, 
as the unshakable anchor in 
his life. Those who have 
known him through the years 
and watched his struggle be-
lieve that regardless of suc-
cess, money or celebrity, 
Kennedy's writing impulse 
will not diminish. Nor will his 
drive to experience all 

worlds. He will probably con-
tinue to produce finely 
wrought stories of passion 
and sensibility, for fiction re-
mams his first love. 

"When fiction closes in on a 
subject, you know more about 
what it means to be alive than 
you can in any other way," 
Kennedy says. "I think fic-
tion has the concreteness of 
expression that other art 
forms do not have. It identi-
fies life, it singularizes life. 
When you think of 'Sound and 
Fury' or 'Ulysses' or 'Billy 
Budd,' you have the feeling of. 
the complexity of being alive, 
of being singular. That's what 
all the great writers have 
given to me. And that's cer-
tainly what I would love to 
give to someone else.'' • 



T O T H E E 

The Untold Story of 
The Lodz Ghetto 

For us, the grandchildren, 
grandnieces and grandneph-
ews of those who perished in 

r's camps, the chron-

ing such events, mankind will 
firmly resolve that atrocities 
like the Holocaust will never 
happen again. 

JOAN LEE GERBER 
Rochester 

D I T O R 

States follows suit. Repeated-
ly, the United States has 
made this a condition of open-
ing up relations with Nicara-
gua; why have we not ex-
plored Castro's offer? 

We have nothing to lose and 

play in Texas, Mr. Hightower 
responded that he felt posi-
tive about the nomination and 
about the high level of partici-
pation women, in general, 
have in politics. He concluded 



By Margaret Croyden 
M L S HE SITS IN HIS STUDY 

in the countryside near Alba-
ny, William Kennedy is sur-
rounded by photographs: 
William Faulkner, Samuel 

^ H H l ^ ^ k Beckett, Robert Penn War-
ren and Saul Bellow on one 

^^^^^hand, and Louis Armstrong, 
• H i H H H Frank Sinatra and Mae West 
on the other. This eclectic array of heroes is indica-
tive of Kennedy's personality: the serious novelist 
who reveres literature and the ebullient Irishman 
who enjoys pop music, movies and American mythic 
figures such as Sinatra, whose recording of "New 
York, New York" filters in from another room. That 
Kennedy — winner this year of a Pulitzer Prize and 
the National Book Critics Circle Award for his novel 
"Ironweed," which evokes the psychic life of an alco-
holic bum—is fascinated by, and apparently lives in, 
many contradictory worlds may be a source of his 
imaginative powers. 

At home with drinkers and losers as well as with 
writers and professors, Kennedy is a mixture of 
earthy manliness and boyish naïveté. Drink in hand, 
he rocks back and forth in an old office chair, smiling, 
his eyes mischievous but intense, looking younger 
than his 56 years despite a slight balding of the brown 
hair. The chin is strong, the face full of vitality and 
vigor. 

Surrounded by stacks of newspaper files and clip-
pings and large framed photographs of the covers of 
jlis now-celebrated Albany cycle — "Legs," "Billy 
Phelan's Greatest Game" and "Ironweed" — Ken-
nedy sends out a clear triumphant message: He is 
free, free at last from the artistic anonymity and 
financial bondage that had plagued his life as a 
writer. 

"Well, how does it feel to be rich and famous?" I 
ask. He leans back and smiles again, this time with a 
tinge of sardonicism. 

"I like it. I like it a lot," he replies. "Being poor and 
unknown is difficult. But this — this is easy. Why 
wouldn't a writer like it? Recognition is everything 
you write for; it's much more than the money. You 
want your books to be valued. It's a basic aspiration 
of the serious writer." 

Kennedy is recognized, all right. Major critics have 
lauded him for the power and beauty of his writing. 
Christopher Lehmann-Haupt, in The New York, 
Times, said of "Ironweed" that "it is almost Joycean 
in the variety of rhetoric it uses Jo evoke the texture 

Margaret Croyden is a professor of literature at 
Jersey City State College. A frequent contributor to 
The Times's Arts & Leisure section, she is cur-
rently working on a novel. 

and sociology of Albany in the 1930's." Robert Towers 
in The New York Review of Books called it "original 
. . . full of energy and color." 

Honors and offers poured in. The MacArthur Foun-
dation announced it was giving Kennedy a $264,000 
tax-free grant. Movie producer Gene Kirkwood 
bought the film rights to two of Kennedy's novels and 
hired him to write the scripts. Francis Ford Coppola 
signed him to work on a movie script about Harlem's 
famous Cotton Club. "O Albany!" — a collection of 
Kennedy's essays about his native town — was pub-
lished. "Ironweed," published by Viking Press in 
1983, has sold more than 100,000 copies in the United 
States and is to be published in at least seven other 
countries. Kennedy's first novel, "The Ink Truck," 
will be reissued in both hard-cover and paperback. A 
new novel, "Quinn's Book," another Albany story, 
was bought on the basis of just two chapters. In addi-
tion, Kennedy received New York State's Governor's 
Arts Award, and the State University of New York at 
Albany, where he had been an overlooked part-time 
instructor for eight years, granted him tenure as a 
full professor. 

Kennedy has decided to make use of an additional 
contribution—$15,000 annually for five years—avail-
able under the MacArthur grant. With the initial sum, 
he created The Writers Institute at Albany, where as-
piring authors can attend lectures and workshops 
given by well-known writers. Saul Bellow has already 
appeared, and John. Updike and Toni Morrison are 
scheduled to follow. This month Governor Cuomo 
signed into law a bill that made the institute a state-
supported establishment with a $100,000-a-year grant. 
Kennedy has been asked to serve as the director. 

So impressed are the citizens of Albany with the 
new-found Kennedy fame and the attention it has 
brought to their city that they have banded with 
SUNY-Albany to host a "William Kennedy's Albany" 
celebration from Sept. 6 through 9. The combined 
sponsorship of the event includes local newspapers, 
businesses and cultural organizations and the New 
York Council for the Humanities. There will be a 
walking tour of Kennedy's Albany, a photographic ex-
hibit of the neighborhoods and individuals that figure 
in his work, a talk by Kennedy on the city's influence 
on his writing, and to cap it all off, an old-fashioned 
"Sunday in the Park" party. Such a testimonial to a 
living novelist by his hometown is all but unprecedent-
ed, even more remarkable when the town happens to 
be a quiet, sleepy place rarely celebrated for its cul-
ture or intellectuality. 

Although he is enjoying all the attention, Kennedy 
has not forgotten the oversights of the past. He says he 
is neither angry nor resentful about "Ironweed" hav-
ing been rejected 13 times, but he remembers that 
period well. 

"Just before 'Ironweed,' I hit rock bottom," he says. 
"I felt the world had been taken away from me. When 
I made a speech at Russell (Continued on Page 43) 
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THE U AW.'S 
OWEN BIEBER 
NEGOTIATES 
A CRITICAL 
CONTRACT 

Driving a Hard 
Bargain in Detroit 

By John Holusha 

Far right: With members of 
the United Auto Workers 
carrying placards, Owen 
Bieber, center, makes his 
way toward the General 
Motors Building for the 
opening session of crucial 
labor negotiations with G.M. 
On the left is Frank Runnels, 
a U.A.W. regional director, 
and Donald Ephlin, head 
of the union's G.M. 
department, is on the right. 

HE MEETINGS GO ON ALMOST 
every day now in a guarded suite of wood-
paneled offices on the fifth floor of the 
General Motors Building in Detroit. On 
one side of the table are rows of G.M. ex-
ecutives, conservatively clad in dark, pin-
striped suits. Facing them are burly men 
in open-necked shirts whose large, cal-
lused hands bespeak a lifetime of physical 
work—the rank-and-file bargaining com-
mittee of the United Automobile Workers 

— and members of the union's highly regarded professional 
staff, as impeccably dressed as their corporate adversaries. 

They pass position papers back and forth and argue, occasion-
ally at eye-glazing length, about the tightness of their stands. 
Sometimes voices rise and tempers flare, but for the most part 
the discussions remain civil at this point. The real pressure will 
come as the Sept. 15 strike deadline draws near. 

G.M. and Ford are attempting to negotiate new labor con-
tracts with the United Auto Workers; most industry experts ex-
pect the decisive struggle to come at G.M., because the com-
pany accounts for about half of the American auto industry. 
Both sides know there is more than money on the table this year. 
The real issue, many say, is the future of car production in this 
country. "I believe this year's negotiations may be the most im-
portant in the entire history of the industry," comments W. J. 
Usery Jr., a former Secretary of Labor and now a consultant to a 
new G.M.-Toyota joint venture in California. 

The union has said its major goals in the talks this year are job 
security and "fair and equitable" pay increases, although it has 
not stated exactly what that means. The companies say any in-
crease in wages will lessen their ability to compete with Japan, 
and that job guarantees will be hard to provide in an industry as 
cyclical as automobiles. 

On the surface, prosperity has returned to Detroit. Americans 
have renewed their love affair with big, option-laden cars and 
American auto makers have been posting record profits after 
the deep losses of just a few years ago. Big executive bonuses 

John Holusha is chief of The Times's Detroit bureau. 

are back, with the chairman of G.M. alone collecting $1.49 mil-
lion in salary and bonuses for 1983. Union members, who gave 
concessions to G.M. and Ford (as well as Chrysler) during the 
hard times, are clamoring to "restore and more in '84," and are 
talking strike if the companies resist. 

But much of the industry's good fortune is due to quotas, 
euphemistically called "voluntary restraints," imposed in 
1981 by the Federal Government on the Japanese, who can 
make top-quality cars at less cost than Americans can. G.M. 
wants to import many of its small cars from affiliated compa-
nies in Japan and Korea, and the Reagan Administration has 
hinted broadly that it may abolish the quotas early next year. 

Because the auto industry is a symbol of America's older 
"smokestack" industries, the negotiations will be closely 
watched to see if cooperation between management and labor 
can replace the confrontations of the past and help industries 
threatened from abroad to survive. And with Walter Móndale 
the chosen candidate of labor, leaders of the auto union will 
have to weigh the risk of saddling him with an economically 
crippling strike just seven weeks before the Presidential elec-
tion. President Reagan has made his views known, urging the 
union to show "restraint" in this year's talks. "The unions 
know they have big political problems and they don't want 
four more years of Reagan," said D. Quinn Mills, a labor spe-
cialist at the Harvard Business School. "The question is if the 
leadership can manage the rank and file." 

WHEN THE CRUNCH COMES AND THE STRIKE DEAD-
line approaches, the man on the spot will be Owen Bieber, the 
cautious 54-year-old president of the U.A.W. He is the one who 
will probably end up in the big corner office of G.M.'s chair-
man, Roger B. Smith, in the final hours before midnight, 
hammering out a deal or deciding to call 350,000 General 
Motors workers out on strike. 

Mr. Bieber says he is confident reason ultimately will pre-
vail. "I think we are all sophisticated enough to know there 
are ways to find answers to the problems we face," he says. 
But an experienced labor specialist said recently, "I don't 
like the drumbeats I'm hearing. If I was a betting man, I'd bet 
on a strike." 

Auto talks are typically complicated and contentious. This 
year they will be even more so, because the American auto in-
dustry today bears little resemblance to the rich, sheltered one 



E D U C A T I O N 

CAMPUSES 
A d v i c e f r o m a W i s e O l d C o m p u t e r 

The typical junior college fo r 4,500 
students requires 142 classrooms, but 
the junior college soon to be built in 
St. Louis will do the same job with 80. 
The savings will be $3,000,000, and all 
the credit goes to a wise old computer . 

Using techniques followed by aero-
space engineers to simulate the per form-
ance of the Gemini space capsule, tech-
nicians at St. Louis' McDonnel l Automa-
tion Center fed an IBM 7094 computer 
a diet of data that included the col-
lege's projected curriculum, the ex-
pected line-up of courses fo r the stu-
dents, the size of classrooms, labs, lec-
ture halls and shops, the size of the 
faculty, and t ime patterns fo r classes. 
In less than 30 minutes, the computer 
produced a schedule that would keep 
the instructional areas in use fo r 80% 
of the college's 45-hour week—as com-
pared with an average utilization rate 
of f r o m 30% to 5 0 % . 

Following the computer 's advice, 
100,000 sq. f t . were lopped off the 
building plans fo r the new campus. Two 
additional colleges are planned, and by 
1970 a student body of 16,000 is ex-
pected fo r the three superefficient cam-
puses. Said a grateful taxpayer: " H o w 
do you give an honorary degree to a 
computer?" 

TEACHERS 
Nuns f o r the 21st C e n t u r y 

F r o m Columbia University last year, 
a R o m a n Catholic nun working for her 
M.A. in Russian flew off to the Soviet 
Union to do interviews on the 1917 
Revolution. A t the University of Cali-
fornia in Berkeley, one of the nation's 
best centers for Hispanic studies, anoth-
er nun, expert in Spanish, has just been 
offered a job as a teaching fellow. In 
N e w York, sisters attending Manhat -
tanville College of the Sacred Hear t 
avidly study the sometimes shocking 
works of Samuel Beckett, and other 
nuns press curiously into a Second Ave-
nue lof t to take in the blasphemous 
black mass of Jean Genet 's The Blacks. 

M a n y such horizon-widening studies 
for U.S. nuns are planned and spon-
sored by the Sister Format ion Confer-
ence, an organization successfully dedi-
cated to raising the educational stand-
ards of the nation's 104,000 teaching 
nuns. Says Sister Bertrande Meyers of 
Missouri 's Maril lac College, which runs 
a year-round training program for the 
conference: "We prepare nuns for the 
21st century." 

How Many Hail Marys? Until recent-
ly, most U.S. sisters were barely pre-
pared for the 19th. In 1952, one survey 
showed that only 13 out of the 255 
religious communit ies had training pro-
grams to provide their nuns with bache-
lor's degrees, while 118 had no educa-

SISTER ANNETTE 

tional facilities of their own. So heavy 
was pressure f r o m bishops to get nuns, 
even if badly trained, into expanding 
parochial-school systems that thousands 
of sisters were sent out to teach af ter 
two years of a spiritual novitiate. By 
secular standards, few were qualified to 
do much more than keep order in class 
and provide a "one Hail Mary and two 
Hail Marys make three Hai l Marys" 
level of instruction. 

Sister Format ion has helped change 
that. Founded in 1954 by the Nat ional 
Catholic Educat ion Association and su-
periors of the principal U.S. sisterhoods, 
the conference has set up four fullt ime 
accredited centers fo r nuns at Catholic 
women's colleges, organized dozens of 
summer courses for sisters already com-
mitted to parochial-school teaching. It 
has persuaded well-fixed orders to open 
their facilities to less affluent sister-
hoods, and to Episcopal nuns as well. 
About nine-tenths of the nation's sister-
hoods have added in whole or par t a 
s tandard five-year curriculum for nuns 
—heavy on liberal arts, light on profes-
sional education courses. Sister Forma-
tion's summer courses, and its monthly 
bulletin edited by Sister Ri tamary of 
Washington, sometimes offer more 
avant-garde theology than most semi-
naries for priests allow. 

A Wider Mission. The aims of Sister 
Format ion are not narrowly profession-
al or narrowly Catholic. According to 
Sister Annet te Walters, the Minnesota 
psychologist who has been its execu-
tive director since 1960, the conference 
seeks to integrate a nun's spiritual and 
educational training. One current de-
bate within the conference involves this 
spiritual training; some religious supe-
riors, like Mother Regina of the Sis-
ters of Mercy, believe that the confer-
ence should take its norms f r o m the 
zealous Better World Movement , found-
ed by Italian Jesuit Riccardo Lombardi . 

Sister Format ion believes that nuns 
should take a wider and more active 
mission role in the world. Thus nuns 
major ing in sociology at Marillac spend 

NUNS I N CLASS 

SISTER MARY EMIL 
Keeping order to expanding horizons. 

long hours in St. Louis courts learning 
how the law operates, and those at 
Mundelein study civil rights and the 
psychology of poverty. In pursuit of 
higher education, nuns sometimes ex-
change their habits fo r dresses (as did 
the Columbia student who toured Rus-
sia) or get ecclesiastical permission to 
study writers, such as Sartre and Gide, 
whose works are on Rome's Index of 
Forbidden Books. A n d when nuns go 
on to graduate school, says Sister Mary 
A n n Ida of Mundelein, "the best type 
of university is of ten a state or large 
private university, and not necessarily 
a Catholic one." 

"We must be dedicated to being the 
best-prepared teachers possible," says 
Sister Mary Emil of Detroit 's Mary-
grove College, who believes that "we 
are within ten to 15 years of establish-
ing the sisterhoods as the best-trained 
teachers on the American scene." Since 
one-tenth of the nation's children attend 
Catholic parochial schools, Sister For -
mat ion represents a national asset that 
will pay off not just in better-educated 
sister-teachers but also in better-edu-
cated Americans. 



B O O K S 

The Curse & The Hope 
(See Cover) 

Tell about the South. What's it like 
there. What do they do there. Why do 
they live there. Why do they live at all? 

You can't understand it. You would 
have to be born there. 

—Absalom, Absalom! 
The myths, mysteries, and hard re-

alities of the South are the preoccupa-
tion of Presidents, the puzzlement of 
foreigners, the daily grist of 
newsmen, and the astonish-
ment of the entire nation. Is 
the South a war camp of 
church bombings and station-
wagon burnings, or is it a 
region earnestly at tempting 
peaceful compliance with a 
hated civil rights law? Does it 
ask for "understanding" mere-
ly to delay the inevitable? Or 
is there a wound so deep that 
it will not heal for generations 
to come? Is poverty too prev-
alent? Is sex too obsessive? 
Wha t sets Southerners apart 
— w h a t lies at the root of their 
beliefs and behavior? 

One man who knew was 
William Faulkner . H e was 
born there, in Mississippi, heir 
to and prisoner of the crino-
line-and-lace tradition; he died 
there in 1962. In writing 19 
novels and 80 short stories, 
almost all about the South, 
he won through to an under-
standing that in its richness, 
scope and completeness, trag-
ic vision and comic invention, 
will not soon be equaled. At 
his best he penetrated the 
magnolia curtain of Southern 
illusions to the secret springs 
of motive and action. H e said, 
in effect, "This is the way it 
feels to be Southern"—some-
thing the Nor th needs to know 
and the South may even need 
to be reminded of. 

Faulkner 's vision has little 
to do with sit-ins and registra-
tion drives. His is a vision of history 
and the heart. I t begins with the land 
in its original wildness and its tam-
ing and spoliation by the first settlers 
and their slaves. Fo r h im the crime 
of the South was chattel slavery, and 
the white man 's denial of the Negro 's 
equal humani ty was an ineradicable 
curse on the land and its people. Ever 
since, Faulkner argues, the white South-
erner has been burdened by a crip-
pling, unacknowledged guilt, as intimate 
and inescapable as if taken in with the 
milk of his mo the r—or of his Negro 
wet nurse. 

Slavery brought the disaster of the 
Civil War , which united the South, gave 
it legends, but impoverished it. Recon-
struction, by attempting to impose rev-

olutionary change, created the South's 
implacable resistance to change, and 
thus put off for a century any real hope 
of racial equality and the working-out 
of the Southerners ' guilt on their own 
initiative—which is the only way guilt 
can be worked out. 

The defeated whites clung to the past 
when Mississippi had been one of the 
richest states in the Union and Jefferson 
Davis the rebel President. They were 
scared because they felt that they were 

FAULKNER INSPECTING HAND-HEWN LOG BARN 

Back to native roots. 

few and the Negroes myriad; they were 
stubborn because only by convincing 
themselves that the Negro was some-
how inferior, like a pet or a horse, could 
they justify their long crime of refusing 
to recognize h im as an equal human 
being; they were violent, partly f r o m 
the strain of sustaining this myth, partly 
f r o m fear that if the myth was once 
cracked, at any point or in any context, 
the whole perilously maintained social 
structure would collapse. 

Sropings & Costs. Thus Faulkner 's 
stories know the moment when a South-
ern child first hates, and what happens 
to men who use other men as tools. 
Faulkner b"rfngT"^ve^e"1§oufherh pre-
occupation with the past and the sick-
ness of living in memories. H e teaches 

again and again the fear and the reality 
of miscegenation, and he makes com-
prehensive the sexual hysteria behind 
the myth of Southern white woman-
hood. H e can extort reluctant under-
standing for a code of grim and instant 
violence. 

Faulkner also knew the gropings and 
costs of conciliation, and the difficulty 
and urgency of arousing men of good 
will to action. H e spoke of the fu tu re 
not as a social scientist with a blueprint 

and a program, but as a nov-
elist of " the human heart in 
conflict with i tself"—as he 
said when he received the No-
bel Prize. Thus his hopes are 
implicit in the psychology of 
the characters he created and 
in the moral judgments he re-
quires the reader to make. 
And what he seemed to hope 
was that out of the heart in 
conflict, out of the crisis of 
conscience, could come a new 
reverence for the land and all 
its people, and a voluntary 
recognition by the individual 
white Southerner of the hu-
mani ty of the individual Ne-
gro. H e put his fai th in the 
generation now coming to ma-
turity to go much far ther than 
its fathers. 

F o r those who had ears to 
hear, Faulkner was offering 
these things more than a quar-
ter-century ago, back when 
the public that was embracing 
Gone With the Wind could 
dismiss the South's sporadic 
violence (119 lynchings in 
the '30s) and constant racial 
repression as merely a pecu-
liar regional problem. Faulk-
ner himself was of ten treated 
as a strictly regional writer. 
In 1945, just five years before 
he won the Nobel Prize, near-
ly all his novels were out of 
print. Many white Southern-
ers still turn away f r o m him 
as difficult, gothic and horror-
ridden, loaded down with a 

guilt they claim they do not feel. Yet 
today William Faulkner is the one 
writer—sociologist, historian or novel-
ist, Southerner or Nor therner , white or 
Neg ro—who is inescapably relevant to 
a compassionate understanding of the 
Southern crisis. 

Born & Bred. Ha l fway through the 
writing of his third novel, Sartoris, he 
had a vision: "I discovered that my 
own little postage stamp of native soil 
was wor th writing about and that I 
would never live long enough to ex-
haust it. I created a cosmos of my own." 
H e called it Yoknapa tawpha County 
and set it down in the rolling pine hills 
and cotton-rich valley bottoms of north-
eastern Mississippi, 80 miles f r o m Mem-
phis, Tenn. , named its county seat Jef-



ferson, and peopled its 2,400 sq. mi. 
with 15,611 residents—"Whites, 6,298; 
Negroes, 9,313. William Faulkner, sole 
owner and proprietor." 

Faulkner set 15 of his 19 novels in 
Yoknapatawpha County. He drew its 
map, crisscrossed its landscape in his 
stories, plotted the intricate genealogies 
of some of its families for four and five 
generations, told and retold its legends, 
and searched out its history back to its 
original Indian inhabitants. 

So real was the world of Yoknapa-
tawpha to Faulkner that he sometimes 
gave the impression of living the life of 
his county almost day by day. 
During a bibulous all-after-
noon lunch in New York with 
his last Random House edi-
tor, Albert Erskine, Faulkner 
might ask: "By the way, did 
you hear what happened to 
Sarty Snopes?" and then 
launch into anecdotes (some 
of them never published) just 
as if Erskine had lived in the 
same town but had not been 
back for a spell. Faulkner 
once remarked to a friend that 
Yoknapatawpha Lawyer Gav-
in Stevens " was a good man, 
but he didn't succeed in living 
up to his ideal. But his neph-
ew, the boy [Chick Mallison, 
the young hero of Intruder in 
the Dust], I think he may 
grow up to be a better man 
than his uncle; I think he may 
succeed as a human being." 

Looking Glass. Y o k n a p a -
tawpha County and the town 
of Jefferson resemble closely 
the Oxford, Miss., area where 
Faulkner was born in 1897. 
(Y oknapatawpha was the 
original Indian name of the 
river that runs past Oxford.) 
Many of its inhabitants, in-
cluding most of the principal 
characters of his novels, are 
closely drawn from his fami-
ly, his acquaintances, his an-
cestors. His great-grandfather 
William Cuthbert Falkner 
(the novelist added the V ) 
was a Confederate colonel and 
a fiery leader of irregular 
cavalry; he later turned railroad builder 
and politician, killed two men in gun 
fights, was himself finally shot dead 
in the street by a former business part-
ner. In each larger-than-life detail he 
has long been recognized as the model 
for Faulkner's Colonel John Sartor is, 
progenitor of the Sartoris family, whose 
family legends, falling fortunes and de-
clining vigor the novelist traced through 
four generations in eleven novels (prin-
cipally Sartoris and The Unvanquished). 
Oxford friends of Faulkner can tenta-
tively identify the real-life sources of 
several dozen other characters and in-
cidents, including some of the most 
decadent and grotesque. 

But Yoknapatawpha County is far 
more than antiquarianism and an exer-

cise in skirting the law of libel: it is a, 
looking glass of magical power to en-
able the patient viewer to see the South 
whole. 

Faulkner was first of all a social his-
torian of matchless accuracy and sweep 
in capturing the detail of the way life 
in the Deep South was, and often still 
is, for whites and Negroes, rednecks 
and aristocrats, farmers and towns-
people. He was also a raconteur of hal-
lucinatory splendor and sudden mirth. 
But primarily, Faulkner chronicled and 
explicated the mind and conscience— 
and something deeper than conscience 
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or even consciousness—of the white 
Southerner. In effect, his exploration 
was an exploration of himself. This is 
one of the most difficult things to do 
honestly, and one of the most significant 
if done well. 

Black Shadow. F o r n o m a n cou ld 
have been more wholly in the South 
and of the South. William Faulkner 
was deeply, almost mystically, attached 
to the land. He was the great-grandson 
of a man who had owned slaves; his 
father ran only a livery stable. But 
Faulkner's concern was spiritual, not 
economic. His obsession was the re-
gion's deepest secret, what he called the 
curse on the land. 

He put it most passionately in Light 
in August, as the tormented Joanna 

Burden remembers the time when her 
abolitionist father took her to the fami-
ly graves and told her: "Your grand-
father and brother are lying there, mur-
dered not by one white man but by the 
curse which God put on a whole race 
before your grandfather or your broth-
er or me or you were even thought of. 
A race doomed and cursed to be for-
ever and ever a part of the white race's 
doom and curse for its sins. Remember 
that. His doom and his curse. Forever 
and ever. Mine. Your mother's. Yours, 
even though you are a child. The curse 
of every white child that ever was born 

and that ever will be born. 
None can escape it." 

And Joanna remembers: "I 
had seen and known Negroes 
since I could remember. I just 
looked at them as I did at 
rain, or furniture, or food or 
sleep. But after that I seemed 
to see them for the first time 
not as people, but as a thing, 
a shadow in which I lived, 
we lived, all white people, all 
other people. I thought of all 
the children coming forever 
and ever into the world, white, 
with black shadow already 
falling upon them before they 
drew breath." 

On the Floor. Faulkner has 
explored this thesis in myriad 
ways, but none is more touch-
ing, or echoes the experiences 
of more Southerners, than the 
story of seven-year-old Roth 
Edmonds in Go Down, Mo-
ses. In all Roth's young life, 
his constant companion has 
been a Negro boy named 
Henry, son of a nearby Ne-
gro farmer. They have played 
and fished together, eaten the 
same meals and often slept 
in the same bed. "Then one 
day the old curse of his fa-
thers, the old haughty ances-
tral pride based not on any 
value but on an accident of 
geography stemmed not from 
courage and honor but from 
wrong and shame, descended 
to him." Roth decrees that 
Henry must sleep on a pallet 

on the floor. This primal wrong arid" 
first denial of equality leaves Roth in 
"a rigid fury of the grief he could not 
explain, the shame he would not admit.",. 

Just how far Mississippi's troubles ex-
tend back into history is examined in 
Absalom, Absalom! That history is in-
exorably racial. The novel merciless-
ly strips away the romantic Southern 
mythology to reveal the brutal repres-
sion of slavery, the arrogance of plan-
tation owners who could summon Ne-
gro girls to their beds as if they were 
ordering the carriage brought around to 
the door, the guilt behind the Southern 
obsession with "purity of blood," and 
the consequences down through the gen-
erations of the white man's refusal ever 
to recognize his Negro offspring, his in-
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ability ever to say "my son, my son," 
to his dark-born child. 

In a panting, difficult prose, the sev-
eral 20th century narrators of Absalom, 
Absalom! pursue the story of Thomas 
Sutpen, who came to Mississippi with 
wagonloads of savage blacks in 1832 
determined to change a lOO-sq.-mi. 
piece of virgin forest into a plantation. 
Sutpen is a creature of high-flown words 
and naked will—and perhaps the closest 
to a tragic hero in the classical Greek 
sense that U.S. literature has produced. 

His fierce dream of Sutpen's Hundred 
at first succeeds. But disaster overtakes 
him and his dream of a dynasty. His 
grown son Henry brings home a friend, 
Charles Bon, who courts Sutpen's grown 
daughter Judith—but who turns out to 
be Sutpen's never-acknowledged child 
by his first wife, whom he put aside 
when he discovered that the aristocratic 
Creole girl had a trace of Negro blood. 
The Civil War interrupts, and the men 
go off to fight. But when the weary 
combatants return and meet at the gate 
of the ruined plantation, young Henry 
Sutpen shoots down his half-brother 
Charles Bon. Why? Was it because of a 
fear that Judith would commit incest? 
Or miscegenation? 

Thus the plot of Absalom, Absalom! 
sums up the fundamental Southern anx-
iety: to the racist's question, "would 
you want your sister to marry one," 
Faulkner adds "when he may be your 
brother?" This, Faulkner seems to say, 
lies at the heart of the almost paranoiac 
fear of the "mixing of bloods," which 

^ould call in question the belief in a 
difference between the races on which 
white dominance was founded, and 
which, as the owner of one of Mississip-
pi's largest plantations said last week, is 
still "very real for many whites today." 

Crisis of Identity. In Light in August, 
Faulkner demonstrated how the preoc-
cupation with race can make it tragical-
ly impossible for a man to know who he 
really is, and dramatized the mindless 
virulence of white reaction to miscege-
nation. Joe Christmas, the book's hell-
ridden hero, is a remarkably modern 
figure: in the psychological cant phrase 
of 1964, he suffers an "identity crisis" 
because he thinks he is part Negro suc-
cessfully passing for white. Compound-
ing his agonizing psychological fracture, 
Joe Christmas takes for his mistress a 
woman who embodies the Southerner's 
hated notion of the "outside agitator." 
Joanna Burden is a spinster, a North-
erner, dedicated to helping Negroes. 
Her failure is that she is not able to 
know Negroes as individuals, but only 
as an abstract mass or a brooding pres-
ence. One day Joanna is found brutal-
ly murdered in her bedroom. Obvious-
ly Joe has killed her. But this would 
not have excited the town until an 
acquaintance of Joe Christmas says that 
he has always thought Joe was a nig-
ger. That sets off the mob. In his 
description of Joe's lynching, Faulkner 
makes clear that vengeance does not 
expunge guilt, and expiation is nigh to 
impossible. 

"When they saw what Grimm was 
doing one of the men gave a choked 
cry and stumbled back into the wall 
and began to vomit. Then Grimm too 
sprang back, flinging behind him the 
bloody butcher knife. 'Now you'll let 
white women alone, even in hell,' he 
said. But the man on the floor had not 
moved . . . From out the slashed gar-
ments about his hips and loins the pent 
black blood seemed to rush like a re-
leased breath . . . upon that black blast 
the man seemed to rise soaring into 
their memories forever and ever. They 
are not to lose it, in whatever peaceful 
valleys, beside whatever placid and re-
assuring streams of old age, in the 
mirroring faces of whatever children 
they will contemplate old disasters and 
newer hopes." 

Renunciation. In the series of novel-
las and short stories brought together in 
Go Down, Moses, Faulkner expressed 
most explicitly his hope that some day 
reconciliation may be found in an end 
to exploitation of one race by another. 
More than any other Faulkner charac-
ter, Ike McCaslin grapples with and 
points the way to the moral and emo-
tional resolution of the white man's 
guilt. Faulkner begins again at the be-
ginning, where Ike McCaslin's ances-
tors with their slaves took the land 
from the Indians and tamed it to cot-
ton. He then tells how Ike himself as 
a boy grows up in the town of Jefferson, 
learns to hunt deer and bear, and is 
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initiated into a manly love for the wil-
derness and all the creatures in it. 

Ostensibly, Ike McCaslin's life is a 
series of hunting stories. As that, they 
are fine entertainment, often antholo-
gized. But beyond that the stories make 
up a mystical, and for Faulkner truly 
religious, statement of man's holy rela-
tion to the wild land. What Ike McCas-
lin learns is that he can have peace only 
at the price of renouncing his claim to 
his father's slave-won, sharecropper-run 
plantation, "founded upon injustice and 
erected by ruthless rapacity and carried 
on even yet with at times downright 
savagery not only to the human beings 
but the valuable animals too." But after 
this his wife rejects him, and Ike there-
by loses the right to found a family of 
his own. The price of reconciliation is 
terribly high, Faulkner says—and even 
then it may not be enough. 

Told by an Idiot. In The Sound and 
the Fury, which many critics call his 
greatest book, Faulkner examined the 
aimlessness, moral impotence and sense 
of doom that he saw afflicting many of 
the old established Southern families 
in the first third of this century. The 
events are simple enough, though the 
stream-of-consciousness telling makes 
them often difficult to follow. Of the 
four children in the aristocratic Comp-
son family, the boy Benjy is an idiot, 
the girl Caddy gets pregnant, marries 
the wrong man, and goes away, the boy 
Quentin commits suicide in an inflexible 
rejection of his sister's dishonor, and 
the boy Jason grows into a man con-
stantly lashing himself with hate, frus-
tration and repressed violence. 

Only the old Negro servant of the 
family, Dilsey Gibson, can be seen as 
whole and fully human. Some have 
found Dilsey heroically simple to the 
point of sentimental caricature of the 
"black mammy." Faulkner clearly in-



tended her as a celebration of the qual-
ity of Negro endurance that survives 
with dignity in the Deep South. She 
is also the book's moral norm, against 
which the reader measures the decline 
of the Compsons into drunkenness, 
hypochondria, idiocy, promiscuity and 
suicide. Through the three decades 
spanned by the novel, Dilsey Gibson, 
with her strength, patience and honesty, 
is the only one who keeps the family 
together at all. 

Crisis in the Flesh. Faulkner's devel-
oping alarm over the grim daily realities 
of race in the present-day South was 
best demonstrated in three notable char-
acter portraits (one Negro, two white) 
he painted in Intruder in the Dust, 
which was his first novel in seven years 
when it was published in 1948. Lucas 
Beauchamp (rhymes with reach 'em) is 
what the local whites violently resent 
as a "damned high-nosed impudent Ne-
gro." As the book opens, he is about 
to be lynched for murdering a white 
man. He proves himself a model of 
imperturbable courage that any civil 
rights leader should envy. 

Lawyer Gavin Stevens, whom Beau-
champ calls on to defend him, is the 
very picture of the well-meaning but 
ineffectual white moderate who is re-
luctant to act on his convictions. Faulk-
ner's belief that the coming generation 
carries the burden and opportunity of 
reconciliation is personified in Chick 
Mallison, the white lad who digs up the 
evidence that clears Beauchamp. Chick 
is torn between the tradition that ex-
pects him to hate Beauchamp for his 
prideful independence, and his own 
grudging, slowly growing respect for 
Lucas as a man. More explicitly than 
any other of Faulkner's books, Intruder 
in the Dust is the South's racial crisis 
given flesh. 

Walked Off the Page. But F a u l k n e r 
is finally relevant not narrowly to the 
Negro problem in the South but to the 
white problem—the ills of the entire 
society and way of life he writes about. 
In his Snopes trilogy, starting with The 
Hamlet, he turned to another aspect 
of that society, telling of the grimly 
independent small white farmers and 
the rise of that perfectly unprincipled 
man Flem Snopes. 
, Flem Snopes and his rootless clan are 
a Faulkner creation that rose up and 
walked off the page. Throughout the 
South today, "Snopes" is a derisive epi-
thet for men ranging from leading dem-
agogic politicians down to the Klans-
man next door. Snopeses pop up early 
in Ybknapatawpha County, but unlike 
most other Faulkner characters they 
seem to have no ancestors—at least not 
from Mississippi. Flem's father, the vi-
cious Ab Snopes, wore neither blue uni-
form nor grey, but was a carrion crow 
on Civil War battlefields. 

Flem rises because he has no humani-
ty to blur the cold, hyper-rational clarity 
with which he uses other people's weak-
nesses. When he outgrows the back 

country and moves to Jefferson (in The 
Town and The Mansion), his tribe be-
gins to infiltrate and increase. There is 
Montgomery Ward Snopes the pornog-
rapher, Wat Snopes the carpenter, Virgil 
Snopes the barber and brothel athlete, 
and a score of others. When Flem takes 
over the Sartoris Bank, his success is 
proof of the loosened grip of the older, 
principled families. 

Agonized Search. All of these novels 
have a jolting brilliance and precision 
of characterization. Jason Compson, 
bitter, narrow and enraged by personal 
failings, is a merciless rendering of the 
type of Southerner who constantly vents 
his frustration with lines such as "What 

of a U.S. crisis of conscience that most 
Americans irritably denied existed. 

Visible Conflict. Faulkner's overt, 
publicly voiced views on the Southern 
crisis are relatively rare and ambiguous. 
He was a writer above all, and perhaps 
he did not know what he thought until 
he had written it. His novels are a kind 
of diary of his own tormented inner 
struggle, an inadvertent self-portrait of 
a man making visible his own conflict 
of loyalties and good will. 

Faulkner also kept himself one of 
the least public of writers. He rarely 
gave interviews, and when he did he 
was frequently gruff and uncooperative. 
He secluded himself in a classical South-
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this country needs is white labor. Let 
these damn trifling niggers starve for a 
couple of years, then they'd see what a 
soft thing they have." Negro Novelist 
Ralph Ellison says that the enduring 
Dilsey Gibson reminds him of the real-
life Rosa Parks, who touched off the 
Birmingham, Ala., bus boycott one day 
in 1955 when she refused to stand 
up for a white passenger because her 
feet hurt. Lucas Beauchamp catches 
to perfection the abrasive, unbending 
independence of a man like James 
Meredith, who integrated the Univer-
sity of Mississippi three months after 
Faulkner's death. 

The novels also share another trait 
that seizes and deeply involves the read-
er: each is an extended and agonized 
search for truth. Faulkner at his best 
thus belongs with novelists like Proust 
or Dostoevsky. This trait in part ex-
plains Faulkner's enormous popularity 
abroad, particularly in such places as 
Japan and France, where the state of the 
soul is considered far more absorbing 
than sociology—least of all the sociol-
ogy of a remote region such as the U.S. 
South. There they have viewed Faulk-
ner's work as a series of morality tales, 
and long before the U.S. did, they un-
derstood his novels as dramatizations 

ern house that was an almost defiant 
backward clutch toward a lost way of 
life. He often refused to answer the 
phone. When the movie made from 
Intruder in the Dust was given its world 
première in Oxford, he announced, to 
the producers' horror, that he would not 
attend. He finally did appear at the thea-
ter only because someone had reached 
an aunt of his in Memphis, who there-
upon told Faulkner that she was going 
to the première and expected him to 
escort her. With the negligent indiffer-
ence of an aristocrat, he did not bother 
to wear a tie or shave off a three-day 
stubble. 

Shooting in the Streets. After receiv-
ing the Nobel Prize in 1950, Faulkner 
reluctantly began to develop a sense of 
responsibility to his audience, and also 
as a spokesman for the South, though 
he could still be unpredictable and self-
contradictory. His most notorious state-
ment on the racial crisis came in the 
course of a rambling, angry Oxford 
interview in February 1956 with Brit-
ish Newsman Russell Warren Howe, 
who reported Faulkner as saying: "If 
it came to fighting I'd fight for Missis-
sippi against the United States even if 
it meant going out into the street and 
shooting Negroes." 
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O n e of them, but not all the stores were open. 

In that same interview, Faulkner in-
sisted repeatedly that "the Negroes are 
right—make sure you've got that— 
they're right," and that Southern white 
racists "are wrong and their position 
untenable." But ripped from context, 
shooting in the streets made headlines. 
Negro Author James Baldwin ^con-
demned Faulkner, in large part for that 
statement, as "guilty of great emotional 
and intellectual dishonesty." 

Faulkner himself followed up the 
headlines with letters to many news-
papers insisting that he had been mis-
quoted by Howe. What the letters nat-
urally did not mention was the fact 
that at the time of the interview Faulk-
ner had spent several days working his 
way through a demijohn of bourbon, 
a bout set off by a running quar-
rel about the racial question with his 
brother John Faulkner, who was a die-
hard segregationist. 

Stop a While. Not a call to arms for 
the South, but a plea to the North to 
"stop for a moment," to hold off forci-
ble desegregation until the South had 
"a little time" to come to its senses and 
voluntarily grant the Negro's inevitable 
equality—this was Faulkner's concern 
in articles he wrote for LIFE and Ebony 
that same year. As early as 1948, 
Faulkner had put a similar plea in the 
mouth of Lawyer Stevens in Intruder 
in the Dust. And in a letter to a white 
student at the University of Alabama 
at the time of the riots over Autherine 
Lucy's admission, he wrote: "I vote 
that we ourselves choose to abolish 
[segregation], if for no other reason 
than, by voluntarily giving the Negro 
the chance for whatever equality he is 
capable of, we will stay on top; he will 
owe us gratitude; where, if his equality 
is forced on us by law, compulsion from 
the outside, he will be on top from be-
ing the victor, the winner against oppo-
sition. And no tyrant is more ruthless 

than he who was only yesterday the 
oppressed, the slave." 

Such views hardly make a man a rad-
ical from the Northern point of view. 
But in Mississippi, Hodding Carter re-
calls, people who had always vaguely 
thought that "Bill Faulkner is one of 
us", by the mid-'50s were calling him 
"small-minded Willie, the nigger lover." 
He was the target of abusive mail and 
crank phone calls. Around Oxford there 
were stores and filling stations that re-
fused to serve him. 

They were wrong. No man was more 
fiercely-loyal to his Jand and his peo-
ple. But he wanted and demanded that 
the South cure itself. In the words of 
the rebellious Chick Mallison, looking 
at his relatives with sudden pride: "That 
was part of it too, that fierce desire 
that they should be perfect because 
they were his and he was theirs, that 
furious intolerance of any one single 
jot or tittle less than absolute perfection 

—that furious almost instinctive leap 
and spring to defend them from anyone 
anywhere so that he might excoriate 
them himself without mercy since they 
were his own and he wanted no more 
save to stand with them unalterable 
and impregnable: one shame if shame 
must be, one expiation must surely be 
but above all one unalterable durable 
impregnable one: one people one heart 
one land." 

For Every American. F a u l k n e r did 
not know everything about the South— 
at least about the new South. He knew 
few Negroes well, and no civil rights 
leaders at all, except in briefest acquain-
tance. He never understood (or anyway 
portrayed) the urban and educated Ne-
groes that have been the spearhead of 
the civil rights fight. He saw federal ac-
tion on civil rights through a haze of 
fact and legend about the Reconstruc-
tion imposed from the North. He never 
appreciated the imperative need for le-
gal sanction of a Negro's right to sit at 
a bar, get a haircut, swim in a pool. 
He only vaguely realized that civil 
rights legislation provides many a 
Southerner of good will the excuse to 
accept—quietly, if not graciously— 
what cannot be avoided. 

Faulkner understood not the legal 
but the human facts. He understood that 
the crisis between white and black is 
not only a crisis for the South but for 
every American, however many miles 
may separate him from Mississippi. He 
understood that legal sanction was one 
thing, but emotional acceptance was 
another. 

And in the long range of two races' 
memories or one nation's vision, Faulk-
er's difficult proposal is the only one 
that works. He desperately urged on 
his fellow Southerners—and himself— 
a change of heart. He never, on the evi-
dence, quite managed that change him-
self. But if he left a message and a leg-
acy, it was to urge upon his fellow 
Southerners and the nation the impera-
tive necessity for that change. 
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the human fact. 
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JAMES AGEE IN 1936 

BY WALKER EVANS 

WALT THE t ime, Agee was a youthful- looking 
twenty-seven. I th ink he felt he was e laborate ly 
masked , b u t w h a t you saw r ight a w a y — alas for 
conspiracy — was a fa in t r u b b i n g of H a r v a r d a n d 
Exeter , a h in t of fami ly gentil i ty, a n d a t race of ro-
man t i c ideal ism. H e could be taken for a l ikable 
Amer i can young m a n , an above-average p roduc t 
of the G r e a t Democracy f r o m any p a r t of the 
coun t ry . H e d i d n ' t look m u c h like a poet , an in-
tellectual, an artist, or a Chris t ian, each of which 
he was. Nor was there o u t w a r d sign of his para lyz-
ing, self-lacerating anger . His voice was pro-
nounced ly quie t and low-pi tched, t hough not of 
cul t ivated tone. I t gave the impression of diffi-
dence b u t never of weakness. His accent was more 
or less unplaceable , a n d it was somewha t var iable . 
For instance, in A l a b a m a it veered toward coun-
t ry-Southern , a n d I m a y say he got a w a y wi th this 
wi th the f a r m families and himself. 

His clothes were del iberate ly cheap , no t only 
because he was poor bu t because he w a n t e d to be 
able to forget t h e m . H e would work a suit in to 
fi t t ing h i m perfectly by the simple me thod of keep-
ing it on most of the t ime. Eventual ly the cloth 
would mold itself to his f r a m e . Clean ing a n d press-
ing would have u n d o n e this beaut i fu l process. I 
exaggerate , bu t it d id seem sometimes t h a t wind, 
ra in , work, a n d mockery were his tailors. O n an-
other score, he felt t h a t wear ing good, expensive 
clothes involved h i m in some sort of c la im to su-
periori ty of the social k ind . H e r e he occasionally 
confused his purpose a n d fell over in to a knowingly 
comical inver ted dandy i sm. H e got more del ight 
ou t of factory-seconds sneakers a n d a sleazy c a p 
t h a n a s t ra ight d a n d y does f r o m waxed calf Peal 
shoes a n d a brushed Lock & Co. bowler . 

Physically, Agee was qu i te powerfu l , in the de-
ceptive way of uninsistent la rge m e n . I n move-
m e n t he was r a t h e r graceless. His h a n d s were 

large, long, bony, l ight, a n d unca red for. His ges-
tures were one of the m e m o r a b l e things a b o u t h i m . 
H e seemed to model , fight, a n d stroke his phrases 
as he ta lked. T h e talk, in the end , was his g rea t 
dis t inguishing fea ture . H e talked his prose, Agee 
prose. I t was ha rd ly a twent ie th -cen tury style; it 
h a d E l i zabe than colors. Yet it h a d ex t raord inar i ly 
knowledgeable c o n t e m p o r a r y conten t . I t rolled 
jus t as it reads; b u t he m a d e it sound n a t u r a l — 
something jus t there in the air like any o the r p a r t of 
the wor ld . H o w he did this, no one knows. Y o u 
would have bl inked, gaped , and very likely r u n 
f r o m this same talk delivered wi thou t his mysteri-
ous abil i ty. I t wasn ' t a ma t t e r of show, a n d it 
wasn ' t necessarily bott le inspired. Sheer energy of 
imagina t ion was w h a t lay beh ind it. Th i s he 
m a t c h e d wi th physical energy. M a n y a m a n or 
w o m a n has fallen, exhaus ted , to sleep a t four in 
the morn ing , b a n g in the midd le of a r e m a r k a b l e 
Agee pe r fo rmance , and la ter learned tha t the m a n 
h a d con t inued it somewhere else unt i l six. Like 
m a n y born writers w h o are floating in the illusory 
a m p l i t u d e of their you th , Agee did a g rea t dea l of 
wri t ing in the air . O f t e n you h a d the impulse to 
gag h i m a n d tie a pen to his h a n d . T h a t wasn ' t 
necessary; he was an except ion a m o n g talking 
writers. H e wrote , devotedly a n d incessantly. 

Nigh t was his t ime. I n A l a b a m a he worked I 
d o n ' t know how late. Some par t s of Let Us Now 
Praise Famous Men r ead as t hough they were wri t -
ten on the spot a t n igh t . La te r , in a small house 
in F rench town , N e w Jersey, the work, I th ink, was 
largely n igh t wr i t ten . Literal ly, the result shows 
this; some of the sections r ead best a t n ight , fa r 
in the night . T h e first passage of A Country Letter is 
par t icu lar ly n igh t p e r m e a t e d . 

Agee worked in w h a t looked like a rush a n d a 
rage . I n A l a b a m a he was possessed wi th the busi-
ness of finding ou t every th ing he could a b o u t the 



AN ENTIRELY NEW ENGINE 

a n n o u n c e m e n t of t ha t d a t e envisioned the devel-
o p m e n t of uni ts r ang ing f r o m 100 to 5000 horse-
power a n d foresaw their use in every kind of 
appl ica t ion , f r o m s ta t ionary work engines to power 
p lan ts for vert ical take-off a n d l and ing a i rcraf t . 
I t was said t h a t t h e engine p roduced 3.8 horse-
power to the cubic inch of capaci ty , against the 
long-held ideal of one horsepower to the inch. 
I t could p r o d u c e one horsepower to .83 pounds of 
weight . O n e horsepower to the p o u n d has long 
been held to be a ra t io real izable only by the best 
a i rcraf t a n d au tomobi l e rac ing engines. 

T h e ro ta ry in te rna l -combus t ion engine will r u n 
well on low grades of gasoline a n d is very quie t . 
Since it is fully ba lanced , it p roduces min ima l 
mechan ica l v ibra t ion . As an au tomobi le engine, 
it would seem to possess a t t rac t ive virtues, a n d the 
unqual i f ied en thus iasm wi th which it was greeted 
would seem to have been fully justif ied. 

T h e voice of the skeptic was soon hea rd , how-
ever. J o h n Bond, publ isher of Road and Track, 
was v e h e m e n t : " O u r opinion on the Curtiss-
W r i g h t - N S U engine?" he wrote . " I t will never 
be h e a r d f r o m a g a i n . " Bond, a n au tomot ive en-
gineer of m o r e t h a n two decades ' experience, 
based his a t t i tude of skepticism on the engine 's 
sealing. Since the ro tor ' s tips mus t a c c o m m o d a t e 
themselves to the vary ing c h a m b e r wall , they ca r ry 
sliding, spr ing- loaded vanes which bea r against 
this wall. " I f you have good sealing a n d a d e q u a t e 
lub r i ca t ion , " Bond said, " t h e oil consumpt ion is 
ext remely high. Cu t d o w n on oil flow a n d the 
seal scuffs and fails to seal. W a n k e l reduces his 
p rob l em by a u n i q u e a n d clever conf igura t ion 
t h a t m a y work in very small sizes where the r u b -
bing velocity a t the sealing po in t or points is kept 
low. However , I d o u b t very m u c h if the oil 
consumpt ion can be a n y w h e r e nea r ' commerc ia l ' 
even in the small size un i t . . . f u r t h e r m o r e it is 
significant t h a t there is no m e n t i o n of in terna l 
cooling for the ro tor . A n y la rge un i t would defi-
nitely have to have in te rna l cooling a n d this would 
be very difficult to a r r a n g e . " 

Bond 's po in t a b o u t t ip speed in large ro ta ry 
engines is significant. A la rge-d iameter ro to r can 
achieve speeds of a very h igh order , as in the case 
of the blades of a hel icopter , which a p p e a r to the 
eye to be t u rn ing lazily b u t are, a t thei r tips, 
mov ing a t t r emendous speed. However , Curtiss-
Wr igh t engineers, w h o envision horsepower in the 

h igher ranges as p roduced by compara t ive ly small 
engines coupled together r a t h e r t h a n by one big 
one, say t h a t their models, of which n ine have 
been buil t , show a satisfactory oil consumpt ion in 
100-hour tests. O n e C - W engine which produces 
100 horsepower a t 5500 revolut ions per m i n u t e 
has a ro tor a b o u t twelve inches in d iamete r . I t 
consumes, accord ing to factory figures, a little 
less t h a n half a p o u n d of fuel per horsepower 
hour , an economical ra t ing . Cur t i ss-Wright an -
t icipates p roduc t ion for industr ia l use wi th in a 
year or so. 

T h e suitabil i ty of the W a n k e l engine for p ropu l -
sion of a small au tomobi le was cited by the N S U 
people in demons t ra t ion runs of one of their 
Pr inz models. T h e Pr inz has a 79-inch wheelbase 
and weighs 1200 pounds . G o r d o n Wilkins, a no ted 
British moto r ing journal is t , r epor ted the engine to 
be one of the very small ones, a d r u m n ine inches 
in d i ame te r and six inches deep . H e said t h a t the 
pe r fo rmance of the ca r was slightly be t te r t h a n tha t 
of the same mode l equ ipped wi th the regula r en-
gine. " T h e comple te lack of v ibra t ion was u n -
c a n n y , " he wrote . N S U has since a n n o u n c e d 
t h a t the engine m a y be used in two models of the 
Pr inz in 1962. 

I n M a r c h , 1954, h a r d th inking a n d m u c h p a p e r -
work h a d convinced D r . W a n k e l t h a t his engine 
would work on the classic four-stroke O t t o cycle 
(intáke, compression, power , exhaus t ) . Since 
1926, w h e n the p r o b l e m h a d first in t r igued h im, 
he h a d m a d e a comple te survey of the field of the 
ro ta ry engine. H u n d r e d s of designs h a d preceded 
the Wanke l , a n d they h a d all fai led. H e a n d his 
assistant, Ernst H o e p p n e r , h a d classified thé ro-
taries in to species and subspecies. Thus , he knew 
tha t his design was n o simple res ta tement of a n 
old idea, b u t a wholly new concept ion . I n Feb-
rua ry , 1957, the first engine r a n in G e r m a n y . I n 
Oc tober , 1959, the first Cur t iss-Wright version of 
the W a n k e l was tested. 

These da tes m a y have m a r k e d a revolut ion in 
men ' s means of mov ing across the ea r th . W e m a y 
have moved closer to w h a t seems n o w to be the 
u l t ima te : a fist-sized engine. T h e bulky, v ibra t -
ing, noisy rec iproca t ing engine t h a t has, despite 
its flaws, served so well for half a c en tu ry m a y h a v e 
begun , bare ly begun , its j o u r n e y to the indust r ia l 
m u s e u m to jo in the padd le -whee l s teamer , t he 
electric s treetcar , a n d the hydrau l i c e levator . 



lives he in t ended to describe. H e mus t no t h a v e 
slept. H e was dr iven to see all he could of the 
families ' day , s tar t ing, of course, a t d a w n . I n one 
way, condi t ions there were ideal . H e could live 
inside the subject , wi th n o distract ions. Back-
coun t ry poor life wasn ' t very fa r f r o m h im, 
actual ly . H e h a d some of it in his b lood, t h r o u g h 
relatives in Tennessee. Anyway , he was in flight 
f r o m N e w York m a g a z i n e edi tor ial offices, f r o m 
Greenwich Vil lage social-intellectual evenings, 
a n d especially f r o m the whole world of high-
m i n d e d , wel l-bred, money -hued cu l ture , whe the r 
au tho r i t a r i an or l iber ta r ian . I n A l a b a m a he 
sweated a n d scra tched wi th submerged glee. T h e 
families unders tood w h a t he was d o w n there 
to do . H e ' d expla ined it, in such a w a y t h a t they 
were interested in his work . H e wasn ' t p laying. 
T h a t is w h y in the end he left ou t of Let Us Now 
Praise Famous Men ce r ta in comple ted passages t h a t 
were en te r ta in ing , in a n acid way. O n e of these 
was a long, g radua l ly hi lar ious aside on the subject 
of hens. I t was a vir tuoso piece he igh tened wi th 
allegory a n d bemused wi th the pa the t i c fallacy. 

H e w o n almost everybody in those families — 
possibly too m u c h — even t h o u g h some of the 
individuals were ha rd -b i t t en , sore, a n d shrewd. 
P robab ly it was his diff idence t h a t m a d e t h e m ac-
cept h i m . T h a t nonassurance was, I th ink, a hos-
tage to his very Angl ican ch i ldhood t ra in ing . His 
Chris t iani ty — if an outs ider m a y try to speak of it 
— was a p u n c t u r e d a n d res idual r e m n a n t , b u t it 
was still a naked , root emot ion . I t was a n ex-
Church , or n o n - C h u r c h m a t t e r , a n d it was ha rd ly 
in evidence. All you saw of it was an ingra ined 
courtesy, a n uncour t ly courtesy t h a t e m a n a t e d 
f r o m h i m toward anyone , pe rhaps except ing the 
smugly r ich, the pretent iously genteel , a n d the po-
lice. Af ter a while, in a r o u n d a b o u t way, you dis-
covered tha t , to h im , h u m a n beings were a t least 
possibly i m m o r t a l a n d l i terally sacred souls. 

T h e days wi th the families c a m e a b r u p t l y to an 
end . T h e i r rea l con ten t and m e a n i n g has all been 
shown. T h e wr i t ing they induced is, a m o n g o ther 
things, the reflection of one resolute, p r iva te re-
bellion. Agee 's rebel l ion was u n q u e n c h a b l e , self-
d a m a g i n g , deep ly pr incip led , infinitely costly, 
and u l t imate ly priceless. 

T H E T I G E R 

By JOHN MOFFITT 

A tiger creeps this love 
F la t on his belly 
T h r o u g h the dusk l ight 
R a p t l y , inch by inch, 
T o w a r d the gazelle this m i n d , 
W h i c h , coolly 
Feed ing on r a n k hopes, 
Heeds ne i ther crush 
Of leaf n o r w i n d w a r d scent 
But shows its flank 
T o the whole hill —• 
W h e n , f r o m beh ind , 
L e a p i n g an a rc 
Of supple , dea th ly a im, 
T h e flame-clad beast 
Sinks its f angs 
I n t o the smooth neck, 
M a u l s to the g round 
T h a t p r a n c i n g shape , 
T e a r s a p a r t the flesh 
A n d gluts itself on spur ted 
Life a t the source. 

E a c h d a y ' s end strays 
A fresh gazelle 
T o w a r d a fresh 
Pa t ch of g reen ing hopes ; 
Crouches , leaps 
T h e noiseless hu lk aga in , 
M o u t h s the convulsed l imbs 
And , raven ing , 
Str ips t h e m to the 
Fragi le , g l eaming bone . 

it 
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WHAT HAPPENS TO AUTHORS' MANUSCRIPTS? 
BY JOHN CARTER 

H ARDLY a week passes wi thout an earnest edi-
tor 's appea l ing t h r o u g h the L o n d o n Times Literary 
Supplement for news of the whereabou t s of some 
lost b u t essential piece of script. A n d even the 
m o r e p o p u l a r newspapers n o w a d a y s j u d g e it 
newswor thy t h a t the original manusc r ip t of The 
Algonquin Round Table has been sold at auction for 
a mess of money , or t ha t J o h n Doe has acqui red a 
precious series of unpubl i shed letters wr i t ten by 
R i c h a r d R o e (1887-1914) to his sister-in-law d u r -
ing the throes of composi t ion of his second vo lume 
of verse, or t h a t the d e a n of the English facul ty has 
given a sensational talk on the occasion of the 
deposit of the Dr . R i c h a r d Gull ible archive in the 
l ibrary of Canars ie Univers i ty . "Depos i t , " by the 
way, is a favori te word with ra re book a n d m a n u -
script d e p a r t m e n t l ibrar ians: it careful ly does not 
specify whe the r the t ransac t ion was a purchase , a 
gift, or a loan. " A r c h i v e " is ano the r j a r g o n word , 
of fair ly recent appl ica t ion in the singular. I t was 
first adop ted , I believe, by the ingenious di rector 
of the P ie rpont M o r g a n Libra ry , a n d it can be 
used for any th ing f r o m a collection of a h u n d r e d 
or so papers by or abou t the a u t h o r or his work to 
the fifty tons of manusc r ip t and typescript by a n d 
abou t U p t o n Sinclair recent ly acqui red by In-
d i a n a Universi ty. 

In ear l ier days, most wri ters — professional 
writers, at least — gave short shrift to the r a w m a -
terial of manusc r ip t once its m a t t e r was in pr in t . 
Shakespeare did not leave us a single line. Even 
today , I imagine , most reasonably unself-conscious 
writers d o w h a t I have always done : t h row a w a y 
the manusc r ip t w h e n it has been typed, t h row 
a w a y the typescript when the proofs have been 
corrected, t h row a w a y the proofs once the book is 
ou t . But t hough these m a y have been the m a -
jor i ty , there has a lways been a large minor i ty . 
Pope h a n d e d his manuscr ip t s a r o u n d a m o n g his 

f r iends and pat rons , and since he was f amous 
ear ly in life, they kept t h e m . Boswell was not the 
only h o a r d e r of every d r a f t : Wi l l i am Beckford kept 
his and rewrote t h e m m o r e e legant ly in his old 
age, to the confusion of posteri ty. 

A good m a n y of Tro l lope ' s novels survive in 
manusc r ip t , as Professor T inke r of Yale a n d R o b -
er t H . Tay lo r of Yonkers can bea r witness. W e 
have a fair a m o u n t of Dickens, wi th the Forster 
Collection a t Sou th Kens ing ton a n d the P ie rpon t 
M o r g a n collection of three of the Chr i s tmas Books 
and Our Mutual Friend, a n d a l though only a c h a p -
ter of Pickwick has been preserved, by the Rosen-
bach Founda t i on , Great Expectations in its en t i re ty 
is safely i m m u r e d in the town l ibrary a t Wisbech, 
Cambr idgesh i re . Arnold Bennet t was vain of his 
e labora te script — The Old Wives' Tale, the orig-
inal of which is in the J . K . Lilly collection, was 
ac tual ly publ ished in facsimile — a n d he h a d his 
manuscr ip t s handsomely b o u n d in morocco. 
H a r d y was not va in of his beau t i fu l h a n d , b u t he 
kept most of his manuscr ip ts , a n d in d u e course 
Sir Sydney Cockerell h a d t h e m b o u n d for h i m by 
K a t h e r i n e Adams , bespeaking one by way of 
douceur — " T h e T h r e e S t rangers" f r o m Wessex 
Tales, which la ter sold for £ 6 2 0 a t Sotheby's . 

Authors ' habi t s wi th their original manuscr ip ts , 
in fact, have been as var ious as authors . Some 
have preserved f r o m sent iment , m a n y f r o m mere 
dilatoriness in th rowing things away, some n o 
d o u b t out of canniness. C o n r a d sold m a n y of his 
manuscr ip t s to J o h n Q u i n n , the N e w York col* 
lector, and a few to T h o m a s J . Wise, w h o pa r t ed 
wi th t h e m before his l ibrary was b o u g h t by the 
British M u s e u m . H . G . Wells never bo thered with 
his, b u t his fa i thful secretary d id , a n d most of the 
result is now at U r b a n a , Illinois. Some au thors 
je t t ison wi thou t though t , some del iberate ly — 
once the book is out , their only interest is the next 
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o n e ; some doubt less find t ha t , like so m a n y o t h e r 
possessions no t in da i ly use, t hey h a v e ju s t " b e -
c o m e g o n e . " 

Bu t t oday , h a r d l y a n y a u t h o r of p re tens ion t o 
e m i n e n c e c a n be u n a w a r e t h a t if h e pu t s the m a n u -
scr ipt of t h e latest novel , the latest sonne t se-
q u e n c e , even the latest l i t e ra ry essay in to t h e 
wastebasket , h e m a y regre t it . H e will in d u e 
course, if n o t as soon as the reviews are ou t , be 
r e m i n d e d b y some l i b r a r i an of his d u t y to l i t e ra ry 
his tory, t o t ex tua l cr i t icism, to scholar ly research 
— a n d to a l m a m a t e r . H e will be r e p r o a c h e d b y 
some bib l iophi le w h o has b e e n loyal ly col lec t ing 
his first ed i t ions for years a n d n o w yea rns for a b i t 
of h o l o g r a p h . W o r s t of all, some dea l e r will m a k e 
h i m w h a t wou ld h a v e b e e n a t e m p t i n g offer . 

T h e a u t h o r will t h e n recall , too late , the s tory of 
the bookseller w h o pes tered J o h n R u s k i n t ime a n d 
aga in to sell h i m m a n u s c r i p t s o r s igned copies of 
n a m e d works. Rusk in ' s refusals got angr i e r a n d 
longer . Shor t ly a f t e r he gave u p answer ing these 
r e p e a t e d requests , someone showed h i m the book-
seller 's latest ca ta logue , in wh ich was listed, a t a 
fa t pr ice , " A m a g n i f i c e n t series of a u t o g r a p h let-
ters of J o h n Rusk in , m e n t i o n i n g n o less t h a n four -
teen of his o w n works . " T h e r e is also the story of 
the P r ince of Wales , a f t e r w a r d s K i n g E d w a r d 
V I I , w h o wrote to his m o t h e r f r o m O x f o r d asking 
for five p o u n d s . Q u e e n Vic to r i a repl ied tha t h e 
h a d his a l lowance , wh ich should be m o r e t h a n 
sufficient for his p r o p e r needs, a n d she p roceeded 
to give h i m a lec ture on t he desi rabi l i ty of avo id -
ing horses, d r i n k , cho rus girls, the thea te r , low 
c o m p a n y , a n d o t h e r i n d u c e m e n t s to reckless 
spend ing . W h e n h e c a m e h o m e to S a n d r i n g h a m 
for Chr i s tmas , t he Q u e e n said she h o p e d he h a d 
t aken h e r advice to h e a r t . " W e l l , " said His 
R o y a l Highness , " I d o n ' t need the five p o u n d s 
a f t e r all, because I was ab le to sell y o u r let ter for 
t e n . " 

'XHERE h a v e been , of course, collectors a n d p re -
servers of m a n u s c r i p t s ever since the d a y s w h e n 
they were the on ly texts. If it h a d no t been for 
the exer t ions of m e n like G i o v a n n i Aur i spa , the 
Rena i s sance scholar -dea le r w h o scoured t he 
L e v a n t for m a n u s c r i p t s a f t e r the fall of C o n s t a n -
t inople , we should t o d a y be w i t h o u t la rge sections 
of classical l i t e ra tu re . I n the p o s t - G u t e n b e r g e ra , 
it m a y be t rue t h a t A r c h b i s h o p M a t t h e w P a r k e r 
col lected m a n u s c r i p t s p a r t l y for the u l ter ior 
mot ives of sec tar ian cont roversy . But h e was only 
the p recurso r of such g ian t s as Sir R o b e r t C o t t o n 
in t he seven teen th c e n t u r y , R o b e r t H a r l e y in t h e 
e igh teen th , a n d Sir T h o m a s Phi l l ipps in t he n ine -
t een th , t h a t d i sagreeab le b a r o n e t w h o glor ied in 
t he n a m e of ve l lomaniac . 

As the cen tur ies of p r i n t progressed, t he a t t en t ion 
of bibl iophi les , if no t of archivists , was increas ingly 
c o n c e n t r a t e d o n p r i n t ed books; a n d wi th in the 
last h u n d r e d years, first ed i t ions h a v e c o m e t o 
r ep resen t to t he ave rage col lector t he n a t u r a l 
expression of his e n t h u s i a s m for a gene ra l sub jec t 
o r pe r iod , a p a r t i c u l a r a u t h o r o r a favor i te book. 
W h e n I was first in the r a r e book business, th i r ty 
years ago, no t one p r iva te col lector in t w e n t y 
e x t e n d e d his devo t ion in to the m a n u s c r i p t field, 
a n d I d o u b t if the p r o p o r t i o n is m u c h d i f f e ren t 
t oday . I emphas i ze private t o m e a n the m a n w h o 
collects n o t on ly acco rd ing to his o w n taste b u t 
strictly for his own, a n d his f r iends ' , p leasure . 
Fo r the r e n e w e d interest in m a n u s c r i p t m a t e r i a l 
derives no t so m u c h f r o m the p r iva t e cab ine t as 
f r o m the ins t i tu t ional — usual ly the univers i ty — 
l ib ra ry . P len ty of collectors, ce r ta in ly , h a v e of 
la te j o i n e d t h a t exist ing m i n o r i t y w h o h a v e al-
ways sought m a n u s c r i p t s even if the i r con ten t s 
have been pub l i shed a n d wou ld no t r a t h e r o w n 
some u n p u b l i s h e d f r a g m e n t s of S a r a h O r n e 
J e w e t t t h a n the fa i r copy of Moby Dick. But most 
of the recrui ts , I f ancy , a r e of t h a t c o m p a r a t i v e l y 
n e w school wh ich th inks in t e rms of u l t ima te 
ins t i tu t ional owner sh ip of its collect ions. 

I d o no t k n o w w h e n l i t e ra ry m a n u s c r i p t s of 
pub l i shed works, as d is t inct f r o m u n p u b l i s h e d , o r ¡I 
r a w , ma te r i a l , b e g a n to e n g a g e t he acquis i t ive 
interest of book collectors. T h e earl iest e x a m p l e 
k n o w n to m e of the sale of a l iving a u t h o r ' s m a n u -
scripts I owe to m y old f r iend M r . A. N . L . M u n b y , 
w h o has recent ly been disser t ing on the his tory of 
b ibl iophi ly to the Bib l iographica l Society of 
Amer i ca . O n A u g u s t 19, 1831, M r . Evans , the 
L o n d o n auc t ioneer , o f fe red for sale " t h e or ig inal 
m a n u s c r i p t s of the W a v e r l e y Novels a n d Ta le s 
of M y L a n d l o r d . . . all in the h a n d w r i t i n g of 
Sir W a l t e r Scott , Bar t . , to wh ich is a d d e d a 
most cur ious a n d in teres t ing col lect ion of a u t o -
g r a p h s of Princes, Popes, Card ina l s , States-
m e n , L i te ra t i a n d Artists f r o m the X H I t h to the 
X l X t h Cen tu r i e s . " Sold, n o d o u b t , as a result 
of poor Sir W a l t e r ' s hero ic effor ts to p a y off his 
credi tors , his th i r t een m a n u s c r i p t s b r o u g h t £ 3 1 7 , 
Rob Roy m a k i n g the t o p pr ice of £ 5 0 . The Antiquary 
a n d Peveril oj the Peak sha red second p lace a t £ 4 2 ; 
Waverley was seriously i ncomple t e a n d m a d e only 
£ 1 8 . Seven of the m a n u s c r i p t s sold t h a t d a y a re 
n o w in the P i e rpon t M o r g a n L i b r a r y , a long wi th 
fou r o thers of Scot t ' s novels. 

Be tween this sale a n d t h a t of a n o t h e r Scot, Sir 
C o m p t o n Mackenz i e , a h u n d r e d years l a te r a n d 
for t he s a m e reason , t he re were p r o b a b l y n o t m a n y 
pub l i c sales by a wr i t e r of his o w n manusc r ip t s . 
Bu t t he re h a v e b e e n m a n y of t he m a n u s c r i p t s of 
d e a d , o f ten recen t ly d e a d , a u t h o r s a n d of m a n u -
scripts of l iving a u t h o r s cons igned by owners 



other than themselves. The autograph manu-
script of Bernard Shaw's John Bull's Other Island, 
for example, brought £2800 at Sotheby's a cou-
ple of seasons ago (it is now in Wilmette, Illinois), 
and that of Somerset Maugham's The Moon and 
Sixpence, £2600. Until quite lately, modern liter-
ary manuscripts have more often been sold by 
private negotiation, usually conducted by a book-
seller: thus, for example, Robert H. Taylor bought 
both the first and the final draft of £uleika Dobson 
from the author, and the University of California 
at Berkeley the three versions of Lady Chatterlefs 
Lover from the widower of Lawrence's widow. 

The manuscripts of Lord Jim and of South Wind 
are in the library of the Rosenbach Foundation 
in Philadelphia; so is Ulysses, which John Quinn 
bought from Joyce piecemeal as it was completed, 
in circumstances vividly recalled by Sylvia Beach 
in Shakespeare and Company. The manuscript of The 
Picture of Dorian Gray is split between the Pierpont 
Morgan and the Berg Collection at the New York 
Public Library, which also has custody, in the 
Arents Collection, of The Importance of Being 
Earnest. Ihe Prisoner of %enda, that best of all ro-
mantic adventure stories, was sold at Sotheby's 
two years ago for a paltry $2000 and is now in the 
private collection of Arthur A. Houghton, Jr., 
of New York. Of Human Bondage was given by its 
author to the Library of Congress, which also 
owns the poetical notebooks of A. E. Housman, 
sold by his brother to a New York dealer and in 
due course bought and presented by Mrs. Eliza-
beth Whittall. Housman had himself presented 
the fair copy manuscript of A Shropshire Lad to 
Trinity College, Cambridge, and that of Last 
Poems to the Fitzwilliam Museum. 

Of the two original manuscripts of Peter Pan, 
the one Barrie gave to Maude Adams was bought 
by J. K. Lilly of Indianapolis. Conan Doyle gave 
all his available manuscripts for a sale in aid of 
the Red Cross during World War I; they were 
bought by William Randolph Hearst, but sub-
sequently resold, and The Adventure of the Missing 
Three-Quarter was recently presented to the Brit-
ish Museum by a loyal task force of the Baker 
Street irregulars. The manuscript of The Waste 
Land once belonged to John Quinn, but it was not 
in his sale in 1924, and nobody, not even Donald 
Gallup or John Hayward, let alone the bard him-
self, knows its present whereabouts, though there 
have been rumors that it survives in the possession 
of a Quinn descendant in one of the Western 
states. 

The Man of Property and Saint Joan are, appro-
priately, in the British Museum. So is T. E. 
Lawrence's The Mint, if anyone really cares. The 
Joyce Cary manuscripts, by a rare English adop-
tion of American practice, have gone to the 

Bodleian. Mr. Hanley has pretty well cornered 
the three Powys brothers, not to mention Samuel 
Beckett. Roger Casement's diaries are the un-
comfortable property of Her Majesty's Home Of-
fice. Baron Corvo's notorious Venice Letters be-
longed successively to Christopher Millard, A. J. A. 
Symons, Maundy Gregory, and Sir Hugh Wal-
pole, but where they are now, those who know 
won't say. 

Of American authors, it would no doubt be an 
exaggeration to say that any literary manuscript 
of importance which has come onto the market 
within the past twenty years has found its way 
into the library of the redoubtable president of the 
Grolier Club, C. Waller Barrett, which means that 
it will end up at the University of Virginia. There 
are exceptions: William B. Wisdom bought every-
thing of Thomas Wolfe he could lay hands on — 
I remember the score of crates in one of the Scrib-
ner attics, each crammed with yellow sheets 
covered with that sprawling script — and the 
result is now at Harvard. Henry James's manu-
scripts and letters are widely scattered, but Har-
vard is probably in the lead. Most of F. Scott 
Fitzgerald is at Princeton. The Gertrude Stein 
papers are at Yale, along with Carl van Vechten. 

Dreiser gave Sister Carrie to Mencken, who of-
fered it first to the Library of Congress, which de-
clined it, and then to the New York Public Li-
brary, where Harry M. Lydenberg had more 
sense. Nearly all Mencken's own manuscripts are 
in the Enoch Pratt Library at Baltimore. Only 
one important Hemingway manuscript has ap-
peared on the open market, "Death in the After-
noon," and that was bought, at the fancy price of 
$13,000, for the University of Texas. John P. 
Marquand, Harvard 1915, recently donated his 
literary manuscripts to Yale. John O'Hara has 
given his to Harvard. What Dashiell Hammett, 
Wallace Smith, and Damon Runyon did with 
theirs, I wish I knew. 

JLIIE examples offered in the preceding para-
graphs are a random selection, for the sufficient 
reason that very few libraries — the Pierpont Mor-
gan and UCLA are honorable exceptions — and, 
naturally, still fewer private collectors have pub-
lished any list of their holdings in the field of liter-
ary manuscripts. Bibliographies and studies of 
individual authors sometimes cite their where-
abouts. Catalogues of exhibitions contribute oc-
casional information. The auction records pro-
vide infrequent, and booksellers' catalogues still 
more infrequent, help to anyone setting out on a 
systematic quest. 

Yet, if my examples are a random lot, they are 



WHAT HAPPENS TO AUTHORS' MANUSCRIPTS? 

nevertheless representative, I think, in one im-
portant respect. For they indicate that a high pro-
portion of literary autograph manuscripts are al-
ready in, or are destined for, institutional libraries. 
Wilmarth Lewis has cornered Horace Walpole, 
but Farmington is in this context an enclave of 
New Haven. The private collection of T. E. 
Hanley, of Bradford, Pennsylvania, was rich in 
manuscripts of, among others, Bernard Shaw — 
no less than seventeen of the plays — and D. H. 
Lawrence, but they are now in the Research Cen-
ter at Austin, Texas. Edward Beinecke has let 
very little Stevenson slip by in twenty or thirty 
years' devoted collecting, but the collection lives 
at Yale. Arthur Houghton has dominated the 
Keats market for almost as long, but the books 
and manuscripts are housed at Harvard. Mr. and 
Mrs. Donald Hyde's collection of Dr. Johnson is 
unsurpassed and, short of another cache on the 
Malahide Castle model, by now unsurpassable; 
it is their private property, no matter how gener-
ously available to scholars, and it is shelved under 
their own roof at Somerville, New Jersey. But I 
should think the odds are a hundred to one against 
its ever coming under the hammer at Sotheby's. 
And that, crude though it sounds, is the acid test 
of a truly private collection, a collection wholly 
personal to the man who has formed it, the archi-
tecture and composition of which are idiosyncratic 
to him. 

This is by no means to disparage the connois-
seurship of the collectors I have named, for all of 
whom I happen to have the highest personal es-
teem and several of whom have private, as well 
as their more publicly known, collections. It is 
rather to suggest that, in the ever-developing 
course of bibliophily, the systematic collecting of 
manuscripts has become more and more an in-
stitutional duty and less and less either the re-
sponsibility or the passion of the private collector. 
It is hard to believe that Mr. Houghton bought the 
entire working material and manuscripts of Pro-
fessor Toynbee's Study of History in the same mood 
as he bought the Shuckburgh copy of the Guten-
berg Bible. In one case he was impelled, surely, 
by alternating current, in the other by direct. 
And with the way things have been going in the 
last twenty years or so, it is probably all the better 
for the health and happiness of the private col-
lectors that this particular responsibility is being 
widely and energetically assumed by the institu-
tions, so that their native passion can feed the more 
freely elsewhere. 

I T HAS been interesting to watch the tactics of the 
institutional librarians in the pursuit of their 

quarry. The frontal attack is simple — buy the 
stuff in bulk. But it is also sometimes expensive. 
The indirect approach has accordingly been much 
favored and adroitly developed. Under the reve-
nue laws of the United States, anyone in a high 
tax bracket, collector or not, can write off up to 
20 per cent of his annual declared income for 
charitable gifts, in cash or in kind, or 30 per cent 
if the beneficiary institution is educational. And 
if he either owns or can be induced to buy an 
archive or a group of manuscript material, or 
even a single manuscript, which his alma mater 
wants to add to one of its special collections, the 
librarian can usually suggest some qualified person 
who will be only too glad to put a generous ap-
praised value on it. Mr. Goodfellow thus gets his 
name in capital letters on the library wall, or at 
least in the alumni bulletin, at, conservatively, a 
dime on the dollar. The library has added to its 
proper resources. Some deserving young man gets 
his teeth into the raw material for a Ph.D. thesis. 
Uncle Sam — to date, anyway — hardly notices 
the tax deduction. Everybody is happy. 

Of late, however, this enfilade attack has be-
gun to be superseded by what might be called the 
bulldozer attack from the rear. This consists in 
letting it be known to the authors themselves, 
whether by public manifesto or, more often, by 
private circular letter, that an honorable home is 
ready and waiting for their archive. If they are 
American authors, or foreign authors liable to 
U.S. income tax, they presumably qualify for the 
handsome bonus from the Internal Revenue De-
partment. Even if they are not, they are under-
standably flattered to think that Hale or Yarvard 
wants their stuff and grateful for an easy answer 
to the question of what to do with those boxes and 
folders. 

