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A Preview of Paul West’s New Novel

A Boy and His Books

Paul West

Paul West

“Love ’s Mansion, ” scheduled 
for publication in August by Random 
House, is Paul West's fourteenth 
novel and thirtieth book. His pre
vious novel, "The Women o f  
Whitechapel and Jack the Ripper, ” 
also published by Random House, is 
perhaps the most shocking yet the 
most feminist book by a writer whom 
the "Chicago Tribune” recently 
called "possibly our finest living 
stylist in English. ” West's long es
say on Marcel Proust will appear in 
the August issue o f "Gentleman's
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Quarterly, ” and he will be novelist 
in residence and visiting professor 
o f English at Brown University this 
Fall

West’s other books include "I’m 
Expecting To Live Quite Soon," 
"Words fo r  a D eaf Daughter," 
"Lord Byron's Doctor, ” "The Very 
Rich H ours o f  Count Von 
Stauffenberg" "Rat Man o f Paris, ” 

kand "The Place in Flowers Where 
Pollen Rests. ” The sketch that fo l
lows is, as West puts it, "a gathering 
up o f trouvailles, echoes, and scars, ” 
an unrevised glimpse o f the "happy 
hunting ground" o f childhood; from  
this sketch, published here fo r  the 
first time, emerged the forthcoming 
"Love's Mansions. ”

By the age of nine, I had learned 
what books can do to us. Almost any 
afternoon, around four o ’clock, my
father’s roguish, dramatic-eyed sis
ters and his equally roguish but more 
sedate brothers could be found fast 
asleep, snoring happily upstairs, in 
or on the beds, after a long night with 
Edgar Rice Burroughs or Rider 
Haggard. Shiftless, Irish, people I 
had heard them called, but I never 
thought of them like that. Rather, 
they were the priests or maintained 
of a pleasurable cult: they didn't 
want to work, talk, or marry. They 
wanted to read, and they shut out the 
daylight lest it interfere with the 
assimilated magic of black words on 
white paper. This was the cult I

aspired to, although I worried about 
what I found under the beds while 
those eight devout readers dreamed 
of Tarzan of the Apes or Prestcr 
John. Big chamber-pots brimming 
with urine became inextricably 
mixed, for me, with the act of sus
tained reading, and I envisioned my 
aunts and uncles crouching to relieve 
themselves without for a second 
taking their eyes off the page: hard 
to do if you have to walk a while or 
open a door, or take aim.

My grandmother slept when 
they slept, but not after the exertions 
of all-night reading. No, she was 
weary, I told myself, from emptying 
chamberpots, and from slicing 
enormous roasts of beef to make the 
delicious salted sandwiches that kept 
the readers going from dusk to dawn. 
Around four, if you were lucky, you 
wouldn’t get a cup of Grandma 
West’s industrial-strength Indian tea, 
but you could often help yourself to 
several half-eaten sandwiches, their 
meat dried out, their bread curly and 
brittle. It was edible fodder for an 
eight-year-old adventurer, but no 
more than that. A true adventurer 
troughed on things called mangoes 
and papayas, and on mammoth, lion, 
and roc. An even truer adventurer 
devoured books.

Well, 1 was a voyeuristic one, 
peeking at the books while Norali 
and Annie and Ivy and Mabel and 
Colin and Frank and Bert and 
Raymond snored on. More venture

some, I peered into the In angular 
cupboards that occupied the cor
ners, carrying out of either of the 
two bedrooms a small stack of faded 
volumes and going to better light to 
see what they were. The paper was

oddly thick, almost like cardboard. 
There were love stories and adven
ture stories, but never, as I recall, 
stories of the two combined. The 
good books were always out, on the 

see Books, p. 9

Japan’s Ministry 
of Conformity

Stephen Jay Gould Speaks at Cornell

The Scientist as Populist
Mark Shechner

LEARNING TO BOW:
An American Teacher in a 
Japanese School
By Bruce Feiler
Ticknor & Fields, 321 pp., $19.95

When I initially picked up 
Learning to Bow, I expected it to be 
one of those callow Alice-in- 
Nipponland books that pander to 
our curiosity about Japan by passing 
off nasty cliches for perceptions and 
humoring the national impulse for 
seeing the Japanese as either an ab
surd or rapacious people. Three 
such books have made a splash in 
the past few years, all novels: Brad 
Lcithauser’s Equal Distance, Jay 
M clnem y’s Ransom, and John 
Burnham Schwartz’s Bicycle Days.

Learning to Bow is a welcome de
parture from that sorry tradition. It 
is a shrewd, patient book by a young 
man of sense and wit who has done 
his homework. Bruce Feiler went to 
Japan in 1988 to teach in a junior 
high school in the small town of 
Sano in Tochigi Province, a town 
just far enough from Tokyo to fall 
outside the crescent of wealth that 
forms our image of modem Japan. 
But he also went to leam, and what 
he came back with is one of the most 
persuasive and authoritative portraits 
of how Japanese culture is formed 
and maintained that I have yet read.

It is a commonplace that Ja
pan's success on the workl economic 
stage is based in its culture and that 
such dissociated parts of it as “man
agement practices” make no sense 

see Conformity, p. 15

J. Michael Serino

Paleontologist Stephen Jay 
Gould came to Cornell University in 
April to talk about baseball and evo
lution. Those familiar with Gould’s 
work know that this, for Gould at 
least, is hardly an unusual combina
tion. An eclectic thinker, he is just 
as likely to begin a lecture or article 
by discussing literature, or history, 
or contemporary culture, or sports 
as he is by discussing fossils. Yet 
the point invariably comes around 
to evolution, a theory which Gould 
has done as much to popularize in 
this era as Thomas Henry Huxley 
did in Darwin’s.

Baseball has long been a pas
sionate interest for Gould, a Bronx 
native and diehard Yankee fan: one 
of the high points of his life, he says,

was meeting “the greatest living 
American,” Joe DiMaggio. In the

Stephen Jay Gould

past, Gould has devoted essays to 
exam ining such m atters as

DiMaggio’s 56-game hitting streak 
and the baseball creation myth en
shrined in popular American folk
lore (both appear in his most recent 
collection, Bully for Brontosaurus).

In his Cornell lecture he 
raised the question, Why has no 
baseball player had a .400 season 
since Ted Williams in 1941? Gould’s 
mastery of the details of the game 
and fascination with its subtleties 
caused him to linger on the subject 
perhaps longer than he intended. 
While many in the audience won
dered what he was getting at, he 
seemed to be enjoying himself thor
oughly as he ran through a series of 
statistics to make his argument. His 
point was this: While many baseball 
fans might be tempted to look for an 
explanation in a decline in the qual-

see Stephen, p. 14



the BOOKPRESS May, 1992P-2

Opinion/Editorial
Reflections on Martin Bernal’s Black Athena (Part III)

L ast Novem ber, we 
published an interview with 
M artin Bernal about the 
controversy over his projected 
four-volume series, Black 
Athena, the second volume of 
which was published last 
summer. In February, we 
printed the first part of a critique 
of Bernal's work by John E. 
Coleman of the Department of 
Classics at Cornell University, 
and Bernal's response to 
Coleman. The debate was 
continued in the March issue, 
but the third installment was 
delayed  due to space 
considerations in the April 
issue. In this issue, Coleman 
and Bernal present the 
conclusions of their arguments.

BLACK ATHENA
The Afroasiatic Roots of
Classical Civilization
by Martin Bernal 
Rutgers University Press

Volume I: The Fabrication of 
Ancient Greece 1785-1985
$15.95 paper, 575 pp.

Volume II: The Archaeologi
cal and Documentary Evi
dence
$16.95 paper, 736 pp.

John E. Coleman

3. Racism In Classical scholarship.

Instances of racism in Classical 
scholarship are undeniable and are 
much to be deplored and condemned. 
Bernal has done a great service in 
charting the course of racism in the 
19th and earlier 20th centuries and 
in collecting and drawing attention 
to racist statements and attitudes. 
However, one is not entitled to con
clude without further evidence that 
racism was the predominant reason 
for widely accepted scholarly views. 
Surely, all scholarship should be 
judged primarily on the basis of the 
evidence and arguments it presents. 
After all, as Bernal acknowledges 
(Volume II, p. 10), even scholars 
with racist attitudes may reach cor
rect conclusions. The notion that 
past or recent scholarly views were 
predominantly motivated by racism 
is highly questionable.

For instance, racism in the 18th 
and 19 th centuries was not necessar
ily a decisive factor in the increasing 
skepticism about the influence of 
Egypt and the Eastern Mediterra
nean on Greece. Other, more plau
sible reasons can be given for the 
change in attitudes. The higher 
standards of analysis associated with 
the rise of rationalism during the 
18th-century Enlightenment, was 
surely a factor. Another is that 
Greece itself, which had suffered a 
long decline during the later Byzan

tine Empire and the Turkish occupa
tion, began again to be visited and its 
ancient remains studied by educated 
Europeans. Stuart and Revett, for 
instance, were in Athens in the 1750s 
and their four-volume Antiquities o f 
Athens, published from 1762-1816, 
had a tremendous public impact; the 
detailed drawings of the Parthenon 
and the other surviving monuments 
of Classical Greece became the in
spiration for many an example of 
Greek Revival architecture in Eu
rope and America. Classical Greek 
architecture could now be seen as 
manifestly different from that of 
Egypt, which was also becoming 
better known as a result of Napole
on’s expedition of 1798. Roman art 
and architecture also suffered a de
cline during this time by compari
son with that of the Greeks, as is 
attested in the wotk of Winckelmann.

Enormous increases in our 
knowledge of the past occurred si
multaneously with the time of the 
worst racist attitudes. Two 19th- 
century scholarly advances, not suf
ficiently emphasized by Bernal, were 
central to the changes in attitude 
toward Greece and Egypt: the dis
covery that Greek was a member of 
an Indo-European family of lan
guages and the decipherment of 
Egyptian hieroglyphics, which made 
it possible to study Egyptian testi
mony directly. Comparison between 
Egyptian and Greek ideas soon 
showed that Egypt, for all its im
pressive achievements, had not

reached the level of the Greeks in 
philosophy and the many branches 
of literature. Cuneiform was also 
deciphered in the mid-19th century 
and the reading of ever increasing 
numbers of texts in Sumerian and 
the Semitic languages of the Near 
East revolutionized our knowledge 
of the Bronze Age.

The material culture of Bronze 
Age Greece was hardly known be
fore 1870, when Schliemann began 
digging at Troy. The rediscovery of 
Minoan Crete began only with the 
excavations of Sir Arthur Evans at 
Knossos in 1900. Linear B was 
deciphered only in 1952. Develop
ments like these have provided us 
with far more information about the 
Bronze Age in Greece and the East
ern Mediterranean than was avail
able to the ancient Greeks or earlier 
scholars. The body of scholarship 
devoted to the examination of the 
Eastern Mediterranean Bronze Age 
civilizations increases daily and has 
now become so large that it is im
possible for a single scholar to keep 
up-to-date on all aspects, even with 
respect to Bronze Age Greece. The 
availability of all this new evidence, 
coupled with scholarly analysis, has 
surely been the major driving force 
behind the changes in our under
standing of the past.

One of the most striking fea
tures of Bernal’s work is his charac
terization of sources, both ancient 
and modem, as following one of 
three “models,” which he calls “the

Ancient Model" “the Aryan model," 
and “The Revised Ancient Model.” 
My doubts about the Ancient Model 
and about the predominant role of 
racism in modem scholarship, which 
Bernal contends follows his Aryan 
Model, have already been expressed. 
A further question remains, however 
What purpose is served by lumping 
almost all 19th- and 20th-century 
scholarship together and describing 
it as “Aryanist,” as Bernal does? 
There have, in fact, been a great 
multiplicity of approaches which can 
be categorized by less emotionally 
laden terms, such as positivism, 
functionalism, diffusionism, culture- 
historicism, and the like. So far as I 
can tell, the only common feature in 
the views of scholars categorized by 
Bernal as “Aryanist” is that they 
subscribe to the view that Greek is 
an Indo-European language intro
duced by people coming from 
somewhere to the north or east of 
Greece. This view, however, is al
most universally accepted. Bernal 
himself accepts it (see, for example, 
Volume I, p. 20).

No scholar alive today would 
call themselves an Aryanist, given 
the connection of the term with the 
horrors of Nazi Germany. Although 
“Indo-Aryan” was formerly used as 
a general term for the family of 
Indo-European languages, it was 
already giving way to “Indo-Euro
pean” before the rise of the Nazis, 
and the terms “Aryan” or “Indo- 

see Coleman, p. 11

A Response to John Coleman (Part III)
Martin Bernal

3. Racism in Classical Scholarship.

Coleman opens this section of 
his critique with the statement “in
stances of racism in Classical schol
arship are undeniable and are much 
to be deplored and condemned.” 
This appears to me an attempt at 
damage control. I argued in Volume 
I -  and I have not been challenged in 
this -  that between 1820 and 1850 
when the Ancient Model was dis
carded and the Aryan one erected, 
modem Classics was established in 
an intellectual atmosphere of intense 
racism. Historians in particular were 
obsessed by what for them were the 
new principles of ethnicity and race. 
Thus I cannot concede that racism 
has been incidental to classicists and 
Classics. I see it as having been 
central and essential to the forma
tion of the discipline. Equally, while 
I agree with John Coleman that his
torical hypotheses -  such as the 
Aryan Model -  should not be re
jected simply because one disap
proves of the racist and anti-Semitic 
views of their proponents, one should 
treat their scholarship on related is
sues with particular caution and 
skepticism.

I am convinced that the Ancient 
Model was abandoned for externalist 
or ideological reasons and not be
cause of any advances within the 
scho larly  fie lds concerned . 
Champollion’s decipherment of hi
eroglyphics had no impact on C.O. 
M uller’s attack on the Ancient 
Model, and it is very doubtful that 
the working out of the Indo-Euro

pean language family did either. 
Therefore, as the abandonment of 
the Ancient Model was not an ad
vance in explaining the evidence, it 
would seem useful to scrutinize it.

I do not claim that “racism” was 
the only reason for the initial attacks 
on the Ancient Model. However, I 
do argue that, while other factors 
such as Romanticism and the revival 
of Christianity were of substantial 
importance in the 1820s, racism and 
anti-Semitism have proved much 
more durable and powerful in the 
long run. I do refer in Volume I (pp. 
209-11) to the growing aesthetic 
interest in and voyages to Greece in 
the 18th century. I am sorry that I 
did not give these matters enough 
emphasis for Coleman’s taste. On 
the other hand, I do not accept his 
notion that “the higher standards of 
analysis associated with the rise of 
rationalism” during the 18th century 
were factors in the increasing 
skepticism about the influence of 
Egypt on Greece. As I try to make 
clear, most of the figures of the En
lightenment had a great admiration 
for Egypt, and thinkers like I^ocke 
and Hume appear to have had no 
problem with the Ancient Model.

Coleman argues that internalist 
forces played a much greater role in 
the defeat of the Ancient Model and 
the establishment of the Aryan 
Model than I am prepared to grant. I 
accept and did accept in Volume I 
(pp. 330-36) that when it came to the 
establishment of the Aryan model, 
the working out of the Indo-Euro
pean language family was “more 
powerful” than the externalist forces. 
However, as I mentioned above,

Muller’s challenge to the Ancient 
Model was not caused by this or any 
other of the great discoveries of the 
19th century. Thus Muller’s work 
and its widespread acceptance -  at 
least in regard to the Egyptians -  
have to be explained by externalist 
forces.

I call the new model “Aryan” 
rather than “Indo-European” be
cause, as used in the 19th and 20th 
centuries, the word “Aryan” does 
not merely convey “Indo-European,” 
it also connotes a belief in the de
sirability  of northern purity. 
Coleman believes it unfair of me to 
use such a loaded term, but I did so 
deliberately because I do see con
nections between scholarship and 
politics, and am convinced that his
torians and linguists were substan
tially affected by the intense racism 
and anti-Semitism of the 19th and 
early 20th centuries.

The belief in the desirability of 
northern purity and in the isolation 
of Indo-European languages -  es
pecially Greek -  from those spoken 
to their south has been enormously 
powerful. It has had long-lasting 
consequences because it led to a 
tendency to associate northern in
vasions and infiltrations of Greece 
with the denial of southern influ
ences. I maintain that the two are 
quite compatible. Indeed, this is the 
basis of my “Revised Ancient 
Model.” However, I am convinced 
-  and Coleman appears to agree -  
that recent archaeological discover
ies around the Eastern Mediterranean 
are now straining the conventional 
framework of mutual exclusivity.

My use of only three models —

Ancient, Aryan, and Revised An
cient —  necessarily lumps together 
the ideas of scholars whose works 
differ in many ways from one an
other, but this does reveal common 
features of such views that have not 
previously been apparent.

I not only imply, but state my 
belief that anti-Semitism was one of 
the reasons that Cyrus Gordon’s and 
Michael Astour’s work on Semitic 
relations with Greek culture was 
neglected or dismissed. This was 
because, as Jews, they were seen as 
making special pleas. Behind this 
was the belief that only universal or

objective views came from white 
Aryan men who, unlike Jews, blades, 
or women, were seen as having no 
partisan axe to grind. I -  of all 
people -  cannot maintain that 
everyone’s scholarship is determined 
by his or her ethnic background and 
social position. However, as I see 
scholarship in these and many other 
areas as an intricate dialectic between 
the researcher and the topic studied, 
I believe that scholars’ social 
identities should be taken into 
account when assessing their 
arguments, including those of non- 

see Bernal, p. 12
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Speaking the Unspeakable
Suzanne Stewart

PROBING THE LIMITS 
OF REPRESENTATION: 
Nazism and the ‘Final Solution’
edited by Saul Friedlander 
Harvard University Press, 407pp., 
$24.95 paper

There appears to be a dose 
connection between the postmodern 
project and the critical study of the 
Holocaust in that both have targeted 
what is understood today as “the 
problem of representation.” To trace 
this connection more closely, I would 
like to begin by positing two alterna
tive questions that appear to be im
plicit in the literature:

Does the Holocaust produce or 
cause postmodernist thought, and if 
so, in what ways and to what effect? 
Did the Holocaust permanently 
challenge previous thought that be
lieved in its own representational 
abilities as a discourse of truth which 
was firmly rooted in the material 
world?

A l t e r n a t i v e l y ,  d o e s  
postmodernism view the Holocaust 
as an event that of necessity must 
remain beyond our grasp because it 
sees history itself as unavoidably 
opaque and unreadable?

In his introduction to Probing 
the Limits o f Representation, a series 
o f papers given at the conference 
“Nazism and the ‘Final Solution”’ 
held at the University o f  California, 
Los Angeles in April 1990, Saul 
Friedlander locates areas in which 
postmodern approaches to the 
Holocaust have raised questions. For 
example, some postmodern critical 
strategies of ideological ambiguity 
and formal experimentation have led 
to excessive aestheticization of the 
Holocaust in such works as the films 
of Jurgen Syberberg, Luchino 
Visconti and Lina Wertmiiller, as 
well as writings by Michel Toumier 
and paintings by Anselm Kiefer.

Further, the postmodern under
standing of language as polysemic 
and self-referential calls forth a 
multiplicity of historical voices 
which, while facilitating critical 
distance from “master narratives” 
and from totalizing views of history, 
may also lead to relativism and the 
abrogation of historical criticism.