It would undoubtedly have been a great con-
venience to the editor of the complete variorum 
edition of Emily Dickinson's poems if all the 
manuscripts had been in one place instead of 
being scattered amongst warring factions. It 
would be a great convenience to the potential 
future editor of the complete edition of Dylan 
Thomas if all his manuscripts were in one place 
instead of being divided, for the most part, be-
tween Buffalo, the Hanley collection, and Har-
vard. 

It will clearly be a convenience for the political 
historians of the future to have Walter Lippmann's 
files together at Yale, for the historian of the 
American theater to find the Theatre Guild's files 
at the same handy distance from New York, for the 
historian of American literature to know that 
most of the surviving early files of Harper and 
Brothers have been deposited just up the avenue 
in the Pierpont Morgan Library. The Roseberys 



of the 1960s will have a legitimate excuse for a 
prolonged stay in Havana, where Señor Julio 
Lobo has assembled the most important collec-
tion of Napoleonica outside the Archives Nation-
ales in Paris. And if the Bollingen Foundation's 
editors leave anything to be done on the oeuvre 
of Paul Valéry, which is doubtful, later students 
will find their paths in Paris well marked. But 
any of Mrs. Mina Curtis' successors in the exege-
sis of Proust who had hoped to justify a trip to 
Normandy will be disappointed to know that 
microfilms of all the novels except À l'Ombre des 
Jemes Filies en Fleurs, which was dismembered for 
sale piecemeal with copies of a de luxe reprint, 
have been lodged in the British Museum, the 
Library of Congress, and Harvard. 

I T IS a hundred and twenty-five years since Alexis 
de Tocqueville, who sometimes seems to me to 
have made all the generalizations about things 
American, wrote: "In fifty years it will be more 
difficult to collect authentic documents concerning 
the social conditions of the Americans of the pres-
ent day than it is to find remains of the adminis-
tration of France during the Middle Ages; and if 
the United States were ever to be invaded by bar-
barians, it would be necessary to have recourse to 
the history of other nations in order to learn any-
thing of the people that now inhabits them. . . . 
No methodical system is pursued; no archives are 
formed; and no documents are brought together 
when it would be easy to do so." He could relax 
today. The Manuscript Society of America has 
748 members: 426 of them private collectors, 105 
dealers, 200 institutional librarians or libraries, 
and 17 "Non-Collectors — Writers, etc." 

The question posed in my title has really an-
swered itself : practically all authors' manuscripts 
end up in American institutional libraries. All 
that remains is to furnish manuscript collectors 
— and librarians — with a terminology for dis-

tinguishing between the different kinds of type-
script, which every year more heavily outweigh 
handwritten copy as more and more authors ex-
change the quill for the Olivetti or the Reming-
ton. Alger Hiss learned to his cost that twelve 
good men and true cannot identify the hand which 
operated an identified typewriter. How are 
we to distinguish an author's own typing from his 
secretary's? Who will be able to tell whether the 
typescript of Hamlet, 1960 was executed by Bill 
Shakespeare or one of the Shubert office boys? 
What about secretarial typescript with manuscript 
corrections by the author? 

On an evening of the year 1946, in the British 
Embassy in Washington, Winston Churchill was 
giving the final polish to a speech he was due to 
make the next day at a place called Fulton, Mis-
souri. It was his practice to have his speeches 
typed out on small sheets of writing paper, spaced 
for breath rather than for syntax. And now the 
fair copy, to be used for delivery, was before him. 
A few corrections, a few ultimate felicities were 
dictated to his secretary, who set them down on 
her carbon copy in shorthand. She then typed 
them onto the top copy, which I hope the great 
man still has. But the carbon copy, which in this 
case remained technically the more original of the 
two, was handed to the young man detailed by the 
ambassador to attend Mr. Churchill and to pre-
pare an advance summary for the press. This was 
not an official speech, nor the copy official paper, 
so when the young man was clearing off his desk 
a few days later he put this intimate memento of 
what had by then become a thunderous explosion 
into a bottom drawer. A few years later, back in 
London and hard up, he was tempted, I regret to 
say, by a bookseller. I cannot now lay hands on 
the catalogue description that I subsequently 
prepared — I remember it as full of technical 
subtleties — but Scribner's sold the memento all 
right. I wonder where it is now. I am not a col-
lector, but that is one piece of carbon copy type-
script I wouldn't mind owning. 
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Woman's Man NOVELIST JOHN FOWLES 
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Author John Fowles stands contemplatively in the Dorset sun above Lyme Regis harbor. Behind him is the curving quay where his lonely heroine first appears 

by RICHARD B. STOLLEY 
T 
X he pants are baggy and stained, with the fly 

at careless half-mast, and his sweater is as lumpy 
as a laundry bag. He works the local docks, may-
be? Or drives a truck? Then study John Fowles's 
head, that receptacle, as it happens, of one of the 
most original writing talents at work today. It is 
vaguely Olympian, big and powerful and thickly 
whiskered from ear to ear. Out of it sprang first, 
in 1963, the bizarre novel of a young maniac who 
progressed from trapping butterflies to human be-
ings. It was called The Collector, and you never 

felt quite comfortable around lepidopterists 
again. 

Next was a long and full-panoplied novel, The 
Magus, about an English schoolmaster who falls, 
or jumps, into the clutches of a grotesque Greek 
sorcerer on an Aegean island. As a book it is ex-
asperating and occasionally incomprehensible. 
But the sheer, mind-rocking richness of the prose 
makes reading it almost a psychedelic experience 
—and it was written, mind you, long enough ago 
that to Fowles a "trip" meant taking the train 
to London. 

Now there is The French Lieutenant's Woman, 

a third exercise in John Fowles's luxuriant lit-
erary imagination. Vastly different from the two 
earlier novels, and far more successful critically 
and commercially—it has led U.S. best-seller lists 
for 15 weeks—it is nonetheless another pretty odd 
book. Its 19th Century love story is mundane, its 
style deliberately Victorian. The plot turns on a 
disastrously undelivered letter and so many oth-
er improbable events that English department fac-
ulties will be picking it to pieces for years. Al-
though a wildly romantic book, it contains no 
more than 75 words of cautiously explicit sex out 
of210,000, a literary record nowadays. It appears 

CONTINUED 



'Doing fiction well 
is like eating 
or making love' 

best serves his creativity. H e has removed him-
self to a distant southwest corner of England, the 
county of Dorset . He first visited it as a young 
evacuee f r o m wart ime London and fell extrav-
agantly in love with its modest landscapes. He 
and his wife, Elizabeth, live in the village of Lyme 
Regis, which is the setting for The French Lieu-
tenant's Woman. Their house dates to the 18th 
Century and overlooks the English Channel . 
Lyme is an ancient and ferociously conservative 
town whose clannish Tories ignore Fowles, to his 
relief. He can walk Broad Street or dine in the 
nearby Ye Olde Mason ' s Arms without being rec-
ognized or fussed over. Once in a while he trav-
els to London to see the latest films or to shop, 
but never approaches the literary cocktail circuit. 
By choice, Fowles at 44 leads a life of ut ter pri-
vacy and solitude, residing within and enjoying 
the company of his own abundan t imagination. 

By their teens, most writers have realized that 
they must write. N o t until he was 22, and at Ox-
ford reading French, did Fowles belatedly stum-
ble onto the same conclusion. It was anguish. " I 
was in a pathological s tate," he recalls. " I could 
not unders tand why I had to keep on doing this 
thing which even I could see I d idn ' t do well." 

Af ter Oxford he drifted for 10 years in and out 
of minor schools on the Continent , teaching Eng-
lish not very conscientiously and writing in his 
ample free time. He went th rough a long period 
of slavishly imitating others—Gide, Flauber t 
( " t o me, still the perfect novelist"), Lawrence, 
Defoe ( " a n incredible narrative drive") , even 

CONTINUED 

to end with Chapter 44, actually does so 17 chap-
ters later, bu t with two possible denouements , be-
tween which the reader himself is invited to 
choose. 

An odd book indeed—and simply unputdown-
able. N o other phrase does it justice. " I started 
to read The French Lieutenant's Woman . . . " be-
gins a by-now-familiar explanation, and there fol-
lows a recital of housework undone, children ne-
glected, sleep forsaken and family ignored until 
that tantalizingly ambivalent page 467 is reached. 

Hemingway ( "you can dislike all sorts of atti-
tudes and wrong stresses, bu t my God , the punch 
f r o m one page to ano ther" ) . 

Quality aside, the ou tput was staggering—first 
draf ts of a dozen novels which he would not try 
to publish because they did not satisfy him. But 
with each deplorable manuscript , he refined the 
techniques by which his creative tumul t would 
one day be t ransformed into worthwhile words 
on paper . 

All three of Fowles's novels have been more 
warmly received in this country than in his na-
tive Great Britain. It is his view that the London 
literary establishment—certain reviewers, writers 
and publishers whom he describes as " insular 
and incestuous"—has never quite forgiven him 
for that . 

" I n many ways," he says, " I have been pu t in 
exile in this country. I feel myself as having gone 
abroad, a l though I continue to live in England ." 

If so, it is an exile which Fowles himself has con-
sciously encouraged, for the simple reason that it 

Today, Fowles is a cheerfully undisciplined writ-
er who still believes in waiting for the proper 



m o o d (he won ' t quite call it the Muse) to settle 
upon him. 

" D o i n g fiction well," he says, " is like eating 
or making love. If you don ' t want to do it with 
your whole self, then there is something wrong 
with doing it. But I cannot tell you how the m o o d 
comes. If I only knew. It cannot be induced. Al-
cohol is marvelous a t certain points in writing, 
but it doesn ' t bring tha t m o o d . " 

W h a t does, Fowles suspects, is some strange 
chemistry growing out of the loneliness of his iso-
lated life at the edge of the sea. That , and ad-
mitting to himself tha t he has no excuse for no t 

working. " I ' ve got to have a fairly long stretch 
of t ime ahead of m e , " he says. " I t is curious, but 
jus t knowing of a lecture or a business meeting a 
for tnight ahead can upset me, nag at me. I say, 
I ' m not going to get in to this because I ' ll just 
have to d rop it. Ridiculous." 

O , nee under way, Fowles all bu t barricades 
himself in his big book-lined w o r k r o o m and tunes 
out the world. Elizabeth creeps abou t the house, 
or better yet, flees it entirely on antique-buying ex-
peditions a round the West Country . H e is a lmost 

Stretching out behind Fowles is the main street of 
Lyme Regis, now a summer resort of 3,000 people, 
many of them retired. It was a busy port in the 1800s. 

paranoically private about work in progress; no-
body at all is allowed to read it. " I f I leave work 
on this table ," he says , ' ' and I happen to be down-
stairs and hear footsteps above, it worries m e . " 

He writes first draf ts with surprising speed 
—100,000 words in two or three weeks is phys-
ically exhausting, but , he finds, "emotional ly and 
imaginatively, rather easy. Y o u have to do it in a 
gush, conceive in passion. Y o u bring up the child 
later, by reason and logic." 

T h e ' 'bringing u p " is always purposely delayed. 
H e puts the manuscript away and forbids him-
self even to glance at it, sometimes for many 
months . " T h e longer you leave it, the fresher you 
see it when you come back . " One result of this 
me thod is tha t Fowles keeps three or four books 
going a t the same time. Right now, for example, 
he has a completed thriller in the Raymond Chan-
dler-Dashiell H a m m e t t genre marinat ing on the 
shelf, a temporari ly abandoned novel awaiting 
fur ther inspiration, and, in the typewriter, a long 
article abou t the social and political troubles of 
America, a country he has visited three times, 
likes immensely, and has strong opinions about . 

Ultimately, the rewriting is harsh. " I t ' s good 
if you think in the morning, 'Oh Christ, I don ' t 
really want to do it, ' " he says, "because you ' re 
going to use the blue pencil more . " 

CONTINUED 
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call Roto-Rooter 
Sewer clogged? Drains slow? Call your local 
Roto - Rooter Company for prompt service. The 
Roto-Rooter man Razor - Kleens* any sewer 
or drain — kitchen, bath, basement or laundry. 
Leaves 'em like new. No muss, no fuss. Call 
the company millions depend upon . . . Roto-
Rooter. There's only one . . . you'll find yours 
listed in the phone book. 

Fowles steadies his wife Elizabeth as they clamber 
up the centuries-old steps of the Lyme Regis quay. 
The precipitous staircase also figures in his novel. 

CONTINUED 

Writers often are asked, "Bu t where do you 
get your ideas?" and tend to mumble in reply 
something about the sum total of their experi-
ence, etc. The French Lieutenant's Woman was 
conceived in a far more specific, and romantic, 
way. Fowles was in the midst of a novel about Eu-
ropean attitudes toward nature and conservation, 
cast in the fo rm of what he calls " a sexual orgy 
set on a Mediterranean coast ." The book was be-
ginning to bore him. 

" M y imagination is highly erotic," he says. " I 
think about almost everything in terms of erotic 
situations. In this novel I wanted to show that 
there is something repulsive in mechanically done 
and described sexual variations. But like any tru-
ly erotic person, I had come to regard the pub-
lication of explicit sex with great suspicion. It de-
stroys the mystery of it, the pleasure. So I was 
stuck. I 'd fallen into my own trap, and I couldn' t 
quite see a way through i t ." 

Fowles was fretting over this book in late 1966. 
Then one morning before dawn, into his dreams 
came a vision of the Lyme Regis harbor , of which 
his garden commanded a striking view. The im-
age narrowed, and at the end of the breakwater 
which protects the harbor , standing alone and 
buffeted by the wind, he saw the tragic figure of a 
young woman, "her stare . . . aimed like a rifle 
at the farthest horizon." In that dream was born 
the book—as anyone who opens it will imme-
diately perceive. 

( " T h e most difficult page in any book is al-
CONTINUED 

New Discovery 
Makes Stuck 
Windows Slide At 
Fingertip Touch-
Without Oil. 
No mess. No waiting. No oily fingers.' 
One sw-o-o-sh! And tight stuck win-
dows, drawers and zippers slide easy 
when you sp ray new 3 - I N - O N E 
DRY-LUBE. E l i m i n a t e s — "" 
friction without oil. T h e ' 
secret is a new spray lub-
ricant so clean it won't 
soil your best clothes. Get 
3-IN-ONE DRY-LUBE 
at all hardware outlets. 
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North American 
Life andjötSHfli^ 

If your income is an accurate reflection of the 
effort you put into your job, or if you happen to 
be overpaid, read no more. This ad is not for you. 

This ad is for people who are looking for a 
brighter future. People who know that there is 
a company, somewhere, where they can come 
into their own, on their own terms. 

If you have read this far, North American wants 
to talk to you about selling life insurance. And 
about what the future holds in store. For both 
of us. 

Just fi l l out the coupon and return it to the 
Executive Vice President of Sales at North Amer-
ican. We'll take care of the rest. 
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Equal Opportunity Employer. 

Gentlemen: 
You look like my kind of a company. Let's 
get together. 
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How to 
the people 

A camper only gets you away 
to the other campers. 

But a Suzuki trail-cycle gets you 
away from everyone. Back to that secluded 
lake where the big ones bite. Or deep into the 
forest. 

Suzuki is built to take on the country. 
You can top the mountains because the 

reliable Suzuki two-stroke engine delivers power 
every stroke. And instant acceleration. 

You can go where the going gets rough 
because Suzuki has a deep-cushioning suspension, 
a heavily-padded seat, and big tires with a special 
tread design for positive traction. 

And Suzuki motorcycles are built 
so well we warrant them for 12 months/ 
12,000 miles.* 

Because after you get away from it all, you 
want a bike that's dependable enough to get you 
back. 

*Covers all internal parts of cylinder head, 
block and transmission. Purchaser must com-
ply with Owner's Manual instructions: mail regis-
tration to Suzuki within 48 hours, and receive j 
service checks from a franchised Suzuki 
dealer at 750, 2,000 and every 2,000 miles 
thereafter during warranty period. • 

away from all 
got away from it all. 

Bremerton: Cliff Cycle City, 341.0 Hwy. 16". 
Centralia: Sully's Motorcycles, 404 E. Suma St. 
Ferndale: Bellingham Cycle, 310 E. Main St., at Interstate 5. 
Gig Harbor: Sailfish Marine of Gig Harbor, Rt. 5, Box 5414. 
Kennewick: Sports Cycle, 504 E. Avenue C. 
Kettle Falls: Kenner 's Garage, Box 307. 
Lacey: Suzuki of Lacey", 4121 Pacifc Ave. 
Longview: Bob's Motorcycles, 1131 3rd St. 
Lynnwood: Suzuki Land, 19222 Hwy. 99. 
Marysville: Harry Upton Marine Inc., 5935 Armar Rd. 
Omak: Covey's Repair Service, 560 Riverside Dr. 
Renton: G e n e Meyer Cycle Center, 145 Rainier Ave. 
Seattle: Aurora Cycle Shop, 7401 Aurora Ave. 
Selah: Owens Equipment, 511 S. 1st Street. 
Spokane: Triber Sales, Inc., 6310 E. Sprague. 
Sultan: Sultan Saw Shop, Box 388. 
Tacoma: Paulson's Motorcycles, 6111-100th S t r ee t S .W. 
Paulson's, Inc. #1, 1101 S.K. Street 
Toppenish: Mid Valley Cycle, 604 W . 1st St. 

built to take on the country. 
U.S. Suzuki Motor Corp., Dept. 305, 13767 Freeway Dr. Santa Fe Springs, Calif. 90670. 
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'The character was 
getting bloody-minded' 
C O N T I N U E D 

ways thè first," he says. "I am toying around with 
a novel now, and I must have written 50 first 
pages. And I still haven't got quite the angle and 
the voice I want. It's not worth going on until 
you've got those right. Then the rest follows.") 

As with all of his novels, Fowles began The 
French Lieutenant's Woman with "no fixed plan, 
only a vague idea of the way it was going. There 
was the outcast woman, and a respectable man 
would fall in love with her. That was the first 
stage. Then it happened that the respectable man 
was engaged to another girl, and all sorts of things 
came out of that. The future of the story began 
to come clear. It was rather like driving in a 
strange country. I suddenly realized I was begin-
ning to understand the lie of the land." 

It was not an easy journey. The first draft was 
150,000 words long and took an unusual six 
months because of the awkwardness of mimick-
ing Victorian prose. It was largely dialogue and 
narrative, with dots or the phrase "pick up" in-
serted to remind himself to develop the action or 
add description later. 

"As in everything I write," says Fowles, "af-
ter a while the characters got a kind of auton-
omy and began to dictate what they would say, 
or wouldn't. I had ludicrous blocks sometimes. 
In some simple situation, I would need a line of di-
alogue and could not get it. Drove me mad. The 
obvious conscious thing I had in mind didn't fit, 
and I played around and around. It was very ir-
ritating but it was a sign that the character was 
getting bloody-minded. He was alive and fight-
ing me, and that was good, for it probably meant 
the whole scene was wrong, that he never should 
have been put in that situation that way." 

The manuscript was allowed to sit on the shelf 
only three months, so anxious was Fowles to fin-
ish. In the revise, he added 60,000 words—an ex-
ception; he normally cuts—nearly all of it his-
torical material on the Victorian age, of which 
he has been an amateur student for years. 

T A w . wo thirds through the rewrite, he faltered. It 
was to Fowles a familiar point for such a loss of 
nerve. In his sleep he wrote appallingly bad re-
views of his own book. "Oh Christ, this bloody 
Victorian crap," he said to himself one morning, 
"I can't face any more of it." Instead, he rattled 
out the first draft of the thriller, "a kind of nar-
rative orgy, with every trick in the business to 
keep people turning the pages." Thus purged, he 
returned to the completion of The French Lieu-
tenant's Woman. 

The first person to read the manuscript was 
Elizabeth Fowles. "She is a good editor," he says. 
"She changed quite a lot of things. Not so much 
the psychology of the women characters—she 
trusted me with them—but rather developments 
which didn't quite come off. There was a whole 
Alice in Wonderland section in the original draft, 
which I still think was quite funny, but which 

C O N T I N U E D 
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'I dabble. I've got a magpie mind' 
CONTINUED 

clashed with the tone of the rest. Elizabeth im-
mediately said that must come out." 

The book's enormous success (and a movie is 
soon to be made of it) puzzles Fowles. "I couldn't 
imagine that three fairly stock Victorian charac-
ters could be of that much interest," he says, "es-
pecially as the story was set in the greatest period 
of the English novel. I warned myself not to be 
disappointed if it didn't come off. I think Amer-
ica was very much in the mood for a flight from 
reality." 

As with his other books, Fowles has received a 
lot of mail from U.S. readers. "The wonderful 
thing about Americans is that they do write to 
writers," he says. "The British never do." Their 
letters praise, or plead for professional advice 
(sometimes enclosing in exchange little home-
made gifts, like earrings for Elizabeth), or ask ter-
ribly down-to-earth questions: in this particular 
chapter, what did you really mean?_( "Americans 
always think a wr^er knows what he is doing," | 
Fowles marvels.) He tries to reply to the more 
interesting letters, and he can be, as he says, 
"very naughty." 

In his second book, The Magus, the ending is 
deliberately unclear about whether the young 
schoolmaster, Nicholas, and his girl friend, Al-
lison, get together again. In response to a gentle 
letter from a New York lawyer, dying of cancer 
in a hospital, who said he very much wanted the 
couple to be reunited, Fowles wrote back, "Yes, 
of course, they were." On the same day he got a 

"horrid" letter from an American woman who 
angrily demanded, "Why can't you say what you 
mean, and for God's sake, what happened in the 
end?" Fowles replied curtly: "They never saw 
each other again." 

Very few of his American correspondents have 
objected to the ambiguous conclusion of The 
French Lieutenant's Woman. "I thought it would 
be a very hard swallow," he says. "I meant the 
first ending to be a little too sweet to satisfy peo-
ple's ideas of reality. But I thought they would 
choose it over the ending without reconciliation. 
Curiously enough they seem to recognize that re-
ality is more important than sweetness." 

When Fowles has finished the piece on the U.S., 
he will show it to some American friends. "If 
they tell me, 'You have no right to say this,' I 
shan't publish it." Of those manuscripts on the 
shelf, he definitely will return some day to two of 
them: one about "the innocence and stupidity 
and incredible greenness of young Englishmen" 
and the other about the problems of a writer who 
has not been published. Both books are "sort of" 
autobiographical—not very surprising because so 
were the others. Fowles was once an avid but-
terfly collector, and later taught school on a Greek 
island. "I've dabbled in a lot of things," he says, 
"I've got a magpie mind." 

When not at the typewriter these days, Fowles 
can be found digging in his beloved garden, coax-
ing bullfinches to the feeder, and tramping—like 
the Frenchman's haunted woman—through 

Hiking near Lyme Regis, Fowles and his wife pass 
the old farm which they lived in while he was writing 
The French Lieutenant's Woman. He describes it in 

the underbrush of the nearby Ware Cliffs. 
"I am a good field naturalist," he says. "I do 

know the names. But more and more I have been 
influenced by Zen Buddhist attitudes. What mat-
ters is the thing in itself, the intrinsic esthetic ex-
perience of seeing a flower or a bird in a certain 
position, in a certain light—rather than bringing 
out your book and saying, 'Ah yes, a golden-crest-
ed cardinal.' " 

John Fowles considered for a moment, and 
then—ever the Englishman, even in self-imposed 
domestic exile—stiffened his upper lip. "It is dif-
ficult to talk about," he said, a little gruffly,' 'with-
out sounding sentimental." • 

On the shingle beach where hero Charles Smithson 
hunted fossils in the novel, Fowles examines a sea 
duck. He often comes here to observe the wildlife. 

the book as' 'the dairy" and makes it the setting of sev-
eral key scenes, the clandestine meetings between the 
lovers. The Fowleses now own an old house in town. 
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Fancy-Stepping Pragmatist 

theless, when Ryskind abandons dog-
ma for simple fact-gathering, he does 
get in some sharp jabs to the Vice 
President's midsection. 

Ryskind documents in loving de-
tail Humphrey's amazing acrobatics 
with anti-Communist legislation in 
the early 1950's. To start, the then 
Senator denounced the McCarran In-
ternal Security Act as a "hoax." Four 
days later, he voted for the hoax. 
After Truman vetoed the bill, Hum-
phrey switched again, voted to up-
hold the veto, and added in a typical-
ly impassioned speech: "I join the 
ranks of free men. I am going to 
rectify the miserable mistake I made. 
. . . I want to be able to point out 
to the little Humphreys that their 
daddy voted to sustain the Presi-

dent's veto. . . . I want to be on 
the side of the angels." (Some years 
later, Ryskind adds, Humphrey wrote 
reassuringly to a conservative constit-
uent, "As you are probably aware, I 
voted for the Internal Security Act." 

The Humphrey anti-Communist saga 
culminated in 1954, when Humphrey, 
fed up with being called soft on 
Communism, sponsored a bill to make 
membership in the Communist party 
punishable by five years in prison. 

Both Ryskind and Sherrill have fun 
with what the latter calls Humphrey's 
physiological incapacity for silence. 
Examples: 

Candidate Humphrey to a party 
rally in 1964: "Vote — and send the 
message so that John Kennedy in 
heaven will know we won." 

On be- (Continued on Page 34) 

HUBERT. By Allan H. Ryskind. 355 pp. 
New York: Arlington House. $5.95. 

By PATRICK ANDERSON 

I EITHER of these books tries to 
I ^ J look objectively at Vice Presi-

dent Humphrey's political career 
or personal character. One author is of 
the far left, the other of the far 
right, and both are out to prove that 
Hubert Humphrey is the devil in-
carnate. They fail a t that. They suc-
ceed in documenting that Humphrey 
is a shrewd, glib, compromising, 
fancy-stepping pragmatist—in short, 
t he sort of fellow we usually choose 
to be our President. 

Allan Ryskind, author of "Hubert," 
and an editor of the conservative 
journal Human Events, believes 
Humphrey caught the Red Pox at 
an early age (either from his father 
or from socialistic college professors 
— Ryskind isn't sure which) and has 
for a quarter century now been a 
kind of Manchurian Candidate, using 
his talents to promote Socialism at 
home and a retreat from Communism 
abroad. 

Meanwhile, Robert Sherrill, Wash-
ington correspondent for The Nation, 
and author of "The Accidental Presi-
dent" and "Gothic Politics in the 
Deep South," argues the reverse. He 
thinks Humphrey has always been 
a phony liberal, has always been 
willing to sell out liberal causes to 
gain conservative support for him-
self, and that only recently has 
Humphrey been free to cast off his 
sheep's clothing and reveal himself 
as the hawkish, pro-business wolf he 
has always secretly been. 

"Hubert" abounds with the curious 
catch-phrases and sly arguments of 
the far right. My favorite is Ryskind's 
citing (not once but twice), as proof 
of Humphrey's "semi-Marxist" orien-
tation, that he once "joined with 
pickets to sing the militant labor 

MR. ANDERSON is a political writer 
based in Washington and the author of 
the forthcoming "The Presidents* Men: 
White House Assistants from F.D.R. to 
L.BJ." 

song, 'Solidarity Forever. '" And the 
following is a fair example of the 
author's political analysis: 

"To be sure, Humphrey's support 
of the C.I.O.'s domestic program did 
not necessarily reveal his willingness 
to curry favor with the extreme 
left-wing in the United States, for 
liberals, radicals and Communists 
have historically found themselves 
pushing for similar domestic pro-
grams. The acid test of whether a 
person cultivated the Communist line 
was whether he also endorsed a 
foreign policy which coincided with 
the aims of the Soviet Union. Hum-
phrey did." 

The true believers who find that 
paragraph persuasive will love "Hu-
bert." I don't find it within the world 
of reality, much less persuasive. None-

THE DRUGSTORE LIBERAL By Robert 
Sherrill and Harry W. Ernst. 200 pp. New 
York: Grossman Publishers. $4.95. 

Vice President Humphrey campaigning in 1964. 

Copyright 1968, The New York Times Company 



SPEAKING OF BOOKS: The Novelist as Journalist 
feeding on one's own vitals, of using 
up and then repeating and restring-
ing ad nauseam one's autobiographic 
experience. 

Hemingway, I think, is the real 
trail blazer in this area, perhaps 
because his style was admirably 
adapted to newspaper and magazine 
reporting. If he had never been a 
journalist, many of his best short 
stories and some of his later novels, 
such a s "For Whom the Bell Toils," 
would certainly not have been writ-
ten. 

Nor, a pessimist rebuttal promptly 
points out, would "Across the River 
and Into the Trees." That unfortu-
nate novel is, I think, a kind of warn-
ing sign, which is as much a part 
of Hemingway's legacy as the good 
books journalism helped him write. 
"Across the River" was flawed by 
Hemingway's passionate immersion in 
World War II and a highly emotion-
al overidentification with a certain 
type of soldier. It proves that the 
marriage of journalism and good writ-
ing is not an unadulterated blessing. 

Journalism is an extremely seduc-
tive business, especially when it leads 
the writer into areas where be begins 
to think he has his finger on the 
pulse of history. The journalist is, 
by his very nature, intensely involved 
in the day-to-day world, in the fan-
tasies and passions and convictions 
that pass for thought on such matters 
as the war in Vietnam. If this psycho-
logical setup gets a grip on his mind 
and emotions, it can destroy the other 
kind of writing that he must do if 
he is to maintain his integrity. Writ-
ing a novel, a poem or a short story 
is essentially a contemplative exer-
cise. If we allow a certain brand of 
politics, a certain fixation of opinion 
or superficial ideology to dominate 
it, we get a tract, propaganda, that 
within a matter of months is as dead 
as the dated newspaper column or 
the magazine article. 

The optimist in me argues that the 
average writer can fend off this 
temptation and continue to use 
journalism to strengthen rather than 
sap his creative effort. Out of this 
new Communication with the world 
of journalism new forms are already 
emerging. The novel is undergoing 
radical transformations as it aban-
dons the once substantial amount of 
history or journalism it contained 
and gropes more in the direction of 
poetry. Simultaneously other writers 
are developing journalism itself in 
ways that are certainly worthy of 
the name a r t High on anyone's list 
must be the personal essay. Recently 
I heard Norman Podhoretz. editor of 
Commentary, and Willie Morris, 
editor of Harper's, both agree that 
this was rapidly becoming the 
dominant short art form of our time. 

The pessimist weighs in with a 
warning here. There are some signs 
that the influence of fiction and fic-
tion writers may be endangering the 
integrity of the journalist William 
Faulkner (Continued on Page 34) 

the Chicago police for the Post, and 
in Esquire and Harper's Norman Mail-
er has seen our decline and fall in 
subjects as diverse as heavyweight 
title bouts and the march on Wash-
ington. On almost any Sunday in 
The New York Times Magazine one 
is liable to find Wallace Markfield, 
Harvey Swados, Julius Horwitz, Ma-
rio Puzo, Aubrey Menen, Calvin Kent-
field or Vance Bourjaily writing 
everything from political profiles to 
humorous total recalls of Bronx boy-
hoods. 

Economics has had almost as much 
to do with the phenomenon as the 
growth of cultural laissez-faire. In 
the last 15 years there has been a 
rather appalling decline in fiction 
and a steady rise in the popularity 
and sales of nonfiction. The impact 
of this change in taste has been visi-
ble not so much in the field of the 
novel, in spite of the critics who 
predict that form's imminent demise, 
but in the short story. The days 
when a writer could turn out a dozen 
short stories a year and earn a com-
fortable living from them are gone 
forever. The man who can sell a 
dozen short stories a year is either a 

before Labor Day?" 

miracle worker or his name is John 
O'Hara. 

Outside of The New Yorker, with 
its highly specialized formulas, the 
market for the short story, once the 
meat-and-potatoes item in the work-
ing-writer's repertoire, has literally 
collapsed. The Saturday Evening 
Post, where Faulkner and Fitzgerald 
used to get $2,500 a story, once 
published five or six an issue. Now 
they may publish two. More often 
than not the space is surrendered to 
the condensation or serialization of a 
hot novel. 

At the same time, the market for 
the novel has shriveled to the point 
where i t is a rare book that can have 
a sale in the 10-thousand to 15-
thousand range, giving the writer the 
kind of reasonable profit that will 
encourage more of the same effort. 
Today the novel is all top or all 
bottom. A best seller of 30-thousand 
to 100-thousand copies or a nonseller 
of 2-thousand to 5-thousand. 

Inevitably this means that if the 
writer is going to survive as an in-
dependent person, he must look to 
nonfiction, and this in turn leads 
him deep into journalism. Is this good 
or bad for the writer, and for liter-
ature in general? I say i t is good on 
both counts — when I am wearing 
my optimist's h a t When my head 
goes pessimist I see all sorts of 
danger. 

Let's give the optimists the open-
ing round. John P. Marquand once 
remarked: "If you have one strong 
idea you can't help repeating it and 
embroidering i t " Sometimes, he said, 
"I think that authors should write 
one novel and then be put in a 
gas chamber." Obviously thinking 
along the same lines, James Jones 
said in a radio interview: "I think 
that American writers, once they be-
come writers and become reasonably 
successful, they stop being people 
and they become writers. They sort 
of cut off their own material. . . . 
They're forced to turn continually 
to their youthful experiences before 
they became writers in order to find 
material." Jones himself is a rather 
unfortunate example of this sad truth. 
To some extent Marquand is too. 

Marquand's career also points up 
another often forgotten aspect of the 
older styles of literary survival. Mar-
quand never got over writing the 
Mr. Moto detective series. In a New 
York Times interview he beat his 
breast and called Moto "my literary 
disgrace. I wrote about him to get 
shoes for the baby." Faulkner and 
Fitzgerald, we may recall, retreated 
to Hollywood periodically to replen-
ish their exchequers, and the incon-
gruous truth is that neither wrote a 
single movie script worth preserving. 

The new freedom to work in jour-
nalism permits a writer to escape 
from this kind of guilt-creating, 
time-was ting experience. More im-
portant, journalism helps him over-
come the dilemma that Jones and 
Marquand lamented—the feeling of 

By THOMAS FLEMING 

IN 1961 when I published my first 
novel, "All Good Men," a rather 

intellectual reviewer and friend noted 
that the brief biography on the book's 
cover said I was an occasional con-
tributor to The Saturday Evening 
Pos t My friend told me I should 
never have confessed this awful f a c t 
"I automatically would pass over a 
novelist who wrote for that maga-
zine," he told me with magnificent 
if galling candor. I pointed out to 
him that my contributions to the 
Post were nonfiction. He became 
even more adamant in his snobbery. 
"It 's still a mass magazine," he 
insisted. "And besides writing non-
fiction is bad for your style." 

Today such an attitude seems 
almost quaint More and more 
novelists feel free to appear in public 
wearing a journalistic hat. John 
Fowles, author of "The Magus," re-
cently wrote an article on Twiggy 
for Cosmopolitan. Black humorist 
Bruce Jay Friedman has reported on 

MR. FLEMING writes both fiction and 
nonfiction. His most recent novel is "A 
Cry of Whiteness." 
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Daniel Logan has accurately 
predicted everything from 
riots to "Oscar" winners. 

Reader's Report 
By MARTIN LEVIN 

THE WORD FOR LOVE. By Alan 
Burgess. 320 pp. New York: E. P. 
Dutton & Co. $5.95. 

HERE'S a full measure of 
good reading: An original 

police novel, threaded with an 
offbeat love story, atmosphere 
in true color, nonsimplistic 
social argument and a quite 
surprising courtroom drama. 
All tha t is needed is the art-
istry to bring these elements 
cunningly toge ther—and this 
craftsmanship the author has 
in abundance» The hero of the 
book's complex doings is a 
Rhodesian rural policeman on 
trial for rape. Mr. Burgess's 
novel begins with the ac t of 
which Inspector Bill Field is 
accused, then flickers tautly 
backward and forward, picking 
up motivation, the tone of Rho-
desian city and country life, 
and the hard way of an un-
happy cop with a conscience. 
Field is presented as an honor-
able man, slightly romanti-
cized, but with enough human 
failings to make him interest-
ing. He is disappointed both in 
his marriage and in his career; 
when Inspector Field's frustra-
tions surmount the threshold 
of restraint, the novel achieves 
a momentum that accelerates * 
to the last page. 

WELCOME TO XANADU. By Na-
thaniel Benchley. 304 pp. New 
York: Atheneum. $5.95. 

JUST in time for the thunder-
storm - and - firefly season 

comes this hot-weather trifle, 
meant to be enjoyed with a gin 
and lime and without too many 
questions. Mr. Benchley pegs 
his educated suspense novel on 
the abduction of a perky teen-
age girl by a well-read psycho-
path with a messianic complex. 
Leonard Hatch, A.W.O.L. from 
an insane asylum, picks up 
Doris Mae Winter on a high-
way in New Mexico, and takes 
her to a mountain hideout, 
where he improves her mind 
and tries to beat her silly. 
Hatch isn't really such a bad 
fellow, if you overlook a few 
personality flaws. In fact lots 
of people outside the sanita-
rium walls are less appealing. 
Doris is a bit Ring Lardnerish 
for a contemporary kid—using 
words like "bughouse" and 
"yahoo," but the story glides 
along too casually for one to 
fret about such anachronisms. 
The girl meets Keats and Cole-
ridge, the madman courts his 
destiny, and a hot time is had 
by an. 

BON VOYAGE. By Noel Coward. 
212 pp. New York: Doubleday & 
Co. $4.95. 

T H E R E are 48 credits listed 
I on the flyleaf of Noël Cow-

ard's latest book, and many of 
them are landmarks for us 
grownups. I remember Alfred 
Lunt spitting in Lynne Fon-
tanne's face in "Point Valaine." 
I remember the film of "Caval-
cade" and the famous bon voy-
age for the Titanic. I remember 
the songs from "Bitter Sweet" 
and a few from "Sigh No 
More," an unlisted musical 
that cheered me up in wartime 
London. All this is by way of 
saying that Mr. Coward is an 
institution whose luster will be 
neither dimmed nor brightened 
by the four stories assembled 
in this volume. "Solali" is a 
wisp of Maugham in which a 
planter's wife goes mad about 
a houseboy. "Penny Dreadful" 
describes a typical empty day 
in the life of a yellow journal-
i s t "Mrs. Ebony" is a eulogy 
to a dowager's lifelong com-
panion. "Bon Voyage," a no-
vella, launches a cruise-ship-
load of fools, most of whom 
are patronized because of their 
vulgarity. The inventiveness 
necessary in staging such déjà 
vu themes is lacking here, and 
the stories languish from ane-
mia of plot and character. But 
I'll buy tickets to 'The Vortex" 
if it 's revived anywhere within 
cab range. 

THE OPERATING THEATER. By 
Vincent Brome. 284 pp. New York: 
Simon & Schuster. $5.95. 

AN a marriage between a 
V f gynecological surgeon and 
general practitioner succeed? 
That is the question asked by 
this pop novel and the answer 
from the wedding day on is no, 
no, no. Brian Hargreaves and 
Vanessa Vanbrugh meet a t 
med school in London, where 
Brian opts for general practice 
and Vanessa for surgery. It's 
clear who wears the slacks in 
this family from the minute 
that Dr. Brian is willing to 
baby-sit with their first born in 
his office while Dr. Vanessa 
goes off to do her stuff in cen-
ter ring at the hospital. The 
two join the brain drain to 
America where aggressive Va-
nessa goes from one womb to 
another and Brian takes to 
drink. Not even an occasional 
get together in "a torrent of 
sexual abandon" can heal the 
doctors' ailing marriage. Soon 
the two have three in-help, two 
children, a summer place in 
Westport and total alienation. 
Pity. Mr. Brome is keen at de-
scribing major surgery but 
hazy a t everything else. + 

Daniel Logan says you can. All intelligent 
human beings possess latent psychic ability, 
he believes — a "sixth sense" which, when 
cultivated, permits communication with the 
psychic world. 

Daniel Logan became aware of his own 
psychic talents while still in high school, 
where he was able to predict which boy 
would date which girl before either of them 
had ever thought of it. The talent frightened 
him and he tried his best to suppress i t In 
T H E R E L U C T A N T PROPHET, he describes 
how, despite a disillusioning youthful en-
counter with spiritualism (he exposes the 
tricks of many fake "mediums"), he never-
theless found himself pulled irrevocably into 
the psychic world. Since 
then, be has successfully 
predicted the Northeast 
power blackout, racial vio-
lence, the end o f the 1967 
drought, the exact point 
rise of a certain stock, and 
major events in the per- | | 
sonal lives of famous per 
sonalities. 

In T H E R E L U C T A N T PROPHET, Daniel Lo-
gan reveals for the first time how he has 
developed his extraordinary psychic powers 
— and how you may benefit by putting some 
of his experience to work in your own life. 
And Tie makes many new predictions, in-
cluding: war with China, the emergence of 
a "new Saviour," the end of Los Angeles, 
and others, equally startling. T H E R E L U C -
TANT P R O P H E T is an extraordinary account 
of one man's discovery and acceptance of 
his psychic faculties. N o matter what you 
believe or have believed in the past about 
psychic phenomena, y o u will read it with a 
growing sense of involvement and i n s i s t . 

[ « F R E E EXAMINATION COUPON mmm 

• To your bookseller or to 
Doubleday & Company, Inc. 
Dept. 8-NB-7 
Garden City, New York 11530 
Please send me. .copies of ITOE RELUCTANT 
PROPHET @ $4.95.1 understand I have two full weeks 
to decide whether to keep the book(s). If I wish, I 
may return them within that time and owe nothing. 
Otherwise, III be billed just $4.95 per copy, plus ship-
ping costs, as payment in full. 

N A M E -

ADDRESS-

CITY-

I SAVE: Enclose payment and we pay shipping costs. 
= Same return privilege guaranteed. 

Offer available only in the U.S-A. and Canada. 
WmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmJk 

Before you make 
that speech... 

. . . check The New York Times Index for back-
ground information on your topic. Capsule 
reports summarize events reported in The 
Times. . . provide data on thousands of sub-
jects, places, people. Ask for The New York 
Times Index at your library. 

"ON JUNE 24 THE TREASURY shut 
its windows lor redemption ot 
silver certificates. From now on 
such paper certificates will be 
fully redeemable in paper silver, 
just as international holdings of 
dollars will be convertibfe into pa-
per gold. Question. If the paper 
silver dollar is internationally 
convertible into the paper gold 
dollar, will paper become so much 
in demand that 
we'll have to 
convert - to pa-
per paper? 

For a free copy of 
Wm. F. Buckley's 
NATIONAL RE-
VIEW, write: 150 E. 
35 St., N. Y: 10016. 

'V i l iMff i i» . 0n ttMiesttc Issues, neponer. d0B.t J8U „j^ 
, President Johnsen? 
McCarthy: omy m a cracked-

¡ _ mirror." Vi. 
Tlii» u one of MUJ pithy, witty, thought-
ful quotations fro» the newest book on 
Eugene McCarthy — "Mc" — quotations, 
front the 1952 debate with Joe McCarthy 
through the 1968 primaries; biography, 
photos, commentary. 
Delphic Press, Betti Bidg., 
San Francisco 94-111. 
I enclose ( ) $1.50 for one copy of "Mc" 

( ) $5.00 for four copies 
dame 
Address 
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Fancy-Stepping Pragmatist 
(<Continued from Page I ) 

coming an honorary Girl Scout 
in 1965: "Well, gee! I'm just 
delighted. Just wait unto I get 
b^ck to Washington and tell 
the President about this!" 

To the U. S. Embassy staff in 
Saigon: "This is our great ad-
venture and a wonderful one 
it is." 

December of 1967: "Wher-
ever freedom is threatened in 
the world, there we will take 
our stand." A few days later: 
"We have no interest in becom-
ing the policeman of the world." 

Of course, everyone knows 
Humphrey talks too much, gets 
carried away and does things 
like throwing his arms around 
Lester Maddox (Hubert the Ex-
uberant, Sherrill calls him); his 
if «ends think that's part of his 
charm. But Sherrill goes fur-
ther: he argues that Humphrey 
is a weak and unstable man, so 
anxious to please everyone that 
he stands for nothing. Some of 
Sherrill's most damaging evi-
dence comes from friends of 
Humphrey, like Washington 

lawyer Joseph Rauh, who is 
quoted as telling the Vice Presi-
dent, after the latter had vig-
orously defended United States 
policy in Vietnam: "I know you 
believe in the war, and I would-
n't question your sincerity, but 
I believe if you were President 
you'd have us out of Vietnam 
m 90 days." 

However, Sherrill laughs at 
liberals like Rauh who think 
the "real" Humphrey—cham-
pion of the working man, seek-
er of international cooperation 
—would return if he became 
President; the hawkish, pro-
business "moderate" of recent 
years is the real Humphrey, 
Sherrill insists. 

One of the virtues of "The 
Drugstore Liberal" is that it is 
often great fun to read—un-
like Ryskind's solemn "Hubert." 
Sherrill has a knack for the 
barbed phrase (he calls the 
tear-prone Humphrey "the 
weeping hawk") and he can 
coat his indigestible theories in 
irresistible prose: "Humphrey 
has acted throughout his career 
as though he could hear the 

The Novelist as Journalist 
(Continued from Page 2) 

once said that a writer is con-
genially unable to tell the truth 
and that is why we call what 
he writes fiction. Hemingway 
apparently agreed. He said: 
"People who write fiction, if 
they had not taken it up might 
have become very successful 
liars." Norman Podhoretz just-
ifies the current preoccupation 
with the personal essay by 
claiming that objectivity as 
such does not exist This, he 
says, is a more or less tacit 
consensus of the intellectual 
establishment. Hence the per-
sonal comment (or diatribe), 
which attempts to do no more 
than state one man's point of 
view on a certain patch of ex-
perience. 

Pure objectivity of the meta-
physical variety is, I would be 
inclined to agree, an unattain-
able ideal. But this does not 
mean that it should be aban-
doned as an ideal for the jour-
nalist any more than we should 
stop trying to tell each other 
thejtruth because an awful lot 
of people in this world are 
liars. 

But the optimist in me sees 
even this as at worst only a 
blemish on the encouraging 
prospect of new literary free-
dom. If young writers will take 
full advantage of it, the good 
Will almost certainly drive out 
the bad. Ultimately I think we 
should aim at a true democra-
cy of letters. The article of 
pure reportage, the article of 
personal experience, the realis-
tic novel and the poetic novel, 
history viewed as drama and 
written as literature, the play 
and the poem, the movie script 
and even the television script 
should all have equal rights. 
There is no reason why a writ-
er cannot tackle any of them. 
He will not do them all equal-
ly well, and eventually he will 
narrow his field to what he 
does best. But even then he 
should have two or three strings 
to his bow, not only for eco-
nomic survival, but because 
each discipline can, if used pro-
perly, lengthen his creative life 
and hopefully deepen his con-
tribution to American liter-
ature. • 

hungry grunts of the Red wolves 
in the darkness, just to the rear, 
drawing closer, and he has 
lashed the horses of the Re-
public ' into an increasingly 
hysterical, walleyed flight." 
(Perhaps this is the place to 
note that a co-author, Harry 
Ernst, contributed to three of 
"The Drugstore Liberal's" nine 
chapters, but the book is surely 
destined to be thought of as 
Sherrill's.) 

Sherrill gives close attention 
to Humphrey's early political 
career, particularly his part 
in the 1948 purge of Com-
munists from Minnesota's Dem-
ocra tic-Farmer-Labor party. 
Sherrill believes that fewer Com-
munists were purged than radi-
cals and liberals, whom Hum-
phrey was willing to smear 
in order to make the party 
and himself "wholly accept-
able in the drawing rooms of 
the rich." 

Sherrill further pictures 
Humphrey as a compromiser on 
civil rights. Humphrey's famous 
no-compromise speech to the 
1948 Democratic convention was 

a fraud, he says, because Hum-
phrey's civil-rights plank pro-
vided nothing of substance for 
the Negro. He notes that not 
long after he arrived in the 
Senate, Humphrey was telling 
his Southern colleagues he had 
"learned a sense of patience" 
on civil rights. Not surprisingly, 
Sherrill finds many more in-
stances of compromise as Hum-
phrey moved into a leadership 
position in the Senate. 

Sherrill also finds examples 
of Humphrey's liberal crusad-
ing, but he minimizes them. 
Did Humphrey usually have a 
100 per cent A.D.A. rating for 
his Senate votes! Well, yes — 
but it doesn't take much to 
please A.D.A. Did Humphrey 
fight for disarmament and civil 
rights? Well, yes—but not so 
hard as he should have. Time 
after time, Humphrey is judged 
not against the standards of the 
Senate but against Sherrill's no-
tion of what the ideal Senator 
should be. It's a game Hum-
phrey can hardly win. Sherrill 
dedicates his book to I. F. 
Stone; he might have pondered 
Stone's 1964 judgment on Hum-
phrey: "No liberal in the Senate 
has been more effective." 

Both authors find many faults 
with Humphrey; neither says 
much about what is today his 
most conspicuous flaw: outside 
Minnesota, he's always been a 
political loser. In 1956 he 
sought the Vice Presidential 
nomination and finished fifth. 
In 1960 he lost the two pri-
maries to Kennedy. He hasn't 

exactly set the woods on fire 
in this year's primaries. It is 
Humphrey's questionable voter 
appeal, not the more elaborate 
sins attributed to him by au-
thors Sherrill and Ryskind, that 
must worry Democrats as they 
ponder a campaign against that 
well-known drugstore conserv-
ative, Richard Nixon. 

A closing thought on Robert 
Sherrill. "The Drugstore Lib-
e r a l is a better book than 
"The Accidental President," his 
1967 assault on LJ3.J.; and one 
can imagine Sherrill mining 
this vein indefinitely: "Nixon: 
The Carpetbag Candidate," 
"Reagan: The Grade-B Gover-
nor," and so on. Yet one sus-
pects Sherrill can do better. The 
best parts of "The Drugstore 
Liberal" aren't about Hum-
phrey at all, but are Sherrill'is 
angry digressions on what's 
wrong with America — the 
anti-Communist mania, the 
corporate greed, the inadequacy 
of the Roosevelt-Kennedy-John-
son domestic programs, and all 
the rest. 

Sherrill may yet become I f 
radical social critic of impor-
tance, a kind of ax-wielding 
Michael Harrington, but to do 
so he'll have to advance from 
these kamikaze attacks on in-
dividual politicians to more 
ambitious books that consider 
our social and political system 
in its perplexing entirety. 
There's just too mUch wrong 
with America to try to hang it 
all on Hubert Humphrey. • 

Pack something lignf 
this summer i 
\ Here's light reading to stimulate active minds on \ázf 
[days. Memorable humor and nostalgia,to help you get 
la way from it all. 

-Dear Doctor by Juliet Lowell. 
$3.95. "Dear Doctor: Please 
send me some good books on 
personal hygiene. I think I've 
got it." That's just a sample of 
the zany correspondence be-
tween patients and doctors col-
lected in the greatly-enlarged 
second edition of this best 
seller. Ilius. by O. Soglow, cre-
ator of The Little King. 

My Heart's in the Heather by 
Seon Manley. $3.95. " I am en-
chanted with My Heart's in the 
Heather—Seon Manley's record 
of Scottish girlhood in of all 
places New York's west 90's." 

-N.Y. Post 
"Each episode is a delight.. .The 
dialogue, especially between the 
sisters, is superb." 

—N.Y. Times Book Review 

Myself When Young by Karl 
Detzer. $4.95. "One of the 
finest pieces of Hoosier nostal-
gia since Theodore Dreiser 
wrote Hoosier Holiday...Detzer 
has packed the color, tang and 
essence of an era between the 
covers of his book... they flood 
out, mellow and pungent and 
p o i g n a n t . " — Indianapolis Star 

l ^ r F u n k & Wagnalls 380 Madison Ave., New York, N.Y. 10017 A Division of Reader's Digest Books, Inc. 
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The Hero of the Code 
All stories, if continued jar enough, 

end in death, and he is no true story-
teller who would keep that from, you. 

Ernest Hemingway, the storyteller who 
wrote those lines, was brushing his teeth. 
I t had been, his wife later recalled, a 
"calm, good-natured" dinner, and she was 
sitting in her bedroom in their house in 
Ketchum, Idaho, when an Italian song she 
had not thought of for years came, into 
her mind—Tutti Mi Chiamano Bionda 
(Everybody Tells Me I 'm Blonde). Mary 
Hemingway walked across the hall to her 
husband's room to sing it for him. "I 
said, ' I have a present for you.' He lis-
tened to me, and he finished cleaning his 
teeth to join me in the last line." 

Next morning, shortly after 7 a.m., a 
pajama-clad Hemingway went downstairs 
and from the gun rack took his favorite 
gun, which, like almost everything he 
owned, was not merely a thing but a 
ceremonial object. A twelve-gauge, 
double-barreled shotgun inlaid with silver, 
it had been specially made for Heming-
way. He put the gun barrel in his mouth 
and pulled both triggers. The blast blew 
his whole head away except for his mouth, 
his chin, and part of his cheeks. 

The small, quiet funeral took place four 
days later in the placid village cemetery of 
Ketchum. To the north, the peaks of the 
rugged Sawtooth Mountains were still 
capped with snow. To the east lay the 
lavish summer greenery of the Wood Riv-
er Valley. Around the rose-covered coffin 
gathered only about 50 people, mostly 
Idaho neighbors and some of Hemingway's 
always-varied circle of friends—a doctor, 
a rancher, a hotel man, a onetime operator 
of a gymnasium. "O Lord," prayed Father 
Robert Waldmann, pastor of Our Lady of 
the Snows Catholic Church, "grant to thy 
servant Ernest the remission of his sins. 
Eternal rest grant unto him, 0 Lord." 

Brooding Judgment. Mary Hemingway 
kept insisting that, somehow, her ' hus-
band's death had been an accident. Plainly 
it could not have been. Moreover, Hem-
ingway had been ill and depressed for a 
long time. His blood pressure was high, 
and his doctor suspected incipient diabe-
tes. His eating and drinking were re-
stricted—to shrink more than 40 lbs. from 
the bearlike physique in which he had al-
ways taken a small boy's pride. Literary 
visitors last winter found Hemingway in-
articulate and insecure, pathetical-
ly doubting not only his current creative 
powers but the value of all he had ever 
done. In two lengthy stays at the Mayo 
Clinic he got shock treatments for depres-
sion. Recently, the death of his friend 
Gary Cooper depressed him further. 

Suicide as a way of ending the story of 
a life had been much on his mind. 
Hemingway's physician father, also ill 
with hypertension and diabetes, had died 
by his own hand in 1928. Indeed, Heming-
way had brooded and passed judgment 
upon it in print. In For Whom the Bell 
Tolls, Robert Jordan thinks about his 

suicide-father, "that other one that mis-
used the gun," and calls him a coward. 
Elsewhere, Hemingway suggested that 
there was nothing cowardly in suicide—if 
used to hasten what otherwise might be a 
slow and messy death. Some years ago, 
his mother, as a present, sent him the 
Civil War pistol with which his father 
had shot himself. 

Dr. Hemingstein. There was a world-
wide seismic shock at Hemingway's death, 
even though for some years younger 
writers had stopped imitating the master 
stylist, and despite the fact that in the 
last two decades, Hemingway had pro-
duced only a near parody of himself, 

Ronn Jaques—Photo Researchers, Inc. 
ERNEST HEMINGWAY 

"No remedy for anything in life." 

Across the River and Into the Trees, and 
a small but immutable achievement, The 
Old Man and the Sea. For the rest, the 
legend engulfed the man, and he seemed 
bent on playing the part of a Hemingway 
character. 

From his earliest expatriate days, when 
he knew James Joyce and Gertrude 
Stein at Sylvia Beach's Paris bookshop, 
Hemingway plainly enjoyed being a celeb-
rity among celebrities. He went fishing 
with Charles Ritz, the Paris hotel man, 
and considered fighting a duel over Ava 
Gardner, whose honor somebody had in-
sulted. In Paris he invariably cultivated 
Georges Carpentier, the prizefighter turned 
saloon owner; in New York he befriended 
Restaurateur Toots Shor, and despite an 
often-expressed desire for privacy, went 
on the town with Gossip Columnist 
Leonard Lyons. He not only allowed but 
encouraged the world to turn him into a 
character. He had well-publicized talks 
about child care with Grandmother Mar-

lene Dietrich ("The Kraut") , jovially 
referred to himself as Doctor Hemingstein 
or Old Ernie Hemorrhoid ("The Poor 
Man's Pyle"), and talked of his literary 
prowess in prizefighting terms: "I trained 
hard and I beat Mr. De Maupassant. 
I 've fought two draws with Mr. Stendhal, 
but nobody is going to get me in any 
ring with Mr. Tolstoy unless I 'm crazy 
or keep getting better." 

But all this could not damage the work 
he had already done or lessen his world 
impact, which was, and is, incalculable. 

Stream of Sensuousness. For years, 
critics skimmed the dazzling prose surface 
of Hemingway and harped on his tough-
guy realism. In one of those flat-out 
statements that sometimes herald a major 
critical about-face, at least one U.S. critic, 
North Carolina State's E. M. Halliday, 
recently called Hemingway essentially a 
philosophical writer. His was, of course, 
never a formal but a sort of visceral phi-
losophy. But though he was leary of meta-
physical systems, Hemingway was really 
on a metaphysical quest. Without the 
customary marks of the intellectual, in 
fact often called anti-intellectual, he was 
nevertheless a tenacious observer of the 
crisis in belief and values which is the 
central crisis of Western civilization. 

His philosophy—essentially a profound 
pessimism about the human situation and 
a stoic sense of tragedy—grew out of war. 
Like many a child of the times, he was 
born twice, once in Oak Park, 111., on 
July 21, 1899, and a second time during 
World War I at Fossalta on the Italian 
Piave on July 8, 1918. At Fossalta, Hem-
ingway, who had switched from ambu-
lance driving to join the Italian infantry, 
was so badly wounded in a burst of shell-
fire that he felt life slip from his body, 
"like you'd pull a silk handkerchief out 
of a pocket by one corner," and then re-
turn. He emerged with 237 bits of shrap-
nel (by his own count), an aluminum 
kneecap, and two Italian decorations. I t 
was at Fossalta that he picked up a fear 
of his own fear and the lifelong need to 
test his courage. 

This experience might not have shaped 
the philosophic attitudes of his works if 
the entire climate of intellectual history 
had not prepared an audience for him. 
The 20th century was primed for a phi-
losophy of concrete things rather than 
abstract ideas, was ready for a psychology 
of sensations—for the brute fact, the tac-
tile thrill, the stream of sensuousness that 
inundate the pages of Hemingway. 

As a fledgling writer in Paris, Heming-
way intuitively felt a double betrayal of 
language and ideals. The first thing the 
Lost Generation lost was its faith in 
words, big words. Says Lieut. Henry, the 
hero of A Farewell to Arms: "I was al-
ways embarrassed by the words sacred, 
glorious and sacrifice and the expression 
in vain . . . I had seen nothing sacred, 
and the things that were glorious had no 
glory and the sacrifices were like the 
stockyards at Chicago if nothing was done 
with the meat except to bury it." The big 
words were false, and life itself was "just 
a dirty trick," as the dying Catherine 
tells her lover in the same book. Heming-



ERNEST AT EIGHT (FAR RIGHT) WITH FAMILY 
Father misused the gun; mother sent it to her son. 

way's image for man's plight in the uni-
verse was that of an ant colony on a burn-
ing log. There was no hope of heaven or 
sustaining faith in God. In the short story 
A Clean, Well-Lighted Place, there is a 
parody of the Lord's Prayer built on the 
Spanish word nada, meaning nothingness 
("Our nada who art in nada, nada be thy 
name"). In The Gambler, the Nun, and 
the Radio, the hero narrator decides that 
"bread is the opium of the people." 

Style for Its Own Sake. The pattern 
of what Alberto Moravia aptly calls Hem-
ingway's "ingenuous nihilism" was early 
set, but even Hemingway could not sus-
tain himself on nada, or on bread alone. 
If life was a short day's journey from 
nothingness to nothingness, there still had 
to be some meaning to the "performance 
en route." In Hemingway's view, the Uni-
versal moral standard was nonexistent, but 
there were the clique moralities of the 
sportsman or the soldier, or, in his own 
case, the writer. So he invented the Code 
Hero, the code being "what we have in-
stead of God," as Lady Brett Ashley puts 
it in The Sun Also Rises. 

The Code Hero is both a little snobbish 
and a little vague, but the test of the code 
is courage, and the essence of the code 
is conduct. Conduct, in Hemingway, is 
sometimes a question of how one behaves 
honorably toward another man or woman. 
More often, it is a question of how the 
good professional behaves within the rules 
of a game or the limits of a craft. All the 
how-to passages—how to land a fish, how 
to handle guns, how to work with a bull— 
have behind them the professional's pride 
of skill. But the code is never anchored 
to anything except itself; life becomes a 
game of doing things in a certain style 
for the sake of style, a narcissistic ritual— 
which led Hemingway himself not only to 
some mechanical, self-consciously "Hem-
ingway" writing but to a self-conscious 
"Hemingway" style of life. 

To raise the Code Hero to something 

like tragic dignity, x there had to be the 
risk of death. From Fossalta on, Heming-
way had death as an obsession; the bull-
fight gave it to him esthetically, as a ritual, 
with order and discipline. In Death in the 
Afternoon, he states his tragic creed flat-
ly: "There is no remedy for anything in 
life." His Winner Takes Nothing; his 
lovers lose all. His fictional stages are 
strewn with corpses. In To Have and 
Have Not, there are twelve, which com-
pares favorably with the Elizabethans. 
Nemesis, in the Hemingway tragedy, is 
bad luck. " I was going good," says Man-
uel, the gored bullfighter in The Unde-
feated, " I didn't have any luck. That 
was all." "Never fight under me," says 
Colonel Cantwell in Across the River and 
Into the Trees. "I'm cagey. But I'm not 
lucky." Even Santiago, the old fisherman 
in The Old Man and the Sea, says, " I 
have no luck any mpre." Under the bril-
liant physical surface in Hemingway there 
was always the metaphysical brooding, 
the glancing reflections on a destiny his 
characters keep telling themselves not to 
think about. 

What does not bear thinking about is 
what is going to happen. A Hemingway 
character does not make things happen; 
things happen to him. Hemingway's peo-
ple often seem like masochistic specta-
tors of their own doom. In The Killers, 
Nick Adams rushes to the boardinghouse 
room of the ex-prizefighter Ole Andreson 
to warn him that two gangsters are in 
town to kill him. "There isn't anything 
I can do about it," says Ole Andreson, 
lying on his bed and turning his face 
fatalistically to the wall. There isn't any-
thing any Hemingway character can do 
about his fate except to take it. 

Infantry of the Mind. The trouble 
with the metaphysics of chance is that 
it is too shallow for a true tragic destiny. 
Unlike the Greek and Elizabethan heroes, 
the Hemingway hero does not under-
stand his fate. It 's simply a dirty trick. 

The reader, in turn, is saddened without 
being purged, resigned without being rec?-, 
onciled to man's destiny. Wf 

Whatever Hemingway's merits or de-
merits as a thinker, he had the greatest 
technical command of English of any 
modern writer except Joyce. He performed 
a major operation on the English sen-
tence. He cut out the adjectives and 
prompting words that tell a reader how 
to feel and replaced them with spare, 
brisk monosyllables that he called the 
"ugly short infantry of the mind." Hem-
ingway spliced his images together like 
a film editor, so that the action was al-
ways advancing on the reader rather than 
the reader following the action. 

In For Whom the Bell Tolls, El Sordo 
on the hilltop is waiting to squeeze the 
trigger on an enemy, but it is the reader 
who sights along the rifle: "Look. With 
a red face and blond hair and blue eyes. 
With no cap and his moustache is yellow. 
With blue eyes. With pale blue eyes. 
With pale blue eyes with something wrong 
with them. With pale blue eyes that 
don't focus. Close enough. Too close. 
Yes, Comrade Voyager. Take it, Comrade 
Voyager." 

Though he relied on the common speech 
of the commonest men—race-track touts, 
prizefighters, soldiers—Hemingway wrote 
brilliant dialogue that was highly stylized, 
just as an X ray is a highly stylized pic-
ture of the body. It revealed more than 
it ever laconically said. Though he never 
went to college, he picked his prose teach-
ers well, starting with the King James 
Bible. His love of nature and the vernac-
ular, together with a kind of barefoot 
male camaraderie, linked him fraternally 
with Mark Twain and Huckleberry Finn. 
Hemingway was the first of the '20s ex-
patriates to knock on Gertrude Stein's 
door, and he learned the most. She taught 
him the impact of simple repetition and 
the rhythm of words. 

From Flaubert, whose bust he used to 

IN AFRICA, CIRCA 1 9 3 5 
A t times, a Hemingway character. 



salute while crossing the Luxembourg Gar-
dens to his Montparnasse flat, Heming-
way learned precision, the right word in 
the right place. But there is an emotional 
intensity in a random Hemingway sen-
tence that the teachers do not account 
for and the imitators and parodists never 
capture. The effect of "In the bed of the 
river there were pebbles and boulders, 
dry and white in the sun, and the water 
was clear and swiftly moving and blue 
in the channels" depends on a special 
quality of vision. Everything in Heming-
way is seen as it might be looked at by a 
man on the day he knew he would die. 

Grace Under Pressure. He never toyed 
with minor themes. He wrote of life and 
deat'h, of time and towns (which he called 
cities), and of the courage he liked to call 
"grace under pressure." He never had 
much stomach, or much head, for politics, 
and his literary reputation may wear the 
better for it, since nothing dates like a 
paper barricade. 

He once said: "Let those who want to 
save the world if you get to see it clear 
and as a whole." Seeing it clear and 
whole did not involve for him, as it did 
for Tolstoy, the high politics of a philos-
ophy of history. Iri War and Peace, Tol-
stoy speculates at length on whether he-
roes and leaders influence events or 
whether everything is impersonally deter-
mined like the rise and fall of tides. 
Hemingway had an underdeveloped social 
sense, and he put his characters in situa-
tions where society had already broken 
down. He pictured the social order as .dis-
order, a kind of natural catastrophe like a 
river in flood. The individual could save 
himself only by relying on himself. 

Of love, Hemingway wrote with pe-
culiar implausibility. The love affair in 
A Farewell to Arms is a kind of modern 
Romeo and Juliet. Most of the other love 
stories read like adolescent male fanta-
sies. In Hemingway there are only two 
kinds of women—the bitches like Mar-
garet Macomber who shoots her husband 
the moment he displays courage, and the 
somnambules like Maria, who sleepwalks 
into Robert Jordan's sleeping bag. Lady 
Brett Ashley is a special breed, a likable 
bitch. Ibsen's Nora wanted to be her own 
woman. Promiscuous, aggressive Brett, 
with her habit of calling everybody 
"chap," is both her own woman and her 
own man, with the fatal sterility of being 
able to give herself to no one. 

Among major modern U.S. writers, 
Hemingway showed more internal disci-
pline than Faulkner, who has ruined half 
his books with careless rhetorical obscuri-
ty, and more personal integrity than 
Fitzgerald, who potboiled and drank away 
the greatest natural gifts of the three as 
a novelist. Unlike Faulkner and Fitzgerald, 
Hemingway rarely dealt with the Ameri-
can scene after his early Nick Adams 
stories of hunting and fishing in the West. 
Internationally, Hemingway belonged with 
Eliot, Yeats and Joyce as one of the 
prime shapers of modern literature, but 
temperamentally he was more akin to 
that roving intellectual foreign legion of 
Malraux, Camus and Koestler, who sent 
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All stories end here. 

back communiqués from all the battle-
fronts of the 20th century consciousness 
and conscience. 

The Good Place. Will Hemingway pass 
the test of timelessness ? There are several 
good reasons for thinking so. Most of his 
short stories, The Sun Also Rises, A Fare-
well to Arms and The Old Man and The 
Sea have the internal inevitability of 
masterworks; no one can imagine them 
happening in some other way. The under-
lying theme is universal : natural man 
pitted against the mystery of the universe. 

T. S. Eliot once proposed a test for the 
lasting significance of a writer: "Some-
one said: 'The dead writers are remote 
from us because we know so much more 
than they did.' Precisely, and they are 
that which we know." Through his books, 
Hemingway is "that which we know" of 
World War I, the Lost Generation, the 
mystique of the bullfight, the Spanish 
Civil War. One can learn all of this with-
out knowing Hemingway, but once hav-
ing read him, one can never see these 
subjects again without some angle or tint 
of his vision. His best books exist at that 
rare level at which literature becomes 
experience. 

In Hemingway, experience is always a 
form of fate. I t tells of defeat and "the 
evil-smelling emptiness" of death. I t stirs 
memories of pleasure and desire, "of sun-
shine and salt water, of food, wine, and 
making love." Wherever he went, what-
ever he did, the fate Hemingway yearned 
for was deceptively simple and impossi-
bly serene—it was "the good place" Nick 
Adams „found on The Big Two-Hearted 
River: "He felt he had left everything 
behind, the need for thinking, the need 
to write, other needs. I t was all back of 
him. Now it was done. He was very tired. 
He had made his camp. He was settled. 

. Nothing could touch him. It was a good 
place to camp. He was there, in the good 
place." 



First from General Electric (1959)... a 
that became a better lamp 

G-E All-Weather Fluo 
shine brighter when mer 

1 
Mister Magoo says . . . "1959? A chilly year! Alaska 
joined the Union, and General Electric invented the 
All-Weather fluorescent. Happy birthday, All-Weather. 
Humph! Packaging experts! Who needs a wrapper on 
a Pool cue?" 

B \ O N ' T drop your cue, Mister Magoo. It's a specially 
SlJ jacketed All-Weather lamp, another first chalked up 
by General Electric. 

It wears that glass jacket to ward off winter wind and 
cold. Below freezing, it's the most powerful fluorescent 
lamp you can buy. 

General Electric developed this lamp because ordi-
nary fluorescents grow dim when the temperature 
dives toward zero. Often they lose 90% or more of 
th eir warm-weather light output. But the All-
Weather fluorescent T10J—a G-E exclusive—grows 
brighter the colder it gets! Use it where tempera-
tures sometimes drop below 40°F. 

You can use the T10J —or its companion lamp 
(T10) without the "storm window"—indoors or 
out. Examples: walk-in freezers, shopping 
centers, drive-ins, parking lots, street lamps, 
store fronts, airports, docks, signs, gas stations. 

Both come in 4', 6', and 8' lengths. Ask 
your G-E distributor to show you these two 
exclusive examples of General Electric 
lighting leadership. General Electric Co., 
Large Lamp Dept. C - l l l , NekT Park, 
Cleveland 12, Ohio. 

T^ogress Is Our Most Important Product 

G E N E R A L E L E C T R I C 
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AUTHORS: 

The Bell Tolls 
"I can't help you, kid. You write better 

than I did when I was 19. But the hell of 
it is, you write like me. That is no sin. 
But you won't get anywhere with it." 

The trouble was, as Ernest Hemingway 
well knew when he wrote that advice to 
an aspiring young writer in 1953, that 
for a generation, almost every fledgling 
American author wrote—at least for 
awhile—like him. More than any other 
novelist of his time, "Papa" dominated 
the nation's fiction. His lean, muscular 
prose, his clipped dialogue, his dramatic 
plots were often copied and often criti-
cized—but nothing he wrote could be 
ignored. In his best-known works, "For 
Whom the Bell Tolls" and "The Old Man 
and the Sea," Hemingway's narrative 
power reached sheer magnificence. 

But the legend that grew up around 
him depended on more than his novels, 
short stories, and other writings. Essen-
tially, it depended on Hemingway, the 
man. He once said: "Write about what 
you know." And he always followed that 
advice. He knew Hemingway and he 
wrote about Hemingway—the long suc-
cession of characters that stride through 
his pages are essentially the same: The 
man of courage and action that 
Hemingway wanted and tried to be. 

In time this figure of the Hemingway 

hero became almost a stereotype. Hard 
and self-demanding, ruthless when nec-
essary, Hemingway's heroes masked 
their inner gentleness and need for love. 
Life became almost the supreme virtue, 
its value heightened by the immediate 
presence on all sides of sudden death. 

Although this figure became almost 
legendary, Hemingway's hero-image 
captured the imagination of millions. In 
the U.S. his books hit the best-seller lists. 
In the Soviet Union he was the most 
popular American author. Millions who 
had never read his books, knew him 
through the vastly successful movies and 
TV plays based upon them. 

L e g e n d : Ultimately, stronger than 
any single character was the figure of 
Hemingway himself. His life was as 
dramatic as any novel. Home for him 
was many places: Michigan, Idaho, 
France, Spain, Italy, Cuba, places he 
had been and had written about. 

He was born in 1899 in a suburb of 
Chicago. His education, such as it was, 
was acquired in news rooms in Kansas 
City and Toronto. In 1926, while living 
in Paris, he wrote "The Sun Also Rises" 
and the legend was born. Overnight, 
Hemingway became the voice of "the 
lost generation." With that generation, 
he moved through World War I ("A 
Farewell to Arms"), the Spanish civil 
war, and World War II. By then, he was 
generally known as "Papa," a bearded, 
burly man who could joke and swear 
with the best of the soldiers and then 
retire to distill onto paper graphic 
images of their days of violence. 

Hemingway's first postwar book 
"Across the River and Into the Trees" 
flopped and snipers increased in number 
and courage. Then ; in 1952, he brought 
out "The Old Man and the Sea," an al-
most Biblical tale of the struggle of 
a single aging fisherman against the 
powers of fate and the ocean deep. The 
Nobel Prize for Literature which he 
won in 1954 cited him "for his powerful 
style-forming mastery of the art of mod-
ern narration." 

I l l n e s s ; Recently, Hemingway had 
published little. He continued to write, 
however, and had put at least three 
books, he said, "in a safe-deposit box and 
will bring them out when I need to eat." 

Last fall, and again this spring, he 
received treatment at Mayo Clinic, at-
tributed publicly to hypertension. Ac-
tually, he was receiving psychiatric care, 
and electric-shock therapy. 

Released last week, Hemingway drove 
with "Miss Mary" (his fourth wife, the 
former Mary Welsh) to his home near 
Sun Valley. Anxious to do some hunting, 
he got up early Sunday morning to clean 
the guns which had been his good com-
panions on many a stalk across the moun-
tain ridges. Somehow, his finger jarred 
the trigger. His head torn by a shotgun-
blast, Ernest Hemingway died. 

a Newsweek 



has been Kennedy's Chessman case." 
Democratic National Committee Chair-

man John Bailey, who flew over from 
the mainland—the first party chairman 
ever to attend a Governors Conference-
offered advice, but no reassurance. Con-
gressional election prospects for 1962 
were unfavorable, he reported. And, 
closer to home, there were 37 governor-
ships (23 now held by Democrats) up 
for grabs this year and next; only about 
fifteen seemed safe for the Democrats. 

Turning to Presidential politics and 
1964, Bailey proposed that the gover-
nors exercise their majority power to 
block New York's Gov. Nelson A. 
Rockefeller from becoming chairman of 
the conference. "No man who has 
avowed—or even unavowed—Presidential 
ambitions should be promoted that way," 
said Bailey righteously. 

Under the rules, it was the Republi-
cans' turn to select the 1962 chairman, 
and Rockefeller seemed to be their 
choice. But Bailey's choice was Gov. 
Wesley Powell, because, as he put it, 
"you can't go anywhere from being gov-
ernor of New Hampshire." 

The vote-shy Republicans gave up. 
Powell, who hadn't even planned to at-
tend, flew out to be elected chairman. 

In reprisal for this stratagem, the Re-
publicans tried to force through a strong 
civil-rights resolution that would embar-
rass Southern Democrats. But the wily 
Southerners had a ready defense. If the 
conference ever passed such a resolu-
tion, they said softly, their legislatures 
never again would vote funds for them 
to attend meetings, and there wouldn't 
be any more Governors Conference. The 
final version of the resolution, adopted 
unanimously, was no more offensive to 
segregationists than the Bill of Rights. 

S u p p o r t : The Democrats succeeded, 
too, in concealing their concern for Ad-
ministration foreign policy in a high-
minded resolution pledging support for 
the President in the days ahead, and the 
Republicans had to go along. 

Only one of the more than 30 resolu-
tions provoked any controversy, and even 
that had its stinger pulled. It endorsed 
Federal aid to education, but it was 
silent on the controversial question of 
subsidizing teachers' salaries. 

Stung by the Democratic power plays, 
the sixteen Republican governors got 
together as the conference ended to 
organize themselves into a "Third Force" 
in the Republican Party, to meet peri-
odically (first session, next December), 
and speak out on issues in concert. Pre-
sumably, the unspecified First and 
Second Forces were the GOP National 
Committee and the Republican Congres-
sional caucus. But Democratic wags, not-
ing that Nelson Rockefeller was a prime 
mover in the Third Force, suggested 
that the others might be the Nixon and 
Goldwater wings of the Grand Old Party. 

July 10, 1961 
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Ritz Bar at cocktail t ime : A Daiqui r i 

HOTELS: 

Catch in the Rye' 
would 
PhoebJ 
when 
last Cl 

Everything was all right again this "Olj 
week and the liquor was flowing in smart.J 
Carlton House—elegant uptown off- since 
spring of the old Ritz-Carlton—on New mind 
York's Madison Avenue. But for all of 
last week there was no drink to be 
had in the pine-paneled Ritz Bar, the 
chichi Carlton Lounge, or the stately 
Ritz Room. 

The State Liquor Authority cracked 
down after a brawny prep-school foot-
ball player just three months under 
New York's legal age of 18 had been 
served a Daiquiri and a split of Bor-
deaux when he lunched in the Ritz 
Room with his 12-year-old sister. Ap-
parently sister told mother. And 
mother happened to be in a hassle 
with grandmother, who had proposed 
the treat in the first place. So mother 
blew the whistle. 

To the gleeful New York Post, it 
could have happened only to Holden 
Caulfield of J.D. Salinger's novel "The 
Catcher in the Rye." Under the 
double-punning headline, "The Catch 
in the Rye: Somebody Told Mother," 
The Post's Gene Grove sat down 
and parodied: 

"In case you don't live in New York, 
the Ritz Room is in this sort of swanky 
hotel, the Carlton House. It's one of 
those places that are supposed to be 
very sophisticated and all, and we go 
there quite a lot. 

"If you really want to hear about my 
lousy childhood and all that David 
Copperfield kind of bull maybe I'll write 
a book about it some time. But anyway, 
old Phoebe, my sister, and I live with 
my grandmother and she thought it 
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Humphrey is reported to have told a group of British 
parliamentarians on April 4. This immediately poses 
the problem of identifying "aggression/' in each case, 
to the satisfaction of others as well as ourselves. The 
nature of this problem, as it presents itself in Vietnam 
today, may be appreciated if we imagine a Vietnamese 
army fighting us Americans inside our own country. In 
that case, could the Vietnamese expect the world to 
believe them if they said it was we Americans who 
were committing aggression? 

Where Are the Limits? 

The claims that we have a mission to oppose "na-
tional liberation movements" anywhere and to oppose 
"aggression" anywhere are what raise most acutely the 
problem of establishing limits to the continuing exten-
sion of our military power and the accompanying ob-
ligations upon it. Wherever we successfully frustrate a 
"national liberation movement" or what we identify as 
"aggression," our success is likely to be accompanied, 
whether we wish it or not, by the permanent establish-
ment of still another piece of American empire upheld 
by American armed force. This appears to be already 
the case in Vietnam, where the state originally set up 
by the French may, in its dependence on us, become 
more than our ward, our satellite or puppet. 

This continuing expansion of our de facto empire 
could lead only ¿0 an increasing and irreversible over-
extension of our military power, with sinister implica-
tions for our own future. 

Is it too early, then, for us to be on our guard against 
the possibility that a day might come when the rest of 
the world, driven by fear and hatred, combined for the 
containment of an expanding American empire? 

The admiration and trust that Athens had inspired 
throughout the Greek World had brought it the support 
of allies who looked to it for leadership in the common 
defense of Greek freedom against the expanding Per-
sian empire. So it was that, by the time the Persian 
threat had been contained and dispelled, Athens found 
itself possessed of a power that it did not, then, prevent 
itself from using thoughtlessly in a succession of indi-
vidual decisions by which, at last, it reduced its allies 
to the status of satellites. When this unpondered course 
of action had finally, step-by-step, gone past the point 
of no return, an unhappy Pericles told his fellow Athen-
ians: "What you hold is, to speak frankly, a despotism; 
perhaps it was wrong to take it, but to let it go is un-
safe." In the end, the other states of the Greek world, 
driven by mounting fear of an Athens that threatened 
them all, combined to bring about the downfall of its 
empire and the permanent destruction of its power. 

In August 1943, Sir John Anderson, head of the 
Scientific Research Committee of the British War 

Cabinet, told Canadian Prime Minister Mackenzie King 
that the country which first succeeded in producing 
atomic bombs would have control of the world. Be-
ginning two years later, our experience of being the 
first country to produce atomic bombs proved that Sir 
John had overestimated what could be done with them. 
They could no more be used for realizing the normal 
range of our national objectives than, as one of my 
colleagues used to put it, a hand grenade can be used 
for killing mosquitoes in one's living-room. The use of 
nuclear weapons in Vietnam today, or in China or Rus-
sia, would surely unleash chaos. It would have a train 
of immediate political consequences that would lead to 
the breakdown of the world order on which we, no less 
than others, depend for the maintenance of our tradi-
tional institutions and way of life. Our living-room 
would be wrecked beyond repair. 

The political cost of using any kind of military force, 
except directly in self-defense, has steadily increased 
in the 20th century, and especially since the nuclear 
age began, with the consequence that its use in action 
has to be avoided except in the direst emergencies, and 
even then it has to be kept stringently limited. If our 
escalating military effort in Vietnam has failed to pro-
duce decisive results, while seriously darkening our 
reputation throughout the world, that is surely because 
our frustrated leaders overestimated the political effec-
tiveness of such means so employed. 

Any great nation's influence beyond its borders de-
pends on a delicate combination of force in reserve and 
the willing consent of others to the pursuit of its in-
terests and the realization of its objectives. Force used 
with discrimination and careful consideration of others 
can increase the element of consent. Used indiscrimi-
nately and arrogantly, it dissipates consent and there-
by may set off a downward spiral of consequences 
whereby the loss of consent increases the requirements 
for a use of force that still further dissipates consent -
until, like Athens, the doomed nation, which may once 
have enjoyed the consent of its world, comes to depend 
entirely on the force that, by itself, cannot save it. 

The danger to us, no less than to the rest of the 
world, resides in our vast and spreading power, which 
no longer appears quite as beneficent in the world as it 
did when it was clearly being used for the defense of 
liberty and civility against the expanding empires of 
other powers, rather than against native movements of 
national liberation in faraway lands. 

If we are to avert the danger, it will be because we 
have seen in time that the ideal applicable to a nation 
in our position is that of the gentle knight, who can 
afford to act with restraint precisely because he is 
strong, rather than that of the swaggering frontiers-
man who bases his standing in the community on 
demonstrations of his readiness with a six-shooter. 



STANLEY KAUFFMANN before and After Papa 

This collection of Ernest Hemingway's 
journalism* will comfort anyone with 
strong feelings about him, pro or con. 
Those who like him will be able to 
trace here the development of his eye 
and ear; they will recognize the sources 
of much in his fiction and they can 
admire its transmutation. Those who 
dislike him will be able to substantiate 
that h e was, f rom youth, a perennial 
youth; that he spent much of his life 
flopping on the beach like a struggling 
whale stranded between the seas of 
war, pretending that tiny pools like 
bullfighting and big-game hunting gave 
him equivalent opportunities. 

At the risk of seeming impartial, 
which I am not, I think there is sub-

, stance in both views of Hemingway. I 
think he was a genius, and I cannot 
see why his c a r e e r - o r that of any 
a r t i s t - should be averaged out, like a 
sociological table. What finally matters 
is his best work. Hemingway's com-
prises a large number of stories and his 
two first extraordinary (though flawed) 
novels. This work was epoch-making 
and is, apparently, imperishable; more, 
it exemplifies a view of experience and 
£rt, a ruthless modernism, toward 
which much of literature had been mov-
ing, consciously and unconsciously, for 
a century. That is why he had such an 
overwhelming influence so quickly. 

On the other hand, relatively early in 
his career he became a public fool, a 
conscious "character," an undernour-
ished scavenger on his former self. Both 
views of him find some support in this 
new collection. 

Which was not supposed to exist -
at least as constituted here. The editor, 
William White, begins with a f rank 
quotation of Hemingway's statement 
that he did not want his early news-
paper articles republished. These arti-
cles, written through 1923, make up 
more than a quarter of this collection; 
the rest is "post - fame" magazine and 
newspaper work. White 's justification 
for disregarding the author's wishes is 
that Hemingway used much of the ma-
terial in his fiction anyway. Tenuous 

* By-line: Ernest Hemingway, Edited by William 
White (Scribner's; $8.95). 

though this logic is, I am glad tKat it 
satisfied White. Charles A. Fenton's 
The Apprenticeship of Ernest Heming-
way (1954), which referred to and 
quoted f rom those early articles, had 
whetted my appetite for this book. 
Now it is interesting to read some of 
them. That, I suppose, is the real test 
of the value of publishing marginalia: 
not whether it provides more grub for 
pedantic ferrets but whether it repays 
reading readers. 

White has been highly selective. He 
includes only 29 out of the 154 pieces 
that Hemingway wrote for The Toronto 
Star between 1920 and 1923 (doubt-
less many of the exclusions are justi-
fied, but I would like to have read ±he 
omitted Lloyd George interviews); 17 
of his 31 Esquire articles; nine of his 
28 dispatches on the Spanish civil war; 
all seven of his articles on China ! for 
PM in 1941; his six World War II 
dispatches for Collier's; some of his 
postwar sports stuff for various maga-
zines; his Look articles on his African 
plane crash, and some other odds and 
ends. I was glad not to see The Dan-
gerous' Summer,' the long bullfight 
chronicle he wrote for Life in i960. 

When one reads the early work of a 
man who later became an eminent 
artist, one tends to see in it too many 
presages, of his later qualities. But, so 
far as hindsight permits, I think some 
of the later Hemingway can be seen in 
the Star dispatches. I discount such 
touches as this paragraph from a Span-
ish article in 1922: 

"Vigo is a pasteboard looking vil-
lage, cobble streeted, white and 
orange plastered, set up on one side 
of a big, almost landlocked harbor 
that is large enough to hold the en-
tire British navy. Sun-baked brown 

•mountains slump down to the sea 
like tired old dinosaurs, and the 
color of the water is as blue as a 
chromo of the bay at Naples." 

This sort of writing is the splashy stuff 
of ' 'ace" journalism. But the, emerging 
Hemingway can be seen in such a line 
as this, from another Spanish dispatch 

in 1923: "It was very exciting, sitting 
out in front of a cafe your first day in 
Spain with a ticket in your pocket that 
meant that rain or shine you were 
going to see a bullfight in an hour and 
a half ." In 1923, before Hemingway 
was Hemingway, before he had altered 
the stylistic taste of his time, it took 
great calm nerve to write "It was very 
exciting" - just like that, with no fur-
ther fuss; and to plunk down the suc-
ceeding elements in that sentence one 
after another, almost coldly but with 
increasingly heating effect. Oh, yes, it 
seems common enough now. 

These early articles have some histori-
cal value, too. His account of a com-
merical airline flight f rom Paris to 
Strasbourg in 1922 has the quality of 
a contemporary newsreel. His descrip-
tions of the personalities at the, Genoa 
economic conference in 1922 are cut 
cleanly and quickly. His report on 
Mussolini, whom he met' in a group 
interview in 1923, is exceptionally 
prescient. Much of his later reporting, 
too, is incisive. In particular, his Chi-
nese articles are the work of a man 
who knew warfare, knew something of 
Chinese problems, and had an eye for 
character. (White says in his introduc-
tion that -these Chinese articles "were 
all written from notes made abroad 
after his return to New York." Never-
theless they are all datelined abroad, 
and in one of them Hemingway speaks 
of " the Burmese sun outside the hotel 
window as I write this." As this was, 
probably, written in the old Ritz on 
Madison Avenue, I think it must have 
amused Hemingway. It certainly 
amused me.) 

Some of those early articles are his-
torical in another sense. They contain 
comments about foreign places that 
are supposed to be eye-opening and 
awesome to the folks at h o m e - t h e 
roots of Hemingway's notorious travel 
snobbism. Forty years have outdated 
the intrepid explorer of byways in 
Spain and Turkey - more in tone than 
in facts. The only kind of travel writ-
ing that is possible today is travel 

(Continued on page 35) 



A 
dent Mobilization would plan for local 
campus activity during the week pre-
ceding the 15th. 

The Student Mobilization Committee 
helped to organize tens of thousands 
of people f rom the academic commu-
nity who joined the demonstrations in 
San Francisco and New York. The 
Committee helped to strengthen exist-
ing anti-war committees, and it built 
new anti-war committees on scores of 
unorganized campuses. Vietnam Week 
was endorsed by many different stu-
dent groups including SDS, the Mid-
Atlantic States Council YMCA, the 
Executive Committee of the Greater 
NY State Christian Student Movement, 
local sororities and fraternities, student 
body presidents and many professors. 

Half a million people joined the April 
15 mobilization making it the largest 
political demonstration in the history 
of the United States. Credit for that 
achievement goes to the thousands of 
people, in scores of organizations (in-
cluding the Communist Party) in doz-
ens of cities, who worked together, 
united in common effort to end the 
slaughter in Vietnam. 
At a time when the Johnson Ad-

ministration escalates the war, and 
levels assaults against the peace move-
ment as "giving aid and comfort to the 
enemy," as "prolonging the war," and 
as being "tantamount to treason," it 
is suggested that such respected jour-
nals as The New Republic, would bet-
ter serve the cause of peace, and better 
preserve the right to dissent by salut-
ing the efforts of the peace movement, 
and condemning utterly those who pro-
long the war, and seek to silence the 
opposition. Bettina Aptheker 

Berkeley, California 

N O T E S ON C O N T R I B U T O R S 

Stanley Moss is a poet whose book The 
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Kauffmann, from page 18 

hints, what your readers can do next 
summer when they are where you are. 

For me, this collection divides sharply 
in two: the material written before he 
became famous and the material writ-
ten later. The former not only displays 
his sources but it also certifies the 
courage of the break he made in his 
life. With a wife and a small child 
to support (it would have been cou-
rageous enough without them), he 
turned his back on an increasingly 
successful newspaper career to forge 
himself into a serious writer. This ac-
tion, especially in view of the radical 
change in style that he was advancing 
(not originating), is for me much more 
heroic than all the subsequent lion-
plugging and marlin-tugging, which is 
easier. 

The post-1933 journalism is, for the 
most part, sad, both in its lack of 
weight and its weightier revelation. 
Most of the Cuban and Key West 
writings, in which he unattractively 
builds the unattractive Papa character, 
are the empty motions of a writer who 
wants to keep busy to keep his eyes 
off the vacancies inside him. (I sup-
pose he also needed the money.) The 
Spanish w a r - t o put it b l u n t l y - r e s -
cued him temporarily, but soon again 
he sank into sports writing and that 
most facile species of Beautiful Prose: 
nature writing. All one needs for this 
work are adjectives of color and a 
basic conviction that man is especially 
corrupt when compared with trout and 
elk. 

As many have noted, Hemingway 
thrived on wars; but the Second World 
War arrived too late. The novel' that 
came out of it, Across the River and 
into the Trees, is, even to partisans, 
his least defensible work. His journal-
ism of that war is his nadir as cor-
respondent: 

"You love a lot of things if you 
live around them, but there isn't any 
woman and there isn't any horse 
that is as lovely as a great air-
plane, and men. who love them are 
fai thful to them even though they 
leave them for others. A man has 
only one virginity to lose in fighters, 
and if it is a lovely plane he loses 
it to, there his heart will ever be. 

And a P-51 can do something to 
a man's heart ." 

Wartime can do something to a man's 
head, but even so, it is hard to recon-
cile such writing with the author of 
"The Three-Day Blow." 

Let us draw a veil - a transparent one, 
to be s u r e - o v e r his latter-day affec-
tion for such American ornaments as 
Leonard Lyons and Walter Winchell. 

The prime effect of this collect ion-
both parts, before and after the Papa 
f i g u r e - i s to confirm for me the value 
of his posthumous book A Moveable 
Feast. Some have attacked this book 
as the work of a mean-spirited man. 
It is certainly the work of a m?u with 
meanness in his spirit. To me, who 
have just reread much of it (I wrote 
about it in this journal May 9, 1964), 
it now seems more moving than before. 
The journalism of the early 20's, with 
its combined feelings of power and in-
souciance, underscores the daring of 
the plunge he took from that platform 
of security; and the later journalism, 
most of it, emphasizes the gap between 
the young man and the old - and it is 
the consciousness of that gap that gen-
erates the pathos of A Moveable Feast. 
His last book shows us that he knew 
what had happened; much of this col-
lection shows it happening. Read in 
conjunction, these two books illuminate 
an artistic tragedy. 
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The Liberation of Gertrude Stein 

Though the Battle of France raged on, one 
could still find time to search out a celebrated 
American writer and expatriate. 

ÎJovcJluÛ 

by FRANK GERVASI 

/ ^ j ertrude Stein craved recogni-
I __tion, but got mostly notoriety, 

throughout a literary life that 
spanned the Teens, Twenties, and Thir-
ties, and ended with her death in the 
mid-Forties. She would have been im-
mensely pleased, therefore, by the 
critical acclaim accorded publication 
last year by Liveright of Gertrude Stein 
on Picasso and by the interest the hip 
generation showed in the Stein collec-
tion of modern paintings and drawings 
exhibited simultaneously at the Mu-
seum of Modern Art. She would have 
liked best of all, perhaps, the rather 
flattering biographical documentary 
broadcast at about the same time by 
the National Educational Television 
network. While watching this docu-
mentary, entitled When This You See, 
Remember Me, I saw and remembered, 
more vividly than I had thought pos-
sible, the Gertrude Stein I met in her 
wartime hideaway in France late in the 
summer of 1944. 

I owed the meeting to my friend 
Eric Sevareid, who organized the ex-
pedition that came to be known as "the 
liberation of Gertrude Stein." With 
about a hundred other correspondents, 
Eric and I had landed on the beaches 
between Toulon and Cannes with Gen. 
Alexander Patch's U.S. Seventh Army on 
August 15. After liberating Marseilles, 
our forces pursued the enemy up the 
valleys of the Rhone and the Isère to 
Grenoble. There the pursuit bogged 
down in the heavy rains and mud of 
an early mistral. Late August found 
the press corps bivouacked under can-
vas in the hills above the city, cursing 
the cold, the censors, and the unex-
pected vengefulness of the French. 
Frenchmen were killing Frenchmen 
everywhere in the liberated portions 

FRANK GERVASI is a veteran journalist and 
author. His latest book, Has Jerusalem 
Fallen?, is to be published by Hawthorn. 

of their country, and we had had our 
fill of slaughter in Libya, Egypt, Sicily, 
Italy, and Greece. Tobruk, Cassino, 
Anzio, and Crete were still f resh in our 
minds. 

In Grenoble, soon af ter we entered 
the town, I witnessed the execution of 
six young Frenchmen accused of hav-
ing collaborated with the Nazis during 
the German occupation. Tried and 
found guilty of treason by a drumhead 
court-martial, the men were blind-
folded, tied to steel uprights set in a 
row in the main square, and shot by 
an inept Maquis firing squad before a 
huge crowd of shouting, cheering citi-
zens. Three of the six died well, mean-
ing instantly, but three did not. To this 
day I see them sagging there on their 
stakes, twisting in agony. One even 
stood erect a f ter the ragged volley, 
shaking his head in seeming incompre-
hension. Then, for each, there were 
the coup de grâce and shouts f rom the 
crowd of "Vive la France!" 

The following morning, September 1, 
I was trying to convey to paper the 
horror of the scene in a dispatch for 
my magazine, Collier's Weekly, and 
was hoping that someone would in-
terrupt the process when Eric stepped 
into my tent and invited me to join 
him and two other correspondents in 
a search for Gertrude Stein. I accepted 
with alacrity, for not only was Eric's 
invitation a welcome interruption of 
the tedious business of writing a piece 
but I had recently met Ernest Heming-
way briefly in New York while I was 
on home leave before being assigned 
to the southern f ront in the Battle of 
France. I had formed an unfavorable 
opinion of him as a person—I thought 
he strove harder than necessary to as-
sert his manliness—and looked for-
ward to hearing what his onetime 
friend and mentor might have to say 
about him. 

Gertrude Stein and Alice Toklas, 
Eric said, were known to be living in-
cognito in the vicinity of Belley, well 

to the northeast of Grenoble, but no 
one knew exactly where. Eric had ca-
bled his office in New York to ask Miss 
Stein's publishers, Random House, 
where she might be found, but in the 
cabled reply the town's name was 
hopelessly garbled. Nonetheless, Eric 
and I set out the next morning in a 
command car containing the driver, 
Sgt. William B. Druggan of Boston 
(who admitted he had never heard of 
"this Stein broad"), Price Day of the 
Baltimore Sun, and Newbold Noyes 
of the Washington Star. None of us 
could remember anything Stein had 
ever written except The Autobiography 
of Alice B. Toklas, and could quote 
only "A rose is a rose is a rose," and 
"Pigeons on the grass alas." The four 
of us were fully aware of the fact, 
however, that we were on our way to 
meet an authentic genius, the inventor 
of "Steinese," who had influenced sev-
eral important writers of our time, 
among them Hemingway and Sher-
wood Anderson, and who was a close 
friend and early patron of yet another 
giant, Pablo Picasso. 

Our route lay through some of 
France's most enchanting pay-

sage, along swift, clear streams abound-
ing with trout, and past sweet-smelling 
fields alive as a painter's palette with 
the colors of wildflowers. Tall cotton-
woods and poplars lined the roads, and 
the air was heady with the fragrances 
of wet grass, damp earth, and the 
smoke of distant fires. The war sud-
denly became a faraway thing, espe-
cially when we entered the deep, green 
silence of the Vercors. 

Soon af ter entering this heavily for-
ested, sparsely populated heartland of 
the French Resistance (here Jean Brul-
ler had founded the underground pub-
lishing firm of Les Editions de Minuit, 
for which he wrote, under the nom de 
plume Jean Vercors, The Silence of the 
Sea and other scathing denunciations 
of France's German tormentors and 



their French collaborators), we encoun-
tered an American jeep going in the 
opposite direction. The vehicle drew 
up alongside, its occupants eying us 
suspiciously. They were Pvt. John 
Schmaltz, who was driving, and Lt. Col. 
William 0. Perry, of the Forty-seventh 
Infantry, who wanted to know "where 
the hell" we thought we were going. 
He laughed heartily, and was snicker-
ingly seconded by Schmaltz, when we 
told him we were on our way to Belley 
to try to "liberate" Gertrude Stein. One 
of our group said something about be-
ing en route to a "scoop." 

"Forget it," the colonel roared. "Ger-
trude Stein's already been liberated— 
by goddamn near the whole United 
States Army. We spent the night at her 
home—in beds the Germans had slept 
in only a few nights ago." 

Somewhat crestfallen, we listened as 
Colonel Perry related the details. Miss 
Stein, he said, lived in Culoz, a few 
miles from Belley. She and Alice and 
their dog, Basket II, had arrived in 
Belley in a taxi the day before, found 
the town full of Americans, and then 
had a grand reunion with them at the 
hotel where some of our officers were 
billeted. The colonel had driven Ger-
trude and Alice and the dog home in 
his jeep that evening. He and his 
driver had stayed for supper, talked 
until well past midnight—"She asked 
a million questions about America," 
the colonel said—and remained over-
night. 

The colonel traced the route to Culoz 
on our map and advised us to hurry. 
"If you do," he said, "you might make 

it in time for lunch, and those girls 
sure know how to cook. They set a 
swell table. By the way, do any of you 
know Hemingway, Van Vechten, or 
Sherwood Anderson? She kept asking 
about them, Miss Stein did." 

This puzzled us. Anderson had died 
early in the war, in 1941. Was it pos-
sible that Gertrude Stein did not know 
of his death? Or had Colonel Perry 
confused Anderson with Bob Sher-
wood, who was very much alive and 
well at the time and active in propa-
ganda work? We would soon know. 

We found Culoz without difficulty, 
though we did have to detour around 
several bridges that had been blown 
up by the Maquis to delay the retreat-
ing Germans so that they might be 
trapped and slaughtered in the Ver-
cors. At the foot of the main street of 
the tiny seventeenth-century hamlet, 
we met the Mayor, Justin Hey, thin, 
bright-eyed, with a grayish-white, to-
bacco-stained mustache. He wore a 
bowler hat and black bow tie, and car-
ried a stout cane, and personally es-
corted us to the home of "Madam 
Stayn," the Château La Colombière, an 
old, two-story gray house with a grace-
ful roof, set in a well-tonsured garden 
alongside a crystalline stream that ran 
volubly through Culoz and provided, I 
later learned, the townlet's drinking 
water as well as power for its flour 
mill. 

We came upon Gertrude Stein and 
Alice Toklas as they were about to sit 
down to lunch with two friends, a hus-
band and his wife, by the name of 
Schwab, he very professorial in a 

winged collar and she very schoolmis-
tressy in a plain gray dress. Alice fluted 
out orders to an elderly servant, and 
soon lunch for four became lunch for 
eight, with Bill Druggan assigned to 
the kitchen of a nearby house where, 
it developed, he drank more vin de la 
victoire than was good for him. 

Gertrude Stein was seventy when she 
waddled voluminously across the pol-
ished living room floor, spread her 
arms in a welcoming embrace, and 
clamped them about me, nearly crush-
ing my ribs, saying over and over again, 
"You don't know how glad I am to see 
you." Never having met her before, I 
was a little taken aback, but managed 
to remark at the strength in her arms, 
which felt hard and well-muscled. She 
looked a strong, healthy peasant wom-
an of no more than fifty, 

"I've been working hard," she ex-
plained. "Gardening, chopping wood, 
helping Alice with the chores, and 
walking. My, what a lot of walking I've 
done these years." 

What about writing? 
"Oh, yes, yes, yes. But later. We'll 

talk about that later. Now, let us have 
lunch." 

Lunch was a delicious soup of vege-
tables, followed by omelets, a splendid 
lettuce salad, a chocolate soufflé, and 
strong black coffee served in tiny cups 
as fragile as Alice, who did little talk-
ing during the meal. She let Gertrude 
Stein carry the conversation, though 
her deep-set dark eyes followed every 
word, and looked penetratingly at each 
face, seeming to note every expression. 

(Continued on page 57) 
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Gertrude Stein 
Continued from page 14 

She was every bit as frail and as mag-
nificently ugly—her hair was stringy 
and as untidy as an unkempt wig, and 
her upper lip was faintly fuzzy—as 
photographs I had seen. 

The surprise was Gertrude Stein. I 
had heard and read much about her 
unwomanliness and her lesbian rela-
tionship with Alice. I found them both 
quite womanly, especially Gertrude 
Stein. She had a kindly, inquiring face, 
merry eyes indeterminately brown, and 
a strong mouth and nose. Her graying 
black hair was cropped close and 
combed mannishly, but her principal 
fea ture was her voice, which was musi-
cal, pitched low and smooth as f resh 
cream. 

She was full of questions about Hem-
ingway, whom she obviously disliked, 
and Thornton Wilder and Carl Van 
Vechten, both of whom she equally 
obviously adored. She wanted to know 
their whereabouts, and what they were 
doing. Yes, she had heard about Sher-
wood Anderson's death, but what was 
Bob Sherwood up to these days? I was 
able to inform her that Papa Heming-
way, a f te r sitting out the war in the 
waters off the Florida Keys, had recent-
ly been hired by my magazine to cover 
the nor thern f ron t in the Battle of 
France, and that Bob Sherwood was in-
volved with the War Writers ' Board 
and similar activities, but I knew noth-
ing about Wilder or Van Vechten. 

But we were full of questions about 
her four years under the Nazis, and 
Gertrude Stein did most of the talking 
thereafter . She told us that in her opin-
ion not all of the Vichy people were 
bad, though some of their leaders were 
evil men who collaborated freely with 
the Germans. She had no kind words 
for the French Vichy Militia, but for 
the most part , she said, the French 
civil servants and functionaries "and 
everyone generally" were in the Maquis 
or the FFI and "fooling the Germans 
the whole of the time." 

As an American, and a Jewess to 
boot, she might have been fa i r game 
for the Gestapo, but the French officials 
never allowed the enemy to discover 
her identity. Three times, she said, she 
had had German officers quartered in 
her house as unpaying guests, but had 
let her servants deal with them—ser-
vants with wonderful names like 
Olympe and Clothilde—and when she 
personally had had to speak with them, 
her unwanted guests never caught her 
un-French accent. 

"But once I had an Italian ma jo r and 
his aide-de-camp as guests," she re-
called. "The m a j o r noticed my accent, 
but he didn't give me away as an Ameri-

can, which goes to show the difference 
between Italians and Germans in more 
ways than one." 

After lunch, Gertrude Stein drew me 
aside and asked me if I knew Bennett 
Cerf. I said I did, adding that I was 
certain he was panting to publish 
whatever she had writ ten during the 
Occupation. I also told her I thought 
my magazine might be interested in 
publishing excerpts f r o m her work, or 
a special article or two. She said that 
as a mat te r of fact she had a manu-
script ready; Alice was typing the last 
pages. Would I see to it that the manu-
script reached Bennett Cerf? I said I 
would be delighted, and asked her per-
mission to show it first to the editors 
of Collier's. She agreed, and told me to 
re turn the following day to get the 
manuscript . It would be ready, she 
said, even if Alice had to type all night. 

The manuscript she handed me the 
next day was entitled Wars I Have 
Seen. I t s final sixty-five pages contain, 
in my humble opinion, some of the 
best writing Gertrude Stein ever pro-
duced, relating the story of the arrival 
of the Americans as liberators of her 
country of residence and of her redis-
covery, through them, of the depth of 
her affection for the America of her 
birth. I shepherded the manuscript 
through a series of puzzled, semiliter-
ate censors, and sent it on to Collier's, 
whose myopic editors failed to appre-
ciate its literary value. I t eventually 
found its way to Bennett Cerf and pub-
lication under the impr imatur of Ran-
dom House. 

Over lunch that last day, Gertrude 
Stein talked a lot about Hemingway, 
the high hopes she had entertained 
about his talents as a creative artist , 

and her gradual disillusionment. I did 
not make notes that day, but I distinct-
ly remember her saying that in her 
opinion Hemingway was less an art is t 
than a seeker a f te r success. "Success, 
success, success," she said. "That was 
what drove him, not a search for 
t ruth." She was sure, fur thermore , that 
Hemingway was tormented by a death 
wish. How right she was. She also said 
Hemingway lacked courage. I think 
she used the word "yellow," but I could 
be mistaken. 

On parting, Gertrude handed me a 
closed, unsealed envelope. "This," she 
said, "is for you. Don't read it now " 

On my way back to Grenoble that 
af ternoon, bouncing along in a jeep 
beside a Press Office driver, I with-
drew f rom the envelope nine pages of 
Air France airmail paper. Gertrude 
Stein had written a ballad commemo-
rating our meeting, and I knew then 
that the deep affection that I had so 
quickly developed for her was recipro-
cated. I grieved when she died in 1946. 

Years later, when I was based in 
Rome, Alice Toklas sought me out, and 
we also became friends. I have often 
wondered why it is that she and Ger-
t rude Stein continue vivid and full-
bodied in the darkening gallery of my 
memory, whereas the scores of other 
famous personages I encountered dur-
ing the violent decade that spanned 
the Ethiopian War, the Spanish Civil 
War, and World War II—presidents, 
dictators, power-hungry politicians, 
even a couple of kings—have become in 
remembrance dim, duodimensional fig-
ures. I have concluded that it is because 
those two women were genuine human 
beings, loving and lovable, and endowed 
with the gift of friendship. 

"Eureka! I've just dreamed the impossible dream." 
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ceived eighteen days before publication, we for-
ward all mail received in answer to box numbers. 
Mail to be called for at this office will be held 30 
days only. Address Classified Department, Satur-
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MANUSCRIPT TYPING. Also tapes. Ambassador Office 
Service, 10 East 49th Street, NYC 10017. PLaza 5-1127. 

MANUSCRIPTS PROFESSIONALLY TYPED. Tape re-
cordings transcribed, STILLMAN ASSOCIATES, 1394 
Third Avenue, NYC 10021, TRafalgar 9-9177. 
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furnished. Box C-773. 
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write, rewrite, research, edit. Any subject, media, style. 
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for lists. Editions. Desk SR. Boicevllle, N.Y. 12412. 
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SAVE TO 84% on publishers' overstocks. Free catalogue. 
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Booksellers, 1242 Broadway, Toledo, Ohio 43609. 
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LIBRARY wants to sell reprint set of Paulys Real-
encyclopadie der classischen alterums-wissenschaft. All 
offers considered. Condition impeccable. For details, con-
tact Box D-68. 
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OUT-OF-PRINT 

YOU NAME IT—WE FIND IT. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
INTERNATIONAL BOOKFINDERS, Box 3003-S. Beverly 
Hills, California 90212. 

TAINTER'S CHICK BOOKSHOP, Temple, N.H. Books 
on anything and everything. Try our search service for 
that certain book. 
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663 Fifth Avenue, NYC 10022. 

FOR THE FEW who appreciate delicate nature etchings, 
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bargain prices. For free subscription write: Dept. SRC, 
The Record Hunter, 507 5th Avenue, NYC 10017. 

FREE 64 PAGE CATALOGUE offers hundreds of record-
ings of rare Renaissance, Baroque and Classical music. 
Introductory records as low as $1.00 each! All late 
recordings. In Stereo only. MHS Records, Box 932-SR, 
New York 10023. 

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 

NEUPERT HARPSICHORDS, CLAVICHORDS. Oldest, 
finest. Free catalogue. MAGNAMUSIC, Sharon, Connecti-
cut 06069. 

HARPSICHORDS with the most beautiful sound, from 
North America's leading makers. For brochure send 25« to 
SABATHIL & SON 1084 Homer, Vancouver, B.C., Can-
ada, or John Allen, 500 Glenway, Bristol, Virginia 24201. 

PIANO MUSIC you can play well you can play better 
on a Bechstein. Piano Imports, John Wanamaker Phila-
delphia, Pennsylvania 19101. 

BURTON HARPSICHORDS—Professional instruments in 
kit form, Burton Jacks (patented), $195 to $650. Write 
Herbert W. Burton, 917 " 0 " Street, Box 80222 (S), 
Lincoln, Nebraska 68501. 

NEUPERT AND SABATHIL HARPSICHORDS. Financing 
available. John W. Allen, 500 Glenway, Bristol, Virginia 
24201. 

MUSIC 

MUSIC FOR RECORDERS. Elementary to advanced. Send 
for interesting list. Consort Music Inc., P.O. Box 371, 
Hicksville, New York 11802. 

BACK NUMBERS 

SATURDAY REVIEW is offering for sale a few extra 
bound volumes, in good condition. $10.00 per book. Avail-
able years: 1963 (July-December, bound in one book); 
1964 (January-June, in one book); 1965 (January-
December, in two books); 1966 (January-December, in 
two books); 1968 (January-December, in three books). 
If interested, please call 212-983-5575. 

BACK DATED MAGAZINES! Send needs. Midtown, Box 
917-SR, Maywood, N.J. 07607. 

LANGUAGES 

WORLD PEACE REQUIRES ESPERANTO. Text, record 
loaned Free. Esperanto Library, Dept. SR, Middleton, 
Wisconsin 53562. 

COLOR SLIDES 

35mrn COLOR SLIDES, 10,671 individually sold, de-
scribed encyclopedia-catalogue. 10*. Wolfe Worldwide, 
Dept. 7-81. Los Angeles, California 90025. 

SPORTS EQUIPMENT 

LIGHTWEIGHT BACKPACK and mountaineering equip-
ment. Imported, Domestic Canoes and Kayaks for day 
trips, voyageuring, or whitewater. Free catalogue. Moor 
& Mountain, Dept. 42, Main Street, Concord, Massa-
chusetts 01742. 

INSTITUTES 

MANAGEMENT DEVELOPMENT. Programs for Educators. 
YBMI, 703 Market, San Francisco 94103. 

TEACHER INSTITUTES 

PRESCHOOL PERCEPTION DEVELOPMENT. Correspond-
ence course based on "A Sensory-Motor Approach to 
Music Learning" (MCA Music). Carabo-Cone Method 
Teachers Association, Carnegie Hall Building. NYC, 
10019. 

SCHOOLS 

HIGH SCHOOL STUDENTS: Three Vermont schools now 
offer joint opportunity to study on each of three campuses 
plus four weeks in Europe, all within September-May 
academic year at regular $3,500 tuition. Chance to 
specialize one term in program cf your choice: language, 
ecology, drama, etc. Write: Vermont Tri-Campus Option, 
Craftsbury Common, Vermont 05827. 

RIVERWOOD—Boarding students determine their own 
program. Friendly people and woods. Apprenticeship/ 
community involvement available in Atlanta. Box 512, 
Decatur, Georgia 30034. 

HEIFER HILL SCHOOL—Humanistic, coed, ages 12 
through 16. Program integrates work, study, travel. Farm 
setting, small enrollment. P.O. Box 202, Brattleboro, 
Vermont 05301. 

GLEN SPRINGS ACADEMY, Watkins Glen, N.Y. 14891. 
Farm. Intermediate-High-Prevocational. 

YOU NEED TO FIND A SCHOOL where you count, 
where green fields and great trees abound, where much 
that is new and some that is old are important! This is 
SANFORD SCHOOL. (A coeducational resident and day 
school.) Admissions Secretary, Box 110, Hockessin, 
Delaware 19707. Tel. 302-239-5263. 

VERSHIRE SCHOOL—Coed secondary school combining 
pioneering (our 4th year), scholarship, adventure, work, 
creativity. Staff background Foreign Service, business, 
education Peace Corps. Blending also Peace Corps 
approaches (study in Mexico, Europe) and imagination 
with desirable traditional goals. Near Dartmouth. Mag-
nificent scenery. Thirty horses and indoor riding ring . . . 
all very secondary to warm, outstanding education. 
Vershire, Vermont 05079. 802-685-4547. 

WE REACH THEM . . . and We Teach Them. A fresh, 
challenging, college preparatory program. Indoor and out-
door laboratories. In Michigan's North Woods—great 
ski country! Low teacher-pupil ratio, individual attention. 
Since 1929. Coeducational, country boarding schools, grades 
9-12. The Leelanau Schools, Box 12. Glen Arbor, Michigan 
49636. 



Letters to the Editor 
Peace Study 

A WELCOME contribution to the understand-
ing of how peace must be taught step by 
step is Harold Taylor's "A Curriculum 
for Peace" [Si?, Sept. 4]. Although Mr. 
Taylor describes the International Peace 
Academy's two courses—at Vienna in 1970 
and at Helsinki in 1971—as small steps, 
we are inclined to regard as a large step 
the recognition that peace education and 
peace research are prerequisites for any 
peaceful progress among nations. We are 
reminded that hundreds of times as many 
dollars are spent on research in the physi-
cal sciences as in the behavioral sciences. 
Until we put much more effort into the 
latter—as the International Peace Acad-
emy is bravely doing—we cannot expect 
to understand how conflicts and tensions 
arise, much less how to resolve them in a 
non-violent way. 

We are grateful to Indar Jit Rikhye and 
the prophetic staff of the IPA for their 
original work in this field. At the same 
time, we -suggest that every nation indi-
vidually shares the responsibility to pro-
vide opportunities for its citizens to be-
come educated in methods of dissolving 
conflict non-violently. 

To this end, some years ago we pro-
posed the establishment of a National 
Peace Academy with the same stature as 
our military academies, using Mr. Taylor's 
thesis that our young people must be as 
well educated in the field of peace as in 
the skills of war. 

Indeed, a bill for such an academy was 
presented to the last Congress and will 
soon be reintroduced. Concerned citizens 
who see the imbalance in our official 
education in the war/peace field would 
do well to contact their legislators at once 
requesting establishment of such an 
academy. 

It would ill behoove the United States 
to be last among nations to discover that 
peace doesn't just happen. Peace is built 
on a continuing process of education that 
demonstrates the method of dissolving 
conflicts non-violently. 

DAN AND ROSE LUCEY, 
Committee for a National Peace Academy, 

Oakland, Calif. 

Suburban Salvation 

RE: "Statehood for Cities: The Impossible 
Dream" by Richard Reeves [Si?, Sept. 4]. 
While I am in agreement with Richard 
Reeves's thesis that statehood for cities 
is the impossible dream for the impos-
sible, intolerable, and irrational larger and 
older cities of this country, I would sug-
gest he has overlooked a basic contradic-
tion in his article. He condemns so-called 
exclusionary zoning as a suburban device 
that has overloaded downtown with peo-
ple and problems, but he overlooks that 
it is just such legitimate planning tools 
that have enabled some of the suburbs to 
exclude the errors of the older cities. 

While their inhabitants "are reacting to 
dirty density in the same way as white 
mice," the smaller, more suburban satel-

lites that have proscribed higher densi-
ties and their attendant ills through good 
planning have proven the validity of 
Reeves's prescription for the salvation of 
the city. It is only these suburban com-
munities that have exhibited a healthy 
dose of decentralization, relative popula-
tion stability, "green belts," and a sense 
of community. It is hoped that they will 
persist in their progress toward—and 
through—good planning, despite the fad-
dish condemnation of such constructive 
devices as zoning as somehow suspect, 
"a lousy idea whose time seems to have 
come." 

J O H N CARL BROGDON, 
Mayor Pro Tem, 

Culver City, Calif. 

Poor "Love Story" 

I N RESPONSE TO Roberta Teale Swartz's 
comments on Love Story [LETTERS TO THE 
EDITOR, Aug. 14], her defense is representa-
tive of an even more serious problem than 
her own charge of critics' misinterpreting 
the story. To attribute dignity or kathar-
sis to a "tragedy" such as Love Story is 
to place value upon those popular stories 
or movies in our culture that provide a 
cheap, superficial, vapid, cliche-ridden 
substitute for works of art genuinely rich 
and rewarding in their content. 

As an English teacher, I have time and 
time again experienced the reward of hav-
ing students realize the real depth and 
significance of such great tragedies as 
Romeo and Juliet and Oedipus Rex. To 
talk of redeeming qualities in such an 
overwhelmingly flawed work as Love 

Story is not only to waste one's best ef-
forts at analysis better spent elsewhere 
but to create the illusion among young 
and old alike that works such as Love 
Story do indeed represent a high level of 
quality and literary perceptiveness that 
can perhaps help answer some of our most 
pressing problems. 

If Love Story does provide apparently 
viable answers to the American people, 
then we are all in more serious trouble 
than anyone has yet realized. 

P H I L I P S . MORSE, 
College of Education, 

University of Rochester, 
Rochester, N.Y. 

Rosey No Posy 

RE: "The Liberation of Gertrude Stein" 
by Frank Gervasi [Si?, Aug. 21]. My friend 
Frank Gervasi misquotes Gertrude Stein, 
who wrote: "Rose is a rose is a rose"— 
not "A rose. . . ." Moreover, she once told 
my brother Gilbert that "Rose is a person, 
not a flower," which totally changes the 
meaning. 

GEORGE SELDES, 
_HartIand-4-Corners, Vt. 

BAFFLED by Frank Gervasi's geography, I 
wonder that he ever found Gertrude Stein. 

Belley and Culoz are almost directly 
north of Grenoble, beyond the Grande 
Chartreuse. When I lived in Grenoble in 
1955, the Vercors was southwest of the 
city, in the direction of Die, surrounding 
the marvelous cliff-hanging town of Pont-
en-Royans. It seems doubtful that the 
mountains or their name had changed in 
eleven years. 

HALSEY STEVENS, 
Chairman, Department of Composition, 

University of Southern California, 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

"Janice says she's happy and getting along fine. She has left 
Philip and is living with an anarchist who left a commune, 
but she doesn't mention his name . . . and she wants 
us to send her a thousand dollars, and that's about all." 



$6.95, now at your bookstore * ~ > * z^ « ^ ^ 

McCall Books A DIVISION 

SATURDAY REVIEW PRESS 
230 Park Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10017 

bv RACHEL CARSON 
A u t h o r o f Silent Spring, The Sense of Wonder, a n d o t h e r h o o k s 

RACHEL 
CARSON 

brings you the 
mysterious and 
changing world 

between the tides, 

in a lovely book, enhanced 
with 50 beautiful photographs 

Along the Atlantic shore, north of Cape Cod, 
there's a world of life between high tide and 
low. You can see it when the water draws back 
- a shimmering, wiggling universe of plants 
and animals, struggling to find food, to evade 
their natural enemies, and to hold on to their 
primitive lives. There are the snails, and the 
moonjellies, the gulls and the green sponges 
which carpet a cave that "was old 300 
million years ago." 

The Rocky Coast, which first appeared as 
a chapter in Rachel Carson's classic, The Edge 
of the Sea, describes the rugged, often brutal 
beauty of the glacier-carved terrain. Fifty 
color and black-and-white photographs by 
Charles Pratt, fifteen drawings by Bob Hines, 
and Miss Carson's eloquent words together 
offer a memorable picture of this seemingly 
barren place where nothing should be able to 
survive, yet so much life abounds. 

THE ROCKY 
COAST 



A Terrible Beauty Is Born. How? 
I will maintain that the artist needs only this: a 

special world to which he alone has the key. 
— André Gide 

J UST as our historical beginnings are utterly 
mysterious — why are we born? why when and 
as we are?—so too are the beginnings of works 
of art and of artists. Conception (in contrast to 

the fully public fact of birth) suggests not only the 
unknowable but the forbidden: our birth dates are 
matters of public record but our dates of conception 
are permanently shrouded in mystery. Conscious-
ness dominates our thinking about works of art as 

Joyce Carol Oates's forthcoming novel is 
"Marya: A Life." 

By Joyce Carol Oates 
Well as artists even as we know that the genesis of 
any creation (in contrast to its execution) must de-
rive from unconscious sources. 

Ornamental qualities in prose fiction are invari-
ably the consequence of authorial deliberation and 
strategy, while more powerful qualities—the primi-
tive force fields that generate "theme" (or obses-
sion!) — are clearly given. The storyteller experi-
ences the ravishing phenomenon of stories being told 
through him and by way of him; his single voice gen-
erating any number of singular "voices." Is it 
magic? Is it psychopathology? Is it supremely nor-
mal? In Plato's "Ion" Socrates says: "God takes the 
mind out of the poets, and uses them as his servants, 
and so also those who chant oracles, and divine 

seers; because he wishes us to know that not those 
we hear, who have no mind in them, are those who 
say such precious things, but God himself is the 
speaker, and through them he shows his meaning to 
us. . . . These beautiful poems are not human, not 
made by man, but divine and made by God: and the 
poets are nothing but the gods' interpreters, pos-
sessed each by whatever god it may be." 

But this is a logic hostile to the individual ; a rea-
soning in denial of the wide play of personality that 
characterizes creative work. For if there is any sin-
gle quality that we associate with art it is the individ-
ual, the personal, the unique, the inimitable. One 
might add: the inevitable. Above all, the unpredict-

Continued onpage 27 
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A Terrible Beauty Is Born 
Continued from page 1 

able. In many writers it comes to seem over a 
lifetime that a complex and essentially un-
knowable drama is working itself out by way 
of the individual; yet, so far as the individual 
is concerned, each experience is immediate 
and singular. And the a;ct of writing itself is 
likely to be felt as purely and radiantly sub-
jective:^ "the exalted sense of being above 
time and death which comes from being 
again in a writing mood," Virginia Woolf 

f. writes in her "Diary." 

FTEK the completion of an am-
bitious project the writer may 
pass judgment on it as if objec-
tively; he may try to analyze it 
as a reader; or probe his own 

motives in writing it. Yet though the analysis 
is often astute and startling (recall James 
Joyce having explained that the labyrinthine 
"Ulysses" was written "to preserve the 
speech of my father and his friends"), it 
surely cannot explain the depth, or subtlety, 
or stark originality — or genius — of a work. 
Woolf noted that the Writing of "To the Light-
house" seemed to have laid the ghosts of her 
father and mother, of whom she used to think 
daily: "I believe this to be true — that I was 
obsessed by them both,- unhealthily; and 
writing of them was a necessary act ." Yet 
how many people, writers or nonwriters, 
have been haunted by parents or parental fig-
ures to no productive end! Clearly the power-
ful unconscious motives for a work of art are 
but the generating and organizing forces that 
stimulate consciousness to feats of delibera-
tion, Strategy, craft, cunning. 

To be inspired is¡to be filled suddenly and 
often helplessly with renewed life and ener-
gy, a sense of excitement that can barely be 
contained; but why some things — a work, a 
glance, a scene glimpsed from a window, a 
random memory, a conversational anecdote, 
the shard of a dream — have the power to 
stimulate us to intense creativity while 
others do not, we are unable to say. Consider 
Henry James listening avidly to dinner- table 
conversation for many years, to an incalcula-
ble number of gossipy tales (after all, James 
was capable of dining out as often as 200 

r times in a single social season): yet choosing 
!• to write "The Sacred Fount," "The Turn of 

the Screw," "The Aspern Papers," "The 
h Spoils of Poynton." (Having heard perhaps 
p half of the riveting anecdote that would pro-

vide the plot of "The Spoils of Poynton," 
¿1 James requested that he not be told the end-

ing: he did not want his imagination contami-
nated by mere factual truth.) In revisiting 
Washington Square after years of absence 
from the United States, he claimed to have 
"seen" the ghost of his unlived American self 
— and wrote that remarkable ghost story 
"The Jolly Corner," in which the unlived self, 
the other James, is both realized and exor-
cised. After the Dublin insurrection of Easter 
1916, William Butler Yeats was indignant 
with the Irish rebels for needlessly sacrific-
ing their lives; yet for days he was haunted 
by a single line of poetry repeating itself 

1 again and again — until finally his great 
poem "Eas te r 1916" organized itself around 
that line: "A terrible beauty is born." 

The contemporary American poet Theo-
dore Weiss, having written a 20-line poem, 
was inspired to work on it intermittently for a 
remarkable 20 years as each line "opened out 
into a scenario"—until by degrees the poem 
evolved into Mr. Weiss's first book-length 
poem, "Gunsight." Eudora Welty was led to 
write her early story "Petrified Man" by 
having overheard, week after week, the most 
amazing things being said in her local beauty 
parlor. In this story the writer completely ef-
faces herself and allows the voices to speak. 

While driving in the Adirondacks, E. L. Doc-
torow saw the sign "Loon Lake" — in which 
everything he felt about the mountains ( "a 
palpably mysterious wilderness, a place full 
of dark secrets, history rotting 4n the for-
ests") came to a point. And there suddenly 
was the genesis, the organizing force, for his 
novel "Loon Lake" : "a feeling for a place, an 
image or two." 

For John Updike inspiration arrives as a 
"packet of material to be delivered." In 
revisiting the ruins of the old Shillington, Pa., 
poorhouse in 1957, a year or two after his 
grandfather'« death, Mr. Updike was 
strangely moved by the sight: "Out of the 
hole where [the poorhouse] had been there 
came to me the desire^to write a futuristic 
novel" — a memorial effort cast in the form 
of a parable of the future. So his first novel, 
"The Poorhouse Fair ," was conceived — the 
very antithesis, and a bold and experimental 
one at that, of the usual "autobiographical' ' 
first novel. 

These visitations from without, in conjunc-
tion with the inner self, are experienced at 
first as mysterious, and then, in retrospect, 
as fate. The genesis for Gail Godwin's 
"Mother and Two Daughters" was a letter 
sent by a friend relating a family incident in 
some detail; Miss Godwin received the letter 
one day, began work on what would be a 
novél the next. Her effort was to require two 
full years. Joan Didion began "Play It as It 
Lays" with no notion of character or plot or 
even "incident." She had only two pictures in 
her mind: one of empty white space; the 

TOM SC1ACCA 

other of a minor Hollywood actress being 
paged in the casino at the Riviera Hotel in 
Las Vegas, Nev. The vision of empty space 
suggested no story, but the vision of the 
young actress did: "A young woman with 
long hair and a short white halter dress walks 
through „the casino at the Riviera in Las 
Vegas at one in the morning. She crosses the 
casino alone and picks up a house telephone. 
I watch her because I have heard her paged, 
and recognize her name: she is a minor ac-
tress I see around Los Angeles . . . but have 
never met. I know nothing about her. Who is 
paging her? Why is she here to be paged? 
How exactly did she come to this? It was pre-
cisely this moment in Las Vegas that made 
'Play It as It Lays' begin to tell itself to me." 

One of the strangest of all literary concep-
tions is that of John Hawkes's novel "The 
Passion Artist." In a preface to an excerpt 
from that novel in the anthology of Mr. 
Hawkes's prose fiction, "Humors of Blood & 
Skin," Mr. Hawkes relates that he and his 
wife were spending a year in southern 
France, where, for no apparent reason, he 
found himself in the midst of a profound and 
paralyzing depression, unable to write, un-
able to respond to the beauty of the land-
scape: "Whenever I entered our house I 
thought I saw my father's coffin. . . . I had 
this vision even though both my parents . 
were buried in Maine. Each morning I sat be-
numbed and mindless at a small table. . . . 
Each morning Sophie left a fresh rose on my 

table, but even those talismans of love and 
encouragement did no good. All was hope-
less, writing was out of the question. Then 
there came an invitation for lunch and Sophie 
insisted that we accept it. Our hostess tried to 
cheer me up with a lively bit of gossip about a 
middle-aged man who went one day to pick 
up his young daughter at a school in Nice, 
only to discover accidentally from one of the 
child's classmates that the daughter was an 
energetically active prostitute already gone 
that day from the playground to a sexual as-
signation." Mr. Hawkes listened to the story; 
saw himself walking toward a lone girl and 
some empty playground swings. One or two 
further associations, seemingly disjointed, 
and he had the plot of a novel: the paralysis 
had lifted. 

In Joyce's early, uncompleted novel, "Ste-
phen Hero," Stephen Daedalus carefully de-
fines the Joycean concept of the "epiphany": 
"A sudden spiritual manifestation, whether 
in the vulgarity of speech or of gesture or in a 
memorable phase of the mind •itself. He be-
lieved it was for the man of letters to record 
these epiphanies with extreme care, seeing 
that they themselves are the most delicate 
and evanescent of moments." That Joyce's 
concept of one of the most potent of motives 
for art has become by now a critical com-
monplace should not discourage uS from con-
sidering it; closely. In his own practice the 
young James Joyce, in his late teens and a 
student at University College, Dublin, began 
to collect a notebook of "epiphanies" fueled 
by the ambition not only to write but to write 
works of genius. He collected approximately 
70 epiphanies — sudden and unanticipated 
moments of "spiritual manifestation" — of 
which 40 survive. Many were to be used with 
little or no change in "Stephen Hero" and in 
"A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man"; 
the stories of "Dubliners" are organized 
around such revelations, rather like prose 
poems fitted to a narrative structure. It 
might be said that "Ulysses" is a protracted 
celebration of epiphany fitted to a somewhat 
overdetermined intellectual (Jesuitical?) 
grid: a short story tirelessly inflated to en-
compass the cosmos. The epiphany has sig-
nificance, of «course, only in its evocation of 
an already existing (but undefined) interior 
state. It would be naive to imagine that grace 
really falls upon us from without — one must 
be in spiritual readiness for any visitation. 

Y ET is the writer in truth the 
triumphant possessor of a secret 
world to which (in Gide's words) 
he alone has the key? — or is he 
perhaps possessed by that 

world? The unique power of the unconscious 
is that it leads us where it will and not where 
we might will to go. As dreams cannot be con-
trolled, so the flowering .of any work of art 
cannot be controlled except in its most 
minute aspects. When the writer finds the 
voice of a novel, the voice becomes hypnotic, 
ravishing, utterly inexplicable. From where 
does it come? Where does it go? As in any 
fairy tale or legend, the magic key unlocks a 
door to a mysterious room—but does he dáre 
enter? Suppose the door swings shut and he is 
locked in until the spell has lifted? But if the 
"spell" is a lifetime? If the "spell" is the 
life? 

So, the familiar notion of a "demonic" lu t ; 
the reverse, in a sense, of Plato's claim for its 
divine origin — yet, in another sense, identi-
cal. Something-not us inhabits us; something 
insists upon speaking through us. To be in the 
grip of a literary obsession is not so very dif-, 
ferent from being in the grip of any obsession 
— erotic love, for instance, in its most pri-: 
mary and powerful state. Here the object of i 
emotion is fully human but the emotion has i 
the force of something inhuman — primitive, 
almost impersonal, at times almost frightén-

Continued oh page 29 



A Terrible Beauty 
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ing. The very concept of the "brainstorm": a meta-
phor nearly literal in its suggestion of raging winds, 
rains, elemental forces. The extravagance of Wilj 
liam Blake's visions, for example; the ecstasy ofj 
Kafka in writing his early stories — writing alt 
night, tireless, enthralled! — no matter that he is in 
peer health and physically exhausted. "Odd how; 
the creative power at once brings the whole uni-

erse to order," Woolf notes in her "Diary," but she 
might have gone on to say that the "universe" is 
after all one's own very private and unexplored 
self: demonic, divine. 
: The genesis of Mary Shelley's "Frankenstein" 
s nearly as primitive as the appeal of that extraor-
inary work itself: after days of having failed to 
mpose a ghost story (in response to Lord Byron's 

casual suggestion), the 18-year-old Mary Wollstone-
craft Godwin Shelley had a hypnagogic fantasy: " I 
saw the pale student of unhallowed arts kneeling be-
side the thing he had put together. I saw the hideous 
phantasm of a man stretched out and then, on the 
working of some powerful engine, show signs of life. 
. . . His success would terrify the artist; he would 
rush away [hoping] this thing . . . would subside 
into dead matter. He sleeps; but he is awakened; he 
opens his eyes; behold the horrid thing stands at his 
bedside, opening his curtains." 

BNE of the central images of "Franken-
stein" is that of a stroke of lightning 
that seems to issue magically in a daz-
zling "stream of f i re" from a beautiful 
old oak, blasting it and destroying it: a 

potent image perhaps for the violence of the incur-
sion from the unconscious that galvanized the au-
thor's imagination after a period of strain and frus-
tration. Following this waking dream of June 1816, 
Mary Shelley had her subject — spoke in fact of 
being "possessed" by it. So too the brilliantly real-
ized vision of the monster comes to us with such un-
canny force it is difficult to believe that it owes its 
genesis to so very personal an experience—did not 
evolve from a collective myth. "Frankenstein, or 
The Modern Prometheus" was published in 1818 to 
immediate acclaim; yet with the passage of years 
the novel itself has receded as an artwork while 
Frankenstein's monster—known simply and inac-
curately as Frankenstein — has achieved domi-
nance. The nightmare vision ends as it began, with! 
a curious sort of impersonality. 

Why the need, in some rising very nearly to the: 
level of compulsion, to verify experience by way of' 

guage? — to scrupulously record and preserve 
e very passing of time? "All poetry is positional,"; 
abokov notes in his autobiography, "Speak, Mem-
y " — "to try to express one's position in regard toi 
e universe embraced by consciousness is an 

immemorial urge. The arms of consciousness reach; 
out and grope, and the longer they are the better.; 
Tentacles, not wings, are Apollo's natural mem-i 
bers." For Nabokov as for many writers —- one! 
might say Boswell, Proust, Woolf, Flaubert and! 
surely James Joyce — experience itself is not au-' 
thentic until it has been transcribed by way of lan-l 
guage: the writer puts his imprimatur upon his| 
(historic) self by way of writing. He creates him-
self, imagines himself, sometimes — recall Walter 
Whitman changing his name to Walt Whitman,; 
David Henry Thoreau changing his name to Henry 
David Thoreau — renames himself as one might 
namea fictitious character in a work of art . And the 
impulse can rise to the level of a sacred obligation, 

t least in a young author's ambition. 
No one has analyzed the complexities of a, 

writer's life so painstakingly as Virginia Woolf in 
her many volumes of diaries and to a lesser extent 
in. her correspondence. The slow evolution of an: 
idea into consciousness; the difficult transcription 
of all that is inchoate, riddlesome; the sense of writ-; 
ing as a triumphant act; the necessity of surrender-.; 
ing to the unconscious (the "subconscious," as 
Woolf calls it, imagining it as "her" ) ; the pleasure: 
in language as sounds, beats, rhythms — Woolf 
writes so meticulously about these matters because 
she is trying to understand them. 

In a letter to Vita Sackville-West, she says: , 
"The main thing in beginning a novel is to feel, 

not that you can write it, but that it exists on the far 
side of a gulf, which words can't cross: that it 's to 
be pulled through only in a breathless anguish. Now 
when I sit down to write an article, I have a net of 
words which will come down on the idea certainly in 
an hour or so. But a novel . . . to be good should 
seem, before one writes it, something unwriteable; 
but only visible; so that for nine months one lives in 
despair, and only when one has forgotten what one 
meant, does the book seem tolerable." 

And, later, on style, she writes: 
"Style is a very simple matter, it is all rhythm. 

Once you get that, you can't use the wrong words. 
. . . This is very profound, what rhythm is, and goes 
far deeper than words. A sight, an emotion, creates 
this wave in the mind, long before it makes words to 
fit it; and in writing . . . one has to recapture this, 
and set this working (which has nothing apparently 
to do with words) and then, as it breaks and tumbles 
in the mind, it makes words to fit in." 

One thinks of the young Ernest Hemingway 
writing each morning in a Parisian cafe, groping 
his way into what would be his first book of fiction, 
"In Our Time": writing at first with extreme slow-
ness and difficulty until he set down his "one true' 
sentence"—usually a brief declarative sentence— 
and could throw the earlier work away and begin 
his story. One thinks too of William Faulkner's com-
position of his greatest novel, which began as a 
troubling and inexplicable image—the vision of an 
unknown little girl with muddy underpants climb-
ing a tree outside a window — and slowly expanded 
into a long story that required another story or sec-
tion to amplify it, which in turn required another, 
which in turn required another, until finally Faulk-
ner had four sections of a novel, published in 1929 as 
"The Sound and the Fury." 

" I am doing a novel which I have never 
grasped There I am at p. 145, and I've no notion 
what it 's about. I hate it. Frieda says it 's very good. 
But it 's like a novel in a foreign language I don't 
know very well — I can only just make out what it is 
about." Thus D. H. Lawrence writes in a letter of 
1913 in reference to his work in progress, "The Sis-
ters ." So vague and unformed was the young au-
thor's sense of his novel in its early "crude ferment-
ing," he had intended it to be a potboiler of a kind: 
the novel that would eventually become "Women in 
Love." He made several false starts in its composi-
tion before realizing that he must give his heroine 
some background: this background rapidly evolves 
into the germ of a new, separate novel about three 
generations of Brangwens — a social history of the 
English Midlands from before the Industrial Revo-
lution to approximately 1913. In short, the "back-
ground" for the heroine of "The Sisters" became 
"The Rainbow," published in 1915. ("Women in 
Love" was published in 1920: the two novels are 
radically different in structure, style, narrative 
voice and tone.) 

IS it as a consequence of Lawrence's method of 
composition, or in defiance of it, that he pub-
lished within a few years two of the great 
novels of the 20th century, "The Rainbow" 
and "Women in Love"? Lawrence was the' 

most intuitive of writers, yet he was willing to write 
numerous drafts of a work and even to throw away 
as. many as 1,000 pages, as he claims to have done 
with "The Rainbow." His deep faith in himself al-
lowed him the energy to experiment in following his 
voice and his characters where they would lead; 
temperamentally he was the antithesis of Joyce, 
who imposed upon his work a purely intellectual 
scheme that was meant to raise it to the level of the 
symbolic and the archetypal. "Don't look for the 
development of [my] ilovel to follow the lines of cer-
tain characters," Lawrence says in a letter — "the 
characters fall into the form of some other rhyth-
mic form, as when one draws a fiddle-bow across a 
fine tray delicately sanded, the sand takes lines un-
known." 

The sand takes lines unknown. What more 
beautiful and precise image to suggest the very im-
precision of the creative enterprise?—the conjunc-
tion of inner and outer forces we try in vain to un-
derstand and must hope in the end only to embody. 



Letters 
Moral Seriousness 

To the Editor: 
In his review of "The Oxford Companion to 

English Literature" (July 14), James R. Kincaid, 
objecting to the volume's "authoritarian passive 
voice" ("he is generally regarded as ," "it is gen-
erally recognized that") , asks, with some justice, 
"From whence does this godlike voice come?" Yet 
earlier in the review, complaining (again with some 
justice) about the repeated appeals in the "Com-
panion" to F. R. Leavis as an arbiter of taste, Mr. 
Kincaid speaks of Leavis as "generally dismissed 
in this country as an unimportant promoter of such 
woolly terms as 'moral seriousness. '" Not gen-
erally dismissed by me, a particular reader. Mr. 
Kincaid should watch his own authoritarian passive 
voice . WILLIAM H. PRITCHARD 

Amherst, Mass. 

Nuclear Defense 
To the Editor: 

William J . Broad's review of my book "How to 
Make Nuclear Weapons Obsolete" (July 7) says 
that in 1983 the Scowcroft Commission, a blue-rib-
bon Presidential panel, "slammed shut" the win-
dow of vulnerability that is supposed to affect our 
nuclear deterrent, especially our land-based mis-
siles. This is a key point, because if we are not vul-
nerable to a Soviet attack, we have less need for a 
"Star Wars" defense. 

But Mr. Broad falsely reports the conclusions 
of the commission. Here is what the report actually 
says: "The Soviets nevertheless now probably pos-
sess the necessary combination of ICBM numbers, 
reliability, accuracy, and warhead yield to destroy 
almost all of the 1,047 U.S. ICBM silos, using only a 
portion of their own ICBM force. The U.S. ICBM 
force now deployed cannot inflict similar damage, 
even using the entire force." 

Further, the report stresses the unique impor-
tance of our ICBM's or land-based missiles over 
bombers and submarines as a deterrent to a Soviet 
attack, because of their accuracy, secure communi-
cations and rapid retargeting. Because of these 
properties, the commission says, "ICBMs are espe-
cially effective in deterring Soviet threats." 

Finally, the commission says our submarines 
— the principal American deterrent to a Soviet nu-
clear strike today — are vulnerable to a possible 
Soviet breakthrough in antisubmarine warfare. As 
a result, the commission says, " I t would be unwise 
to rely so heavily on submarines as our only ballis-
tic missile force." A clearer, more authoritative 
and more chilling statement of the growing vulner-
ability of the United States to a Soviet nuclear at-
tack has yet to appear in print. 

In the same vein, Mr. Broad says the Soviet SS-
18 missile, twice as large as the MX, is so big be-
cause it is a clumsy product of "antiquated tech-
nology." This is an incredible statement from 
someone who has been writing as an expert on nu-
clear weapons. The Soviet SS-18 is superior to our 
best deployed rocket -— the Minuteman 3 with Mark 
12A warheads — in every important feature: it is 
more accurate, has a longer range, carries a larger 
payload and is more efficient. 

It is, in fact, as efficient as the newest Amer-
ican ICBM—the not yet deployed MX. According to 
Lowell Wood, a prominent authority on strategic 
nuclear weapons: "The SS-18 expresses the most 
impressive technology of any ICBM currently de-
ployed by any nation. ; . The SS-18 is the most po-
tent first-strike weapon in existence." These facts 
about the SS-18 are unclassified and widely known. 

ROBERT JASTROW 
Hanover, N.H. 

William J. Broad replies: 
Certainly Mr. Jastrow is correct in saying the 

Scowcroft Commission found aspects of the strate 

gic arsenal in need of strengthening; it recom-
mended several ways to do that. It also stressed 
that the nation's submarines, missiles and bombers 
should be viewed not as isolated systems but as a 
whole, their strengths and weaknesses comple-
menting each other and their sheer numbers c 
plicating the job of Soviet targeters. 

It went on to express confidence in the cur®, 
structure of the strategic " t r iad" by recomme? 
ing that MX missiles be placed in existing Min 
man silos—advice heeded by the Reagan Admir 
tration. Previously these silos had been singled 
as the "window of vulnerability." If Mr. Jast 
views the report of this Presidental panel as con 
mation of his vulnerability thesis, he might have; 
informed readers of his book. Instead, no mention is 
made of this important 29-page document. 

So too Mr. Jastrow is undoubtedly correct in 
saying Soviet missile technology can be very good. 
But he misleads readers with sweeping charges of 
Soviet superiority in missile technology, especially 
with references to "monster" SS-18's, which are il-
lustrated as dwarfing American missiles. Mr. Jas-
trow nowhere in his book mentions that one reason 
for the small size of American missiles is that they 
are powered by sophisticated solid fuels. It is a 
technology the Russians, who rely mainly on anti-
quated liquid-fueled engines, have been struggling 
for years to master. Once asked if he would rather 
have the Soviet nuclear arsenal at his disposal, Sec-
retary of Defense Caspar W. Weinberger replied, " I 
would not for a moment exchange anything, be-
cause we have an immense edge in technology." 

Respect for Food 

To the Editor: 
If Charles Rosen is as good a pianist as he is a 

writer on food, he should be playing with the Phila-
i delphia Orchestra. That a recipe is " a form as strict 

and as loose as a sonnet" — perfect! His apt and 
pungent remarks on "An Omelette and a Glass of 
Wine" by Elizabeth David (July 14) and his civi-
lized respect for food brightened your pages. 

ROBERT N . SEBASTIAN 
Media, Pa. 

Unflattering Critiques 

To the Editor: 
Paul Erdman's unfavorable review of my n 

"Hard Money" (July 7) is curious in that it see 
more an attack on me than on ray book. 3 

Readers perplexed by the strong ad hdmine 
flavor of Mr. Erdman's notice might be intereste 
in knowing that in 19811 wrote a highly unflatterin 
critique of Mr. Erdman's "Last Days of America.' 
My review dealt principally with matters of styl 
and solecism and with shortcomings of characteri-
zation and plotting. I offered no inferential judg-
ments on the author's character, politics and per 
sonal enthusiasms. 

Could it be that Mr. Erdman still rankles four 
years later? Presumably not, since it is apparent h 
did not inform you that there had been any cross 
wires between us. On the other hand, I wonde 
Being in the business myself, I know I might rec 
such an episode and thus be obliged, as a respor 
ble critic, to disqualify myself, no matter how acute 
my thirst for revenge. MICHAEL M. THOMAS 

New York 

Paul Erdman replies: 
Mr. Thomas obviously takes himself a lot more 

seriously than I do. However, if he wants a second, 
"unbiased" opinion of his novel, I suggest he read 
what The Wall Street Journal (June 14) had to say 
about "Hard Money": " I t ' s about as appealing as a 
wet d o g . . . . Nor does his prose style improve mat-
ters. . . . The book is mercilessly padded. . . . Even 
the business scenes are preposterous." 
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Paperback Best Sellers 
Fietion 

THE PASSION OF MOLLY T., by Lawrence 
Sanders. (Berkley, $4.50.) The loves and hatreds of 
a feminist activist all but consume her. 

FULL CIRCLE, by Danielle Steel. (Dell, $4.50.) The 
relationship of a mother and daughter is altered by 
the changing values of the past 40 years. 

. . AND LADIES OF THE CLUB," by Helen 
Hooven Santmyer. (Berkley, $5.95.) Chronicle of all 
Ohio hamlet from 1868 to 1932. 

FIRST AMONG EQUALS, by Jeffrey Archer. 
(Pocket, $4.50.) Three young men vieto be chosen 
Prime Minister of Britain. 

THE MIKO, by Eric Van Lustbader. (Fawcett, 
$4.50.) An American businessman struggles with a 
vengeful Japanese sorceress in a high-stakes battle. 

6 JULIE, by Catherine Marshall. (Avon, $4.50.) The 
fortunes of a young woman and her family during 
the Depression, based on the author's experiences. 

7 
THE OUTSIDER, by Howard Fast. (Dell, $3.95.) 
Life as seen by a young rabbi and his family in a 
small New England town. 

8 TOUGH GUYS DON'T DANCE, by Norman Mailer. 
(Ballantine, $3.95.) A murder mystery set in 
Provincetown, Mass. 

9 THE HAJ, by Leon Uris. (Bantam, $4.95.) One 
man's experience in the wars of the Holy Land. 

10 TWIN OF FIRE, by Jude Deveraux. (Pocket, $3.95.) 
A hot-blooded young woman of the Old West hsus to 
try hard to win the man of her dreams. 

11 THE WITCHES OF EASTWICK, by John Updike. 
(Fawcett, $4.50.) Three witches wreak havoc in a 
contemporary Rhode Island town. 

12 SILVER WINGS, SANTIAGO BLUE, by Janet 
Dailey. (Pocket Books, $4.50.) The adventures and 
romances of the woman pilots of World War II. 

A Q THE MIRACLE, by Irving Wallace. (NAL/Signet, 
I y j $4.50.) Six strangers' lives are changed when they 

go to observe a miracle at Lourdes. 

14 BRAINCHILD, by John Saul. (Bantam, $3.95.) A 
young boy miraculously saved by an operation 
becomes an instrument of revenge in a small 
California town. 

15 LINCOLN, by Gore Vidal. (Ballantine, $4.95.) A 
fictionalized account of the Civil War Presidency. 

Nonfiction 
General 

A IACOCCA, by David Abodaher. (Zebra, $3.95.) His 
life, by a forma* employee of Chrysler's ad agency. 

r ) THE ROAD LESS TRAVELED, by M. Scott Peck. 
/ (S&S/Touchstone, $8.95.) Psychological and 

spiritual inspiration by a psychiatrist. 

Q THE KENNEDYS: An American Drama, by Peter 
/ S Collier and David Horowitz. (Warner, $4.95.) Four 

generations of a prominent family. 

4 * IN SEARCH OF EXCELLENCE, by Thomas J. 
Peters and Robert H. Waterman Jr. (Warner, 
$8.95.) Lessons from well-run corporations. 

Advice, How-to and Miscellaneous 

.1 
RAND MCNALLY ROAD ATLAS: United States, 
Canada, Mexico. (Rand McNally, $5.95.) For 1985. 

R\ THE SILVER PALATE GOOD TIMES 
/ COOKBOOK, by Julee Rosso and Sheila Lukins with 

Sarah Leah Chase. (Workman, $11.95.) Recipes. 

3* PENGUIN DREAMS AND STRANGER THINGS, 
by Berke Breathed. (Little, Brown, $6.95.) Cartoons. 

4 SNIGLETS, by Rich Hall and Friends. (Collier/ 
Macmillan, $5.95.) Newly minted words'. ~ ' 

5* BRIDE OF THE FAR SIDE, by Gary Larson. 
(Andrews, McMeel & Parker, $5.95.) Cartoons. 

O EAT TO WIN, by Robert Hass. (NAL/Signet, 
Q $4.50.) A regimen for sports and fitness activities. 

7* MORE SNIGLETS, by Rich Hall and Friends. 
(Collier/Macmillan, $5.95.) Invented words. 

Q THE ONE MINUTE MANAGER, by Kenneth 
Q Blanchard and Spencer Johnson. (Berkley, $6.95.) 

How to increase your productivity. 

9 j|e GROWING UP CATHOLIC, by Mary Jane Frances 
Cavolina Meara, Jeffrey Allen Joseph Stone, 
Maureen Anne Teresa Kelly and Richard Glen 
Michael Davis. (Doubleday/Dolphin, $4.95.) Humor. 

10 3|C WHAT COLOR IS YOUR PARACHUTE? by 
Richard Nelson Bolles. (Ten Speed Press, $8.95.) 
Job and career advice ; 1985 edition. 

11 AAA .NORTH AMERICAN ROAD ATLAS 1985. 
(American Automobile Association/ Random 
House, $5.95.) Maps and traveling advice. 

The listings above are based on computer-processed sales 
figures from 2,000 bookstpres and from representative 
wholesalers with more than 40,000 retail outlets, including 
newsstands, variety stores, supermarkets and bookstores. 
These figures are statistically adjusted to represent sales 
in all such outlets across the United States. The number of 

titles within the two subdivisions of nonfiction can change 
from week to week, reflecting changes in book buying. 
*An asterisk before a book's title indicates that its sales, 
weighted to reflect the book-selling industry nationally, 
are barely distinguishable from those of the tiook above. 

praiseworthy style and writing, although the author ap-
proached London through memories of its Edwardian 
laureates. Mr. Naipaul's hero in THE MIMIC MEN 
($5.95) is a West Indian politician who was educated in 
England, married an Englishwoman, rose to political 
pqwer and fell from it. In 1967 Saul Maloff wrote here 
that though he had reservations about the book's struc-
ture, ''sentence for sentence" Mr. Naipaul " is a model 
of literary tact and precision, and his imagination—de-
spite any criticism that can be leveled against this book 
— is nothing but a novelist's." 

THE NATURAL HISTORY OF ALCOHOLISM, by 
George E. Vaillant. (Harvard University, $9.95.) This 
1983 book is based on a 40-year study of some 600 men, 
and another report on 100 men and women treated for 
eight years. (The "natural history" of the title refers to 
an individual's lifetime drinking habits.) Our reviewer, 
Stanton Peele, wrote that "in alcoholism research, 
where one side regularly parades a new study and the 
other then vilifies it, Dr. Vaillant's work can be cited ap-
provingly by both. This is due in part to his admirable 
balance, fairness and honesty and in part to his willing-
ness to accept contradiction and to defy his own re-
search findings." 

HOLLYWOOD DYNASTIES, by Stephen Farber and 
Marc Green. (Fawcett Crest, $3.95.) The theme of this 
collaboration is that blood is thicker than water, even in 
Hollywood.-The authors examine the industry's old 
families of power — such as the Selznicks, the Mayers 
and the Warners — and recent familial groups, includ-
ing the Coppolas, the Fondas and the Ladds. James 
Lardner obsérved here last year that the authors 
"make a convincing anecdotal case for the proposition 
that being born (or marrying) into thè movie business is 
a high benefit/high risk affair ." 

ENGINES OF THE MIND: A History of the Computer, 
by Joel Shurkin. (Washington Square Press/Pocket 
Books, $4.95.) The first electronic computer, named 
Eniac, was secretly created during World War II to cal-
culate the trajectories of cannon shells. Eniac weighed 
30 tons; today even desktop models are more powerful 
and more useful. Joel Shurkin traces computation from 
thousands of years before Eniac to the present; his em-
phasis, however, is on the people who helped create 
computing devices. Last year William Stockton wrote 
here that Mr. Shurkin "tells the story dispassionately, 
balancing one person's claim against another. " 

— C. Gerald Fraser 





Corree 
By HERBERT MITGANG 

Corrected versions of four major 
novels by William Faulkner, coming 
out this November, are expected to 
clarify some of his themes and fortify 
his reputation as a careful writer. 

The editors of a new edition of his 
work say that readers will soon be 
able to see Faulkner in a fresh light— 
as a more polished craftsman and 
with even greater subtleties beneath 
the surface of his stories. 

Scholars are now making hundreds 
of changes in the language of his 
novels that have endured for over a 
half-century — including the very 
works that led to the 1950 Nobel Prize 
in Literature. 

These experts are now fine-comb-
ing his writings in every stage—holo-
graph manuscripts, typescripts, gal-
leys, published editions — in collec-
tions all over the country. They are 
trying to determine how Faulkner 
wrote and revised, what changes x 
were imposed on him by editors and 
printers for the sake of consistency or 
taste, and how — ideally—he wanted 
his books published. 

'Final Intention' Scholarship 
This posthumous literary revision 

— known as "authorial intention" or 
"final intention" — has been ad-
vanced by scholars in the last few 
years. It already affects the latest 
editions of American writers, among 
them Mark Twain, Stephen Crane 
and Theodore Dreiser, and European 
writers, including Thomas Hardy and 
James Joyce. Now it is the turn of 
Faulkner, who died after a riding fall 
in 1962. 

The four revised Faulkner books — 
"As I Lay Dying," "Sanctuary," 
"Light in August" and "Pylon" — 
will be published in one volume under 
the rubric "Novels 1930-35" by the Li-
brary of America. 

The Faulkner manuscripts reveal 
that he often grudgingly approved 
changes. Next to one sentence in 
"Pylon" that contains unquotable 
words, Faulkner's friend and editor 
Harrison Smith had excised a full line 
of dialogue in the typescript and writ-
ten: " I ' d take out this sentence." 
Faulkner went along then; now his 
original will be restored. 

At other times Faulkner did fight 
for his words. In "Light in August" 
one character says, "I'll frail the tar 
out of you." The proofreader ques-
tioned the Mississippi dialect and 
suggested that "frail" be changed to 
"flail." Exasperated, Faulkner wrote 
on the galley: "O.K. as set and writ-
ten," and added an expletive. 

Punctuation was important to 
Faulkner to establish mood and 
thought. When he wanted to indicate 
introspection, he punctuated the dia-
logue, in his tightly compressed hand-
writing, with 6 to 10 dots, like this: 

. . . . . When he wanted to show 
that something was happening out-
side the experience of his characters, 
he often used a long line of dashes, 
like this:—— —•• 

Yet this is not how his punctuation 
appears in standard editions. The Li-
brary of America edition will follow 
his peculiar style with a slight com-
promise. It will use a uniform seven 
dots and a double dash where Faulk-
ner varied them on his manuscripts. 

Faulkner sometimes misspelled 
words — such as "nickle" and 
"rythm." In "Pylon," he devised a 
play on words, inventing the word 
rotundra. That had been changed to 
rotunda; the editors will restore his 
more provocative word. Faulkner 
editors, past and present, corrected 
his obvious mistakes and misprints. 
But certain phrases and long para-
graphs will be restored because, says 
Hanna M. Bercovitch, Library of 
America senior editor, "Faulkner's 
original always makes better sense." 

Some 'Close Calls' 
The other day, in the Library of 

America's offices on East 60th Street, 
Prof. Noel Polk of the University of 
Southern Mississippi, co-editor of the 
revised Faulkner novels with Prof. 
Joseph Blotner of the University of 
Michigan; Daniel Aaron, president of 
the publishing house; G. Thomas 
Tanselle, chairman of its textual 
standards committee, and Cheryl 
Hurley, executives editor, talked 
about the richness — and complex-
ities — of Faulkner's style and their 
efforts to do him justice. 

Professor Polk said, "Some deci-
sions we're making are close calls. 
Faulkner has been called a sloppy 
writer but actually he was incredibly 
disciplined and revised up to the last 
minute. The safest course we follow is 
to keep it title way he wrote it—on the 

chance that he wanted it that way." 
Why did Faulkner accept some 

changes and resist others? Prof. 
Hershel Parker of the University of 
Delaware, a leading expert on "au-
thorial intention," said, "In general, 
writers tend to crumble when the exi-
gencies of publication or republica-
tion come home to, them." 

Explaining that lie was trying to go 
a step beyond Thomas Wolfe in em-
bracing the world in his writing, 
Faulkner wrote to Malcolm Cowley, 
the literary historian, "This I think 
accounts for what people call the ob-
scurity, the involved formless 'style,' 
endless sentences. I 'm trying to say it 
all in one sentence, between one Cap 
and one period. I 'm still trying, if pos-
sible, to put it all on one pinhead. I 
don't know how to do it. All I know to 
do is to keep on trying in a new way." 

One of Faulkner's editors, Saxe 
Commins, once said, "You don't edit 
Faulkner" —- but that was only after 
Faulkner gained financial security 
and had won the Nobel Prize. Jason 
Epstein, Random House's present 
editorial director, is pleased at the 
improvements. In future Faulkner 
editions put out by Random House, 
the changes will be incorporated. "It 
will make for better Faulkner," Mr. 
Epstein said. 

How would Faulkner himself have 
felt about the revised editions? 

Professor Blotner, who is also 
Faulkner's biographer, said, "I think 
he would have approved. He wel-
comed conscientious criticism. One 
time he ran his hands over a shelf of 
his books and said, 'Not a bad monu-
ment for a man to leave behind him.' 
He was aware of his placé in history." 

. * ^ Flight B Event Has Rewards 
n r i d g e : For Lower-Ranked Players 

By ALAN TRUSCOTT 

While some 140 players, including 
some of the most famous names in 
the game, battled last week in the 
Reisinger Knockout Team Champion-
ship in New York, a slightly greater 
number with slightly lesser ambition 
fought in the Flight B event, re-
stricted to players with fewer than 
1,500 master points. 