Although Probing the Limits is 
a collection of essays, it functions as 
a dialogue, above all with Hayden 
White (himself a contributor to the 
book) who espouses one of the more 
radical formulations of historical 
relativism, but also with the German 
historians who have been partici
p a n ts  in the  so -c a lle d  
Historikerstreit, and with writers, 
poets and film-makers whose work 
may have contributed to the 
aestheticization of the Holocaust. A 
further polemic is carried on with 
Jurgen Habermas who has advo
cated a return to the rationalism of 
Enlightenment thought as a response 
to what he perceives as the inevita
bly reactionary  effec ts of 
postmodernism. Perhaps the most 
interesting contributions are those 
that explicitly address the dilemma 
that Friedlander raises in his intro
duction: the conflict between the 
critique of representation and the 
continued need for historical “truth.” 
In this regard, the essays by 
Friedlander, Dominick LaCapra, 
Eric Santner and Dan Diner evi

dence a growing preoccupation with 
the standpoint of the critic in any 
analysis of the Holocaust.

This shift to the problem of the 
subject-position of the critic raises 
the ethical question of commitment 
and is related to the effort to for
mulate a theory of witness or of 
Holocaust testimony. Claude 
Lanzmann’s film Shoah, the estab
lishment of the Yale Video Archives 
for Holocaust survivors and the re
cent publication of Shoshana 
Felman’s and Dori Laub's book 
Testimony are prominent examples 
that maintain the postmodern critique 
of representation while at the same 
time seeking a form of historical 
“truth” which does not “normalize” 
history. In theoretical terms, this 
has meant a return to the Freudian 
analysis of trauma as an historical 
event that cannot be represented, but 
to which the subject is bound in a 
“transferential” relationship.

The problem of trauma re-opens 
the theoretical question of repre
sentation in a new way: it is no 
longer simply a question of stating 
that representation is impossible 
because of the inherent characteris
tics of the Holocaust (which would 
compel us to silence), or because of 
interpretations that tend toward 
aestheticization or historical rela

tivism. Instead, the representation 
of traum a is, according to 
Friedlander, or Lanzmann, Felman 
and Laub, mediated by memory, a 
memory conceived, however, not as 
a repetition of past events, but as the 
place where past trauma is worked 
through. Thus Friedlander invokes 
a reality that is filtered through 
memory, an “allusive or distanced 
realism" that necessitates a dis
placement in time and space. The 
generation of such memory is not 
spontaneous, but a process of 
“working through” the past in such a 
way that the critic or the voice 
speaking from the Holocaust be
comes a witness who remains 
transferentially bound to the trauma. 
Thus, as LaCapra notes, the speak
er’s subject-position cannot remain 
indifferent: “How should one ne
gotiate transferential relations to the 
object of study whereby processes 
active in that object are repeated 
with more or less significant varia
tions in the account of the historian? 
The Holocaust presents the historian 
with transference in the most trau
matic form conceivable -  but in a 
form that will vary with the differ
ence in subject position of the ana
lyst.” Depending on whether the 
speaker is a victim, a perpetrator, or 
a by-stander, such a subject-position 
“will make a difference even in the 
meaning of statements that may be 
formally identical.”

LaCapra’s formulation of the 
need for awareness of the subject- 
position of any Holocaust discourse 
is an integral part of the theory of 
witnessing as it is conceived by 
Felman and Laub in their book

Testimony. Laub distinguishes three 
distinct levels of witnessing in rela
tion to the Holocaust that must co
exist in order for an act of testimony 
to occur: (1) “being a witness to 
oneself within the experience” of 
the Holocaust; (2) “being a witness 
to the testimonies of others”; and (3) 
“being a witness to the process of 
witnessing itself’. It is possible to

illustrations from 'Art of the Holo
caust" (The Rutledge Press, 1983)

take this even further and argue that 
these three levels of witnessing cor
respond to three levels of narrative- 
historical restoration: (1) the healing 
process of the trauma victim as an 
individual; (2) the reconstruction of 
a community of witnessing through 
belated rendering of the traumatic 
event, the creation, that is, of a text (a 
film, book, etc.); and (3) critical 
discourse itself, whereby the critic 
also comes to occupy a witnessing 
place from which to construct a 
history of the trauma, precisely as a 
belated history of witnessing, I,aub 
insists that these positions cannot be 
collapsed without endangering what 
he calls the process of listening to 
trauma. To collapse the second and 
third levels into the first would sig
nify a “sacralizing” over-identifi
cation with the victim, while a col
lapse into the second level would 
generate an aestheticization of the 
trauma, and a collapse into the third 
level would lead either to historical 
relativism or to positivism.

S u r p r i s in g ly ,  S a n d o r  
Goodhart’s review of Testimony 
(Bookpress, April 1992), makes no 
mention of Laub’s sophisticated 
theory of witnessing. On the con
trary, Goodhart appears to under
stand witnessing in precisely the way 
that Laub rejects: as monologue. 
Consequently, and this seems a 
reductive reading on his part, he 
relegates the book itself to another 
instance of Holocaust testimony 
(which it no doubt is, as well), and

asserts that as a theory of witness
ing, it “gets things precisely wrong.” 

Yet it is Goodhart who gets 
things wrong in his depiction of the 
book’s central thesis. The principal 
claim of Testimony is that the 
Holocaust stands for an event that 
was traumatic to such an extent that 
“it could not be told” simultaneously 
as it was taking place. The unique
ness of the Holocaust, then, was that 
it produced no witnesses, because — 
as the event unfolded — “most ac
tual or potential witnesses failed one- 
by-one to occupy their position as 
witness.” Laub makes this claim in 
the context of his definition of wit
nessing as a three-leveled process of

speaking and listening. Witnessing 
is an address to an other, it takes — 
as Freud has remarked — two to 
witness the unconscious.

For Laub, as for Felman, wit
nessing is an address, a speech act or 
a discursive practice, that in itself is 
not true, but addresses truth: it is an 
“appointment” with truth and a 
calling to truth that exceeds the limits 
of the witness’s discourse: “By vir
tue of the fact that the testimony is 
addressed to others, the witness, 
from within the solitude of his stance, 
is the vehicle of an occurrence, a 
reality, a stance or a dimension be
yond himself’, as Felman puls it. In 
order to bear witness, one no longer 
possesses truth, since that truth is 
“not available to its own speaker”, 
but continues to escape him. Wit
nessing is thus not a statement of truth 
but a mode o f access to it: it is pro
ductive of truth, as in the German 
word “zeugen” -  signifying both 
witnessing and begetting.

It is the production of truth in 
this sense that was foreclosed during 
the Holocaust. This does not mean 
that attempts were not made at the 
time, as I.aub points out, and as Dan 
Diner traces in very interesting ways 
th ro u g h  h is co n c ep t o f 
“co u n te rra tio n a lity ” in the 
Friedlander volume. What is crucial

for Laub is that witnessing at the 
three levels outlined above did not 
take place at the time of the Holo
caust, with the result that the “event 
could thus unimpededly proceed as 
though there were no witnessing 
whatsoever, no witnessing that could 
decisively impact on it."

Laub’s use of the term “work
ing through” signifies a non-repeti- 
tive, transferential relationship with 
the past that maintains the distinction 
between past and present. Psycho
analytic theory also speaks of another 
mode of behavior or speech — 
“acting out” — by which is meant 
the “uncanny” repetition of a past 
trauma, that is, the inability to let go 
of trauma by accepting it as past. 
Acting out and working through both 
contain conscious and unconscious 
material since, as Freud insisted, a 
perfect consciousness is unattain
able

Goodhart’s rejection of “a 
traumatic event without witnesses” 
is, in my opinion, predicated on a 
misunderstanding of the nature of 
the opposition between acting out 
and working through. Goodhart 
distinguishes two kinds of witness: 
“(1) the conscious cognizance of 
events (of which there was, admit
tedly, very little, but which at least 
was theoretically possible); and (2) 
the unconscious, ‘uncanny’ repeti
tion of these events (of which there 
was a great deal).” At least implic
itly, he equates acting out with un
conscious behavior and speech, and 
working through with conscious 
behavior and speech. This equation 
has important consequences for his 
definition of witnessing and for his

critique of Laub. Since Laub ex
cludes acting out from his definition 
of witnessing, Goodhart reads this 
to mean that Laub would not accept 
unconscious forms of witnessing as 
part of his theory of testimony. But 
I Club’s text simply does not support 
Goodhart’s misconception. To the 
contrary, it is one of Laub’s funda
mental points that the two opposi
tions between acting out and work
ing through, and between uncon
scious and conscious behavior are 
not formally identical, that in fact 
witnessing entails listening to un
conscious witnessing and conscious 
witnessing as a way to work through 
the past. Thus it is by dissociating 
witnessing from conscious “truth” 
statements that the past may be be
latedly recaptured. For Laub, then, 
witnessing signifies a restorative 
process, whereas Goodhart defines 
acting out in itself as a witnessing 
process, thereby undermining it as a 
critical-tool.

In I stub’s analysis, belaledness 
(Nachtrttglichkeit) is fundamental 
to both the critique of representation 
and the historically restorative 
process. Trauma is defined, ac
cording to Freud, by an inevitably 
belated cognizance of itself as past 
event. Laub and Felman strive to 
articulate this belatedness in their 
theory of witnessing. Laub in par
ticular (and here I believe his con
tributions are stronger than those of 
Felman -  and Goodhart who, inter
estingly, shares with Felman an 
understanding of belatedness as 
co n tin u ity ) conceives of this 
belatedness as a historical gap. 
Laub’s use of psychoanalytic cat
egories transcends the level of the 
individual in order to achieve a new 
construction or restoration of the 
historical narrative. This restoration 
constitutes a working-through of the 
past on the part of its victims, its 
bystanders, its perpetrators and its 
inheritors. It goes without saying 
that such a working-through is of 
necessity different for each of these 
groups.

Yet, because Goodhart equates 
acting-out and working-through as 
witnessing acts, it follows that he 
must ignore precisely this critical, 
restorative function of Laub’s text. 
This equation leads to an under
standing of belatedness as historical 
continuity, creating a blindness to 
Laub’s historical gap, a blindness 
that is dangerous. It is one thing to 
claim that the Holocaust is not over, 
as Imib and Felman also claim, but 
only to the extent that we have not 
faced this trauma of our century and 
thus continue to live in its shadow. It 
is quite another thing to claim that 
“everything is now evidence for and 
testifies to the Holocaust,” or that 
“Revisionism is not neo-Nazism but 
Nazism, the same Nazism that has 
been there all along,” as Goodhart 
would have us believe. Such claims 
are politically dangerous because 
they obviate the need for historioal 
understanding and for a hard look at 
current political realities, both of 
which require recognition of the 
differences between past and present

The logic of the symptom and 
the logic of the witness, which for 
Goodhart are identical, do indeed 
have a common element they both 
challenge our understanding of truth 
as the se lf-co n ta in ed  and 

see Speaking, p. 15
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Off Campus 
at the Bookery

The “Off Campus at the Bookery” lecture scries continued 
last month with playwright and poet Sidney Smith reading 
from his recently-published first novel, Flannery. “Off 
Campus at the Bookery” continues to feature lectures and 
readings on a wide variety of topics, one flight up in the 
office complex Atrium of the DeWitt Mall, on Sundays at 
4:00 p.m.

May 3: Susan  H u b b a rd
will read and sign copies o f her 
short fiction collection, Walking on 
Ice, which won the 1989 Associ
ated Writing Programs’ Short Fic
tion Prize. Hubbard received an 
M.A. in creative w riting from 
Syracuse U niversity , and now 
teaches writing in the College o f 
Engineering at Cornell University.
This sum m er she will lead a fic
tion-writing workshop at the Uni
versity  o f  S ou thern  -M ain e’s 
Stonecoast W riters’ Conference.

May 17: D avid A dam s
will read poetry from and sign 
copies o f  Shaped Like a H eart, 
published in 1991 as part o f  the 
collection, A R ed Shadow o f  Steel 
M ill  R eleased by B ottom  Dog 
Press, the book features poems set 
in the industrial and rural M id
west. In 1991, Adam s was fea
tured as a guest poet at the James 
Wright Festival. He has worked in 
a variety  o f  occupations, from 
laborer to technical writer, and for 
the last three years has taught tech
nical writing in the College o f En
gineering at Cornell University.

June 14: T hom as E isner
will speak on “B iodiversity and 
die Search for Medicines.” Eisner 
has been a m ember o f the Cornell 
University faculty since 1957; he 
is presendy Jacob Gould Sherman 
Professor o f  Biology. An active 
conservationist, Eisner is a founder 
o f the science o f chemical ecology 
and has recently established the 
idea o f “chem ical p rospecting,” 
whereby fees paid by drug compa
nies for the righ t to  search a 
country’s forests for p lants and 
insects with medicinal properties 
will be devoted to the country’s 
conservation efforts. E isner is a 
p rom inen t en to m o lo g is t (260  
technical papers, five books), and 
an authority on anim al behavior 
and evolution. Sociobiologist E.O. 
W ilson o f Harvard has called him 
“the Seurat o f evolutionary biol
o g y ”

July 19: R oald  H offm ann
w ill d iscu ss  h is fo rth co m in g  
collection o f  poetry and essays, 
“Chemistry Imagined.” Hoffmann 
is a Nobel Prize-winning chemist 
a t C ornell U n iv ersity  w hose 
poetry , essays, and  scien tific  
writings have been published and 
reviewed worldwide. “Chemistry 
Im agined ,” to  be pub lished  by 
Sm ithsonian Press in Spring o f 
1993, is based on a collaborative 
exhibit with collage artist Vivian 
Torrance, w hich “dism isses the 
idea o f  purity  in  e ither art or 
chem istry” and connects these 
fie ld s to  m ain stream  hum an  
ex p erien ce . T he H offm ann / 
Torrance exhibit has appeared at 
T he New Y ork  A cadem y o f  
Sciences in New York C ity and 
will move to the National Academy 
o f Sciences in W ashington, D.C., 
this com ing September.

On the Loan 
of a Book

Robert Hill

Many subjects will, like potted 
plants, support a single magnificent 
blossom in the form of an epigram, 
but will bear only meager fruit when 
espaliered along the open wall of an 
essay. So, in the case at hand, it may 
be better to tend and water a single 
pithy sentence, as:

I .ending a book inflates the 
currency of conversation; or

A book loaned is a log 
thrown down a mineshaft to 
feed a candle: the candle is 
snuffed, the book is lost; or

Mind your own books and 
your own children.

Too late; one epigram leads to an
other, dilation quickly rushes in to 
fill the plenum.

The fact of the matter is that 
lending a book (that gratuitous act of 
misguided enthusiasm forever dis
tinct from lending a book upon re
quest to one who wishes to borrow 
it) is, under the worst of circum
stances, like tossing a perfectly 
serviceable match onto ashes; and 
under the best of circumstances it is 
like larding a fat goose. The act 
often transpires in the wake of a 
conversation in which we are asked, 
with asperity or keen asseveration, 
willt indulgence, contempt, patience, 
or heat, to consider another position, 
examine another side of the ques
tion. Or it may be in die langorous 
pleasantries of agreement and con
currence, confidence in the mutual
ity of truth, in the expansive gener
osity of knowledge shared and ex
ception accepted.

But there it lies, unsolicited, 
upon your desk the following day, 
lurking in your mailbox that evening 
-  the Other Position, the Other Side 
of the Question, the Corroborating 
Scripture, the Definitive Answer. 
Moreover, arriving through the well- 
meaning offices of a friend or fellow 
laborer, it is not just a book; it is an 
Obligation, whispering the silent 
imperatives of continued associa
tion and continuing daily regard. 
Read This and We’ll Talk. A hint of 
rebellion may spring like a thin foam 
on the brain:

I don’t want to read 
Apuleius, I’m already read
ing Julia Child.

I won’t look at Aesculapius 
before I’m done with Galen.

Boethius and Quine can 
bloody well wait on St. 
Thomas a Kempis.

A cold day in hell before I 
lay Petronius aside for 
Henry Miller.

table after the party has cleaned the 
roast from the bone. Nonetheless 
you carry it dutifully into your study 
or your office, much in the spirit in 
which you might pick up a bag of 
zucchini a thoughtful neighbor has 
left on your back step from the last 
harvest: chances are you haven’t yet 
finished the last bag of zucchini or, 
more likely, you’re finished with 
zucchini forever.

With polite resolution, not un
gratefully, you set the book on your 
desk -  not in the center of the blotter 
but above it and to one side -  
promising yourself to look at it (the 
notion of actually reading it right 
now seems heavier than the folio 
edition of the book itself) in case it 
should resurface in a subsequent 
conversation.

Did you get that book 1 dropped 
in your box yesterday? your friend 
solicits, at once gauging the unspo
ken elements in your response and 
ascertaining the welfare and contin
ued existence of the loan. You did 
indeed, and probably feel badgered 
enough to promise aloud that you’ll 
take a look first chance. So far you

illustration: Milly Acharya

have in good faith observed every 
amenity, promised only modest 
things.

Life, of course, has a way of 
careening onward, yours like eve
ryone else’s. Several days, perhaps 
a week having elapsed, you may 
observe your benefactor and guide 
attempting to pick up the frayed 
ends of a past conversation by 
making particular pointed references 
to passages and arguments drawn 
from a book still unfamiliar to you, 
albeit now in your possession. You 
find yourself hedging, dodging be
hind other references, firing quotes 
from elsewhere, or changing the 
subject entirely and without deftness. 
It happens a second time, leaving 
you little recourse but to leap pur
posefully onto a chance bus, get off 
at the next stop and walk back cir
cumspectly to retrieve your car.

Another week passes, another 
spell of immersion in your affairs. 
Removing a pile of newspapers from

the top of your filing cabinet, there 
lies the book, its cover a pale accu
sation, each chapter taunting you 
with your irresolution, each page a 
breach of promise, each period an 
expectation. The Instrument of your 
Conversion is become a Reproach. 
The truths to which you acquiesced 
rest lightly still upon your being, but 
their Corroboration is a Millstone. 
Will you save your soul, or your 
spirit? To keep the one you must 
lose the other. The choice was laid, 
like a foundling on your doorstep, 
while you thought you were mind
ing your own.

Feeling then some of your 
original resolve returning, led back 
in upon the thin arm of Shame, you 
vow again that you will certainly 
look at the book soon. But mean
while it is best, as when you find a 
viper in the rose bed, to put it where 
it cannot surprise you so a second 
time. You sequester it safely on 
your bookshelf, somewhere above 
your head or below your knees. And 
there it rests, reproach out of mind.

Did you get a chance to read 
any of the book I loaned you? Taken 
by surprise anyway, at the turn of a 
corridor or stepping out into an in
conveniently public sidewalk, you 
blurt out unguardedly, Oh yes, of 
course, 1 have looked into it. Some 
of the points are pretty interesting, 
some new light shed there, I think

Now you may curse the spon
taneity of the self-protective instinct, 
but you have stepped right in the 
middle of it again. It is not a he so 
much as it is another promise, but 
you have been promising too much 
and too easily of late. And what is 
worse, you have in your haste for 
self-preservation forestalled a re
quest for the book's return, an event 
that may be attended by a temporary 
pique, a moment of small disap
pointment, but one that would have 
put an end to your prevailing dis
comfort. There is no calling your 
acquaintance back now, confessing 
that you haven't really and probably 
won’t ever. You are left with a 
friend, but still retain custody of that 
friend’s book.

But there is an end of it.
For now you rarely see your 

friend -  or perhaps fairer to say, 
your friend rarely sees you. The 
book remains, forgotten after a time, 
in its obscure slot on your bookshelf 
Your friend may wonder why you 
haven't been around much of late, 
perhaps wonder if you’ll ever return 
that book. But more likely, if it ever 
comes to mind, it is merely to wonder 
who it was that borrowed it without 
returning it.

Or, to put it simply,

Who lendeth books giveth
hostages unto fortune.

Robert Hill is a writer living in 
Ithaca, N.Y.

Arriving, as the loan is wont, 
after the bosky warmth of an agree
able conversation or the open flame 
of real controversy, it seems a bit out 
of time and out of temperature, a 
plate of cooled fish brought to the
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Nick Gillespie

MARIE'ITK IN ECSTASY 
by Ron Hansen

HarperCollins, 179 pp., $20.00

At least one problem may stand 
in the way of widespread popularity 
of Ron Hansen’s impressive new 
novel, Mariette in Ecstasy: the 
American public’s general lack of 
interaction with nuns. (Truthfully, 
I’m not sure that the lack of inter
action with nuns is a problem, per 
se. Let’s just say it’s easier for the 
reader to grasp the novel’s backdrop 
if he/she has had some experience 
with nuns.) The novel, set in 1906, 
takes place at a convent for the Sisters 
of the Crucifixion in Upstate New 
York and is immersed in rituals and 
traditions that even post-Vatican II 
Catholics might have trouble recog
nizing. Mariette in Ecstasy revolves 
around the kind of mortification of 
the flesh that went out of style with 
hair shirts, waist cords, self-flagel
lation, and wearing sackcloth and 
ashes. Need it be added that Hansen’s 
novel is a highly provocative, sen
suous work that readily engages all 
the faculties of the reader?

But before discussing Hansen’s 
novel itself, I’d like to dwell for a 
moment or two on the more general 
topic of nuns. For those not raised in 
the Catholic faith, it must be difficult 
to make sense of nuns. Flip through 
your rolodex of cognitive categories, 
and with what do you come up? 
Spinster aunts, weird sisters from 
M ac Beth, the pop  song

“Dominique,” Julie Andrews in The 
Sound o f Music, Sally Field in The 
Flying Nun, Mother Theresa? 
Clearly, not a simple pigeonhole. 
As a graduate student at Temple 
University, I was in a class with a 
nun (predictably, she was tom be
tween writing a dissertation on 
Gerard Manley Hopkins or Flannery 
O’Connor). When she made a com
ment during the first seminar ses
sion, several of the other students 
giggled, although she had said noth
ing remotely humorous. After the 
class, I asked the students why they 
had laughed. “I didn’t know they 
were allowed to talk,” said one of 
them. "Where do they come from?” 
asked another.

Even for parochial school 
graduates, I’d venture to guess, these 
oddly dressed, indeterminately aged 
creatures remain enigmatic. You 
are told that, yes of course, they take 
vows of chastity. But you are also 
reminded that they are “brides of 
Christ” (some orders even wear 
wedding bands to signify their com
mitment). They are, simultaneously, 
sisters of mercy and renowned for 
their brutish discipline, in and out of 
the classroom. There’s no easy 
epistemology regarding nuns, and 
so they remain instead a matrix of 
contrasts. They seem to be human 
but otherworldly, ostensibly female 
but resolutely asexual, merciful but 
demanding, learned but dogmatic. 
That many nuns sport male names 
doesn’t exactly help to clear up the 
confusion.

The characters of Mariette in

Ecstasy embody and incarnate such 
oppositions. Seventeen-year-old 
Mariette Baptiste enters the convent 
of the Sisters of the Crucifixion, 
where her older sister Annie, now 
known as Reverend Mother C61ine, 
is the prioress. Mariette wants 
nothing more than to renounce the 
physical world but she is also aware 
of its value (and her value in it).

[Mariette 1 then stands and un
ties the strings at her neck so that the 
pink satin seeps onto a green Chinese 
carpet that is as plush as grass. And 
she is held inside an upright floor 
mirror, pretty and naked and sev
enteen. She skeins her chocolate- 
brown hair. She pouts her mouth. 
She esteems her full breasts as she 
has seen men esteem them. She

haunts her milk-white skin with her 
hands.

Even this 1 give You.
When Mariette exhibits the 

stigmata on Christmas, it sets off a 
storm of controversy within the con
vent The apparent “miracle” divides 
the community of believers into two 
camps: those who see Mariette as a 
“cunning sham,” a kind of ecclesi
astical showboat and those who see 
her as a saint in God’s grace.

How does the Church proper 
respond to Mariette? With suspicion, 
of course. Roman Catholicism is 
founded on the notion that access to 
the Godhead must be mediated 
through any number of agents: 
priests, sacraments, the Church itself. 
Since Mariette’s stigmata indicates 
she may have bypassed the proper 
channels, Pfcre Marriott, the parish 
priest, is in a quandary. He says to 
Mariette, “The Church cannot say 
that you are saintly because of these 
injuries any more than she would 
hazard to say Sister Saint-Pierre, for 
example, is unholy because she is 
without them ... And it is so often 
hard to tell whether these things are 
not just illusions brought on by ab
normal sensibilities and neurosis.” 
Part of him hopes it is the real McCoy, 
part of him worries that he is the 
excluded middleman in this par
ticular theological transaction. 
“Does one say she’s neurotic, then, 
or is she simply chaste,” he writes a 
colleague. “She is a challenge to our 
theology, psychology, medicine. 
God would have it so many times in 
our human history. He is never at

variance with Himself, only with 
our meager understanding of Him.”

That a religion founded on 
miracles needs to be so skeptical of 
them is one of the ironies 
foregrounded by Hansen through
out the novel. Mother Saint-Raphael, 
who takes over the convent after 
Mother C61ine’s death and who de
velops into a kind of tough female 
prison guard, even happily embraces 
humanist philosophy and science to 
dispense with Mariette. “There was 
a Scottish philosopher named David 
Hume who said it was contrary to 
our experience for miracles to be 
true, but that is not contrary to our 
experience for testimony about them 
to be false,” she tells her fellow 
nuns. “We shall try to find a natural 
explanation for these phenomena if 
we can, and we shall deny they are 
holy gifts to Mariette until there is 
no other alternative.”

Another twist is wrapped up 
within this one: the goal of the 
contemplative life is perfect humil
ity before God, but it’s best not to be 
too perfect. Otherwise, the humility 
thing is lost. Early in the novel, 
Mariette has a conversation with a 
“sweet, fat, toad-eyed novice named 
Sister Hermance” which speaks to 
this dilemma; Sister Hermance says:

“ When I joined the order I 
prayed to go away from home and 
have home totally forget me. I have 
been praying since for humiliations 
and hardships and perfect atone
ment for my sins. And perhaps, too, 

see Mariette, p. 16

D iscover th e1992Season 
Hangar Theatre
The Heidi Chronicles

by Wendy Wasserstein
June 10  - June 2 0

A Pulitzer Prize-winning comedy about 
a professional woman's adventures

Man of La Mancha
book by Dale Wasserman
June 2 5  - Ju ly  11

The musical which dares "The Impossible Dream"

The Miracle Worker
by William Gibson

July  15  - Ju ly  2 5
Helen Keller's triumphant story '

A Life in the Theatre
by David Mamet

July  2 9  - A ugust 8
A funny & charming tribute to the stage

M. Butterfly
by David Henry Hwang

A ugust 12  - A ugust 2 2
A Tony Award-winning drama which 

reveals shocking deceptions

Subscribe Today! (607) 273-4497

Food For Thought
...and

Conversation!
For Unhurried Dining or a 
Leisurely Drink From Our 

Vast Selection of
Fine Wines & International Beers 

and Unparalleled Bar List, it’s

ON TH E COMMONS

L ITHACA, N.Y.
Kitchen Open 7 Days 11 AM -12:30 AM

224 E. S ta te  St. 272-2212 All M ajor 
C red it C ards



the BOOKPRESS May, 1992

Caribbean Cinema:
p. 6

Now You See It, Now You Don’t
Richard Herskowitz 

EX-ILES
Edited by Mbye Cham 
African World Press, 415 pp., 
$18.95 paper

In his important essay on 
“Cultural Identity and Cinematic 
Representation,” reprinted in Ex
iles, cultural studies scholar Stuart 
Hall defines the national conscious
ness of “Carribeanness” not as a 
static framework, but rather an evo
lutionary process geared to the fu
ture in which artists play primary 
creative roles. Mbye Cham’s new 
volume of essays on Caribbean cin
ema could not be more suited to this 
current intellectual ideal (posited 
against the oppressiveness of fixed 
nationalist beliefs) of open, evolv
ing, hybrid national consciousness. 
Within Ex-lies' s pages, “Caribbean 
Cinema” is a construct that regu
larly comes into view and disinte
grates before one’s eyes, like 
Brigadoon.

Cham guarantees that the 
construct of “Caribbean Cinema” 
will remain slippery and open by 
first setting boundaries for his book’s 
“imagined community” encom
passing most Dutch, Anglophone, 
and French Caribbean islands and 
exiles, while excluding the most 
productive source of Caribbean cin
ema, Hispanic Cuba. That coun
try’s films are relatively well-cov
ered in print, and would dominate 
the fledgling cinemas Cham is map
ping. (Cham also excludes from the 
book the Caribbean works which 
are key parts of the Black Independ
ent movement in Britain. These 
films are covered in Ex-lies' s com
panion volume, Blackframes.)

Cham foregrounds, under the 
umbrella of Caribbean Cinema, films 
made by Caribbean filmmakers in
side and outside the Caribbean. This 
is the source of his book’s title -  Ex
iles: from and outside the islands. 
But Cham also includes other works 
which would normally be consid
ered “outsiders” : Hollywood films 
using Caribbean settings, Canadian 
films based on Caribbean literary 
works (such as How to Make Love to 
a Negro Without Getting Tired), and 
productions by international film
makers (including Ethiopian Haile 
Gerima, German Thomas Harlan, 
French Michel Drach, Mauritanian

Med Hondo) in solidarity with Car
ibbean social liberation.

As an alternative to this ap
proach, Cham quotes the conditions 
for qualification as “Caribbean Cin
ema” laid down by Guadeloupian 
filmmaker Christian Lara, standards 
which, relative to Cham’s, seem 
wildly restrictive: “the director 
should be from the Caribbean, the 
subject matter should be a Carib
bean story, the lead actor/actress 
should be from the Caribbean, Cre
ole should be used, the production 
unit should be Caribbean.”

Cham primarily succeeds in 
conveying the impression of a het
erogeneous, polyglot, diverse but 
coherent cinema through his selec
tion of essays. Stylistically, as well 
as geographically, they are all over 
the map, and include Alain Mend’s 
playful Parisian prose circling 
around Sugar Cane Alley, John 
Stewart’s elegant but detached an
thropology o f Haitian culture; 
M ichaelle Lafontant-M enard’s 
highly engaged and polemical film 
history and criticism; Sylvia Win
ter’s roller coaster ride through liter
ary, sociobiological, economic, and 
cybernetic theory; and a generous 
selection of interviews. Even within 
the interviews, one filmmaker, Felix 
de Rooy, is interviewed twice and 
comes across as two contrasting 
personalities, relatively shy and 
reticent near home in Martinique 
and reflectively expansive away at 
the FESPACO festival in Burkina 
Faso.

The essays play off each other 
in fascinating ways. Notions by 
different authors on the nature and 
content of Caribbean Cinema often 
seem to challenge or contradict each 
other, virtually turning the anthology 
into what Stanley Fish would call a 
“self-consuming artifact.” While 
the book’s interviewers, for exam
ple, attempt to engage their subjects 
in the process of defining “Caribbean 
Cinema,” the subjects often back 
away (Euzhan Palcy: “Well, it is 
something 1 don’t like to say to the 
press, but I think, for the moment, 
we should not be talking about Car
ibbean Cinema because it does not 
exist yet.” Aimee Cesaire: “It still 
has a long way to go. In ten years I 
may be able to answer this ques- 
t» n ”).

Cinema itself, obviously 
considered within these pages a vi

tal art form for Caribbean self-ex
pression, has its aura of importance 
surprisingly deflated in Maryse 
Conde’s epilogue, in which she 
dismisses as specious argument the 
idea that cinema is closer than litera
ture to the African oral tradition; 
Michael Thelwell’s piece in which 
cinema becomes a vehicle for the 
rejuvenation of the novel as a popular 
art form; and John Stewart’s article, 
which has a lot to say about what the 
Haitian documentary film might 
address, but doesn’t. Stewart sees 
the heroic/tricksterish figure of “Le 
Marron” as a potential inspiration 
for filmmakers, but can come up 
with no adequate films to cite as 
examples (if Cham gives him another 
chance in succeeding editions, he 
might want to look at the contro
versial Krik? Krak! Tales o f a 
Nightmare as a possible illustration.

The anthology’s diverse 
perspectives on Perry Henzel’s The 
Harder They Come provide a good 
example of its cross-argumentative 
method. The Harder They Come 
first appears as an illuminating 
manifestation of class tensions 
within reggae culture in Ed 
Guerrero’s essay, an invaluable piece 
of writing on Jamaican cinema. It 
reappears as a source of inspiration 
for Michael Thelwell, as it first spins 
off his acclaimed novelization of the 
movie, and then this book’s beauti
fully written and memorable account 
of the making-of-the-novel. What 
makes Thelwell’s essay so extraor
dinary is his remarkably open mind, 
able to recognize the contradictions 
of capitalist culture which permit 
the emergence of emancipatory 
moments (e.g., publisher Barney 
Rosset’s gift of free novels for dis
tribution in Jamaica, and the emer
gence of socially critical reggae 
music as a marketable commodity).

It is then all the more startling 
for the reader to follow the epipha
nies of Thelwell’s piece with the 
closed-minded inanities of Kenneth 
Harris’s article on “Sex, Race, 
Commodity, and Film Fetishism in 
The Harder They Come." Harris 
damns The Harder They Come as 
simply the “commodification of 
reggae for white consumers.” Here 
is one of Harris’s devastating cri
tiques of the film: “To put it bluntly, 
whites who identify with Ivan Mar
tin may then go out and buy the 
records of Jimmy Cliff and other

reggae artists.” Harris supports his 
argument with the “revelation” that 
director Perry Henzel came into the 
film with a background as a producer 
of commercials. He seems incapa
ble of distinguishing when the use of 
a commercial in the film might be 
critical rather than celebratory of 
commercialism, or when commod
ity fetishism might be the film’s 
content, rather than its enunciated 
spectator-position. The article’s a 
mess, but it contributes to the book’s 
fascinating cross-argumentation, 
and Cham was probably right to 
include it.

Along with The Harder They 
Come, Ex-lies’s most discussed 
single title is Sugar Cane Alley. 
While Euzhan Palcy’s film appears 
to be the shining light of the new 
Caribbean Cinema championed 
(Jiroughout the book’s pages, there 
is a subversive undercurrent which 
questions the film’s reactionary im
age of Martinique. Alain Menil’s 
take on the film is somewhat ellip
tical and unclear, until he gets to the 
point' the film offers a “pious” vision 
of Martinique, and its popularity 
derives from the way it is “com
forting us.” He finds it more one
dimensional and essentialist than the 
novel, as it fails to match its source’s 
effectiveness in distancing the 
spectators from the character’s per
spectives.

Menil backs off from this 
criticism instantly, suggesting that 
Palcy possibly needed to record these 
nostalgic images in order to question 
and play with them in the future. 
Still, the criticisms are picked up in 
Maryse Conde’s epilogue, as she 
finds Palcy’s film backward-looking 
and irrelevant to the present.

Palcy’s own interview does 
her no favors, as the interviewer, not 
for lack of trying, fails to elicit any 
sense of Palcy’s familiarity with or 
particular commitment to the Car
ibbean film community. To be fair, 
Palcy was immersed at the time of 
the interview in the trauma of com
pleting A Dry White Season for 
Hollywood, and was understandably 
detached. (Conde later refers ob
liquely to Palcy’s “five years of an
guish” in the production of the film, 
but Palcy herself is more circum
spect. She claims to have had “total 
freedom” in the production, and 
defends the new release: “The casting 
is not Hollywoodian, the story is not

written in a Hollywoodian manner, 
and I did not shoot it as a Hollywood 
film.” Unfortunately, the film does 
not bear out these claims, as it focuses 
on white movie star Donald Suth
erland’s heroic enlightenment, fol
lowing in the tradition of Mississippi 
Masala, City o f  Joy, Cry Freedom, 
and so many other Hollywood “ra
cial problem” films.

Ex-lie s's authors’ perspec
tives on Hollywood are usually as 
negative as it largely deserves, being 
the source of countless images of the 
Caribbean as an exotic background 
fa-white adventures. However, for 
those fam iliar with Caribbean 
Marxist C.L.R. James’s The Strug
gle fo r  Happiness, with its critical 
appreciation of Hollywood movies’ 
liberating dimensions, many of the 
book’s criticisms can appear sim
plistic and patronizing of Caribbean 
audience tastes. Keith Warner, for 
example, looks forward to seeing 
this apparently immature audience 
“weaned” off commercial cinema. 
Michaelle Lafontant-Medard derides 
the “junk being dumped on us... 
poisoning of young minds... No one 
can argue successfully that those 
films are what the majority of Hai
tian viewers love.”

No one, that is, until we come 
to Maryse Conde, whose epilogue 
provides a final example of the 
book’s uncanny “call and response” 
structure. Conde argues that Hol
lywood’s skillful employment of 
universal conflicts and archetypes 
speaks mere to the Caribbean audi
ence’s needs than do the “truer” and 
harsher images of Caribbean Third 
Cinema. Caribbean viewers, she 
argues, do not need to confront re
ality; they need to recreate it. Hol
lywood’s fantasies are appropriated 
by these viewers toward this imagi
native end. (Conde’s point about 
Hollywood cinema makes me won
der whether Cham’s very broad 
definition of “Caribbean Cinema” 
might not be broadened further, and 
include some islanders’ rereadings 
of Hollywood films. Cham might 
want to consider adding some ac
counts of these to the second edition.) 
She pleads with Caribbean and in
ternational critics to stop setting rules 
for correct political filmmaking, 
since artists should not be bound by 
rules. And then she ends her essay, 
and the book: “Perhaps this should 

see Ex-Iles, p. 14
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FEMININE ENDINGS:
Music, Gender and Sexuality
by Susan McCIary
University of Minnesota Press, 220
pp., $14.95 paper

In the last pages of Feminine 
Endings, her irreverent and polemi
cal feminist look at Western classi
cal music, Susan McCIary praises 
pop star Madonna for disdaining 
“safe” music and instead offering 
“countemarratives of female het
erosexual desire” in which she 
“manages both to outrage those who 
would have her conform and to de
light those who are still trying to 
puzzle out their own future options.” 
This could almost be a description 
of McCIary's own endeavor, but 
even those who welcome McClary's 
refusal to conform may find cause 
for both delight and outrage in this 
book. As one of those who is “trying 
to puzzle out [my] future options," 
as a feminist in the predominantly 
male, conservative world of musi
cology, I find myself alternately de
lighted and dismayed by McClary’s 
uncompromising and iconoclastic 
insights. It is tempting to take the 
connection with Madonna a step 
further: just as Madonna has created 
a culture of “wannabes” among 
teenage girls, McCIary has a similar 
effect, at least on this young female 
musicologist. Admiration for a 
woman courageous enough to ar
ticulate the first sustained feminist 
criticism of classical music mingles 
with the reservations outspoken 
pioneers and idols often provoke.