The winners in the field of 32 teams 
were Elliot Sternlicht and Barry 
Färber, both of New York; Hugh 
Gluckenhous of Secaucus, N.J., and 
Mark Freischlag of Greenwich, Conn. 
A borderline slam effort on the dia-
gramed deal aided them in a hard-
fought semifinal match. 

The one no-trump opening by Stern-
licht, as North, was, obviously, the 
weak variety. The two-diamond re-
sponse was Forcing Stayman, and 
Färber, as South, followed with a 
relay bid of two no-trump to ask for 
more information. When North was 
unable to cue-bid the spade ace at J j 
four-level, South was encoj 
bid the slam. 

WEST 
* A 10 8 6 3 
9 8 4 3 
* J 
* 8 7 3 2 

NORTH (D) 
• K J 5 2 
9 Q J 7 
• A 10 9 5 
• Q 9 

EAST 
• Q 9 7 4 
7 10 9 6 
• K 74 
* K 64 

SOUTH 

9 A K 5 2 
• Q 8 6 3 2 
• A J 10 5 

North and South were vulnerable^, 
The bidding: 
North East Sout 
1 N.T. Pass 
2 4> Pass 
3 0 
5 
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TRACK AND HELD 

Javelin Mark 
Petra Felke of East Germany set a 

women's world record for the javelin 
yesterday with a throw of 246 feet 11 
inches at a meet in Schwerin, East 
Germany, the East German press 
service, ADN, reported. The previous 
record of 245-3 was set by Tiina Lillak 
of Finland in June 1983. 

COLLEGES 

Drug Plan 
At Temple 

A committee of Temple Universi-
ty's board of trustees has approved a 
random drug-testing program for 
athletes that would involve manda-
tory rehabilitation for first offenders 
and suspensions and loss of financial 
aid for repeat offenders. "Drug use in 
athletics is a national concern, 
whether by professional athletes or 
amateurs," said Temple's president, 
Peter J. Liacouras. "We can either 
bury our heads in the sand about this 
issue and wait for others, such as the 
National Collegiate Athletic Asocia-
tion, to set up guidelines or proce-
dures, or we at Temple University 
can take the lead." He said final ap-
proval for the policy, which will cost 
about $50,000, Was expected from the 
board's executive committee on June 
27. 

FOOTBALL 

White Is Cut 
He was good enough at Southern 

California to win the Heisman Trophy 
in 1979, but as a pro, Charles White 
jever quite lived up to his promise, 

{day, the 27-year-old running 
^a ived by the Cleveland 

room for more prom-
se of the talent 

J don't be-
:e to 

McEnroe, Lloyd 
Gain Semifinals 

PARIS, June 4 (AP) — Playing on 
his least-favorite surface and in a 
tournament no American man has 
won for 30 years, John McEnroe 
swept into the semifinals of the 
French Open tennis championships 
today by overcoming a stubborn chal-
lenge from Joakim Nystrom of 
Sweden. 

The top-seeded New York left-
hander will face Mats Wilander, his 
third straight Swedish foe, in his bid 
for the title in this year's first Grand 
Slam event on the slow, red clay at 
Roland Garros Stadium. 

McEnroe outlasted the seventh-
seeded Nystrom, 6-7, 6-2, 6-2, 3-6, 7-5, 
in 3 hours 32 minutes under a blazing 
sun and 100-degree temperatures. Wi-
lander, who won here in 1982, dashed 
French hopes when he beat unseeded 
Henri Leconte, 6-4,7-6,6-7,7-5. McEn-
roe holds a 5-3 edge over Wilander. 

In the women's singles, the semifi-
nals were completed when Chris 
Evert Lloyd ended the run of 18-year-
old Terry Phelps of Larchmont, N.Y., 
6-4,6-0. Mrs. Lloyd will play 15-year-
old Gabriela Sabatini of Argentina, 
who upset Manuela Maleyeva of Bul-
garia, 6-3,1-6,6-1. Martina Navratilo-
va, the defending champion, faces 
Claudia Kohde-Kilsch of West Ger-
many in the other semifinal. 

Connors Faces Edberg 
The men's semifinals will be com-

pleted on Wednesday when the de-
fending champion, Ivan Lendl, plays 
unseeded Martin Jaite of Argentina, 
and Jimmy Connors faces Stefan Ed-
berg of Sweden. 

Showing occasional brilliance, 
McEnroe failed to sustain a high level 
of play. The steady, unspectacular 
Nystrom was content to feed on the 
American's frequent errors, and al-
though he fell behind in the beginning, 

he never appeared to be out of the 
match. 

Nystrom fought back by taking the 
fourth set, and had the match in his 
sights when he broke serve to grab a 
3-1 lead. Then McEnroe abandoned 
caution and attacked with his great 
repertory of shots. He ripped off four 
straight games, then served for the 
match. 

But Nystrom was still fighting. He 
saved a match point with a spectacu-
lar service return, broke back, then 
held for 5-5, increasing the pressure 
on McEnroe. 

It was the Swede's final effort. 
McEnroe was unrelenting in the last 
two games. 

"I 'm just glad I won it," McEnroe 
said. "There were a lot of ups and 
downs, and I feel good that I hung in 
there and won a tough fifth set." 

Swede Is Too Steady 
Wilander dampened the fans' en-

thusiasm with his patient baseline 
routine, forcing Leconte into errors in 
the first two sets. The Frenchman, 
who had a fine run in the tournament, 
upsetting Andrés Gómez and Yannick 
Noah, held his game together to take 
the third-set tiebreaker, and had his 
chances to square the match. 

Mrs. Lloyd had to recover from an 
uncertain start against the unher-
alded Miss Phelps, whom she had 
never played before. 

"I was intimidated by her and by 
the occasion," said Miss Phelps. "On 
the center court for the first time and 
in the quarterfinals for the first 
time." 

Miss Sabatini is one of the new 
stars on the tour, with a solid topspin 
forehand and a versatile backhand. 
But because of her inexperience, she 
can be inconsistent. Miss Maleyeva, 2 
years older, looked like the winner 
after taking the second set. But then 
she crumbled. 

Ueberroth's Report I: 
EAST BERLIN, June 4 (AP) — 

Peter Ueberroth, former president of 
,the Los Angeles Olympic Organizing 

ijttee, today presented to the In-
ilympic Committee a 

Tale of the Tornei 
Some vital statistics of the report on 



But Meredith's poem survives the com-
parison by virtue of its poise: it is 
perfectly phrased and composed. 

R/Iodern Love is extraordinary. It was 
right and honest of Meredith to make 
the situation not a triangle but a 
quadrilateral. When his wife left him, 
he did not, so far as we know, take up 
with another woman, but the poem 
would have been cast too much in his 
favor if he had presented himself as the 
faithful, wounded husband. In the poem 
the other woman has the effect of 
restraining the husband's self-pity and 
letting the poem extend its range of feel-
ing: recrimination, mainly, but tender-
ness, too, as well as envy, rage, and a 
sense of the price he pays for his 
superiority. 

John Hollander mentioned recently 
the kinship between Meredith and 
Robert Frost, with Emerson as a com-
mon possession. The point is well taken. 
There are several passages in Modern 
Love which sound like Frost's grim nar-
ratives; including one passage that Frost 
often quoted: 

'Tis morning: but no morning can 
restore 

What we have forfeited. I see no 
sin: 

The wrong is mixed. In tragic life, 
God wot, 

No villain need be! Passions spin 
the plot: 

We are betrayed by what is false 
within. 

Can't you hear Frost reciting those lines 
and making them sound like a poem by 
Robert Frost, to whom all wrongs were 
mixed? 

It would be a pleasure to go through 
Modern Love, quoting: it is one of the 
few poems of 800 lines (fifty near-
sonnets, each sixteen lines) I've ever 
wished longer. Meredith's best novel? 
Yes, in the sense that he never again 
wrote a story as forceful and as con-
trolled. Reading many of his poems, I 
find myself thinking of other poets who 
would have done them better;'Hardy, in 
many cases, sometimes A.E. Housman. 
Reading Modern Love, I think of other 
poets who wrote, or might have written, 
this sort of thing, but without doing it 
better: Tennyson, in one respect, Frost 
in another, E.A. Robinson yet another. 
Of the fifty sonnets, my anthology 
would include numbers 15, 17, 25, 34, 
35, 36, 47, and if I had to choose only 
one, I 'd take the last. Meredilh was not 
always strong in his endings: like 
Donne, he often started best and 
wavered thereafter. But the last poem of 
Modern Love is masterly. The erring 
wife has killed herself: 

Thus piteously Love closed what he 
begat: 

The union of this ever-diverse pair! 
These two were rapid falcons in a 

snare, 
Condemned to do the flitting of the 

bat. 
Lovers beneath the singing sky of 

May, 
They wandered once; clear as the 

dew on flo wers: 
But they fed not on the advancing 

hours; 
Their hearts held cravings for the 

buried day. 
Then each applied to each that fatal 

knife, 
Deep questioning, which probes to 

endless dole. / 
Ah, what a dusty answer gets the 

soul now 

When hot for certainties in this our 
life!— 

In tragic hints here see what ever-
more 

Moves dark as yonder midnight 
océan 's force, 

Thundering like ramping hosts of 
warrior horse, 

To throw that faint thin line upon 
the shore! 

The problem here was to end the poem 
in terms which manage to accommodate 
everything that has happened, in gist 
and essence and not merely in summary. 

There must be a final sense of the 
range of feeling through which the 
poem has passed, from colloquial mo-
ments ("a dusty answer") and flashes of 
mockery ("hot for certainties") to a 
decently grand note stopping well short 
of taking pleasure in its grandeur. The 
genre implied by the images (falcon, 
bat, dew, the surgeon's knife, the 
ocean's horses) must be Jacobean rather 
than Shakespearean, because the ex-
perience must find in magniloquence a 
certain relief but not the Final relief of 
certainty. The warrior horse of the 
ocean enforce a sense of disproportion 
between the flurry of events and the 
values to be derived from them. We are 
certainly not to feel, as in Shake-
spearean tragedy, that the cost of the ex-
perience is somehow just. Jacobean 
melodrama pro vides, the decorum the 
situation needs, if we can somehow take 
melodrama as a genre not at all shamed 
by a comparison with tragedy. Tragedy 
and melodrama are each adequate to the 
feelings in the case: only the feelings are 
different. Meredith speaks of "tragic 
hints," presumably to disclaim any am-
bition to present his story as a complete 
tragic action. The gaps between one hint 
and the next, like the gaps between one 
sonnet and the next, point to the things 
in experience which we have to leap 
across or take for granted or feign or 
forget or ignore, if we are to sustain 
ourselves at all on the advancing hours. 

S o m e readers, like Frost and Joyce, 
value Meredith for a phrase, a line or 
two, a stanza. In Ulysses the telegram 
Stephen Dedalus sends Mulligan is a 
sentence inaccurately recalled from The 
Ordeal of Richard Feverel: ' 

The sentimentalist is he who would 
enjoy without incurring the im-
mense debtorship for a thing done. 

It speaks , well for -Meredith that he 
could be quoted as a rebuke against the 
mocking Mulligan. I imagine that Frost 
respected Meredith for the tone, in-
dependent, if not defiant, in which the 
poet may negotiate his experience. 
Robert Lowell's reading of Meredith 
seems to have had a more urgent cause. 
When he was writing "The Mills of the 
Kavanaughs" he took from Modern 
Love ("The first marriage-torture, 
marriage-strife poem," he called it) not 
only the sixteen-line stanza but th^ 
technique of diverting a personal situa-
tion into ostensibly objective form; 
holding back as much of the marital 
situation as he could, short of keeping it 
secret. Lowell added the dream of the 
rape of Persephone and many other bits 
of mythology» which extend and obscure 
the personal situation from which the 
poem began. These seem designed to 
estrange the poem from its origin rather 
than to claim for it some enormous 
universal bearing. But Meredith showed 
Lowell what might be done, and the 
Jacobean rhetoric which would give the 
occasion the decorum it needed. • 
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Postcards by 
David Levine 

We've just printed a new edition of 
postcards of drawings by David Levine— 
caricatures of Chekhov, James Joyce, Buster 
Keaton, Matisse, Stravinsky, and Virginia 
Woolf. 

The price: only $5.00 for 30 cards (5 each ; 
of the selection of 6). Three sets (90 postcards] 
are $14.00, and six sets (180 cards), just 
$25.00. 

This new edition is now available 
only through The New York Review. 
To order, fill out and return the coupon 
below, enclosing payment for the cards 
and any applicable New York sales tax. 
Please allow three weeks for delivery. 

n 
New York Review Postcards 250 West 57th Street s New York, New York 10019 
Please send me the new David Levine postcards 
in the quantity indicated below. I enclose 
$ , including applicable sales tax. 

Name-

A d d r e s s -

Cityi. . State. Zip. 

• 30 cards @ $5.00 

• 90 cards @ $14.00 

• 180 cards ® $25.00 

i can 
Have we missed your favorite David Levine 
caricatures? Let us know here, and we'll try 

include them in the next edition: J 

One thing stands 
between the 
seal pup and the 
hunters' ship -
GREENPEACE 

i; Each spring, Greenpeace volunteers 
¥ confront the hunters who dub and 

skin almost ait Harp Seal pups born 
on the iccfloes of Newfoundland. 

it Greenpeace is changing the odds, and 
saving the seats. Send your contribution 
to: Greenpeace Foundation / 2 4 0 Fort 
Mason/ San Francisco, CA 94123 

Imagine a world without 
GREENPEACE 

An indispensable tool in 
book selection. 
Nothing else is 
comparable 

Kirkus Reviews offers the best pre-publication 
reviews of fiction, non-fiction, and children's 
books now available to librarians, publishers, 
booksellers, film and television producers, and 
author's agents. Over 4,500 books evaluated an-
nually. 

Published twice each month, for 44 years. 
For a descriptive brochure and subscription 

rates, please write: Kirkus Service, Inc., 200 Park 
Avenue South, New York, New York 10003. 



Classics and Commercials ' 
Democracy and the Novel: Popular 
Resistance to Classic American Writers 
by Henry Nash Smith. 
Oxford University Press, 
204 pp., $13.95 

Richard Poirier 

In 1895, about a month after the 
humiliating jeers and boos that greeted 
his play Guy Domville, Henry James 
made an entry in his notebooks that 
epitomizes the plight of most of the 
American novelists discussed in Henry 
Nash Smith's new book. "The idea of a 
poor man, the artist, the man of letters, 
who all his life is trying—if only to get 
a living—to do something vulgar, to 
take the measure of the huge, flat foot 
of the public: isn't there a little story in 
it possibly...?" 

The story turned out to be "The Next 
Time," in which a young novelist, Ray 
Limbert, pathetically declares, "I want to 
sell... . I must cultivate the market—it's 
a science like another... . 1 haven't been 
obvious—I must be obvious. I haven't 
been popular—I must be popular. It's 
another art—or perhaps it isn't art at 

iaU. It's something else; we must find 
out what it is." Ray is said to be a 
genius whose work won't sell, and he 
has the additional misfortune of having 
as a mother-in-law a novelist named 
Mrs. Highmore who can't fail to sell 
even when she tries to make her work 
"what she called subtle." 

Democracy and the Novel is an in-
vestigation of the reactions of the great 
American novelists—Hawthorne, Mel-
ville, James, Mark Twain, Howells, 
etc.—to the Mrs. Highmores who came 
to dominate popular literary culture. 
Smith also includes a chapter on Henry 
Ward Beecher, whose Norwood was to 

'a crippling, but exorbitantly successful, 
degree shaped by the popular taste of 
the 1870s and 1880s. 

< < A 
r \ d . . . d mob of scribbling 

women" was Hawthorne's famous 
phrase for those who by 1850 had cor-
nered the market in popular fiction. 
Their books were selling "by the 
100,000," he complained, and " I should 
have no chance of success while the 
public taste is occupied with their 
trash—I should be ashamed of myself if 
I did succeed." He is referring specifi-
cally to Maria Cummins's The Lamp-

' lighter, published in 1854, which sold 
40,000 copies in the first eight weeks. 
Such figures were unprecedented. 
Cooper, whose most successful books 
never sold more than 10,000 copies 
within the year of their publication, and 
Hawthorne, who was happy when The 
Scarlet Letter sold 5,000 copies in the 
first six months, had never imagined for 
themselves the success that greeted The 
Lamplighter ox Susan B. Warner's The 
Wide, Wide World, which sold half a 
million copies in the United States alone 
between 1850 and the end of the cen-
tury. A good account of these senti-
mental-domestic novels can be found in 
James Hart's The Popular Book: A 
History of America's Literary Taste, 
published nearly thirty years ago. "The 
main characters," Hart writes, "were 
women—women who overcame all 
sorts of dilemmas through Christian 
fortitude and faith that eventually 
establishes them securely in prosperous 
middle-class homes, tangible symbols of 
an eventual call to heavenly mansions." 

The implication is that women writ-
ers, indeed women generally, are re-
sponsible for that alliance between Puri-

tan ethics and capitalistic enterprise 
which is noted in Santayana's important 
essay of 1911, "The Genteel Tradition 
in American Philosophy." "The Ameri-
can Will," he observes, "inhabits the 
skyscraper; the American Intellect in-
habits the colonial mansion. The one is 
the sphere of the American man; the 
other, at least predominantly, of the 
American woman. The one is all ag-
gressive enterprise; the other is all 
genteel tradition.'' 

Santayana's essay perpetuates the 
mythology that in culture and "in-
tellect," masculine "aggressive enter-
prise" actually disdains the hot pursuit 
of success within a system of established 
value, which characterizes masculine 
enterprise in other spheres. Instead it 
takes the form of a lonely and often 
profitless challenge, while feminine 
passivity reaps the profit of a subtle or 
devious conformity. Even in such recent 
work as Ann Douglas's The Feminiza-
tion of American Culture, women are so 
emphatically consigned to the role of 

cultural conformists and are so syn-
chronized with conventional beliefs that 
her discussion proceeds to explore the 
social and economic determinates of 
cultural taste without any further in-
quiry into the complex sexual identity of 
a given author or the sexual undercur-
rents which in any society help to shape 
both popular literature and the appetite 
for it. 

O n e brilliant exception is Leslie 
Fiedler, which may explain why I found 
myself looking back at his Love and 
Death in the American Novel while 
reading Henry Nash Smith's more con-
ventional account of some of the writers 
Fiedler discusses. Reading Fiedler is like 
being lured away from a genial official 
tour guide by a sly fellow who promises 
to show you the secrets of the town. 
Smith remarks, for instance, that "the 
cultural horizon" of the classic Ameri-
can writers of the last century "was 
dominated by the towering eminences of 
Scott and Dickens"—as if that is sup-
posed to take care of that. Fiedler ex-
plains that the death of Little Nell in 
Dickens's The Old Curiosity Shop 
caused a public orgy of weeping in 
America equal to that which greeted the 
death of Little Eva in Harriet Beecher 
Stowe's Uncle Tom's Cabin. He then 
goes on to explain this phenomenon by 
observing that "as the thrill of seduc-
tion was expurgated from popular fic-
tion and the threat of rape removed, 
death was more and more demanded; 
the titillation provided once by peering 

through the keyhole r afl w tteafnubile? 
maiden struggling for her honor was, 
somewhat perversely, replaced by the 
ambiguous pleasure of standing over the 
snow-white deathbed of the virgin child." 

Smith stays within the critical and in-
terpretative ^scruples of Santayana's 
great essay. The genteel tradition and 
the kinds of fiction it endorsed presup-
posed that "the world was," in San-
tayana's words, "a safe place, watched 
over by a kindly God, who exacted 
nothing but cheerfulness and good-will 
from his children; and the American 
flag was a sort of rainbow in the sky, 
promising that all storms were over. Or 
if storms came, such as the Civil War, 
they would not be harder to weather 
than was necessary to test the national 
spirit and raise it to a new efficiency." 
Efficiency required a realistic assessment 
of opportunities, even while a naive 
belief in the earthly and heavenly re-
wards for efficiency called for an 
idealistic theory of art, the creation of 
images of beauty, nobility, and correc-
tive suffering designed to encourage 
emulation. Hawthorne's "the truth of 

the human heart" was antipathetic to 
such a value system because it neces-
sitated an introspection that might 
reveal horror and madness as easily as 
sweetness and light. 

In his introduction Smith asks "why a 
book is needed to say in many words 
what Santayana says elegantly in so 
few," and he mistakenly replies that 
Santayana "is interested in nothing 
American before the Civil War except 
Emerson." In fact, Santayana's essay 
goes to considerable pains to locate the 
roots of the genteel tradition in a pre-
Civil War admixture of Calvinism and 
Transcendentalism, and it has a para-
graph on Poe, whom Smith does not 
discuss, and Hawthorne, as well as 
Emerson, which ends with the percipient 
observation that "in their persons they 
escaped the mediocrity of the genteel 
tradition, but they supplied nothing to 
supplant it in other minds. " 

W h a t then did the classic American-
writers try to "supply," and why didn't 
the general public want it? These are the 
central questions Smith sets out to 
answer. He notes the distinctively dif-
ferent ways in which these writers re-
sisted or complied with "the demands 
of the new middlebrow audience" and 
he tries to show how "without exception 
their work was visibly influenced by the 
struggle." Hawthorne, for example, was 
more diffident toward his readers than 
his outbursts about "scribbling women" 
would suggest. Melville, who had fewer 
illusions about appealing to a mass au-

dience, tried in hisr©wn writing ,a^u^Uy 
to conspire against that audience by us-
ing a strategy he credits to Hawthorne's 
sketches. 

They are, Melville wrote, "directly 
calculated to deceive—egregiously de-
ceive—the superficial skimmer of 
pages." Howells, even while espousing a 
new realism, made compromises to the 
genteel tradition that were nearly 
debilitating, and his friend Mark Twain 
illustrates, to a degree that continues to 
perplex interpreters, what Santayana 
meant when he said that American 
humorists "only half escape the genteel 
tradition; their humor would lose its 
savor if they wholly escaped it. They 
point out what contradicts it in the 
facts; but not in order to abandon the 
genteel tradition, for they have nothing 
to put in its place." Of Henry James, 
Smith's interpretation confirms the fur-
ther observation of Santayana that he 
succeeded "by turning the genteel Amer-
ican tradition, as he turns everything 
else, into a subject-matter for analysis." 

Possibly the best chapter in the book 
is given to a discussion of the career of 
Henry Ward Beecher, the author in 
1867 of Norwood, a novel which has 
been called "a textbook of the genteel 
tradition." "No one before him," 
Smith observes, "and probably no one 
since, has been the recognized spokes-
man for so large a segment of the 
American people," but the price, which 
Beecher was quite willing to pay, is that 
he "cannot write a serious work of fic-
tion because the conventions of the 
novel as they were delivered to him by a 
decadent and vulgarized high culture 
cannot be reconciled with his genuine 
interest in the common people of his 
New England village." 

I t was saddening that Hawthorne, Mel-
ville, Mark Twain, and Henry James 
did not have the support of the literary 
traditions and assumptions made avail-
able only by what has been written 
since. People have learned how to ap-
preciate the American masterpieces of 
the nineteenth century by virtue of hav-
ing had to accommodate themselves to 
the difficult texts of the twentieth, and 
also because the questions about reality, 
language, the nature of narrative, and 
the structure of personality which made 
Hawthorne and Melville seem radical 
and essentially isolated in their own time 
are now familiar. 

Heroically, without even the en-
couragement of coteries like those that 
sustained Eliot, Pound, and Joyce, the 
early masters of American literature 
were and still are difficult because there 
was little to guide them in what they set 
out to do to the novel in English. Smith 
remarks appropriately that Melville's 
"rapid development as a writer during 
the four years between Omoo and 
Moby-Dick... had plunged him into a 
difficulty that was technical rather than 
substantive and doctrinal: the question 
of whether a novel could appropriately 
concern itself with ultimate social and 
intellectual issues, or whether it was by 
definition required to be simply what 
the English call 'a good read.'" 

Despite such general expressions of 
sympathy, Smith reads the classics of 
American literature with an often rueful 
frustration that they are not more ac-
cessible than they prove, or were intend-
ed, to be. Faced, for example, with the 
notorious complexities in Melville, he 
can make the refreshing but I'm afraid 
irrelevant observation that "Melville 
seems to me to be making an excessive 
demand on the reader." What else— 
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efolif riá Hfte'béSí iwei-af^ situation—has 
any great writer ever done? If Smith 
had reversed his subtitle and called his 
book Resistance to Popularity in Ameri-
can Classics, he would have seen Mel-
ville, Hawthorne, and James in a more 
rewarding perspective. It is unfortunate 
that these writers could not address 
themselves to a more durable audience, 
but it is hard to imagine how they might 
have expected a much larger one. 

Because of sentimental confusions 
about this matter, much criticism, even 
while honoring the American writers of 
the last century, has nevertheless been 
unable adequately to define their daring 
and originality or their essential difficul-
ty. One of the most ambitious attempts 
was F.O. Matthiessen's American Ren-
aissance in 1941, a remarkably enduring 
celebration of Emerson, Hawthorne, 
Thoreau, and Whitman. However, the 
book prompted a reminder from Perry 
Miller, Matthiessen's colleague at Har-
vard, that these writers were not, in 
their own time, encouraged to think of 
themselves as part of a triumphant 
American renaissance. Instead, accord-
ing to Miller, they were "crushed before 
the juggernaut of the novel," by which 
he meant the popular novel of sentiment 
and adventure. 

Smith, by contrast, does not get ex-
cited either to panegyric or lamentation 
over the literary careers of the last cen-
tury. Hawthorne and Melville were not, 
after all, competing for the same popu-
lar audience, one that bought the works 
of such luminaries as Caroline Lee 
Hentz, author of The Planter's North-
ern Bride, or Augusta Jane Evans, 
author of Beulah* 

Smith explains the popularity of such 
writers as Hentz and Evans as a matter 
of social history: 

During the thirty years preceding 
the outbreak of the Civil War, the 
dominance of the older patrician 
culture was challenged and its mas-
culine and aristocratic values were 
supplanted by the leveling influ-
ences exerted by rapid increases in 
population and wealth, by the 
spread of free public schools, by 
the evangelical movement, and es-
pecially by the cultural influence of 
women, who for the first time were 
gaining enough leisure to have time 
to read, and enough education to 
enjoy and produce books. 

In this spreading enthusiasm for genteel, 
sentimental, and uplifting fiction, Smith 
argues, Hawthorne and especially 
Melville were bound to have a hard 
time. 

That indeed is how American classics 

•It is sometimes dangerous to be casual-
ly amused by such names and titles or 
by the popularity they enjoyed even at 
the supposed expense of our great 
novelists. For example, although only 
sixty copies of Moby-Dick were saved 
from the fire in 1853 at Harper's Ferry, 
the novel was not reissued until ten 
years later, and yet in the year of the 
fire Fanny Fern, the pseudonym for 
Sara Payson Willis, sold 70,000 copies 
of Fern Leaves from Fanny's Portfolio. 
It turns out, however, that Fanny Fern 
earned, in addition to a lot of money, 
the admiration even of Melville's friend 
Hawthorne. Once he actually read her, 
he wrote to George Ticknor that " P 
wish you would let her know how much 
I admire her." This is a kind of object 
lesson in the perils of assuming that 
popular works are by nature only for 
so-called "lowbrow" or "middlebrow" 
readers. 

mayappeart wBtén viewed, as1 they aré itt; 
this and in nearly all other studies of 
classic American fiction, almost ex-
clusively within the narrow boundaries 
of American popular literature and 
social history. What Smith fails to do 
however is to place the great American 
novelists alongside the English writers 
of the last two centuries—who were 
popular on both sides of the Atlantic. 
The sentimental and domestic novel of 
which Hawthorne complained—written 
by the "mob of scribbling women"— 
lagged by a half century in America be-
hind its English Richardsonian counter-
part, but in both countries the vogue for 
this sort of fiction was putting some 
serious novelists in the shadows. Already 
in the 1760s Smollett was lamenting that 
English fiction was "a branch of busi-
ness... now engrossed by female authors 
who merely publish for the propagation 
of virtue." So it was not only trends in 
American taste for fiction from which 
the classic American writers stood apart, 
and we can see how unique their 
achievement in fiction was when we re-
call that at exactly the time when popu-
lar novels in the United States were be-
ing written in emulation of lapsed styles 
in the mother country, Hawthorne and 
Melville were initiating many of the in-
novations later to be incorporated in the 
modernist movement of the next cen-
tury. 

Smith is a discerning critic, and his 
earlier book, Virgin Land, has earned 
him a distinguished place in American 
literary studies. Few can equal him to-
day in the practice of judicious, his-
torical criticism. But a historicism that 
works well enough with Beecher or 
Howells or even Mark Twain can also 
be a hindrance to an appreciation of 
Hawthorne, Melville, and James, writ-
ers whose own relation to the genius of 
others, however remote in time and 
place, seems more immediate and re-
vealing and fresh than their relation to 
historical or social circumstances. For 
example, Smith's report that there is in 
Hawthorne "a distinction between mere 
perception of an event or object and in-
sight into the spiritual truth behind it" 
will correspond to what many will find 
in The Scarlet Letter or in reverberant 
short pieces like "The Wives of the 
Dead." But such neat critical discrimi-
nations are not likely to account suffi-
ciently for the complexities of Haw-
thorne or of classical American litera-
ture generally. The excitement of read-
ing Hawthorne is less in discovering 
such distinctions than in seeing how the 
responsibility for them is almost im-
perceptibly shifted from the author or 
the reader and made instead to seem in-
escapably a part of the nature of 
language itself. 

Hawthorne thus shows us, to use his 
eloquent phrase, "what prisoners we 
are" of all that we take to be most 
natural; he proceeds in a way that is at 
once so natural and so inconclusive that 
we are incapable of differentiating be-
tween inner and outer experience. It 
only coarsens what Hawthorne does to 
say that he "obliterates... ordinary 
assumptions about what is actual and 
what is imaginary," since his own 
sinuous effort is to make us feel what it 
is like to be in the gap between these 
possibilities. His language hints at a 
transparency between alternate states, 
even while reminding us that it is an 
obstruction to it. 

Smith is impatient with those who 
find in the American classics what Law-
rence called, apropos his own writing, 

"the struggle ^ 
"It should not be left out of art ,^Law-
rence says. "It is a very great part of 
life. It is not superimposition of theory. 
It is the passionate struggle into con-
scious being." Smith chastises other 
critics who try, on rhetorical and philo-
sophical grounds, to defend passages in 
Moby-Dick that strike him as "unclear 
or contradictory." In a phrase that has 
unfortunate implications for his own 
conception of the workings of language 
he says they do not "discover a usable 
meaning in Melville's tormented prose." 

Consistent with this is the assertion 
that Moby-Dick "cannot be trans-
planted to the twentieth century," and 
neither can Hawthorne. Though Smith's 
own freer critical instincts suggest 
possibilities to the contrary, he argues 
that Hawthorne "did not intend any-
thing so extreme" as "a fictive world 
without God, that is to say without an 
intelligible order." 

The author of "The Maypole of Mer-
rymount" would have some trouble ac-
commodating himself to this formula-
tion. It is obvious there and elsewhere in 
Hawthorne that his idea of "intelligible 
order" had to do not with God but with 
human conceptions of Him and Mth 
embodiments of these in the artifices 
not only of theology but of literary 
forms, like allegory and pastoral. Part 
of the grandeur and pathos of Haw-
thorne is that he did not ask anybody's 
God to disappear so that he might more 
freely invent fictions. Instead, he wrote 
in such a way as to make us know what 
it is we cannot know, and that includes 
both God and the order of things. Read-
ing his stories we find intelligible order 
is always being deferred, we are always 
expecting that more than one kind of 
order will emerge. 

I n his insistence on "usable meanings" 
Smith adopts T.S. Eliot's unfortunate 
but still revered idea of an "objective 
correlative"—Eliot's argument that 
emotions in literature, such as Hamlet's, 
are illegitimate when they are "in excess 
of the facts as they appear." But this 
standard offers too comfortable a haven 
for any critic seeking to understand 
Melville or Hawthorne, much less Shake-
speare. The idea of "objective cor-
relative" encourages a fussy discomfort 
with the creative possibilities of writing 
and a search for "facts" to explain why 
a given style is as it is. If "the facts as 
they appear," whatever that might 
mean, do not seem to account for the 
rhetorical excursions of Hamlet or 
Ahab, then the critic must search for 
"facts" that do not appear. Above all, 
rhetoric must be rooted in "facts" or in 
"history." Much of the time, notably in 
the essays on Melville, Hawthorne, and! 
James, Smith proceeds in obedience to 
Eliot's theory. Thus, after some interest-
ing discussions of nineteenth-century no-
tions of monomania, he writes that 

over a period of time Ahab made 
the White Whale the focus of exas-
perations that had accumulated in 
him as a widely if not universally 

' shared human experience. In this 
interpretation (which I think Mel-
ville clearly intended) the insanity 
consists in a cognitive change that 
focuses hostility and resentment 
previously directed against life and 
the universe in general, on the 
single tangible and accessible adver-
sary. 

Whether Melville "intended" this read-
ing, along with many others, needn't be 
a matter of speculation since he directly 

wlicn Ishmael says* that AhSS ~ %ftéíP 
upon the whale's white hump the sum 
of all the general rage and hate felt by 
his whole race from Adam down; and 
then, as if his chest had been a mortar, ^ 
he burst his hot heart's shell upon it ." 

Of course what strikes us here isn't a 
clarification of motive but the violence 
of hyperbole in which the explanation is 
couched. Sentences of this kind induce 
wonder and excitement to a point tran-
scending rational meanings. This could 
be an instance in which, according to 
Smith's general complaint, Melville is 
" making an excessive demand on the 
reader," for the reason that "we are not 
given enough fictional substance con-
cerning Ahab's prior experience to ac-
count for his state of mind when he 
meets the White Whale." — S . 

The mistake here is to assume that Y 
"fictional substance" consists of data I 
and facts that can justify a style. What J 
is wrong with the assumption is that the { 
most obvious and powerful "fictional 
substance,*' the substance that can be f 
said to hit you in the face, are the V 
sounds that come off the page, and it ) 
can and has been demonstrated that the 
language in Shakespeare or Melville, in «,. 
Hawthorne or James, nearly always cre-
ates its own justifications for being a s j t — 
is and not otherwise. 

Necessarily, Melville, as Smith dis-
armingly puts it, is "of two minds" 
about Ahab's madness, just as Shake-
speare cannot be supposed wholly the 
partisan of a vain old man in his 
eighties who in the first scene asks a 
stupid question of his daughters and 
then wanders around in a storm telling 
the wind what to do. But can we not be 
sure in most such instances that deci-
sions about personal conduct or even 
about degrees of sanity are perhaps sec-
ondary in the author's mind to certain 
other considerations that he wants us to 
care about? The very nature of the 
heroic demand on life is that it gets ex-
cessive; it can often appear to be crazy 
because there are no objects equivalent 
to its demands, whether it be a whale, a 
girl, or a child's sled. 

T h e best analyses in Smith's book oc-
cur in discussions of writers, like 
Howells and Beecher, who were con-
cerned to deal with the social realities 
that engaged the reading public and 
whose language and imagination were 
hobbled in the attempt to do so. Much V: 

of the time Smith asks language to yield 
confirmations of what can already be 
known to a social historian. He pro-
ceeds as if at some point in a work the 
words are supposed to refer us to a final 
authority for whatever excesses they 
have been guilty of at some other point. 
Only rarely is it conceded that language, 
as we learn from reading "The Turn of 
the Screw" or The Golden Bowl, can 
create realities that are the more force-
ful for being transitory and elusive of 
verification. When Melville asks at one 
point in Moby-Dick "if such a furious * 
trope may stand" he is being tactical. 

A similar strategy is at work almost 
everywhere in Hawthorne, and finds its 
fullest development in Henry James. By 
virtue of it, the question of the power of 
language itself is brought to its very sur-
face and made part of a shared experi-
ence of writer and reader. It is the glory 
of our classic writers that they were the 
first to show the modern world why 
great literature was to become reward-
ingly difficult, a part of what might 
properly be called the resistance in 
modern art to popularity. • 
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At the end of 1984, Winston, the pro-
tagonist, is threatened with a device 
strapped on to his face so that rats can 
eat out his eyes. He collapses, betrays 
his lover, and gives himself over whole-
heartedly to the wishes of the leaders. 
1984 then concludes, "He had won the 
victory over himself. He loved Big 
Brother." In Brave New World Aldous 
Huxley feared the same desperate, in-
fantile, hopeless, and, above all, 
mute dependence. For both writers, the 
power of the state had to be reflected in 
the worship of it, an understandable 
view for anyone who had lived through 
the Nazi era. 

Yet in the last thirty years, worship of 
our masters has not come into being. 
Centralized power grows, both in large 
corporations and in government, but the 
loyalty and discipline this power can 
command from its subjects is uncertain. 
While control is ever more centralized, 

is more and more difficult for the 
masters to make that control seem legiti-
mate. This problem has appeared most 
strikingly in work, especially since the 
1960s. Laborers now show their dislike 
for the institutions in which they work 
in ways that are affecting productivity, 
discipline in plants and offices, and 
orderly planning. 

T h e r e is a difference between extreme 
disaffection in work and the tolerable, 
normal frustration of making a living, a 
difference that Robert S. Gilmour and 
Robert B. Lamb skillfully analyze in their 
book Political Alienation in Contem-

porary America. They find, for instance, 
that while fewer than a tenth of the crafts-
men, professionals, and technical work-
ers they interviewed for their study were 
highly discontented—strongly suspicious 
of the powerful and antipathetic to their 
own work—as many as 40 percent of the 
service workers and a third of the in-
dustrial laborers felt this way.1 

The latter two categories make up 
most of the workers in industrial socie-
ty. People who deeply dislike the ways 
they are living and working can express 
themselves in a number of ways: they 
can find scapegoats to blame, they can 
blow up their plants or take to drink. 
Much depends on whom they hold re-
sponsible. Today workers who find the 
conditions of their work responsible for 
their discontents, and challenge the 
legitimacy of the institutions of work, 
dd so in ways which have little to do 
with organized protest. Unions, now 
mainly large bureaucracies themselves, 
are seen increasingly as distant or-
ganizations that collaborate with the 
enemy. Disaffection is expressed in ways 
that are more spontaneous, isolated, 
and pathetic. 

Voluntary absenteeism has become, 
for example, a great worry to both pub* 
lie and private bureaucracies. Workers 
Often pretend to be sick so they can take 
paid sick-leave. White-collar employees 
simply disappear for the day or lie 
about things they need to do outside the 
office. As the scale of the problem has 
grown, the perception of it has changed. 
Personnel experts no longer regard it as 
simple delinquency but rather as a tactic 
of resistance—to pressure at the office, 

to tedium on the assembly line. The cor-
ollary, however unpalatable to the man-
agers, has also become unavoidable to 
them: there must be something wrong at 
work if so many people are trying to get 
away from it.2 

During the last decade, the number of 
wildcat strikes has risen—strikes as 
much against the union bureaucracy, for 
example that of the United Mine Work-
ers, as against the managerial bureauc-
racy. What is called, politely, "volun-
tary inefficiency," or, more ominously, 
"efficiency resistance," plagues large 

steadily on the rise. These occur when 
workers quit their jobs simply because 
they are restless or bored—not because 
they have another job in prospect.s 

Such expressions of dissatisfaction ap-
pear in white-collar work as well as in 
manual labor. In management circles it 
used to be said that such signs of disaf-
fection as an auto worker gumming up 
the line or a salesman playing hooky 
from the office came mainly from peo-
ple who failed to make something of 
themselves. Now the rising volume of 
these practices has made it untenable to 

'Robert S. Gilmour and Robert B. 
Lamb, Political Alienation in Contem-
porary America (St. Martin's, 1975). 

organizations not only in the US but in 
England and France.3 This behavior 
ranges from sabotaging the schemes of 
efficiency planners to "working to 
rule," in which the worker simply obeys 
rules of work agreed on between man-
agement and union leaders. These rules 
are usually so far from the realities of 
work that obeying them scrupulously 
will drastically slow down the produc-
tion process.4 In the midst of tight 
economic periods as well as prosperous 
ones, what industrial sociologists call 
"unmotivated resignations" have been 

2For the US, see Absenteeism in In-
dustry by Stanley Yolles, Pasquale 
Carone, and Leonard Krinsky (C.C. 
Thomas, 1975); for Britain, ^ee Geof-
frey Ingham, Size of Industrial Organi-
zation and Worker Behavior (Cambridge 
University Press, 1970); for Italy, see 
Giuseppe Bianchi, Assentiesmo orario 
delavoro (Angeli, Milan, 1972). 
3See Georges Lefranc, Grèves d'hier et 
d'aujourdhu (Auber, Paris, 1971) and 
D. Schneider, ed., Zur Theorie und 
Praxis des Streiks (Suhrkamp, Frankfurt, 
1971). 
4 " Working to rule" is what air-
controllers do when they are said in the 
press to be "on strike." It is alsp a 

view such workers simply as isolated 
misfits. 

A newer explanation of these troubles 
is that the work ethic is breaking down. 
And, of course, if people don't want to 
work hard, they will treat their employ-
ers as having no legitimate authority to 
make them work. I went to a corporate 
board meeting a few months ago in 
which this theory about the reasons for 
a crisis of legitimacy in late capitalism 
was advanced with gloomy relish: the 
system works, it was said, but the 
workers have lost their will to do the 
jobs. Ten years ago, there were a good 
many articles in the Wall Street Journal 
on the "crisis of legitimacy" in capital-

common form of resistance in the print-
ing trades in newspapers and in other 
highly skilled and manual labor in-
dustries. 
5On the psychology of such moves, see 
D. Tiffany, S. Cowand, and P.H. Tif-
fany, The Unemployed (Prentice-Hall, 
1970). It should be said that the overall 
resignation rate is falling, due to what is 
called industrial feudalism. See John H. 
Pencavel, An Analysis of the Quit-Rate 
in American Manufacturing Industry 
(Princeton University, 1970). 

ism. But the managers had a different 
crisis in mind: the challenges came from 
outside the corporation and were in 
large part from people—minorities, 
women—who could not get work. The 
new_crisis comes from within; as man-
agers see it, when they talk frankly, "we 
gave them the jobs and now they don't 
want to do the work." 

Both parts of this statement are un-
true. Unemployment of "them"—ur-
ban, young, male blacks and hispanics, 
for instance—remains very high; in New 
York City, the estimates range from 35 
to 55 percent. While some corporations 
like ATT have made a real effort to 
employ members of poor minorities, on 
the whole the economy is failing to ab-
sorb them. And for those who wanted 
work and managed to find it, there is 
little evidence that their work habits or 
productivity differ much from those of 
other workers, except for the lowest 
paid unskilled laborers.6 

A number of recent studies show, 
moreover, that people of all ages, races, 
and classes claim to believe in the inherent 
moral value of hard work. The meaning 
of this morality, however, is changing. 
Hard work is coming to be seen by 
many workers as a means to another 
end, that of "self-enrichment," rather 
than as morally worthwhile in itself. In 
an interesting article in a new book 
called Work in America, Daniel Yankel-
ovich observes that this "new breed" of 
workers, 

often start a job willing to work 
hard and be productive. But if the 
job fails to meet their expecta-
tions—if it doesn't give them the 
incentives they are looking for— 
then they lose interest The 
preoccupation with self that is the 
hallmark of New Breed values 
places the burden of providing in-
centives for hard work more 
squarely on the employer than 
under the old value system.7 

The demand of employees that work be 
made worthwhile if they are going to 
work hard confuses many employers. 
They ask, aren't security and money 
enough? Evidently not, as Work in 
America makes clear. During the last 
ten years, many, workers have acquired 
a sharper sense of what Keynes called 
the aimlessness and futility of much 
bureaucratic activity. These workers are 
asking a question which employers do 
not, and perhaps cannot, answer: is 
work worth it? 

It is important to be clear about what 
phrases like "disillusion" and a "feeling 
of illegitimacy" mean when they are ap-
plied to voluntary absentees or laborers 
slowing down the assembly line. Such 
dissatisfaction with work does not have 

'Even for unskilled work, the notion 
that the system is sacrificing efficiency 
to accommodate "outsiders" is a 
dubious one, because there is so much 
job turnover that the line between in-
sider and outsider is meaningless. For a 
contrary view, see Arthur Okun, Equali-
ty and Efficiency, The Big Trade-Off 
(Brookings Institute, 1975). 
7Daniel Yankelovich, "Work Values 
and the New Breed," in Work in Amer-
ica: The Decade Ahead, edited by Clark 
Kerr and Jerome Rostow (Van Nos-
trand, 1979). 



Writers joust over 
art, war, morality at 
NU writers roundtable 
By Jim S p e n c e r . - , - -

»hen Robert Stone heard a fellow novelist talk 
about the lack of morality in literature after 
the 1960s, he began to simmer. The author of 
'Dog Soldiers, the National Book Award-

winning novel of a Vietnam veteran's botched heroin 
deal, Stone knew he fell into the category of writers 
being criticized. Waiting his turn to speak at a TriQuar-
terly symposium last weekend, he grew increasingly 
disturbed. Finally;, the novelist boiled over with ex-
citement and recrimination. 

"You can't separate life-affirming from death-affir-
ming art ," he said. "We are only who we are." His voice 
got louder, as he struck home with the fury of a 
preacher at a tent revival. "Am I concerned with the 
cause of small, brown people in Central America be-
cause they're groovy? What is it to me, the condition of 
black people in South Africa? If I don't care about me 
and the universe, what do I care about?. That is the only 
morality." 

Following closely on his dissertation on the nature of 
man—"People's minds are filled with depravity and 
weirdness. It's a natural condition. There's no cure for 
this. The only thing you can do is transcend it, turn it 
into art and hope that at some level the world's 
consciousness will expand"—Stone's observation about 
morality didn't exactly make members of his audience 
leap to their feet and shout "Amen." Oh, they stood up 
all right, but mostly to suggest that the "Reverend 
Stone was speaking m tongues. Forked, to be exact. 

There was no dearth of opinion .or emotion at 
Northwestern's two-day symposium, "The Writer in Our 
World." Its central question—how modern poets and 
writers fit into society—seemed a bit ambitious for such 
a brief meeting, but it was partly answered by the 
attendance of only 200 people to watch a dozen recog-
nized writers debate "questions of the greatest impor-
tance," while across the campus 31,000 sat in a cold 
drizzle to watch Ohio State's football team paste the 
Wildcats, 52-3. . 

Stm, the people who assembled in the small "lecture 
hall for the symposium could take solace in a little 
intellectual snob appeal, for they were treated to a rare 
display of passionate philosophical cogitation. Although 
many in the audience were aspiring writers, others were 
merely curious, the kind of people who would be reading 
English philosopher Thomas More on* a Saturday after-
noon or otherwise searching for an elusive truth. 

"I 'm a lawyer, not a frustrated novelist," said 69-year-
old Charles Martin of Winnetka. "But aren't you always 
asking, 'What is life about?' Isn't that the fundamental auestion? Their exploration is fun. I don't know about 

leir answers." v 
Neither did Barbara Foley, a self-described Marxist 

English professor at Northwestern, who stood in the 
audience and angrily told Stone that his notion of innate 
depravity was ' ra re-warmed version of the Medieval 
concept of original sin." Nevertheless, she praised the 
forum and its underlying premise that writers should be 

Robert Stone Derek Walcot t 

part of the real world. 
The symposium's participants—Stone; two other Na- -

tional Book Award winners, Mary Lee Settle and Gloria 
Emerson; novelists Ward Just and Leslie Epstein; critic 
and historian Terrence Des Pres; short story writer 
Grace Paley; and poets Michael Harper, Derek Walcott, 
Carolyn Forch6, C. K. Williams and Stanislaw Baranc-
zak—each proved their connection. They spoke on poli-
tics, history, exile, gender, race and war with street 
smarts as well as academic acumen. And if they 
resolved nothing,-they certainly exhibited the power of 
discourse. 

"One gets cynical aboi.it conferences," Walcott, a 
Caribbean poet, said. "But I'll be leaving here with two 
things. First, my appreciation of the American con-
science has deepened. . i | Second, one feels just a little 
ashamed of not remembering the outside [world] a little 
more." 

In this crowd, one could hardly forget. Once begun, the 
exchange of ideas gathered momentum and force, like a 
flood that starts as a trickle of melting snow on a 
mountain top. Informal dinners became, literally, round-
table discussions of justice, war and Third World poli-
tics. But eVen in moments of levity, the banter was 
extraordinary. The authors turned the lobby bar. of 
Evanston's Orrington Hotel into a Midwestern Algonquin 
and tested each other's skill at witty ripostes like so 
many Dorothy Parkers. 

Their causes were as varied as their experiences, a 
notion reinforced by their public presentations: Blacks 
against racism, women against sexism, those who had 
visited Central America against U. S. intervention, ev-
eryone against the Vietnam War [though not its 
veterans] and Ronald Reagan. 

The thread that loosely bound the eclectic discussions 
was empathy, which is probably any good writer's 
greatest gift. "We need to imagine the real," Paley said. 
'We have to be able to imagine the lives of others. Men 

have to imagine the lives of women. White people have 
to imagine the lives of people of color. We have to 
imagine what's happening in South Africa, Lebanon and 
Central America." . ~ 

Forche, whose prize-winning book of poems, "The 
Country Between Us," Explores the suffering in El 
Salvador, seized on that theme when she recounted her 
visit to a Salvadoran iail, where she saw men locked in 
wooden boxes a yard long and a yard high. "I got hives, 

and when I got back in the truck, I vomited," ForcW 
said. I thought my driver would say, 'Poor North 
American woman, we'll take you back to your hotel.' 
Instead, he looked at me sternly and said, 'Think how 
you feel now. Remember it. That's what the oppression 
feels like.' 

Recollections are the narcotic of writers obsessed with 
-the Vietnam War. Ward Just, a former Washington Post 
and Newsweek correspondent, now a political novelist, 
freely admitted to spending "the better part of a writing 
life trying to explain it—or exorcise it" without success. 
As they sat in the Orrington bar, someone jogged Just's 
and Stone's memories with an innocuous question about 
trees in Saigon. The two men graduated quickly to tales 
of drugs and corruption. Soon the originial question and 
the person who asked it were an afterthought, as they 
sipped Scotch and water and huddled in a fraternity 
open only to those who were there. 

But that was not enough. The next day Just told his 
audience that nothing would suffice until "the geography 
of Vietnam—its moral and social terrain—[are] as vivid 
and unforgettable as Yoknapatawpha County or West 

'Vietnam will never be banal to us," Stone explained. 
"I know so many people who died there and so many 
who died when they came back." 

The discussion of writing and war set off a verbal 
battle that pitted Stone not only against the audience bu4 
other writers, most of whom appeared shocked to hear 
him describe his exhilaration at watching his first 
combat—French jets strafing virtually defenseless 
Egyptians—and the beauty of a nuclear explosion. "This 
is my head filled with murderousness," he said. "I 'm no 
better than you. [But] you're no better than me." 

"I don't find anything beautiful about an atomic 
explosion," panelist Leslie Epstein later replied. "A 
writer can be of two imaginations, one of them diseased. 
There's a way thè poet becomes seduced by evil." He 
then went on to discuss Joseph Conrad's "Heart of 
Darkness." 

Conrad wasn't the only literary giant invoked in the 
symposium. Milton, Blake, Shellev, Pound, Whitman and 
Plato found their way into the fray, along with Judith 
Krantz. She was the focus of the recurring Krantz 
Debate, spawned by novelist Mary Lee Settle, who 
warned against esthetic censorship, and turning on the 
crucial proposition: Shall one lambaste one's neighbor 
for reading "Princess Daisy?" 

The answer, of course, was never resolved. Nor was 
there any consensus for Gloria Emerson, author o£ 
"Winners and Losers," a nonfiction study of the Vietnam 
War, when she called for a "redefinition of masculintiy 
and a new way of raising males" in light of the 
atrocities committed by splaiers against children. The 
best she could manage for her proposal was a witty 
second from Paley, an intellectual and radically feminist 
version of Erma Bombeck, whose work includes "Enor-
mous Changes at the Last Minute." Paley acknowledged 
that women may become as ruthless as men as they try 
to succeed in this male-dominated society. "My hope, 
she said, "is that men will improve faster than women 
get rotten." 

That was her hope, not her expectation. Uncertainty 
has a way of inserting itself in any exercise as Platonic 
as "The Writer in Our World." Poet Michael Harper, a 
huge black man toughened by years of institutional 
racism, pointed out: r ' I have great fear for the moral 
will of Americans if it takes more than a week to , 
achieve the results." 
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Remembering John Gardner: 
'His Moderation Was Our Excess' 

By Nicholas Delbanco 

HE illustration on the cover of John 
^ I ^ Gardner's collection of short stories, 

"The Art of Living," shows a motor-
cyclist racing at the reader, straight 
ahead. His jacket is black leather, as 

j L m was John's, and his expression is 
grim! It is as though he drives "In the Suicide Moun-
tains" the title of a book he wrote for children — 
prepared to take that leap described on the final 
page of "Grendel"; there are fierce night rides 
throughout his work, and creatures everywhere at 
risk. 

John Champlin Gardner J r . died of injuries sus-
tained in a motorcycle accident on Tuesday, Sept. 
14th, 1982. The afternoon had been balmy, bright; 
the roads were dry. He was a cautious and experi-
enced driver, a few miles from home; he swerved— 
to avoid another vehicle perhaps? — and fell. John 
was forever trying to explain himself, but death is 
inexplicable; the coroner's report describes result, 
not cause. It is clear he was trying to make it, trying 
to survive the skid. We never will know what he saw 
while he fell, or felt when the handlebar dealt him its 
mortal gut punch. He maintained, repeatedly, he 
had IK) fear of death — he wanted the rider of "The 
Art of Living" to appear playful, not fierce. On Sept. 
16, two days after the accident, my wife and I re-
ceived a letter from him full of future plans. He was 
to marry an the weekend of what became his fu-
neral; he was immersed in a translation of "Gilga-
mesh" — "Fine pome!" he said jokingly. He sound-
ed, as always, vividly alive. 

John seemed somehow to have been born with a 
quicker ratio to the passage of time than the rest of 
us. He worked with a headlong, hurtling rush -» at 
times, 20 hours a day. Each new home for him, I 
think, was absolutely home; each new set of friends 
was old and dear and gifted. His moderation was our 
excess, and his excess brooked no containment. It 's 
not so much a question of the forced march and furi-
ous pace — as if he knew he might die young and 
wanted to waste or miss nothing. Rather, it was as if 
he decided that certain central matters demanded 
all the patient seriousness he had. He had no atten-
tion left to squander on sleep or table manners or the 
I.R.S. 

Others knew him longer and more intimately. I of-
fer this account of friendship knowing that it is rep-
resentative —that many have been touched as I and 
share in the general loss. We met on Tuesday, April 

Nicholas Delbanco directs the Bennington Writing 
Workshops. His study of the Beaux Arts Trio will ap-
pear this winter. 

16, 1974. He came to Bennington, Vt:, on a reading 
tour; he and his wife, Joan, arrived for dinner at our 
house. 

My first impression of Gardner remains—a short, 
pot-bellied, pipe-smoking man with a high-pitched 
voice and rapid rate of speech, pontificating splen-
didly and as if by rote. His eyes were red-rimmed, 
his white hair lank; he made his entry two hours 
late. It was not his fault in fact; it was the Albany 
airport's and the fog's. But somehow, in the ensuing 
years, there would always be some such disruption: 
A car would fail to start or end up in a ditch, a snow-
storm would come out of nowhere, a wallet would be 
lost. Joan Gardner wore expensive clothing and fist-
fuls of jewelry; the novelist wore bluejeans and a 
black leather vest. He emptied a quart of vodka be-
fore he sat to eat. 

I saw John often in such situations l a te r— they 
were hard to avoid. Fame hringft ft constant^ arirp^r-
ing assault, a request from civil strangers to be bril-
liant or outrageous or at least informed. It wears one 
down and forces one to substitute a mask for a face 
— sooner or later, they fuse. This is doubly a danger 

SYGMA/JEAN PIERRE LAFFONT 

John Gardner: "His last protracted labor was on the 
fragmentary epic 'Gilgamesh.'" 

for the writer, since privacy is the sine qua non of his 
work, and he has had no training in the actor's life. 

By midnight I had dropped my guard; by 2 o'clock 
he had, too. Elena, my wife, went to sleep. Since'! 
had to teach next morning, I tried to call a halt; I had 
to prepare for my class. Nonsense, said John, we'd 
have another bottle, and he'd help me through the 
morning session—what was it on, by the way? "Vir-
ginia Woolf," I said and construed his nodding to 
mean knowledge of her work. So we talked till 4 or 5 
and met again at 10 o'clock; I weaved my way to 
class. 

As it turned out, I did most of the teaching. Per- I 
haps I knew more about Virginia Woolf; certainly I 
felt more responsible to the students than did their 
visitor. I lectured with a panicky inventiveness, 
stopping only for questions or breath. The session 
went well — I knew that. But Gardner assured me, 
with what I later came to recognize as characteristic 
hyperbole, that it was the best talk he'd ever at-
tended — at least on any author after Malory. He 
knew something more than I did about Apollonius of 
Rhodes m a y b e . . . . I was gratified, of course, and all 
the more so when his wife said he had repeated the 
praise to her later; we had become fast friends. The 
next night, after his reading, I asked if he wanted a 
job. 

— O R three years thereafter, we saw each 
^ other continually. Our families grew 

, . L J close and have remained that way. His 
1 presence was a gift. He ballyhooed my 

work in public and berated it in private. 
' J tL*-- - Day in, week out, we wrangled over 
prose. There was nothing polite or distanced about 
his sense of collegiality; if he hated a line he said so, 
and if he hated a character he said so all the more 
loudly. - • 

"October l i gh t " received the 1976 National Book 
Critics Circle Award for fiction; The presentation 
ceremony took place in Njptw York, and John's pub-
lishers made it an occasion. They hosted a supper 
party afterwards, and a suite was reserved in Gard-
ner's name at the Algonquin Hotel. He asked my 
wife and me to be his companions that night. He 
wore the dungarees we'd seen him wear all month; 
we, of course, dressed to the nines. He was tireless 
and generous, but most of all, and in a way that 's dif-
ficult to pinpoint, he was serious. Where other 
writers would have rested on their laurels, he was 
busy lobbying for his present project—an opera. He 
was no good at small talk, too abrupt; he was busy 
all night long. This helps explain his torrential out-
pouring those years; he did not stop. And he ex-
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This Sumerian king, who reigned in his city, 
Uruk, around 2650 B.C., achieved fame and, 

honor unique in Mesopotamian history, and for more 
than 2,000 years he was celebrated in cult and legend, 
only to disappear under the sands of Iraq and the ruins 
of Mesopotamian civilization. But then he reappeared a 
little more than a century ago — "Out of dark night 
where lay / The crowns of Nineveh," in Yeats's phrase 
— and tablet by tablet, fragment by fragment, his story 
began to be put together and told again. Today it takes 
its place next to the "Iliad" and the "Odyssey," and it is 
known to students of literature everywhere. It has be-
come a story for children too in the splendid adaptation 
by Bernarda Bryson. Now here it is again, in a transla-
tion by a distinguished novelist and in an imaginative 
elaboration by a well-known writer of science fiction. 

The earliest legends we have about Gilgamesh are 
found in Sumerian lays of the late third millennium B.C. 
By a process of sifting out, adaptation and radical 
transformation, probably in the early second millen-
nium B.C., these legends were reworked into a single 
epic. This epic was composed, however, hot in Sume-
rian but in Semitic Babylonian; this is the Old Babylo-
nian version. Though the text is quite fragmentary, the 
story line can be seen: Gilgamesh the King becoming 
restless; the creation of the savage Enkidu by the 
mother goddess; his seduction by a harlot and his 
becoming Gilgamesh's companion; the journey of Gil-
gamesh and Enkidu to the Cedar Forest and Enkidu's 
slaying of the guardian monster; the death of Enkidu 
and the terrible grief of Gilgamesh, which becomes an 
obsessive fear of death and drives him to the end of the 
world to find the one man who has escaped death, Ut-
napishtim, the Babylonian Noah and survivor of the 
Flood. Though local variants never died out completely, 
after centuries more of transmission and textual expan-
sion a standard form of the epic took shape about 1300 
B.C., and this was later attributed to a scholar called 
Sin-leqi-unninni. It is of this version (along with gener-
ous portions of the Old Babylonian) that the late John 
Gardner has left us his translation. 

The Gilgamesh epic is a powerful tale in almost any 
telling. Rilke once called it die greatest thing one could 
experience, and many consider it the supreme literary 
achievement of the ancient world before Homer. It has 
something of the qualities Henry Moore once said he ad-
mired in Mesopotamian art — bigness and simplicity 
without decorative trimming. It is about natur? and cul-
ture, the value of human achievements and their limita-
tions, friendship and love, separation and sorrow, life 
and death. And all these big things are in a tale that is 
told, especially in the Old Babylonian version, with an 
almost naïve but compelling art, in poetry that is simple 
and spare, a Babylonian dolce stil nuovo. 

That art, of course, is generally lost to the modern 
reader, to whom the epic is accessible onlytn some very 
free translations or in the more faithful but dull ver-
sions of Assyriologists. These so-called scholarly trans-
lations are, in Dryden's dismissive term, metaphrases, 
woodenly literal, at best flat, at worst stilted and pre-
tentious, using a language of archaic diction and syn-
tactic inversions, a language of "thou's" and "thee's" 
and "thine's." They show once more how right the poet 

William L. Moran is a professor of Àssyriology at 
Harvard University. 

8th-century B.C. Assryian statue of a hero, traditionally 
believed to be Gilgamesh, holding a lion cub. 

witn ine most bitter mockery i nave ever 
had to behold. Then the shake raised high its 
head and opened its jaws, and the pearl went 
sliding down its maw. If I could have seized 
that serpent I would have wrung it until it 
disgorged the stone; but to my horror the 
foul creature slipped cunningly^ past my 
grasp. . . . On hands and knees I crawled 
quickly after it, but I had no chance of 
Catching i t . . . . Delicately it put its snout to 
the sand and wriggled down into the earth in 
a moment and vanished from sight. In its 
place remained only a, few bits of its 
speckled skin that it had sloughed off as it 
escaped. Already it was shedding its old 
self, and coming into the renewal of the body 
that had been meant for 
me. All my labor thus 
was a waste: I had toiled 
in far lands merely to 
obtain the boon of new 
life for the serpent. For 
myself I had gained 
nothing. 

—From "Gilgamesh the 
King." 

and critic C. H. Sisson is in maintaining that verse 
/translations should be attempted only by those Who 
have spent their lives writing verse. " 

The appearance therefore of Gardner's translation — 
it is his, aé thè introduction makes clear is an exciting 
event, and it raises our-hopes that-someone has at last 
caught in English something of the ancient art. Gardner 
was not a poet, but he was an artist with words. It is true 
that he did not know the Babylonian language. His col-
laborator, John Maier, a teacher of English who wrote 
the introduction, the notes and an appendix on the prob-
lems of translation, claims a modest competence in 
Babylonian, and he acknowledges the assistance of 
Richard A. Henshaw, who is trained in Àssyriology. So 
Gardner had help as well as the last word on the transla-
tion. 

The results of this collaborative effort are both very 
good and very bad and sometimes something in be-
tween. If one considers simply the language, questions 
of accuracy aside, the translation reads very well and is 
certainly tì^ best In English. It adheres closely to the 
original text, reflecting a decision, as Mr. Maier puts ity 
to respect the integrity of the poetic line. It seems to be 
based mainly on E. A. Speiser's translation, but it 
avoids the solemnities of that version. The language 
here is simple and direct, at times approaching the 
freshness of the original. When Gardner is right — that 
is, accurate — he is almost always very right. Unlike 
the scholar 's version, his has the right tone and the right 
word in the right place. 

Occasionally the language is uncharacteristically af-
fected. A Babylonian idiom is misunderstood, and 
speakers keep "shaping" their mouths to speak. A long-
dead metaphor is mistakenly reanimated, and so 
dreams are not simply interpreted but are "untied." 
And then there are the mysterious "unhurrying crea-
tures of the abandon" ; one can only figure out what the 
translator means after, a long search in the Babylonian 
text. 

But what flaws Gardner's achievement, and flaws it 
seriously, are the startling inconsistencies of his trans-
lations and the many translations that are simply 
wrong, at times accompanied by an inept commentary. 
In criticizing the translations for being inconsistent, I 
am not pleading for an artless rigidity but for an incon-
sistency that is motivated and not misleading. For in-
stance, it is misleading as well as destructive of the ver-
bal art to introduce a varied diction when a series of 
commands and their executions are expressed by ex-
actly the same words. And if a reader compares the 
Gardner translation of the lovemaking scene with the 
same scene in the Old Babylonian version, can he come 
to any conclusion but that the Sin-leqi-unninni text em-
ployed a much cruder and more violent language? That 
judgment would be confirmed by a reference in the 
commentary on Gardner's translation that speaks of 
"the violence of the final line." And yet the language of 
the two versions is virtually identical, and the alleged 
violence of the later version is not only a tasteless .vul-
garity utterly alien to the spirit of the text but a total 
fabrication by the translator. 

SOME of the inconsistencies are so obvious that 
one can only conclude that in the so-called final 
version Gardner was still considering alterna-
tives. I can see no other explanation of why the 

very sa.me words in identical contexts should be trans-
lated "I compared him with you" in one place and "f 
treated him as your equal" in another. Similarly, the 
same word in identical contexts is rendered as both 
"strength" and "cheeks." In the first case, the transla-
tion of the verb remains a matter of discussion, and 
Gardner seems to have been told this. In the second, 
only "cheeks" is correct, but somehow Gardner learned 
that "cheek" ("letu'D and "strength" ("litu") were 
practically homonyms and would have been written the 
same way, and he apparently thought he had an option. 

Continued on next page 
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pected the same of others. His first question to me, al-
ways, was "What are you working on?" "October 
Light" was finished, therefore irrelevant. 

The occasion was a success. There were important 
and beautiful people, good speeches and fine wines. At 
night's end we repaired to the Algonquin, where they 
nearly refused him a bed. He had a typewriter and 
briefcase as luggage, no credit cards or cash. We some-
how convinced the desk clerk that Alfred A. Knopf him-
self would foot the bill and were escorted to the suite. 
There were flowers and fruit, bottles waiting on ice; we 
ordered brandy as well. As the bellhop left, John sat. 
The coueh was vast. He sank in its plush lushness, and 
mice scrambled from his feet. 

They Were gone quickly. They scurried to some 
other section of the suite. Cut in that first instant I 
thought they had emerged from his boots. We laughed. 
We placated Elena and informed the bellhop on his re-
turn that he should make certain hereafter to clear 
away the cheese. Yet the image remains and retains its 
first power to shock: I saw his power in the process of 
collapse. The telephone rang. At home he had an-
swered, "Hello, Gardners." That was, he explained, a 
way of being noncommittal; it was a large family, and 
you never knew which (me the caller wanted. It was also 
a way of keeping celebrity-seekers at bay; you didn't 
have to say, "John Gardner" and could therefore al-
ways say he wasn't in. It rang again. He answered, 
"Hello, Gardner." He seemed forlorn; the brandy and 
Book Critics Circle had no power to invigorate. He was 
white and tired and, for all our efforts at support, alone. 

Within the year, he was operated on for cancer. His 
first marriage had ended; his second—to a Bennington 

graduate, the poet L. M. Rosenberg—was in the offing, 
and he had moved from Vermont. They took him to 
Johns Hopkins Medical Center for emergency surgery; 
on Christmas Day I flew down. At dawn on Christmas 
the airports are deserted, so I had an empty, easy flight 
and was in Baltimore by 9. 

John had not expected me and was watching televi-
sion. His usual pallor was more pronounced still and 
made the sheet seem colorful. When he saw me, he 
blushed. It was, I teased him, the first and only time 
he'd been caught in the act of watching television; 
James Page, in "October Light," had shot out the 
screen in his house. So it would not have been pleasure 
but embarrassment that caused him to flush :— but it 
was all right, I assured him, his secret addiction was 
safe. I blathered on like that until we felt a t ease with si-
lence. He lit up his pipe. All was well. I brought him 
Christmas tokens. He complained about the trouble he 
was having with a paragraph of the book he was work-
ing on at the time/'Shadows," a novel still in progress 
when he died. He had worked at it for three days now, 
but it wasn't right. The medicine tray held his I.B.M. 
Selectric, and his window ledge was heaped with Cor-
rasable Bond. (The next time I visited him at Hopkins 
he was sitting up in bed and busily at work — irritable, 
almost, at the interruption. The third time, Elena came 
too and we could not find him. He was in the reaches of 
the hospital basement, having commandeered a Xerox 
machine. But that first instant, when I watched him 
through the open door remains the image here.) I knew 
— seeing him reaching for the television monitor and 
then for his pipe, turning even this cell into a work-
space, disorderly, coloring — he would survive. 

His work will. Novelist, poet, critic, playwright, li-

brettist, scholar, translator, fabulist — at 49 years old, 
he had the exuberance and protean energy of men not 
half his age. He was involved in the theater, in music, 
woodworking, publishing, teaching, painting — any 
number of pursuits and none of them casual or slap-
dash. His paintings were intensely seen; his boxes and 
furniture served. I remember dropping by his house in 
Bennington to find so many bookshelves fabricated in 
one day that I thought the pipe smoke he stood wreathed 
in had caused my eyes to blur. He did seem, somehow, 
multiple. The first musical selection of the memorial 
service on East Main Street in Batavia—the town in up-
state New York where he was born and buried — was a " 
cassette of John and his son Joel, performing on their 
French horns. They played "Amazing Grace." 

But John Gardner was a writer first and last; at the 
end, his motorcycle bag was stuffed'with manuscript. 
Paper littered the road where he lay. Someday — who 
could rule this out?—a coherent overview may surface 
of the novelist's last works. It is no small irony that his 
last protracted labor was on a fragment, "Gilgamesh." 
But he leaves a rich legacy of completed work. Writing 
at speed, or revising continually, he wrote for an audi-
ence. His sudden extinction need not alter that. In a set 
of exercises devised for the apprentice (reprinted in 
"The Art of Fiction"), John has this to say: "To write 
with taste, in the highest sense, is to write with the as-
sumption that one out of a hundred people who read 
one's work may be dying, or have some lpved one dying; 
to write so that no one commit? suicide, no one de-
spairs; to write, as Shakespeare wrote, so that people 
understand, sympathize, see the universality of pain, 
and feel strengthened, if not directly encouraged, to live. 
on." r % ' D 
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William L Shirer calls 
this account of the Nuremberg trial 

fascinating... 
one of the best I have read, bringing to 

life not only the trial itself but each of the 
scores of principal characters among the 

defendants, prosecutors and judges. 
"I often wondered if any other 
gathering in history brought 
together under one roof so many 
various and quirky individuals. 
The authors describe each one 
with insight. .. The bickering of 
the judges over their decisions 
and sentences, as revealed by the 
authors, wilj surprise many 
readers" 
—from Mr. Shirer's review in the 

N. Y. Times Book Review 

"Well-researched . . . illuminates 
the issues with impressive thor-
oughness and offers incisive 
views of prosecutors, judges and 
defendants." * ••111 

—Publishers Weekly 

"Ann and John Tusa brilliantly 
capture the atmosphere of the 
court [and] the character of the 
defendants... well-written and 
solidly based on original material 
. . . raises important questions 
about the validity of interna-

Blue Eyes Forever 



Chicago writers follow tradition but break new trails 
"Every generation revolts against its fathers and makes friends with its grandfathers." 

Jack Fuller 

and babushkas , with those of 
Algren and Farrell. But for all 
its surface similarity to "The 
Neon Wilderness" or "Studs 
Lonigan," Dybek's work is of, 
a different order. 

"For me; the freshness of 
c h i l d h o o d i s a k i n d of 
visionary state," Dybek says. 
"I have a natural affinity for 
the child's viewpoint, and to 
convey it, artfully, was one of 
the things I was after in these 
stories.' 

The charm of "The Palatski 
Man' '—a symbolic tale of 

brother and sister drawn 
into marvelous adventures 

in the wake of a mysteri-
ous street vendor—has 

more in common with 
the writings of Rilke 
a n d t h e B r o t h e r s 

Grimm than with 
Farrell 's sociologi-i 

Stuart Dybek 

cal observations or the urban 
cruelties Algren depicts. - , 

Ref lec t ive and personal , 
Dybek is a poet whether in 
prose or verse. His volume of 
p o e m s , 4 " B r a s s . Knuckles:*' 
[1979], sprang out of the same 
material .as the, "Childhood" 
stories. A second book of 
poems and a long-anticipated 
novel are being readied for 
p u b l i c a t i o n . , M e a n w h i l e , 
Dybek con t inues to work 
slowly and carefully, publish-
ing occasional stories in such 
magazines as Chicago, An-
taeus and the New Yorker. He 
teaches English at Western 
Michigan Universi ty while 
maintaining strong ties to the 
city. •'••...•••"- . V ' i f f ' 

Also prominent as a poet is 
Michael Anania, 45, who wroteSL 
two books of verse C"Thef 
Color of Dus t" (1970)" and » 
"Riversongs". (1974)] before ' 
recently publishing a fictional ^ 

* memoir,~ "The ; Red Menace." • * 
In this work Anania weaves^ 
impressions of his boyhood in ' ! 
an Omaha public housing pro-
ject during the 1950s. "The. 
Red menace," of course, is 
Sen. Joseph McCarthy's ver-
sion of a Communist plot to 
destroy America, but the ex-
pression encompasses related 
phenomena of those years: the ' 
fireball of nuclear explosions < ¡cm 
as seen in newsreel footage; 
thé red "bombs" favored by 
hot-rod addicts; even an Indi-
an schoolmate who imagines 
himself part of a retributive 
" r e d menace" that haun t s ' 
white America. 

Though Anania did not ar-." 
rive in Chicago until the 1960s/' 
a kinship exists between him 
and earlier Chicago writers. ; 
"We lived outdoors, on the 
sidewalks, in crowded pla-

zas," Anania recalls of his 
you th . [His t u b e r c u l a r 
father, the son of a Cala-r 

br ian immigrant , had, 
been forced onto the re-

lief rolls of Omaha.] 
C o n s e q u e n t l y , even 

though the stvle and 
s i r u c t u * o f 
Anania's work are" 

contemporary, the 
a t m o s p h e r e o f 

teeming street life we as-
sociate with such Depression 
era writers as Farrell, Algren 
and Wright is manifest in 
'The Red Menace," as well, I 

Laurence'Gonzales 

Like fe l low N e b r a s k a n s 
Wrigh t Mor r i s and Willa 
Catber, Anania felt himself 
d rawn to Chicago., Unlike 
them, he has remained to 
become active in the literary 
c o m m u n i t y . A p a r t f r o m 
teaching at the University of 
Illinois at Chicago, Anania has 
served as literary editor for 
Swallow Press, as chairrhan of 
the Coordinating Council of 
Literary Magazines, and as a 
member of the Illinois Arts 
Council. Currently he is at 
work on a second novel and 
another collection of verse. 4 

A remarkable number of 
Chicago wri ters have been , 
t ra ined as journal is ts , in-
cluding Hemingway, Lardner, 
Hecht, Sandburg and Dreiser 
along with such contemporary 
novelists as Bill Granger and 
Bill Brashler. Two recent ad-
ditions to this group are Char-
les Dickinson, 33, a copy edi-
tor at the Sun-Times, ana Jack 
Fuller, 38, editorial page edi-
tor at The Tribune. 

D i c k i n s o n ' s " W a l t z in 
Marathon" proved one of the 
best first novels by an Ameri-
can in 1983. It 's the story of a 
loan s h a r k n a m e d H a r r y 
Waltz "Who rekindles his life 
through a belated romance. 
T h e s e t t i n g i s w i n t r y 
Marathon [loosely , based on 
Lapeer] in the 7<mitten" of 
Michigan. Not" spec tacu la r 
material, yet one of ¿Dickin-
son's virtues is his ability to 
absorb a reader in routine 
f'-iys. «A . : 

"I think one of the attrac-
tions of rpy writing is its sim-
plicity," remarks the author. 

Journalist ic schooling has 
helped me in that respect, by 
putting a premium on clarity. 
But I don't relate much to the 
popular traditions of Chicago 
journalism and novel writing, . 
although I do respect what -
those writers accomplished. 
F o r one t h i n g , I p r e f e r 
working the copy desk to 
street report ing/And for an-
other, I 've livea mostly in Ar-
lington Heights. Until I started 
working for the Sun-Times in 
1981, I nadn't really seen that 
much of the city." 

Dickinson, 33, feels that his 
wife, Donna, has played a 
vital role in his success. She -

Continued on following page 
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Michael Anania 

By Gerald Nemanic 
Höst of WBEZ-FM's "Writing/Chicago" 

fn, Chicago during'the first 
two-thiras of this century 

Jff^a tradition of down-to-
— earth realism developed 

among storytellers; Dreiser, 
F a r r e l l . W r i g h t ; A l g r e n , 
Petrakis, even Bellow, whose 
intellectual grace has never 
concealed the street smarts so 
useful to a kid from Humboldt 
Park. 

* ">cu. the younger generation 
*"k:ago writers continue to 

walk this path? Yes and no. 
The newcomers do acknowl-

Lewis' MUmford 

Charles Dickinson 

edge their fathers in the craft, 
yet they seem bent on explor-
ing f r e s h t r a i l s , a s well. 
Among the emerging writers 
of fiction, a handful may serve 
to illustrate present conditions 
and aims. 

Stuart Dybek, 42, resembles 
the older realists insofar as 
his stories and poems describe 
a working-class milieu—in his 
case, the Pilsen community of 
Slavs and Mexicans in which 
he was reared. The story col-
lection "Childhood and Other 
Neighborhoods" [1980] had re-
viewers comparing Dybek's 
portraits _of urchins, boozers 
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forcefully encouraged him to 
keep plugging away at his 

-fiction," even after years of 
having "every piece rejected 
everywhere." Now Dickinson is 
placing stories with the New 
Yorker and the Atlantic Month-
ly, Kirk Douglas has purchased 
the film rights to "Waltz in 
Marathon," another long fiction 
is being serial ized in the 

, Reader, and Knopf will publish 
Miis second novel, "Crows," in 

April../-- » 

Fuller grew up in suburban 
Homewood, graduated from 
Northwestern, and in 1969 was 
drafted and later shipped to 
Vietnam. As a combat reporter 
for Stars and Stripes, he came 
to reflect on the essentially 
"chaotic experience of war for 
the ordinary young soldiers 
who fight it. 

The result is "Fragments," a 
poignant novel in the tradition 
of Crane's "The Red Badge of 
Courage." Fuller portrays two 
Midwestern GIs shattered by a 

J&ar that leaves them with 
mere "fragments" of experi-
ence—puzzles of life and death 
to be assembled, painstakingly, 
only after returning home. -

Fuller's first novel, "Conver-
gence," was published in 1982, 
and his third, "Mass," will be 
released this year. The new 
book is a generational study of 
Polish émigrés and their Amer-
ican children. 

The publication of Laurence 
Gonzales' third novel, " E l 
Vago" [1983], has marked him 
as one of Chicago's best young 
writers. Gonzales' Spanish sur-
name, and Texas background 
the was reared in Houston and 
San Antonio] might tempt one 
to imagine him as the product 

>of barrio life. In reality, Gon-
zales came north in 1963 "sim-
ply because my father had ac-
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cepted a faculty position at 
Northwestern University. Our 
family lived for a while in Wil-
mette, then in Evanston.", So 
much for stereotypes. 

Yet Gonzales does seem the 
prototype for a new breed of 
writer—the investigative re-
porter who fictionalizes his ex-
perience. Gonzales' first novel, 
"Jambeaux" [1979], describes 
the gypsy life of a rock band, 
an environment the author 
knew well from having played 
trumpet and toured with vari-
ous groups in the late 1960s. 

In ~ his second novel, "The 
Last Deal" [1981], Gonzales ex-
amines a related industry, the 
drug trade, in creating a narra-
tive about Evanston college 
boys who run contraband from 
Mexico. "I encountered some 
unusual drug runners while re-
searching the novel," he noted. 
"Kids, for example, who had 
three or four million dollars 
stuffed in shoe boxes in the 
cel lar while their mothers 
thought they were going to col-
lege m Arizona or somewhere." 
The author also learned to pilot 
an airplane during this period, 
so better to describe the techni-
ques of low-level flying prac-
ticed by smugglers in f<The 
Last Deal." 