Feminine Endings represents 
one of the first (and certainly one of 
the most self-consciously political) 
steps in the progress toward a new 
strain of musicology that accords 
greater importance to such issues as 
social context, gender, and sexual
ity, deriving much of its inspiration 
from recent trends in literary stud
ies. McClary’s particular innova
tion amounts to a determination to 
uncover the attitudes about gender 
she believes are encoded in Western 
music, even (and most insidiously, 
she claims) in the untexted instru
mental music of the late 18th and 
19th centuries that has usually been 
considered to be autonomous, “im
mune” to contamination by concrete 
meaning and transcendent of the 
petty realities of the society that 
produced it. (One of McClary’s 
targets is that venerated emblem of 
“universal truth,” Beethoven’s Ninth 
Symphony, which she describes as 
containing “one of the most horrify
ingly violent episodes in the history 
of music.”) Thus, in a phrase that 
hints at the interdisciplinary roots of 
her project, McCIary proposes to 
trace “the semiotics of desire, 
arousal, and sexual pleasure that cir
culate in the public sphere through 
music.” Her choice of repertory is 
courageously wide, spanning dispa
rate genres and periods, with chap
ters devoted to Monteverdi’s operas, 
representations of female madness, 
a Tchaikowsky symphony, Bizet’s 
Carmen, and works by Janika 
Vandervelde (a young American 
composer of art music), Madonna 
and Laurie Anderson.

Feminine Endings argues that 
music can be understood as a reflec
tion of society, in particular of soci
ety’s attitudes toward gender, which

it communicates by metaphorically 
reproducing human experience in 
its structures. That is, although its 
meanings are usually understood to 
be abstract, even largely formal (as 
expressed most notoriously in the 
phrase “architecture is frozen mu
sic”, often attributed to Goethe), 
music articulates sets of oppositions 
that can be interpreted in terms of 
other, more concrete oppositions. 
McClary’s readings are dependent 
on two tiers of metaphorical rela
tionship with society: she proposes 
that “music... often relics heavily 
upon the metaphorical simulation of 
sexual activity for its effects”, but at 
the same time she makes the larger 
claim that musical structures repro
duce the power relations between 
the sexes in society. In its repre
sentation of gender relations, 
McCIary argues, most music por
trays male and female elements 
symbolically, staging a struggle

between them in which the female 
element is usually subdued by some 
act of metaphorical violence. Most 
strikingly, McCIary interprets many 
of the great “climaxes” of Romantic 
music as symbolic of the violence of 
male sexuality.

Although McClary’s depend
ence on metaphor may make some 
readers uneasy — especially those 
musicologists accustomed to dealing 
with structures they have convinced 
themselves actually reside “in the 
music” — she offers a persuasive 
defense of the importance of meta
phor to all experience. The meta
phorical status of McClary’s inter
pretations does not in itself present a 
problem, since verbal responses to 
music are by nature metaphorical. 
But, after establishing this view in 
her introduction, McCIary occa
sionally seems to get carried away 
with the immediacy of her interpre
tations, confusing her metaphorical 
discourse about a work with the work 
itself.

Some of McClary’s most acute 
observations about the “semiotics 
of desire” in music emerge in her 
discussions of opera, a genre whose 
gender biases on both the musical 
and textual levels almost demand 
feminist comment. In one of the 
most convincing of her analyses, 
she interprets the discourse of the 
master musician in Monteverdi's 
1607 opera, Orfeo, as a sophisti

cated rhetorical manipulation of the 
listener’s desires by means of the 
structures of tonality: creating the 
desire for a certain tonic, withhold
ing it, then finally satisfying the 
expectation. In contrast, the lan
guage of Orfeo’s virginal bride, 
Euridice, is naive, unable to decide 
on a tonic, hesitating on intermedi
ate tonics and ornamental notes, 
“[finding] it difficult to move directly 
toward a goal without apologizing.” 
Compared to Orfeo’s song, which 
represents him as rhetorically -  and 
in one of McClary’s characteristic 
metaphorical structures, sexually -  
experienced, McCIary suggests that 
Euridice’s unsophisticated utter
ances reflect Monteverdi’s notion 
of the mode of speech that was 
suitable for a young girl, that rhe
torical expertise would call her in
nocence into question. Like most of 
McClary's interpretations, this one 
is based on the power of tonality to

create expectations and to confound, 
simulating sexual desire. The ob
servations on Orfeo are particularly 
convincing because tonality was just 
beginning to emerge at the beginning 
of the 17th century as the primary 
means of organizing tones, and thus, 
McCIary argues, composers were 
particularly aware of its potency in 
manipulating desire.

While McCIary has much more 
to say about such operatic heroines 
as C arm en and L ucia  di 
Lammermoor, it is a point of pride 
with her that her analysis of gender 
codes also applies to untexted mu
sic. Thus the core of the book — and 
the most detailed elaboration of its 
sexual metaphor — is a discussion 
of the historical construct that has 
come to be known as sonata form 
(the form of most first movements in 
the late 18tb and 19th centuries), 
interpreted as a confrontation be
tween masculine and feminine 
principles. Appropriately, the ar
gument is again rooted in the power 
of tonality, for sonata form highlights 
the departure from and return to a 
tonic key as the central event of the 
movement. Resolution can only 
occur once the second theme, 
originally heard in a different key, 
has been restated in the tonic, or to 
use McClary’s terms, subdued by 
the tonic.

In sonata, the principal key/ 
theme clearly occupies the narra

tive position o f masculine protago
nist; and while the less dynamic 
second key/theme is necessary to the 
sonata or tonal plot (without this foil 
or obstacle, there is no story), it 
serves the narrative Junction o f the 
feminine Other. Moreover, satis
factory resolution -  the ending al
ways generically guaranteed in ad
vance by tonality and sonata pro
cedure -  demands the containment 
o f  whatever is semiotically or 
structurally marked as feminine, ’ 
whether a second theme or simply a 
non-tonic key area.

If this account of confrontation be
tween an evil male power and a 
helpless female sounds a bit like a 
fairy tale, that is McClary’s intention; 
she draws her models for this “nar
rative” account of instrumental 
music from literary criticism, in 
particular Teresa de I auretis' femi
nist re-interpretation of narrative
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theory. From de Lauretis, McCIary 
adopts the maxim that “story de
mands sadism,” that, in order for a 
tale to achieve closure, violence must 
be done, an “Other'’ mast be subdued. 
It is in these terms, often accusing 
favorite works of violence and sad
ism, that McCIary discusses two 
works that temporarily depart from, 
but ultimately reaffirm, the principle 
of masculine closure: Beethoven’s 
Ninth and Tchaikowsky’s Fourth 
Symphonies. This model of tonal 
and thematic conflict informs many 
of McClary’s other analyses of 
pieces not in sonata form, and even 
of works outside the canon of 
Western art music, such as the songs 
of Anderson and Madonna.

The model of musical structure 
as a narrative, upon which McClary’s 
argument is based, has been a con
troversial issue among musicologists 
of late, ignited by some scholars’ 
insistence that instrumental music is 
incapable of narration. In fact, the 
process McCIary describes is more 
akin to a juxtaposition of the two 
contrasting thematic blocks she la
bels “masculine” and “feminine” 
than to narration. Even this initial 
semantic level of interpretation is 
questionable: the labels she attaches 
to themes and keys are based on 
complexes of conventionally-at
tributed gender characteristics, 
whose relevance either to 19th- 
century composers or to modem

audiences remains to be demon
strated convincingly.

The syntactical dimension of 
these so-called narratives, the means 
by which events are organized and 
action articulated, presents even 
greater problems. The analogy be
tween music and story-telling is 
shaky at best and structural differ
ences between the two arts may strain 
it unduly. For example, sonata form 
is actually based on the repetition of 
large blocks of musical material, 
more repetition than any story could 
bear; and no account of instrumental 
music has ever explained the narra
tive function of such extensive rep
etition. Thus McClary’s narrative 
model may offer imaginative 
insights into certain musical effects, 
but it is inadequate as a basis for her 
ambitious theory of gendered music.

Such shortcom ings aside, 
McCIary deserves credit for under
taking what is an almost impossible 
task: She not only tries to extract 
concrete social meaning from an art 
form that is emphatically non-rep- 
resentational, but does so partly in 
terms of the dominant mode of 
analysis — a system based on har
monic relationships, designed to 
reveal structural, not social meaning. 
Although McCIary may be admired 
for attempting to deal with instru
mental music analytically, it is here 
that she goes the furthest wrong, for 
there is a basic, insurmountable 
conflict between her critical agenda 
and her analytical means. While she 
herself describes her project as “post- 
structuralist” — she is clearly con
cerned with clearing away traditional 
notions of music as independent of 
societal constraints — her method is 
mired in the structuralist past, the 
formalistic, tonality-based “hard” 
analysis that was musicology’s re
sponse to the New Critics. Con
structing her narrative of sonata fonn 
through an analytical approach that 
is based on setting up binary oppo
sitions between keys and themes, 
and on showing how these opposi
tions ultimately resolve into an 
aesthetic unity, McCIary is forced 
— perhaps against her will — to 
adopt some of the aims of the old 
structuralism. Thus, while her 
rhetoric celebrates “the free play of 
the signifier,” her musical discus
sions too often result in constructing 
rigid equations between musical 
events and gender positions and 
following the terms of these equa
tions through the course of a piece. 
To return to McClary’s own defini
tion of her project, part of the problem 
may be that she seeks to interpret 
music in terms of “a semiotics of 
desire,” when it is far from clear that 
music functions as a semiotic system, 
tending rather to resist verbal 
meanings than to acquiesce in 
McClary’s straightforward equa
tions with society.

McCIary is certainly not una
ware of the limits of traditional 
analysis; some of the most satisfy
ing passages of the book are her 
“deconstructions” of musk theorists, 
especially one of the patriarchs of 
20th-century theory, Arnold 
Schoenberg. Yet her acute self- 
consciousness makes it all the more 
unfortunate that she too should be 
devoured by the forces she is trying 
to surmount, for here McCIary is a

see Feminine, p. 17
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Harold Washington’s Chicago

In the Jungle of Cities
Nick Salvatore

HAROLD WASHINGTON AND 
THE NEIGHBORHOODS: 
Progressive City Government in 
Chicago, 1983-1987
Edited by Pierre Clavel and Wim 
Wiewel
Rutgers University Press, 375 pp., 
$15.00 paper

Early in this century, riding a 
wave of progressive hopes that now 
strikes one as rather innocent, re
formers of various political hues 
tackled the problems of the city with 
great optimism. In Cleveland, 
Samuel “Golden Rule” Johnson es
poused radical reform; in other 
communities, the adoption of the 
city-manager form of government 
promised change; and there were 
widespread efforts to end corrup
tion and establish efficient and hon
est urban administrations. Self-pro- 
fcssed socialists ran for office on 
platforms advocating municipal 
ownership of streetcars, utilities, and 
other essentials of urban life, and in 
more than 70 cities they won, as 
political coalitions involving the 
working and middle classes sought 
to transform urban government.

The most influential social
ist victory occurred in Milwaukee, 
Wisconsin, a multi-ethnic industrial 
community, where socialist mayors 
held office for almost four decades 
following Emil Seidel’s election in 
1910. In an era when police were 
regularly used to break strikes, so
cialist insistence on police neutral
ity in labor disputes constituted an 
enormous change in working peo
ple’s lives. Similarly, the rigorous 
enforcement of industrial and resi
dential health codes, consistent 
prosecution of child labor law viola
tors, and the extension of electricity, 
water and sewer mains, and paved 
roads into the wards of the immi
grant working classes dramatically 
improved conditions o f most 
Milwaukee residents. Precisely what 
socialism meant in this context, 
however, remained unclear as col
lege-educated progressive reform
ers increasingly staffed the agencies 
and departments of the expanding 
socialist administration. Graduate 
students from the economics de
partment at the University of Wis

consin, under the prodding direction 
of John R. Commons, flocked to 
Milwaukee to partake in the great 
experiment

Socialism in one city, even 
over many decades, proved equivo
cal. As the young Walter Lippmann 
observed in 1913 — after a term as 
secretary to the socialist mayor of 
Schenectady, New York — social
ism in the cities crumbled because its 
own adherents would not allow tax 
policy to redistribute their rather 
limited wealth. From a historical 
perspective, moreover, it is quite clear 
that the ebbing of reform hopes was 
caused by bigger problems than the 
limited appeal of socialism. Pro
gressive urban reform itself faltered, 
unable to develop a consistent vision 
or sustained support. By 1940, one 
Cleveland city planner believed his 
city was engaged in a fierce race for 
survival with competing urban 
centers; two years later, the St. I xxiis 
City Planning Commission described 
their city as “fast becoming deca
dent.” So pervasive were these 
problems, Business Week thought in 
1940, that the federal government 
“seemed resigned to the internal 
decay of the cities.”

Chicago offers a case in point. 
Early in this century the process of 
migration out of the central city — 
the core of 19th-century economic 
and political life — was already 
evident here. Middle- and upper- 
class Chicagoans settled the North 
Shore suburbs after World War I; 
working people of the city migrated 
out as well, following the movement 
of jobs. Arguably, industrial de
centralization began in 1903, when 
Western Electric established its 
massive plant in the Chicago suburb 
of Cicero. In any event, between 
1929 and 1939, central Chicago lost 
over 11 percent of its blue-collar 
manufacturing positions while the 
surrounding suburbs gained. The 
results of this process were evident 
in the 1940s: property values — and 
thus the tax base — in the central city 
plummeted, neighborhoods visibly 
deteriorated, social services proved 
inadequate, and the pattern of urban 
dislocation intensified.

For a period after World War 
II, an extensive public works pro
gram, funded by all levels of gov
ernment, constructed highways, ur

ban housing, and bridges, promis
ing to repair the image of decay and 
blight that dominated discussions 
of urban life. And for some residents 
it did. In Mayor Richard J. Daley’s 
Chicago, such works programs pro
vided much-needed employment for 
white ethnics in the growing mu
nicipal work force and in the heav
ily unionized construction trades. 
Yet the decentralization of the city 
continued unchecked. Population 
declined by small percentages in

absolute terms, but by far larger 
proportions relative to the expand
ing suburbs. Most disturbing — 
despite Daley’s pro-business policy 
and his political machine’s largesse 
to those it favored — manufactur
ing jobs continued to escape Chi
cago. Between 1967 and 1982, the 
city lost an astounding 49.3 percent 
of its manufacturing base, a loss 
that eliminated the jobs of almost 
270,000 men and women. During 
this same period in the suburbs 
surrounding Chicago, 316,000 new 
manufacturing jobs developed.

At first glance such a spatial 
transformation of work may seem 
positive, as indeed it was for the 
largely white work force that left 
the city and staffed these new po
sitions. But left behind geographi
cally, economically, and socially 
were the largely black (and to a 
lesser extent, Mexican) working- 
class residents. It was at this junc
ture, with jobs disappearing and the 
urban social structure fragmented, 
that black Chicago, symbolized in 
the person of Harold Washington, 
finally assumed political power. In 
H arold Washington and the 
Neighborhoods, editors Pierre 
Clavel and Wim Wiewel have col
lected a group of essays that examine

the fate of this latest effort at urban 
reform. The essayists were either 
members of Washington’s adminis
tration, neighborhood leaders ac
tively seeking to affect policy, or 
both. This immediacy gives the 
book its particular insight and its 
occasional poignant moment.

A central theme of the book 
is the Washington administration’s 
effort to develop a redistributive 
economic agenda. While the mayor 
arrived in office sympathetic to such

efforts, it was the neighborhood or
ganizers and the professionally 
trained, progressive urban reform
ers who jointly pressured for policy 
implementation. What emerged as 
Harold W ashington’s economic 
policy, the editors write, proved sig
nificant for one city and held po
tential “for redistributive policies 
anywhere.” But the obstacles they 
encountered were severe. The Daley 
administration left a legacy that 
equated economic planning with the 
needs of the downtown Loop real 
estate developers, and that insisted 
that the Department of Economic 
Development (DED) utilize politi
cal criteria in its planning. It left in 
its wake a fractured industrial base, 
and its machine politics were even 
technologically regressive: when 
Washington came into office in 1983, 
DED operated no computers and 
recorded every bit of economic data 
by hand.

To counter this debilitating 
inertia, the planning strategy of 
Washington's administration sought 
to include neighborhood organiza
tions and a more diverse business 
community, along with the pro
gressive planners. Most important, 
as the essays by Robert Mier and 
Kari J. Moe, and by Robert Giloth,

suggest, DED officials tried to re
vamp the department’s key organi
zational culture from one focused 
on the needs of the machine to one 
that gave primacy to community 
empowerment. The key to devel
opment policy, according to Eliza
beth Hollander, Washington’s Di
rector of Planning, was to judge any 
proposal not simply by its effect on 
real estate development but also by 
its ability to retain and expand the 
available pool of jobs.

The culmination of these ef
forts resulted in the creation of 
Planned Manufacturing Districts 
(PMD), a direct attempt to stem both 
gentrification and the continued 
hemorrhaging of jobs to the suburbs. 
“I used to have a $75 apartment... 
and I walked 1 1/2 blocks to my 
job,” one pained and angry worker 
testified. “That apartment is now 
$1700 and the job where I had a 
good union wage is now a condo
minium.” In one of the more in
sightful essays in the collection, 
Donna Ducharme, a professional 
planner and neighborhood organizer 
who remained outside Washington’s 
administration, details the efforts to 
retain manufacturing jobs by op
posing zoning changes that would 
undermine industry by supporting 
funding of the needed infrastructure, 
and by building a broad political 
coalition among business unions, and 
community groups to overcome the 
opposition of the still-entrenched 
machine.

Washington himself did not 
embrace PMDs until just shortly 
before his death but, as Ducharme 
makes clear, the ideas originally 
proposed by community groups were 
nurtured by his administration. 
“Perhaps the greatest accomplish
ment of the Washington adminis
tration’s development policy,” 
Ducharme argues (echoing other 
contributors as well), “was that it 
made acceptable at the policy level 
such questions as ‘Who benefits from 
this development choice?’ ... It also 
recognized that all development 
decisions are essentially political 
because they are decisions about 
who will benefit and how these 
benefits will be distributed.”

How to evaluate the meaning 
of these efforts? Although Wasb- 
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beds or the floor, or on the readers' 
bodies: never in the musty-smelling 
cupboards. Downstairs I would go, 
to settle in and have a good read (in 
the mood of the house) until my 
mother came to collect me and return 
me to the world of everyday. This 
was how I came upon Bram Stoker’s 
Dracula, hair-raising (and difficult) 
for a kid as young as me, yet indel
ibly poignant too: I winced at such a 
need for blood.

I am remembering my uncles 
and aunts as they were before they 
found jobs or married. There were 
three phases: utter indolence; inter
mittent indolence; and indolence 
ruined by work. They never really 
grew up; and, since I felt I knew and 
liked them best in the first phase, 1 
tend to drag that one over the other 
two, not doing the octet much in
justice, however. At best they made 
grudging compromises with the 
workaday world and, long alter they 
left their parents' little house, per
sisted in their old habits, taking any 
chance to goof off for a day or a 
week (most often with that enigmatic 
blight known as a bad back or sim
ply “feeling badly’’). They com
posed, for many decades, an aris
tocracy of the far-fetched, the use
less, the fake.

They survived, all of them save 
my go-getter father, on my grand
father’s pension from an injury in 
the mines, almost as if he — who 
patrolled the hawthorn hedges from 
dawn to dusk, hoping perhaps to be 
swallowed up by a cave-in — were 
their insouciant patron, unsure if 
these were his offspring or 
changelings wafted in by fate.

When Uncle Colin went off to 
slaughter pigs (the only job he ever 
had), with his honed knives tactfully 
wrapped in brown paper, was he 
dreaming of quite different beasts? 
Did the hogs become peccary or 
boar? Dragons, or Hounds of the 
Baskervilles? When he sank the 
knife, did he hear tumultuous 
ovations as unseen multitudes, who 
knew a true hero when they saw one, 
mentally pegged him alongside, at 
least, a deerslayer, at most a St. 
George? He never took a book along 
with him, which no doubt explains 
why he still has four limbs, but Uncle 
Frank the carpenter usually had 
something with him to read, at which 
1 pecked while the shavings curled 
up from the open mouth of the 
smoothing plane. Often enough there 
was a beach of silken white sand and 
suddenly a footprint neither human 
nor bestial, but a print nonetheless. 
Maybe he was always reading the 
same book, always Robinson 
Crusoe, never hoping to advance 
toward its end. Did the bookcases 
he made have a squishy look because, 
at the wrong moment, something 
not of sea’or land tugged at his truant 
imagination? I tried doing it myself, 
with my carpentry set, using the tiny 
tinny plane as Uncle Frank used his, 
but I could never get the hang of that 
manually dextrous abstractedness. 
He could have built the Ark while 
devouring Robinson Crusoe for the 
umpteenth time, and those embark
ing would never have known. He 
always told the story of what he 
should not have been reading; or, 
half-looking at the book, half at his 
nimbly twisting hands, recited the 
story of some other book he also 
knew by heart. He was a wood

working mystic of a carpenter. 1 
wondered again and again at his 
double skill, and if the secret of 
success in all things lay in never 
quite attending to what you were 
doing -  the funambulist yodels, the 
lion-tamer tests his eyes on an ad 
outside the cage even as the lion 
paws the air an inch from his tamer's 
eyes. What if Uncle Frank had been 
a professional book reader with a 
passion for carpentry? Which ac
tivity would have been uppermost in 
his mind? Would his narrative 
murmur have been different? Would 
he have exclaimed at the texture of 
teak or the sudden scalding noise as 
the plane sliced off a new layer, 
rather than at a cabin boy surviving 
among sharks on some kind of raft in 
the mid-Pacific, with no water and 
no food, and a fast-bleeding wound 
that coagulated only when the author 
wanted to slow things up?

1 don't think Uncle Frank ever 
quite saw me, any more than he saw 
anyone or anything. “You’ve 
grown," he said when I saw him last, 
as if I had done something 
unforgiveable. To him I was a per
manent boy: an accomplice reader, a

back-up dreamer. Wood was al
ways the same. So was fiction. So, 
then, ought boys to be.

What was it about my bookish 
uncles? I envied them, as 1 did not 
my equally bookish aunts. Why did 
the pig killer never slice his arm, the 
carpenter never put a chisel through 
his groin? Books, I reasoned with
out quite knowing it, looked after 
their own. Immersed in them, you 
were safe. But try to get through a 
day without an adventure fix and 
you’d pay in blood. Captain Blood 
was my talisman, Israel Hand my 
spiritual guide, even as I dabbled at 
minor carpentry and took my teddy 
bear to the local slaughterhouse to 
“kill" it with a cap gun. 1 had no 
knives to wield, to cut away its hide, 
soft as eyelashes, and bring forth its 
liver smoking. 1 eventually realized 
that my uncles, when they did any
thing like work, used their fiction to 
get them through i t  whereas every
thing 1 did was nothing like work at 
all, so 1 didn't really need fiction to 
get me through it. You didn't use 
fiction to get you through a day of 
reading fiction. How could you, 
anyway? Then 1 thought back to the 
days and nights they spent abed, 
reading and sleeping, and concluded 
that they were using fiction to get 
them safely, interestingly, through 
chores of sleep. If they never read, 
they would not dream, would they? 
My uncles were fabulous unicorns

of breath-held suspense and the fur
tive look at the last page because 
they couldn’t bear to wait.

The youngest of my uncles, 
Bert, whom for reasons unknown to 
me Grandmother West thrashed on 
Sundays with a cane, seemed the 
complete reader, always reading 
Tarzan books, moving his hands as 
he swung through the jungles on a 
creeper or swam underneath a 
crocodile and slashed it open. He 
had good enough reason to escape 
mentally. Maybe she belabored him 
thus because he was the smallest, 
the frailest, and she just needed to 
thrash somebody at the end of an 
exhausting week. She tested his 
flesh. He yelped. She was satisfied. 
When he looked up, which was rare, 
you knew you were looking at a 
being who had been deeply, incur
ably, elsewhere: unfitted for this 
world (Bert ended up at a college for 
commercial artists, so in a way she 
hurt him into a kind of poetry). I 
could see him taking passage to 
Borneo or New Guinea, Africa or 
Patagonia, but only if he had a 
trunkful of books to distract him 
from the doldrums of the voyage. I

sometimes think of his face, like 
softened walnut meat and wonder if 
he was poring over his books to find 
out why he had been bom; or, if not 
bom, where he had come from, like 
Tarzan himself.

I soon convinced myself that 
uncles even as various as mine were 
a breed apart, bom to keep books 
warm with their eyes. Anchorites of 
the page, they did something akin to 
the illuminated initial letters adorned 
by medieval monks. They mentally 
embellished cold print weaving the 
spirit of adventure through and 
around the letters, filling a and o, p  
and g, with tropical cameos, con
verting /  and t — the first like 
someone with head bowed over 
folded arms, the other like someone 
skating — into images of the lone
liness at the North Pole. Uncles, I 
decided, were remittance men. I’d 
found the phrase in my own reading: 
it was what you called a black sheep 
of the family after you had safely 
shipped him off to plant tea in 
Ceylon, say. Forever Even if he 
was no good at it, he survived on the 
remittance the family sent him. The 
one thing you didn’t want was him 
coming back. Uncles, then, were 
potential black sheep whom the 
family, the race, and especially the 
eldest brother, the responsible wor
thy, farmed out on books. Nothing 
was expected of them. I bought the 
idea, certain that by being made to

read nonstop at home they could be 
exiled as effectively as if they had all 
been sent to Ceylon. These men 
lived parallel to life, with it but not 
of it, somewhat like Irish ancients in 
whom a whole mythology has laid 
itself to rest, and who write nothing 
down. With their passing passes a 
magically gullible attitude to books. 
Much later, I came across Gottfried 
Benn’s notion of domestic emigra
tion (this was what my uncles had 
done) and Ray Bradbury’s novel 
Fahrenheit 451 in which, to save 
books, different people memorize 
them and saunter around reciting 
them: just the job for my uncles, 
could they only have gotten into 
Bradbury’s firebound philistine 
ghetto.

Three of them anyway. Uncle 
Ray, however, read things differ
ently: poleaxed by a line, a paragraph 
at most, he read and re-read as if 
plumbing the text for some cleverly 
guarded secret, tracing the cryptic 
words with his finger, murmuring 
them, enacting the rhythm with his 
shoulders and head, then all of a 
sudden smiling up with that arc- 
light flash of his even, tiny teeth in

which the weathered firmness of the 
labor arbitrator mingled with the 
relief of a small boy at the zoo, in 
love with the bars of the cages. Ray, 
who sometimes fixed lawnmowers, 
had figured the story out. And he 
probably would never advance be
yond this point for weeks as he 
savored his triumph over the tale. 
Yes, he would smile, the baboon in 
this story was lame. That’s why 
they misunderstood his tracks. Yes, 
he said, there was a chemical in that 
lagoon that killed only sharks and 
barracudas. Yes, he said, the fort 
had been made from concrete made 
with milk. That’s why it crumbled. 
Ray was the most ingenious reader 
of all, almost a thwarted critic, for
ever discovering in the interstices a 
twist the author never intended, yet 
agile as an eel at developing his own 
hint. Ray was an imagmer who 
should have been writing. Or maybe 
he was a naturalist manque, bom tot) 
soon for the electron microscope to 
conduct him into the miracles of the 
tiny, whose presence he nonetheless 
intuited and revered. He always 
claimed he knew the tragic flaw in 
the hero, though he never called it 
that, much as, in minutes, he could 
diagnose a malfunctioning mower, 
fix it, and send it on its way. Ray was 
the rapt tinkerer on the fringe of 
being a healer, but all he managed to 
achieve was to fix motors and mistell 
stories to himself with simple, errant

bliss.
1 forget which of my aunts said 

it, but all at once I knew that, if you 
happened to be alive, you had to 
invent something to do. It was no 
good waiting around; I see them 
now in their reading crouches: petite 
Norah, breastfeeding the book she 
held with her moist pastry-making 
hands; slender Annie, holding the 
book longsightedly away from her 
as if it threatened but she half-fancied 
the threat; introverted Ivy, holding 
the book tight with both hands as if 
it had an urge to fly, jamming it hard 
against her thigh; and Mabel, the 
Jane Russell of the family, stroking 
it compulsively, her long defiantly 
manicured fingers kneading its spine 
as if to forgive it for wanting to come 
near her radiant, woollen, famous 
bosom. Tender women these, whose 
tenderness my uncles’ dreamy 
yearnings matched. Norah whis
pered while she read. Annie sang or 
hummed. Ivy fidgeted a lot. And 
Mabel read the page without taking 
her eye off the world behind the 
book, between its back and the wall, 
between its back and the horizon. 
They married bookish men: Norah 
married Harry, the pumpman, who 
knew all of Leslie Charteris’s “The 
Saint” books by heart. Annie mar
ried Frank who taught me aeronau
tics and how to read the scale drawing 
of an airplane. Ivy married Ken who 
read encyclopedias. And Mabel 
married another Ken, who liked to 
read The Family Medical Guide. 
These men never read the romances 
their wives had read in earlier years, 
but I did, at last discovering the 
almost unrelieved wholesomeness 
of those big-print pages in which 
mast of the heroines were the wards 
of someone well-to-do and an em
brace was only the means to another 
embrace. My aunts lived their fan
tasy lives in an enclosed garden. In 
that small, crowded house it was 
easy to spy on them as they coiffed 
their hair or twizzled their straps, 
and there the book always was, on 
the overloaded dressing table, next 
to the hand mirror, with sometimes 
two aunts eyeing the open pages as 
they got ready to go out promenad
ing, sometimes whisking the page 
over with a comb or a cooled-off 
curling iron heated in the coal fire in 
the downstairs grate, knowing how 
the plot would turn out, of course, in 
this chapter anyway, yet unable to 
resist savoring the turns that led it 
there: the runaway horse between 
the shafts of the milk cart from 
Goslings’ farm; the reprimanded 
scullery maid who had ventured up 
the main stairs to hear what the row 
was all about; the hot wax spilled on 
Lady Cynthia’s hand as with gut
tering candle she groped into the 
trunk of parchments in the attic, her 
breath pumping, and behind her, 
invisibly thus far, Lord Murrain de 
Mortmain of Killamarsh, his face 
unsteady with ague and nearly 
posthumous desire. What succujent 
sport before a date.

When I read what my aunts 
read, I enjoyed the illicit feel of it, 
but got nothing from it. How torpid, 
how faint. The female of the species.
I thought, should have even deadlier 
ikons than the male: lionesses and 
houris, Amazons and trenchcoated 
women of the evening, female spies 
with bullet-proof corsets to repel the 
bullets of the firing squad. But no, a

see West's Books, p. 10
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milder, gentler world entranced my 
mild and gentle and gorgeous aunts. 
Nana or Liza o f Lambeth had not 
reached them, and never would. 
They had never heard of Zola or 
Maugham. Neither had 1. If, through 
some fluke, if they’d all had differ
ent reading, would they have led 
different lives? Only Mabel never 
settled down, ever more dynamic 
than what she read. She dated many, 
many men. For her time almost 
punk, she actually dyed her hair 
several colors one after the other, 
and they all remained, turning her 
head into something between a 
Joseph’s coat and a palimpsest. She 
sliced off huge chunks to give away, 
then went in for wigs and exotic 
bandannas. She boozed and smoked 
and, most exciting of all, became a 
gambler of genius. She would waft 
by on her way to some lecher’s car, 
an idol of pneumatic bliss in furs and 
scent. Maybe the tame stuff she read 
had fired this unimaginary orgy. She 
was what they called a fast woman, 
and she read faster than her sisters, 
impatient for the heroines to turn 
into herself on some distant impos
sible utopian page. Like my father, 
she went out and lived it all, suffering 
the metaphorical equivalent, I sup
pose, of his four war years, being 
blinded in one eye by a shell burst 
and being found soaked with blood 
under the corpse of a soldier named 
Blood. He spent the rest of his 
young manhood rejoicing in his 
painful reprieve, up all night with 
Sanders o f the River, The Count o f  
Monte Cristo, and Kim. Now all the 
noise was over, he became a reader 
like his brothers, reclaiming magic 
like a young prince denied his just 
inheritance, slipping back into 
peacefulness by turning the page 
again and again.

While the good eye read, the 
other gave up its shards, and he was 
always, even while reading, fishing 
out a tiny bit of metal between finger 
and thumb, testing it without look
ing at it, then with the skill of a 
tiddley winks player flicking it away 
into the no man’s land between the 
sofa and the window, allowing 
himself the neat disdainful smile 
that said, in case any of those Ger
mans he’d machine-gunned for years 
happened to be looking in, he was 
far away, heading up the Niger in a 
long boat full of blacks singing 
“Ayeeoko” just like Paul Robeson 
on a treasured gramophone record, 
plotting with Edmond Danfes how 
to get out of the Chateau d'If, and with 
Kimball O ’Hara, Irish orphan, 
fending for himself in the slums of 
I^ahore, befriended by an old Tibetan 
lama. While my father was recov
ering from his wounds, he spent a 
year in London blind in both eyes, 
but befriended there by a young nurse 
with whom, I always gathered, he 
lived a romantic novel all of his 
own. He never told, and 1 would one 
day like to try to write it for him.

My father was a fastidious, se
cretive man, and 1 never caught a 
glimpse of him such as I had of my 
uncles from time to time during 
summer. Having yielded to sleep, 
after who knew how many pounding 
pages of escapist action, they would 
just lie naked, as unashamed as 
flowers, with the book propped up 
over their private parts like a small 
version of the tent I made on the 
lawn at home, with a sheet draped 
over an old wooden clothes horse. 
There under their inverted Vs they 
lolled, their loins as much hidden as 
their reading was kept secret from 
the outside world — which would 
never have believed that my uncles 
stayed home, jobless and loveless, 
just to read books. My aunts never 
rested naked in this way, but I still 
inhale the faint pong of unwashed 
satin that came off their nightdresses 
as they lay back and dozed, the book 
always on their chests like a roof. 
Reading, I gathered, was somehow 
bed-bound, certainly illicit, and ul
timately fatiguing, and I recall 
wondering as a child why, if they 
were so good at it, so given over to 
their passion for it, they didn't 
somehow get jobs that paid them to 
doit. Did such jobs exist? Later on 
I found out that such jobs could 
indeed be had, and got some of them, 
to the bewilderment of my father, 
who worked long hours for small 
pay and was never, like his son, paid 
well for reading a book and then 
talking about it. That was what he 
found illicit, as if, a diviner, he had 
walked over the ground as I without 
ever having the rod dip.

Something else haunted him that 
didn’t haunt his brother and sisters: 
the notion that, once you were well 
enough to read, you were ready to go 
on to “better” reading, and then to 
life itself. It had all come at him 
backward in the shape of violent 
military adventure between sixteen 
and twenty (he’d volunteered) fol
lowed by an almost endless conva
lescence of reading done with the 
one eye. To mimic him, to feel like 
him, I used to read one-eyed too, 
especially his blood-stained khaki 
pocket Bible and a smaller book that 
told him how to deal with prisoners 
of war, accept surrenders, and cen
sor mail. He was the hero of the 
family, a being my uncles, aunts, 
and I recognized as being like the 
adventurers in our books — except 
there were no coral islands in the 
trenches, no diamond mines on Vimy 
Ridge. Unable to write his memoirs 
down, he talked them to his son and 
in so doing got across the point that 
life doesn’t make sense. So why live 
sensibly? He had intended to be
come, of all things, a book-keeper, an 
accountant, but he couldn’t see well 
enough for that, so all that came in 
through his remaining eye was 
pleasure. He become a Cyclops of 
the vicarious, ready for anything 
imaginary, his heart as distinct from 
his memory a closed book, to me at

least
We sat and read together for 

hours until my bedtime came. As I 
drifted to sleep I knew he would be 
there at his vigil, maybe pondering 
the crooked fine between his visions 
and those of his favorite authors. It 
was eerie to have the real thing 
among us, almost like having an 
Aeneas or an Odysseus on the 
premises. I do believe his reading 
saved him, that it somehow domes

ticated and sapped what he’d been 
through; his escapism was to rub his 
face all over again in the broken 
glass of war and then, with that 
reticent finality special to him, settle 
the whole thing in his mind as 
something also inventable. From 
then on he felt rather fictional to 
himself, and thereby safer. Every 
book was his flag of truce, never 
more so than when he was in his 
paradise: reading while listening on

the radio to Italian opera direct from 
Rome on the short wave. I could see 
him healing himself as he read and 
heard, and I knew you could not 
stock up on healing and then go out 
to face the world. It was always the 
other way around, as my aunts and 
uncles found out. Our fort built of 
books was stronger still for having 
in its midst a booklover come back 
from the dead.

Paul West on Love s Mansion
Paul West

Love's Mansion is a goodbye 
to the quasi-historical fiction I 
have been doing of late: a goodbye, 
anyway, to that brand of ausculta
tion and intrusiveness. What I 
propose now is a series of trajec
tories based on personal material; 
an autobiography objectified, 
perhaps; a memoir made heroic 
through transposition. I will no 
lo n g e r  be o v e rh e a r in g  
Stauffenberg, Rat Man, or Byron’s 
doctor, but my own parents. Yes, 
I did overhear them, but I want to 
over-oveihear them, recreating the 
extraordinary lives they had, their 
169 years in total. In other words, 
what I offer is a love story based 
on the facts, but going afield, of 
course, consummating and devel
oping what didn’t always come 
about. The narrator will not use 
“I,” although some of his percep
tions will be intensely personal.