Gonzales, 37, honed his repor-
torial skills at Playboy, where 
he began as staff writer in the 
early 1970s. "For some reason 
Arthur Kretchmer, the editor, 
saw fi t to hire me. I'd had little 
magazine experience, except 
fo r a brief stint, at .North-
western when I'd helped edit 
TriQuarterly. I suppose my 
knowledge of the rock music 
scene struck him as a useful 
background for a Playboy writ-
er ." Gonzales worked his way 
up to articles editor before re-
signing to concentrate on his 
own writing. i||Bjfl m _ 
* " E l Vago" {'"The Bum"] 

represents a theme shift in 
; Gonzales' fiction. For the first 
time he has taken up his family 
history in Mexico and the 
Amer ican Southwest . " E l 
Vago" is a novel of the Mexi-
can civil war based in part on 
stories passed down by the 
author's grandfather. A forth-
coming novel, "The River," 
continues the family saga in 
the United States. Gonzales—j 
who maintains a connection 
with Playboy as contributing 
editor and lives in Evanston— 
also has written a collection of 
stories, "Artificial Horizon," to 
be published this year by the 
University of Missouri Press.-

Finally, two notes relevant to 

the under-50 generation iof 
fiction writers in Chicago..- ' 

Fiction -originating with the 
Vietnam War is a notable phe-
nomenon of recent years, and, 
in addition to Fuller, several 
Chicago veterans of that con-
flict have written about it. 

Perhaps best known among 
the novels is "Close Quarters"; 
[1977] by Larry Heinemann, a 
teacher at Columbia Collegë 
whose second n o v e l , " G a l -
lagher's Old Man," will be pub-
lished in 1986. Other works in-
clude J a m e s P a r k Sloan's, 
r e c e n t l y r e i s s u e d " W a r 
Games" [1971], Asa Baber's 
"The Land of a Million Ele-
phants" [1970], and the nonfic-
tional memoir "A Rumor of 
War" [1977] by Phil Caputo, 
who has also wri t ten two 
novels. 

It should be noted that tiiis 
new generation has at least one 

" other thing in common with the 
old—the writers are predomi-
nantly male. There was no 
Edith Wharton among Chicago 
novelists earlier in this centu-
ry. Though current writers, 
such as Bette Howland, June 
Brindel, Florence Cohen and 
others, produce solid fiction, 
they either have left Chicago or 
rarely turn to the city for 
scenes in their work. 

One may speculate on the 
reasons for this male domina-
tion. Perhaps it has to do with 
Chicago's strong tradition of 
cdmmerce. [That world of 
moneymakers has provided sit-
uations for the majority of Chi-
cago novels.] The business 
community may no longer be a 
male hegemony, but previous 
conditions may have deprived 
today's aspiring women writers 
of a local tradition from which 
to derive ideas and visions. 

General / 
lacocca: An Autobiography. 
Lee lacocca with William Novak 
The Frugal Gourmet. Jeff Smith 
Loving Each Other. Leo Buscaglia 
The One Minute Salesperson. 
Spencer Johnson & Larry Wilson 
'The Good War.' Studs Terkel 
What They Don't Teach You 
at Harvard Business School. Mark H. McCormack 
Like I Was Sayin*. Mike Royko 
Pieces of My Mind. Andrew Rooney 
Chef Prudhomme's Louisiana Kitchen. 
Paul Prudhomme 
Dr. Who's Key to Time. Peter Haining » 10 
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4« '7 jä 
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Fiction Chicago Nation fßH 
The Sicilian. Mario Puzo ' 1 2 
The Talisman. Stephen King '& Peter Straub 2 1 
Love and War. John Jakes 3 3 
Life and Hard Times of Heidi Abromowitz. 4 6 
Joan Rivers t 

The Fourth Protocol. Frederick Forsyth 5 4 
Jitterbug Perfume. Tom Robbins 6 — 'vi-
Lincoln. Gore Vidal 7 10 
So Long and Thank Ail the Fish. Douglas Adams 8 9 
. . . And Ladies of the Club. Helen Hooven Santmyer 9 8 
Lives of the Poets. E.L. Doctorow 10 — 
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Based on sates report? from Chicago bookstores. National listingsjrom Publishers Weekly 'Imi 
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The Language of Home 

WHY do writers write about the same 
place over and over again? There are 
probably as many answers to this ques-
tion as there are writers obsessed with a 

city, a county, a village or a community. Rather 
than try to speak for others whose one certified vir-
tue is speaking well for themselves, I'll focus my 
thoughts on the turn my own work has taken,, my ex-
cursions home again, home again in fiction and non-
fiction, to Homewood, a black neighborhood in Pitts-
burgh. 

John Edgar Wideman is the author of "Brothers 
and Keepers." : 

By John Edgar Wideman 

In the green woodsof Maine, beside a lake, 2,200 
miles from my present home in Wyoming, even far-
ther in most ways from the cityscapes of my imagi-
nation, there is a gray wooden lawn chair perched on 
the edge of a dock. The setting is crucial. Like most 
writers, I observe rituals. A meticulously arranged 
scenario, certain pens, paper, a time of day, an 
alignment of furniture, particular clothing, coffee 
cooled to a precise temperature—the variations are 
infinite, but each writer knows his or her version of 
the preparatory ritual must be exactly duplicated if 
writing is to begin, prosper. 

Repetition dignifies these rituals. My return home 
begins with a ceremony. Early morning is my time. 

Bundled in a hooded sweatsuit, more a protection 
against mosquitoes than weather, I slouch in my 
gray chair at the end of the dock facing Long Lake, 
t h e morning play of water, wind and light has never 
been the same once in the 18 summers I've watched. 
From where I sit, it's almost two miles to the oppo-
site shore. Picture a long, dark, ominous spine, low-
hanging mist, white birches leaning over the water, 
a stillness so profound you can hear fish breaking the 
surface to catch insects. Whatever kind of weather 
they happen to be producing, the elements are al-
ways perfectly harmonized, synchronized. 

The trick is to borrow, to internalize for a few 
Continued on page 35 

"Conversations With American Writers," 
reviewed by Jonathan Cott. Page 14. 

Crowding Out Death 
WHITE NOISE 
ByDonDeLillo. 
326pp. New York: 
Elizabeth Sifton Books/Viking. $16.95. 

Byjayne Anne Phillips 

[ HE fiction of Don DeLillo is no longer the weH^kept secret of a,dedi-
cated following. In such novels as "Rather 's Star," "Great Jones 
Street" and "The Names," Mr. DeLillo has dealt not so much with 

, _ character as with culture, survival and the subtle, ever-increasing in-
terdependence between the self and the national and world community. The 
he-man against the elements, the outlaw, the superhero exist only as myths in 
the modern world; we are nature's elements, a technologically oriented peo-
ple nonetheless caught in the sieve of history. There are suspense and an ur-
gent intelligence to Mr. DeLillo's writing, a sense of the widening gyre and 
the tight-drawn net. "White Noise," his eighth novel, is the story of a col-
lege professor and his family whose small Midwestern town is evacu-
ated after an industrial accident. In light of the recent Union Carbide 
disaster in India that killed over 2,000 and injured thousands more, 
"White Noise" seems all the more timely and frightening — pre- : 
cisely because of its totally American concerns, its rendering of a 
particularly American numbness. 

Hie novel opens with the September 1st arrival of stu-
dents at the aforementioned college. Like a reductive ver-
sion of the Conestoga wagon trains of old, station wagons J P ^ 
"arrive in a long shining1 line." Laden with stereos, Jl| | | | 
radios, personal computers, hair-dryers and hair-styl- jf 

Continued on page 30 

Jayne Anne Phillips's books include "Machine 
Dreams," a novel, and "Black Tickets," a collection 
of short stories. 
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Continued from page 1 

quiet instants, the peace of the elements at play. 
Whatever mood or scene I 'm attempting to capture, 
the first condition is inner calm, a simultaneous 
grasping and letting go that allows me to be a wit-
ness, a mirror. This state has gradually become 
more accessible to me only after fighting for years to 
believe again in my primal perceptions, my primal 
language, the words, gestures and feelings of my 
earliest memories. At some point I taught myself to 
stop translating from one language to another. I've 
learned I can say the things I want to say using the 
words and telling the stories of Homewood people. 
The blackness of my writing inheres in its history, its 
bilingual, Creole, maroon, bastardized, miscegenat-
ed, cross-cultural acceptance of itself in the mirror 
only it can manufacture. 

• WAS once a paperboy. To deliver The Pitts-
• burgh Post-Gazette, I had to climb Negley Ave-
• nue Hill. On bad days, with a sack of newspa-

• pers slung over my back, the cobbled hill 
seemed almost vertical, a n d ! mounted it hand over 
hand with the help of an invisible rope anchored at 
the crest. Because rich white people resided at the 
top of Negley, the climb was almost worthwhile. 
They tipped royally, compensating me for the 
rigors of the ascefrt, the enormous distances sepa-
rating their houses. I whistled a lot as I made my 
rounds. The turf atop Negley Hill remained foreign. 
Immense houses of stone and brick, long curving 
driveways, sculpted trees and shrubberies, lawns 
cleaner than most people's living-room floors. If I 
wasn't whistling, I was singing inside my head. The 
music of the Drifters, Dells, Turbans, Spaniels, 
Miracles, Flamingos, Louis Berry, Jerry Butler, all 
the quartets and stars in whose songs I could imag-
ine a shape for my feelings. 

On those lily-white streets bordering the Squir-
rel Hill section of Pittsburgh, I knew I was an in-
truder. Would I be discovered, punished? Thè songs 
were protection, a talisman, but they ¿lso could be-
tray me. If anybody ever heard the music inside my 
head, I'd be in real trouble. Though I couldn't have 
articulated it at the time, I sensed that my music 
wove an alternate version of reality, one that in-
cluded me and incriminated me, one that could 
sweep away the stones. Some evenings I was 
buoyed by the danger, t^ie trespass I was commit-
ting, walking those sleepy streets, carrying doo-
wop and "Oh What a Night" and "For Your Pre-
cious Love," contraband in my skull. 

Thirty years later, and things haven't changed 
much. I return to Pittsburgh again and again in my 
writing. Three books of fiction, a nonfiction narra-
tive, "Brothers and Keepers," a pair of new novels 
in the works, all rooted in Homewood, the actual 
black community where I was raised, the imagi-
nary landscape I dream up as I go along. Every 
book a voyage home, each a struggle up a steep in-
cline whose familiarity mikes it mor? rather than 
less difficult. I find myself, each time a book is fin-
ished, in an alien place, whistling, singing to keep 
away the strangers who own the hilltop and every-
thing else. 

On our way back and forth to Peabody High 
School, my partner Scott Payne and I crossed Penn 
Avenue, the main drag of East Liberty, which was 
in those days a thriving pocket oi stores, theaters, 
banks and restaurants. On Penn Avenue was a con-
fectioner's we liked to ogle. One day as we stared at 
the windowload of fanciful sweets, I said to Scott in 
my best stuck-up, siddity white folks' voice, "The 
prices here are exorbitant," emphasizing the final 
exotic word, precisely chopping it into four sylla-
bles, the orotund "or" deep in my throat the way I'd 
heard somebody somewhere say it. A nicely 
dressed white lady who would have been quite at 
home on Negley Hill laying that extra 25 or 50 cents 
on me when I collected at the end of the week heard 
me say "exorbitant" and did a wide-eyed double 
take. If I'd yelled an obscenity at her, she couldn't 
have looked more shocked, outraged. She regarded 

her companion, another middle-aged, coifed-for-
shopping matron, and the two of them wagged their 
heads in dismay. Did you hear that? Did you hear 
what he said? . .Y' 

Not until years later did I begin to guess at the 
nature of my offense. I'd stolen a piece of their lan-
guage. Not only was it in my possession, I also had 
the nerve to flaunt it in a public place, in their right-
eous faces. To them a colored kid with a big word in-
stead of a watermelon in his mouth wasn't even 
funny. I was peeking under their clothes, maybe 
even shouting that they, like the emperor, weren't 
wearing any. 

Language is power. I was fighting skirmishes 
in a battle still engaging me — legitimizing the lan-
guage of my tribe. The songs in my head on Negley 
Hill, the fancy word I appropriated and mocked sur-
veying in a shop window sweets I couldn't afford 
were means I had developed to create sense in a 
world that insistently denied me. When my family 
moved to Shadyside so I could attend "better'?, 
schools and We were one of only three or four black 
families in the neighborhood, I learned to laugh 
with the white guys when we hid i n * stairwell out-
side Liberty School gym and passed around a 

"Being black arid poor 
reinforced the wisdom of a 

tentative purchase on 
experience. Need, 

commitment set you up for 
a fall, create the conditions 

for disaster. >> 

I j 

"nigarette." I hated ii when a buddy took a greedy, 
wet puff, "nigger-lipping" a butt before he passed it 
on to me. Speaking out, identifying myself with the 
group being slurred by these expressions, was im-
possible. I had neither the words nor the heart. I 
talked the talk and walked the walk of the rest of my 
companions. 

When Lavinia, my first love, on leave one sum-
mer from Harlem to visit her grandfather, who 
boarded in my grandparents' house, urged me to 
wear my jeans slung low on my hips like the black 
boys and Spanish boys she'd left behind on Convent 
Avenue, her distaste for the white kids' style, her 
assertion that another way was both possible and 
better, struck me with the force of revelation. At 13 
Lavinia possessed a woman's body, and the fact 
that she would let me, only 13 myself, touch it kept 
me in a constant state of agitation and awe. She was 
larger than life and grew more fascinating, more 
like a goddess as she described Harlem's black 
ways, its authority to be what it wished to be. 
Lavinia didn't exactly hate whites; they were be. 
neath her contempt. It dawned on me that there was 
a Negley Hill where my white buddies, those uncon-
scious kings of the earth, would be scared to deliver 
papers. » 

I've taught Ralph Ellison's "Invisible Man" to 
many classes, lots of people, including Lois, a fun-
damentalist Christian from Wyoming who was so 
shocked by the language and situations dramatized 
in the books of my Afro-American literature class 
that she threatened to report me to my chairman 
unless I allowed her to skip the readings her hus-
band, a one-man board of censors, found objection-
able. There was also David Bradley, who sat 

/ 
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through one of my first fumbling attempts to teach other and to other lives. When I write I want to show 
black writing at the University of Pennsylvania and how simple acts, simple words can be transformed 
went oh to produce a prizewinning novel, "The to release their spiritual force. This is less a con-
Chaneysville Incident," which absorbed and ex- scious esthetic to be argued or analyzed, than a 
tended the traditions Mr. Ellison affirms. I return determination to draw from the unique voices of 
to "Invisible Man" not because of a scarcity of good Homewood's people the means for documenting the 
books by black authors but because without Mr. El- reality of their attitudes and emotions. I want to 
lison's work in the mix — monumental, prophetic, trace the comings and goings of my people on the in-
bristling with flashes of light — something neces- visible plane of existence where so much of the sub-
sary has been left ̂ unsaid, something's missing no stance of black life resides, 
matter what combination of books and authors I se- • • • VERYONE lives a significant portion of life 
lect. for a course. A H below the surface. Art records and elabo-

Mr. Ellison's vision is indispensable because it. rates this unseen dimension. A minority cul-
makes tangible so much of the fiber, the nuance, B H i t u r e systematically prevented from outward 
connecting other Afro-American writers to him and expression of its dreams, wishes and aspirations 
one another. "Invisible Man" is a home, and Afro- must evolve ways for both individuals and the 
American writers predictably return to it. Although group to sustain its underground life. Afro-Amer-
its faults—a protagonist whose abstractness inhib- leans have become experts at living in at least two 
its a reader's emotional identification with him, places simultaneously, cultivating a sensitivity to 
episodes brilliant in themselves but too long, top the distance—comic, ironic, tragic — between our 
allegorical, too distracting from the narrative se- outer and inner lives. For us music, speech and 
quence, minor, stereotypical roles for its female . body movement are repositories for preserving his-
characters — cause the novctl to be like any home,, tory, values, dignity, a sense of ourselves as sepa-
less than perfect, it also has the incalculable advan- rate, whole. Double-entendre, signifying, mimicry, 
tages of home cooking. For niany of us, "Invisible call-and-response patterns of storytelling, oratory 
Man" came first, educating our palates, defining and song, style as Cuttingedge, as a weapon against 
what's good, stamping our tastes for a lifetime. enforced anonymity have been honed to display and 

My wife, Judy, has spent almost every summer protect our secrets, 
of her life in Maine. For her the lake and pinewoods One of the earliest lessons I learned as a child 
of Camp Takajo are a special place. She's found no was that if you looked away, from something, it 
Other spot on earth that duplicates the haunting might not be there when you looked back. I feared 
dance of sunlight as it seeps down through the dark loss, feared turning to speak to someone and finding 
trunks of the pine trees." Because she taught me to no one there. Being black and poor reinforced the 
see this indwelling spirit that animates the green wisdom of a tentative purchase on experience, 
woods, it lives now, not only in trees but in her. Cer- Don't get too close, doubt what you think you see. 
tain affinities, constellations of meaning are trig- Need, commitment set you,up for a fall, create the 
gered for me by arrangements and rearrangements conditions for disaster. If you let your eyes touch 
of green, light and shadow. A green robe Judy lightly, rely on an impressionistic touch and go, 
wears, a path fringed with greenery winding from then you may achieve the emotional economy of 
cabin to lake, feathery pine branches a hundred feet faint gains, faint losses. Writing forces me to risk 
up that crackle with light when wind stirs them, all ignoring the logic of this lesson. Another legacy 
these images connect, permeate each other. from Mr. Ellison, theimplicit challenge he poses— 

Words, objects, rituals have the power to shine who will write our history? — has helped turn me 
forth. They accumulate this power, this endless around. The stance, the habit of looking long and 
string of associations presiding Januslike back- hard, especially at those things — a face, a hand, a 
ward and 'forward in time, because by circum- home — that matter, makes them matter more and 
stance or choice we must return to them. We live more. I examine minutely the place I come from, 
many lives, and the confusion, the chaos of a spilin- repeat its stories, sing its songs, preserve its lan-
tered existence is lessened a bit by the riveting guage and values, because they make me what I am 
flashes that connect our multiple selves to one an- and because if I don't, who will? " • 

Authors' Queries 

For an article about the life of 
the American architect Walter 
Burley Griffin (1876-1937) and his . 
wife, Marion -Mahony Griffin 
(1871-1961), I would appreciate 
hearing from anyone who has 
reminiscences, letters, papers or 
other material. 

SUSAN WALTON 
172219th Street, N.W., Apt. 304 

Washington, D.C. 20009 

For a biography of W. J . Cash 
(1901-1941), the North Carolina 
journalist and essayist and the 
author of "The Mind of the 
South," I would appreciate hear-
ing from anyone who knew or has 
letters from him. ^ 

BRUCE CLAYTON 
Box 27 

Allegheny College 
Meadville, Pa. 16335 

For a study of the life and in-
ternational career of the Amer-
ican actress Mary Anderson de 
Navarro (1859-1940), I would ap-

preciate hearing frbm anyone 
who has letters or memorabil- : 
I A - SALLY BUCHANAN KINSEY 

Department of Environmental 
Arts 

224 Slocum Hall 
Syracuse University 
Syracuse, N, Y. 13210 

For a biography of Mary Mal-
lon (1866?-1938), known as Ty-
phoid Mary, I would appreciate 
hearing from acquaintances and 
r e l a t i ve s . WARREN BOROSON 

47 Ridge Road 
Glen Rockv N.J. 07452 

For an article about the life of 
the American architect Walter 
Burley Griffin (1876-1937) and his 
wife, Marion Mahony Griffin 
(1871-1961); I would appreciate 
hearing from anyone who has 
reminiscences, letters, papers or 
other material. 

SUSAN WALTON 
172219th Street, N. W., Apt. 304 

Washington, D.C. 20009 

For a biography of Charlie 
Chaplin, I would appreciate 
hearing from anyone who knew 
or worked with him and has in-
formation or documents. 

JUSTIN KAPLAN 
16 Francis Avenue 

Cambridge, Mads. (»138 

For an illustrated catalogue 
and exhibition entitled The Drey-
fus Affair: Historical Literary 
and Artistic Perspectivesd, I 
would appreciate hearing from*1 

anyone who has or knows of rele-
vant paintings, drawings, prints 
sculptures, original photo-
graphs, memorabilia, or other 
specific imagery generated by 
the Affair. 

NORMAN L. KLEEBLATT 
Curator of Coillections 

The Jewish Museum 
1109 Fifth Avenue 

New York City 10128 



Y father was always a storyteller. His 
home-room teacher at Thayer Academy 
used to promise her ¿lass that John would 
tell a story 11 they behaved. With luck, 

and increasing skill, he could spin the story out qver 
two or three class periods so that the teacher and his 
classmates forgot all about arithmetic and geogra-
phy and social studies. He told them stories about 
ship captains and eccentric old ladies and orphan 
boys, gallant men and dazzling women in a world 
where the potent forces of evil and darkness were 
confounded and good triumphed in the end. He peo-
pled his tales with his own family and friends and 
neighbors from the surrounding Massachusetts 
South Shore towns: Quincy, Hingham, Hanover, 

Susan Cheever is a novelist whose most recent 
work is "The Cage." 

By Sus^n Cheever 

Braintree, Noiwell and 
Wollaston, where he lived 
in a big clapboard house on 
the Winthrop Avenue hill 
with his mother, an En-
glishwoman whose family 
had immigrated to Boston 

s when she was 6, his father, 
a gentleman sailor who 
owned a prosperous shoe 
factory in nearby Lynn, 
and his older brother, Fred, 
who was going away to 
Dartmouth in the fall. 

My father told these sto-
ries over and over again all 
his life. He wrote them into 
short stories and novels, and he passed them on to 
his children. He won the National Book Award, and 

Nanoy Crampton 
John Cheever and his daughter, Susan, 1976. 

the Howells Medal from the 
American Academy of Arts 
and Letters, and the Pu-
litzer Prize, and the Na-
tional Book Critics Circle 
Award, and the National 
Medal for Literature. He 
also kept us amused. Still, 
he never got the stories 
quite right. Otherwise, how 
can you explain the way he 
kept changing them, em-
broidering some anecdotes 
and shifting the emphasis 
in others, adding sequences 
and even characters, as if 
he-was searching for some 

ideal balance that might set him free? 
Continued on page 51 
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—Dan r a t h e r 
the press to see things his way; Oriana Fattaci, the 
Italian journalist who engaged Mike in a lively 
debate on the role of the press; Nixon aide Bob 
Haideman, who talked CBS into paying a huge 
sum for "exclusives** of little news value; and 
violinist Itzhak Perlmàn, who had some droll v 
theories on the origins of musical talent. 

From Presidential campaigns toconflicts in the 
Middle East, from Vietnam to Watergate; CLOSE 
ENCOUNTERS is a fronMine reporter's view of tht 
issuer and personalities that have shaped our time. 

reverses he has suffered—the tragic death of a son» 
the lucrative commercial contracts that once com-
promised his credibility as a journalist, and the 
facile accusation of "sensationalism." With unusual 
candor, he looks at the headlines, controversies, < 
knd even lawsuits that some of his 60 Minutes 
assignments have generated. 

And,» of coufse, there are highlights of his -
remarkable interviews, including Anwar Sadat, 
Whqt displayed courage arid passion rare in a world 
leader; the late Shah of Iran, who skillfully induced 

Ail Alternate Selection of the Book-of-ihe-Month Club » Illustrated • W MdUtamAv̂  ,N Y>. N+Y. JOOlp 



Remembering John Cheever 
Continued from page 1 

As he grew older, my father became Increas-
ingly reluctant to talk about his early years, espe-
cially to psychiatrists, who invariably zeroed in on 
his anger at his dominating mother and his identi-
fication with his weak father. . Later, when he be-
came famous and journalists' questions forced him 
to talk about his childhood, he patched together a 
background of suggestions and half-truths that im-
plied a happy youth and a slow but steady progress 
in his chosen career. It wasn't so. 

By the t ime my father was 40 years old, he had 
been trying to write a novel for almost 20 years. He 
had published almost 100 stories, more than 70 of 
them in The New Yorker, where he had been ap-
pearing regularly since 1935. He had won the Benja-
min Franklin Short Story Award and been included 
in four of the O. Henry "Pr ize Stories" collections. 
But without a novel, he knew there could be no solid 
literary reputation. A few years af ter he came to 
New York, he showed Malcolm Cowley a d r a f t of a 
novel, and Cowley discouraged him. It was too obvi-
ously based on the Hemingway story "Cross-Coun-

1 

"My father discovered 
the real secret of success: 

it doesn't make any 
difference." 

L J 

t ry Snow," Cowley wrote later: " I t would have been 
the equivalent of Jackson Pollock's at tempts to 
copy the Sistine Chapel." My father threw the novel 
away. 

He started work on a novel again in the 1950's, 
and by 1954, when he was 42, he had finished a draf t 
of the first section of "The Wapshot Chronicle," for 
which he had received a $2,500 advance from Ran-
dom House. Thé book was a distillation of his 
earlier ideas, and based on his boyhood experience. 
I t 's a novel about two brothers growing up in a 
spiali town on the South Shore of Boston, and about 
tjieir father, thé "old gent ," a noble man humiliated 
by an eccentric and overbearing wife, 

But writing the novel turned out to be just the 
beginning of my father 's troubles with getting "The 
Wapshot Chronicle" published. He never talked 
much about his struggles to get the book written, 
but he told the stories about his problems getting it 
published again and again. When he thought he had 
finished enough of the, novel to show his editor a t 
Random House, he took the train to New York City 
from Scarborough, where we were now living, and 
delivered it. Weeks went by. Then, my father said, 
the editor summoned him to his office and turned 
the novel down. When my father, distraught, men-
tioned that he didn't see how he could pay the ad-
vance back, the editor remarked that Random 
House had a life insurance policy written into the 
book contract. Perhaps it was a flat joke, or an 
aside. Who knows what .the editor really said; but 
the effect of his-words was devastating. My father 's 
self-esteem was always fragile, and this was an un-
usually vulnerable moment. He thought the editor 
was suggesting that he commit suicide. He took the 
manuscript off the editor's desk, walked out of the 
Random House offices, and caught thé early train 
home. 

Flat broke, in debt for the advance, uncertain 
about the future of his novel, my father packed us 
all up and drove us to Nantucket, where he had 
rented the Swopes' house for the month of July. 

" I see a world of monsters and beasts; my 
grasp on creative and wholesome things is gone. To 

justify this I think of the violence of the past ; an 
ugly house and exacerbating loneliness," he wrote 
in his journal before we left. "How fa r I have come, 
I think, but I do not seem to have come fa r a t all. I 
am haunted by some morbid conception of beauty-
cum-death for which I am prepared to destroy my-
self. And so I think that life is a contest, that the 
forces of good and evil a re strenuous and apparent, 
and that while m y self-doubt is profound, nearly ab-
solute, the only thing I have to proceed on is an in-
visible thread. So I proceed on this ." 

One day my father was looking out the window 
when he saw a gleaming sailing yacht tacking to the 
harbor. The little ketch was so t r im and so neatly 
handled that by the t ime it turned onto a broad 
reach in front of the beach, a few people had come 
down to watch, and others were a t their windows. 
The graceful boat anchored, and a dinghy was low-
ered from the polished deck. A man in white flan-
nels and a double-breasted blazer stepped into it 
and was rowed to shore. By the t ime he threw his 
leg over the gunwale onto the sand, a small crowd 
had gathered. 

" I ' m looking for John Cheever," the man said 
in the unmistakable accent of the literate aristo-
crat . It was Simon Michael Bessie, a senior editor 
at Harper & Brothers, and he had come to buy "The 
Wapshot Chronicle." 

Harper & Brothers published "The Wapshot 
Chronicle" in the winter of 1957. The novel sold well, 
it was bought by the Book-of-the-Month Club, the re-
views were favorable, and a year later it won the 
National Book Award. Soon afterward my father 
was elected to the National Institute of Arts and 
Letters, and he immediately composed a ditty for 
the occasion: "Root tee toot, ahhh root tee toot, oh 
we're the members of the Institute. Oh we're not 
rough and we're not tough, we're cultivated, and 
that 's enough." 

Every writer has some relationship with an edi-
tor or two, b u t a t The New Yorker these bonds a re 
often unusually close. This was certainly t rue in my 
father 's case. His feelings about his editors there—• 
Gus Lobrano and Bill Maxwell — were mi)ch more 
than professional. 

The New Yorker system of payment com-
pounds the atmosphere of benevolent paternalism 
the magazine's editors sometimes foster. Few peo-
ple understand it. Few writers know what other 
writers a re paid, and many aren ' t even sure what 
they will be paid. Payment for what the magazine 
calls "long f ac t " (nonfiction) has often been lower 
a t other magazines, while payment for fiction has 
often been higher. Fiction writers do not have of-
fices a t The New Yorker; fac t writers do have of-
fices. My father said this was because Harold Ross, 
the editor, had felt that improvisation and struggle 
were good for fiction writers — my father could 
have done with a little less of both. 

WHEN fiction writers become steady 
contributors to the magazine, they are 
offered a "f i rs t look" or "f i rs t read-
ing" agreement — a contract for which 

they receive a token payment and the magazine 
gets rights of first refusal on anything they write. 
The contract is renewed annually, and it also speci-
fies the writer 's minimum word ra te for that year. 
In 1979, for instance, my father 's word ra te was 47 
cents a word. A complicated bonus system rewards 
the writer for the quantity of stories published in 
the magazine each year, and this can amount to a 25 
percent increase in the writer 's annual income. Be-
cause Ross wanted to encourage Short pieces of fic-
tion, writers were paid at one ra te up to 1,500 words 
and at a lower ra te for the remainder of the piece. 
There were also different pay rates"; based on the 
editor's grading of a story f rom A down to C minus. 
(This evaluation was not passed on to the writers). 
During the years my fa ther wrote for the magazine, 
COLA, or Cost Of Living Allowance, was also added 
to the writer 's story fee. Some writers also had 
drawing accounts, or other special arrangements 
that enabled them to borrow against future work. 

Continued on next page 

I n a d a i l t t i m e , 
t h e e y e b e g i n s t o s e d 

How to imagine the next war? Einstein said, "The power set < 
free from the atom has changed everything, except our ways of 
thinking." Yet, if we are to prevent nuclear war, imagine it we 
must. We are not short of elemental images; they are there in the 
Bible, Shakespeare, Melville, the voices of schoolchildren, and 
yes, the voices of the politicians. Only the appropriate form 
eludes us, the liberating pattern. We have tried to begin that for-
mative process in this book. —FROM THE INTRODUCTION 

CCln the middle of the biggest global arms buildup in history, 
we are being seduced to think that yet more arms are needed, 
and that waging nuclear war is a 'thinkable option.' Therefore . 
nothing is moreimportant today than to resist and expose 
these monstrous delusions. One way is to absorb the techni-
cal, impersonal facts and'figures which show where sanity lies. 
This book leads to the same conclusion by offering a second 
way: through the personal testimonies of scholars, poets, gen-
erals, and ordinary men and women. Would that the book 
were made required reading by policymakers ̂  on both sides 
of the great abyss into which they niay be pushing us., 5 5 

—GERALD HOLTON 

CCln this brilliantly conceived anthology, Robert Jay Lifton « 
and Nicholas Humphrey have produced a survival manual that 
is elegant, beautiful, and - 1 fear to say - indispensable. 5 5 

—ROGER ROSENBLATT 

CCEven our most compulsive warriors, if they could be 
persuaded to read it, would be impressed and, perhaps, even 
slightly slowed in their rush to destruction. 3 5 

—JOHN KENNETH GALBRATTH 

CCl have read In a Dark Time and found it a moving and unan-
swerable book, imaginatively selected, cunningly organized. 5 5 

—A. ALVAREZ 

CCIn a Dark Time is a sobering and yet ultimately hopeful tes- m 
timony to the power of the human spirit, and its ability to cto 
good'and evil. An invaluable resource for thought, speech and 
meditation. 5 5 — ROBERT McAPEE BROWN 

CCA remarkable collection - chilling in its messages, reassur-
ing in its pervasive humanism. 5 5 —HOWARD GARDNER 

I n a D a r k T i m e 
Images for Survival 

Edited by Robert Jay Lifton and 
Nicholas Humphrey 

*Theodore Roethkc, "In a Dark 
Time." Copyright 1960 by Beatrice 
Roethkc as Administratrix of the Estate 
ofTheodore Roethke. From 
The Collected Poems ofTheodore Roethke, 

$15.00cloth $5.95 paper 

At bookstores or from Harvard University Press, Cambridge, MA 02138 
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Remembering John Cheever 
Continued from preceding page 

Undoubtedly, this Byzantine system was estab-
lished for the benefit of writers, but in my father's 
case, at least, its ultimate result was confusion and 
resentment. Thé checks he received for stories 
were sometimes larger than he had anticipated, but 
they were often smaller, and the frustration of the 
latter situation hardly made up for the pleasure of 
the former. In 1959, for instance, he published six 
stories in the magazine and received checks as di-
verse as $792 for "A Woman Without a Country" 
and $2,170 for "The Events of That Easter," This 
situation led to misunderstanding, especially since 
discussions of money seemed to be both ungentle-
manly and infra dig at .the magazine. 

The money they paid him just wasn't enough to 
live on — even,in the years when we children were 
in public schools and the family in a rented house. 
In some years my father published 10 stories in the 
magazine, but his annual income was often less 
than $10,000* He maintained a first-look contract 
with the magazine (he had one of the first such con-
tracts) from 1933 until his death in 1982 — almost 50 
years. His tôtal income from The New Yorker dur-
ing that time was $126,547.09 plus $46,167.90 from 
the COLA. In the early 1960's, as his financial needs 
became more pressing and his reputation grew, 
The New Yorker rates began to seem less adequate 
and their payment system even more infuriating. It 
was clear that he could get more money elsewhere. 

John Cheever.> 
"No amount of 

money or adula-
tion could dimin-

ish his depress 
sions or his 

doubts." 

More seriously, a real disagreement was devel-
oping over what my father wanted to do with the 
short story form, and what the New Yorker editors 
felt was appropriate and believable. My father 
started to experiment, to stretch the traditional 
story form and to bring some mythic dimension to 
everyday events — to explore experience as meta-
phor and vice versa. 

"His stories collided with the New Yorker idea 
of fiction," Bill Maxwell told me. "Character-as a 
confining force got less and less strong in his work. 
He extricated himself from ordinary realism. 
There was nothing in the contemporary scene that 
he didn't sweep up and use in his stories, and some-
times I just stood there with my mouth open." 

The situation came to a head a few days before 
Christmas in 1963. It was the day, in fact, that my 
father finished writing "The Swimmer," a story in 
which traditional realism is thoroughly transcend-
ed. Delivering the manuscript to Maxwell at the 
New Yorker office, my father decided he would 
make hisplea for more money. Maxwell said no. As 
a part-time editor, he did not have the power to 
change the payment system. 

Distraught, my father left the office and 
walked down 44th Street through the falling snow to 
a pay phone. He had no official literary agent — he 
hadn't thought he needed one, really—but he called 
Candida Donadio, who was just making a name for 
herself at the Russell & Volkening agency. He fed a 
dime into the phone and got through to Candida and 
explained the situation. 

"Stay right there," she said. A few minutes 
later, the pay phone rang. It was Candida, saying 
that The Saturday Evening Post would pay $24,000 
for a first-look contract and four stories a year. This 
was almost three times his average New Yorker in-
come, and 10 times what their first-look contract 
guaranteed. The Saturday Evening Post was ready 
to negotiate upward, Candida'said. 

It was with some trepidation that my father 
made his way back through the crowds of Christ-
mas shoppers and merrymakers to Bill Maxwell's 
office. When he told Maxwell what had happened, 
there was great consternation, he said. There were 
telephone calls and hurried conferences. The maga-
zine offered to increase the payment for his. first-
look contract — to another minimal f igure—and it 
was suggested that the editors wouldn't be Draco-
nian about it if my father occasionally published 
elsewhere. Mr. Shawn and the magazine's treasur-
er, Hawley Truax, both came down to reason with 
him. Truax, my father said, anxiously offered him 
bonuses: the key to the men's room and all the 
bread and cheese he could eat. He said he would 

think it over, and he took, the train back home. It 
tells you a lot about my father that he stayed at Thè 
New Yorker. 

In the last years of the 1950's and during the 
1960's, my father went from being a talented, strug-
gling writer to being an acknowledged, established 
success. By 1965, when "The Wapshot Scandal" 
won the Howells Medal, he had won the National 
Book Award and two Guggenheim Fellowships and 
had been ,elected to the National Institute of Arts 
and Letters and the prestigious Century Associa-
tion, a men's club originally founded by artists, that 
occupies all four stories of a Stanford White build-
ing on 43d Street. He had made a million dollars, he 
had spent the weekend with Hugh Hefner at the 
Playboy Mansion in Chicago, and he had been re-
ceived at the White House by President Lyndon 
Johnson (he noticed that the President seemed very 
tired). 

But the high spirits never, lasted. As the 1960's 
waned and the euphoria began to fade, my father 
discovered the.real secret of success: it doesn't 
make any difference. No amount of money or adula-
tion or Hollywood deals could diminish his depres-
sions or his doubts. 

"My incantation has changed," he wrote in 1969 
after "Bullet Park" had been panned by the critics 
and his alcoholism was worse and most of the 
money was spent. " I am no longer sitting under an 
apple tree in clean chinos reading. I am sitting 
naked in the yellow chair in the dining room. In my 
hand there is a large crystal glass filled to the brim 
with honey colored Whiskey. Thefe are two ice 
cubes in the whiskey. I am smoking six or seven 
cigarettes and thinking contentedly about my inter-
esting travels in Egypt and Russia. When the glass 
is empty I fill it again with ice and whiskey and 

'light another cigarette although there are several 
burning in the ashtray. I am sitting naked in a yel-
low chair drinking whiskey and smoking six or 
seven cigarettes." 

AS the months went by in the last years of 
the 1960's*and the first years of the 1970's, 
the inevitable first drink of the day came 
sooner and sooner. Eventually it blended 

with the last drink of the evening, or the drink at 
midnight or three in the morning so he could get 
back to sleep. There was always an excuse. He 
needed the drink to drive to New York or to the liq-
uor store, or he needed it to sleep, or he heeded it to 
get through a party my mother was dragging him 
to, or he needed it to dull the disappointment he felt 
in his Children, or he needed it to work. 

His first complaint about every psychiatrist he 
visited to talk about his alchoholism was that the 
psychiatrist hadn't read his books. How could they 
understand him if they hadn't read his work? Most 
of them hadn't read much of anything, and cer-
tainly not "Les Faux Monnayeurs" or "Il Gattopar-
do" or Goncharov or even Fielding. How could he be 
expected i o communicate with men like that? 

His second complaint was that the psychiatrists 
always wanted to talk àbout his mother. They told 
him that he hated women. Had anyone ever heard 
of anything so ridiculous? Just this week he had had 
another love letter from Hope or Ellen or Nancy. 

I s i * 



They told him that his feelings were traceable to his 
childhood. He didn't see how thfe'f&Ct that* his 
mother ran a gift shop could be responsible for his 
urge to drink before noon. 

In the spring of 1975, my father entered the 
Smithers Alcoholism Rehabilitation Unit of Roose-
velt Hospital. He shared a room with four other 
men. (There were also two empty beds, one re-
cently vacated by a man who had thrown himself 
out the window onto the terrace paving two floors 
below.) His roommates were a ballet dancer, a 
businessman who had once made a living selling in-
surance, an unemployed sailor with faded tattoos 
who smelled like old bilge and ii German delicates-
sen owner who kept them all awake at night talking 
to his former customers in his sleep. There are all 
kinds of people at Smithers, but everyone shares 
one thing: a desperate addiction to alcohol and 
drugs. At first it was hard for my father to see what 
he had in common with a failed male ballerina, a 
stinking ex-sailor and a delicatessen owner. No one 
at Smithers recognized him as a celebrity, or as a 
successful writer, or even as a cultivated man. In-
stead, they made fun of his accent and mocked his 
table manners. The intention was clearly to .break 
him; to strip away the specialness and the protec-
tive myths he had spent his life perfecting and to re-
duce him to the irresistible hungers that create an 
alcoholic. I think we all worried-that at the end of 
this process there would be nothing left of him. We 
underestimated Smithers, and we certainly under-
estimated my father. 

HE didn't break, he changed. Sometime dur-
ing the middle of April he started to work 
with the program instead of against it. 
After the first 10 days, his calls to me at 

Newsweek became less frequent, and they lost their 
panicky edge. Instead, he was funny and relaxed. 
He told me that as part of his therapy he had to 
write about everything he had done to hurt each 
member of his family, and that he wanted to apolo-
gize to me for the things he had done. When he had 
been there three weeks, I went up on Sunday to walk 
him to church, and he seemed subdued and fragile. 
A warm light rain was falling, and we stayed under 
the umbrella I had brought. Instead of going to 
church we went down Madison Avenue and into 
Central Park at the Engineers Gate. I could tell that 
he didn't want to walk too far from Smithers; that 
was his center now. 

"Having nothing better to do -r- which is a mis-
taken position to have gotten into — I read two old 
journals," my father wrote in 1967 at the height of 
his first success. "High spirits and weather reports 
recede in the background and what emerges are 
ftvo astonishing contests, one with alcohol and one 
$ith my wife." 

There was a third contest in my father's life; a 
contest so intense and so secret that he kept all but 
oblique mentions of it out of his journals for dec-
ades ; a contest that dominates his journal entries in 
the 1970's and 1980's and that was probably linked to 
ftis battles with alcohol and with my mother. My fa-
ther's awareness of this contest began earlier than 

his awareness of the others — with the adolescent 
games played with his brother and other Quiricy 
boys, and with his parents' tactlessly expressed 
fear that their runty, unathlétic younger son John 
was somehow less than manly. It lasted long after 

> the others were resolved, too; long after my father 
had given up drinking and come to a truce with my 
mother. 

My father's sexual appetites were one of his 
major preoccupations, and his lust for men was as 
distressing to him as his desire for women was self-
affirming and ecstatic. The journals contain argu-
ment after argument with himself on the subject of 
homosexuality. Although he loved men, he feared 
and despised what he defined as the homosexual 
community. Men who run gift shops, sell antiques, 
strike bargains over porcelain tea sets. He was ter-
rified that his enjoyment of homosexual love would 
estrange him from the natural world, from the pure 
and anchoring influence of his family, from the 
manly pleasures he also loved. He had been brought 
up in a world and in a religion that rejected homo-
sexuality absolutely. 

"I read a biography of Tolstoy," he wrote in 
1968 after finishing Henri Troyat's "Tolstoy." "I t 
mentioned in passing that he loved men as well as 
women — a telling remark for me. It is a danger-
ously eccentric society that intends to regulate sen-
timental and erotic love. I wish I could speak 
clearly about these dark matters. I did not respond 
consciously to the anxiety my parents endured over 
the possibility that I might be a pervert, but I seem 
to have responded at some other level. I can't really 
blame them since they had no way of improvising 
sexual mores but had they been less anxious, less 
suspicious about my merry games of grabarse, I 
might have had an easier life." 

Sometimes my father blamed his parents. 
Their fear of homosexuality was so great their 
emphasis on the separation of sexual roles so rigid 
— that his own ambivalence was ordained. Some-
times he blamed my mother. When she wouldn't 
give him the sexual and emotional love he needed 
he was forced to turn elsewhere. Other times he 
blamed society, arguing over and over that the 
preindustrial world that had required the undis-
tracted cooperation of men and women to raise 
crops and breed children was now outdated, but 
that laws and society's judgment had failed to 
change accordingly . 

For those who wished to look for them,' there 
were clues to his sexual nature everywhere. 
Coverly Wapshot struggles furiously with his sex-
ual confusion, his disturbing attraction to other 
men, and homosexual men's assumption that he is 
one of them. The short stories often deal with close 
male and homosexual relationships. Still, few peo-
ple really guessed. The image my father cultivated 
of a patrician, old-fashioned country gentleman 
must have been very convincing. He didn't want us 
to know—and we didn't want to know. • 

This memoir is adapted from Susan Cheever's 
"Home Before Dark," to be published in November 
by Houghton Mifflin. 



Letters 
¡Mamst' and 'Womanist' Fiction 
ro the Editor: 

I just loved George Stade's essay "Men, Boys 
Ind Wimps" (Aug. 12) — it was entrancingly hon-
Ist. He keeps trying to measure literature by some 
(ther standard than the only one he feels strongly 
{.bout, but every time he does, he dirops the pretense 

lmediately and gets back to the point: "American 
[lanist fiction may not be as grownup as the great 
European novels, but there are times when the ado-
iscent vices are preferable to the middle-aged vir-

tues." All of American literature, both classic and 
jopular, is reduced to a collective fantasy for male 
leaders, and we haven't had a good example of the 
intasy since James Dickey's "Deliverance." "We 

Leed a new fantasy, and we are not getting it ," is 
fir. Stade's rousing conclusion. 

In the service of this stunningly acute critical 
joint, Mr. Stade can distort Alice Walker beyond all 
recognition in one sentence and dismiss 20 years of 
fneowomanist novels" as primarily female ver-
sions of what male novelists have always been up 
so, except that women call their adventures 
learches for personhood. I think that Mr. Stade 
Leeds to read his Robert B. Parker and his John D. 
MacDonald more carefully ̂  They make the inter-
esting point that McGee and Spenser can find only 
Ine convincing motivation for the superhuman 
Beats the fantasy demands of them —• the love of a 
lood woman, Frankly, both heroes seem a bit 
preoccupied with their personhood. As though it 
light be an adventure of some sort. 

C. L. CLEVELAND 
Ithaca, N.Y. 

adventurer, namely Gaylord Ravenal of Edna 
Ferber's "Show Boat" and Rhett Butler of you 
know what. * 

Bernard Shaw once wrote of George du Mauri-
er 's heroine: "I know very well that there never 
was any such person as Trilby—that she is a man's 
dream; but I am a man myself and delight in her." 

I doubt if there a re many men who identify 
themselves with either Ravenal or Butler. But I 
can't help wondering how many women these days 
are honest enough to admit that they delight in 
these creations of the feminine imagination. 

WILLIAM BARBOUR 
B r e w s t e r , M a s s . 

To the Editor: 
Hooray for George Stade's reaffirmation of the 

mucho-macho Hemingway/Mailer masculine liter-
ary archetype. To hell with those womanist wimps 
who stalk the pages of much current fiction. There 
is nothing I like more than a good, old-fashioned 
two-fisted' read — especially after I've finished 
doing the laundry. STEPHEN J. KUDLESS 

Staten Island 

Rayburn Never Retired 

To the Editor: 
In her review of Anthony Champagne's "Con-

gressman Sam Rayburn" (Aug. 12), Caroline Rand 
Herron mentions Rayburn's "retirement in 1961/' 
Rayburn never retired. At the time of his death in 
late 1961 he was Speaker of the House. 

DAN HARRISON 
Briarcliff Manor, N.Y. 

To the Editor: 
George Stade clearly enjoyed himself compos-

ing his essay. As a professional analyst of the writ-
ten word, he is alert to the traps set for readers who 
itccept the obvious. I have a picture of him at work 
In his scholarly den, producing his provocative 
thesis with half his mind the other half happily an-
ticipating the furor of invective, yelps and rebuttal 
It would bring — that our literary heritage is over-
Ivhelmingly manist, that pop psychology is insuffi-
cient to explain the murky interactions of male ver-
sus female, that the American Protestant Church 
/as established by masculine authoritarians, that 
Frederick Barthelme and C. D. B. Bryan and John 

(Jpdike may really be funny, that a number of seri-
ous male novelists have turned to intrigue stories, 

id so on. 
In addition: Maybe the real problem is the loss 

bf terrestrial mystery; the far-off places and the 
Warned frontiers are now well charted. "Imagina-
tive indulgence" will need to find new subjects, and 
[he jejune quality that Mr. Stade finds in current 

Selecting Paz's Poems 

To the Editor: 
Eliot Weinberger is out of the country, so I am 

writing in his stead; since I know that he will be, as I 
am, quite pleased to see the care and depth with 
which Calvin Bedient revièwed Octavio Paz's "Se-
lected Poems" (Aug. 19), but at the same time 
taken aback by the assertion that the book, "for the 
most par t ," is "unenterprisingly culled from vol-
umes already published by New Directions, though 
hundreds of pages of Mr. Paz's poetry remain to be 
translated into English." 

The phrase "for the most par t" is significant, 
clearly indicating that the selection is not simply a 
culling of readily available material. The fact is 
that the contents of the volume were chosen by the 
editor Eliot Weinberger in full consultation with 
Mr. Paz. The choice, furthermore, was r e v i e w e d by 
academic specialists, so that the "Selected Poems" 
might gain the widest possible interest in our col-
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Mario 

"Literature must be submerged in life," says the 
Latin American author in talking about his literary 
identity and the sources of his political commitment 

Mario Vargas Llosa is that rarest of 
rare creatures in Latin America—a 
moderate. The Peruvian writer de-
plores right-wing military dictatorships 
and left-wing Marxist terrorists. He be-
lieves in democratically elected govern-
ment and cautious economic reform. 
Above all, he detests the fanaticism 
that imposes rigid ideological order on 
complex situations: inability to look re-
ality in the face, he believes, causes the 
spiraling violence that plagues Latin 
America. 

Though based on a historical incident 
and set in the 19th century, The War of 
the End of the World (Farrar, Straus & 
Giroux; Fiction Forecasts, June 29), 
Vargas Llosa's new novel, takes as its 
central theme this distinctively modern 
problem. " I wanted to show how fanat-
icism, religious or political, is a tremen-
dous obstacle to real progress," he 
says. "Fanaticism is the root of vio-
lence in Latin America; we haven't 
overcome this Manicheistic vision of 
society, of men, of solutions to prob-
lems. When I discovered the story of 
Canudos [the event on which his novel 
is based, a bloody suppression by the 
military of an apocalyptic religious 
movement] in a history book, I got the 
impression that I had been looking for 
something like that ever since I started 
writing. Canudos presents a limited sit-
uation in which you can see clearly. Ev-
erything is there: a society in which on 
the one hand people are living a very 
old-fashioned life and have an archaic 
way of thinking, and on the other hand 
progressives want to impose modern-
ism on society with guns. This creates a 
total lack of communication, of dia-
logue, and when there is no communi-
cation, war or repression or upheaval 
comes immediately." 

Seated in a comfortable New York 
hotel room, on his way to London for a 
three-month stay, a handsome, well-
dressed man of 48 looking very much 
a member of the prosperous middle 
class, Vargas Llosa seems far away 
from the bleak social and political land-
scape of his native land. But though he 

lived in Europe for many years, he re-
turned to Peru in 1974 and hopes never 
to leave again. "Living almost 17 years 
abroad, I started to feel I was losing 
contact with my world, my reality, the 
Peruvian language," he says. "For the 
kind of writing I do, this close contact is 
very important. I need to be excited or 
irritated by what is happening at home; 
it gives me not only material for my 
writing but the psychological mood I 
need to write. In spite of the fact that I 
admire Flaubert enormously, I don't 
like the ideal of a writer completely iso-
lated in his cabinet, surrounded only by 
books. Literature must be submerged 
in life, otherwise it becomes a special-
ization that I think is the negation of 
literature. I love the 19th century be-
cause literature was so intimately relat-
ed to the daily experience of life. Faulk-
ner too, I think, was closely connected 
to his period: there is great imagination, 
great invention, and at the same time 
real life is there. Experimentation is im-
portant, but if literature becomes only 
experimentation, if it's cut off from the 
main source of life, it will die. It will 
become an exquisite game for the elite, 
and I don't want that. Literature can 
help people live, and to do that it must 
be committed to everything that is hap-
pening. 

"I had a television program, The 
Tower of Babel, for about six months," 
he continues. "I wanted to demon-
strate that a culture program is not nec-
essarily boring, but can be very alive. 
The idea of culture on television in our 
society is a man talking about very 
strange and difficult things. I tried to 
show that culture is everything: you 
can talk about sports, you can talk 
about dancing, you can talk about any-
thing from a cultural point of view. I 
liked it very much, but it was too ab-
sorbing. I couldn't write, I couldn't 
read, I was taken 24 hours a day." 

His intense engagement in the cul-
ture and politics of Peru, paradoxically, 
is the reason Vargas Llosa spends three 
months of every year in London. " I go 
there like other people go to the coun-

tryside—to be completely alone," he 
says, laughing. "In Lima I am always 
so invaded. It's a problem, because lit-
erature demands great dedication, and 
this political involvement is so distract-
ing. There's a great risk of endangering 
your vocation. On the other hand, it's 
difficult to avoid; if you think what is at 
stake is really essential, you have an 
obligation to participate. I hope to live 
in Peru until the very end, and for that 
reason it's important to me that it be-
come a free country. I couldn't live in 
Peru if it became a kind of Pinochet 
regime or what Czechoslovakia is to-
day. Probably that is one of the reasons 
I involve myself in the political debate, 
because I need my country to be an 
open society. If I can't write there, then 
of course I'll go abroad, because writ-
ing is essential for me, but I want to 
stay. 

"If you are a writer, I think you're 
particularly well situated to understand 
how important freedom is," the novel-
ist continues. "If there is no freedom, 
there is no creation, there is no real cul-
ture. Reforms are essential in Latin 
America, but reforms with freedom, re-
specting criticism. Otherwise, we'll 
keep having what we've had our whole 
history: brutality, corruption and fake 
culture. This is my problem with writ-
ers who defend totalitarian solutions. 
[Though once a Marxist, he has been 
critical in recent years of writers who 
ally themselves with the left, including 
his old friend Gabriel García Márquez, 
who supports Castro.] Why do people 
try to escape Cuba? Why is there tur-
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moil in Poland? How can you, a writer, 
defend this model of society as a solu-
tion for our problems? I think there is a 
lot of opportunism in this position: I 
can't really believe that a writer is in 
favor of this kind of authoritarian sys-
tem. Life is less uncomfortable if you 
have set solutions and you accept these 
clichés—left means progress, left 
means being in favor of the poor. Try-
ing to defend a moderate position is 
very difficult. You can make a lot of 
mistakes, and you risk being manipulat-
ed by right-wing interests, so you must 
be very vigilant all the time. But an in-
tellectual must try to look deeper than 
the surface." 

Whatever his differences of opinion 
with other Latin American writers, 
Vargas Llosa is inextricably linked 
with them by his prominent role in the 
continent's extraordinary literary flow-
ering of the past three decades. Que-
ried as to the causes of "el boom" (as 
it is somewhat patronizingly called), he 
offers a typically complex answer that 
cites both historical and literary fac-
tors. "The transformation of Latin 
American culture from a rural world to 
an urban one, this explosion of the cit-
ies in the last 30 or 40 years, has been 
very important," he says. "Now in 
most Latin American countries the 
majority of the population lives in cit-
ies, and historically this has always 
produced the flourishing of novels, of 
narrative. Also, the social crisis is very 
good for writing. Nobody wants to 
stay as we were, but we are not sure 
what we would like to have in place of 
what's dying or disappearing. This in-
certitude is very favorable for the cre-
ation of literary myths: when you're 
looking for something but you don't 
know what it is, literature becomes 
very important. Also, the identity cri-
sis of Latin America is a great stimulus 
for literature: we don't know exactly 
what we are, and literature gives us a 
personality." 

Like many other Latin American writ-
ers, Vargas Llosa stumbled on this lit-
erary identity during his years in exile. 
" I discovered Peru and Latin America 
in Europe," he says. " I realized abroad 
that I was a writer profoundly linked 
to Peruvian experience, Peruvian lan-
guage. I hadn't this idea when I was 
living in Peru. I remember when I was 
at school we read foreign writers, but 
now there is a Latin American public 
following its own writers very closely 
and with interest." 

The author who most strongly affect-
ed Vargas Llosa's generation, howev-
er, was neither Latin American nor pre-
cisely foreign. "The influence of 
Faulkner on Latin American literature 
has been enormous," he comments. 
"There is no Latin American writer so 
influential, from Mexico to Chile. I re-
member what it meant for myself to 

read Faulkner in the '50s ; it was incred-
ible. He was the first novelist I read 
with a pen and paper, trying to establish 
the structure he gave to a story, its 
complexity, mystery, subtlety, ambigu-
ity. I think Latin American writers dis-
covered that form was essential in fic-
tion through Faulkner. 

"On the other hand, the mythology 
of Faulkner, the world he created, is 
very Latin American. We too have a 
society in which different cultures are 
coexisting in a very tense and difficult 
way—black and white in some coun-
tries, Indian and white in Peru—a love-
hate relationship creating the same 
kind of clashes as in Faulkner. Also, 
his references to a mythical past, a 
civil war hanging over the present, tra-
ditional values being destroyed by mo-
dernity, this agrarian world of nostal-
gia and ritual—all this is so Latin 
American! We can identify very easily 
with Faulkner's world. Someone once 
wrote a beautiful essay saying that 
Yoknapatawpha County has its limits 
in the Caribbean, so it's a Latin Ameri-
can country." 

Watching Vargas Llosa's animated 
gestures and listening to his excited, 
rapid-fire delivery of these thoughts, 
it's clear that no matter how deep his 
political commitments are, his greatest 
love will always be reserved for litera-
ture. He even writes criticism, the true 
mark of an addict. "Not academic criti-
cism," he explains. "Free criticism, 
criticism as an exercise of the imagina-
tion. I admire very much Edmund Wil-
son, for example. I remember his To 
the Finland Station [a book examining 
the evolution of socialist and commu-
nist thought] as a novel; it's so marvel-
ous ly narrated, the characters are so 
alive, it's like a wonderful novel." 

In fact, having recently finished a 
novel of his own, which will appear in 
Spanish this month, Vargas Llosa will 
turn his attention to criticism for a 
while; his next project is an essay on 
Les Misérables. The just-completed 
novel, The Story of May ta, draws its 
inspiration from a factual episode and 
points much the same moral as The War 
of the End of the World, but the author 
insists the two books are quite differ-
ent. "This one is short," he says, 
laughing (The War of the End of the 
World runs 568 pages). " I love long 
novels, heavy novels, but they're not 
very popular nowadays. This is con-
centrated in one character and his 
search. It's inspired by something that 
happened in a small village in the Andes 
in the 1950s. A group of students led a 
rebellion that lasted just a few hours, 
trying to establish a socialist country. 
They didn't know anything about so-
cialism—they had heard of it, that's 
all—and they weren't in contact with 
any political party. It was a farce and a 
tragedy. The book is about fiction as a 

source of violence. I think fiction in lit-
erature is wonderful, but in politics I 
think it's terrible—you must be realis-
tic." WENDY SMITH 

Smith is a freelance writer and frequent 
contributor to PW. 
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A Magic Barrel Full of Tales 
B y EDMUND FULLER 

"In our epoch, when storytelling has be-
come a forgotten , art and has been .re-
placed by amateurish sociology and hack-
neyed psychology, the child is still the in-
dependent reader who relies on nothing but 
his own taste. Names and authorities mean 
nothing to him. Long after literature for 
adults has gone to pieces, books for chil-
dren Will constitute , the last vestige of 
storytelling, logic,.faith in the family, in 
God and in real humanism." 

Those are the passionate words of No-
bel laureate Isaac Bashevis Singer. They 
come from the afterword ("Are Children 
the Ultimate Literary Critics?") in his new 
collection, "Stories for Children" (Farrar, 
Straus & Giroux, 338 pages, $13.95). It is a 
book of diverse pleasures and beauties, of 
laughter and reverence. It may well turn 
out to be one of the best and longest loved 
of all Mr. Singer's books. 

It belongs on a shelf beside "The Col-
lected Stories," reviewed here in 1982. Mr. 
Singer asserts: "In our time, when the lit-
erature for adults is deteriorating, good 
books for children are thé only hope, the 
only refuge. Many adults read and enjoy 
children's books. We write not only for 
children but also for their parents. They, 
too, are serious children." 

Many of the 36 stories in Mr. Singer's 
new collection are drawn from Jewish folk 
tradition-see the superb "Treasury of 
Jewish Folklore," edited by Nathan Ausu: 

bel (Crown, 1948). Mr. Singer brings his 
own emphases and variations, as in the 
several tales about Chelm, traditionally 
the city of utter fools-amiable in the ut-
most, but fools. 

The numerous Hanukkah stories sug-
gest an especially fitting season for a book 
welcome at any time of year. Some are 
variations on biblical themes-two, possi-
bly three, involving the prophet Elijah. 
Though Mr. Singer likes illustrations, by ' 
his own choice there are none in this vol-
ume. He relies wholly on "the logos, the 
power of the word. . . . The stories in the 
Bible, which I read and reread, had no il-
lustrations." 

He draws upon his Polish childhood, 
with scenes in Warsaw and the Kroch-
malna Street familiar to all who have read 
much of his work. One story deals with two 
children in the Warsaw ghetto at the time 
when it was besieged and destroyed by the 
Nazis. 

Not all the ancient motifs are from spe-
cifically Jewish sources. Mr. Singer is the 
only storyteller I know who has made a 
creative variation on the immemorial 
story of three wishes wasted foolishly. He 
gives the tale a new dimension by carrying 
it to a mature redeeming of the folly. Some 
of the stories are about what is called, in 
"Rabbi Leib & the Witch Cunegunde," the 
"ancient war between good and evil." With 
its joyous humor and earthiness, the book 
also is permeated by a profoundly religious 
spirit, the essence of existence as Mr. 
Singer depicts it. He knows the ludicrous 
and the pleasurable, but also the awesome 
and holy. 

Among stories that stand out, for humor 

or for tenderness, are "Zlateh the Goat," 
"Hershele and Hanukkah" (featuring a 
deer--Mr. Singer is very good with ani-
mals), and "The Parakeet Named Drei-
del" (who spoke Yiddish). In "Ole and 
Trufa," he achieves an extraordinary gen-
tle beauty in the experience of the two last 
autumn leaves on a tree. As an image of 
enduring love it is worthy to stand beside 
Ovid's "Baucis and Philemon," though it 
has no human characters. 

In one of the Bible-based tales: "Lot's 
wife did not lock the house because in 
Sodom a lock was of little value; lock-
bneaking was even studied by children in 
school." Once, in a storytelling time: "The 
lights in the brass lamp were still burning. 
The children felt that the little flames were 
also listening to the story." 

A traveler from Chelm buys for a high 
price a long recipe for cookies beginning, 
"Take three quarts of duck's milk . . .", 
and ending with the saying, "When you 
send a fool to market, the merchants re-
joice." 

There is much charm in the account of 
"Tsirtsu and Peziza," respectively a 
cricket and an orphan i m p - a real*invisi-
ble household imp who dwells with the 
cricket "In a dark space between the stove 
and the wall, where the housewife stored 
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By Isaac Bashevis Singer 

her brooms, mops, and baking paddles." 
Such an imp appears again in' "The Lan-
tuch," where it is explained: "A lantuch is 
an imp, but he's not malicious. He causes 
no. harm. On the contrary, he tries to help 

v the members of the household all he can. 
He is like a part of the family. Usually he 
is invisible, but it sometimes happens that 
you can see him. . . . Lantuchs love 
crickets and they understand their lan-
guage." , 

In "Naftali the Storyteller and his 
Horse, Sus," we encounter one who, like 
the author, regards "the world as full of 
wonders" and has. "the urge to write them 
down and spread them far " and wide. 

Mr. Singer affirms: "Children are by 
nature inclined to mysticism. They believe 
in God, in the Devil, in good spirits and 
bad spirits, and in all . kinds of magic. Yet 
they require true consistency in these sto-
ries. There is often great logic in religion 
and there is little logic in materialism. 
Those who maintain that the world created 
itself are often people without any respect 
for reason." 

Reb Falik tells Naftali: "The present is 
only a moment and the past is one long 
story. Those who don't tell stories and, 
don't hear stories live only for that mo-
ment, and that isn't enough." Mr. Singer 
adds: "The whole earth, all the stars, all 
the planets, all the comets represent within 
them one divine history, one source of life, 
one endless and wondrous story that only 
God knows in its entirety." 



Sellers' Market: Buying a New Car Ri 
An Awful Experience; You May Not 

Continued From First Page 
k»mpetitive with the other dealers in the 
ii i ; 11 ket." Templeton Oldsmobile in Tyson's 
te||i||| Va„ adds an $885 availability 
ir liarge and a $1,110 protection package to 
itli!' sticker price of every car it sells. Says 
|s;i lesman Charles Sykes-; "If we don't; ask 
fiVvf it, we don't get it." 

The auto makers dislike such price-pad-
kt ing practices but say they are powerless to 
slop them. "We wish they didn't exist. 
They're not illegal, however, as long as 

•they're disclosed on the sticker," says an 
AMC spokesman in Southfield, Mich. "It's 
something that started with import dealers, 
ajid while it's less prevalent^ among domes-

t i c lines, it seems to be a trend that is in-
'creasing." • 
; Dealers defend themselves vigorously. 
"Nobody had any feelings for us when two, 

Ithree years ago we had tolsell for $100 or 
:$1!00 under sticker and lots of dealers went 
out of business," says Henry Lechner, sales 

i manager at Shockley Volkswagen/Audi Inc. 
in Frederick, Md. "Now is the time when 
we'll recoup and get some of that money 

¡back." . 
Dealers add that in recent years, car 

ikers have sharply cut dealer discount 
|i ros-the difference between the wholesale 

ice and the manufacturer's suggested re-
ctal price-forcing dealers to add extras to 

A.H. Robins Begins 
Removal Campaign 
For Dalkon Wearers 

* * * 

Company Offers to Pay Costs 
Of Procedure and Exams, 
Seeks No Lawsuit, Waiver ^ 

B y MARY WILLIAMS WALSH 
N t aff Reporter of THE WALI. STHKET JOURNAL 

A.H. Robins Co. urged wearers of its Dal-
M'ti Shield to have the intrauterine contra-
i yptive device removed, and offered to pay 
fjp the procedure. 

The move comes 10 years after the Rich-
ifiond, Va.-based pharmaceutical coneern 
~!<>pped marketing the product in the U.S. 
>1'h p than 10,000 women have sued Robins, 
Purging the device caused pelvic inflam-
iji;itions, sterility and other maladies. 
< In television and print advertisements, 

hins began telling all IUD wearers to see 
¡li'-ir doctofs and find out which brand of 
device was inserted. If a woman learns she 
ijs wpnring a Dalkon Shield, the company 
If'iiijiises to pay the cost of removal. If the 
IID turns out to be another brand, Robins 
arys it will still pay for the medical 
(fx am. 
| A Robins spokesman said participating 

women won't have to waive their rights to 
sue if they get sick later. 
Doctors to Be Alerted 
J Robins said it also is writing to 185,000 

ors and clinics, asking t 

1Z 

maintain their profit margins. "That old his-
toric 25% has come down in some cases to 
10% to 12%," says Herbert Abramson, presi-
dent of Silver Lake Dodge in Wellesley, 
Mass. "That's a fact of life and people had 
better understand that." 

But most buyers don't understand, 
dealers say. They still expect to negotiate 
big discounts from the sticker price and get 
top dollar for their trade;ins. Dealers say 
they can't provide, these without '-'packing" 
the sticker price with extras. The more they 
pack, the more they can afford to negotiate. 
"If the public didn't fall for that, dealers 
wouldn't do it," says Mr. McKeithen in 
Leesburg. 
To $12,000 From $7,000 

One extreme example of price packing 
was seen recently on the lot of Landmark 
Honda in Alexandria, Va. The sticker on the 
Victoria-red 1985 Honda CRX began inno-
cently enough with two items that weren't 
out of the ordinary: a base price of $6,855 
and destination charges of $179. But on top 
of that the dealer wanted $460 for rustproof-
ing (high) , $345 for paint sealant (basically, 



The Boom in Short Stories 
By D. D. Guttenplan 

LATELY I've been reading a lot of short sto-
ries. You probably have too. Time was, peo-
ple read novels. Even in the 1920's and 30's, 
occasionally referred to as the golden age of 

the American short story, the big statement was al-
ways found in the novel. By the 50's, reader«' appe-
tites — and writers' ambitions—had grown to Mail-
eresque proportions. And in recent decades, the 
Great American Novel began to go to extremes. Wil-
liam Gaddis's "Recognitions/' Thomas Pynchon's 
"V" and Mailer's "Ancient Evenings" all seemed to 
say that a novelist's ability to go the distance—over 

D. D. Guttenplan is a writer and critic who lives in 
New York. 

ever greater distances — counted as much as the 
various talents and abilities displayed along the 
way. 

That's changing. A quick look at the literary land-
scape discloses short story after short story, where 
formerly novels were mainly seen. Hard figures are 
difficult to come by. But there is a widely shared im-
pression that something has definitely happened to 
the quality as well as the quantity of American short 
stories. Among readers as well as writers, the short 
story has lost its status as a warm-up exercise for 
the serious work of novel writing. 

Shannon Ravenel, who has been coeditor (along 
with guest editors such as Anne Tyler and the late 
John Gardner) of "The Best American Short Sto-

ries" series for the past seven years, says, "I read 
about 1,500 short stories a year and subscribe to 
about 160 magazines. There'« no question that 
there's been an explosion of good work." William 
Abrahams, who edits the annual O. Henry collec-
tions, says that the number of so-called slick stories 
has gone down. But the number of superior stories 
has definitely gone up. "I 've been doing this for 18 
years, and I'd die of boredom if it hadn't ," he says, 
Ben Sonnenberg, who edits the extremely un-slick 
new magazine Grand Street, found himself so inun-
dated with good short fiction that he put out this 
spring a special issue devoted almost entirely to the 
short story. " I was just astounded at the quality," he 

Continued on page 32 

Vol LXXXIX—No. 24. Published weekly by 
• % g* • • % . * • % <« • • ^m ^m The New York Times Company, Times 

R e f o r m ino* P a r t v P n l t t i r ^ / 1 1 
© 1984 The New York Times 1 O 0 1 1 A U A ^ O / * * M K f e ^ i » 

(jjj^Kioi^/ : & ; | § | 



The voices of the Vietnam generation. 
Those who can't forget remember. 

Never before has a book 
answered so amply, in such 
human terms, the question of 
what Vietnam did to the Amer-
ican people. Massive in scope 
but intimate in its concern with 
the feelings of ordinary men 
and women, here is a book that 
takes you into the lives of an 
entire generation, letting them 
tell in their own words the tale 
of an epoch-making conflict and 
its still-smoldering aftermath. 

Some 3,000,000 young 
men went to Vietnam—58,000 
of them never returned. This, 
finally, is their story, and the 
story of the men who deserted, 
or fled to exile, or cynically 
let others take their p laces . . . 
the story of parents and pro-
testers, nurses and women 
at the barricades,volunteers 
and draft evaders for whom 
Vietnam is a memory forever 
seared into the heart. -

LITERARY GUILD FEATURED ALTERNATE • MAIN SELECTION 
OF THE MILITARY BOOK CLUB 

DOUBLED̂  



The Boom in Short Stories 
Continued from page 1 

says. "I t ' s like waking up in a silver age." 
How this renaissance came about and who the 

people are who write these stories and how they 
feel about what they do seemed like questions 
worth asking. "They're short," was Mark Hel-
prin's explanation for his own return to short sto-
ries after completing his long novel "Winter's 
Tale." "Stories can be beautiful and moving and 
complete. Short takes." 

"When it works, it 's so brilliant to have done it 
in that space," says Peter Taylor, who has been 
writing short stories and very little else for dec-
ades. " I sometimes say, although I don't altogether 
believe it, that a short story is to a novel as a lyric 
poem is to an epic poem. And we know how many 
epic poems there are in the language that are any 
good." Elizabeth Tallent, whose first collection of 
stories, "In Constant Flight," appeared last year, 
also stresses the demands of the form: "In a short 
story there isn't time for you to misplace any-
thing." 

SOME writers are drawn to the short story 
by the nature of their material. "Many of 
my characters," says Bobbie Ann Mason 
(whose "Shiloh and Other Stories" won the 

1982 Ernest Hemingway Foundation Award for fic-
tion), "live what might be called boring and dreary 
lives. In a short story you can appreciate their frus-
trations, but it might be difficult to live with them 
for a whole novel. You can get through a story be-
fore you get uncomfortable. Small things — the at-
tention to detail — can keep you going." A similar 
point was made by Mark Helprin, for whom the 
shorter form offers a a chance to explore more sub-
tle textures. "You can be calm in a short story. You 
can be calm and tranquil for 20 pages and say what' 
you want to say and keep your hold on the reader. If 
you try to write a novel that is placid for 700 pages, 
no one will finish it ." 

Hortense Calisher also points to "the refresh-
ment in changing forms." She cites the fact that 
the short story "comes completely enclosed, not as 
a completed thing, but as the outline for a com-
pleted thing, so that I can hold it in my headland 
write towards the end." 

But in general the stress is on speed. "I t ' s eight 
pages," says Ann Beattie, who has published three 
short story collections in recent years. "How long 
can you sweat and toil over i t?" Cynthia Orzick 
agrees: "The story is something you can leap into, 
have the bliss of, and then you really see the end. 
It's a kind of short-term gratification for the 
psyche. That's not an admirable answer. It 's not a 
literary answer at all. But it's probably the least 
glib answer I could find. There are lots of artistic 
answers, but I gave you the true answer." 

Attention to detail is one thing the members of 
the new generation of short-story writers have in 
common. Not that veterans like Grace Paley, Peter 
Taylor and Hortense Calisher give short shrift to 
specifics, but the kinds of things noticed — what 
Ann Beattie calls "the material possessions of the 
counterculture" — are different for the younger 
writers. Frederick Barthelme's first story collec-
tion, ̂  "Moon Deluxe," bristles with brand names 
(one of the stories is called "Safeway"). "Why 
should we have pretended that K-Mart didn't 
exist?" Miss Beattie asks. "Why should I have pre* 
tended that no one in Vermont owns a bong?" (A 
bong, for the instruction of people in Vermont, is a 
pipe for smoking marijuana or hashish.) 

If brand loyalty is strong, says Bobbie Ann 
Mason, "that has to be looked into. The people I 
write about are serious about their lives. If they go 
to a Marty Robbins concert and stand in line to get 
his autograph — there are more people who do 
things like that than not." 

Beginning with poetry is not unusual. " I 
started out as a bad poet," says Frederick Busch, 
author of many stories. "Then I became a worse 
poet, and then went to stories." Mary Robison, 
whose "An Amateur's Guide to the Night" is her 
second collection of stories, started out writing 
poetry exclusively. "And then I went to whole sen-

tences. Now I'm afraid a poem is going to happen to 
me." Peter Taylor, influenced by his teachers John 
Crowe Ransom and Allen Tate and by his friends 
Randall Jarrell and Robert Lowell, pretended to be 
interested in poetry "but I knew all along I would 
go back to stories." Raymond Carver began writ-
ing both poetry and fiction. "I didn't feel like a born 
poet, and I certainly knew the limitations of what I 
could do with a poem. But I didn't know the limita-
tions of what I could do with fiction." 

Like Grace Paley, Tillie Olsen—and countless 
other writers, mostly women — Mr. Carver was 
forced into short fiction by other demands on his 
time. "To write a novel," he said in an essay, "it 
seemed to me, a writer should be living in a world 
that makes sense, a world that the writer can be-
lieve in, draw a bead on and then write about accu-
rately. Along with this, there has to be a belief in 
the essential correctness of that world. A belief 
that the known world has reasons for existing, and 
is worth writing about, and is not likely to go up in 
smoke in the process. My world was one that 
seemed to change gears and directions, along with 
its rules, every day. Time and again I reached the 
point where I couldn't see further ahead than the 

PAUL MEISEL 

first of next month and gathering enough money to 
meet the rent and provide the children's school 
clothes." Mr. Carver, freed from financial worry 
by a National Academy of Arts And Letters award, 
says he is beginning a novel. 

Elizabeth Tallent and Frederick Busch have 
just finished novels, Barry Hannah published a 
novel last year, and Ann Beattie and Bobbie Ann 
Mason are both beginning novels. Does this mean 
that things a re as they have always been? "No," 
says Mr. Carver. "Things began to change in the 
early 70's. Before then, trying to publish a short 
story collection was anathema. Then Gordon Lish 
began publishing short stories at Esquire. And 
Cheever's collection in '78 — suddenly there was a 
collection of short stories on the best-seller lists, 
and there was Cheever in the pages of Newsweek, 
opining on what made a good short story. I think 
it's a good time for short story writers." 

It remains a hard fact of literary life that, good 
times or no, short story writers seldom see more 
than small change for their efforts. And most pub-
lishing houses would still rather take a chance on a 
novel. " I think publishers expect you to write a 
novel," says Bobbie Ann Mason. "There's a sort of 
built-in pressure in the way they do the contract. 
Since short stories don't sell that well, they expect 
a novel for your second book. I happen to be writing 
one. I'd much'rather be writing stories." 

Even a writer as commercially successful as 
Ann Beattie feels the pressure: "I signed a con-
tract for a novel in part to force myself to get it 
done. It's with the greatest effort that I write 
novels. It does not bring me but fleeting joy. I could 
have signed a contract for a short-story, collection 
that would have been much less lucrative. I've pub-
lished 13 stories since 'The Burning House' [her 
last collection] and Random House could run the 
presses if they wanted to. But I 'm not responding to 
their pressure. I think we think similar things." 

What caused short stories to be more accept-
able commercially? No one knows for sure. Not 
even Gordon Lish, who left Esquire to edit books at 



accurate and revealing as any caricature and 
equally remote from a true life-size, life-like 
image." The judgment comes from an overwhelm-
ing advantage in that Mr. Pawel knows more about 
Kafka than Kafka knew himself. (The literature in 
libraries, under his name, now includes about 
15,000 items.) Since Kafka gave the diaries to 
Milena Jesenska, one might be led to suppose they 
contain something more like his soul than superfi-
cial impressions of his personality. In fact, as Mr. 
Pawel knows, the innerness of the diaries is won-
derfully revealing. But they are so peculiar to 
,Kafka that, like his fiction, they resist the biogra-
pher 's attempt at a definitively objective "story" 
of the life. 

Mr. Pawel quotes the diaries extensively, and, 
if he contests the informal, fragmented, nonnarra-
tive, interior autobiography they contain, he is also 
determined to correct and repudiate ideas of Kaf-
ka's life and work held by other specialists. Hence 
•he seems occasionally to write out of exasperation. 
Protecting Kafka against those who turn him into a 
"German classic, a socialist realist, an embryonic 
Christian — in short, anything but what he was for 
better and for worse: a Jew from Prague," he 
seems virtually to say "And that 's t h a t / ' But the 
biography says nothing of the kind.. Mr. Pawel re-
peatedly engages the question of Kafka's Jewish-
ness, especially as indicated by his interest in Yid-
dish theater, Zionism, Hebrew, and unassimilated 
or "authentic" East European Jews. 

ULTIMATELY, like everything else about 
Kafka, his Jewishness is seen as alienated 
but paradoxically deep. It is also seen as 
anti-Semitic Jewishness, deriving from 

Kafka's self-hatred — "not for being a Jew, but for 
not being enough of one," says Mr. Pawel. In this 
flat insistence, there is both a painful truth and the 
show of spirit that makes this book Mr. Pawel's. 
One even wonders, given the maddening ambiva-
lence of Kafka, how Mr. Pawel managed to put up 
with him, but he does so splendidly, always trying 
to see just how things were for Kafka, and, in a 
larger perspective, for others like him. None, of 
course, exhibits his selfcontradictoriness. Here is a 
summary in examples: 

Kafka believed he was a real writer, perhaps 
suspecting he was a genius, but he regularly 
burned his work. This was probably inevitable 
since, to him, writing was a sacred and exceedingly 
personal ritual; nevertheless, he published a sec-

tion of his diary, dealing with private family ma 
ters, in a newspaper. Kafka yearned for social lif 
and had marvelous friends, but was forever wor 
ried about his creative insularity. Consistent wit! 
this inconsistency, he wrote hundreds and hun 
dreds of letters. The letters to Felice Bauer, say 
Mr. Pawel, constitute his only complete novel. Liv 
ing with his family was tortuously debilitating, but 
until near the end, Kafka didn't move out. At 
health resort, where nudity was the only style, 
Kafka was called "the man in the swim trunks.' 
Kafka's letters to Felice Bauer suggest that he ad 
mired, respected, needed and wanted to love her, 
but, as Mr. Pawel says, he didn't like her. His sev 
eral marriage proposals were attended by argu-
ments, drawn from his heart, for turning him 
down. That she was ready to give herself to him re-
gardless of his arguments seems an insurmount-
able obstacle to its having happened. He want" 
her strictly insofar as he couldn't have her. Kafka 
also wanted to be a real Jew, to live in Palesthr 
and do manual labor, but such authenticity was 
denied him by birth, language, education, sickness 
and a complexity of consciousness as Jewish as 
Zionism. For example, wanting to be a Jew was, 
for Kafka, itself a disqualification. 