The novel begins with a 
prelude for his pianist mother, 
whom he has yet again crossed the 
Atlantic to visit. A long prelude 
this, as it forms the matrix of the 
whole thing: the son, narrated as 
he, tries to face the implications of 
his mother’s advancing age, but 
he cannot, and therefore gets her 
to recount her childhood, almost 
as if he intended writing the book. 
The narrator will do this for him.

Not all that thickly disguised, 
the narrative tells of Hilly and 
Harry Fitzalan, she the musically 
gifted daughter of a wealthy 
butcher who finds something 
winning and soulful in Harry, the 
first child of a miner whose brood 
eventually reaches ten. Hilly and 
Harry move in different social 
worlds, are educated apart, but 
come together to talk about mu
sic, which Harry has found through 
going to the local church to hear 
the organ and the belfry’s bells, as 
well as the little bells hand-rung at 
campanology practice.

As his home fills up, Harry 
begins to dote on his school history 
books, which tell in the simplest 
fashion of famous battles fought 
with musket and cuirass, and wins 
a scholarship to the local grammar 
school, which Hilly’s two big 
brothers attend. Alas, because his 
parents cannot afford the school 
uniform that is de rigueur, Harry 
has to reject the award. In 1914, 
still dreaming about glorious pages 
of military history written at 
Corunna, Cr6cy, and Waterloo, 
Harry fakes his age to join a regi
ment called the Sherwood Forest
ers (named after Robin Hood) and 
is soon shipped to France as an 
apprentice machine-gunner while 
Hilly gets on with her Bach and 
Chopin, at least until her two elder 
brothers are “called to the colors.” 
Already a regional prodigy, she 
has to look after her ailing mother 
(who has always been a bit queer), 
Douglas her little brother, and 
sometimes the shop. In 1917, 
Harry, now a lieutenant with a bat
tlefield commission, is almost 
killed by a shellburst, which blinds 
him. Reported killed in action, he 
at last turns up in a London eye 
hospital where, after a year of total 
blindness, he regains the sight in 
one eye thanks to a surgeon from 
Philadelphia. He has fallen in love 
with his nurse, part-Belgian, but 
Hilly heads for London to reclaim 
him (and to play concerts for the 
wounded: she is now 23 and the 
war has just ended). She prevails, 
and returns to her native village 
with wounded sweetheart in tow.

One-eyed Harry gradually 
joins the privileged tennis-playing 
set of Hilly and her three brothers. 
Then Douglas, whom in some ways 
Hilly has brought up, dies in South 
Africa, and Harry has a ghostly, 
incestuous rival of his own age, a 
lost friend whose death haunts their 
little clique and almost unhinges 
Hilly, whose hair goes white and 
falls out when she nearly dies of

pneumonia. After a long court
ship, Hilly and Harry marry, she 
out of grief for her youngest 
brother, on whom she fixates just 
as Harry fixates on the World War, 
as it was called. They marry 
aloofly, as it were, she anxious for 
someone to talk about Douglas 
with (someone who had known 
him), he just as anxious to talk 
about his three years of war. She 
takes in music students and he 
takes a job as an engineer’s fitter 
at the local ironworks: the virtuoso 
and the veteran, the musical mystic 
and the military romantic. Now 
Ruth, D ouglas’s Norwegian 
fianc6c, comes to live with them, 
the source of many an upset, and 
Harry feels he is back in London 
or Belgium again. He and Ruth 
form a gambling partnership while 
Hilly decides to have a child, 
though Harry has no such desire. 
For two years, gynecologists try 
to turn her womb the right way 
around (the cause of much pain), 
and eventually succeed. Hilly be
comes pregnant, and Harry (and 
Ruth) are furious, but Hilly intends 
to take charge of all their lives 
now, and develops her own mode 
of unstoppable rhetoric. Ruth 
goes. Harry decides to become a 
proud father, and he begins to 
listen to Hilly as she raves away 
about Douglas dead in Africa (of 
pneumonia, the family blight), just 
as she finally lets him tell her 
about the first World War and 
how, for example, while he was a 
sergeant, his officers told him he 
was good enough to be an officer. 
All he needed was An Exploit. 
Several nights, therefore, he and 
an officer would go out to no 
man’s land to set off a few gre
nades; but only Harry ever came 
back; the officers were killed, and 
rumors began that Harry was do
ing them in himself. Hilly and 
Harry unlock their fabulous word- 
hoards to each other, and the cave 
of sleep opens up.
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Aryan” are now restricted in schol
arly use to a group of languages 
spoken in India. Greek was in any 
case never considered a member of 
this Indo-Aryan group of languages. 
Therefore, terms such as “Indo- 
European model” and “Indo-Euro
pean” for the categorization of 
contemporary views would have 
been far less inflammatory and far 
more appropriate for Hemal to use 
(even though, in my opinion, they 
would still be unjustifiably 
reductionist.) It is difficult to escape 
the conclusion that the use of the 
terms “Aryan Model,” “Aryanist,” 
“extreme Aryanist,” etc., is an at
tempt unfairly to stigmatize those 
against whom he is arguing.

Bernal also often implies that 
his work, like that of Cyms Gordon, 
Michael Astour, and other scholars 
with similar views, has been ignored 
or rejected primarily because of 
racism (including anti-Semitism), or 
because of a scholarly conservatism 
that masks racist attitudes. For ex
ample, he writes as follows in the 
preface to Black Athena, Volume II 
(p. xxi) about a lack of a review of 
Black Athena 1 in The New York 
Times: “What are the forces block
ing any discussion of the ideas behind 
the book in this crucial newspaper? 
I suspect that it was [the] following 
sequence: initially my work was 
thought to be absurd; then, when it 
was believed to be worth refuting, 
there was difficulty in finding experts 
who were willing or able to do this. 
As time went on, it became increas
ingly embarrassing to admit the 
slowness of their response. Finally, 
a new factor entered, the fear that, 
even if they were able to do an 
effective hatchet job on Black 
Athena, there would be a barrage of 
letters from my black supporters. 
Underlying this sequence, I suspect 
that there is a fundamental discom
fort with the ideas, that a respectable 
academic discipline could have racist 
roots and that racism has permeated 
liberal thought as well as that of 
obvious bigots.”

In a few instances, Bernal’s 
claims that his views are being given 
less attention than their due because 
of racist attitudes may be true, or 
partly true. But there are other 
plausible reasons for negative 
scholarly reactions to his work, such 
as the doubts mentioned below about 
some of his scholarly methods. 
Furthermore, such claims act as a 
sort of preemptive strike against 
potential criticism and surely dis
courage discussion of them in a 
public forum. People are reluctant 
to expose themselves to possible 
charges of racism for speaking or

writing negatively of his work.
In reality, in any case, Black 

Athena has been widely discussed 
in many scholarly forums, as well as 
in more general ones, and can hardly 
be said to have been ignored. In the 
field of Classics, for instance, it has 
received considerably more schol
arly attention than most academic 
works.

4. Black Athena in its broader 
context

Bernal's claim to be putting 
forward radically new proposals 
which challenge current scholarly 
paradigms is worth briefly consid
ering. Enough has already been said 
about the multiplicity of current 
scholarly views, which, to my mind, 
represent almost every possibly po
sition and which defy easy categori
zation. One should note in addition, 
however, that almost all of Bernal’s 
views have been expressed by one 
or another earlier scholar, with the 
exception of some of his linguistic 
proposals. Earlier views that the 
shaft graves at Mycenae contained 
Hyksos, for example, have already 
been mentioned. That there were 
massive Eastern Mediterranean in
fluences on Greek civilization was 
put forward by Gordon and Astour. 
While Bernal is a vigorous champion 
of these earlier views and brings up 
new arguments to support them, it 
can hardly be said that the paradigm 
he is putting forth is a new one.

What then about the plausibil
ity of Bernal’s paradigm, his “Re
vised Ancient Model” as a general 
proposition? Two points may here 
suffice. First, given the variety of 
current scholarly views that his 
“Aryan Model” represents, his claim 
that his “Revised Ancient Model” 
should be considered an alternative 
and competing explanation (see, for 
example, Volume n, pp. 2-3) creates, 
to my mind, a false dichotomy. 
Existing views and theories simply 
do not form the monolithic whole 
that he postulates. Second, 
B e rn a l’s g en e ra l p o sitio n  
rests on the plausibility  of 
the claim s he makes in the 
areas of political and military 
history, archaeology, cultural 
and re lig ious h istory , l in 
guistics, m ythology, and the 
like. The im portant ques
tion, to my m ind, is not 
whether he can find some sort 
o f supporting evidence for 
his views in such a variety 
o f a reas bu t w hether a 
plausible case can be made in 
each area. A case that is 
implausible but which cannot 
be ruled out as impossible -  as

so often happens with archaeology -  
is not a strong one, and implausible 
cases in several areas of study do not 
strengthen the overall proposition. 
Hence, it seems to me a sign of the 
general weakness of Bernal’s posi
tion that, as he says in the introduc
tion to Volume II (p. 2), “my inten
tion to keep the different kinds of 
evidence neatly apart has broken 
down completely as I have found it 
impossible to indicate the signifi
cance of one type without reference 
to others.... Thus, I abandoned the 
attempt to apply disciplinary rigor 
to the material in favour of ‘thick 
description’ involving many differ
ent types of information simultane
ously.”

Finally, it should be noted that 
Bernal’s methods of argument are 
frequently questionable. I would 
cite as examples his fundamental 
reliance on the historical accuracy 
of myths (for example, those of 
Danaos and Kadmos) and on far
fetched etymologies, his failure to 
adequately discuss evidence that 
tends to contradict his views, and his 
frequent reasoning that because it is 
not impossible for such-and-such a 
thing to have happened, therefore it 
probably did happen. His terms are 
often defined in such a vague and 
all-encompassing way that falsifi
cation of his argument is impossible. 
For instance, although he usually 
regards the Hyksos as predominantly 
Semitic speaking (he says in Volume 
II, pp. 40-41, ‘There is absolutely 
no doubt that these conquerors of 
Egypt were overwhelmingly Se
mitic-speaking”), he also describes 
them in the following terms in Vol
ume II (p. 45): “The hypothesis 
proposed here is that the royalty 
buried in the Shaft Graves and the 
other early Mycenaean tombs were 
Hyksos invaders from Syria, who 
probably spoke Human and possi
bly even Indo-Iranian. However, 
the majority of the ruling class were 
Ixvantine Semitic-speakers together 
with significant numbers of Egyp
tians and (Tetans, most of whom 
probably spoke a Semitic language 
themselves.” Bernal's Hyksos, it 
seems, were such a mixed group that 
almost any non-Mycenaean trait may 
be claimed for them.

5. Some further considerations 
and a historical scenario.

There is a positive side to 
Bernal’s work, despite the failure of 
his arguments to convince. The long 
established disciplines of Classics, 
Archaeology, Egyptology, Near 
Eastern Studies, and Linguistics are 
often set in their ways. Racism has 
undoubtedly been a factor in the

formation of some of the current 
attitudes towards ancient Greece, 
even if not, as I have argued, the 
predominant one. Bernal has been 
untiring in his challenges to con
ventional wisdom, both in his books 
and in lectures. The extraordinary 
breadth and wealth of detail in 
his work are further cha l
lenges; in cu tting  across 
the boundaries of the usual 
scholarly disciplines, he forces 
would-be critics to expand their 
horizons far beyond their areas of 
expertise. The heated receptions his 
views have provoked are signs that 
his challenges are being heard at a 
basic level. Since it is irritating to 
have to rethink one’s basic as
sumptions, especially in response to 
claims that seem to many to be 
outrageous, it is no wonder that ini
tial reactions have often been hasty 
and emotional. Overall, however, 
his work is likely to be of consider
able value in bringing about a seri
ous rethinking of the ancient world, 
even if, in the end, many scholarly 
assumptions are merely confirmed 
and strengthened.

In the case of Archaeology, my 
own particular specialty, Bernal’s 
work may stimulate new discussions 
of Bronze Age interrelations in the 
Eastern Mediterranean. These may 
be particularly helpful for our un
derstanding of the Hyksos, whose 
culture and history is still somewhat 
obscure. In closing, therefore, and 
in acceptance of Bernal’s challenge, 
I would like to offer my own brief 
scenario of the relevant parts of 
Bronze Age and later history.

During the Aegean Early 
Bronze Age, which L would date ca. 
3700-2100 B.C., contacts began 
between the Aegean and Egypt and 
the Levant. Indo-European speak
ers gradually entered Greece during 
this period, mingling with or dis
placing the earlier, pre-Greek in
habitants, but Crete was unaffected 
by their arrival. The Minoans 
(Bronze Age Cretans) were de
scendants of the earlier, Neolithic 
settlers of Crete and the non-Indo- 
European, non-Afro-Asiatic lan
guage they spoke throughout the 
Bronze Age is represented in the 
undeciphered Linear A script. A 
major impetus for foreign contacts 
then and later was trade in metals, 
both as artifacts and perhaps even as 
raw material. Tin, an ingredient of 
bronze, was an essential import, since 
it is lacking in the Aegean; wherever 
the ultimate source was, the Eastern 
Mediterranean was at all times a 
major intermediary for the supply of 
tin to the Aegean. The Minoans 
were the most important Aegean 
participants in foreign trade in the

Early Bronze Age.
In the Middle Bronze Age, 

which lasted from 2100 B.C. to ca. 
1725 or 1700 B.C., Greek became 
the predominant language on the 
Greek mainland, if it was not already 
so, and towns became increasingly 
prosperous. Palaces were built, and 
rebuilt in Minoan Crete without any 
interruption from abroad. The 
Minoans increasingly participated 
in Eastern Mediterranean trade (their 
pottery is found in Cyprus, at Ugarit 
in the NE corner of the Mediterra
nean, and in Egypt). Trading con
tacts with Egypt, which at this time 
were probably direct rather than 
through intermediaries, may have 
led to some sort of official recogni
tion of Crete by Egypt and perhaps 
even the sending of Egyptian repre
sentatives to Crete.

In the earlier part of the Late 
Bronze Age, from ca. 1725 or 1700 
B.C. to 1550 B.C., Cretan foreign 
contacts continued, and the Bronze 
Age Greeks of the mainland, who 
we may now appropriately call 
Mycenaeans because of the impor
tance of Mycenae, also began to 
p artic ip a te  in foreign  ac 
tiv itie s , w hich may have 
included raiding as well as 
trading. M inoan art and 
culture exerted a powerful influence 
on the Mycenaeans and many of the 
non-Aegean goods that came to the 
Greek mainland passed through the 
hands of the Minoans. The kings 
buried in the shaft-graves at Mycenae 
early in this phase were Greeks who 
had obtained their wealth through 
raids and trade, especially with the 
Minoans. Minoan and Mycenaean 
art was influenced by that of Syro- 
Palestine and Egypt, especially 
during the time of the Hyksos period 
in Egypt, when Syro-Palestine was 
largely independent Aegean art also 
influenced that o f the Eastern 
Mediterranean to some extent and 
one can usefully speak of interna
tional artistic trends. Damage from 
the eruption of Thera about 1628 
B.C. was only a temporary setback 
to the course of Aegean civilization.

During the later part of the Late 
Bronze Age, from 1550 B.C. to ca. 
1220 B.C., the Mycenaeans gradu
ally took over the political and 
commercial lead from the Minoans. 
Many Minoan palaces and villas 
were destroyed and deserted near 
the beginning of this time and 
Knossos, which served for a time 
thereafter as a Mycenaean center in 
Crete, was also eventually destroyed. 
The Egyptians called Crete Keftie in 
the 15th century B.C., but it is not 
clear whether they ever had a general 
name for the Mycenaeans. From 
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about 1400 B.C. to 1200 B.C. 
Mycenaean activities were exten
sive in the Eastern Mediterranean, 
particularly in Cyprus, which was 
an intermediary in Mycenaean trade 
with the east. Mycenaeans may even 
have served on occasion as merce
naries in the Eastern Mediterranean. 
Some Egyptian and Semitic words 
will have passed into Greek during 
the Late Bronze Age, chiefly names 
of artifacts and commodities and 
vocabulary for seafaring, war, and 
trade.

Bronze Age civilizations all 
around the Eastern Mediterranean 
collapsed or declined during a few 
decades around 1200 B.C. The 
causes of the collapse are debated, 
but raids on the Eastern Mediterra
nean and Egypt by the "sea peoples” 
were a factor and the Mycenaeans 
may have participated in these. Cli
mactic changes may also have played 
a part. Mycenaean palace society 
disappeared and along with it the 
use of Linear B writing. Economic 
decline continued until ca 1100 B.C., 
by which time there was little left in 
Greece of a “higher” civilization.

Depressed conditions continued 
in Greece for centuries (the “Dark 
Ages”) and contacts with the East
ern Mediterranean were few until 
about 750 B.C., at which time the 
Greeks began to renew their foreign 
trade and send out colonies to the 
west, north and, to a lesser extent, 
the east. Greek commerce and in
terest in the Eastern Mediterranean 
was stimulated by contacts with 
Phoenicians, from whom the Greeks 
adopted the alphabet and who may 
even have established trading posts 
in the Aegean. The Homeric poems 
were written down soon after 750 
B.C. and Hesiod may have lived 
then, or not much later.

During what the archaeologist 
d es ig n a te s  as the G reek 
“Orientalizing period” (720-600 
B.C.), contacts were intensified. 
Greeks visited Egypt and served as 

'mercenaries there and there was a 
flood of influences on all Greek arts 
and crafts from Egypt and the Ixvant 
At this time, many of the foreign 
words attested in Classical times 
may have passed into Greek. The 
Orientalizing period is followed by 
the Archaic period, which lasted to

the time of the Persian invasions of 
Greece in the early 5th century B.C., 
and the Classical period (480-338 
B.C.). Greek sages like Solon are 
said to have visited Egypt in the 
Archaic period and Herodotus wrote 
his history of the Persian wars in the 
mid-5th century B.C. At the 
beginning of the Hellenistic period 
(338-31 B.C.), which followed the 
Classical period, the conquests of 
Alexander the Great led to the 
formation of Greek empires in Syria 
and Egypt and revolutionized Greek 
and foreign attitudes toward one 
another.

A ccu ra te  and d e ta iled  
knowledge of the Bronze age was 
lost in Greece because of the 
discontinuity of Greek civilization 
during the “Dark Ages” between 
about 1200 B.C. and 800 B.C. What 
knowledge survived by means of an 
oral poetic tradition represented 
especially by the Homeric poems 
was grossly inaccurate and had 
become overlaid with fable. My 
personal view is that the “Dark Ages” 
were of great benefit to the Classical 
Greek achievement, in that, lacking 
an accurate memory of the past, the 
Greeks were stimulated to recreate 
this memory in the form of an 
enormously rich and elaborate 
mythology which took the Bronze 
Age as its dram atic setting. 
Consequently, myth was thought of 
by the Classical Greeks as a flexible 
vehicle for expression rather than a 
fixed and lifeless narrative.