Aspirin and psychoanalysis, introduced in Kaf-
ka's day, seem miraculously intended just for him 
— the one so healing, the other endlessly interest-
ing — but the psychophysical anguish of his condi-
tion was of the goornish helfen kind, beyond help. If 
it appears that almost everything human was for-
eign to Kafka, it also appears that his fiction uncan-
nily reflects our present condition, where abso-

lu te ly nothing inhuman is foreign to us. This guar-
antees his importance, but it is also guaranteed in 
every other critical respect, even down to minute 
considerations of verbal style where esthetic and 
moral qualities coincide. ^ 

Among those who knew Kafka he was some-
times remembered as a saint. Mr. Pawel is impa-
tient with sentimentalizing adoration, yet some-
thing he renders — impossible to summarize — ac-
counts for the feelings of Kafka's friends and 
lovers. Whatever it cost them, It was a great privi-
lege to have been close to Kafka. Felice Bauer, for 
example, despite the wretched confusion he in-
flicted upon her, saved his letters, and then, in 
service to an impersonal ideal — not for monetary 
gain of any significance — gave them up. The ex-
traordinary women in his life speak well for the 
man. • 

Parallel Lives 

NANCY CRAMPTON 

Ernst Pawel. 

From 1909 to 1919 
Franz Kafka worked as 
a senior secretary for 
the Workmen's Accident 
Insurance Company in 
Prague. Among his 
duties was to write the 

.company's annual 
reports. 

From 1946 to 1982 
Ernst Pawel, Kafka's 
new biographer, worked 
for the New York Life 
Insurance Company as a 
senior writer and 

translator in New York. He also wrote the 
annual reports. 

Mr. Pawel believes that his knowledge of the 
insurance business helped him gain insight into 
an overlooked aspect of Kafka's life. "Kafka 
wasn't an obscure clerk but a rather important 
executive," Mr. Pawel said. "He was draft-
exempt during the First World War, at his 
company's request, because he helped to 
establish the first hospital to treat veterans 
suffering from shock. And he was proud enough 
of his annual reports to send copies to friends." 

Other parallels in their lives provided further 
empathy to the biographer. Mr. Pawel was born 
in Berlin (where Kurt Wolff became Kafka's 
first publisher) in 1920 and lived in Germany 
until the rise of Hitler. In 1933 his family moved 

to Yugoslavia, where he gained some 
understanding of Central Europe before 
migrating to the United States in 1938. During. 
World War II he served with Army Intelligence 
and, because he spoke Serbo-Croatian, did 
liaison work with the Yugoslav Resistance. He 
also learned what it meant to write at night after 
a day at the office; he wrote three novels while 
working for the insurance company. 

Mr. Pawel's wife, Ruth, was born in Prague; 
she too came here before the war. Five years 
ago, they visited her hometown for two weeks. 
The author said, "That brief visit gave me the 
inspiration to write the biography. I began to 
collect material, went to the archives of the 
National l ibrary in Jerusalem, and interviewed 
several of Kafka's friends—survivors who had 
ended up in Israel." 

His biography, says the author, also stresses 
these points: "The death of two younger 
brothers left Kafka with a real childhood 
trauma. He had anxieties about his physicality. 
His <me real love affair was with Milena 
Jesenska, a Czech journalist who later became a 
Resistance hero and died in a German 
concentration camp. The reality of the Jewish 
situation in Prague shaped his thinking and 
writing—the anguish of being human, of being 
mortal—an attitude that it was impossible to 
live and impossible not to live." In short, Kafka 
was Kafkaesque. 

—Herbert Mitgarig 



Alfred A. Knopf, publishing three 
to six story collections a year 
over the past few years, includ-
ing Raymond Carver's last two 
books, Barry Hannah's astonish-
ing "Airships" and collections by 
Mary Robison, Frederick Busch, 
Bette Pesetsky and Janet Kauff-
man. Mr. Lish credits "the crea-
tive writing industry that obtains 
in our country now" for throwing 
up masses of short story writers, 
but denies that new ground is 
being broken. 

" I probably see more short 
story collections than anybody 
else does," Mr. Lish says. "Be-
cause people know that I'll take 
them seriously, that I'll publish 
one if I like it. But I 'm not willing 
to suggest to you that I 'm seeing 
as much invention going on in the 
short story right now as I am in 
the novel." 

ENTHUSIASM is greater 
at The New Yorker, 
where more short fiction 
is published — last year 

between 110 and 120 stories — 
than in any other American 
magazine. Of last year 's stories, 
nearly 20 were first publications 
for their authors. One editor, who 
requested anonymity agreed to 
discuss what sets today's 
younger writers apart. "There is 
the tremendous impact of the 
movies. What I see are scenes 
and sequences. Bright, photo-
realist surfaces. But it 's also true 
that they're no more visual than 
any great 19th-century writer — 
Tolstoy, Balzac. Maybe it's the 
remoteness of the camera ." 

He bridles visibly at the notion 
of "New Yorker fiction" but ad-
mits "there is a kind of writing 
that does characterize one of the 
things that happens here — a 
kind of writing whose style is not 
particularly noticeable, where 
you have the feeling that the 
writer is not writing particularly 
for sound. There is a kind of fic-

Authors* Queries 

Fora book about the Russian 
sculptor Mark Antokolsky (1843-
1902), I would appreciate hearing 
from anyone with letters, arti-
cles, photos, personal recollec-
tions from relatives and friends 
(particularly of Antokolsky's 
late years in Paris, from about 
1880 to 1902) or knowledge of the 
whereabouts of any of his works 
other than those on display in the 
Soviet Union. 

ELI RAKOW 
. 320 West 76th Street 

New York City 10023 

For a book about the record-
breaking voyage of the clipper 
ship Flying Cloud from New 
York around the Horn to San 
Francisco in 1851, I would ap-
preciate hearing from anyone 
with source material or with in-
formation about the passengers 
M. A. Gorham, J. D. Townsend 
or Horace F. Wadsworth, all of 
New York. 

FLORA ELIZABETH REYNOLDS 
. 1152 Amador Avenue 
Berkeley, Calif. 94707 

tion that is very spare, very ellip-
tical, works very much by impli-
cation — I suppose you could say 
that was one of the things about 
New Yorker fiction." 

But for Cynthia Ozick, "Less 
remains less. I feel very de-
prived. So many short-story 
writers are depriving themselves 
of the amplitude of language — 
both intellectually and lyrically. 
I don't know whether it's mini-
malism or incapacity. There is so 
little on the page that you can't 
make the judgment. It 's data. 
It 's menu prose. There's no wit in 
it, no joy in it, there's no sympa-
thy." 

"I don't "make spareness the 
god of all things," says the New 
Yorker writer Frederick Bar-
thelme, "but it seems to me that 
if you intentionally understate 
things, you have a chance of al-
lowing the reader's imagination 
to come into play. What's inter-
esting about what's being pub-
lished today is that —- in the 60's 
and 70's there was all this experi-
mentation going on — the writer, 
like the reader, is aware that 
we've been through this past. 
Work that looks very calm on the 
surface now, and looks like tradi-
tional narrative, has the virtue of 
having married some aspects of 
traditional narrative with the ex-
perience of going through all this 
trashing and rediscovery of the 
form." 

" I was a painter," Mr. Bar-
thelme continues. " I studied ar-
chitecture and the visual arts 
and was also a musician. Played 

with a rock 'n' roll band. I lived 
in New York from '67 to the early 
70's, doing what was then — and 
is now — called conceptual art . I 
was doing work that consisted of 
putting tape on the walls and 
floor and ceiling — interrupting 
the space without literally inter-
rupting. I figured that a book was 
a logical extension of the form. 

"There were several things 
operative. I got tired of lugging 
stuff around. The kind of rare-
fication that takes place when 
you have to take 18 jumps before 
you can get any buzz off a work 
at all ended up bothering me. 
Now I want to invite the reader, 
but I don't want to collar him. 
The interchanges between people 
in ordinary life are so distant, 
subtle, quiet. There are certain 
flicks, dashes, gestures. 

"Writers now are doing a mir-
ror image of the catalogue of pos-
sibilities presented then — stop-
ping the writing way down to 
where we don't have many words 
longer than four letters, a sort of 
generic language. Suddenly peo-
ple began to say, 'Hey, wait a 
minute, there's something else 
shaking in here.' And that some-
thing else was character. It 's re-
ductive, it 's simplistic, it 's just 
dumb. But there is something in 
this notion," 

Finally, if in taking the tem-
perature of these short stories, 
we emerge feeling blue-lipped 
and chilly, we have to remember 
that these are cold times, and 
that most likely the fault is not in 
our stories, but in ourselves, • 
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MOTHERHOOD: The Second Oldest Profession, by 
Erma Bombeck. (McGraw-Hill, $12.95.) A 
humorous look at the biggest on-the-job training 
program ever. 

1 38 

CM FIRST LADY FROM PLAINS, by Rosalynn Carter. 
(Houghton Mifflin, $17.95.) Memoirs. 

3 5 

CO PAST IMPERFECT, by Joan Collins. (Simon & 
Schuster, $16.95.) The autobiography of the star of 
the "Dynasty" TV series. 

2 7 

4 ONE WRITER'S BEGINNINGS, by Eudora Welty. 
(Harvard University Press, $10.) The novelist 
recalls her childhood in Mississippi. 

4 14 

5 THE MARCH OF FOLLY, by Barbara W. 
Tuchman. (Knopf, $18.95.) The blunders of 
government in four periods, from Troy to Vietnam. 

5 13 

CD BALLS, by Graig Nettles and Peter Golenbock. 
(Putnam, $14.95.) The San Diego third baseman 
tells about his life with the New York Yagjkees. 

7 6 

7 THE FIRE FROM WITHIN, by Carlos Castañeda. 
(Simon & Schuster, $16.50.) Another report on the 
world of magfc and sorcery. 

6 4 

7 MAYOR, by Edward I. Koch with William Rauch. 
(Simon & Schuster, $17.95.) New York's mayor's 
opinions about his job, his city and the world. 

7 17 

CO
 CAVEAT, by Alexander M. Haig Jr. (Macmillan, 

$17.95.) President Reagan's first Secretary of State 
gives his views on foreign policy. 

9 0 

10 KNOCK WOOD, by Candice Bergen. (Linden 
Press/Simon & Schuster, $15.95.) The 
autobiography of the actress, daughter of Edgar 
Bergen. 

10 6 

11 A LIGHT IN THE ATTIC, by Shel Silyerstein. 
(Harper & Row, $12.45.) Light verse and drawings 
by the author. 

11 89 

11 NATALIE, by Lana Wood. (Putnam, $15.95.) A 
sister's memoir of the actress Natalie Wood. 

13 3 

13 THE DISCOVERERS, by Daniel J. Boorstin. 
(Random House, $25.) Man's search to know 
himself and the world over the centuries. 

14 22 

13 THE NIGHTMARE YEARS: 1980-1940, by William 
L. Shirer. (Little, Brown, $22.50.) Second volume of 
the memoirs of a celebrated foreign correspondent. 

1 

15 FURTHER UP THE ORGANIZATION, by Robert 
Townsend. (Knopf, $15.95.) Business strategies for 
the 1980's. 

15 9 

Advice, How-to and 
Miscellaneous 

1 EATTO WIN, by Robert Haas. (Rawson, $14.95.) A 
regimen for participants in sports and fitness 
activities. 

1 11 

2 WEBSTER'S NINTH NEW COLLEGIATE 
DICTIONARY. (Merriam-Webster, $14.95.) A 
standard work updated in 1983. 

2 11 

3 RANDOM HOUSE COLLEGE DICTIONARY. 
(Random House, $14.95.) New revised edition. 

3 2 

4 NOTHING DOWN, by Robert G. Allen. (Simon & 
Schuster, $16.95.) How to buy real estate with little 
or no money. 

77 

THE PRITIKIN PROMISE, by Nathan Pritikin. 
(Simon & Schuster, $17.95.) A regimen described as 
"28 days to a longer healthier life." 

e listings above are based on computer-processed sales fig-
from 2,000 bookstores in every region of the United States, 
"tically adjusted to represent sales in all bookstores. In Ad-

d How-to, five titles are listed because, beyond that point, 
s category are not generally large enough to make a 
tatistically reliable. 



• FIRST met Edmund Wilson in the 1940's, when 
• he stashed his dog in my room. As a child, I was 
I sickly, and I spent a lot of time reading in a bed 

I surrounded by animals in tanks and cages. While 
I was immobile, my be&side seethed with activity. In 
addition to the horned toads, salamanders, several 
dozen white mice, canaries, frogs, the ant farm and 
scores of newly hatched praying mantises that 
spilled out of egg cases called oothecae, the insecti-
vorous plants, gallons of fish, generations of fruit 
flies bred to check out Mendel, and a sequence of 

Nora Sayre, a former film-critic for The New York 
Times and the author of "Running Time: Films of 
the Cold War*' and "Sixties Going On Seventies," is 
working on a book about the 1950's. 

By Nora Sayre 

cats, I had some long-lived chameleons. In my som-
ber little Yorkville bedroom, where creatures kept 
dying in the gritty, sunless air, I was proud of the 
chameleons' resilience. Their terrariums flourished 
with strong plants; they mated energetically and 
rarely stopped courting: red throats expanding, 
bodies flushed green.with sexual exuberance. Their 
health was important to me, since the recurrent 
deaths of the other animals almost seemed like a re-
proach of nature—for keeping captives in the city; 

Few adults would enter my room; they said it 
stank of mice. But one night when I was about 11 and 
my parents were giving a dinner for someone I didn't 
know, my bedroom door sprang open and slammed 
violently. A dog had been tossed into the room — a 
butterscotch cocker spaniel that landed with out-

flung paws beside my bed. The door reopened at 
once and a short, plump man walked in. He said 
nothing but went straight to the menagerie, inspect-
ing each cage carefully. I watched him watching 
them: He took creatures seriously, he didn't even 
seem to notice the reek. After working his way 
through the whole collection, he sat <Jown next to the 
chameleons and peered into the terrarium from a 
number of angles. Finally he spoke — asking if I had 
invented the drainage system by myself, 

. I said I had. 
He said it was good, but it could be further im-

proved, and he called for a pair of wire cutters. He 
suggested that there should be one more layer of 
wire mesh between thé evaporating water at the 

. Continued on page 55 
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a master of 
the genre, 
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0828 $13.95 
Beautiful woman 

- married to famous 
politician finds 
real love in the 
midst of tragedy 

3764 SI 5.95 
Fast-paced action 
and adventure, as 
one man tries,to 
save Holland from 
crazed terrorists. 

3624 $16.95 
Joan Collins, star 
of "Dynasty." tells 
all in a frank 
and revealing 
autobiography. 

3871 $13.95 9407 $17.50 
A major novel of IWaming: Sexually Explicit) 

brilliant suspense Lusty n o v e l of a 
set in the mysterious w n t e r w l t

t
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world of China. passions: fame 
and women. By 
the author of 
Marathon Man. 

SMART 
WOMEN 

JUDY 
BLUME 

4747 $15.95 
Touching, funny 
novel about women 
today, their 
lives, loves and 
children. By the 
author of Wifey 

0752 $14.95 
The nutritionist 
to star athletes 
tells what to eat 
to achieve peak 
sport and fitness 
performance. 

1115 $15.95 
A daughter's true 
story of life 
inside the family 
of a ruthless 
Mafia boss. 

6403 $16.95 
True story of a 
millionaire's daring 
rescue of his men 
from Iran. By the 
author of Eye of 
the Needle and happiness. 

4218 $15.95 
America's most 7849 $13.95 

„ Humorously-written, 
famous coroner tells medically-approved 
of the deaths of 
Monroe, Belusbi, 
Wood and others. 

diet program for 
people who love 
to eat. 

4184 $16.95 {UQming: Explicit Sex and language} 
Hollywood sizzler 
of behind-the-
scenes scandal and 
gripping suspense. 
By the author of 
Chances. 

4051 $17.95 
Extraordinary story 
of the legendary 
Marco Polo's exotic 
adventures. 

ANCIENT 
EVENINGS 

NORMAN 
MAILEJU 

8250 $19.95 
(Warning: Explicit Sex 

and Language! 

Mailer's incredible 
novel of pharaohs, 
gods, hedonism 
and reincarnation. 

8847 $15.95 
Sensitive story of 
a woman's search to 
find the right man. 
By the author 
of Loose Change. 

6296 $16.95 (ttfeming: Explicit Violence) 
Unusual historical 
tales brimming with 
murder, mystery 
and romance. By 
Joyce Carol Oates. 

8607 $16.95 
Powerful family 
saga set in 
Tsarist Russia, 
Nazi Germany, and, 
finally, in Israel. 

ROBERT K , 
SCHULLER 
TOUGH 
MINDED 
FAITH ^ 
TENDER 
HEARTED 
PEOPLE 
1693 $14.95 

Inspiring and 
optimistic advice 
from the best-
selling author of 
Tough Times 
Never. Last. 
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Special Edition 

Gripping story of 
an extraordinary 
Southern belle, 
now a Masterpiece-
Theatre TV 
mini-series. 
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4226 S 16.95 {Warning; Sexually Explicit) 
Honest, explicit 
talks with men>on 
sexual views-shat-
ters myths about 
what men think. 
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e was in bed with severe gout, 
nd he was immediately im-
ellèd to read aloud from some 
. E. Housman essays that de-

ighted him—part of his gift as a 
eacher lay in asking questions: 

lenever one saw him, he had a 
ist of queries. Each conversa-
ion was charged with his titanic 
uriosity, the zeal of the investi-
ator, which was powerfully re-

jected in his books. While being 
uizzed by him, I was surprised 

¿y his memory for what I'd writ-
ten: In the 60's, he wantéd to 
know more about experimental 
movies or the "Objectivist" phi-
losophy of Ayn Rand ("I am fas-
cinated by that horrible 
woman") or the Free University 
in Greenwich Village — and 
"Why don't you like Anais Nin's 
writing?" (He was annoyed 
when I wrote a negative review 
of the first volume of Nin's jour-
nals and warned me that I had "a 
blind spot.") Had I read Angus 
Wilson's "Old Men at the Zoo"?-
And how had Balzac been taught 
at Harvard? Ineptly, he sus-
pected — he was reading Balzac 
with gusto, savoring "La Comé-
die Humaine" more than he ever 
had before. 

The mind that had traveled 
through the literature and 
tongues of so many centuries, ex-
cavating the insights of Sopho-
cles and the imagery of Pushkin, 
would suddenly pounce and focus 
on an unfamiliar topic — the 
training of metropolitan police. 
After all of one's information had 
been exhausted, he would leap to 
another question: How could 
anyone read Tolkien? "The Lord 
of the Rings" seemed like trash 
to him, but he wanted to know 
what virtues others had seen that 
he could not detect. And have you 
read Hugh MacLennân and 
Marie-Claire Biais? If not, you 
should. The American ignorance 
about Canadian literature was a 
national disgrace. And where 
could he get some tree frogs? 
Were the mail order catalogues 
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for schools still available? 
Impressed by the opera "Bo-

marzo" by the Argentine Alberto 
Ginastera, he was terribly eager 
to see the composer's next opera, 
"Don Rodrigo," and I went with 
him; we left before the final act 
because he was feeling ill, but he 
was already disappointed. Hav-
ing read the libretto beforehand, 
he went over it the day after, and 
he decided that the theme — de-
fending the honor of a woman ' 
who'd been abandoned — w a s 
dramatically weak: "I couldn't 
see what all the fuss was about, 
could you?" Lost honor was ap-
propriate to Racine and Corneille 
and "Don Giovanni," but it was-, 
n't a valid subject for a modern 
work. Testing a work of art 
against its period was compul-
sory for Wilson: He protested 
when some contemporary poets 
wrote verse drama — which be-
longed to the Elizabethans but 
was unsuitable for 20th-century 
emotions. I had once been in-
volved with a little theater that 
specialized in plays by poets, and 
he expressed a mischievous 
gratitude for having seen none of 
the performances. 

SLAST saw one of his Punch 
and Judy shows in his Well-
fleet house in 1966. The pro-
duction was far more elabo-

rate than it had been in my child-
hood; he had a tall stand-up thea-
ter and a huge collection of pup-
pets, and he and his daughter 
Helen had practiced the songs. 
By then, he had developed Punch 
and Judy into "a great ritual 
drama." Elena said that he was 
much too wound up that weekend 
and that the strain was bad for 
him. But the show went splendid-
ly: Elena's small grandchildren 
roared in the first row and a 
crowd of adults watched respect-
fully. As I listened to Wilson 
shouting his lines, while children 
chuckled and green branches 
tossed in the sun outside the win-
dows, I realized the importance 
of a day like this one: time in-
vested in an intricate diversion, a 
detour from the tensions that ac-
company writing for a living. 
The afternoon blended Wilson's 
sense of play with his intense pro-
fessionalism: There had been 
rigorous rehearsals for the show, 
and he was determined to make 
it as good as possible. None of the 
gentlemanly amateurism be-
loved by the British — for him, 
play was also a form of work. 

Afterward I asked if he would 
contribute a piece to an American 
issues that the New Statesman was 
planning. (He'd written several es-
says for that magazine a few years 
before, and I was its New York cor-
respondent.) He said no cheerfully 
and firmly, explaining that he had 
now mapped out everything that he 
wanted to.write before the end of 
his life. He didn't speak of dying. 
But he said that, after you'd 
reached a certain age, you felt the 
pressure of time enormously: 
There was so much to do, and he'd 
had to make a detailed schedule, So 
he couldn't spare even a few days 
for a brief piece that wasn't part of 
his overall design. (He had six 
years, minus a few months, left.) 

In his last years, he hated to be 
called "mellow," and he wasn't. A 
year before he died at 77, a friend of 
mine made the mistake of saying 
that he looked well. Wilson replied 
rather angrily, "No, I don't. I know 
how I look. You must never tell 
anyone my age that he looks well— 
it simply isn't true." There was a 
little pocket of silence. Then he said 
more amiably that old people were 
easily insulted when they felt that 
others were patronizing them. I 
realized then that — despite his re-
puted arrogance and his assaults 
on his intellectual adversaries — I 
had never heard him patronize 
anyone, had not witnessed him in 
an act of" condescension toward 
those who knew less than he did. 

In "Upstate" he had written, "As 
a character in one of Chekhov's 
plays says that he is 'a man of the 
eighties,' so I find that I am a man 
of the twenties. I am still expecting 
something exciting: drinks, ani-
mated conversation, gaiety, bril-
liant writing, uninhibited ex-
changes of ideas^But unlike some 
of his intimates, he had never been 
a prisoner of the 1920's: The expec-
tations had not immured him 
within attitudes that could destroy 
him. He had assimilated the richest 
materials from the eras he had 
known while discarding the debris. 

Although the decades augmented 
his pessimism about this country 
and its culture, he saw no reason 
short of death for a writer's with-
drawal into silence. Forty years be-
fore "Upstate," he had written to 
the poet Louise Bogan, when she 
was in a sanitarium, about the "se-
vere strain" that their generation 
had undergone while continually 
adjusting to a world in flux. "Still 
we have to carry on. . . . The only 
thing that we can really make is 
our work. And deliberate work of 
the mind, imagination, and hand 
. . . in the long run remakes the 
world." • 

Copyright © 1984 by Nora Sayre. 
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"One of Hie season's 
most Important 

muckraking books... 
surprising, 
edifying, 
amusing, 

enraging and 
disturbing." 

" A m a j o r c o n t r i b u t i o n . . . 
Cockburn adds greatly to public understanding of Soviet 
strength by going beyond mere numerical evaluation to the 
human factors behind the numbers...He reminds us that 
Murphy's Law can apply to the Russians as well as to 
ourselves. His analysis is a healthy antidote to the usual 
hyperbole of. our political debate." WILLIAM E. COLBY, 

former CIA-director, in the N. Y. Times Book Review 

" I t h a s t o b e r e a d . . • 
The stories of incompetence and foul-ups bring a human 
dimension to what ¡is usually presented as a faceless 
machine. As an assessment- of what kind of threat the 

^Soviet Union poses to the West, it has to be read." ̂  
—DAVID HOLLOWAY, N. Y Review of Books 

"A huge contribution to our understanding of our 
potential adversary...exhaustive, absorbing, and 
entertaining:'' V—JAMES FALLOWS 
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ond hour, they held forth on cars 
— which he'd never driven. Fi-
nally he fled to the main book-
store in town, Heffer's, where the 
proprietor was "the only person 
in Cambridge who would talk to 
me about books." He swore that 
he would never go to Cambridge 
or Oxford again, and I don't be-
lieve that he did. 

Previously, when he was in 
England for The New Yorker at 
the very end of the war, Wilson 
had found himself "estranged" 
from our British allies. Repelled 
by the persistence of imperial-
ism, he remarked on " the pas-
sion for social privilege" and 
"the dependence on inherited ad-
vantages," plus '-the i n s t i nc t . . . 

' to make all these appear forms of 
virtue," in "Europe Without 
Baedeker." But he was not a 
total Anglophobe, as some de-
duced, and he was unhappy 
about the Americanization of 
postwar England; he wanted the 
two cultures to remain distinct. 
From his youth, he had cham-
pioned an evolving American lit-
erature that became less and less 
like that of Britain: He had long 
celebrated the independence of 
American culture. 

However, despite what he half-
mockingly called " a lifetime of 
back-breaking patriotism," he 
was always a relentless critic of 
his own society and government. 
Appalled by the cascades of "na-^ 
tionalistic propaganda" that ac-
companied our quest for global 
power af ter World War II, he also 
seemed to exult in the traditional 
role of the American rebel: In 
1956, he wrote that "this feeling 
oneself to be a member of a 
determined resistant minority -
has been now for nearly a hun-
dred years a typical situation in 
America." Resisting meant as-
sailing the institutions — from 
the Internal Revenue Service to 
the Modern Language Associa-
tion — that he felt were betray-
ing our civilization. "His" Amer-
ica was vanishing, but — al-
though he did not actively in-
volve himself in politics af ter the 
1930's — it was his instinct to cor-
rect the authorities that needed 
to be informed of their atrocious 
errors. -

In the 50's, when he was ab-
sorbed in playwriting, the Bible, 
Gibbon, Chekhov and Turgenev 
and Pasternak, Swinburne, 
Genet, the literature of the 
American Civil War building 
toward the book that took 15 
years to become "Patriotic 
Gore" and learning Hebrew, 
he sustained his lifelong habit of 
working on several projects at 
the same time: "Am immersed 
in 'Zhivago,' the Iroquois, and 
the Civil W a r all at once." He had 
several desks in his study in 
Wellfleet: Instead of moving his 
papers, he moved himself. Mean-
while, his mounting abhorrence 
of the cold war led him to de-
nounce the "tyrannical power" 
exerted by the White House: The 
fear of the Soviet Union was no 

excuse for "spending billions for 
national defense,1 ' and in 1952 he 
had "an awful feeling" that " a 
war with Russia [is] all we seem 
to be planning for ." 

Emphasizing the contradic-
• tions between "our pretensions 
to be the sanctuary of civil rights 
and our outbreaks of violent re-
pression," he thought that we 
were sometimes V copying" the 
Russians; to him, our loyalty in-
vestigations seemed like a crude 
parody of Stalinism. In 1956 he 
wrote, "Our recent purges and 
heresy-hunts must have been 
partially inspired by the Russian 
trials." 

He had often disagreed with 
the American Communists dur-
ing the 30's — at first he had sup-
ported them for the sake of the 
issues that they raised, but by 
1936 he felt-that the cause of in-
ternational Socialism had been 
wrecked by Stalin. (His diver-
gence was not forgiven: The New 
Masses titled its review of 
"Memoirs of Hecate County" "A 
Trotskyite in Love." It was for-
gotten that he had been very 
critical of the Trotskyists.) How-
ever, he had some hopes for 
European Socialism right af ter 
the war, and although he had 
once wanted "to take Commu-
nism away from the Commu-
nists," he could not tolerate the 
persecution that they underwent 
in the 1950's. He was briefly 
heartened by Khrushchev's re-
pudiation of Stalin, but since he 
expected nothing sensible from 
"the government of oafs in the 
Soviet Union," it infuriated him 
to perceive parallels between the 
superpowers: "The Russians 
emulating America in their fran-
tic industrialization and we imi-
tating them in our prosecution of 
nonconformist political opin-
ions." 

IT displeased him that he was 
primarily identified as a 
critic. His fiction and plays 
and poetry meant as much to 

him as*his criticism — in some 
cases, more — and he tended to, 
rebuke those who forgot that he 
had written in so many forms. 
His overwhelming interest in al-

most everything seemed like a 
living reproof to the Oxbridge 
dons. What other literary giant 
would have composed a panto-
mine ballet for Charlie Chaplin 
while studying the Symbolists in 
preparation for "Axel's Castle" 
or read "Elec t ra" in Greek on 
the train to Hollywood, where he 
tried (but failed) to induce Chap-
lin to perform"in his ballet? (He: 
read Alfred North Whitehead's 
"Concept of Nature" on the train 
that took him home.) Compelled 
to continue learning throughout 
all of his life, he had no respect,, 
for boundaries; the American^ 
Civil War was as much his t e r r i -
tory as the Russian Revolution, 
and he felt equally qualified to 
take on Hungarian along with 
Virgil and Swift and Thackeray 
and Dickens. 

Always an internationalist, he 
was dedicated to illuminating 
"the general cross-fertilization" 
of literature. As he wrote in "A 
Modest Self-Tribute," he thought 
that most European'critics had 
become insular because of their 
neglect of the Russian language 
and American literature, but 
that "for an American today it is 
natural to range" widely through 
a spectrum of cultures, and he 
felt a personal obligation to clar-
ify the connections between civi-
lizations that had "seemed inac-
cessible or incompatible with one 
another." At the same time, he 
was rather possessive about 
American culture. Throughout, 
his "whole point of view about lit-
erature was affected" by Taine, 
who presented writers "as char-
acters in a larger drama of cul-
tural and social history, and 
writing about literature, for me, 
has always meant narrative and 
drama." 

At 70 he wrote,4 'The sole func-
tion that I have with young peo-,, 
pie seems to come down to in-s 
structing them." But that sug-_ 
gests one-way traffic, which was 
not my experience with him. His 
role was participatory: The lis-
tener was not a passive recipient. 
Although he imparted cataracts 
of information along with his 
judgments and enthusiasms — I 
remember calling on him when 
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tank's base and the gravel and dirt above it. He intro-
duced me to the dog (Bambi) and was hacking away at 
a large sheet of metal mesh when my mother indig-
nantly summoned him: The evening had been arranged 
at his request and included some people whom he had 
wanted to meet. He seemed flustered on hearing this 
and went off with the wire cutters. 

Years later, when I often heard others accuse him 
of rudeness (and much worse), I remembered that total 
concentration, the absorption in one project that made 
him forget everything else. That single-mindedness was 
a component of his talent — for pursuing a topic until it 
was driven into a corner, where it was explored, com-
pleted, achieved. Once, when he was talking about his 
method óf learning languages, I asked how he could 
take on so much extra study without its interfering with 
his writing. He laughed briefly. "Well, how can I drink 
so much without its interfering with my writing?" he 
said gleefully. (He seemed to have scant understanding 
of writers' blocks, and he was amused by Cyril Connol-
ly's admission that writing was nearly impossible in 
wartime — and that it was also veryhard to write in 
peacetime.) 

After our first meeting, I saw him constantly until I 
went to boarding school; for a while he lived across 
East 86th Street on Henderson Place, and he dropped in 
on my parents severed times a week. (My father, Joel 
Sayre, was then writing for The New Yorker, where his 
career and Wilson's overlapped.) I used to accompany 
Wilson when he took Bambi to Carl Schurz Park, or earn 
a quarter by conducting Bambi's roadwork myself. 
When I returned the spaniel, Wilson usually gave me a 
ginger ale and then dove into discussions of natural his-
tory, for which he had a passion. He was fascinated by 
apes, and he lent me several books by people who had 
tried to raise chimpanzees and gorillas as though they 
were humans. He gave rapturous attention to the possi-
bility that certain apes might be taught to talk, and won-
dered if they might be able to think the words they 
couldn't pronounce but might, with training, be able to 
understand. 

He was also intrigued by bees and their swarming 
patterns, and he described how they used dance as a 
form of communication: By performing specific 
dances, one. bee would tell the others where a source of 
honey was located. Wilson once gave me a demonstra-
tion of a bee dance, trotting in circles on his floor. Ut-
terly unselfconscious at such moments, he appeared to 
enjoy slipping into improbable roles. One day, when he 
came over to see if the chameleons' eggs had hatched, 
he gravely surveyed the sea of papers and books that 
rose high in my room and then walked about intoning, 
"I am Langley Collyer. They are looking for me." (Col-
Iyer, a Manhattan recluse, had died with hs brother 
Homer in 1947 in a house so choked with refuse and 
newspapers that it took days to find his corpse.) 

NOW and then, Wilson joined me in hypnotizing 
the horned toads: If you turned them on the i r 
backs and stroked their stomachs, they would 
remain motionless for hours. Insectivorous 

plants also appealed to him. I had four varieties in one 
terrarium, and we would watch to see which one first 
entrapped the fly I'd let loose. One morning, a slew of 
boxes arrived a t our door: He had sent me his complete 
works of Darwin. I was 12 at the time, and he was impa-
tient when he learned that I was still working on them 
some years later. 

In his 50's -— perhaps for much of his life — he 
seemed fas more relaxed with children than with 
adults, and probably I would not have come to know him 
as easily if I'd been 20. He treated a child as an equal, 
and he seemed free to reveal the child in himself. As a 
boy, he had revered Houdini, and he assumed that the 
very young Would respond to his card and magic tricks 
—which they did, especially because the sleight of hand 
often went awry: Cards would fall out of his sleeves and 
onto the floor. He sometimes brandished his catalogues 
from a magicians' supply house, and he longed to buy 
an item called the Floating Skull Illusion. The skull 
could glide all over a theater, stop and interview the 
spectators at the magician's will and read minds. But it 
cost $1,500 — an inconceivable sum for him. 

Reading Wilson's diaries (edited by Leon Edel) and 
his letters (edited by Daniel Aaron) as they have been 
published since his death in 1972, I, of course, learned -
about some aspects of his experience and thought that 
were unknown to me in the time of the terrariums. In 
those days, I would not have guessed at the turbulence 
that had surrounded that portly, dignified figure, nor 
that he had dwelled at the center of so many conflicts. 
When I first knew Wilson, he had already entered a 
particularly confident period of his life. Writing for The 
New Yorker, starting in 1944, furnished a stability that 
was quite new for him, These were also the years of the 
integration of his esthetic and political selves: the liter-
ary selfjof the 1920's and the radical sensibility of the 
1940's. The two had not warred with one another — 
"Marxism never had the effect of destroying my belief 
in literature. All through the 30's I was defending litera-
ture" — but his commitments became all the more 
cohesive after he turned 50 in 1945. 

Soon aftCT an interview with the philosopher George 
Santayana in Rome in 1945, Wilson wrote, "He wants to 
conserve himself, to realize himself as he has never 
done before — I don't imagine he is troubled by the 
thought of death — his present successful functioning 
absorbs, enchants, and satisfies him." Without compar-
ing himself to Santayana, Wilson did seem to identify • 
with him when he added that "the writer, when he ages 
. . . finds that he now knows his own business better and 
is in full command of his forces," and he noted that he 

' was "feeling something of this." Eighteen months later, 
his exceptionally rewarding marriage to Elena Mumm 
Thornton, his fourth wife, supplied the reinforcement 
and the charms of a tranquillity that had eluded him. 

Wilson's published diaries and letters show that he 
was highly conscious of being a survivor — in contrast 
to many of his friends. After the heavy drinking and 
jumbled love affairs of his 20's, a breakdown at 35 had 
made him dread that he might repeat his father's pat-
tern of emotional "eclipses." (Yet the son's produc-
tivity never wavered: During his three weeks in the 
sanitarium, he had worked on "Axel's Castle," gone" 
through the page proofs of " I Thought of Daisy'' and fin-
ished a poem.) When he had lived long enough to relish 
his "continuity," the crackups and deaths and "peter-
ings-out" of his contemporaries had made him particu-
larly grateful that he'd been able to ,renew himself in 
midlife. 

When he and Elena called on Edna St. Vincent Mil-
lay, whom he had not seen for nearly two decades, a 
couple of years before her death, he wrote in his diary, 
"I reflected in dismay, but not without some satisfac-
tion, at my own relative competence and health, on the 
tendency of the writers of my generation to burn them-
selves out or break down"—which also made him think 
of Scott Fitzgerald and Elinor Wylie. "One didn't really 
believe until one saw it demonstrated that giving one-

self up completely to art, to emotion, to enjoyment, 
without planning for the future or counting the cost, 
produced dreadful disabilities and bankruptcies l a t e^" 
Plainly, he felt that he might have been a casualty lrae 

' Millay, had his new life with his new wife not rescued 
him from the "panics and depressions" and "mood 
swings" of his earlier years. 

W HEN I went to Radcliffe, Wilson was very 
disappointed that I majored in English. 
"Why are you doing that?" he asked, 
rather as though it were a program of 

miniature golf, and "What^bout your zoology?" That 
was a cry that I would hear for years, mainly from 
writers. Many of them seemed convinced that any pro-
fession was more substantial than their own. (My father 
— not altogether joking — exclaimed, "Oh, why didn't 
our parents teach us a useful trade? Like knife grinding 
or putting sash weights in windows?") Wilson rather 
peevishly inquired about Walter Jackson Bate's lec-
tures on Dr. Johnson, but grunted with approval when I 
described Professor Bate's course. Still, he would have 
preferred that I'd studied natural history^ 

After I'd spent five years living in England, we 
compared our loathing of Oxford and Cambridge: We 
spent a whole lunch trying to decide which one We dis-
liked more. Our experiences at both universities had 
been very similar, though they shouldn't have been, 
since the dons he met were going to drop his name all 
over their high tables. But we had both recoiled from 
those communities where a gentleman — that is, a 
scholar — couldn't honorably discuss his own field. 
Many of the dons thought that it was vulgar to disclose 
what one knew. Hence the flight to small talk: stamp 
collections or comparative mustards — and above all, 
electric blankets. Cambridge had many wiring sys-
tems: Which brands of blankets worked best there? 
Mainly, it seemed, the kincLthat was turned on half aih 
hour before bedtime and was turned off after one re-

t ired. The hallowed hour for port in one college common 
room was drastically shortened because the oldest dons 
left early in order to switch on their blankets. 
> Some Londoners told me how lucky I was to live in 
Cambridge (as I did for five months) because of the con-
versation. Tcme , i t seemed the worst in the world. But 
Americans were thought to lack refinement if they w&re 
bored by recitations of railway schedules or accounts of 
rain and snow. At any rate, it was maddening to be in 
the presence of fine mindsjhat would not expose their 
contents. Wilson told me that the last time he'd been in 
Cambridge, someone had assembled a group of Dead 
Sea scroll dons to meet him. He'd looked forward to that 
lunch immensely , since he was updating and expanding 
his book on that subject. For the first hour, they spoke 
about tobacco — which he'd never smoked. For the sec-

Continued on next page 
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GEROVITAL GH3. ROMANIAN FORMULA 
Effective against aging/degenerative diseases. 481-9322. 

WOMEN'S WEIGHT LOSS THERAPY GROUP 
Psychological approach to the gain-loss cycle. 

Individual sessions with groups 7-8:30 PM Mondays 
Call June Simpson, M.Ed and Pat Hare, M.Ed. 285-1630 

NORTHWEST COAST VOYAGE 
The Seattle Art Museum's Ethnic Arts Council sponsors 

a luxurious 11-day boat trip to Haida and Kwakiutl 
villages with noted author Hilary Stewart. June 9-21. 

Reservations limited. Call 447-4697. 

BRIEF PSYCHOTHERAPY 
Call us. Ask us all the questions you want about our short-
term therapy—relationship counseling, hypnotherapy, "is-

ness," and breath and body work. We do it with love, caring, 
and a sense of humor, and you'll soon feel better about 

yourself. ASHOKA/FORD, M.S.W. 823-4421. 

SMOKE STOPPERS AND BE TRIM-WEIGHT LOSS 
Aerobic conditioning. Sponsored by the Mason Clinic. 

Free introductory class - call 223-6973. 

ONGOING THERAPY GROUPS 
Depression, Eating Disorders, Sexuality, Anxiety, 

Relationships, Transitions. Individual - Couple - Family 
Sessions available. Sally Harman, M.A. 632-1073 (Wallingford) 

PSYCHIC READINGS - HEALING 
Spiritual counseling - Kelvin - 789-6926. 

THE PACIFIC NORTHWEST 
INSTITUTE OF NEUROLINGUISTICS 

ANNOUNCES 
The 24-DAY PROGRAMMER TRAINING 

in 
NEUROLINGUISTIC PROGRAMMING 

with 
LYNNE CONWELL, DAVID GORDON 

and METHA SINGLETON 
NEUROLINGUISTIC PROGRAMMING is about LEARNING; 

how to be more RESOURCEFUL: how to be an exquisite 
COMMUNICATOR; how to assist yourself and others to 

ACHIEVE POSITIVE GOALS. 
A SIMPLE YET ELEGANT MODEL. 

A PATH WITH HEART 
Dates: May 4-7, June 15-18, August 10-13, September 7-10 

October 19-22, December 7-10. Cost $1800, Visa/MC/Check 
Location: 

ANTIOCH UNIVERSITY SEATTLE 
1165 Eastlake Avenue East 

For more information call The Northwest Institute of Neurolinguistics 
Contact Debby Meyer or Ian Hall (604) 879-9920 

FIRST SERVICE TENNIS SCHOOL 
Weekly classes: Sat., Sun., 9-11 am 
Body Alignment Method, 325-614& 

Seattle Kicks Summer Special 
Sign up between April 1 and April 30 for four consecutive 
months of unlimited aerobic and conditioning classes at a 

25% savings. 
6600 First NE at Green Lake 522-0634 

Bush School Summer Program. 
June/August Computers, Children's activities, 

athletics, drama, music. 322-7978. 

JEANNE PAYOT INSTITUTE 
French facials and skin care. 28th floor Madison Hotel, 

583-0300 ext 3700. 

ANTIQUE POSTOFFICE 622-2352 
ADULT CHILDREN OF ALCOHOLICS 

Ongoing Group Therapy 783-7556. 

MEET THE ARTIST! 
ART STALL—PIKE PLACE MKT. 

Since 1965 
11:00AM - 4:30PM Mon. thru Sat. 

X-COUNTRY SKI SWEDEN, WINTER '85. 
633-5537 

PSYCHIC. CLEAR AND ACCURATE READINGS. 
INTUITION TRAINING. JAN, 775-8365 

MASSAGE COURSE OFFERED 
This popular six-week course continues to offer an 

inexpensive alternative to individuals interested in obtaining 
their massage license. Register now for May classes. 

For more info phone: 
PAMELA COAD, LMT, 628-0383 

D'ART SINCE 1984 
FURNISHINGS, CLOTHING, ACCESSORIES BY FINE ARTISTS 

105 STEWART MON-SAT 11:00-6:00 

USED RECORDS 
TOP CASH PAID. BUY - TRADE - SELL. 

Broadway Record Centre, 112 Broadway East, 325-9806. 

TWO LOVING CATS NEED NEW HOME 
Affectionate, spayed females enjoy warm, loving people. My 

• partner is allergic to cats. 523-6687. 

ENJOY CLAY CLASSES/STUDIO SPACE AT 
SEWARD PARK ART STUDIO 723-5780 

TOUCH OF MAGIC MASSAGE 
with a new touch of class 

284-4370 

CHAMOIS SUEDE 
SUPERIOR QUALITY BELOW TANNERY PRICE 367-3931 

MTV IS MUSIC 
Karl Krogstad is Boy George. 682-2369. 

GET LEI'D™ 
A florist 324-6884 

COMPULSIVE EATING 
Can be cured. Regain dignity, peace of mind. Work with pro-

fessional therapist who has personal experience. Ind./Grp. 
First session no fee. Debbie Patterson, M.S. 325-8424/344-6780. 

ARTSPOT 

'Round Drain, Square Tile" Chris Poullos 

SPECIAL "TOPPING 8,000" PARTY FOR SINGLES 
at SIDNEY'S—THURSDAY, APRIL 19 

Sponsored by Wednesday/Thursday Club, 284-7432 for info. 

BUFFALO HEAD 622-2352 
UKRAINIAN EGG DYES & SUPPLIES 

Now available at Cerulean Blue, LTD. Fine fabrics and sup-
plies for the textile arts. 119 Blanchard St. (between 1st and 

2nd), north of Pike Market. Open Thurs.-Sat, 10-5:30. 
625-9647. 

FLUTE VIOLIN CELLO TRIO 
Elegant music for your wedding, David Hinz 329-3747 

WEDDING FLOWERS, 523-6900. 

STRIPTEASE ' $ 6 0 ' 285-2244 
Improve your image with COLOURS 

325 2nd Avenue S 622-9934 
$32 PERMANENTS, $12-$14 HAIRCUTS 

Introductory Offer Only 
Dena trains yearly at advanced institutes for haircutting, in 

London, Germany, or the U.S.A. Dena Haircuts, 
2946-A Eastlake East 322-6951. 

VINTAGE CLOTHING SHOP FOR SALE 
Pike Place Market. Great rent. Good terms. 328-2847. 

GREAT EXPECTATIONS AN EXERCISE STUDIO, INC 
Exercise classes for pregnancy and post partum and infants. 

Linda Netzsky-Berkson, R.N. 329-9895 

You'll Flip Over Our Adult Gymnastics Class. 
M/W 6:00 pm - 7:00 pm. 522-6282. . 

ONGOING THERAPY GROUP 
Confidential and caring for current crises, illness, death, eating 
disorders, addictions, anxiety-depression, sexuality, self-esteem, 
anger, parenting, relationships, life changes. Insurance eligible. 

Georgia Button, 453-4802. 
$$$$ 

HAVE FUN 
BARTENDING ACADEMY 789-7737 / 226-3633 

MEET PEOPLE 
JOB PLACEMENT ASSISTANCE 

"CERVICAL CAPS" 
Convenient, spontaneous birth control for women. 

Call Sisters' Health Center, 363-9988. 

VIDEO & FILM EDITING FACILITIES 
Classes, workshops in production, editing and scripts. 

Focal Point Media Center, 322-4304. 

APPLEMANIA SINGING TELEGRAMS & MORE 
BALLOONS nothing zanier! 545-8755 

PSYCHIC/TRANSFORMATIONAL READINGS 
Aura drawing included. Bring 60 minute cassette tape and 

your personal career and health questions. 
By appointment only. MucBeah, 774-3151. 

Quality maple splint Longaberger baskets handmade in Ohio 
Amish community. Hostess a home party. Issie. Vashon, 

463-2323. 

THE PACIFIC NORTHWEST 
INSTITUTE OF NEUROLINGUISTICS 

ANNOUNCES 
The SEATTLE 24-DAY PROGRAMMER TRAINING 

in 
NEUROLINGUISTIC PROGRAMMING 

with 
LYNNE CONWELL, DAVID GORDON 

and METHA SINGLETON 
NLP is about PATTERNS OF EXPERIENCE - how to be ALL 
YOU WANT TO BE. Areas to be covered are: 1. ARTISTRY 
IN COMMUNICATION; 2. PERSONAL PRODUCTIVITY; 3. 

ENHANCING SELF-WORTH; 4. HOW TO RECOGNIZE AND 
CHANGE UNWANTED BELIEF PATTERNS. Dates: May 4-7, 

June 15-18, August 10-13, September 7-10, October 19-22, 
December 7-10. Cost $1800, Visa/MC/Check. Location: 

ANTIOCH UNIVERSITY SEATTLE 
1165 Eastlake Avenue East 

For more information call The Pacific Northwest Institute of Neurolinguistics 
Contact Debby Meyer or Ian Hall (604) 879-9920. 

MADAME ALEXANDER DOLLS! 
Call CHRISTOPHER HOUSE TOYS 292-9600 

SALE! RICE PAPER SHADES 
Close out on solid brown window shades 

32" x 72" were $19, now $15; 55" x 72" were $27, now $23 
Also 39" and 47" widths, limited to current stock 

CITY PEOPLE'S MERCANTILE, 1463 E. REPUBLICAN, 324-9510 

Add a Surprise to your CHAMPAGNE AND ROSES gift: 
An Incredible Egg! Ask. 525-2339 Visa/MC 

WHO IS BHAGWAN SHREE RAJNEESH 
and the folks in Red who laugh and play with him? 

An introduction to celebration as a way of life. 
Saturday, April 21, 1984 at the Norway Center, 7 pm. 

For further info, call 322-4289 or 547-0357. 

SINGLES! VACATION/SEMINAR 
Travel AMTRAK and stay at Portland MARRIOTT. Seminar: 
"The YOU in Your Relationships" June 23-24, $195. Nancy 

Paulsen & Assoc, Box 7361, Bellevue 98008. 643-6385. 

AFFORDABLE, LUXURY LIMOSINE SERVICE 
CALL LIMOSINE'S ETC. 771-LIMO, Visa/MC. 

GOSTERIA DE ENSINAR PORTUGUES 
PROCURA-SE PELA UNIV. DE WASHINGTON: uma pessoa 

cofhpetente em portugues para ensinar uma aula para 
principiantes no proximo ano letivo. Escrever ou telefonar ao 

Professor Victor Hanzeli, Dpto. de Linguas Romanicas, 
GN-60, Seattle, WA 98195 (tel. 543-2020). 

FLUTE AND GUITAR DUO 
Classical or Jazz. David Hinz, 329-3747. 

"UNTYING KNOTS" COUNSELING^ 
CONSULTING, AND WORKSHOPS 

A body awareness process to move through "unresolved 
affairs of the heart," resentments, fear, and guilt. Life is be-
ing present, forgiving, and loving. Be more alive, energetic, 
creative, and confident through movement, exercise, and 

body/mind integration. 
Barbara Korr, M. Ed., Counselor 206/367-0042 

CLASSICAL GUITAR & FLUTE DUO, 545-7263. 
STEPHEN HARDY, AUCTIONEER 323-1763 

UNDERFOOT ART ORIENTAL RUGS 
Visa 525-6424 MC 

TAP ALL YOUR WOES AWAY. 
Whoa! Whoa! Whoa! 522-6282. 

GREEN TORTOISE ALTERNATIVE TRAVEL 
Twice the fun for half the cost 

Stellar windsurfing trip, Baja, San Francisco, LA and Alaska. 
324-7433 

SATURDAY BALLROOM DANCES FOR SINGLES 
Live music every Saturday. 9pm-1am. 300 3rd Ave. W. infer: 747-2707 

HAVE HANDS, WILL TRAVEL 
Professional Massage, $15-$25 in/out. David, 524-6315. 

RELAXING MASSAGE NOON TO TEN 
365-7479 

MCCARTHY & COMPANY WINE MERCHANTS 
Fine wines, imported beers, antique corkscrews 

ln-store wine tasting 
6500 Ravenna Ave. NE 524-0999y 

AT A LOSS FOR WORDS? 
Warren Payne 

Copywriter 
782-0545 

DATSUN HONDA TOYOTA 
"Scott" Factory trained Honda technician 
"Fred" NIASE Certified, Datsun specialist 

AUTOS MOTIVATED 
Quality Repairs and Services 
5% discount on labor for cash. 

633-1010 



education 

Among voung writers: fears, 
joys, ana the power of words 

The Book of Ruth; Great Expectations', The 
Crystal Cave; Jane Eyre; Firestarter; Carrie, 

And here is what they want to tell you: kids 
are short adults; what you do with our world 
today affects the adults of tomorrow; people 
in today's world are so senseless and uncaring; 
don't try to make teenagers be like everyone 
else; teenagers' opinions and thoughts are 
valuable and worthwhile; I really am a nice per-
son; don't judge people on first impressions; 
kids have a tough time growing up^ we'll some-
day be running the world, so you should leave 
us one to run; people are more complex than 
anyone could imagine; don't ruin the future; 
I am the best I can be; don't get wrinkles over 
the future; we have many options before us; en-
joy life; I want to be judged for what I am; you 
have to let your kids grow up, so let go; be a 

In pen, a minuscule cursive: (Fear) I am 
most afraid of men. Men are frightening be-
cause they hold in what they feel most of the 
time and have the ability of releasing those 
held-in emotions in a hellish manner, (Joy) I 
enjoy writing. It puts me in another world. 
(Book) The White Dragon. (Say to you) Out 
there, in your kitchen, your dining room, your 
garage, out there is a small child reliving an ex-
perience that destroyed her trust: child 
molesting. 

At the end of the lecture, as I read some of 
these responses aloud, there was a shuffling of 
feet. During the question-and-answer period 
We discussed journalism, cover letters, and in-
terview techniques. No one asked where ideas 
come from, which surprised me. I was ready 
with an answer. • 

A FEW WEEKS AGO 300 OR SO JUNIOR AND 
senior high school students from 

JL J L throughout the Inland Empire at-
tended the Fourth Annual Young Writers' 
Conference at the Cheney campus of Eastern 
Washington University, which is one, if per-
haps stiff, way to begin this essay. Some of the 
conference's participants asked questions of, 
and responded to questions put to them by, this 
reporter, would be a fairly good second sen-
• " • " • " • E S ^ E S a i tence, if it wasn't so 

complicated. 
I This was my second 

B H M f l J J ^ ^ ^ H year as a workshop-
K g m g l g n H leader and lecturer, 

I and this year I was re-
I quired to sign a con-

K & | ^ 8 H | H tract in which I pro-
I tected, indemnified, 
I and saved the univer-

p I M s W ^ ^ ^ S H sity from and against 
• any damage, cost, or 
liability for any and all injuries to persons or 
property arising from acts or omissions I, my 
employees, or my agents might make, howso-
ever caused, and no one has yet come forth to 
serve a subpoena, so everything seems okay, 
which is a fairly good second paragraph, as 
long as we're still in the introduction. 

So here's what happened. I spoke to two 
groups, a dozen or so students in the morning , 
and maybe 40 after lunch. I talked about stan-
dard manuscript preparation, the essay form, 
and the importance of organization. During 
the morning session I handed back manu-
scripts which the students had submitted weeks 
prior. I provided criticism. We engaged in dis-
cussions. We read some Guy de Maupassant. 
I handed out luncheon and T-shirt vouchers. 
At One point I scolded two farm lads • from 
Odessa who had begun talking between them-
selves. 

As the morning grew warm I outlined the 
two rules of writing. Rule Number One: always 
carry something to write with, and something 
to write upon. Rule Number Hvo: pay atten-
tion to detail. I talked about the word "detail," 
how it comes from the French "detailler," to 
cut in pieces, and I explained that our word 
"tailor" derives similarly. I allowed that writers 
and tailors are kindred. 

I told the members of my group that teachers 
had probably been saying to them that there 
are many more rules of writing than two— 
rules having to do with commas, adverbs, 
semi-colons, predicates, and topic sentences— 
and I went on to say that teachers usually ad-
dress not young writers but classrooms of 30 
or so students who spend their time With tennis 
and television, who will come no closer to writ-
ing, as they age, than signing their names to 
checks and birthday cards. I told them also 
that teachers do not know what to make of 
young writers, and that that's what conferences 
are for. ' 

I gave them advice: read, write, rewrite; get 
to know such references as Fowler's and Strunk 

and White. I gave them brief writing exercises. 
I told them that I would be writing an essay 

(this very one) about my experience in Cheney. 
I told them how I would go about the task. I 
asked for their help. 

At lunch, I sat in a booth behind a foursome 
of English teachers who gaggled about their 
profession. I heard this: . commas, punc-
tuation, hoW many ways they can write a sen-
tence, all that garbage. It's all garbage." 

(Really! That's what she said!) 
"I hate the word 'good,' " said another. 

And, "I told them that I didn't want to hear the 
word 'love.'" 

The hamburger I was eating was mediocre. 
I love a good hamburger, but this one wasn't. 

The lecture for which I had signed a contract 
began at half-past noon. I entered a classroom 
of bright faces. More than half of the students 
were wearing blue. There was a hum like bees 
from the fluorescent lights overhead. The floor 
was messy with scraps of paper, and the chalk-
board was tightly filled with choruses of alge-
bra. The smell was neutral, the chairs were 
plastic; orange, and green. 

I went over the two rules, the advice; I told 
them what tailors do. I told them that in 1981 
there were over 900 episodes reported wherein 
adults asked that books be banned from public 
or school libraries. I asked them: why did they 
think people want books banned? Then quick-
ly I answered my own question, saying that 
people want books banned because books are 
made of words and words have power. I repeat-
ed this for emphasis: "Words have power." 

The power to educate, inform, to entertain, 
to injure, or to heal, to expose; the power to in-
still fear, or courage: words have the power to 
mold or change a reader's point of view, for 
better or worse. Words have the power to take 
a reader from Yakima to Katmandu, from 
Cheney to the beaches of Tuvalu. Words have 
more power, I said, than guns or swords, more 
power even than Michael Jackson. Here, they 
chuckled, as I had hoped they would. 

I asked them to take out pencil and paper, 
and answer four questions. I said that their 
answers would be the basis of my essay. I told 
them not to write their names on the paper. I 
asked that they be honest and thoughtful. 

I asked: "What are you most afraid of? 
What gives you the most joy in life? What is 
the last book you read that you liked? And, 
what opinion, or fact, or secret—what would 
you like to tell the 30,000 adults who may read 
this essay? 

Here's what they said, and I am sampling 
randomly. 

Fears: obscene phone calls; that I will get 
stuck for life doing something I don't like; 
being alone; not having friends; being con-
formed, not being able to be myself; the num-
ber "13"; failure; I am afraid of looking stu-
pid; nuclear war; growing old with no relatives; 
going senile; death; closing a door on an op-

Rule Number One: always carry something to write with and something to write on. 

portunity; death; thoughts; death. 
Joys: photojournalism; riding a horse on a 

beautiful day; being loved and needed; having 
fun with friends; my boyfriend, debating, the 
country, reading; giving; knowing that my 
family and friends care for me; fun times; 
being with my family; being able to know that 
I have life and was given this life by God; sing-
ing and acting; being with friends and having 
them make me feel important; accomplishing 
something that I shouldn't have been able to; 
weightlifting; running; accomplishing some-
thing, feeling good about it, and having others 
praise it; being part of my family; people; 

Books: My Life with Martin Luther King; 
A11 Creatures Great and Small; The Promise; 
The High King; Shadows Steal the Gentle 
Land; The Talking Skull; The Outsiders; The 
Devil in Vienna; Wuthering Heights; Catcher 
in the Rye; Why Me?; The Eye of the Needle; 

good friend to your kids; not all teenagers are 
doped-up, hungover, party-loving sex maniacs; 
grownups are not very kind to each other 
sometimes so they should work hard on being 
nice; television never ruined my imagination; 
kids have brains, too; young people aren't as 
bad as most adults make them out to be; peo-
ple have to start getting along; if you would 
only turn to God, He would make your life 
much happier; I am normal! 

Three responses stand out. 
In pencil, printed: (Fear) Failing in my pro-

fessional career. (Joy) Seeing something I 
worked on hard come together perfectly. (Book) 
Battle Cry. (Say to you) The only way to 
achieve world peace is through superior fire 
power. 

In pen, printed: (Fear) war. (Joy) freedom. 
(Book) License Renewed; James Bond. (Say 
to you) Rock groups do not worship Satan. 

l u i u i f t u a s i Jeanne Wiek H a i r c u t t e n s 

FOIL WEAVE and HAIRCUT 
$39.95 

in the Ave Arcade 
4518 University Way NE, Seattle 634-1818 

COUPON EXPIRES MAY 30. 1984. 

the Weekly page 75 

$325 
Sail the new SGNDANCER through the famed Inside 
Passage. This new luxury cruise line offers something 
different—take your own vehicle'and explore Alaska's 
magnificent interior. 

324-6996 

April 18-April 24, 1984 •; 
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Potter in a scene 
from "The Bostonians." The 1885 James 
novel is being brought to the screen 
under the direction 
of James Ivory. 

Theater Christopher Reeve is 
scheduled to open this week in London in 
a stage version of "The Aspern Papers," 
directed by Michael Redgrave. 

Television Gayle Hunnicutt 
and Daniel Massey were co-stars of the 
six-part Masterpiece Theater production 
of "The Golden Bowl." 

©Beth Bergman 

0 p 6 T 9 June Angela and Eileen 
Schauler in "The Turn of the Screw," a 
New York City Opera staple of the 
1970's to be revived in the future. 

By LEON EDEL 

• t is common knowledge that Henry James had a love 
9 affair with the theater which lasted for many years. 
• The theater, however, did not reciprocate, and it ulti-
• mately rejected him. His best-made play was booed 

• out of the St. James Theater in London in 1895. 
Crushed in his defeat, he said, "I may have been meant 
for the Drama — God knows! — but I certainly wasn't 
meant for the Theater." 

He was right. He died in 1916, and a few years after, 
in the early 1920's, playwrights began to turn his fiction 
into theater. These became movies. Then composers 
found he had good opera subjects. And more recently he 
has been taken over by video. The love affair between 
the modern performing arts and Hemy James has now 
lasted for more than 60 years, and the end isn't in sight. 
Almost half of James's 20 
novels have been translated 
into the dramatic media, 
and a goodly number of his 
shorter tales. At this very 
moment, a theatrical ver-
sion of "The Aspern 
Papers" is beinggrevived in 
London under the direction 
of Michael Redgrave, with 
Vanessa Redgrave and 
Christopher Reeve in the 
leading roles. At the same 
time, Ismail Merchant and 
James Ivory, who two or 
three years ago made a 
movie of James's early nov-
elette, "The Europeans," 
are completing . a film of 
James's 1885 novel, "The Bostonians" — starring the 
same Vanessa Redgrave and Christopher Reeve, as well 
as Madeline Potter. The novel failed miserably when it 
was serialized in the old Century Magazine. The editor 
told James he had "never published anything that ap-
peared so little to interest their readers." But today the 
public is likely to await the film with interest. It deals 
not only with the idiosyncrasies of Boston but early 

• American feminism and relationships with lesbian over-
tones. James was clearly ahead of his time. 

f • • • 
All this is vefy strange, for James would seem to be 

the last novelist Suited for stage or screen and certainly 
not for the wider simplifications of video. There is no 
violence in his fiction; the automobile came too late to 
be included save for one or two of his late tales. There 
are no chases, no flaming vehicles, no violent embraces 
and predatory or cannibalistic kisses and no nudity. But 
there is, as the movie schedules call them, a quantity of 
mature situations. Very mature. For James is the great 
master of personal relations and a precursor of modern 
psychology. In his prose, however, much as we might 
describe it as baroque, he is a master, too, of verbal ex-
actitude—his sfptences gleam and shimmer with felici-
ties of expression and a great quantity of what he called 
"felt life." How%ould this kind of novelist — admittedly 
difficult, often ¿ailed labyrinthine, be so seductive to 
producers, directors, Broadway angels, and scenario 
writers. And yet, more than some of our writers, he has 
posthumously fulfilled his great ambition and reaches 
audiences undreamed of in his time. 

His last three novels, those monuments of his late 
style and "finati manner," have been among the most 
successful. Fondly remembered everywhere by dis-
criminating video viewers is the Masterpiece Theater 
production of "The Golden Bowl" — James's supreme 
drama of personal relations. A novel filled with the con-
sequences resulting from an American girl marrying an 
Italian prince, and her tycoon father marrying the 
Continued on Page 23 

James was 
the master 
of verbal 
and visual 
precision. 
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Continued from Page 2 
prince's mistress — so that the mis-
tress becomes the American girl's 
stepmother as well as mother-in-law 
of her lover — it was adapted with a 
delicacy and pictorial beauty rare in 
television. "The Wings of the Dove" 
was a successful play in London and 
an opera in New York by the late 
Douglas Moorè. "The Ambassadors" 
has recently been an art film 
produced by public television, of a 
highly sophisticated sort, with Lee 
Remick. The list of Jamesian suc-
cesses in the media is long, ranging 
from "Washington Square," which 
became "The Heiress," to his eerie 
tale "The Turn of the Screw," which 
was a play, later made into two mov-
ies, then a Benjamin Britten opera, 
and finally televised in prime time 
nationally with Ingrid Bergman. If 
anyone will say that this was strictly 
highbrow stuff, I can only rejoin that 
a Grade B make of "The Aspern 
Papers," done in Hollywood long ago 
and called "The Last Moment," can 
still be seen on occasion on the late 
shows. 1 

Decidedly the most difficult and 
even, at times, esoteric novelist we 
have ever had, seems amenable to 
the electronic medium in a very large 
way. I am pften asked about this : And 
I have concluded that James's appeal 
to the mobile cameras of our day re-
sides in three distinct elements of his 
a r t — the modernity of his subjects, 
his singularly accurate psychology 
and above all his extraordinary visu-
ality. 

First his subjects: James, we must 
remind ourselves, was the, original 
fictional historian of the American 
girl in her new-found freedom, i her 
brashness, her innocence—and igno-
rance —and her defiance of rules and 
regulations. She was an unabashed 
flirt; dressed with taste and flair, she 
confounded the Europeans in the dec-
ades when she was still a novelty on 
the cosmopolitan scene. She was 
"Daisy Miller" — the little girl from 
Schenectady, N.Y., who couldn't con-
ceive that in Rome one behaved in 
any other way than she had done in 
upstate New York. Peter Bdgdano-
vich made a sensitive movie of her 
exploits in 1974 — rendering with fi-
delity the Swiss and Italian back-
grounds and the drama of Daisy's 
defiance of the social snobberies of 
American expatriates. James also 
showed American girls in pursuit of 
titled husbands in England — a sub-
ject as actual in our time as in his. 
One of his amusing divorcées lands a 
British baronet and speculates that if 
she might have waited a little longer 
she could have had a duke. We might 
add that if slje could have lived into 
our time she might even have landed 
a king or become at the least a prin-
cess in Monaco. 

Jet travel and a wider cosmopoli-
tanism have made James's "interna-
tional" fiction almost a "natural" for 
video. And, within this international-
ism, James included the drama of 
America's encounter with foreign 
ways — an encounter that the politi-
cally wise might say applies even to 
our policymakers in the State Depart-
ment. Indeed, when Présidait Rea-
gan visits Europe he can often be said 
to be re-enacting the story of James's 
Christopher Newman (the New Man 
in the name was not accidental) in 
his second novel, "The American," 
whose self-confidence and geniality, 
and generous American dollars, and 
sense of American supremacy, carry 
him along until he encounters the 
sometimes treacherous depths of 
European diplomacy: And even then 
he rises above them in his general in-
nocence. 

Leon Edel is Henry James's biogra-
pher. His edition of the final volume 
of James's letters has just been pub-
lished by Harvard University Press. . 

i The second element in James's 
theatrical and movie adaptations is 
his psychology. James possessed in 
marked degree some of the insights 
which literary genius has had down 
the centuries into human behavior 
and motivation. He understood the 
psychopathology of everyday life be-
fore Freud wrote it: The friendly ges-
ture that harbors aggression, the unc-
tuosity that betrays depression, the 
hidden barbs that lie in the words we 
use, or the way we tease one another. 
He had Dostoyevsky's insights, al-
though at the opposite emotional pole 
from him. He understood America's 
national pride, violence^ simplicity 
and innocence and the ways in which 
our children reflect these. He thought 
we were permissive to the point that 
we fail to endow our children with any 
sense of choice, discrimination, or un-
derstanding of the meaning of social 
customs, manners, standards, be-
liefs. He firmly believed the Euro-
peans did this much better, however 
much he stood Up for Daisy's militant 

James turned 
himself into a 
mobile camera 
long before 'film' 
was invented. 

Americanism. Her dilemma, too, was 
one of parental capitulaton to the im-
maturities of childhood. Small won-
der that scenario writers who get a bit 
tired of television's crudities and its 
brutality find it a relief to handle Ja-
mesian stories of fathers and daugh-
ters and mothers and sons, and his-
delicate and tender way of dealing 
with human relations. 

• 
But perhaps behind the Jamesian 

subject and the Jamesian psychology 
there lies an important technical rea-
son for the novelist's vogue and 
adaptability to the movie camera. 
James was the most visual of all our 
novelists; any page in any of his 
novels is filled with subtle observa-
tion, by his characters, of their envi-
ronments. We could say that his eyes 
were camera lenses: that he turned 
himself into a mobile camera long be-
fore "film" was invented. In his skill-
ful attempts to remove himself from 
his stories and let the characters' 

"point of view'' — by which he meant 
angle of vision — prevail, James an-
ticipated the many technical skills of 
the camera : its ability to move close 
up to a face, its freedom of movement 
in landscape or in a house. In "The 
Ambassadors," Maria Gostrey scans 
Strether's countenance and Strether 
scans Maria's. The reader becomes 
Maria, then Strether. And then we 
move a short distance away so as to 
see the two together. Under the guise 
of "picture" and "scene," James be-
comes a camera-eye. This, as we 
know, had happened earlier in the 
novel, in Tolstoy and in Flaubert. But 
in their works the montage was iso-
lated and momentary, where James 
constructs an entire novel on the pho-
tographic principle and his attach-
ment to a consistent "point of yiew." 
James indeed found Tolstoy's novels 
"loose and baggy monsters" where 
their form and structure were con-
cerned. 

Had James seen the primitive mov-
ies of his time? We know an artist 
needs only a hint: But it is difficult to 
discern what hints James found in the 
early bioscopes or the cinemato-
graph, as it was called. He went to the 
Fitzsimmons-Corbett fight pictures 
in 1898 and "revelled" as he said. But 
that celluloid, for all its pioneering, 
was filmed in the only way possible 
then: from a static position. The cam-
era was a moving picture only in the 
fact that it recorded movement—but 
inevitably from a fixed place. It could 
not move with the punches as it does 
today. Still, this was exciting to the 
spectators of the 90's. Later he saw 
some Boer War pictures, but they 
turned out to be fakes — as they had 
to be since the camera wasn't mobile 
enough on war fronts for anything but 
stills. In a late tale James has a direct 
allusion to the nascent cinema when 
his principal personage sees a woman 
approaching with an enormous hat. 
"It grew and grew, came nearer and 
nearer . , . after the manner of images 
in the cinematograph." 

When James wrote this he had al-
ready published his 1903 "Ambassa-
dors," which is cinema from begin-
ning to end — throwing the readers 
into the middle of the action in a way 
no 19th-century novelist had done. 
There is no scene more cinematic 
(and more beautiful) in all of James 
than the moment when Lambert 
Strether goes into the Paris country-
side to find a landscape he had once 
seen at a Boston art dealer's in Tre-
mont Street. Strether gets off the lazy 
suburban train to find himself walk-
ing not only in the landscape, but as if 
a video camera followed him into the 
picture itself, the Lambinet land-
scape. /, . 1 v.,,' 

"The oblong gilt frame disposed its 
enclosing lines; the poplars and wil-
lows, the reeds and river — a river of 
which he didn't know, and didn't want 
to know, the name — fell into a com-
position, full of felicity, within them; 
the sky was silver and turquoise and 
varnish- the villaige on the left was 
white and the church on the right was 
grey; it was all there in short—it was 

: what he wanted; it Was Tremont 
Street, it was France, it was Lambi-
net. Moreover he was freely walking 
about in it. He did this last, for an 
hour. . . " . i 

By the end of this scene, James 
makes us feel that Strether has 
strolled right through the painting, 
through the maroon wall and back 
into Tremont Street. 

The televising of literary works re-
moves them from our free fancy into 
an absolute reality not of our own 
choosing: real faces, real people, real 
clothes, real furniture, real houses, 
supplied us by the scenario writers 

and casting directors. They alter for-
ever what we have imagined; or they 
establish fixedly certain characters 
nonreaders have never previously en-
countered. For many, Garbo remains 
Tolstoy's Anna or Olivia de Havilland 
James's Catherine. But this probably 
has always been true when fiction is 
dramatized — whether on stage or 
screen. In some of the Jamesian ren-
derings they have given us lasting 
beauty — the meditative way in 
which Leslie Howard in "Berkeley 
Square" (James had called it "The 
Sense of the Past" wandered about 
his ancestral home and finally en-

countered his ancestors in the old 
London house; Maggie, groping for a 
solution in the knowledge that her 
princely husband has resumed his af-
fair with her stepmother, who hap-
pens also to be the prince's former 
mistress; Cybill Shepherd as Mjr. 
Bogdanovich's Daisy defying stuffy 
American society women in those 
rococo rooms in Rome; Agnes Moor-
head, as the ancient lady in her hide-
ous makeup, shouting "you publish-
ing scoundrel" at the young man who 
wants to steal love letters written to 
her half a century earlier by a great 
poet (in "The Lost Moment"). 

James's coups de théâtre have taken 
their shape under the modern movie 
camera quite in the Jamesian way. 
Human situations, linked to human 
visuality and a profound understand-
ing of human behavior, have com-
bined to make the Jamesian novel a 
rich cinema resource. 

When James Wondered whether he s 
was meant for the Drama or th«P 
Theater he could not have known that 
his great sense of drama was meant 
for something other than the stage, 
which he had come to dislike. It was 
meant for our electronic medium — 
for the mobile camera which James 
invented for fiction. Perhaps because 
he had an intuition of that magic, the 
sense of scene and camera-freedom 
— he created the sort of material that 
exalts the medium instead of 
dering and catering to it. 
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William Trevor 
Continued from Page l 

od. With commendable firm- lonely, impoverished old man's 
^ ness and dispatch, Mr. Trevor plight is not a happy one, and 

sets his wryly observed scenes, Mr. Trevor is characteristically 
often juxtaposing highly con- objective in exposing its bleak-

, trasting styles of speech and ness. Again and again, in both 
ways of life for comic effect, the. stories and the novels, de-
Here is a passage from "The cent folk are victimized by 
General's Day," a story; whose moral monsters notable for 
elderly central figure could well their inventiveness and tenaci-
have been one of the Old Boys in ty. In the General's case. vit is 
the novel of that name or one of f ] Mrs. Hinch, his daily help, who 
the obstreperous inhabitants of exploits him, planning "for his 
Mr. Trevor's second novel, absence a number of trunk calls 
"The Boarding House": on his telephone, a leisurely 

"The brown café, called 'The bath, and the imbibing of as 
Cuppa,' was . . . bustling with much South African sherry as 
mid-morning traffic. Old men she considered discreet" and fi-
and their wives sat listening to nally robbing him when he. is-
the talk about them, exchanging drunk and sexually desperate, 
by the way a hard comment on 
their fellows. Middle-aged M I N "The Penthouse Apart-
women, outsize iñ linen dresses, H ment" a janitor drunkenly 
were huddled three or four to a • • wreaks havoc in a fancy 
table, their great legs battling living room set up to be photo-
for room in inadequate space, graphed for a chic magazine — 
their feet hot and unhappy in un- and then successfully manages 
wise shoes. Mothers passed un- to put the blame on an elderly 
suitable edibles towards the spinster and her little dog. In 
searching mouths of their most of this early work, Mr. 
young. Men with girls sipped at Trevor's comic briskness and 
the pale creamy coffee, thinking the energy with which he in-
only of the girls. Crumbs were vests his villains do much to 
everywhere . . . . mitigate any depressing effect 

* 'The General entered, Stir- that the regular defeat or disap-
veyed the scene with distaste, pointment of the innocent might 
and sat at a table already occu- otherwise produce, 
pied by a youth engrossed in a Drawing upon the dual nature 
weekly magazine. The youth, a of his heritage and experience, 
fat bespotted lad, looked up and Mr. Trevor evenhandedly lo-
immediately grinned. General , cates his stories in London, in 
Suffolk replied in kind, stretch- rural England (where he now 
ing the flesh of his face tó dis- lives) and in provincial Ireland 
play his teeth in a s m i l e . . . , for (where he was born and raised). 
the pair were old friends. One of the most touching of his 

' "Good morning, Basil. And Irish stories is "The Ballroom of 
fe*, how is youth and vigor today?' Romance," for which his second 

' " O h well, not so bad, Gen- collection was named. It centers 
eral. My mum is in the family upon Bridie, an Irish farm 
way again.' woman in Her 30's who resign-

" 'A cause for joy,' murmured edly looks after her crippled old 
General Suffolk, ordering coffee father. Bridie goes to a dance 
with Devonshire cream and the hall on Saturday nights, attends 
fruit pie he favoured. 'Your mass on Sundays and favors a 
mother is a great one for babies, road-mender named Dano Ryan 
is she not?' Who plays the drums in the 

" 'My dad says the same. He dance-hall band. But Dano, 
don't understand it neither, though kind, is not attracted to 
Worried, is Dad. Anyone can see her , and the only amorous atten-
that. ' tion Bridie gets comes from a 

' " I see.' drunken bachelor, Bowser 
. '"Well , it 's a bit fishy, Gen- Egan, who presses kisses on her 
eral. Dad's not the man to be after the dances, 
careless. It 's just about as fishy Bridie's choice is a discourag-
ashell. ' ing one: "She rode through the 

' "Bas i l , your mother needs night [on her bicycle] as on 
all the support she can get in a Saturday nights for years she 
time like this. Talk about fishi- had ridden and never would ride 
ness is scarcely going to help again because she'd reached a 
her in her ordeal,' " certain age. She would wait now 

But for all the humor, the and in time Bowser Egan would 
Jp»*' 
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seek her out because ¿is mother * * Mr. * Trèvor* has 'developed a complex action and spanning 
would have died. Her father series of stories that cast a cool, some 65 years from 1918 to the 
would probably have died also if judgmental, eye upon the present. 
by then. She would marry mores (and especially the "wilt- The lurid and sorrowful 
Bowser Egan because it would ing" marriages) of a set of pros- events of Irish history beat like 
be lonesome being by herself in perous Britons of indeterminate a muffled drum through the 
the farmhouse." Such a bald class who inhabit the outer sub- pages of "Fools of Fortune." 
conclusion conveys little' sense urbs of London. In these, he will The narrator of the first ex-
of the story's richness of texture remind some readers of his tended section is Willie Quinton, 
or of the humor with which equally prolific Amèrican con- born into a family of Anglo-
Bridie's relationships with the temporary John Updike. Irish, Protestant gentry who 
other women at the dance hall have lived for generations in a 
— at once friends, rivals and P | @ 1 H E series is announced Georgian house called Kilneagh ^ 
horrid examples — are • by a piece called "Angels in County Cork. Addressing t h e | 
sketched. • • at the Ritz," which de- beloved woman, Marianne,! 

Repeatedly, Mr. Trevor's picts with delicacy and pathos whose destiny he shares, Willie 
characters, ill equipped for the the (incomplete) resistance of a begins his story with a nostalgic 
circumstances of their present couple to being drawn into a evocation of the house and the 
lives, succumb to the ashen mate-swapping game in which, quaintly provincial life that his 
pleasures of living in the past. A a t the end of a Saturday night family led there until the end o f f 
number of them see ghosts. It is party, the husbands throw their World War I, when Willie was 8 . | 
a tribute to Mr. Trevor's crafts- car keys on the carpet and the "I wish that somehow you might 
manship as well as his hu- Wives, blindfolded, pick them have shared my childhood, for I 
manity that he can portray such up. Another well-known story in would love to remember you in 
a population of leftovers and the series is "Torridge" (it ap- the scarlet drawing roorri, so 
losers with shrewdness, empa- peared in The New Yorker), in fragrant in summer with the 
thy and a delight in their partic- which a fatuous reunion of for- scent of roses, warmed in win-

mer schoolmates, their wives ter by the wood Tim Paddy 
and teen-age children is dis- gathered. Arithmetic and gram-
rupted by the appearance of an mar books were laid out every 
often ridiculed "old boy" who morning on an oval table, red 
boldly-proclaims his homosex- ink in one glass, black in the 
uality and then devastatfngly other." We meet Willie's affec-
spills the beans about what tionate father and strong, gentle 
really went on at the school. mother, his two high-spirited 

Still another extension of Mr. sisters, his mildly eccentric 
Trevor's range can be observed aunts, his tutor (a defrocked 
in the recent pieces that deal Catholic priest) and the handful 
with the renewal of the "trou- of Irish retainers that keep the 
bles" in Ireland, particularly as household going, 
experienced by the Anglo-Irish Over the white marble mantel 
long resident in the country or, is a portrait that symbolizes the 
in the remarkable story called complex ties between England 
"Beyond the Pale," by English and Ireland -— a major theme in 

ularity while neatly sidestep- visitors at a posh hotel on the the novel. The subject is Willie's 
ping the twin dangers of cond§>. Irish coast. Violence, terrorism, great-grandmother, Anna 
scension and caricature. His I melodrama — these are new Woodcombe Quinton, an Eng-
special note of friendly objec- 1 elements in the work of a writer lish aristocrat who, having mar-
tivity derives in part from his J / who had hitherto tended to sub- ried into Ireland, becomes a 
technique as a story-writer : Un- » ordinate the political to the per- local heroine during the famine 
like many of Ms contempo- sonai. Occasionally their pres- of 1846. Willie's mother, we 
raries, he is a fearless and un- enee produces a sense of strain, learn, is the second Woodcombe 
abashed narrator who not only a feeling that the materials to marry a Quinton, and Willie's 
tells his readers what they need have been unduly coerced for own Marianne is her niece. It is 
to know about the characters the sake of a shattering impact. Marianne who says that "when 
and their situations but also But, in general, the level of per- you looked at the map England 
feels free to enter the minds of formance remains exception- , and Ireland seemed like 
each of them whenever he ally high, and the latest stories lovers." 
chooses. In this respect, he be- provide an exhilarating conciti- The idyll, of course, is set up 
longs to a race of storytellers siontothecollectionasawhole. to be shattered. Willie's father, 
who ignore the limiting pre- Mr. Trevor's novels have been despite ancestry and class, 
scriptions of Henry James — for the most part short, com- identifies with the cause of Irish 
and do so without any diminu- pact, highly saturated works freedom and is visited by the 
tion of the dramatic impact of that explore the consequences revolutionist Michael Collins. A 
the work. of a single event or situation: a spy for the British is hanged 

Since the mid-1970's there has campaign for the presidency of (without the Quintons' partici-
been, I think, a subtlejchange of an Old Boys' association, the pation or knowledge) on the 
tone in the stories. The harsh death of the owner of a boarding grounds of Kilneagh, and in re-
comedy — the gleeful misan- house, or (in his fine seventh taliation a band of Black and 
thropy — is less in evidence, as novel, . "Other People's Tans, led by a Sergeant Rudkin, 
is the stance of impartiality; in Worlds") the brief, unconsum- descend on Kilneagh, burning 
the later work one can guess mated marriage of a middle- the house and killing Willie's fa-
rather clearly where the àu- aged widow to a psychopath, ther, his sisters, two menser-
thor's sympathies lie. ThereJias His new book is also short, but it vants and the family dogs, 
been an extension of his subject has the scope of a much longer Willie's mother never recovers 
matter as well. In recent years work, containing as it does a from this atrocity; moving to 
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M I T has taken a while, but William Trevor's reputa-
I tion as a major literary presence in the English-

B B speaking world should by now be secure in this 
country. "The Old Boys," his harshly comic novel of 
willful and perverse old age, got this Anglo-Irish 
writer off to a good start nearly 20 years ago. Since 
then seven novels and five col-
lections of short stories have 
appeared — a record of pro-
ductivity that few American 
writers of comparable quality 
have been able to emulate. 

To coincide with the publica-
tion of his eighth novel, "Fools 
of Fortune," Penguin has 
brought out " T h e Stories of 
William Trevor," a fat paper-, 
back that contains all the sto-
ries from the previous collec-
tions. Readers a re now in a 
position to take a longish view 
of the accomplishment of a 
master of short fiction who 
(like V. S. Pritchett, his only 
rival in England) has never 
settled for an easy formula. As 
for "Fools of Fortune," which signals an abrupt 
shift into a more extended time-scheme and a 
more romantic mode than Mr. Trevor has hith-
erto attempted, opinion will, I predict, be divided 
between those who welcome the innovations and 
those who find them less than congenial to the author's 
temperament and craft . 

Like Mr. Pritchett, Mr. Trevor in his early stories 
shows a robust appetite for the eccentric and the iso-
lated, for prurient adolescents ("An Evening with 
John Joe Dempsey"), for half-cracked bachelors liv-
ing with their crazy sisters ("The Original Sins of Ed-
ward Tripp"), for the seedy, the mother-dominated 
and the weird. The tone ranges from a clear-eyed and 
unsentimental sympathy to the kind of gleeful misan-
thropy that characterizes the novels of the same peri-

ContinuedonPage22 
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robust appetite for 
the eccentric and the 
isolated, for half-
cracked bachelors 
living with their crazy 
sisters, for the seedy , 
the mother-dominated 
and the weird." 

Robert Towers's new novel is "The Summoning." 
He teaches at Queens College. William 

Trevor. 



"My reason cannot grasp it, but my 
heart tells me that the little one 
is Anastasia." 

—Grand Duchess Olga of Russia, Berlin 1925 

With these words and with the image of her 
niece still vivid in her memory, the sister of 
the murdered Tsar Nicholas II acknowledged 
the identity of the woman who was to become 
known to the world as Anna Anderson. Was 
she really Anastasia? New evidence argues 
that she was. 

Forget the Ingrid Bergman film. Forget the 
newspaper stories. Forget everything you think 
you know about the mysterious woman who 
claimed to be Anastasia. In Peter Kurth's new 
book you will meet her as never before. You 
will share her entire story in breathtaking 
detail. You will meet the witnesses and 
review the evidence. You will experience 
the agony as her claim is frustrated time 
and again, but the courts get closer and 

closer to the truth. In the end you will 
probably share the judgment of the 
Los Angeles Times reviewer, who said: 

"The reader is carried along... as Kurth 
persuades us that she is for real.1' 

"The world, and especially Americans, need 
to believe that the exquisite little princess in v 

the white dress did not die in a Socialist cellar 
in the name of the people. . . . Peter Kurth's 
pro-recognition arguments are compelling 
and will doubtless convince many if not most 
Anastasia cynics.'" —Philadelphia Inquirer 

"One reads the story through to the bitter end, 
absolutely mesmerized." , 

—* Chicago Sun-Times Book Week 
"A marvelous, thoroughly engrossing and grip-
ping sifting of the facts A spellbinder, 
one deserving notice in any literary award 
considerations." —King Features 

"Splendid.. .absorbing, it gives the 
first full picture This dispassionate, 

admirably researched biography 
will surely persuade most 
sensible readers that Anna 
Anderson is indeed the Grand 
Duchess Anastasia." 

—D.M. Thomas, 
author of'The White Hotel' 

THE RIDDLE OF ANNA ANDERSON 
PETER KURTH 

À Book-of-the-Month Club Alternate 

Illustrated with photographs. 
At bookstoreo ^ow 
LITTLE, BROWN and COMPANY 



help. Disillusioned with the Arabs, Mr. Shultz came around to the 
Eagleburger view of the situation r that American policies in the Mid-
dle East hinge on the closest cooperation with Israel ; that the marines 
will never be withdrawn until there is a political settlement in Leba-
non; and that the Syrians will never permit such an accord unless they 
are persuaded that Israel, strongly backed by the United States, is 
more than a match for the Syrian-Soviet combination. 

The same analysis was applied to the Palestinian ques t ion—the 
dormant Israeli-Egyptian negotiations on autonomy for the Israe-
li-occupied West Bank, and the stalled Reagan plan for a political 
entity associating the West Bank with Jordan. Neither this nor any 
other long-range issue in the Middle Eas t will be susceptible to a 
solution, these officials reasoned, until there is a solid foundation 
of trust between Israel and the United States. The basic prerequi-
sites, it was argued, a re twofold — to give the Israelis a f i rmer 
sense of security from the threats that surround them, and to dis-
abuse the Arab states of any notion that Washington might be will-
ing to weaken Israel 's position in the pursuit of American a ims. 

It was not a particularly new argument . Israelis have contended 
for years that their country was a s trategic asset for the United 
States, and that Washington was making a mis take in seeking to 
keep some distance between itself and the Israeli Government. 

But, although Mr. Reagan had promised a closer rela-
tionship in his Presidential campaign, the chemistry 
between Washington and Jerusalem proved too explo-
sive to work toward that objective while Menachem 
Begin was Prime Minister and Ariel Sharon was De-
fense Minister. Both Israeli leaders were masters of the 
shock treatment in foreign policy, with a penchant for 
abrasive language that often grated on American sensi-
bilities. Mr. Shamir and Mr. Arens, while no less tough-
minded, are less given to surprise decisions and more 
concerned with keeping relations with Washington on 
an even keel. Mr. Arens, a graduate of the Massachu-
setts Institute of Technology and a former Ambassador 
to the United States, is intimately familiar with the 
Washington political scene. 

All the same, the eventual outcome of the new round 
of American-Israeli talks in Washington this week is an 
open question. No independent observer can be confi-
dent that the rather grandiose-sounding White House 
proposals for a new "strategic relationship" will be 
translated into practical programs. High policy apart , 
there is an important consideration—domestic politics 
— working for the new approach, and powerful constit-
uencies — the American military, and American Mid-
dle East specialists—opposing it. 

NY IMPROVEMENT IN 
relations with Israel will be 
welcomed by the President's 
political advisers. Mr. Rea-

^ ^ gan, in his 1980 Presidential 
I J ^ ^ campaign, won many Jewish 

voters away from President 
Carter by his uncritical ac-
ceptance of Israel's actions. 

| In office, however, he has 
disappointed many of Is-

§ rael's supporters in this country. Implementation of 
| N.S.D.D. I l l would strengthen a Reagan re-election 
| bid, particularly if the Democrats nominate Walter F. 
§ Mondale, who is in high standing with the pro-Israel 
| camp. 
£ As for the Defense Department, it has always had to 
? temper its admiration for Israel's military expertise 
§ with its concern for the larger strategic realities of the 
| Middle East. Because of the critical importance, to the 
M United States, of the oil resources and strategic water-
| ways controlled by the Arab governments and by Iran, 
9 American military men have always taken a dim view 
| of any explicit military link between the United States 
o and Israel. The Shultz-McFarlane-Eagleburger policy 
t is not particularly popular with Defense Secretary Cas-

par W. Weinberger or with Gen. John W. Vessey Jr . , 
chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff. 

The Pentagon's reservations are echoed in political terms in the 
State Department's Bureau of Near Eastern and South Asian Affairs. 
In the view of many of the department's Arab specialists, the United 
States already has a close military relationship with Israel, a virtual 
alliance underwritten by generous American military and economic 
aid, which this year will reach a new high of $2.6 billion. This, as they 
see it, unavoidably makes it more difficult for Washington to maintain 
good relations with the Arab world. Why make matters worse, they 
ask, by striving for a degree of "strategic cooperation" with Israel 
that would further prejudice America's standing with the Arab coun-
tries, and would cast fresh doubt, in Arab eyes, on Washington's 
claims to an even-handed policy? 

The Presidential policy directive takes account of these con-
cerns. The paper, according to a pa raphrase given by one official, 
says that "we expect the Israelis to be seriously understanding of 
broader American problems, part icularly the problems we see in 
the Persian Gulf and the need for the United States to have c lear 
strategic cooperation with the Egyptians, Jordanians, Saudis, 
Omanis and others ." 

It is fa r f rom clear, however, whether the Israelis a r e prepared 
to withdraw their longtime objections to American mil i tary rela-
tionships with Arab governments. (Continued on Page 82) 



T H E R E T U R N 
O F ENCHANTMENT 
Our desire for fantasy and science fiction, says a cultural historian, is scary. 

shadows of our secular, advanced-technology culture. 
Now it has burst into the mainstream. Within the 
space of a few years, we have filled our popular books, 
films and television shows with fairy tales and science 
fiction. "E.T. ," "Return of the Jedi" and "Super-
man" pack the movie houses. Books like "God Em-
peror of Dune" and "White Gold Wielder" leap to the 
top of the best-seller lists. What's more, our serious 
artists have started to turn to similar themes. They 
emerge in books like Norman Mailer's Egyptian saga, 
"Ancient Evenings," and John Irving's allegorical 
"Hotel New Hampshire." They inform paintings like 
Anselm Kiefer's mythic "Landscape With Wing" and 
musical works like David Del Tredici's fantastical 
"Final Alice." 

On the surface, the phenomenon might be dismissed 
as mere escapism, part of the nostalgia craze of re-

Kathleen Agena, a contributing editor of Partisan Re-
view, is writing a book about Western culture today. 

By Kathleen Agena 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ NCE UPON A TIME, THERE WAS 
^ ^ a land across the seas that grew rich 

^m and mighty because its people were 
^m hard-working and ingenious. In fact, 

• the country became so strong, with 
V ^m its machines and its awesome weap-
^ ^ ons, that the people felt they could 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ abandon their gods and temples and 
rely altogether on their wealth and their reason. But 
then, one day, the people began to worry that their ma-
chines and their weapons were getting out of control, 
and they began to ask questions their reason could not 
answer. They felt helpless, and they began to long for 
the old gods and ancient mysteries.... 

For many decades, a world of enchantment, of 
mystical beliefs and symbols, has been lurking in the 
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'Perhaps the most baffling 
example of the new appeal of fairy-
tale themes is the huge success of 
such lavishly illustrated books as 
"Gnomes" and "Faeries"' 

cent years. Yet in a modern 
era shaped by science and 
technology, it is startling to 
see this fascination with 
mystical symbols and motifs 
that hark back to notions of 
an enchanted universe and to 
the hierarchical social order 
of the Middle Ages. In fact, 
there is evidence that the re-
turn of enchantment has a 
larger meaning. Discussions 
with a broad range of authori-
ties, from artists to historians 
to psychologists, and an 
analysis of past cultural 
changes suggest that it is a 
symptom of a profound crisis 
in Western thought. 

Our centuries-old belief in a 
rational, mechanistic world 
view — and in the vision of 
inevitable progress — is 
being shattered. And our di-
lemma has been worsened by 
the rush of technology, which 
seems to dwarf the signifi-
cance of the individual. With 
the demise of our world view, 
technology now seems sense-
less and frightening. 

The economist-historian 
Robert L. Heilbroner likens 
our condition to a chronic ill-
ness: "The expressions of 
fantasy that we're seeing in 
the culture are arising like 
antibodies to fight the disease 
of sterile rationality that pre-
vails in our society." But 
there is some concern that the 
new popularity of enchant-
ment may have its ominous 
side, including a drift toward 
authoritarianism. By and 
large, the books, paintings, 
movies and the like reflect 
undemocratic, medieval atti-
tudes — even such films as 
"Star Wars" have their auto-
cratic emperors and willing 
vassals. Diane Waldman, 
deputy director of the Gug-
genheim Museum, concurs. 
The trend, she says, presents 
"danger signals" in its social 
and political implications. 

• 

The dimensions of the phe-
nomenon are striking. Con-
sider the surge in the popu-
larity of space-age fairy 
tales. In the late 1960's, sci-
ence fiction appeared mainly 

in a handful of pulp maga-
zines and paperbacks. "You 
used to have to buy it off 
racks in the local candy 
store," says Judy-Lynn del 
Rey, vice president of Ballan-
tine Books and publisher of 
their science-fiction line, Del 
Rey Books. "Today, it 's a 
very serious business." 

At the Berkley Publishing 
Group, science fiction repre-
sented 3 percent to 5 percent 
of total sales 10 years ago. Ac-
cording to Rena Wolner, the 
publisher, those figures have 
more than doubled. This year 
science-fiction books have ac-
counted for up to half of the 
top 10 best sellers on industry 
listings and for about one-
fifth of the selections of the 
major book clubs. 

At the movies, a similar 
revolution has occurred. Sci-
ence-fiction films were once 
low-budget affairs, few and 
far between. Now they are 
dominating the market. With 
"Star Wars" and "Close En-
counters of the Third Kind" a 
new generation of science-fic-
tion film was born, with a 
budget in the tens of millions 
of dollars and awesome spe-
cial effects. They are still 
breaking every box-office 
record. 

"I had no idea 'Star Wars' 
was going to be as big as it 
was," says George Lucas of 
his first space-age block-
buster. What accounted for 
its appeal? "We've lost all the 
fairy-tale lands on this 
planet," he says. "But there 
is a bigger, mysterious world 
in space. We've just begun to 
take the first step, and we can 
say, 'Look, it goes for a zillion 
miles out t h e r e ! ' " 

Along with the surge in sci-
ence fiction, fairy-tale formu-
las and enchantment motifs 
have been showing up in other 
kinds of popular books, which 
are sometimes set in the past, 
sometimes in the future. 
"The lines are crossing," 
says Berkley's Rena Wolner. 
An early example came in the 
1950's with the Tolkien books 
about the imaginary kingdom 
of "The Lord of the Rings," 
but only within the last few 

years has the trend become 
widespread. 

Popular best sellers in this 
genre have included John 
Varley's "Millenium," Jean 
M. Auel's "Valley of Horses" 
and Marion Zimmer Brad-
ley's "Mists of Avalon." But 
the most successful has been 
Frank Herbert's series of 
"Dune" novels, which began 
in 1965 and goes on to this day 
with the adventures of some 
futuristic beings who are 
trying to save their desert 
planet. The four books in the 
series have sold more than 10 
million copies and a $40 mil-
lion film based on them is in 
production. 

Perhaps the most baffling 
example of the new appeal of 
fairy-tale themes has been 
the huge success of a number 
of lavishly illustrated books 
— "Gnomes" and "Faeries ," 
for example — portraying 
magical beings in enchanted 
realms. These entertain-
ments have sold millions of 
copies. Harry N. Abrams Inc. 
launched the trend with 
"Gnomes," wherein the lives 
of elfin creatures are ex-
plored in meticulous detail, 
from the furnishings of their 
underground homes to the 
stitching on their pointed 
hats. Hard-cover sales have 
hit 900,000 and a paperback 
edition published by Bantam 
Books has sold more than 
500,000 copies. Paul Gottlieb, 
president of Abrams, ac-
counts for the book's success 
in these terms: "The gnomes' 
life is agrarian, tied to natu-
ral rhythms. There is a sense 
of tradition and orderliness, 
as opposed to the chaos of 
modern life." 

Meanwhile, the television 
networks have echoed the 
trend with programs that 
offer up an array of magic 
machines ("Knight Rider") 
and magic-makers ("The 
Powers of Matthew Star" and 
"Jennifer Slept Here"). 
Other echoes: the production 
of Richard Adams's whimsi-
cal fable "Watership Down," 
set in a rabbit realm, and an 
upcoming three-hour show 
called "Arthur the King.'' 
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Musical compositions like 
Luciano Berio's "Sinfonia," 
George Rochberg's "Imago 
Mundi" and Toru Takemit-
su's "Far Calls. Coming, 
Far!" are lyrical and roman-
tic, a far cry from the disso-
nance so popular earlier in 
the century. They are leaders 
within the so-called Neo-Ro-
mantic movement in music. 

"The common factor in it 
all," says Jacob Druckman, 
composer in residence of the 
New York Philharmonic, "is 
a swing away from rational-
ism and control toward things 
mystical, religious and intui-
tive. It's not that the compos-
ers have abandoned control, 
but that the accent has 
moved. Of course rationalism 
and emotion have to coexist, 
but the accent has shifted." 

Many of those who speak of 
the new cultural trend use 
two words—myth and mysti-
cism — with great frequency, 
and often interchangeably. In 
fact, myth is a way of ex-
plaining good and evil and 
man's place to the universe; 
mysticism evades the riddle 
of good and evil, aspiring to 
offer a coherent world view 
by blurring the hard edges of 
reality with vague notions of 
oneness. 

In the art world, the trend 
toward mystical and mythi-
cal themes is evident in the 
work of many artists of the 
new, representational style 
known as Neo-Expression-
ism. "It is a young movement 
that has become interna-
tional very quickly," says 
Diane Waldman. In his 
"Landscape With Wing," 
Germany's Anselm Kiefer, 
one of Neo- Expressionism' s 
leading lights, uses a mythic 
symbol — a solitary wing, 
drawn from the legend of Ica-
rus — in a modern, wasteland 
setting. "Kiefer is searching 
for German myths as well as 
universals," says Mrs. Wald-
man. "In Neo-Expression-
ism, we're seeing a reaction 
to the rational world. Man-
kind needs myths, and we've 
been without them for a long 
time." 

In serious literature earlier 
in this century, authors like 
James Joyce and William 
Faulkner typically incorpo-
rated myths into finely honed 
descriptions of daily life. In 
one of Joyce's novels, for ex-
ample, the saga of Ulysses is 
transposed into 24 hours in 
the life of a working-class 
Dubliner. Today, many of our 
leading writers avoid real-life 
settings altogether. They 
place their stories in a mythic 
past or future and infuse 
them with magical elements 
— from Giinter Grass and his 
long-winded fable, "The 
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• Thereupon, in accordance 
with her divine plan, she 
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the Diors proclaimed their 
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'The massive buildup 
of electronic 
technology may a&Z 
provokefairy-tale themes 
precisely because it puts so 
muchpower "out there."' 

Flounder," to Doris Lessing 
with her quintet of space-age 
parables to Isaac Bashevis 
Singer and his goblin-haunted 
folk tales to Umberto Eco and 
his medieval mystery, "The 
Name of the Rose." 

Joyce Carol Oates, whose 
latest novel is "A Bloodsmoor 
Romance," says that fairy-
tale techniques of writing 
provide "more flexibility in 
portraying difficult, interior 
states of mind that do not 
have an analogue in real-
ism." They are, she says, 
"much better at expressing 
our longings, wishes and 
dreams." 

Norman Mailer's recent 
novel "Ancient Evenings," a 
saga of mystical rites and 
rituals set in old Egypt, rep-
resents a striking departure 
from the hard-edged realism 
of his previous works. He ex-
plains the shift in these 
terms: "The modernist tradi-
tion has reached a dead end, 
and I say that as one who has 
been in it and stimulated by 
it. In modernism what you 
had was irony and an empha-
sis on the absurd, combined 
with a high-tech way of look-
ing at things, the sort of writ-
ing that is all up-on-its-toes, 
with no particular power to 
i t ." His new novel, he says, is 
part of a larger trend. "Ef-
forts to reappraise mythology 
are coming out all over," he 
says. 

Perhaps the most wide-
spread and dramatic exam-
ple of this reappraisal has 
been within organized reli-
gion. Over the last decade or 
so, there has been a return to 
traditional myths, spurred by 
the enormous growth of char-
ismatic and other fundamen-
talist groups. Their emphasis 
on the Bible has had its im-
pact on mainstream religion. 
Says the Harvard theologian 
Harvey Cox: "We're seeing a 
massive return to biblical 
narratives and imagery — to 
narrative presentation using 
stories and anecdotes. I, per-

sonally, do not think all this 
will go away." 

• 
What has inspired today's 

return of mystical symbols 
and themes? Discussions 
with psychologists suggest 
that it may be provoked in 
part by a widespread, psy-
chic malaise whose symp-
toms include a loss of the 
vitality of the self and a sense 
of emptiness. "People do not 
feel real, and do not know 
what is real anymore," says 
Dr. Gil A. Katz, a psychoana-
lyst in New York City. "There 
is extreme alienation from 
the self." Dr. Katz says that 
while the patients he treats 
are frequently successful and 
talented, "they don't feel any-
thing." They have learned, he 
says how to adapt to our fast-
paced, high-technology envi-
ronment. "They're actually 
perfect for this sort of 
world," he says, "but the 
tragedy is that they have lost 
their soul." 

Many psychologists believe 
that these symptoms are 
widespread today and are 
linked to the surge of fairy-
tale motifs in the culture. Dr. 
Otto Kernberg, professor of 
psychiatry at Cornell Univer-
sity Medical College, agrees. 
In addition, he suggests that 
the fascination with enchant-
ment may be related to the 
social stresses growing out of 
the technological revolution. 

"It is possible," he says, 
"that profound cultural 
changes induce mass behav-
ior that is less rational, more 
infantile." And during such 
periods, he says, even per-
sons who normally cope with 
the complex problems of 
daily life may regress to the 
so-called pre-Oedipal stage, 
where views of good and evil 
are more simplistic, as in 
fairy tales. "The pre-Oedipal 
stage is more primitive and is 
prone to fantastic distor-
tions," he says. "There is a 
split between the sadistic and 
idealistic drives. These 
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drives also have a tendency to 
fragment and be projected 
onto external objects. Thus 
you have both a fear of dan-
gerous enemies and a desire 
for the magical protection of 
a pre-Oedipal mother who 
gratifies all your needs and 
wishes, as in fairy tales. 
Fairy tales provide all the 
props for the pre-Oedipal 
ego." 

Moreover, the size and 
complexity of corporate and 
government bureaucracies 
and other social institutions 
provoke such regressions, Dr. 
Kernberg says, because in 
these settings authority be-
comes markedly elusive. The 
end result, he says, is that in-
dividuals may fall under the 
spell of religious and political 
leaders who espouse simplis-
tic, fairy-talelike views. He 
refers to Marxist terrorist 
groups, the Nazi movement 
and religious cults as exam-
ples. 

The Jungian psychoanalyst 
James Hillman also sees the 
transition to a technological 
era as provoking fairy-tale 
motifs in the culture, but he 
sees these motifs as reflect-
ing the emergence of what 
Jungian analysts call the 
"child archetype." The shift 
from assembly-line indus-
tries to computers and robot-
ics, he says, has forced us to 
learn new skills and altered 
our living patterns. It has put 
us back in kindergarten, 
evoking the child in us all, 
good and bad qualities alike, 
including the power of re-
newal and of the imagination. 
"We have lost our hands," he 
says. "We have to imagine 
our way through." 

Why is the new technology 
having so profound an im-
pact? According to Dr. 
Shoshana Zuboff, of the Har-
vard University Graduate 
School of Business Adminis-
tration, with the machinery 
introduced during the Indus-
trial Revolution of the 19th 
century, operators continued 
to have a substantial bodily 
involvement with their work. 
Now, she says, for workers 
tied to computer terminals at 
oil refineries, hospitals, 

banks or whatever, the "cen-
ter of gravity" has shifted 
from the body to the mind. 
Echoing Hillman's comment^ 
she says: "There is a lack of / 
palpability in work now tha t l 
is perplexing." — 

The new technology, Dr. 
Zuboff says, "challenges 
workers' sense of identity and 
accomplishment." She also 
reports that workers often 
mindlessly obey the rules and 
criteria embedded in com-
puter programs. "Messy am-
biguities that require critical 
judgment or creative solu-
tions tend to be avoided," she 
says. "I find over and over 
again the complaint that peo-
ple will take as authoritative 
anything that comes out of a 
computer." 

The massive buildup of 
electronic hard- and soft-
ware today may be provoking 
fairy-tale themes precisely 
because it puts so much 
power "out there" — beyond 
the understanding and con-
trol of the individual — that it 
strikes us as magical. Movies 
like "E.T." or novels like 
those in the "Dune" series 
soothe the fears evoked by the 
new technology, subtly inte-
grating space-age gadgetry 
with ecological messages. 
E.T., for example is an elec-
tronic wizard who communi-
cates with flowers. He builds 
an intergalactic communica-
tion device from bobby pins, a 
knife and fork and a child's 
Speak & Spell. Though the 
transmitter itself is too com-
plex for mere Earthlings to 
understand, it is less threat-
ening because it has been 
made from everyday objects; 
even more reassuring, it runs 
on "the electricity of life," 
the benign force of nature. 

This kind of idyllic vision 
clearly has a great popular 
appeal, but some writers and 
thinkers find the risk too dan-
gerous to gloss over. Says the 
philosopher William Barrett: 
"We have taken a fateful 
step. The human race has be-
come a different creature. 
Technology and science are 
altering consciousness in a 
way that is entirely different 
from anything in the past. ' ' 

Every era has a shaping 
myth. During the Middle 
Ages, reality was viewed as a 
Great Chain of Being, with 
angels and demons, human 
beings and beasts, all united 
in a sacred hierarchy. But 
when Galileo and Kepler 
began to develop the princi-
ples of the scientific method 
in the 17th century, this 
medieval world view started 
to collapse. The Western 
world came to believe that 
the universe was governed by 
scientific principles, not by 
magic or divine beings. By 
the time of the Enlighten-
ment, the old sacred beliefs 
had been replaced by faith in 
human reason. And the In-
dustrial Revolution of the 
early 19th century signaled 
the emergence of the Myth of 
Progress—the belief that the 
newly arisen gods of science 
and technology would pave 
the road to Paradise. 

From the outset, the En-
lightenment vision had crit-
ics. As the Nobel-laureate 
poet Czeslaw Milosz writes in 
his recent book "The Witness 
of Poetry," Romantic poets 
like Wordsworth and Symbol-
ists like Rimbaud protested 
against the mechanistic 
world view. And, Milosz ex-
plains, like canaries placed in 
coal mines, they sensed the 
doom that lay ahead: "With 
the year 1848 the Age of Rap-
tures came to its close and the 
Age of Progress began. That 
was the season of the victori-
ous, scientific Weltan-
schauung, positivism, new in-
ventions joyously accepted, 
the triumphant march of 
technology. But the under-
ground already existed, and 
the underground knew that a 
worm was hidden in the beau-
tiful apple." 

The worm has now 
emerged into the open. The 
theories that shaped the Myth 
of Progress have, as the cul-
tural critic Steven Marcus ob-
serves, "failed to make good 
on their promises." Faith in 
reason and science and tech-
nology have not led us to 
Paradise. By placing the 
locus of all meaning in human 
reason and individual will, 

'Once, angels and demons, 
human beings and beasts were 
seen as all united in a sacred 
hierarchy; a Great Chain of Being. 
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our civilization has been led 
to nihilism and despair. 

Reality, it turns out, is not 
like a machine af ter all. As 
Einstein proved with his rela-
tivity theories, the universe is 
quirky—even time defies ab-
solute measurement. The 
Harvard biologist Stephen 
Jay Gould argues that evolu-
tion has been far from the or-
derly process envisioned by 
Darwin. Everywhere—in the 
hard sciences and the hu-
manities — the tidy theories 
of the Age of Reason are 
being discredited because 
they were too rigid. 

"What 's been happening in 
Western thought for the last 
several decades," says the 
Harvard sociologist Daniel 
Bell, " is a breaking down of a 
rational cosmology." In 
Bell's perspective, the return 
of mystical themes today re-
flects the collapse of that ra-
tional world view. 

Moreover, while the old vi-
sion is being shattered, noth-
ing has been found to replace 
it. "A huge gaping void has 
opened up ," says William 
Barrett. He suggests that the 
emergence of mystical motifs 
today grows out of "an uncon-
scious, aching desire to fill 
the void, to see meaning in 
the universe, something more 

'The emergence of archaic, mystical 
motifs represents an effort 
to find a replacement 
for the world view we 
have lost It does not work' 

than just an outpouring of 
facts ." 

But why ¡are serious writers 
and artists using fairy tales 
and allegories and mysticism 
to fill the void? 

According to the Italian 
writer Italo Calvino, contem-
porary artists a re reacting to 
what he calls " a plague of ab-
straction" that is "spreading 
like an epidemic" through 
modern societies. Calvino, 
who has compiled a collection 
of Italian folk tales in addi-
tion to writing fantastical fic-
tion of his own, suggests that 
this plague is cheating mod-
ern man out of authentic ex-
perience, threatening the loss 
of his physical senses and and 

endangering his relationship 
to nature. Like other leading 
thinkers and writers, Calvino 
believes that the cause lies in 
the lingering side effects of 
the old rational world view. 
Technology, for example, 
places human beings at risk 
of becoming like robots, while 
the barrage of " f a c t s " from 
the mass media removes 
events from their larger con-
texts and substitutes abstract 
words for real life. 

Allegories and fairy tales 
offset these dangers, Calvino 
says, because "they provide a 
way of seeing ideas with the 
body, of linking the abstract 
to the concrete and to the 
senses. In allegories, abstrac-

tions are always conveyed in 
action" — as, for example, 
Snow White's eating of the 
poisoned apple directly con-
veys the loss of innocence. 
The logic of fairy tales and 
allegories, Calvino says, " is 
the logic of our emotions, of 
our interior lives.' ' 

John living's best-selling 
novels, "The World Accord-
ing to Garp" and "The Hotel 
New Hampshire," a re also 
allegories. "The feeling that 
provokes m e , " Irving says, 
" is that we a re living in a 
time when there are not many 
heroes one can believe in." 
He says he turned to allego-
ries because "we need some 
sense that there a re charac-

ters with important things to 
do, that they are fated to do 
those things — that is the 
closest sense to religion. If we 
take away a plausible god, 
then we need some sense of 
magic, something that points 
beyond itself, beyond the indi-
vidual, the culture, the tech-
nology." 

In 1817 Goethe outlined a 
scheme that offers a remark-
able insight into the popu-
larity of fairy tales today. All 
historical-cultural cycles, he 
wrote, comprise four stages. 
The first stage is typified by 
deeply experienced visions 
and powerful symbols. The 
second and third stages a re 
increasingly analytical: The 
instincts are repressed and 
abstraction flourishes. The 
final stage is marked by 
banality and vulgar sensual-
ity. There is an attempt to re-
turn to the past to restore the 
vitality of the initial impetus, 
but the effort only creates 
chaos. 

Goethe described this final 
stage as follows: "Human 
need, aggravated by the 
course of history, leaps back-
ward over intelligent leader-
ship, confuses priestly, folk 
and primitive beliefs, grabs 
now here, now there, a t tradi-
tions, submerges itself in 
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widely expressed fears that there 
may not be a future for our children, 
that the quality of life is deteriorat-
ing, that the world will be annihilated 
by nuclear weapons or chemical poi-
sons. Of course, there are real dan-
gers today, but were we at the first 
stage of a cycle — at the beginning of 
the Enlightenment, for example—we 
would be able to tolerate such risks. 
There would be a sense of hope, not 
doom. 

The emergence of archaic, mystical 
motifs in the culture today represents 
a groping effort to find a replacement 
for the world view we have lost. But it 
does not work. What Daniel Bell has 
said about religions is also true of the 
shaping of a world view: It cannot be 
manufactured by political theorists 
or religious demogogues, but must 
"grow out of the deepest needs of indi-
viduals, sharing a common waken-
ing," and cannot be created by "engi-
neers of the soul.'' 

Moreover, a subtle authoritarian-
ism pervades the trend — for exam-
ple, a feudal social order wherein 
lords have absolute rule by divine 
right, and larger-than-life heroes 
whose very existence discredits the 
notion of the equality of mankind. 
This may have ominous political and 
social implications. Individuals torn 
by anxiety and confusion always have 
a tendency to give up their freedom to 
half-baked ideologies and self-pro-
claimed messiahs, but that tendency 
is enhanced during periods of rapid 
social change, like today. Among 
those who are fearful of this possibil-
ity is Dr. Kernberg, who suggests 
that, at such times, people may easily 
fall under the spell of charismatic 
leaders who present "simple, grandi-
ose ideas that can easily be communi-
cated to the group. Their simplistic 
ideologies have a soothing, healing ef-
fect." 

The shaping of a new unifying vi-
sion will be a slow process, immune to 
tinkering or ready-made panaceas. 
We will have to live with confusion 
and uncertainty for some time. Our 
dilemma can be likened to that of the 
14th century — what might be called 
another "fourth stage" in Goethe's 
scheme — when there was a burst of 
mysticism as the old feudal order and 
the total dominion of the church were 
disintegrating. After that century of 
disorder and confusion, a new cycle 
began with the Renaissance and the 
Reformation. 

For now, though, there are more 
questions than answers. The "true 
question," as Norman Mailer puts it, 
maybe: 

"Is the spiritual air poisoned be-
yond repair? Is there no saving reac-
tion in it? One sees a collective loss of 
energy, which is a reflection of fac-
tors so huge they are beyond compre-
hension. The economic index goes up, 
but human energy recedes. I expect 
that we're going to have odd convul-
sions, surrealistic events, that terror-
ism will increase. 

"The situation is not entirely with-
out hope. There may be vast potential 
out there. I don't see the way yet. 
There is a thinning of the mist, but no 
light yet " • 

mysteries, sets fairy tales in the place 
of poetry, and elevates these to arti-
cles of belief." 

Without a focus or coherent vision, 
Goethe wrote, "every-odd individual 
steps forward as leader and teacher, 
and gives forth his perfect folly as a 
perfected whole. ' ' 

We are today in the final, decaying 
stage of a historical-cultural cycle. 

The Enlightenment epoch is winding 
down to a rasping demise. There is no 
coherent vision guiding the culture 
and no uniform, shared set of mean-
ings by which individuals can lend 
larger significance to their own ex-
perience or to the events of the world 
as a whole. "The result," says the cul-
tural critic William Phillips, "is intel-
lectual chaos — cacophony of contra-

dictory opinions spreading all over 
the political and ideological map." 

The collapse of a coherent world 
view is, in my view, the root of the 
psychic numbness that many psy-
chologists describe as the contempo-
rary malaise. Moreover, it is this 
sense that things are unglued, that 
life and the world have lost their 
meaning, that is behind many of the 
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7"E are on the front porch at 
%/%/ Frank Martin's drying-out 
• » facility. Like the rest of us at 

Frank Martin's, J.P. is first and fore-
most a drunk. But he's also a chimney 
sweep. It's his first time here, and he's 
scared. I've been here once before. 
What's to say? I'm back. J.P.'s real 
name is Joe Penny, but he says I 
should call him J.P. He's about thirty 
years old. Younger than I am. Not 
much younger, but a little. He's telling 
me how he decided to go into his line 
of work, and he wants to use his hands 
when he talks. But his hands tremble. 
I mean, they won't keep still. "This 
has never happened to me before," he 
says. He means the trembling. I tell 
him I sympathize. I tell him the shakes 
will idle down. And they will. But it 
takes time. 

We've only been in here a couple of 
days. We're not out of the woods yet. 
J.P. has these shakes, and every so 
often a nerve—maybe it isn't a nerve, 
but it's something—begins to jerk in 
my shoulder. Sometimes it's at the side 
of my neck. When this happens my 
mouth dries up. It's an effort just to 
swallow then. I know something's 
about to happen and I want to head it 
off. I want to hide from it, that's what 
I want to do. Just close my eyes and let 
it pass by, let it take the next man. J.P. 
can wait a minute. 

I saw a seizure yesterday morning. 
A guy they call Tiny. A big fat guy, 
an electrician from Santa Rosa. They 
said he'd been in here for nearly two 
weeks and .that he was over the hump. 
He was going home in a day or two 
and would spend New Year's Eve 
with his wife in front of the T V . On 
New Year's Eve, Tiny planned to 
drink hot chocolate and eat cookies. 
Yesterday morning he seemed just fine 
when he came down for breakfast. He 
was letting out with quacking noises, 
showing some guy how he called 
ducks right down onto his head. 
"Blam. Blam," said Tiny, picking off 
a couple. Tiny's hair was damp and 
was slicked back along the sides of his 
head. He'd just come out of the 
shower. He'd also nicked himself on 
the chin with his razor. But so what? 
Just about everybody at Frank Mar-
tin's has nicks on his face. It's some-
thing that happens. Tiny edged in at 
the head of the table and began telling 
about something that had happened on 
one of his drinking bouts. People at 

the table laughed and shook their 
heads as they shovelled up their eggs. 
Tiny would say something, grin, then 
look around the table for a sign of 
recognition. We'd all done things just 
as bad and crazy, so, sure, that's why 
we laughed. Tiny had scrambled eggs 
on his plate, and some biscuits and 
honey. I was at the table but I wasn't 
hungry. I had some coffee in front of 
me. Suddenly Tiny wasn't there any-
more. He'd gone over in his chair with 
a big clatter. He was on his back on 
the floor with his eyes closed, his heels 
drumming the linoleum. People hol-
lered for Frank Martin. But he was 
right there. A couple of guys got down 
on the floor beside Tiny. One of the 
guys put his fingers inside Tiny's 
mouth and tried to hold his tongue. 
Frank Martin yelled, "Everybody 
stand back!" Then I noticed that the 
bunch of us were leaning over Tiny, 
just looking at him, not able to take 
our eyes off him. "Give him air!" 
Frank Martin said. Then he ran into 
the office and called the ambulance. 

Tiny is on board again today. Talk 
about bouncing back. This morning 
Frank Martin drove the station wagon 
to the hospital to get him. Tiny got 
back too late for his eggs, but he took 
some coffee into the dining room and 
sat down at the table anyway. Some-
body in the kitchen made toast for 
him, but Tiny didn't eat it. He just sat 
with his coffee and looked into his cup. 
Every now and then he moved his cup 
back and forth in front of him. 

I'd like to ask him if he had any 
signal just before it happened. I'd like 
to know if he felt his ticker skip a beat, 
or else begin to race. Did his eyelid 
twitch? But I'm not about to say any-
thing. He doesn't look like he's hot to 
talk about it anyway. But what hap-
pened to Tiny is something I won't 
ever forget. Old Tiny flat on the floor, 
kicking his heels. So every time this 
little flitter starts up anywhere, I draw 
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some breath and wait to find myself on 
my back, looking up, somebody's 
fingers in my mouth. 

I N his chair on the front porch, J.P. 
keeps his hands in his lap. I smoke 

cigarettes and use an old coal bucket 
for an ashtray. I listen to J.P. ramble 
on. It's eleven o'clock in the morning 
—an hour and a half until lunch. 
Neither one of us is hungry. But just 
the same we look forward to going 
inside and sitting down at the table. 
Maybe we'll get hungry. 

What's J.P. talking about, anyway? 
He's saying how when he was twelve 
years old he fell into a well in the 
vicinity of the farm he grew up on. It 
was a dry well, lucky for him. "Or 
unlucky," he says, looking around him 
and shaking his head. He says how 
late that afternoon, after he'd been 
located, his dad hauled him out with a 
rope. J.P. had wet his pants down 
there. He'd suffered all kinds of terror 
in that well, hollering for help, wait-
ing, and then hollering some more. He 
hollered himself hoarse before it was 
over. But he told me that being at the 
bottom of that well had made a lasting 
impression. He'd sat there and looked 
up at the well mouth. Way up at the 
top he could see a circle of blue sky. 
Every once in a while a white cloud 
passed over. A flock of birds flew 
across, and it seemed to J.P. their 
wingbeats set up this odd commotion. 
He heard other things. He heard tiny 
rustlings above him in the well, which 
made him wonder if things might fall 
down into his hair. He was thinking 
of insects. He heard wind blow over 
the well mouth, and that sound made 
an impression on him, too. In short, 
everything about his life was different 
for him at the bottom of that well. But 
nothing fell on him and nothing 
closed off that little circle of blue. 
Then his dad came along with the 
rope, and it wasn't long before J.P. 
was back in the world he'd always 
lived in. 

"Keep talking, J.P. Then what?" I 
say. 

When he was eighteen or nineteen 
years old and out of high school and 
had nothing whatsoever he wanted to 
do with his life, he went across town 
one afternoon to visit a friend. This 
friend lived in a house with a fireplace. 
J.P. and his friend sat around drinking 
beer and batting the breeze. They 
played some records. Then the door-
bell rings. The friend goes to the 
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IN THE HOU5E OF THE JUDGE 
All of them asleep, the suspiring everywhere is audible weight 

in the winter-shadowed house where I have dreamed 
night after night and stand now trying 

to believe it is only dust, no more than vent-spew 
risen from the idiotically huffing old 

grandfather of a furnace in the coal room's heart of darkness. 

Haven't I touched the flesh-gray sift on bookshelves, on framed 
dim photographs of ancestors, even clotted arms 

of the banjo clock until it tolls past 
all resemblance to time and clicks like a musket's 

steel hammer? And every day I wipe my glasses but still it comes, 
as now, at the top of the whining stairs, I am 

come to wait with my hand laid light on the moon-slicked railing. 
I hear the house-heave of sleepers, and go jittery 

with no fear I can name. I feel myself 
shaped by the mica-fine motes that once were one 

body in earth until gouged, cracked, to 
lie tumbled apart and scarcely glowing under a draft-fanned pit. 

Pipes clank and gargle like years in the ashen veins of the judge 
when they came to this house, dung-heeled, some 

drunk, all with stuttered pleas to free 
their young, who could make it given a chance, just 

one more good chance, so they said. Impassive, in skin-folds thick 
as a lizard, he stared at the great one for a sign, 

the dog across the room, who kept a wary eye and was a one-man dog. 
Overhead do the same unbearable stars yet wheel 

in bright, ubiquitous malice, and what 
am I, wiping my glasses, certain this house walks 

in nail-clicking threat, going to plead? 
I look out through warped Civil War glass buffed by men now ash 

where the small park he donated in civic pride lies snow-blistered. 
Sub-zero then, as now, sent fire in the opening 

throat, but they came. Tethered horses, 
striding shadows, and women who shrieked nightlong 

until even gone they continued in his head. He heard them breathing. 
He painted his house a perfectly sneering white. 

I stare at that glaring snow-fired floor as if its blunt back-look 
could soften my fear or say why I sniff like a 

dog, seem to taste a skim of black air 

door. This young woman chimney 
sweep is there with her cleaning 
things. She's wearing a top hat, the 
sight of which knocked J.P. for a loop. 
She tells J.P.'s friend that she has an 
appointment to clean the fireplace. 
The friend lets her in and bows. The 
young woman doesn't pay him any 
mind. She spreads a blanket on the 
hearth and lays out her gear. She's 
wearing these black pants, black shirt, 
black shoes and socks. Of course by 
now she's taken her hat off. J.P. says it 
nearly drove him nuts to look at her. 
She does the work, she cleans the 
chimney, while J.P. and his friend 
play records and drink beer. But they 
watch her and they watch what she 
does. Now and then J.P. and his 
friend look at each other and grin, or 
else they wink. They raise their eye-
brows when the upper half of the 
young woman disappears into the 
chimney. She was all-right-looking, 
too, J.P. said. She was about his age. 

When she'd finished her work, she 
rolled her things up in the blanket. 
From J.P.'s friend she took a check 
that had been made out to her by his 
parents. And then she asks the friend 
if he wants to kiss her. "It's supposed 
to bring good luck," she says. That 
does it for J.P. The friend rolls his 
eyes. He clowns some more. Then, 
probably blushing, he kisses her on the 
cheek. At this minute J.P. made his 
mind up about something. He put his 
beer down. He got up from the sofa. 
He went over to the young woman as 
she was starting to go out the door. 

"Me, too?" J.P. said to her. She 
swept her eyes over him. J.P. says he 
could feel his heart knocking. The 
young woman's name, it turns out, 
was Roxy. 

"Sure," Roxy says. "Why not? I've 
got some extra kisses." And she kissed 
him a good one right on the lips and 
then turned to go. 

Like that, quick as a wink, J.P. 
followed her onto the porch. He held 
the porch screen door for her. He went 
down the steps with her and out to the 
drive, where she'd parked her panel 
truck. It was something that was out 
of his hands. Nothing else in the 
world counted for anything. He knew 
he'd met somebody who could set his 
legs atremble. He could feel her kiss 
still burning on his lips, etc. At that 
minute J.P. couldn't begin to sort any-
thing out. He was filled with sensa-
tions that were carrying him every 
which way. 

He opened the rear door of the panel 
truck for her. He helped her store her 
things inside. "Thanks," she told 
him. Then he blurted it out—that 
he'd like to see her again. Would she 
go to a movie with him sometime? 
He'd realized, too, what he wanted to 
do with his life. He wanted to do what 
she did. He wanted to be a chimney 
sweep. But he didn't tell her that then. 

J.P. says she put her hands on her 
hips and looked him over. Then she 
found a business card in the front seat 
of her truck. She gave it to him. She 
said, "Call this number after ten 
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o'clock tonight. The answering ma-
chine will be turned off then. We can 
talk. I have to go now." She put the 
top hat on and then took it off. She 
looked at J.P. once more. She must 
have liked what she saw, because this 
time she grinned. He told her there 
was a smudge near her mouth. Then 
she got into her truck, tooted the horn, 
and drove away. 

"Then what?" I say. "Don't stop 
now, J.P." I was interested. But I 
would have listened if he'd been going 
on about how one day he'd decided to 
start pitching horseshoes. 



upsweeping the deep stairwell, and feel my hair gone 
white on my head. How many hours must 

a man watch the snow-skinned world before he sees it is like a dream 

of useless hope stamped and restamped by the ash-steps of those we 
can do no justice to except in loving them? But 

what could he do before the raw fact 
such cleavers of flesh and sweat-stinking shapes are? 

I think how he must have thought of a bulb-nosed teacher of law, him 
saying: There is only truth! He had learned the law. 

But what was the truth to leave him trembling like a child in prayer? 
In late years he kept that monster by his side, went out 

walking him alone in the ice, the nail-raker; 
having tried to keep him as a man should, civilly, door 

after door clawed deep as a heart is, in the end 
was inseparable from the beast, who, it was said, kept the judge alive. 

Until he was not, until his house emptied, until we came, whom I can hear 
breathing, those heads warm as banked ash under my hand 

laid light as I have laid it on this railing. 
But are we only the upfloating and self-clinging of ash 

that loops through a dark house as now, suddenly, I see the enigmatic 
circling fissure in the snow? Are those only the tracks 

of the dog I locked below, the many deep-gouged steps shaping a question 
mark where the earth, charred, is the upturned brother, 

betrayed, accusing? The moon, far off and dim, 
plays tricks with my eyes and the snow path turns dark as 

a line of men marched into the earth. My breath floats whitely before me 
to crouch and cry out I did not do this, when the shuddering 

courthouse clock across the square breaks me back to myself. Like dream's 
aftershock, the heirloom banjo starts to thud and drum 

so I turn and hustle downstairs to halt it. 
Even with my hands laid on its hands it wants to thump 

its tensionless heart out, but I can do this 
at least: I can hold on to help them sleep through another night. I can 

sit for a while afterward in the ice-flickering darkness that knows ash 
is heavily filling my house. I can sit with my own 

dark-eyed walker in the snow, who has come 
under my hand without question or answer. If I sleep 

he will pad the house above the fire-pit, he will claw me awake to hear 
they are still breathing in the house of the judge 

where I live. 
— D A V E SMITH 

It rained last night. The clouds are 
banked up against the hills across the 
valley. J.P. clears his throat and looks 
at the hills and the clouds. He pulls his 
chin. Then he goes on with what he 
was saying. 

Roxy starts going out with him on 
dates. And little by little he talks her 
into letting him go along on jobs with 
her. But Roxy's in business with her 
father and brother and they've got just 
the right amount of work. They don't 
need anybody else. Besides, who was 
this guy J.P.? J.P. what? Watch out, 
they warned her. 
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So she and J.P. saw some movies 
together. They went to a few dances. 
But mainly the courtship revolved 
around their cleaning chimneys to-
gether. Before you know it, J.P. says, 
they're talking about tying the knot. 
And after a while they do it, they get 
married. J.P.'s new father-in-law 
takes him in as a full partner. In a year 
or so, Roxy has a kid. She's quit being 
a chimney sweep. At any rate, she's 
quit doing the work. Pretty soon she 
has another kid. J.P.'s in his mid-
twenties by now. He's buying a house. 
He says he was happy with his life. "I 

was happy with the way things were 
going," he says. "I had everything I 
wanted. I had a wife and kids I loved, 
and I was doing what I wanted to do 
with my life." But for some reason— 
who knows why we do what we do?— 
his drinking picks up. For a long time 
he drinks beer and beer only. Any kind 
of beer—it didn't matter. He says he 
could drink beer twenty-four hours a 
day. He'd drink beer at night while he 
watched TV. Sure, once in a while he 
drank hard stuff. But that was only if 
they went out on the town, which was 
not often, or else when they had com-
pany over. Then a time comes, he 
doesn't know why, when he makes the 
switch from beer to gin-and-tonic. 
And he'd have more gin-and-tonic af-
ter dinner, sitting in front of the TV. 
There was always a glass of gin-and-
tonic in his hand. He says he actually 
liked the taste of it. He began stopping 
off after work for drinks before he 
went home to have more drinks. Then 
he began missing some dinners. He 
just wouldn't show up. Or else he'd 
show up but he wouldn't want any-
thing to eat. He'd filled up on snacks 
at the bar. Sometimes he'd walk in the 
door and for no good reason throw his 
lunch pail across the living room. 
When Roxy yelled at him, he'd turn 
around and go out again. He moved 
his drinking time up to early after-
noon, while he was still supposed to be 
working. He tells me that he was 
starting off the morning with a couple 
of drinks. He'd have a belt of the stuff 
before he brushed his teeth. Then he'd 
have his coffee. He'd go to work with 
a thermos bottle of vodka in his lunch 
pail. 

J.P. quits talking. He just clams up. 
What's going on? I'm listening. It's 
helping me relax, for one thing. It's 
taking me away from my own situa-
tion. After a minute, I say, "What the 
hell? Go on, J.P." He's pulling his 
chin. But pretty soon he starts talking 
again. 

J.P. and Roxy are having some real 
fights now. I mean fights. J.P. says 
that one time she hit him in the face 
with her fist and broke his nose. 
"Look at this," he says. "Right here." 
He shows me a line across the bridge 
of his nose. "That's a broken nose." 
He returned the favor. He dislocated 
her shoulder for her on that occasion. 
Another time he split her lip. They 
beat on each other in front of the kids. 
Things got out of hand. But he kept 
on drinking. He couldn't stop. And 



44 
nothing could make him stop. Not 
even with Roxy's dad and her brother 
threatening to beat hell out of him. 
They told Roxy she should take the 
kids and clear out. But Roxy said it 
was her problem. She got herself into 
it, and she'd solve it. 

Now J.P. gets real quiet again. He 
hunches his shoulders and pulls down 
in his chair. He watches a car driving 
down the road between this place and 
the hills. 

I say, "I want to hear the rest of 
this, J.P. You better keep talking." 

"I just don't know," he says. He 
shrugs. 

"It's all right," I say. And I mean 
it's O.K. for him to tell it. "Go on, 
J.P." 

One way she tried to solve things, 
J.P. says, was by finding a boyfriend. 
J.P. would like to know how she 
found the time with the house and 
kids. 

I look at him and I'm surprised. 
He's a grown man. "If you want to do 
that," I say, "you find the time. You 
make the time." 

J.P. shakes his head. "I guess so," 
he says. 

Anyway, he found out about it— 
about Roxy's boyfriend—and he went 
wild. He manages to get Roxy's wed-

ding ring off her finger. And when he 
does he cuts it into several pieces with 
a pair of wire cutters. Good solid fun. 
They'd already gone a couple of 
rounds on this occasion. On his way to 
work the next morning he gets ar-
rested on a drunk-driving charge. He 
loses his driver's license. He can't 
drive the truck to work anymore. Just 
as well, he says. He'd already fallen off 
a roof the week before and broken his 
thumb. It was just a matter of time 
until he broke his God-damned neck, 
he says. 

He was here at Frank Martin's to 
dry out and to figure how to get his 
life back on track. But he wasn't here 
against his will, any more than I was. 
We weren't locked up. We could leave 
anytime we wanted. But a minimum 
stay of a week was recommended, and 
two weeks or a month was, as they put 
it, "strongly advised." 

As I said, this is my second time at 
Frank Martin's. When I was trying 
to sign a check to pay in advance for a 
week's stay, Frank Martin said, "The 
holidays are always a bad time. Maybe 
you should think of sticking around a 
little longer this time? Think in terms 
of a couple of weeks. Can you do a 
couple of weeks? Think about it, any-
way. You don't have to decide any-

"Chubby! Who the hell is Chubby? 
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thing right now," he said. He held his 
thumb on the check and I signed my 
name. Then I walked my girlfriend to 
the front door and said goodbye. 
"Goodbye," she said, and she lurched 
into the doorjamb and then onto the 
porch. It's late afternoon. It's raining. 
I go from the door to the window. I 
move the curtain and watch her drive 
away. She's in my car. She's drunk. 
But I'm drunk, too, and there's noth-
ing I can do. I make it to a big old 
chair that's close to the radiator, and I 
sit down. Some guys look up from 
their TV. Then slowly they shift back 
to what they were watching. I just sit 
there. Now and then I look up at 
something that's happening on the 
screen. 

Later that afternoon the front door 
banged open and J.P. was brought in 
between these two big guys—his fa-
ther-in-law and brother-in-law I find 
out afterward. They steered J.P. 
across the room. The old guy signed 
him in and gaVe Frank Martin a 
check. Then these two guys helped 
J.P. upstairs. I guess they put him to 
bed. Pretty soon the old guy and the 
other guy came downstairs and headed 
for the front door. They couldn't seem 
to get out of this place fast enough. It 
was as if they couldn't wait, to wash 

their hands of all this. 
I didn't blame them. 
Hell, no. I don't know 
how I'd act if I was in 
their shoes. 

A day and a half 
later J.P. and I meet 
up on the front porch. 
We shake hands and 
c o m m e n t on the 
weather. J.P. has a 
case of the shakes. We 
sit down and prop our 
feet on the railing. We 
lean back in our chairs 
as if we're just out 
there taking our ease, 
as if we might be 
getting ready to talk 
about our bird dogs. 
That's when J.P. gets 
going with his story. 

IT'S cold out, but 
not too cold. It's a 

little overcast. At one 
point Frank Martin 
comes outside to finish 
his cigar. He has on a 
sweater buttoned up 
to his Adam's apple. 
Frank Martin is short 
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and heavyset. He has 
curly gray hair and a 
small head. His head is 
out of proportion with 
the rest of his body. 
Frank Martin puts the 
cigar in his mouth 
and stands with his 
arms crossed over his 
chest. He works that 
cigar in his mouth and 
looks across the val-
ley. He stands there 
like a prizefighter, 
like somebody who 
knows the score. 

J.P. gets real quiet 
again. I mean, he's 
hardly breathing. I 
toss my cigarette into 
the coal bucket and 
look hard at J.P., who 
scoots farther down in 
his chair. J.P. pulls up 
his collar. What the 
hell's going on, I 
wonder. Frank Martin 
uncrosses his arms and 
takes a puff on the 
cigar. He lets the smoke 
carry out of his mouth. 
Then he raises his chin toward the 
hills and says, "Jack London used to 
have a big place on the other side of 
this valley. Right over there behind 
that green hill you're looking at. But 
alcohol killed him. Let that be a les-
son. He was a better man than any 
of us. But he couldn't handle the 
stuff, either." He looks at what's left 
of his cigar. It's gone out. He tosses 
it into the bucket. "You guys want 
to read something while you're here, 
read that book of his 'The Call of 
the Wild.' You know the one I'm 
talking about? We have it inside, if 
you want to read something. It's 
about this animal that's half dog 
and half wolf. They don't write books 
like that anymore. But we could 
have helped Jack London, if we'd 
been here in those, days. And if 
he'd let us. If he'd asked for our 
help. Hear me? Like we can help you. 
I f . If you ask for it and if you lis-
ten. End of sermon. But don't forget 
it. If," he says again. Then he hitches 
his pants and tugs his sweater down. 
"I'm going inside," he says. "See you 
at lunch." 

"I feel like a bug when he's 
around," J.P. says. "He makes me feel 
like a bug. Something you could step 
on." J.P. shakes his head. Then he 
says, "Jack London. What a name! I 
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wish I had me a name like that. In-
stead of the name I got." 

FRANK M A R T I N talked about that 
"if" the first time I was here. My 

wife brought me up here that time. 
That's when we were still living to-
gether, trying to make things work 
out. She brought me here and she 
stayed around for an hour or two, 
talking to Frank Martin in private. 
Then she left. The next morning 
Frank Martin got me aside and said, 
"We can help you. If you want help 
and want to listen to what we say." 
But I didn't know if they could help 
me or not. Part of me wanted help. 
But there was another part. All said, it 
was a very big if. 

This time around, six months after 
my first stay, it was my girlfriend who 
drove me here. She was driving my 
car. She drove us through a rainstorm. 
We drank champagne all the way. We 
were both drunk when she pulled up in 
the drive. She intended to drop me off, 
turn around, and drive home again. 
She had things to do. One thing she 
had to do was to go to work the next 
day. She was a secretary. She had an 
O.K. job with this electronic-parts 
firm. She also had this mouthy teen-
age son. I wanted her to get a motel 
room in town, spend the night, and 

then drive home. I don't know if she 
got the room or not. I haven't heard 
from her since she led me up the front 
steps the other day and walked me into 
Frank Martin's office and said, "Guess 
who's here." 

But I wasn't mad at her. In the first 
place she didn't have any idea what 
she was letting herself in for when she 
said I could stay with her after my 
wife asked me to leave. I felt sorry for 
her. The reason I felt sorry for her 
was that on the day before Christmas 
her Pap smear came back from the lab, 
and the news was not cheery. She'd 
have to go back to the doctor, and real 
soon. That kind of news was reason 
enough for both of us to start drink-
ing. So what we did was get ourselves 
good and drunk. And on Christmas 
Day we were still drunk. We had to 
go out to a restaurant to eat, because 
she didn't feel anything like cooking. 
The two of us and her mouthy teen-
age son opened some presents, and 
then we went to this steak house near 
her apartment. I wasn't hungry. I had 
some soup and a hot roll. I drank a 
bottle of wine with the soup. She 
drank some wine, too. Then we 
started in on Bloody Marys. For the 
next couple of days I didn't eat any-
thing except cashew nuts. But I drank 
a lot of bourbon. On the morning 



of the twenty-eighth I said to her, 
"Sugar, I think I'd better pack up. I 
better go back to Frank Martin's. I 
need to try that place on again. Hey, 
how about you driving me?" 

She tried to explain to her son that 
she was going to be gone that after-
noon and evening, and he'd have to 
get his own dinner. But right as we 
were going out the door this God-
damned kid screamed at us. He 
screamed, "You call this love? The 
hell with you both! I hope you never 
come back. I hope you kill yourselves!" 
Imagine this kid! 

Before we left town I had her stop 
at the liquor store, where I bought us 
three bottles of champagne. Quality 

stuff—Piper. We stopped someplace 
else for plastic glasses. Then we 
picked up a bucket of fried chicken. 
We set out for Frank Martin's in this 
rainstorm, drinking champagne and 
listening to music on the radio. She 
drove. I looked after the radio and 
poured champagne. We tried to make 
a little party out of it. But we were 
sad, too. There was that fried chicken, 
but we didn't eat any of it. 

I guess she got home O.K. I think I 
would have heard something if she 
hadn't made it back. But she hasn't 
called me, and I haven't called her. 
Maybe she's had some news about her-
self by now. Then again, maybe she 
hasn't heard anything. Maybe it was 

all a mistake. Maybe it was somebody 
else's test. But she has my car, and I 
have things at her house. I know we'll 
be seeing each other again. 

They clang an old farm bell here to 
signal mealtime. J.P. and I get out of 
our chairs slowly, like old geezers, and 
we go inside. It's starting to get too 
cold on the porch anyway. We can see 
our breath drifting out from us as we 
talk. 

NEW Y E A R ' S E V E morning I try to 
call my wife. There's no an-

swer. It's O.K. But even if it wasn't 
O.K., what am I supposed to do? The 
last time we talked on the phone, a 
couple of weeks ago, we screamed at 
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each other. I hung a few names on 
her. "Wet brain!" she said, and put 
the phone back where it belonged. 

But I wanted to talk to her now. 
Something had to be done about my 
stuff. I still had things at her house, 
too. 

One of the guys here is a guy who 
travels. He goes to Europe and the 
Middle East. That's what he says, 
anyway. Business, he says. He also 
says he has his drinking under control 
and doesn't have any idea why he's 
here at Frank Martin's. But he doesn't 
remember getting here. He laughs 
about it, about his not remembering. 
"Anyone can have a blackout," he 
says. "That doesn't prove a thing." 

He's not a drunk—he tells us this and 
we listen. "That's a serious charge to 
make," he says. "That kind of talk 
can ruin a good man's prospects." He 
further says that if he'd only stick to 
whiskey and water, no ice, he'd never 
get "intoxicated"—his word—and 
have these blackouts. It's the ice they 
put into your drink that does it. "Who 
do you know in Egypt?" he asks me. 
"I can use a few names over there." 

For New Year's Eve dinner Frank 
Martin serves steak and baked potato. 
A green salad. My appetite's coming 
back. I eat the salad. I clean up every-
thing on my plate and I could eat 
more. I look over at Tiny's plate. 
Hell, he's hardly touched anything. 

• • 

His steak is just sitting there getting 
cold. Tiny is not the same old Tiny. 
The poor bastard had planned to be at 
home tonight. He'd planned to be in 
his robe and slippers in front of the 
TV, holding hands with his wife. 
Now he's afraid to leave. I can under-
stand. One seizure means you're a 
candidate for another. Tiny hasn't 
told any more nutty stories on himself 
since it happened. He's stayed quiet 
and kept to himself. Pretty soon I ask 
him if I can have his steak, and he 
pushes his plate over to me. 

They let us keep the T V on until 
the New Year has been rung in at 
Times Square. Some of us are still up, 
sitting around the TV, watching the 



crowds on the screen, when Frank 
Martin comes in to show us his cake. 
He brings it around and shows it to 
each of us. I know he didn't make it. 
It's a God-damned bakery cake. But 
still it's a cake. It's a big white cake. 
Across the top of the cake there's writ-
ing in pink letters. The writing says 
"Happy New Year—1 Day At A 
Time." 

"I don't want any stupid cake," says 
the guy who goes to Europe and the 
Middle East. "Where's the cham-
pagne?" he says, and laughs. 

We all go into the dining room. 
Frank Martin cuts the cake. I sit next 
to J.P. J.P. eats two pieces and drinks 
a Coke. I eat a piece and wrap another 
piece in a napkin, thinking of later. 

J.P. lights a cigarette—his hands 
are steady now—and he tells me his 
wife is coming to visit him in the 
morning. The first day of the New 
Year. 

"That's great," I say. I nod. I lick 
the frosting off my finger. "That's 
good news, J.P." 

"I'll introduce you," he says. 
"I look forward to it," I say. 
We say good night. We say Happy 

New Year. Sleep well. I use a napkin 
on my fingers. We shake hands. 

I go to the pay phone once more, 
put in a dime, and call my wife collect. 
But nobody answers this time, either. I 
think about calling my girlfriend, and 
I'm dialling her number when I real-
ize I don't want to talk to her. She's 
probably at home watching the same 
thing on T V that I've been watching. 
But maybe she isn't. Maybe she's out. 
Why shouldn't she be? Anyway, I 
don't want to talk to her. I hope she's 
O.K. But if she has something wrong 
with her I don't want to know about 
it. Not now. In any case, I won't talk 
to her tonight. 

A F T E R breakfast J.P. and I take 
coffee out to the porch, where we 

plan to wait for his wife. The sky is 
clear, but it's cold enough so we're 
wearing our sweaters and jackets. 

"She asked me if she should bring 
the kids," J.P. says. "I told her she 
should keep the kids at home. Can you 
imagine? My God, I don't want my 
kids up here." 

We use the coal bucket for an ash-
tray. We look across the valley to 
where Jack London used to live. 
We're drinking more coffee, when this 
car turns off the road and comes down 
the drive. 

"That's her!" J.P. says. He puts his 
cup next to his chair. He gets up and 
goes down the steps to the drive. 

I see this woman stop the car and set 
the brake. I see J.P. open the car door. 
I watch her get out, and I see them 
embrace. They hug each other. I look 
away. Then I look back. J.P. takes the 
woman's arm and they come up the 
stairs. This woman has crawled into 
chimneys. This woman broke a man's 
nose once. She has had two kids, and 
much trouble, but she loves this man 
who has her by the arm. I get up from 
the chair. 

"This is my friend," J.P. says to his 
wife. "Hey, this is Roxy." 

Roxy takes my hand. She's a tall, 
good-looking woman in a blue knit 
cap. She has on a coat, a heavy white 
sweater, and dark slacks. I recall what 
J.P. told me about the boyfriend and 
the wire cutters—all that—and I 
glance at her hands. Right. I don't see 
any wedding ring. That's in pieces 
somewhere. Her hands are broad and 
the fingers have these big knuckles. 
This is a woman who can make fists if 
she has to. 

"I've heard about you," I say. "J.P. 
told me how you got acquainted. 
Something about a chimney, J.P. 
said." 

"Yes, a chimney," she says. Her 
eyes move away from my face, then 
return. She nods. She's anxious to be 
alone with J.P., which I can under-
stand. "There's probably a lot else he 
didn't tell you," she says. "I bet he 
didn't tell you everything," she says, 
and laughs. Then—she can't wait any 
longer—she slips her arm around 
J.P.'s waist and kisses him on the 
cheek. They start to move toward the 
door. "Nice meeting you," she says 
over her shoulder. "Hey, did he tell 
you he's the best sweep in the busi-
ness?" She lets her hand slide down 
from J.P.'s waist onto his hip. 

"Come on now, Roxy," J.P. says. 
He has his hand on the doorknob. 

"He told me he learned everything 
he knew from you," I say. 

"Well, that much is sure true," she 
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says. She laughs again. But it's as if 
she's thinking about something else. 
J.P. turns the doorknob. Roxy lays her 
hand over his hand. "Joe, can't we go 
into town for lunch? Can't I take you 
someplace for lunch?" 

J.P. clears his throat. He says, "It 
hasn't been a week yet." He takes his 
hand off the doorknob and brings his 
fingers to his chin. "I think they'd like 
it, you know, if I didn't leave the place 
for a little while yet. We can have 
some coffee inside," he says. 

"That's fine," she says. Her eyes 
light on me once more. "I'm glad 
Joe's made a friend here. Nice to meet 
you," she says again. 

They start to go inside. I know it's 
a foolish thing to do, but I do it 
anyway. "Roxy," I say. And they stop 
in the doorway and look at me. "I 
need some luck," I say. "No kidding. 
I could do with a kiss myself." 

J.P. looks down. He's still holding 
the doorknob, even though the door is 
open. He turns the doorknob back and 
forth. He's embarrassed. I'm embar-
rassed, too. But I keep looking at her. 
Roxy doesn't know what to make of 
it. She grins. "I'm not a sweep any-
more," she says. "Not for years. 
Didn't Joe tell you? What the hell. 
Sure, I'll kiss you. Sure. For luck." 

She moves over, she takes me by the 
shoulders—I'm a big man—and she 
plants this kiss on my lips. "How's 
that?" she says. 

"That's fine," I say. 
"Nothing to it," she says. She's still 

holding me by the shoulders. She's 
looking me right in the eyes. "Good 
luck," she says, and then she lets go of 
me. 

"See you later, pal," J.P. says. He 
opens the door all the way, and they 
go inside. 

I sit down on the front steps and 
light a cigarette. I watch what my 
hand does, then I blow out the match. 
I've got a case of the shakes. I started 
out with them this morning. This 
morning I wanted something to drink. 
It's depressing, and I didn't say any-
thing about it to J.P. I try to put my 
mind on something else and for once it 
works. 

I'm thinking about chimney sweeps 
—all that stuff I heard from J.P.— 
when for some reason I start to think 
about the house my wife and I lived in 
just after we were married. That 
house didn't have a chimney—hell, 
no—so I don't know what makes me 
remember it now. But I remember the 



house and how we'd only been in there 
a few weeks when I heard a noise 
outside one morning and woke up. It 
was Sunday morning and so early it 
was still dark in the bedroom. But 
there was this pale light coming in 
from the bedroom window. I listened. 
I could hear something scrape against 
the side of the house. I jumped out of 
bed and went to the window. 

"My God!" my wife says, sitting up 
in bed and shaking the hair away from 
her face. Then she starts to laugh. 
"It's Mr. Venturini," she says. "The 
landlord. I forgot to tell you. He said 
he was coming to paint the house to-
day. Early. Before it gets too hot. I 
forgot all about it," she says, and 
laughs some more. "Come on back to 
bed, honey. It's just the landlord." 

"In a minute," I say. 
I push the curtain away from the 

window. Outside, this old guy in 
white coveralls is standing next to his 
ladder. The sun is just starting to 
break above the mountains. The old 
guy and I look each other over. It's 
the landlord, all right—this old guy in 
coveralls. But his coveralls are too big 
for him. He needs a shave, too. And 
he's wearing this baseball cap to cover 
his bald head. God damn it, I think, if 
he isn't a weird old hombre, then I've 
never seen one. And at that minute a 
wave of happiness comes over me that 
I'm not him—that I'm me and that 
I'm inside this bedroom with my wife. 
He jerks his thumb toward the sun. He 
pretends to wipe his forehead. He's 
letting me know he doesn't have all 
that much time. The old duffer breaks 
into a grin. It's then I realize I'm 
naked. I look down at myself. I look at 
him again and shrug. I'm smiling. 
What'd he expect? 

My wife laughs. "Come on" she 
says. "Get back in this bed. Right 
now. This minute. Come on back to 
bed." 

I let go of the curtain. But I keep 
standing there at the window. I can 
see the landlord nod to himself as if to 
say, "Go on, sonny, go back to bed. I 
understand," as if he'd heard my wife 
calling me. He tugs the bill of his cap. 
Then he sets about his business. He 
picks up his bucket. He starts climbing 
the ladder. 

I lean back into the step behind me 
now and cross one leg over the other. 
Maybe later this afternoon I'll try 
calling my wife again. And then I'll 
call to see what's happening with my 
girlfriend. But I don't want to get her 

"All righty Bregery you hop a f lane for Israel and ex f lain our reasons 
for this decision. And youy Drellmanyfly over to Syria and exflain our 
reasons to them. Hawkins y you review the background for our decision 
in CairOy and youy Trenty brief NATO on our thinking. Roessler, you 
cover Saudi Arabiay giving our reasons for this decision there. And 
youy Attwattery get over to Iraq and lordany briefing those feofle. 

O.K.? By the wayy what exactly was our decision 

mouthy son on the line. If I do call, I 
hope he'll be out somewhere doing 
whatever he does when he's not hang-
ing around the house. I try to remem-
ber if I ever read any Jack London 
books. I can't remember. But there 
was a story of his I read in high 
school. "To Build a Fire" it was 
called. This guy in the Yukon is 
freezing. Imagine it—he's actually 
going to freeze to death if he can't get 
a fire going. With a fire he can dry his 
socks and clothing and warm himself. 
He gets his fire going, but then 
something happens to it. A branchful 
of snow drops on it. It goes out. 
Meanwhile, the temperature is falling. 
Night is coming on. 

I bring some change out of my 
pocket. I'll try my wife first. If she 

answers, I'll wish her a Happy New 
Year. But that's it. I won't bring up 
business. I won't raise my voice. Not 
even if she starts something. She'll ask 
me where I'm calling from, and I'll 
have to tell her. I won't say anything 
about New Year's resolutions. There's 
no way to make a joke out of this. 
After I talk to her, I'll call my girl-
friend. Maybe I'll call her first. I'll 
just have to hope I don't get her son 
on the line. "Hello, sugar," I'll say 
when she answers. "It's me." 

— R A Y M O N D CARVER 

DISHWASHER — W h i r l p o o l , s u p e r 
scowler, 2 speed, like new, $ 2 0 0 . — A d v . in 
the Orlando (Fla.) Sentinel Star. 

Will it bite the plumber? 



TAKING ART TO POINT ZERO—II 

T o see is to forget the name 
of the thing one s ee s .—Paul 
Valéry. 

I R O B E R T IRWIN in the 
fall of 1970 was a 
leading Southern 

California artist at a crucial 
turning point in his career. 
Up to that time, his work 
had seemed to glide sequen-
tially through many of the 
major themes of postwar 
American art. A cartoonist 
for his high-school annual, 
he'd become a facile figu-
rative portraitist during his 
years at art school in the 
early fifties. Following his 
exposure to Abstract Ex-
pressionism, at the hands 
of the hearty cabal of 
young Southern California 
artists who had grouped 
themselves around Los 
Angeles' avant-garde Fer-
us Gallery, late in the 
fifties, Irwin had begun 
concocting remarkably vig-
orous abstract canvases of 
his own. But in the sixties he em-
barked upon a passionate compression 
of his artistic vocation, initially limit-
ing himself to lines, then to dots, then 
(transcending the frame) to discs and 
columns that seemed to dematerialize 
in the play of substance and shadow. 
By the end of the decade, he was 
concentrating on the modulation of 
what he called "presence" in virtually 
empty rooms. 

Among other things, this evolution 
tended to puzzle and even distress art 
critics. They were constantly trying to 
pigeonhole Irwin as an artist of a par-
ticular sort—an Abstract Expression-
ist, a Minimalist, a color-field paint-
er, a Conceptualist, an environmental 
artist, and so forth. "They were," 
in Irwin's words, "continually try-
ing to enlist my services as a spear 
carrier in their own operas." But 
while it was true that his itinerary had 
often taken him into the domains 
of such movements, usually he was 
just passing through, hot on the trail 
of his own concerns. Critics who 
for years were celebrating the fact 
that he'd come round to their view 
were often disappointed as he "revert-
ed" to some other. In fact, though, 

in his own terms Irwin's itinerary has 
been straight. 

Indeed, the fundamental transfor-
mation in Irwin's art during the six-
ties was one not of style or media but, 
rather, of motive. When Irwin ini-
tially joined Ferus, he was animated 
principally by ambition: he wanted to 
be the best damn Abstract Expression-
ist on the block. But as he applied 
himself to that task something hap-
pened. He got hooked on what he was 
doing: simple curiosity came to super-
sede ambition as his principal motiva-
tion. 

At first, the curiosity was rampant, 
unchannelled, but with time he began 
to concentrate his questions around the 
character of perception itself. He nar-
rowed his media so as to focus his 
considerations. By the late sixties, he 
had virtually stopped, making objects 
altogether, as he became preoccupied 
with the perceptual presence of the 
everyday situations in which he found 
himself all the time. Indeed, follow-
ing an extraordinarily spare installa-
tion at the Museum of Modern Art 
in New York, in October, 1970, Ir-
win returned to California and com-
pletely shut down his operations as 

a conventionally practicing 
artist. 

HE got rid of every-
thing. His studio, in 

Venice, California, he sold 
to the art dealer Doug 
Chrismas, who quickly 
turned it into the Ace 
Gallery. The supplies he 
threw out. The collection 
of other artists' work, 
which he had built up over 
the years through a series 
of trades, he returned, 
piece by piece, to the re-
spective artists. Then he 
went out on the boardwalk, 
and for a long time he just 
sat there. Did nothing. 
Didn't even think about 
what to do next. In fact, 
began having a hard time 
thinking at all. 

"You know what the 
biggest loss was in giving 
up the studio?" Irwin 
asked me one day. "It 
wasn't the loss of my art-

world identity. It wasn't the scuttling 
of my economics. No, it was the loss of 
a way of thinking, it was the loss of 
the physical things themselves. For 
twenty years, I'd thought in terms of 
making objects; I'd worked out my 
ideas by working on physical things. 
I'm a very tactile person—I think by 
feel. And not having anything tangible 
to handle really threw me for a while. 
I mean, I understood how I'd got my-
self into that predicament—the ques-
tions simply mandated it—but I just 
didn't know how to deal with it. I had 
to train myself to think in a new way." 

He would go to the races. He would 
hang out at hamburger joints. He 
would skip town and drive out into the 
desert—and it was in the desert that 
he picked up the trail once again. "For 
some reason, I started heading out into 
the Mojave—early-morning drives 
out of the city to the end of the road," 
he said. "At first, just a day at a time. 
And then, later, on out into Arizona 
or south toward Mexico. And I began 
pursuing a line of inquiry—or, any-
way, retrieved the one I was already 
on. The Southwest desert attracted 
me because, I think, it was the area 
with the fewest kinds of identifications 



books 
a 

women writers fest 

Angelou & Co. 
take it away 
by Susan Biskeborn 

HN THE THIRD DAY OF THE SEATTLE 

Women Writers Festival, held last 
week at the University of Washing-

ton HUB, four poets sat at a table before an 
audience, talking about their craft. One poet, 
Ai, said that writing was like having antennae 
on her head, or a reed, which funnelled the 
poetry into her mind. To Ai's right, Denise 
Levertov, poetry editor of The Nation, nod-
ded vigorously, even rapturously. "Yes, yes," 
she agreed. 