The “Egyptianizing” accounts 
o f Herodotus and other Classical 
authors must be seen in the light of 
this discontinuity in Greek memories 
of the past. Egyptian civilization 
seemed to Greeks demonstrably 
older, as indeed it was, and the 
temptation to ascribe the origins of 
civilized customs to the older civi
lization was irresistible in view of 
the scarcity of precedents in what 
the Greeks knew of their own past. 
One must note, however, that a 
characteristically Greek imagination 
was at work even in their accounts of 
Egypt, which they embroider with 
characters of their own invention. 
The Greek mythological figure 
Proteus, for instance, is inserted into 
Greek accounts of the sequence of 
the Pharaohs and even Aigyptos, the 
eponym of Egypt, is given a Greek

pedigree, since he is described as 
a descendant of Zeus and the Greek 
princess Io.

A final comment. Bernal’s 
overall aim, to provide an alternative 
to the view that what we call 
“Western civilization” was pre
dominantly a European creation, has 
been embraced by some of those 
who support multiculturalism in one 
form or another. Although I myself 
am thoroughly sympathetic to at least 
some forms of multiculturalism, I 
have considerable doubt that the 
point of view expressed in Black 
Athena will ultimately have a posi
tive influence on current debates. 
We ought to argue, it seems to me, 
that the cultures of Africa and 
Western Asia should be studied 
largely for their own merits. What 
they may or may not have contrib
uted to Western civilization is largely 
irrelevant. Exaggerated claims for 
Afro-Asiatic influence on ancient 
Greece may provoke an equally 
irre lev an t reac tio n  aga inst 
studying such non-European cul
tures on the grounds that they did not 
make such contributions as are 
claimed.
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St. Martin’s, NY, 1977.
D.A. Hardy and A.C. Renfrew, eds., 
Thera and the Aegean World. Vol. 
3, London, 1991.
A.B. Lloyd, Herodotus Book 11. Brill, 
Leiden, 3 vols., 1975-1988.
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Jewish white men.
The other major reason for re

fusing to accept the ideas of Gordon 
and Astour was that they were seen 
as inherently implausible and were 
therefore required to be proved. By 
contrast, I would find a lack of re
peated and substantial cultural con
tacts between the Aegean and the 
rest of the East Mediterranean un
likely. Furthermore, I do not accept 
that proof is ever required in ancient 
history, merely competitive plausi
bility.

Incidentally, it is a travesty of 
my method to describe it as the claim 
“that because it is not impossible for 
such-and-such a thing to have hap
pened, therefore it probably did 
happen." In advocating and trying 
to practice “competitive plausibil
ity,” I argue that, wherever possible, 
one should take the least unlikely 
scenario as a working hypothesis. I 
am convinced that it is better to set 
up hypotheses -  without reifying 
them -  than to remain agnostic. I 
follow Francis Bacon, when he wrote 
that “truth comes more easily from 
error than from confusion.” Where 
I differ profoundly from Coleman is 
in my belief that there can be errors 
of omission as well as of commission. 
In this case, it is bad both to see 
connections where they did not exist 
and to deny them where they did. 
The slippery method Coleman sees 
in my work is the cornerstone of the 
conventional wisdom he defends. 
Despite the geographical proximity, 
the temporal overlap, the archaeo
logical, documentary, and traditional 
evidence of contact, the similarity of 
forms in the Near East and the 
Aegean, and the ideological reasons 
why previous scholars should have 
denied all of these, it is still just 
possible that there was no substan
tial cultural and linguistic contact 
between the two regions. However, 
it is not legitimate to go on from this 
-  as Coleman does -  to claim that 
such a gap is probable and that there 
should be a presumption of isolation.

Coleman’s use of the adjectives 
“dubious,” “doubtful,” and “far
fetched” is a common tactic among 
defenders of conventional wisdom. 
The words can be used to damn new 
ideas, without having to go to the 
trouble of confronting them. Let me 
take for example my “far-fetched” 
proposal to derive the names Athena 
and Athenai (Athens) from the 
Egyptian Ht Nt'House or temple of 
[the goddess] Neit’. Two scholars

have taken this up in some detail, 
Professor Gary Rendsburg, who 
teaches Ancient Egyptian at Cornell, 
and John Ray, who is Reader in 
E gypto logy  at C am bridge. 
Rendsburg is convinced by the ety
mology; Ray is more skeptical but 
would certainly not deny it outright. 
More recently, the distinguished 
classicist Mary Lefkowitz has de
scribed it -  not sarcastically -  as 
“among [my] more plausible ety
mologies.” Thus the proposal is in 
the realm of academic debate and 
cannot be dismissed outright.

To return to the question of 
racism. Coleman states that I see 
“scholarly conservatism” as a “mask 
for racist attitudes.” In fact, while I 
believe this is sometimes the case, I 
go to considerable pains to empha
size that many of the scholars 
working within the Aryan Model 
are not themselves racist, merely 
that the framework within which 
they work was founded by men who 
were proud to be so. Far be it from 
me to question the independent 
power of scholarly conservatism.

I have never described myself 
as a “victim of racism.” I am con
vinced that the difficulties in the 
publication of Black Athena were 
entirely due to caution and scholarly 
conservatism and I have never sug
gested otherwise. Since publication, 
I have frequently drawn attention to 
the great contrast between the re
ception of my work and that of 
Gordon and Astour (see, for instance, 
Arethusa, pp. 19-20). Furthermore, 
in the preface to Volume II (pp. xvii- 
xix), I describe my surprise and de
light at the open-mindedness of 
classicists to my ideas -  those at 
Cornell, of course, excepted. This is 
reflected not merely in “The Chal
lenge of Black Athena” being the 
topic of a presidential panel of the 
American Philological Association, 
and the panel’s publication in the 
professional journal Arethusa, but 
also in the invitations to speak I have 
had from Classics departments 
throughout the US and Britain.

Thus I quite accept that my work 
“has received more scholarly atten
tion than most academic works.” 
The reason for this is not that I am a 
wonderful scholar -  while I am 
broader than most I am also much 
shallower -  but that many classicists, 
and others, suspect that I might well 
be right in some of the essentials of 
my argument, and that if I were it 
would be very important.
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5. Some further considerations 
and a historical scenario.

I am grateful for John 
Coleman’s kind remarks here and 
for his acceptance of my (implicit) 
challenge to set out his own historical 
scheme for the first time.

I accept his even higher dating 
for the Aegean Early Bronze Age. 
However, I follow Renfrew and 
Georgiev in believing that the lan
guage of the Anatolian Neolithic 
was Indo-European, or I would say 
“Indo-Hittite.” Thus 1 see no pre- 
Indo-Hittite language around the 
Aegean after the Mesolithic, when, 
I think we agree, there was a sig
nificant break. I see no advantage in 
postulating that the “Minoans” spoke 
a “ n o n -ln d o -E u ro p ean -n o n - 
Afroasiatic” language. Linear A is 
not “undeciphered.” All scholars 
now agree on the sound values of the 
signs, which are more or less those 
of Linear B. Debate continues, 
however, as to whether these are 
merely loan words or integral to a 
distinctive Cretan Semitic language. 
Gordon has also identified a number 
of Egyptian personal names in Lin
ear A. Thus I am inclined to believe 
that before c. 1450 BC, there was a 
mixed but predominantly Afroasiatic 
language, or languages, in Bronze 
Age Crete. This does not mean, 
however, that I deny the possibility 
of Indo-Hittite or Anatolian influ
ences both from an early Neolithic 
base and later contacts. The most 
likely time for the chief influx of 
Semitic influences would be at the 
beginning of the Early Bronze Age.

On the Middle Bronze Age, 
Coleman does not address the case 
made by some of the young scholars

at Cambridge in favor of “punctu
ated equilibria” in the emergence of 
the palaces in Crete, or their argu
ment that there are other ways of 
becoming rich and sophisticated than 
building palace economies along the 
same lines as those of South West 
Asia (see Volume II, pp. 155-56)

On the Hyksos period, we agree 
that substantial trading and cultural 
contacts occurred across the East 
Mediterranean at this time. How
ever, Coleman does not see any 
significance in the fact that the most 
important power of the period was 
that of the Hyksos centered at A vans, 
and that documentary and archaeo
logical evidence suggest that the 
Hyksos were very interested in both 
conquest and trade. I assume he 
believes that the destruction of all the 
Cretan palaces in the late 18th cen
tury and their rebuilding in a slightly 
different style with royal symbols 
common earlier in Syria is merely a 
coincidence. In any event, we agree 
that there were probably official 
contacts between Crete and Egypt at 
this time.

We clearly differ on the nature 
of the Early Mycenaeans. However, 
I certainly accept that, by the 15th 
century, both rulers and population 
could usefully be described as 
“Greeks.” I find the analogy of the 
Norman conquest and the assimila
tion of French and I .atin into English, 
helpful here.

We largely agree about relations 
during the New Kingdom, though I 
find Colem an’s restriction of 
Egyptian and Semitic loans to the 
“vocabulary of seafaring, war and 
trade and names of artifacts and 
commodities” heavily ideological. 
Given the more elaborate and so

phisticated nature of Egyptian and 
Levantine civilizations, it would 
seem likely that Greek words con
cerning politics, religion, and ab
straction should also be included. 
Very few of these have Indo-Euro
pean etymologies, yet in these se
mantic areas philologists have not 
looked seriously for them in West 
Semitic or Egyptian. Unless one is 
unaware of the sociology of knowl
edge, such an omission is inexpli
cable.

We agree on the mixed causes 
for the collapse of Mycenaean pa
latial society. However, as I have 
made clear above, we have a major 
difference on the “Dark Ages.” Here 
we come back to the crucial question 
behind our whole argument I do not 
accept Coleman’s loaded description 
of my view of myth as “fixed and 
lifeless narrative.” I completely 
accept that its chief purpose is to 
explain and justify the shifting 
present. However, I also know that, 
to increase its effectiveness, it is 
often useful to weave in genuine 
historical events, partly to help the 
explanations and partly to give 
verisimilitude to the justificatory 
stature. I do not maintain that myths 
should be taken whole or without 
support from other forms of evi
dence. Equally, however, 1 do not 
believe that they should be dismissed 
out of hand. This is because I am 
convinced that they have pointed to 
-  and can in the future point to -  
extremely useful historical hypoth
eses.

To recapitulate what I see as 
Coleman’s major challenges: (1) 
That my “general view” “rests on” 
the Hyksos “invasions.” It does not. 
(2) That my linguistic arguments

“depend to a large extent” on proper 
nouns. They depend on both names 
and vocabulary. (3) That I have a 
“fundamental reliance on myth.” I 
use it only in conjunction with other 
sources of information. (4) That 
“there is no support in the ancient 
sources” for the idea that the names 
of the Greek gods came from Egypt. 
There is. (5) That Diodorus refused 
to record Egyptian claims to have 
established colonies in Greece. He 
did not refuse. Finally, there is (6) 
Coleman’s claim that I believe my 
“work has been ignored and rejected 
primarily because of racism.” While 
I cannot be sure about the motives 
behind the attacks on my work made 
by Dinesh de Souza and other cru
saders against “political correct
ness,” the scholarly reaction is quite 
clear-cut. My work has not been 
widely ignored or rejected by 
scholars, and I have never claimed 
that the motives behind their objec
tions to it have been based on racism, 
masked or otherwise.

Coleman’s final comment is that 
the “exaggerated claims” of Black 
Athena distract scholars from in
vestigating non-European cultures 
on their own merits. Naturally, I do 
not see my claims as exaggerated. 
More important, however, I do not 
see these concerns as competitive. I 
wholeheartedly agree that all world 
cultures should be studied and ap
preciated for what they are. How
ever, I believe that the subjects 1 
have studied are important, both for 
what they tell us about the hegemonic 
culture in the world today, and as an 
illustration of how such a hegemony 
can distort the writing of history.
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Stephen Jay Gould at Cornell
continued from p. 1 

ity of batters or in the effect of a 
single factor — such as pitching (the 
explanation offered most often by 
the baseball fans I know) —  a more 
plausible hypothesis is that there has 
been a decrease in the variation of 
batting averages as the game devel
oped increasing precision and regu
larity and standardized its methods 
of play. In short, baseball has be
come a more efficient system. Most 
of the wild cards have been removed 
from the deck.

If an interest in baseball was 
nothing new for Gould, neither was 
his discussion of why no one hits 
.400 anymore. His ruminations on 
that subject originally appeared in 
Vanity Fair in 1983 and reappeared 
in his 1985 collection. The Flamin
go 's Smile. He presented them to his 
Bailey Hall audience virtually unal
tered. What was new was the evolu
tionary analogy he introduced into 
the argument.

Whereas the .400-hitter es
say appeared in its original form for 
its intrinsic interest, Gould used the 
baseball material at Cornell to intro
duce the theme of the diversity of 
species in evolutionary history. Cit
ing the fossil evidence found at the 
Burgess Shale site in British Colum
bia (and documented in Gould’s 
1989 book, Wonderful Life: The 
Burgess Shale and the Nature o f  
History), he argued that the history 
of speciation cannot be charted by 
the sort of upside-down Christmas 
tree diagram widely known from 
biology textbooks, in which an in
creasing number of branches spread 
upward from a single source. This 
model, he claimed, gives the false 
impression of steady development 
from lower, simpler, toward higher, 
more complex, forms of life. But a 
recent reinterpretation of the Bur
gess Shale fossils demonstrates that 
speciation followed a pattern of what 
Gould calls “decimation and diver
sification.” According to Gould, 
diversity reached its peak after the 
so-called Cambrian explosion -  the 
first m ajor diversification of 
multicellular animals -  about 530 
million years ago. “The later history 
of life proceeded by elimination, not 
expansion,” he explains. “The cur
rent earth may hold more species 
than ever before, but most are itera
tions upon a few basic anatomical 
designs... Compared with the Bur
gess seas, today’s oceans contain 
many more species based upon many 
fewer anatomical plans.”

There is no natural or histori
cal progressive “thrust” behind the 
course evolutionary history has 
taken, he explains. It was luck as 
much as anything else that deter
mined which species survived: if 
“life’s tape” were replayed, the 
chances are infinitesimally low that 
human beings would emerge at all. 
Thus the point of the lecture, as of so 
much of Gould’s work, was the un
dermining of the anthropocentric 
view of history.

So what was interesting about 
the lecture? Wasn’t it just old mate
rial recycled in the service of an easy 
fee? Not really; what it did was 
weave two previously disparate sto
ries together in a way that made 
Gould’s view of evolution accessi
ble to a listener. And making Dar
winian theory accessible to the gen
eral audience — popularizing it -  is, 
after all, the red thread running

through much of Gould’s career.
“Popularize” is, of course, a 

dirty word among academics. In the 
discipline in which I was trained -  
philosophy -  to write anything di
rected toward a general or mass au
dience is to commit career suicide. I 
was once warned away from a 
teacher of mine, a prominent liber
tarian philosopher who was just as 
likely to send off an opinion piece to 
Newsweek as he was to write an 
analytic essay for the journal Phi
losophy o f Social Science, for just 
that reason. “What he does isn’t 
philosophy,” I was told by one of his 
colleagues, the author of two or three 
unimportant and unread journal ar
ticles. “It isn’t serious.”

The situation has grown just 
as bad in the rest of the humanities. 
Whereas literary critics once wrote 
for the “common reader” they now 
seem to write primarily for their 
tenure committees. They practice in 
their own work what they seek in 
literature -  an intricate game, com
plex and obscure to the point of 
inaccessibility. “It has been my ex
perience with literary critics in this 
country that clarity looks a lot like 
laziness and ignorance and childish
ness and cheapness to them,” writes 
novelist Kurt Vonnegut. “Any idea 
which can be grasped immediately 
is for them, by definition, something 
they knew all the time.”

In the sciences, writing for 
the general public is tolerated a bit 
more, if not wholeheartedly encour
aged. Scientists, perhaps because 
they feel confident they have a 
genuine subject matter, tend to be 
less insecure than humanities pro
fessors. Many believe that their 
work is and should be of general 
human interest. And it is; thus the 
enormous popularity of writers like 
Lewis Thomas, Oliver Sacks, and 
Gould himself.

Gould, indeed, is among the 
most popular of the popularizers, 
second only to Carl Sagan in notori
ety among science writers. His col
umn in Natural History, which has 
appeared monthly since 1974, has 
been collected in five books of es
says. Several of his works have 
been national bestsellers. Yet it is a 
role about which he has become 
increasingly defensive in recent 
years.

In his first three collections, 
Ever Since Darwin (1977), The 
Panda’s Thumb (1980), and H en’s 
Teeth and Horse’s Toes (1983) the 
essays are presented without apol
ogy or self-consciousness. But by 
1985, with The Flamingo’s Smile, a 
note of self-justification appears:

Throughout most o f  Europe, 
the communication o f science to a 
general audience has been viewed 
as part o f humanism, as an honorable 
intellectual tradition stretching from 
Galileo, who wrote in Italian to bring 
science beyond the Latin confines o f 
church and university, to Thomas 
Henry Huxley, who was as fine a 
literary stylist as many a great Vic
torian novelist, to J.B.S. Haldane 
and Peter Medawar in our own time. 
In America, this worthy activity has 
been badly confused with the worst 
aspects o f  journalism, and “popu
larization ” has become synonymous 
in some quarters with bad, simplis
tic, trivial, cheapened, and adulter
ated. I  follow one cardinal rule in 
writing these essays -  no compro

mises. I will make language acces
sible by defining or eliminating jar
gon: I will not simplify concepts.

I can state all sorts o f 
highfallutin, moral justificatbns for  
this approach (and I  do believe in 
them), but the basic reason is simple 
and personal. I write these essays 
primarily to aid my own quest to 
learn and understand as much as 
possible about nature in the short

time allotted. I f  I play the textbook 
or TV game o f distilling the already 
known, or shearing away subtlety 
fo r  bare bones accessibility in the 
vulgar sense (no return work re
quired from consumers), then what’s 
in it fo r  me? [ “The Flamingo’s 
Smile,’’p. 16]

How about fame, success, 
and money, replies the cynic, but 
only half-heartedly, because Gould’s 
love of his subject-matter and his 
eagerness to share it seem wholly 
sincere.

This defense apparently 
failed to satisfy his critics, however, 
because three years later, in Won
derful Life, Gould’s apologia ap
pears again, in an expanded version. 
Galileo and Huxley are back, joined 
by Darwin as examples of scientists 
who wrote for general audiences. 
The tone has become slightly more 
acerbic, the populism a bit more 
aggressive:

The concepts o f  science, in 
all their richness and ambiguity, can 
be presented without any compro
mise, without any simplification 
counting as distortion, in language 
accessible to all intelligent people. 
Words, o f course, must be varied, if 
only to eliminate a jargon and phra
seology that would mystify anyone 
outside the priesthood, but concep
tual depth should not vary at all 
between professional publication 
and general exposition. I hope that 
this book can be read with profit 
both in seminars fo r  graduate stu
dents and -  i f  the movie stinks and 
you forgot your sleeping pills -  on 
the businessman‘s special to Tokyo. 
[ “Wonderful Life,” p. 16]

Perhaps Gould felt a need to 
be defensive about Wonderful Life. 
With the book’s enormous public 
popularity, the discoveries of the 
Burgess Shale became identified 
with Gould’s name in the public

mind, despite the fact that he had 
done none of the paleontological or 
taxonomical work involved. He 
certainly never attempted to take 
credit for that work, going out of his 
way to praise the painstaking labors 
of Harry Whittington, Derek Briggs, 
and Simon Conway Morris. His 
professed intention was to report on 
their efforts in the journalistic man
ner of John McPhee, to make the

implications of the Burgess Shale 
discoveries accessible to the general 
public. But McPhee, as a journalist, 
runs a much slighter risk of being 
identified with his subjects in the 
public mind than the best-known 
paleontologist in the country has of 
being identified with the discover
ies described in his best-selling book 
Perhaps Gould was afraid of eventu
ally being dismissed as a “mere” 
journalist, riding to professional 
glory on the backs of other, more 
serious scientists.