Something was wrong here. 
Now, listening to any artist talk about his 

or her work can often be pretty disappoint-
ing: the work usually is much more compel-
ling than the talk. Ai herself, a black writer, 
had just knocked the socks off her audience 
when she read her slangy, potent poetry in 
her whiny, hip voice. In this panel discussion, 
as she rapped on about her creature-from-

outer-space muse, she was coming off like 
Grade Allen. 

But that wasn't what was bothering me; 
there have been plenty of flaky poets. Ezra 
Pound's anti-Semitic paranoia takes the cake 
in flake. No, what bothered me was that "Yes, 
yes." This was the festival's second panel dis-
cussion, and IJhad heard that same "Yes, yes" 
over and over from many writers during both 
discussions. Or nods of agreement. Or silences 
even though it was obvious that one woman 
disagreed with what another panelist said. 

One writer babbled on about the impor-
tance of motherhood while her co-panelists 
squirmed. Another gave a speech on how 
women can't let only men program computers: 
"Women have got to get out there and pro-
gram those computers; we're going to be left 
behind again—that's what I'm mad about." 
(Yes, yes.) 

Not that the panelists had much to work 
with. The panel moderators, academics all, 
asked the writers the sort of fluffy questions 
only academics find compelling. Questions 
like, "What is it that nourishes your writing?" 
and "What are the beliefs that inform your 
poetry?" 

There was one question that recurred with 
numbing regularity: "Is there such a thing as 
a women's language?" Some writers said yes, 
women speak and write differently from them; 
some thought there wasn't a difference. The 

Grahn, Forche, and Levertov: the pen is mightier than the word 



arts & leisure 

I n another room are five smaller two-
dimensional works in mixed media on trans-
lucent paper. They are fields of shimmering, 
opalescent color, inhabited by small, floating 
geometric shapes. Less enveloping in size and 
more refined than the works in the first room, 
each of these suggests a small universe in 
arrested motion. 

The imagery of these smaller works-
minute grids, floating geometric tidbits, and 
lines that slant just off horizontal—spring 
from Sato's work with video, but you don't 
have to know this to appreciate them. They 
are self-contained and possess a beauty that 
is immediately apprehended. 

Sato has for the past several years used 

video in a nonrepresentational way, manipu-
lating aspects of the television medium'itself, 
such as interference—the snow, colored blips, 
and cockeyed rolling we normally ignore— 
to form an abstract video language. She 
thinks we are all missing the best part of TV 
when we look for people, programs, and 
plots, and she feels her mission is to lead us 
to what is really interesting about the tube: 
the way the image is produced, the technol-
ogy itself. 

Last summer, she set up the mirrored, mys-
terious TV-spouting boxes of Peripheral Vi-
sion in the atrium at Rainier Square, and she 
delighted in the curious reactions of shoppers 
as they theorized about the source of light 
and sound. "I would like to show people that 

they can have a different kind of relationship 
with their television sets'' says Sato. That im-
aginative kind of bravado in the face of 
technology is clearly reflected in Norie Sato's 
current show.« 

Symphony fundraising 
• The Seattle Symphony disputed our 
coverage of its "challenge campaign" in the 
February 23 article, "The Seattle Symphony: 
Staging a Comeback!' The SSO says its chal-
lenge campaign is a cushion to provide 
operating support to the Symphony during 
the three-year period while other revenue 
sources from the annual fund, ticket sales, 
and sponsorships are being developed. All 
challenge funds are therefore operating funds, 

and are not intended to retire the Symphony's 
accumulated past deficit. According to an ex-
planation sent two months ago to SSO board 
members by chairman Doctor Charles 
Odegaard, "the Challenge Campaign will be 
used to supplement, year by year, the funds 
raised through the annual fund. If the effort 
to increase the annual fund is sufficient, the 
Challenge Campaign will no longer be need-
ed because of the increased level of giving 
achieved through the annual fund" 

Also, the Symphony said that the SSO 
board voted on February 16,1983 to reaffirm 
that the endowment for youth education ser-
vices will remain segregated as a separate 
fund; The Weekly's article implied that the 
board was setting this policy for the first time 

S.B. 



books 
question was asked so frequently, however, 
that many of the writers became testy about 
it. Denise Levertov finally exclaimed, "Would 
you explain? Do you mean is there a different 
kind of diction or syntax used by women? 
Because language is something that is a 
human, common good." The audience mur-
mured, hands shot up. At last, I thought—a 
disagreement, or maybe even a brawl. But 
just then the moderator, visibly alarmed, 
ended the panel. 

That's what bothered me. It was all so 
agreeable, so ladylike, so boring. And after 
a while, the audience, many of them lesbians, 
took their cues from the tone set by the 
panels. "How old are each of you?" asked 
one woman from the audience. Only Judy 
Grahn, the lone lesbian panelist, freely admit-
ted her age; the other three women giggled, 
then reluctantly revealed their ages. I fully ex-
pected the next questioner to ask for their 
favorite recipes. 

Has the feminist writing movement really 
come to this? I remember the first time I went 
to a feminist poetry reading, six years ago in 
New York City; on the wall that the male and 
female audience faced hung huge paintings 
of female genitalia dripping menstrual blood. 
Now, that was interesting. The feminist writ-
ers' movement had chutzpah then. It was 
nervy, often vulgar. But this.. .this was like 
eating too many sticky sweet marshmallows 
on a Girl Scout outing. Except that most of 
the women at this festival were old enough 
to be Girl Scout troop leaders. 

Just when I had about had it with these 
dumb panels (the readings were different, I'll 
get to them later), it all changed on Satur-
day, the conference's last day. Saturday was 
devoted almost entirely to black writers. As 
soon as they started talking, everybody lis-
tened up. None of this "What beliefs inform 
your writing" for them. They were here to 
talk about their writing as work, hard work. 

Many of them had held other jobs before 
they turned to writing. Maya Angelou, the 
author of five best sellers, including I Know 
Why the Caged Bird Sings, used to sing in 
nightclubs. Colleen McElroy, now in the UW 
English Department, was once a speech path-
ologist. And Audrey Wright, who teaches En-
glish at Seattle Central Community College, 
used to work as an historical researcher for 
a TV series. 

These women didn't blather on about a 
women's language; they wrote down how 
their mamas, grandmas, and aunts talked in 
the kitchen, getting supper. Instead of worry-
ing the question "What nourishes your poet-
ry?," they demonstrated in their work the 
source of their inspiration, the oral storytell-
ing tradition. They wrote dialogue like a 
dream. Colleen McElroy read a rite-of-passage 
story about an Army brat and her beloved, 
sauced-up daddy getting drunk on Christmas 
Day on a bottle of Canadian Club. McElroy 
captures the father's drawly, affectionate ban-
ter perfectly. She also writes about turkey, 
stuffing, sweet potatoes, beans, and caramel 
cake so well your stomach growls. 

The magnificent, theatrical Maya Angelou 
also combined crackling dialogue with Dick-
ensian descriptions of food in her story about 
meeting and feeding Billie Holiday fried 
chicken with gravy. Angelou, who uses her 
voice like an exotic instrument, earned two 
standing ovations—one before she even 
opened her mouth and one after she finished 
reading. 

Toni Cade Bambara, a black writer who 
is currently working on the screenplay of Toni 
Morrison's Tar Baby, also received a stand-
ing ovation after she read a powerful, angry 
piece about the murders of black children in 
Atlanta. 

These weren't the only stellar perfor-
mances. The first night of the festival, Bar-
bara Wilson, the co-publisher of Seattle's 
feminist Seal Press, read a wonderful story 
about a young American woman's reluctant 
friendship with an ugly duckling in Dussel-
dorf. That same night, the California lesbian 
poet Judy Grahn strutted the stage like a 
troubadour, reciting her strongly cadenced 
litanies. 

The next day featured UW English profes-
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sor Joanna Russ and Seattle's Vonda Mcln-
tyre, both well-known science-fiction writers. 
Mclntyre, the author of two Star Trek books, 
read from a forthcoming novel, Superluminal. 
Russ read two short stories; the second one, 
Cliches from Outer Space, was a very funny 
parody in four parts: "The Weird Ways of 
Getting Pregnant Story," "The Talking about 
It Story," "The Noble Separatists Story," and 
"The Role Reversal, or Turn About Story." 

Thursday night, the stage was taken by 
Seattfe poet Linda Bierds and Yale Younger 
Poets Award-winner Carolyn Forche. Bierds 
read her elegiac, intelligent work first; then 
Forche stepped into the spotlight. 

Forche is, like Angelou, a superstar in the _ 
poetry world. She read from her newest book, 
The Country Between Us, comprising poems 
written from 1978 to 1980, when she worked 
as a journalist and Amnesty International 
civil-rights investigator in El Salvador. 

Forche is a spectacular poet and performer. 
She inclined her pretty, Slavic face toward her 
audience as she urgently intoned her terri-
fying poems. One of her most striking, "The 
Visitor," is about a trip she took to a prison 
in the countryside. In the prison she saw the 
room where men and women were kept in 
solitary confinement in cramped underground 
boxes, unable to move. The poem is short 
and stomach-wrenching: 

In Spanish he whispers there is no time left. 
It is the sound of scythes arcing in wheat, 
the ache of some field song in Salvador. 
The wind along the prison, cautious 
as Francisco's hands on the inside, touching 
the walls as he walks, it is his wife's breath 
slipping into his cell each night while he 
imagines his hand to be hers. It is a small 

country. 

There is nothing one man will not do to 
another. 

Forche, too, received a standing ovation. 
One felt that it was as much for her life, her 
deeds, as for her poetry. To feminist writers, 
Forche is Joan of Arc, one of their "sheroes" 
(Maya Angelou's coinage). There is prece-
dent, of course, for female poets combining 
political activism with their work. Denise 
Levertov, for example, who gave a flat read-
ing with Seattle's Beth Bentley the night after 
Forche's, also considers herself political, 
although her activism resembles that of the 
famous rally-attender Vanessa Redgrave. 
Forche's is the real thing; she's in the tradi-
tion of Anna Akhmatova, the Russian poet 
imprisoned by Stalin. Forche herself mentions 
Akhmatova frequently, especially the poem 
"Requiem." 

This whole business of sheroes is impor-
tant; a large part of what the feminist writing 
movement is about is creating a Utopia 
through word and deed. It used to be easy: 
the Utopia contained no men. Today, that 
vision is blurred. Even former lesbian sepa-
ratists like Judy Grahn have mellowed. Where 
do we go from here? That's the question that 
Carolyn Forche and almost every black writer 
at the Seattle Women Writers Festival really 
spoke to last week. As Forche writes in her 
poem "Ourselves or Nothing": 

It is either the beginning or the end 
of the world, and the choice is ourselves 
or nothing. • 

Local bookchat 
• China Gate, the "panoramic first novel" 
for which P-I film critic William Arnold re-
ceived a reported $100,000 advance, will be 
one of the first eight or so titles published 
next fall under the new Random House im-
print, Villard Books. (The existing imprints 
are Random House, Pantheon, and Knopf.) 
• If you're a writer strapped for cash, you 
might apply for a grant from the Louisa Kern 
Fund, which offers up to $2,500 to help out 
writers, particularly creative writers. Last 
year's winner was poet Sherry Rind. Appli-
cants need to send a letter describing how 
they'd use the money and their qualifications 
"and literary background, if any" to the Crea-
tive Writing Office, GN-30, University of 
Washington, Seattle, WA 98195 by April 1. 
Note: The money is a grant, not a scholar-
ship to the .UW. 
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basketball 

The Sonics 
off-guard 
by Roger Sale 

N MARCH 13, THE SONICS PLAY A 
• • Sunday afternoon game in Kansas 

City. It comes at the end of a seven-
game trip that takes them toTfexas, New York, 
Massachusetts, and Indiana. I remember one 
of those KC Sunday games a couple of years 
ago. Similar conditions: the Sonics the "bet-
ter" team, KC coach Cotton Fitzsimmons 
squeezing every ounce of effort from his no-
name team, the game on national television. 
The Sonics that day were fading after five 
minutes and were out of it after a quarter. 
It could happen again. Easily, alas. 

In all but two of their last 13 games, the 
Sonics have had a lead within the last five 
minutes. They won only five, and nine of the 
13- were played in the Kingdome. Any team 
that can have a late lead against the likes of 
Philadelphia, Los Angeles, Milwaukee, San 
Antonio, Boston, and Phoenix is not a bad 
team, is not "playing badly." But this team 
is frittering away too many of its good 
chances, and teams that do that frequently 
begin to look to lose. Especially on long road 
trips, where weariness, boredom, and officiat-
ing all can take their toll. 

The Sonics were ahead of the Celtics;, 
94-90, just over six minutes to go. The action 
had been inside, and tough, for most of the 
game; Lenny Wilkens must have been thank-
ful he just got Steve Hawes from Atlanta, 
because he needed a Hawes-Jack Sikma-
James Donaldson line a good deal to offset 
Robert Parrish, Kevin McHale, the marvel-
ously brutal Cornbread Maxwell, and Larry 
Bird* who was running the attack from the 
outside but, slow as he is, able to get inside 
for rebounds and inside baskets. So it had 
been a slow game, six points the biggest lead 
on either side. 

Jack Sikma then had two shots he took off 
tough offensive rebounds lip out, and Hawes 
lipped another a minute later. Except for one 
sequence the Sonics had been strong on de-
fense, so it was still 94-92 Seattle. Sikma then 
takes a bad shot, misses, and Parrish goes 
coast-to-coast: 94-all. Sikma puts back a 
Hawes miss, and Bird hits from far outside: 
96-all. Fred Brown, who has played the best 
ball of his career this last month, then loses 
the ball on an inbounds pass, and McHale 
gets a tremendous offensive board at the 
other end inside Hawes: 96-98. But Brown 
gets fouled and makes two free throws: 98-all. 

So Boston shifted gears. It brings its guards, 
Nate Archibald and Gerald Henderson, out, 
out as far as wherever Brown is. Defensively, 
the Sonic guards have been sagging toward 
the middle, so first Archibald and then Hen-
derson shoot and make their first shots of 
the quarter. And that was all she wrote: 100-
108, the Sonics getting a point a minute over 
the last six minutes. , 

T h e same kind of thing happened last Fri-
day against Phoenix. Both teams had played 
elsewhere the night before, so both coaches 
substituted early. Wilkens played Hawes, 
Donaldson, Greg Kelser, Brown, and David 
Thompson for most of the second quarter, 
and after some raggedy moments, they took 
a 34-all tie at 5:50 and solidly built a 54-45 
halftime lead. The Suns, much shorter, had 
to sag and leave the perimeter free, and 
Brown moved the ball well, shot well, and the 
moment the Suns came out to guard, the 
Sonics broke men underneath for layups. 

And the starters did fine for half the third 
quarter. Phil Smith, starting his fifth game 
in a row, had been wonderfully active at the 
beginning of the game, then fell silent. For 
about three minutes in the third quarter, he 
started moving again, combining with Gus 
Williams on a break, driving past Walter 

Davis twice as if Davis were a lampost: 71-55 
Seattle. 

Sleepwalking time. The tempo had been 
slow, and the Sonics tried to make it slower, 
lobbing passes inside, forcing passes inside, 
endlessly running variations of their two-man 
game—a guard and a big man on a side,' 
passing back and forth until the defending 
guard tries to double team the big man, or 
until the big man can turn and shoot. It 
always works against poor defense, usually 
works if Sikma or Donaldson are hitting, 
sometimes does against terrific defense if 
Brown is hofc But since the other players are 
standing around, it can dull everyone's con-
centration and lead to easy baskets at the 
other end, just what a team down by 15 
points needs. 

Walter Davis scored 34 straight points in 
this game, an NBA record, partly because he 
is a player who can do that, partly because 
Smith and Thompson played him too casually 
too often. But the Sonics could have given 
him those points and still won easily if they 
hadn't stylized and monotonized their offense 
for ten minutes at the end of the third and 
the beginning of the fourth quarter. They 
were still ahead 94-93 with three minutes to 
go. But Sikma, having a terrible game, took 
a bad shot; then failed to outjump Alvan 
Adams on a jump ball; then, worst of all, let 
Larry Nance sneak inside him on the one 
Davis miss of the night, when Nance got an 
easy layup and Sikma fouled him: 101-106 
at thè end. 

_ _Ls I noted some time ago, the real Sonic 
difficulty is in the backcourt. Granted that 
Kelser, Danny Vranes, and Lonnie Shelton all 
play inconsistently. Granted that the Sikma-
Donaldson-Hawes front line has not only the 
solidity but the mobility of a mountain range, 
a weakness the Denver Nuggets, of all people, 
know very well how to exploit. But when 
things have been going wrong at the crucial 
moments of these games, it has been the 
guards who seem most vulnerable, most 
liable to indecisiveness of confusion. And I 
think Wilkens has contributed to it. 

His problem is finding a starting guard to 
go with Williams. Gus has been very much 
in and out of late, but one hardly can blame 
him. Thompson wants to start, and is get-
ting $800,000 per season, but he has been so 
slow, and so capable of slowing Williams 
down, that Wilkens began to feel he had to 
look elsewhere. Starting Mark Radford can 
be tempting, because he can open up the 
floor, get the offense in motion, and he needs 
more playing time. But the moment he is put 
in a position of responsibility, he flounders. 
Starting Smith is tempting, since Smith has 
been around, does not turn thè ball over, and 
can play some defense. But all too often he 
just is not there, as if the moment he loses 
concentration for 30 seconds, he loses it for 
five minutes. 

The advantage of bringing Thompson off 
the bench, even if he doesn't like it, is that 
he then teams with Brown, who is much bet-
ter at running a slow offense than Williams 
is. Hawes's arrival has really helped Brown, 
since Hawes is smart and works hard, and 
can play with Brown as if they have been to-
gether forever. So it seems plausible to say 
that the Sonics have their best second quarter 
team in years. But that hardly solves the prob-
lem, only redefines it. 

It is awfully late in the season to be experi-
menting as much as Wilkens has been doing 
lately. These players have shown they do not 
respond well to having their roles shifted 
around, and one reason, surely, Brown has 
looked so good is that his role has not changed 
for six years. The one thing, I hope, Wilkens 
is not even thinking of is starting him.. 

Williams played so well with Dennis John-
son because John Johnson was such a good 
ballhandler and passer. Williams can be very 
good running without the ball, and the Sonics 
must run a fair number of plays in practice 
designed to let him loose underneath. So, in 
a game, they run the plays—and Thomp-
son's, or Smith's, or even Sikma's pass arrives 
a fraction too late or too early. It takes a long 
time to get such plays right, and the Sonics 
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Toni Cade Bambara, author of the award-winning "The Salt Eaters," 
led a workshop yesterday at the Seattle Women Writers Festival. 

Prize author 
offers tips 
to writers 
By Mary Rothschild 
P-l Reporter 

Toni Cade Bambara is an author 
who says she makes house calls to 
help cramped writers. Yesterday she 
tried to remedy some writing blocks 
during a workshop at the final day of 
the Seattle Women Writers Festival. 

"I am a writer by compulsion," 
she told the participants. "A story 
calls me and I go. That's what you 
must do. 

"Writing is being available to 
something out there and going with 
it." 

Thirty writers got into Bambara's 
workshop and another 100 had to be 
turned away. At the same time, a 
workshop with poet Denise Levertov 
was filled to capacity. 

Prefers short stories 
Several hundred people attended 

the festival, which brought together 
nationally known writers Maya Ange-
lou, Ai (Ai Ogawa), Carolyn Forche, 
Judy Grahn, Levertov and Bambara 
as well as several Seattle-area writers 
for four days of readings, panel dis-
cussions and workshops on poetry, 
fiction and science fiction. 

Bambara, whose first novel, The 
Salt Eaters, won an American Book 
Award, told festival-goers she prefers 
to write short stories. She described 
herself as a literary sprinter, rather 
than a long-distance writer. 

"Salt Eaters started out as a 17-
page short story. When it got to 25 
pages I started to panic, especially 
when the characters started speaking 
a language I didn't know," she said. 

The book, about black residents of 
a Southern city during the turmoil of 
the 1950s and 1960s, took her Vk years 
to complete. It was an overwhelming 
and all-consuming task, she said. 

"A novel takes you over. You're 
flipping eggs and the characters are 
crowding you around the stove. I re-
sented it. I swore I would never do 
another book and, of course, I'm writ-
ing one now." 

Bambara is in the middle of sever-
al projects, including a book based on 
Atlanta's missing and murdered chil-
dren and a screenplay of Toni Mor-
ris's book, Tar Baby. The film's pro-
ducer is Jonathon Sanger ("The 
Elephant Man"); its star is Howard 
Rollins ("Ragtime"). 

Helpful hints 
She said she always has consid-

ered herself a filmmaker and that 
writing has been "a long apprentice-
ship for movies." 

Then she parceled out some ad-
vice gleaned from her literary train-
ing: 

• On finding the right time to 
write: "Just before a vacation, figure 
out what's your best time of day. 
Everyone has a time when they're 
most lucid. You don't want share that 
with the laundry. 

• On finding a space to write: "Get 
off the dining room table so meals 
don't determine your work habits. 
Have your own space just for your 
writing." k 

• On writing for a living: "You've 
got to train family and friends that 
you have the right to disappear, from 
time to time, to work. They may de-
cide to rescue you. You've got to take 
the hard line and keep them out of 
your space. When you finish you can 
patch, of relationships — or not!" 

• On getting over writer's block: 
"Change your materials. If you're 
used to using a spiral notebook get 
rice paper and a bamboo pen. You 
might find haiku coming out." 

• On editing: "Get it out, however 
it comes out, and then make the edit-
ing decisions. If your write in longh-
and, type it up and gain a little dis-
tance. If you type, have someone type 
in on another machine." 

Bambara said story outlines help 
some writers and are death to others. 
"A Roman numeral sometimes is bet-
ter than blank paper. But let's be 
honest, back in high school when you 
had to write an outline you know you 
wrote it after you wrote the paper." 

Grandmother's motto 
She emphasized, over and over, 

that a writer must write and write 
and write. "You have clairvoyant, 
telepathic channels. Use them. If you 
act like you have no connection with 
the spirit world, that's your problem." 

Bambara's grandmother, she ex-
plained, always challenged Bambara 
to probe her thoughts. "Her motto 
was 'what are you pretending not to 
know today?' " 

Repeated readings of her own 
novel have convinced Bambara it was 
written on several levels she wasn't 
aware of when she wrote it. "I think 
we live well below the level of our 
knowledge," she said. 

Writers in her workshop said 
they're often uneasy when they write 
about subjects which make them un-
comfortable. 

Bambara responded: "I shy away 
from some things. I cannot write an 
errotic scene to save my life. It always 
degenerates into laughter and bur-
lesque. 

"If you can identify an obstacle, 
work on it. Write past it." 

She said writers should balance 
politics — ideology — with humor. "I 
will frequently short-circuit harrow-
ing insight if I can go with a funny 
line," she said. 

'If intent is clear' 
Bambara told one of her grand-

mother's stories about "a rivulet that 
wants to be part of a more powerful 
water source." But the little stream 
has to become a cloud and then rain 
before it joins the ocean. 

"It just goes to show you, my 
dear," Bambara said her grandmother 
used to say, "if your intent is clear, 
the whole universe will accommodate 
you." 

Bambara's workshop was spon-
sored by the University of Washing-
ton's Continuing Education. The festi-
val was a project of the UW Women's 
Information Center and the Universi-
ty YWCA with the support of the 
Seattle Arts -Commission. 
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be taken at face value. 
But, along with his great plays, a 

fitting epitaph may be contained in 
the published afterword to "Camino 
Real" (1953). 

"My own creed as a playwright," 
Williams wrote, "is fairly close to that 
expressed by the painter in Shaw's 
play 'The Doctor's Dilemma': 'I believe 
in Michelangelo, Valasquez and Rem-
brandt; in the might of design, the 
mystery of color, the redemption of 
all things by beauty everlasting and 
the message of art that has made 
these hands blessed. Amen.' " 

MIDWAY DRIVE-IN 
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Sat/Sun. 8 a.m. - 4 p.m. 
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BOOK5 
The Fancy-Forger Takes the Lectern 

Where Nabokov is enthusiastic, as he 
is for Chekhov, Tolstoy, and Gogol, 
he is exhilarating, and effortlessly 
reaches into that dimension of cultural 
and historical surround decisively ab-
sent from his lectures on European 
masterpieces. Gogol's rambling meta-
phors, with the superfluous "little peo-
ple" they engender and animate in 
passing, delight him, and lead him to 
generalize upon "the remarkable crea-
tive faculty of Russians, so beautifully 
disclosed by Gogol's own inspiration, 
of working in a void. Fancy is fertile 
only when it is futile." Consideration 
of Tolstoy leads Nabokov to the fol-
lowing resounding summation: 

Essential truth, istina, is one of the few 
words in the Russian language that cannot 
be rhymed. It has no verbal mate, no ver-
bal associations, it stands alone and aloof 
. . . Most Russian writers have been tre-
mendously interested in Truth's exact 
whereabouts and essential properties. T o 
Pushkin it was of marble under a noble 
sun; Dostoevski, a much inferior artist, 

saw it as a thing of blood and tears and 
hysterical and topical politics and sweat; 
and Chekhov kept a quizzical eye upon it, 
while seemingly engrossed in the hazy scen-
ery all around. Tolstoy marched straight 
at it, head bent and fists clenched, and 
found the place where the cross had once 
stood, or found—the image of his own self. 

The curious meditations upon the na-
ture of Time in "Ada" can now be 
linked with the author's earlier at-
tempt to analyze a perceived excellence 
in Tolstoy: "He discovered a method 
of picturing life which most pleasingly 
and exactly corresponds to our idea of 
time. . . . Tolstoy's prose keeps pace 
with our pulses, his characters seem to 
move with the same swing as the peo-
ple passing under our window while 
we sit reading his book." These subtle 
considerations of perspective yield up 
a beautiful aphorism: "Readers call 
Tolstoy a giant not because other 

writers are dwarfs but because he re-
mains always of exactly our own stat-
ure, exactly keeping pace with us in-
stead of passing by in the distance, as 
other authors do." 

Where Nabokov is less than enthu-
siastic, as with Turgenev, Dostoevski, 
and Gorky, he is not quite worthless as 
a critic but certainly impatient. Least 
so with Turgenev, to whom he grants 
status as a contriver of "purple patch-
es," of "mellow colored little paint-
ings—rather watercolors than the 
Flemish glory of Gogol's art gallery 
—inserted here and there into his 
prose." But Turgenev's style as a 
whole suffers, producing "a queer ef-
fect of patchiness, just because certain 
passages, the artist's favorites, have 
been pampered much more than the 
others." He was, however, "the first 
Russian writer to notice the effect of 

(<The last time I saw Parisy her heart was young 
and gay and less expensive " 

B >Y the end of his 
life, fame and 

long exile had so in-
ternationalized Vla-
dimir Nabokov, and 
his shimmering, Al-

pihe art had so etherealized his image, 
that it was easy to ignore the tech-
nically unforgettable fact that he had 
been born and raised Russian. The 
posthumous publication of his "Lec-
tures on Russian Literature" (ably 
edited and introduced by Fredson 
Bowers; Harcourt Brace Jovanovich; 
$19.95) comes as a bracing reminder 
of his original and deepest cultural 
allegiance; these lectures on Gogol, 
Turgenev, Dostoevski, Tolstoy, Che-
khov, and Gorky show a more confi-
dent intimacy, a more fraternal warmth 
than his glittering "Lectures on Liter-
ature" (1980). Only a fellow-Russian 
could say of Chekhov's "everyday" 
prose style: 

Chekhov managed to convey an impres-
sion of artistic beauty far surpassing that 
of many writers who thought they knew 
what rich beautiful prose was. He did it by 
keeping all his words in the same dim light 
and of the same exact tint of gray, a tint 
between the color of an old fence and that 
of a low cloud. T h e variety of his moods, 
the flicker of his charming wit, the deeply 
artistic economy of characterization, the 
vivid detail, and the fade-out of human life 
—al l the peculiar Chekhovian features— 
are enhanced by being suffused and sur-
rounded by a faintly iridescent verbal hazi-
ness. 
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broken sunlight or the special combi-
nation of shade and light upon the 
appearance of people." T h o u g h 
Nabokov praises "Fathers and Sons 
as "one of the most brilliant novels of 
the nineteenth century," what sticks in 
the mind, as he leads the auditors of 
his lecture through its story, is his dry 
asides: 

O n e w i l l o b s e r v e a queer f ea ture of 
T u r g e n e v ' s s t ruc ture . H e takes t r e m e n -
d o u s t r o u b l e t o i n t r o d u c e his c h a r a c t e r s 
proper ly , e n d o w i n g t h e m w i t h p e d i g r e e s 
and r e c o g n i z a b l e trai ts , but w h e n he has 
f ina l ly a s s e m b l e d t h e m al l , lo and beho ld 
t h e t a l e is f in i shed and t h e c u r t a i n has 
g o n e d o w n w h i l s t a p o n d e r o u s e p i l o g u e 
t a k e s c a r e of w h a t e v e r is supposed t o hap-
p e n t o h i s i n v e n t e d crea tures beyond t b e 
h o r i z o n of h i s n o v e l . 

For Gorky, beyond the drama of his 
life, he has little use. "Twenty-six 
Men and a Girl" has "not a single live 
word in it, not a single sentence that is 
not ready-made; it is all pink candy 
with just that amount of soot clinging 
to it to make it attractive. From here 
on there is but one step to so-called 
Soviet literature." And we all know 
what that is, or do we? "That a coun-
try exists where . . . literature has been 
limited to illustrating the advertise-
ments of a firm of slave-traders is 
hardly credible to people for whom 
writing and reading books is synony-
mous with having and voicing indi-
vidual opinions." In an address, "Rus-
sian Writers, Censors, and Readers," 
given at Cornell in 1958, Nabokov 
manages to work up a certain wry 
empathy with the artistic maneuvers of 
the proletarian novelists "faced with 
the dreadful task of having to weave 
an interesting plot when the outcome 
is in advance officially known to the 
reader." 

His treatment of Dostoevski is most 
debatable, though not as obdurate as 
some of his later "Strong Opinions." 
He at least admits him to his cur-
riculum, granting to his students that 
"some of you may like it ["Notes from 
the Underground," its title drolly im-
proved to "Memoirs from a Mouse-
hole"] more than I do," and that 
"there are many critics who would not 
agree with [his own, adverse] view." 
His indictment is in part stylistic ("the 
intonation of obsession, the hundred 
percent banality of every word, the 
vulgar soapbox eloquence") and in 
part moral ("I do not like this trick his 
characters have of 'sinning their way 
to Jesus' "). The plot of "The Idiot" 
is a "crazy hash" wherein the char-
acters "never say anything without 
either paling, or flushing, or stagger-
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ing on their feet." The first part of 
"The Possessed" is "tedious, being 
unreal," but the climax at Varvara 
Petrovna's becomes "grand booming 
nonsense with flashes of genius illumi-
nating the whole gloomy and mad 
farce." As to the revered "Brothers 
Karamazov," it is "a riotous whodunit 
—in slow motion;" Dostoevski's pen, 
we are told, comes alive when deal-
ing with Dmitri, but when he takes up 
his saint Alyosha, "we are immersed in 
a different, entirely lifeless element. 
Dusky paths lead the reader away into 
a murky world of cold reasoning aban-
doned by the spirit of art." 

Though Nabokov's discourse upon 
Dostoevski contains a number of per-
functory and unsubstantiated slurs, he 
has some thoughtful points as well. 
Landscape, weather, dress, and physi-
cal appearance scarcely exist in Dos-
toevski's fiction, which has the texture 
of "a straggling play, with just that 
amount of furniture and other imple-
ments needed for the various actors: a 
round table with the wet, round trace 
of a glass, a window painted yellow to 
make it look as if there were sunlight 
outside, or a shrub hastily brought in 
and plumped down by a stagehand." 
His characters, for all his psycholo-
gizing, never change in the course of a 
book but, like the characters in a de-
tective novel, or "like chessmen in a 
complicated chess problem," remain 
the same "to the bitter end." Pan-Slav 
though he became, Dostoevski remained 
a disciple of the gothic sentimentalism 
of Richardson, Ann Radcliffe, Dick-
ens, and Eugène Sue; he "was the most 
European of Russian writers," with 
"something second-rate French in the 
structure of his plots." For all his in-
terest in the irrational and abnormal, 
he is "much too rational in his crude 
methods, and though his facts are but 
spiritual facts and his characters mere 
ideas in the likeness of people, their in-
terplay and development are actuated 
by the mechanical methods of the 
earthbound and conventional novels of 
the late eighteenth and early nine-
teenth centuries." All of which is not 
so far from the more sympathetic and 
measured judgments of D. S. Mirsky, 
who in his classic "History of Russian 
Literature" (1927) wrote that Dos-
toevski "dealt in spiritual essences, in 
emanations of his own infinitely fertile 
spiritual experience." What Nabo-
kov's appraisal of Dostoevski lacks is 
any sympathy with that spiritual ex-
perience, any interest in abasement, 
humiliation, and perversity as paths to 
wisdom and revealers of our human 
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nature. Against the central idea of 
"Crime and Punishment"—that with-
out God all things are possible, in-
cluding gratuitous acts of murder-
Nabokov raises the hypothetical figure 
of a "sturdy young man" whose 
"healthy human nature would inevita-
bly balk before the perpetration of 
deliberate murder. For it is no accident 
that all the criminal heroes of Dos-
toevski . . . are not quite sane." In 
Nabokov's view, sanity equals kind-
ness; for him, as for Socrates, to know 
the good is to do it. So the superb and 
desperate message of "Notes from the 
Underground," to the effect that we 
will assert our own free will even 
against our own self-interest, and 
prefer obnoxious misery to nonentity, 
is quite lost on him, and is airily waved 
away: "Philosophically this is all 
bunkum since harmony, happiness, 
presupposes and includes also the pres-
ence of whim." So stout a refusal to 
descend into the Dostoevskian under-
ground comes surprisingly from the 
creator of Humbert Humbert; it stems, 
I think, from an unwillingness to con-
cede that the disappearance of God is 
much of a blow to our essential 
humanity, and from, furthermore, a 
distaste for the idea of any under-
ground, including Freud's, beyond the 
luminous ken of the conscious mind. 

These lectures, written in the main 
shortly after Nabokov arrived in this 
country, in 1940, in a careful hand-
writing still bearing some Cyrillic 
curls and with an English vocabulary 
that was the mere packed bud of its 
eventual luxuriant bloom, show him to 
have been not only sturdy and sane but 
of a rather sunny disposition. The 
comic, descriptive, and harmonic ele-
ments of the works are emphasized 
rather than the tragic and gloomy as-
pects that usually strike an initiate into 
Russian literature, and sheer sponta-
neous admiration prompts him to 
phrases like, of Tolstoy's art, "so pow-
erful, so tiger bright." The lecturer 
seems eager to share with his audience 
of New World students "a literature 
which in artistic worth, in wide-
spread influence, in everything except 
bulk, equals the glorious output of 
England or France." He proposes to 
make of each of his auditors an "ad-
mirable reader" who "enjoys what the 
author meant to be enjoyed, beams in-
wardly and all over, is thrilled by the 
magic imageries of the master-forger, 
the fancy-forger, the conjuror, the 
artist." Of artistry, he optimistically 
asserts, "Whenever talented people ap-
proach art with the sole idea of serving 
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it sincerely to the utmost measure of 
their ability, the result is always grat-
ifying." And of the literary art, con-
ventionally assumed these days to be 
nonprogressive, if not, in our era, ac-
tually regressing, he offers a tonic 
evolutionary theory: 

T h e who le history of literary fiction as 
an evolutionary process may be said to be a 
gradual probing of deeper and deeper lay-
ers of life. It is quite impossible to imagine 
either Homer in the ninth century B.C. or 
Cervantes in the seventeenth century of 
our e r a — i t is quite impossible to imagine 
them describing in such wonderful detail 
chi ldbirth [as T o l s t o y does in "Anna 
Karenina"]. .The question is not whether 
certain events or emotions are" or are not 
su i tab le e th ica l ly or es thet ica l ly . T h e 
point I want to make is that the artist, like 
the scientist, in the process of evolution of 
art and science, is a lways casting around, 
understanding a little more than his prede-
cessor, penetrating further with a keener 
and more brilliant eye . . . 

We are startled and heartened by a 
meliorism so blunt, by an apprehension 
of art's benefice so firm and brisk; just 
so, his college audiences, even in those 
days before it became mandatory to 
mock and spurn the American "way of 
life," must have tittered to hear this 
august visitant with his unexpunge-
able accent remind them stoutly of 
"freedom . . . that spiritual open where 
you were born and bred" and urge 
them to "realize with new purity and 
pride the value of real books written by 
free men for free men to read." The 
French Enlightenment migrated to 
the Russia of Pushkin and still kept its 
force in liberals like Nabokov. The 
gifts of light were manifest to him, 
and the triumphs of obscurantism and 
oppression that he witnessed first in his 
native land and twenty-five years later 
in his adopted Germany were mere 
shadows, illusory and comic beneath 
their savage actuality. His pure mental 
energy, expended in spite of not only 
political ugliness but the general dark-
ness that the twentieth century, with 
its sense of exhaustion and the wild 
cosmological verities of its science, 
inflicts upon each soul, now shines out 
from his departed example, where once 
it dazzled. Nabokov, his memoirs con-
fided, could scarcely sleep, his brain was 
so excited. What other major imaginer 
of our time exercised his mind in so 
many fields apart from his art—in 
lepidopterology, in the concoction of 
chess problems, in scholarship of a 
fanatically exhaustive and original 
sort? In the innocence of his cerebral 
self-delight he could be, like any in-
nocent, cruel, and cruel to his own 
characters at that. But his was also the 
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Schools, and colleges. Information is 
R e n t e d accurately, ob iec t ivpl j 

reasons, the new Academic Ame* 

21 volumes are easily accessed, 
î?ac 

Academic American is an innovative, forward-looking encyclopedia 
which has the wherewithal to become a maior presence in the reference 
and informational field in the 1980s. I can alsoteU you tjhat the Academic 

L m ^ b e l w h J v r e ^ ' MHHmT"'' • ' 
Academic American is the first major encyclopedia sold in retail stores, not by door-

to-door salesmen. It's getting rave reviews from experts all across the country — is 
already recommended by the American Library Association. And the fact that 

we don't pay fat commissions to a door-to-door sales syndicate is one 
reason our price is about half of Britannica's. See the Academic American today. 

Acadçmic 
American 

i§ii 
Aretê Publishing Company, Inc., 
101 College Road East, Princeton, NJ 08540 

©1981 Aretê Publishing Co., Inc. 
Available at fine book and department stores. 

FOR INFORMATION,CALL TOLL-FREE 800-257-5133. IN N.J. CALL COLLECT 609-452-8090 

Viveka.. .Viveca 
The autobiography of Viveca Lindfors 

First published in her native Sweden, the press uninhibitedly 
essayed: "An extraordinary, turbulent, temperamental, naked 
and honest book" "Shattering" "Stimulating" 
"Exciting" "When Viveca Lindfors writes her memoirs, 
something extraordinary is being born." 

In a style as dramatic as any of her 
finest portrayals, this consummate 
artist relates the highs and lows, the 
ecstasy and misery of her film and 
stage career and of her intense 
personal relationships. 

Yes, today Viveca Lindfors steps 
forward stage center with a trium-
phant, passionate life story, the 
glittering story of a fascinating 
actress and of a bold woman. 

Photographs $13.95 

EVEREST HOUSE Publishers 
33 W 60 TH ST., N.Y, N.Y 10023 
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Medical 
Myth4^ 
Suga r drinks 
give athletes 
quick energy. 

If you subscribe to medical myths 
like this one, it's time you started 
subscribing to the only health letter 
written for the general public by the 
faculty of a leading medical school. 

Every month, you'll get six pages 
of concise, accurate health news 
and information on topics like: run-
ning, glaucoma, arthritis, cancer, 
food additives, and more. 

Order your subscription today. 

The Harvard Medical School 
Health Letter 

79 Garden St., Cambridge, MA 02138 

• One-year subscription - $12.00 
($15 Can. & Mex. $25 Foreign Air.) 

I Name. 

Address. 

City. 

State. 

• Send me low group rates. 

.Zip. 

NY110281 

Fine Victorian 
Writing Paper 
We've printed a limited 
number of new Folios 
to introduce you to our 
very special writing papers. 
Each Folio contains six different turn-of-the-
century illustrations, printed with the same 
process we use on our personalized papers. 

Choose from two Folios (12 sheets/12 env. each) 
and treat everyone on your holiday gift list. 

Folio A: flowers & botanicals, burgundy ink, cream paper 
Folio B: assorted motifs (hot-air balloon, pen, watch, 

etc., no flowers), black ink, cream paper 
Actual size 5Vz x 8'A in. Allow 2 weeks for delivery 

Milford Paper & Ink N25 
36 Milford St., Boston, MA 02118 (617) 451-5170 
• Please send me Folios at $8.95 each postpaid. 

(Any three or more: only $8.00 each) 
Qty. Folio A Qty. Folio B 

• Personal check or money order enclosed (MA res. add 
5% tax). U.S. funds only, please. 

Address 
City/State/ZipL. 

The 
BirthcldijTie" 
Our tiny pink and white cakes 
with their glowing candles 
will make his whole day a 

celebration. Perfect for your 
Birthday Boy. Navy background. 

$17.50 ppd. • Chk • MC/VISA 

H O q l D i l d l ^ e pig store 
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cruelty of those who believe in devils, 
and the curtness of his dismissals (of 
Freud, of "Falknermann," of "Upton 
Lewis") and the malignancy of some 
of his creations (Paduk, Axel Rex, 
Clare Quilty) show the nether side of 
a fervent faith. Art, he tells us in these 
lectures, is a "divine game," and plea 
sure in art consists in reliving the 
moves of the game with the artist. A 
stranger creed than it may appear at 
first glance (is not the point of the 
game achieved when game-conscious-
ness dissolves?), it kept him robust and 
undiscouraged; it enabled him to be 
unrepentantly productive in two or 
three languages, three or four genres, 
and four or five distinct milieux, and 
to communicate through the pages of 
every book his own playful, "divine" 
bliss. We miss him. —JOHN UPDIKE 

BRIEFLY NOTED 
FICTION 

JANE AND PRUDENCE, by Barbara Pym 
(Dutton; $11.50). The setting of 
this very funny novel, one of Bar 
bara Pym's earliest (first published 
in England in 1953), is an English 
village, where Jane's husband is the 
newly appointed vicar (he has been 
transferred from a suburban parish), 
and where Prudence will pay Jane a 
visit and find herself courted by a 
fatuous young widower. Prudence, 
at twenty-nine, has achieved noth-
ing in life but a dull research job in 
London and a string of dud affairs; 
Jane, now in her forties, was 
Prudence's tutor (English litera-
ture) at Oxford. Jane cheerfully 
concedes that she is an incompetent 
housewife, but she hopes that the 
move to a rural parish may trans-
form her into a Trollopean vicar's 
wife, as well as a crafty match-
maker. There are many comic com-
plications here as Jane learns that 
matchmaking has as many pitfalls as 
does housewifery. But Miss Pym 
makes Jane more than a clown; she 
gives her a sense of humor, and 
makes her a heroine. 

W O D E H O U S E ON CRIME, by P . G . 
Wodehouse, edited and with a pref-
ace by D. R. Bensen and a fore-
word by Isaac Asimov (Ticknor & 
Fields; $12.95). "A Dozen Tales of 
Fiendish Cunning," the subtitle 
boasts, starring Bertie Wooster, that 
"invertebrate waster" (as Sir Rod-
erick Glossop describes him), and 
various other Wodehouse males 
(most of them purebred puppies, but 
a few quite long in the tooth) who 

N O V E M B E R 2 , I 9 & Ì 

'Brilliant and utterly 
fascinating."—Jan Morris, The 
New York Times Book Review 

'An entertaining story." 
—Peter S. Prescott, Newsweek 

Che Return 
Co gaimlot 
Chivalry and the English Gentleman 
Mark Girouard 
From the author of the widely acclaimed 
Life in the English Country House, an 
elegant and often witty account of the 
revival of chivalry in 19th-century 
England, iso b/w illus. + 32 color $29.95 

Yale University Press 

Grandyilles 
Animals 

72 brilliant, 
provocative-and 

delightful— 
Grandville drawings, 

23 in full color. 
Introduction by 

Bryan Holme. 
From Thames and Hudson, 

the art of books 
500 Fifth Avenue, NY 10110 
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lor Christmas Order now 
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THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS 
A delicate little dictionary of flowers, lovingly compiled in 
a gentler time, by a devoted husband as a gift for his wife. 
Full color facsimile edition printed in England lists over 
seven hundred flowers and their meanings, charmingly 
handscripted with delicate water-coloured flowers and 
plants bordering each page. A book to own, to qive with 
love. $6.50 ppd. 

THE CHOCOLATE SOUP 
Now a t 946 Madison Ave. New York, NY 10021 



7 T T H the publication of 
\ \ / "Poems: 1965-75" and "Pre-

» * occupations: Selected Prose, 
1968-1978," together with the 1979 
volume "Field Work" (all Farrar, 
Straus & Giroux), Seam us Heaney has 
become fully accessible to the Amer-
ican public. In England and America, 
Heaney is usually written about, un-
derstandably enough, as an Irish poet 
(he was born in Ulster and now lives 
in Eire), but that emphasis distorts the 
beauty and significance of his work: he 
is as much the legitimate heir of Keats 
or Frost as of Kavanagh or Yeats, and 
the history of his consciousness is as 
germane to our lives as that of any 
other poet. 

Heaney's world as it appeared in his 
first books was not a particularly social 
one; human character was not its fo-
cus, and its language skirted the world 
of conversation and polemic. It was 
not essentially historical; it remained 
a world of nature. But his circum-
stances changed as Heaney moved out 
of rural Derry into the wider world of 
literature (he has become internation-
ally known and has taught in Dub-
lin, at Berkeley, and at Harvard) and 
into the worsening political tensions of 
Ireland. In 1972, after "Bloody Sun-

BOOKS 
The Music of What Haffens 
day" and the resumption of direct rule 
of Ulster from Westminster, Hea-
ney moved with his wife and children 
from Belfast to Wicklow, becoming, 
he says, an "inner émigré." Such a 
sequence could not fail to influence his 
writing. It may be an extreme se-
quence, but a similar passage from a 
sequestered childhood to a forcibly 
socialized adulthood happens to us all: 
we are constrained to acknowledge 
evil, violence, and our helplessness in 
history. In the process, as Keats said, 
our intelligences are schooled into 
souls; in the case of poets, their intel-
ligences are also schooled into style. 
Heaney's poems and prose are exem-
plary documents in both schools. 

Heaney first aggrandized and con-
secrated his infant world. It is a silent 
world (his eight siblings are nowhere 
in the poetry), and it is pregnant with 
import. The child hiding from his 
family in the hollow of a willow tree is 
an oracle who can hear and speak for 
mute earth; he is its genius loci: 

small mouth and ear 
in a woody cleft, 
lobe and larynx 
of the mossy places. 

The child is half Ariel, half an inno-
cent Caliban, living with flowers and 

frogs as though he spoke their lan-
guage. He watches, in absorptive still-
ness, the activities on the farm—dig-
ging, thatching, churning, plowing. 
In the poems he writes later, he makes 
all the farm processes analogous to the 
process of writing, as if he could 
understand or justify the writing of 
verse only by seeing it as a form of 
sublime agriculture. The pen is a 
spade he will dig with; like the thatch-
er, he will ruminate and measure, then 
finally stitch all together "into a 
sloped honeycomb, a stubble patch;" 
he will turn his verses as the farmer 
turns his plow round furrow ends; he 
will lay up poems on his shelves as 
they coagulate, like butter from a 
churning: 

Out came the four crocks, spilled 
their heavy lip 

of cream, their white insides, into 
the sterile c h u r n . . . . 

T h e i r shor t s t roke q u i c k e n e d , 
suddenly 

a yellow curd was weighting the 
churned up white, 

heavy and rich, coagulated sunlight 
that they fished, dripping, in a 

wide tin strainer, 
heaped up like gilded gravel in the 

bowl. 

The claim made by a poem like this 
is that the passage of life can be tallied 
in a narrative, and that the physical 
processes of life exquisitely resemble 
the mental ones, with a fluid sliding of 
import between them. Fluid signals 
pass in these earlier poems between the 
human and the natural as well; the 
poet is a diviner, feeling in his respon-
sive blood the spring water "broad-
casting/ Through a green hazel its 
secret stations." The early world 
seems perpetual and inexhaustible; as 
Heaney says of a cow in calf, "her cud 
and her milk, her heats and her 
calves/ keep coming and going," and 
her lowing falls as naturally in the 
poem as her fertility. 

On the other hand, the poverty of 
every child's restricted early life ap-
pears in Heaney as rural restriction— 
famine, bigotry, and decline. His ele-
gies for a lost terrain are paradoxically 
rich and stinted at once. It is not, for 
instance, an easy eye in Heaney that 
watches as seed potatoes are halved 
and buried in furrows called drills and, 
later, as the potato crop is harvested 
and stored. The Keatsian harvest is 
corrected by a harsh history, and an 
inherited English amplitude of style is 



Stockhausen intended to be "festive, 
spectacular, full of confidence," has a 
consummate quality. It is not one of 
his largest or most ambitious under-
takings and was evidently composed 
to be accessible both to conventional 
symphony-orchestra audiences and to 
conventional symphony orchestras. 
(An authorized "chamber" version, 
achieved simply by omitting the third 
and fourth wind parts, further stresses 
the practicality of the work.) On the 
simplest level, "Jubilee" reassures 
those reluctant to follow Stockhausen's 
more meditative and mys-
tical flights that he is still a 
master of notes. It does 
nothing to disturb the "only 
one conclusion about Stock-
hausen's style" reached in 
the New Grove: that "he 
has gathered together in a 
great synthesis all the means 
available to the composer of 
the twentieth century, not 
excluding his heritage from the past, 
and that he has drawn from serial 
thought the techniques—indeed, the 
new language—which can present 
them in a fashion at once ordered and 
elemental." The Philharmonic play-
ers, conducted by Zubin Mehta, 
sounded confident but not always con-
vinced; some of the contributions 
seemed more dutiful than joyful in 
their phrasing. The balance—each of 
the soloists is amplified—was not al-
ways happy: from my seat I could 
hardly hear the piano. Nevertheless, 
"Jubilee" provided an exciting start to 
what should be an uncommonly inter-
esting season. Four more Philhar-
monic performances of it are billed, in 
the first week of October. 

A T the London Proms—fifty-six 
•XV concerts that pack into eight 
weeks a matchless feast of music—I 
heard last month a slighter specimen 
of "modern music without tears": 
Witold Lutosiawski's Double Con-
certo, for oboe, harp, and chamber 
orchestra (1980) , composed, like 
Henze's Doppio Concerto and Kre-
nek's "Kitharaulos," for Heinz and 
Ursula Holliger. (In March, the Min-
nesota Orchestra brings it to Carnegie 
Hall.) The piece was something of an 
instant hit at its London première last 
year, and the finale was encored. So it 
was at the Prom. It's a deft, slim, 
agreeable composition, with a perky, 
neo-Prokofiev finale. Another double 
concerto, Priaulx Rainier's Con-
certante for Two Winds (oboe, clari-

net, and chamber orchestra), had its 
première at an earlier Prom. Like all 
her work, it is delicate, distinguished, 
strong and sure, yet unassertive. In an 
age of modes and movements, Rai-
nier's voice remains distinctive, unique. 
I found the Concertante elusive— 
more so than, say, her Cello Concerto 
or "Aequora Lunae"—but enjoyed 
each musical statement even while 
missing a sustained argument. 

London critics sometimes take the 
Proms for granted. They seem to me 
at once a model and a miracle. Where 

else can one attend a Birgit 
Nilsson concert for eighty 
pence (about a dollar-fifty) 
or hear whole operas with 
star casts for that price? I 
got to London too late for 
the British première of 
Maxwell Davies' Second 
Symphony and left it too 
soon for the British première 
of Boulez's "Notations," the 

world première of John Buller's "The 
Theatre of Memory," a B-Minor 
Mass with original instruments, and 
eight hours (from 11 P.M. to 7 A.M.) of 
Indian music. But my three-week stay 
did bring Mahler's Third Symphony 
conducted by Haitink; his Fifth con-
ducted by Abbado; Henze's First; a 
"Gurrelieder," whose impact was 
somewhat diminished by its being 
heard two days after the English Na-
tional Opera's "Tristan;" a Rossini 
Stabat Mater, dully conducted by 
Giulini; and three Prom operas: "La 
Forza del Destino," in the original St. 
Petersburg version (Martina Arroyo 
back in full, free voice), the Glyn-
debourne "Ariadne auf Naxos" (Hele-
na Dòse its radiant heroine), and 
Mozart's "Lucio Siila" (with a fine 
cast led by Felicity Palmer and Arleen 
Augér). That left no time for a rival 
attraction, the eighteen concerts of 
London's South Bank Summer Music, 
a festival now under the direction of 
Simon Rattle, with choice performers 
(Elisabeth Sòderstròm, Alicia de Lar-
rocha, Tàmàs Vàsàry) in choice pro-
grams (Weill, Fauré, Gershwin, Bar-
tók). 

One big Prom event was the second 
performance of John Tavener's 
"Akhmatova: Requiem." (The first 
performance was given a week earlier, 
at the Edinburgh Festival.) It is a 
setting, in Russian, for soprano and an 
orchestra of strings, brasses, and per-
cussion, of the poem cycle "Requiem," 
Akhmatova's memorial to the suffer-
ings of those whose relatives, friends, 

and loved ones were arrested in the 
Stalin years: 

In the terrible years of the Ezhov terror 
I spent seventeen months in the queues 
outside Leningrad prisons. One day . . . a 
woman with frozen blue lips who stood 
behind me . . . breathed in my ear (we all 
spoke in whispers there), "Would you be 
able to describe this?" 

And I answered, "I would." 

Akhmatova's first husband was shot; 
her third husband and her son were 
sent to labor camps. "Requiem," a 
powerful and beautiful sequence as-
sembled over many years (the earliest 
poem is dated 1935, the latest 1961), 
reaches a climax in a Stabat Mater in 
which she cites phrases of the Russian 
Good Friday liturgy. Tavener am-
plifies these, and elsewhere he has 
added other lines (a recurrent "Give 
repose to the souls of thy servants") 
of the Orthodox liturgy. These are 
sung by a bass, accompanied only by a 
tolling of deep bells and a shimmer 
of small ones. The work, which 
lasts about forty-five minutes, has a 
ritual framework within which are en-
closed the poet's outbursts of personal 
grief and passion and her compassion 
for all who suffered similarly ("I have 
worked a generous protecting veil for 
them"). 

Tavener's music is grave, uncom-
plicated, direct, created on a large 
scale and set down with a sure ear for 
affecting sonority. In those earlier big 
pieces of his—the huge Crucifixion 
meditation "Ultimos Ritos" and the 
opera "Thérèse," about St. Theresa of 
Lisieux—there were passages where I 
felt that surefire formulas of magnilo-
quence, • ecstasy, and mystic passion 
were being perhaps too easily em-
ployed. Not so in "Akhmatova: Re-
quiem." Everything is felt, urgent, 
disciplined, worthy of the subject. 
Phyllis Bryn-Julson sang the long, 
taxing role most movingly. John Shir-
ley-Quirk, in the bass solos, was light 
of voice for music that seemed to call 
for a resonant Russian bass. Gennadi 
Rozhdestvensky conducted, and with 
this concert nobly ended a three-
year tenure as chief conductor of the 
BBC Symphony. —ANDREW PORTER 

• 

CORRECTION 
BRUNSWICK—Town Councilor Vern 

Warren should have been quoted as saying 
Monday night tha t " T h e Brunswick 
school system"—not "Brunswick High 
School," as reported—is "a luxury" tax-
payers can no longer afford.—Brunswick 
(Maine) Times Record. 

Things are tough in Maine. 



roughened, shortened, and darkened: 

F l i n t - w h i t e , purple . They lie 
scattered 

like inflated pebbles. Native 
to the black hutch of clay 
where the halved seed shot and 

clotted 
these knobbed and slit-eyed tubers 

seem 
the petrified hearts of drills. Split 
by the spade, they show white as 

cream. . . . 

To be piled in pits; live skulls, blind-
eyed. 

Already the narrative premise is put in 
question, as Heaney lodges his eye in 
the perpetual: potatoes have always 
been, will always be impenetrable 
knobs of a recalcitrant and obdurate 
reality. The eye is forced to turn to a 
horizon wider than the farm, or it will 
be confined to the coarse and stony 
reality of these earthy hearts. 

In turning outward, Heaney finds in 
one glance shoreline, insularity, and 
vulnerability to invasion. Ireland, col-
onized by successive waves of invasion, 
is not unlike the body, receiving its 
constant tides of moving impressions: 

Take any minute. A tide 
Is rummaging in 
At the foot of all fields, 
All cliffs and shingles. 

Listen. Is it the Danes, 
A black hawk bent on the sail? 
Or the chinking Normans? 

The shoreline expands in other poems 
into a landscape denuded enough to 
offer, in place of the earlier cornuco-
pia, a barer, "adult" aesthetic: "things 
founded clean on their own shapes,/ 
Water and ground in their extrem-
ity." This naked conclusiveness ac-
complishes the divestiture of self nec-
essary to everyone leaving home, but it 
is premature and cannot long persist 
against Heaney's sensual responsive-
ness. The riches of the farm are sup-
planted by the riches of the sea, and in 
an eel-fishing sequence, as the eel ar-
rives from beyond the Sargasso Sea 
and moves up the shoreline and into 
riverbeds, Heaney leaves the spectator-
ship of childhood for the restless, sub-
terranean energy of sexuality: 

Against 
ebb, current, rock, rapids 
a muscled icicle 
that melts itself longer 
and fatter, he buries 
his arrival beyond 
light and tidal water, 
investing silt and sand 
with a sleek r o o t . . . . 

Dark 
delivers him hungering 
down each undulation. 

An ancient world 
through modern eyes. 
Vast deserts and teeming cities, the 
Great Wall and delicate porcelains, 
temples of centunes-old religion and 
cradle of modern revolution—the 
stunning color photographs and evoca-
tive prose that are the hallmarks of 
the OBSERVED series now capture 
China in all its fascinating complexity. 

CHINA OBSERVED 
Charles Meyer 
With 200 color photographs, oversize 
format, $29.95 ($35.00 after 1/1/82) 

At your bookstore or 
send vour check to OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS 

Box 900-81-121, 200 Madison Ave., NY, NY 

When you want to know 
what Asia's most important people read, 

ask Asia's most important people. 

The Asian Wall Street Journal. 

Heaney is the sort of poet who, be-
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cause He is so accomplished in each 
stage, is begrudged his new depar-
tures; we want more of what so 
pleased us earlier. In his lobe and lar-
ynx there seemed to lie the greatest 
natural talent since Keats for creating 
between words that "binding secret" 
(as Heaney has called it) which, al-
though it depends in part on sound, 
depends even more on the intellectual 
and emotional consent between two 
words—a consent, surprising and, in 
retrospect, seemingly inevitable, that 
rises from an arduous cooperation of 
mind and feeling and ear. 

After his early descriptive writing, 
Heaney took a detour characteristic of 
colonials writing in the language of 
the colonizer, and explored his own 
version of the binding secret in a series 
of poems meditating on Gaelic place 
names. The local vocabulary and 
speech in Northern Ireland make an 
Ulster poet effectively bilingual in En-
glish, as he hears from childhood the 
Anglo-Irish accent, with its imitation 
of the English; the sound of English 
radio; and the correction of his own 
accent by schoolmasters. Heaney says 
of his early reading of Keats' ode 
"To Autumn," "I had a vague satis-
faction from 'the small gnats mourn/ 
Among the river sallows,' which 
would have been complete if it had 
been 'midges' mourning among the 
'sallies.' " The literary language of 
English "did not delight us by reflect-
ing our experience; it did not re-echo 
our own speech in formal and surpris-
ing arrangements." That statement 
explains Heaney's experiments with 
native sounds, but the extent to which 
a poet can find his voice through his 
native dialect varies greatly. (We have 
only to think of the gap between Frost 
and Stevens to see two American solu-
tions to the colonial predicament; El-
iot offers another example—that of 
expatriation.) The Gaelic solution, 
including the imitation of Gaelic verse 
forms and sonorities, finally seemed to 
Heaney too programmatic. He would 
rather, he said in an interview in 
1978, think in terms of a Celtic liter-
ary temperature: 

T h e temperature of English poetry, on 
the whole, is a little bit warmer than the 
temperature of actual English weather— 
except for Thomas Hardy, maybe, and a 
few places in Wordsworth. But the tem-
perature of the Irish language, and the 
emotional weather in that early Irish 
verse, is colder. It's p u r e r . . . . There's one 
tuning-fork for that music, I think, in 
Shakespeare: "Still through the sharp haw-
thorn blows the cold wind." 

In describing a poetry of "raindrop on 
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T H E N E W Y O K I i E f t 
a thorn," unlike the "kindlier, more 
benign" temperature of English verse, 
Heaney is defining himself as much as 
the Irish literary tradition. The eye 
that after early circumscription looked 
outward to the shore and downward 
under the ocean and inward to writing 
now looks farther down: below the 
level of agriculture, below even the silt 
where the eel swims, down to Hea-
ney's most fertile level—the primitive 
and slippery ground where memory 
and creation lie side by side. 

For Heaney* the recesses of recollec-
tion and imagination alike find their 
symbol in the landscape of central Ire-
land—the peat bog, in which succes-
sive cultures have left their sunken 
traces: 

Every layer they strip 
Seems camped on before. 
The bogholes might be Atlantic 

seepage. 
The wet centre is bottomless. I 

No longer possessing the child's confi-
dence in narrative cohesiveness or in 
the easy single correspondences of em-
blematic agriculture, or even the eel's 
confidence in its biological purposive-
ness, Heaney enters the quicksand, 
where deepening strata offer no sure 
footing but a treasure trove at once 
untouched, fearful, deathly, and rich. 
The poems grow slow, layered, reflec-
tive, deep; the hasty faith of youth 
in the clearly defined vanishes in fa-
vor of a murkier interrogation of the 
wet center, and the poems move less 
straightforwardly ahead. Instead, they 
tend to send ripples outward from an 
original disturbance. A primitive god-
dess in whose honor bodies and gold 
were deposited in the bog presides over 
these poems. She is still agricultural, 
and in that sense linked to the early 
farm, but she is pre-Christian, and she 
belongs not to retrospection but to in-
trospection. 

Heaney's irreproachable sequence of 
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bog poems appeared in "Wintering 
Out" (1972) and in "North" (1975) 
and brought him into public attention, 
not only because the poems were so 
accomplished and unfaltering but be-
cause they took on political and histor-
ical force in the relation—at least in-
direct and sometimes apparently more 
pointed—that they bore to the un-
declared war in Ulster. In 1969, Faber 
(Heaney's English publisher) had 
brought out, in English translation, a 
book called "The Bog People," by the 
Danish archeologist P. V. Glob, con-
taining pictures of bodies that had been 
slain in prehistoric religious rituals 
and preserved by the action of the 
water in Danish bogs. Heaney's poems 
postulate an entire violent Northland, 
of which Ireland and Denmark, Celt 
and Viking are equally part, where 
ritual sacrifices, of which the Ulster 
murders on both sides are simply 
recurrences, are tribal customs de-
feating all individual reason or en-
deavor. The exhumed bodies seem to 
Heaney, who saw them in Denmark, 
sometimes victims, sometimes saints; 
he pores over them as though they 
could reveal to him something ob-
scured by successive encrustations of 
civilization, education, religion, and 
politics. He sees the long, dark body of 
the Grauballe man, preserved for 
nearly two thousand years, and almost 
numbers its bones: 

As if he had been poured 
in tar, he lies 
on a pillow of turf 
and seems to weep 

the black river of himself. 
The grain of his wrists 
is like bog oak, 
the ball of his heel 

like a basalt egg. 
His instep has shrunk 
cold as a swan's foot 
or a wet swamp root. 

His hips are the ridge 
and purse of a mussel, 
his spine an eel arrested 
under a glisten of mud. 

The head lifts, 
the chin is a visor 
raised above the vent 
of his slashed throat 

that has tanned and toughened. 
The cured wound 
opens inward to a dark 
elderberry place. 

If, in the end, the Grauballe man is 
made to stand, in one of Heaney's 
anxious moralities, for "each hooded 
victim,/ slashed and dumped," he is 
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also, in the plainness of his utter amal-
gamation of all being (tar, water, 
wood, basalt, egg, swan, root, mussel, 
eel, mud, armor, leather), a figure of 
incomparable beauty. The poet, in his 
slow, diagnostic gaze, becomes both a 
geographer of his country's body (its 
minerals, its turf, its darkened bog 
oak, its birds and sea creatures, its 
swamps, its fruit) and a judge balanc-
ing a pair of scales to weigh "beau-
ty and atrocity." Heaney finds in his 
patient vision of the topography of 
the dead a linear movement wholly 
devoid, for moral purposes, of resur-
rective power. This corpse and the 
others in Ulster are as dead, and as 
violently dead, after he has mapped 
their repose as before. 

The bog poems represent Heaney's 
coming to grips with an intractable 
element deep both in personal life (in-
sofar as the bog and its contents repre-
sent the unconscious) and in history. 
They lift him free from a superficial 
piety that would put either sectarian or 
national names to the Ulster killings, 
and they enable a hymn to the "rumi-
nant ground," which as it digests 
"mollusc and seed-pod" is an "em-
balmer/ of votive goods/ and sabred 
fugitives." In words that can stand be-
side Whitman's "This Compost," 
Heaney undergoes the tireless cyclic 
processes of the ground: 

The mothers of autumn 
sour and sink, 
ferments of husk and leaf 

deepen their ochres. 
Mosses come to a head, 
heather unseeds, 
brackens deposit 

their bronze. 
This is a poetry of verbs, where each 
living form gives up its being in its 
own singular way. Each figure of de-
cay subsides into another grain in the 
peat, until all living vegetation is seen 
to be "a windfall composing/ the 
floor it rots into." The poet, kin to 
the plants, is only another stem in 
the expanse of bracken and mosses: 

I grew out of all this 
like a weeping willow 
inclined to 
the appetites of gravity. 

He remarks dissolution and change 
by tasting things as they grow sour, 
feeling them sink in himself, losing 
part of himself bubbling in the acrid 
changes of fermentation. 

Heaney's subsequent poems, in 
"Field Work," lie alternately under 
the deepening ochres of mortality and 
under the sunlight of appetite as he 
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writes, in turn, elegies for those sense-
lessly dead and lyrics of fine palatal 
relish. He eats oysters the way Keats 
swallowed his nectarine, but in the 
midst of pleasure he feels guilt as he 
recalls that the conquering Romans 
had oysters packed in ice brought to 
them over the Alps: 

Over the Alps, packed deep in hay 
and snow, 

The Romans hauled their oysters 
south to Rome: 

I saw damp panniers disgorge 
T h e frond-lipped, brine-stung 
Glut of privilege. 

"The seeming needs of my fool-driven 
land," as Yeats called them, are never 
far away, much as Heaney would like 
to go back to being the lobe and larynx 
of the mossy or briny places: 

And was angry that my trust could 
not repose 

In the clear light, like poetry or 
freedom 

Leaning in from sea. I ate the day 
Deliberately, that its tang 
Might quicken me all into verb, 

pure verb. 

But the pure, living freedom of the 
Wordsworthian child, who as verb 
simply is, is unrecapturable, as is the 
child's sexual innocence. Earlier in 
the poem, in a disturbing picture of 
the opened oysters, yet another source 
of fracture and culpability is disclosed: 

Alive and violated 
They lay on their beds of ice: 
Bivalves: the split bulb 
And philandering sigh of ocean. 
Millions of them ripped and shucked 

and scattered. 

The poem is agitated by the perception 
that no sensuality is simple any longer; 
there is no unclouded day of perfect 
memory possible. The thorns of con-
science and apprehension and moral 
revulsion prick every repose. 

In the elegies of "Field Work," one 
friend is recalled whose "candid fore-
head stopped/ A pointblank teatime 
bullet;" another was blown up in a 
pub, "his cornered outfaced stare/ 
Blinding in the flash." In each of 
these poems, Heaney refuses the easy 
climax of placing death at the end; 
instead, he puts it squarely in the cen-
ter, flanked early and late—by life, on 
the one hand, and memory, on the 
other. The poems refuse accusation in 
favor of a steadily widening pool of 
reflection, question, and recollection. 
The whole of this volume poses aes-
thetic questions as well. "You are 
stained, stained/ to perfection," it 
cries out at one pitch of conviction; at 
another, it envisages a possible poise 
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"between the tree in leaf and the bare 
trfee;" at yet another, it allows for 
original rural pieties as well as for a 
later ambition toward a crystalline ar-
rangement of language, while want-
ing to make room for a poetry foreign 
to each: 

There are the mud-flowers of dialect 
And the immortelles of perfect pitch 
And that moment when the bird 

sings very close 
To the music of what happens. 

Writing down "the music of what 
happens" entails for Heaney poems 
with a new language and new struc-
tures, poems drawing on poets as vari-
ous as Dante, Marvell, and Wyatt. 
Heaney wants his social voice to make 
its way into his poetry, joining that 
voice of secret brooding in which he 
first found a poetic self. As Keats said 
of Milton, he wishes to devote himself 
rather to the ardors than the pleasures 
of verse; the attempt seems to be a 
necessity for every ambitious poet. 

The story I have briefly told here— 
of Heaney's coming of age—is told 
implicitly in the selected prose (really 
a collection of causeries, since the 
pieces for the most part began as lec-
tures or radio broadcasts). The first, 
autobiographical essays—on the farm, 
on Heaney's boyish reading, on early 
literary acquaintances, on a Belfast in-
creasingly dominated by "the bankrupt 
psychology and mythologies implicit 
in the terms Irish Catholic and Ulster 
Protestant"—will give American 
readers a context for the poems. Other 
pieces take up Irish writers (Kava-
nagh, Ledwidge, Hewitt, Friel, Mon-
tague, Muldoon) and contemporary 
poets from countries other than 
Ireland (Mandelstam, MacDiarmid, 
Stevie Smith, Roethke, Larkin, Low-
ell, Hill, and Hughes). Against all of 
these, Heaney is, of course, implicitly 
defining his own practice, but his finest 
silent self-inquiry takes place in the 
major essays here (written between 
1974 and 1978) on Hopkins, Words-
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worth, and Yeats. In the Hopkins 
essay, Heaney's youthful recognition 
of similarity between himself and Hop-
kins provokes an adult recognition of 
difference, producing the best essay 
yet written on the relation between dic-
tion and aesthetic in Hopkins. The es-
say on Wordsworth argues, against a 
good deal of current opinion, that 
Wordsworth conceived of the poetic 
act as "an act of complaisance with 
natural impulses and tendencies," and 
sets this Wordsworthian yielding a 
trifle too diametrically against the im-
placable control of Yeats. Yeats is said 
to have "moved within his mode of 
vision as within . . . some bullet-proof 
glass of the spirit," putting "a kind of 
vitreous finish on the work itself" and 
offering us "the arched back of En-
glish in place of its copious lap." Yeats-
ian implacability is perhaps less for-
eign to Heaney than he believes; but 
Heaney's searching senses, his drifting 
depths and layers and pools and wells, 
his tenderness of inquiry, his ap-
prehensions of quickening life are far 
from Yeats' controlling reins and his 
"domineering intellect" and "eques-
trian profile." Yet Heaney, through 
the example of Yeats, preaches himself 
a sermon in middle age: 

[Yeats] bothers you with the suggestion 
tha t if you have managed to do one kind of 
poem in your own way, you should cast off 
tha t way and face into another area of 
your experience unti l you have learned a 
new voice to say tha t area properly. 

It is an injunction that Heaney has 
followed—though he could equally 
have taken the advice from Keats or 
Lowell. 

Heaney speaks in these discussions 
to non-poets, but always as a poet; that 
is, his criticism offers that instinctual 
alternative to the criticism written by 
critics which we find in Keats' letters 
or Lawrence's "Studies in Classic 
American Literature." From Heaney's 
pages we see a shape of poetry arising. 
It is something "with the aura and 
authenticity of archeological finds." It 
uses words "drowsy from their slumber 
in the unconscious," and is "delicious 
as texture before it is recognized as 
architectonic." In its "slightly abnor-
mal, slightly numinous vision," it 
offers "continuous invitation into its 
echoes and recesses," and it accom-
plishes an "interlacing and trellising 
of natural life and mythic life" by its 
words "trawling the pool of the ear 
with a net of associations." In the 
course of the book, these notions take 
on depth and shape as they are fleshed 
out by example and comparison, and 
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are tested against another conception 
of poetry altogether—that of Hopkins 
and Yeats, where the poet is interested 
in "the way words strike off one 
another, the way they are drilled, 
marched, and countermarched, rather 
than the way they philander and 
linger among themselves." 

In particular judgments, Heaney's 
premises are generosity and sympathy, 
but these do not preclude sharp phrases 
of characterization. He imagines 
Geoffrey Hill "indulging in a morose 
linguistic delectation, dwelling on the 
potential of each word with much the 
same slow relish as Leopold Bloom 
dwells on the thought of his kidney." 
Philip Larkin's "poem about super-
annuated racehorses . . . entitled 'At 
Grass,' could well be subtitled 'An 
Elegy in a Country Paddock.' " Stevie 
Smith "chanted her poems artfully off-
key, in a beautifully flawed plainsong 
that suggested two kinds of auditory 
experience: an embarrassed party-piece 
by a child half-way between tears and 
giggles, and a deliberate faux-naif 
rendition by a virtuoso." The pleasure 
principle is so commandingly strong in 
Heaney that he is almost too ready to 
commend; the hunger in his ear is so 
relieved by the presence of art that he 
melts in gratitude toward almost any 
enhancing words: "Keats has the life 
of a swarm, fluent and merged; Hop-
kins has the design of the honeycomb, 
definite and loaded." Heaney is willing 
to be solaced by either. As for those 
who are solaced by neither, like the 
editors of "The Penguin Book of En-
glish Pastoral Verse," who remark 
with Marxist distaste that "the pas-
toral vision is, at base, a false vision . . . 
its function is to mystify and to ob-
scure the harshness of actual social 
and economic organization," Heaney 
asks that they think again about the 
matter they so harshly define: 

N o w this sociological filleting of the 
convention is a bracing corrective to an 
over-literary savouring of it as a matter of 
classical imitation and allusion, but it nev-
ertheless entails a certain attenuation of 
response, so that consideration of the se-
lected poems as made things, as self-de-
l ighting buds on the old bough of a tradi-
t ion, is much curtai led. T h e Marxist 
broom sweeps the poetic enterprise clean 
of those somewhat hedonistic impulses to-
wards the satisfactions of aural and formal 
play out of which poems arise. 

Readers of Heaney's poems will find 
brief commentaries here on many of his 
own central poems; to trace the differ-
ence between commentary and poem, 
from fact to a woven form still warm 
with the feeling that entered into its 
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making, is to see the way something 
random in life becomes (to use two 
words of Heaney's about Lowell) both 
representative and symptomatic. The 
poems—mammalian, amphibious, veg-
etative—elude, in their tactile and 
sensual being, the prose even of their 
own creator. — H E L E N VENDLER 

BRIEFLY NOTED 
F I C T I O N 

VOICES IN THE GARDEN, by Dirk 
Bogarde (Knopf; $12.95). A hand-
some young Englishman prevents 
an elderly, elegant Englishwoman 
from drowning herself off the rocky 
beach that borders her Riviera villa. 
Emptying her pockets of stones, she 
asks him to come with her and meet 
her husband and corroborate her 
story of her "accident;" later, she 
and her husband insist that he stay 
on as a houseguest. Then the young 
man's tiny, timid German-born girl-
friend arrives (back from visiting 
her grandmother in Hamburg, or so 
she says), and agrees to move in, 
too; their hostess is delighted by and 
grateful for their delight and grati-
tude. The story of what happens at 
the villa during the next three 
weeks is immensely complicated. 
There are three groups of char-
acters, each one using the others in 
various ways: the husband, who is 
an authority on the life of Napo-
leon's son, l'Aiglon, and the wife, 
whose heyday coincided with 
F. Scott Fitzgerald's; the two young 
guests, who have not told their host 
and hostess that they pay the rent on 
their run-down London flat by pos-
ing for "naughty" photographs; and 
the international crew of a yacht 
anchored offshore, captained by an 
imperious Italian who is directing a 
movie about l'Aiglon and wants the 
historian's stamp of approval on the 
film script. Mr. Bogarde recently 
wrote a graceful first novel, but this 
time he has been less careful. A wry 
group portrait of liars and lovers is 
here somewhere, but it is lost in the 
big, busy plot. 

A N EASTER E G G H U N T , by Gillian 
Freeman (Congdon & Lattes; 
$10.95). An odd little story, part 
mystery and part melodrama, set in 
an English finishing school during 
the First World War. It consists of 
three parts, each in the form of a 
story submitted to an English maga-
zine. The first is published in 1917; 
the second is rejected in 1926; and 
the third is rejected and returned to 
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the author in 1939, with a warning 
that the subject is unsuited for "the 
general public, who are looking for 
literature of a more optimistic and 
cheerful nature." Part I opens on 
the day of the school's traditional 
Easter-egg hunt, when a seventeen-
year-old French beauty named 
Madeleine, who has been at the 
school for only a few months, disap-
pears. Part II reveals facts about 
Madeleine that the author (appar-
ently one of her former school-
mates) did not know, did not dare 
disclose, or just hinted at when she 
wrote Part I; it ends on the day of 
the Easter-egg hunt. Part III is 
written after the author has re-
turned to the school years later and 
happened on a diary that explains 
where Madeleine went, and why. A 
clever scheme, but not clever 
enough: despite the three dates, this 
seems to be one story conceived by 
one writer and dated circa 1981. 

GENERAL 

THE OXFORD BOOK OF AMERICAN 
LITERARY ANECDOTES, edited by 
Donald Hall (Oxford; $15.95). An 
anthology, compiled with consider-
able skill. The writers referred to 
range from Anne Bradstreet (1612-
1672) to Sylvia Plath (1932-63), 
with Cotton Mather, Ring Lardner, 
Louisa May Alcott, Alexander 
Woollcott, Edith Wharton, Jack 
Kerouac, and scores of others 
touched on in between. One can't 
help noticing that among American 
writers of the twentieth century 
there has been a high incidence of 
peculiar but not very literary behav-
ior—Scott and Zelda at a party, col-
lecting all the ladies' handbags and 
boiling them; Hart Crane, in a rage, 
throwing his typewriter out the 
window, retrieving it, and throwing 
it out again; Hemingway, on a bet, 
breaking John O'Hara's walking 
stick over his own head; Anne Sex-
ton and Sylvia Plath getting to-
gether at the Ritz for Martini-
klatsches after Robert Lowell's 
poetry classes at Boston Univer-
sity and trading stories about their 
first attempts at suicide. Although 
there are plenty of anecdotes here 
that depend for their point on the 
epigram or the elegant turning of a 
phrase, there are as many that suc-
ceed—as was the editor's intention 
—in conveying to us what manner 
of man or woman a given writer 
was. In some cases, they succeed 
only too well. 

On May 15, 1975, just hours 
before she was to go 
stage, Agnes de Mille 
su f f e r ed a mass ive 
stroke which, doctors 
told he r h u s b a n d , 
was " fa ta l . " Four 
years later, she was 
back in triumph on 
that same stage. She 
tells the full story in 
REPRIEVE, and "like the\ 
work for which she is} 

famous, Agnes dey 

Mille's book is full 
movement, grace, and 
warmth of human spirit. It has 
a soaring qualify—and it is nice to be 
carried on her wings."—NORMAN 
COUSINS, author of Anatomy of an Ill-
ness. "An inspiring chronicle of 

courage."—Publishers Weekly. 
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