Such an explanation is un
likely, however, as Gould has little 
need to defend his professional 
reputation. The theory of punctu
ated equilibrium he developed with 
Niles Eldredge in the early 1970s 
remains one of the few serious rivals 
of the gradualist theory of evolution 
propagated by the Darwinian ortho
doxy; in addition, he has continued 
to undertake and report on research 
in his area of professional speciali
zation -  the study of Cerion (Baha
mian land snails) -  throughout his 
career. His defense of “popular” 
writing cannot be dismissed as sim
ple insecurity and self-defense.

By the time Bully fo r  
Brontosaurus appeared last year, 
Gould had grown belligerent. Gali
leo writing in Italian is now pre
ceded on Gould’s list of precursors 
by “St. Francis communing with the 
animals”(!). The tone is angry.

Ex-Iles
continued from p. 6 

be the starting point in the Carib
bean.”

C ham ’s p lacem ent o f 
Conde’s article at the end of the 
anthology convinces me that the 
strategy of producing a “self-con
suming artifact” on Caribbean Cin-

/  deeply deplore the equa
tion o f popular writing with pap and 
distortion fo r  two main reasons. 
First, such a designation imposes a 
crushing professional burden on 
scientists (particularly young scien
tists without tenure) who might like 
to try their hand at this expansive 
style. Second, it denigrates the in
telligence o f millions o f Americans 
eager fo r  intellectual stimulation 
without patronization. I f  we writers 
assume a crushing mean o f  medioc
rity and incomprehension, then not 
only do we have contempt fo r  our 
neighbors, but we also extinguish 
the light o f  excellence. The “per
ceptive and intelligent’’ layperson 
is no myth. They exist in millions... 
[ “Bully fo r  Brontosaurus, ” pp. 11- 
12]

Note the tone of outrage, but note 
also that the focus has shifted: it is 
not the popular writer who is being 
insulted by the pompous academic 
critics, but his readers.

And in this Gould is correct. 
The obfuscation perpetuated in the 
academic game has produced litera
ture that no one reads, social analy
sis that no one understands, and 
ethical philosophies that help no one 
to live, because the academic in
dustry thrives on its own hermetic 
inaccessibility. In all of these fields 
it is possible for the humanities to 
actually touch the lives of real hu
man beings again, if their practition
ers would take the time to communi
cate their work without looking over 
their shoulders, cringing in fear of 
the judgment of elitist peers; for all 
of these fields there is a public eager 
and able to leant. Several so-called 
“science writers” have taken the first 
step in this direction. Others -  in the 
sciences and other fields -  might 
consider taking the path set out by 
Gould in Bully for Brontosaurus-.

We must all pledge ourselves 
to recovering accessible science as 
an honorable intellectual tradition. 
The rules are simple: no compro
mises with conceptual richness; no 
bypassing o f ambiguity or igno
rance; removal o f jargon, o f course, 
but no dumbing down o f ideas (any 
conceptual complexity can be con
veyed in ordinary English.)

Following this advice is easier said 
than done, but it is advice that could 
be followed in virtually any field. 
One result would be that many aca
demics would realize how little of 
importance they actually had to say. 
Another would be that scholars and 
laymen alike might be reminded that 
the only real justification for the 
pursuit of knowledge is its useful
ness for life.

/ .  Michael Serino is a writer and 
editor at Ithaca College.

ema is intentional and real. The 
book comes across as a preliminary 
summation, a work-in-progress, a 
springboard for future criticism and 
production.

Richard Herskowitz is the Director 
o f Cornell Cinema.

illustration: Berm T.F. Nadelman
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apart from their cultural matrix. That 
is true. For us, any ritual emulation 
of business behavior, from morning 
calisthenics to nightly binges with 
the staff, is bound to yield grotesque 
results for the simple reason that 
Americans are not Japanese and what 
works for them does not automati
cally work for us. Feiler’s book 
illustrates in vivid tableaux what the 
cultural matrix is, and along the way 
explodes a host of myths about the 
Japanese system that nourish the 
mood of Japan bashing that has lately 
gripped America. Among these 
myths are: (1) the Japanese family, 
in its strength and resilience, is the 
root of the Japanese economic mira
cle; (2) Japan’s economic behavior 
is the Samurai ethic adapted to a 
business economy; (3) its success 
represents an endemic work ethic 
rooted in Confucian precepts of loy
alty and obedience and therefore a 
local expression of a pan-Asian 
mentality.

Feiler puts these myths in per
spective by showing us how the au
thority of family, culture and tradi
tion matter only as they have been 
mobilized, and vulgarized, by a 
powerful and authoritarian Ministry 
of Education, which exploits the 
symbols and traditions of Japanese 
culture -  the family, ethnic homoge
neity, an ancient and powerful class 
system, the Way of the Samurai 
[bushido] and the Confucian ethic -  
to achieve a narrow nationalist end: 
the production of a stereotyped 
Japanese citizen, submissive to the 
state or the corporation, self-sacri
ficing in every phase of life, and 
terrified of placing personal need 
before service to the collective. To 
understand Japan, Feiler tells us, 
you needn’t study tea ceremony or 
Shinto or bushido; you do need to 
understand the Ministry of Educa
tion, or Mombusho, and in that he is 
absolutely right. Though some may 
argue that the culture itself has pro
duced the educational system and 
the ministry that directs it, that misses 
a point that the Japanese themselves, 
certainly those in power, understand 
well enough: that Mombusho is one 
of the most formidable culture- and 
character- forming institutions in the 
world: it writes history, it controls 
information, it promulgates primi
tive and compelling codes of proper 
conduct, it prescribes everything 
from reading lists to the etiquette of 
addressing the professor, and it 
commands how the intellectual re
sources of an entire nation will be 
used to advance national aims. 
Change Mombusho and you change 
Japan.

In 1988, while Feiler was in 
Japan -  as was I, teaching in another 
city -  a scandal rocked the govern
ment and brought down a prime 
minister, several sub-ministers, and 
many business leaders. The Recruit 
Corporation, a Tokyo land-holding 
corporation, was found to have 
bribed half the government with 
shares of unlisted stock in exchange 
for favors. At the time I had no idea 
what favors were being bought: I 
assumed them to involve land deals 
and only learned from this book that 
they were educational concessions. 
The bribes were about “who would 
be placed on select government 
committees that set guidelines for 
entrance exams and corporate re
cruiting ... It is telling that Japan’s

biggest scandal of the last twenty 
years revolved not around violence, 
drugs, or even sex, but around edu
cation -  specifically, the exact date 
on which university seniors would 
be allowed to have their first inter
views with prospective employers.” 
It is the proposition of Feiler’s book 
that “one of the founding tenets of 
Modern Japan [is that] schools are 
designed primarily to serve the needs 
of the state and the companies on 
which the nation relies.”

How that affects the student, 
the client/victim of the system, is 
well known but has not, until now, 
been told with quite such firmness 
of detail. If it is a credo of American 
life that “the wheel that squeaks gets 
the grease,” the counterpart in Japan 
is “the nail that sticks up gets ham
mered down,” and this rule of con

formity is enforced not only from 
the top of the educational pyramid to 
the bottom, but most cruelly by 
students themselves, who do not 
scruple about beating up a fellow 
student for the crime of wearing an 
unauthorized lining in his jacket or 
for failing to address an upper
classman with the honorific -san 
after his name. Nor is there any 
recourse against the afflictions of 
the system. “If Japanese students 
don’t like something in school they 
must learn to gamman. This word, 
which can roughly be translated as 
‘endure’ or ‘persevere,’ is one of the
primary pillars of education in Ja-

♦*pan.
Another pillar is the organiza

tion of life into networks known as 
kumi. Students are trained from an 
early age to work in groups and to 
learn a community ethic. The 
strengths of such training are obvi
ous: “Through repetition and even
tually habit, students learn that they 
should spend a part of their day, 
indeed a part of themselves, tending 
the world around them. What begins 
in the homeroom at school later be
comes the spirit of cooperation in 
many companies which so many 
Westerners admire.’’ The failure of 
the kumi system is the torment in
flicted on those who fall outside it: 
those of a tainted class origin or 
those unfortunate enough, as an in
creasing number of Japanese chil
dren are, to have lived abroad and be

shunned by their classmates when 
they return. Among the shunned are 
the children of the burakunin (vil
lage people), whose ancestors 
worked in despised trades -  butch
ers, leather workers -  and who, 
generations later, bear the taint of 
their lineage. The suicide of a ninth- 
grade boy of burakunin origins while 
Feiler was in Sano brought home toe 
lesson of the kumi system for those 
whom it excludes.

There is a history to this. After 
the war, the occupation installed an 
American-style educational system 
that lasted for some two decades 
before Mombusho stepped in and 
dismantled it. The precipitating 
factor was the student radical 
movement, which was one of the 
most militant and ferocious to de
velop anywhere. In some universi

ties, entire dormitory complexes 
were seized by militants who pro
ceeded to barricade and run them, 
sometimes for decades. It was in the 
wake of that radical movement that 
the present system, with its rigid 
social controls and narrow curricu
lum (in which history books virtually 
ignore the war), its national uni
formity and nationalistic fervor, be
gan to be put into place. That is why, 
as Feiler argues in some detail, toe 
Mombusho system, though it has 
fastened itself to traditional symbols, 
can’t be thought of as a simple 
product of tradition. Its agendas are 
wholly political: to create a com
pliant work force for industry and to 
keep at bay the mutinous desires that 
rumble beneath the placid surface of 
Japanese life.

Speaking
continued from p. 3 

uncomplicatedly conscious appli
cation of representational signs to 
an equally uncomplicated historical 
object. Beyond that, however, their 
paths diverge, and the refusal to 
acknowledge this divergence — this 
difference or gap — leads to what 
Goodhart accuses Laub of: the 
confusion of the survivor with the 
analytic theorist and the involvement 
of contemporary thought with a 
history of victimization that we are

The foregoing may make 
Learning to Bow sound like a dia
tribe, a sour essay on the Japanese 
system and its discontents. It is 
anything but that. It is both warm 
toward its subject, the students and 
teachers of Sano Junior High, and 
peppered with Feiler’s irony and 
wit. It also reveals, along the way, 
something of the life beyond the 
margins of official culture and the 
education monopoly. In Japan -  
certainly in the larger cities -  offi
cial culture is on hold every night 
from 6 p.m. until midnight, when 
Japan drunk becomes a very differ
ent country from Japan sober. An 
industry of restaurants (literally 
“water trade”) bars, kara-oke  
(“empty orchestra”) singing bars, 
mizushobai (“soapland”) massage 
parlors, brothels, and love hotels

exists to serve a culture of pleasure 
that stands in opposition to and as a 
haven from the rigors of Japan-at- 
work. It is arguable that all the 
drinking that Japanese men do -  and 
it is formidable -  is a substitute for 
the politics they can’t have. When 
the straitjacket of gamman comes 
loose, alcohol, not ideology, is toe 
catalyst. As a culture of consump
tion, the water trade redistributes a 
substantial amount of the wealth 
generated by Japan’s engines of 
production. With enough money in 
one’s pocket and the proper guides, 
one can have a very good time in 
Japan.

With an American friend and 
teacher named Jane in tow, Feiler 
tries his hand one night at pub- 
craw ling  or, in Japanese,

condemned to repeat.
Witnessing or testimony is a 

speech act in a double sense in that it 
belatedly gives voice to past trauma 
and also offers a promise of truth 
that it can never actually deliver or 
fulfill. Since truth is structured here 
not as identity but as difference 
(Friedlander's “allusive realism”), a 
fundamental aspect of working- 
through of the past is the recognition 
of this historical gap, the recognition 
of two worlds -  “the one that was

hashigozake o yarn or “climbing the 
liquor ladder,” only to wind up drunk 
and alone with a $120 bar bill, as 
Jane goes off with a Japanese man to 
see a “late night movie.” He takes 
lessons from friends Ishikawa and 
Sato on how to pick up a Japanese 
woman, how to flatter her (“You 
should praise her as much as possi
ble. Hair is best, or the face”), and 
when and where to touch her. He is 
even instructed on how to produce 
his own pleasure if be fails. He joins 
Hara and Azuma on a go-con, a 
meeting between young Japanese 
men and women that resembles a 
group blind date. It turns into a 
fiasco when Azuma and his girlfriend 
(whom Feiler nicknames “ the 
Wicked Stepmother”) get into a bitter 
quarrel that lasts all evening and 
Hara’s attempt to arrange a match 
between Feiler and another woman, 
“Sleeping Beauty,” ends in embar
rassment for all three parties.

And slowly, Feiler adapts. He 
moves subtly, by degrees, into the 
kumi. He learns the rules of keigo 
(politeness), the laws of giving and 
receiving, the pleasures and obliga
tions of amae, interdependence. He 
learns how to enter and leave a room 
(always facing inward). He learns 
how to bow. “When I spoke Japa
nese with Mr. C., my eighty-five 
year-old landlady, or the principal 
of my school, I could feel myself 
physically change. I would scrunch 
my shoulders, stiffen my arms, and 
even suck in my stomach. At times 
my posture would dictate my speech. 
It’s nearly impossible, for example, 
to have a good knock-down, drag- 
out fight in standard Japanese. One’s 
body -  one’s words -  will not allow 
i t ”

“ ‘You have become just like 
the rest of us,” ’ says one colleague. 
“ ‘You talk like us. You sit like us. 
Even your face now looks like ours.’”

“ ‘His eyes are more narrow,’” 
says another.

“ ‘His nose is less high.’”
They in turn find in him “the 

energetic power of America, and 
also the Frontier Spirit.” At his 
going-away party, they raise their 
glasses to “The Frontier Spirit” 
awakened in themselves and the 
“more Japanese than a Japanese” 
spirit emerging in him. It is a fairy 
tale ending and yet a typical one for 
Americans who live in Japan, for 
even as the nations draw farther apart, 
individuals manage to grope their 
way toward these strange and awk
ward moments of recognition, giv
ing internationalization the boost it 
needs, one toast, one person at a 
time.

Mark Shechner is a writer living in 
Buffalo, N Y.

brutally destroyed and the one that 
is”, two worlds that arc “radically 
different and will always remain so”; 
The act of testimony involves a 
recognition of a loss, of the world 
that is past, of trauma as past, and the 
acceptance of a promise that cannot 
be fulfilled. As Laub so eloquently 
ends his essay: “‘I’ll be with you in 
the very process of your losing me. 
I am your witness.’”

Suzanne R. Stewart is a writer liv
ing in Ithaca.

illustration: Joanna Sheldon
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Christopher Lloyd’s Garden
Hitch Lyman

Books by Christopher Lloyd: 

CLEMATIS
Capability’s, 264 pp., $32.50

THE COTTAGE GARDEN 
Prentice Hall, 192 pp., $29.95

FOLIAGE PLANTS
Penguin, 256 pp., $10.95 paper

In 1910, Christopher Lloyd’s 
father Nathaniel hired the young ar
chitect Edwin Lutyens to restore an 
ancient house in southern England, 
to move and join to it a second 15th- 
century building, and to lay around 
it an intricate series of hedges divid
ing the garden into rooms.

The planting and growth of these 
oarriers is the subject of the elder 
Mr. Lloyd’s book Garden Crafts
manship in Yew and Box, one of the 
delights of garden literature, full of

improbable photographs of gentle
men in leather aprons checking with 
a spirit level the top of a hedge.

What a pleasurable surprise, 
eighty years later, to find these same 
unmistakable hedges come into their 
own as the background for brilliant 
flower gardens, and then to read the 
garden writing of the man respon
sible and find it as good as his fa
ther’s.

Christopher Lloyd studied hor
ticulture at Wye College, University 
of London, and stayed on to teach 
for four years. He left to start an 
eccentric nursery at his parents’ 
house and began to write on gar
dening: The Mixed Border (1957), 
Hardy Perennials (1967), and Gar
dening on Chalk and Lime (1969), 
and Trees and Shrubs for the Small 
Garden (1965). His great triumph 
came in 1970 with The Well-Tem
pered Garden.

We are lucky to live in a moment 
when three very fine teaching gar

deners are at work. Donald Wyman, 
Graham Stuart Thomas, and 
Christopher Lloyd all have the im
pulse to help other people with their

illustration: Charla Barnard

knowledge and all act as gateways 
into richer and more interesting ex
perience with plants. Mr. Lloyd’s 
particular gift is his ability to address 
the reader as an individual, and when

you read him you are in friendly 
company.

The only time when you should 
not plant firmly is when you should 
not really be planting at all: that is, 
when heavy ground is in a state o f 
plasticine squelch.

or:

When buying plants, you are 
frequently faced with the problem o f 
how many to get o f each kind. Un
less you are afraid o f offending the 
nurseryman, you will probably say, 
with a hopeful lift o f  the voice: “I 
suppose I shall be able to split it up 
quite soon?”

Tough and funny, Mr. Lloyd’s 
tone is always personal, even in the 
monograph Clematis, which was first 
published in 1965 and has been twice 
updated. The Well-Tempered Gar
den was followed by Foliage Plants

in 1973, a survey of anything from 
trees to lettuce that would decorate 
the garden with leaves rather than 
flowers. In 1983, he published The 
Adventurous Gardener and, the 
following year, The Well-Chosen 
Garden, two more collections of 
essays full of ideas and new plants. 
In 1987, Mr. Lloyd wrote a month- 
by-month tour of his garden, The 
Year at Great Dixter, which is the 
only lucid account I know of man
aging a mature garden. All these 
books are fresh, cranky, and very 
amusing.

I don’t like The Cottage Gar
den. The text has his customary 
intelligence, but the production by 
some publishing house design group 
doesn’t interest me. A small pam
phlet for the Royal Horticultural 
Society, The Mixed Border, is ter
rific, though, and the newest book, 
Garden Flowers from Seed (1991), 
written with Graham Rush, is full of 

(see Christopher Lloyd, p. 17)

Mariette in Ecstasy
continued from p. 5 

consumption and an early death. ” 
lSister Hermance / thinks for a sec
ond or two and asks, “Is it too much, 
Mariette? ”

She shrugs. "1 have been 
praying to be a great saint. ”

Sister Hermance peers at her 
seriously. “Such pride, Mariette! 
You surprise me. ”

This type of dynamic is doubled 
and redoubled throughout the novel, 
often achieving a darkly comic ef
fect A similar tension is worked out 
between mortification and physical 
desire, two notions seemingly at odds 
with one another. Hansen plays 
with the fact that while mortification 
may be an attempt to transcend the 
physical and enter the realm of the 
spiritual, it necessitates a focusing 
on and a disciplining of the body. 
Perhaps this underlies the mythical 
(if somewhat stereotypical) Catho
lic obsession with the body, which is 
nicely illustrated in a passage be
tween a nun and an investigator.

— We talked about our child
hoods. She dressed her dolls as 
Jesus and Mary, just as I did. She 
played in a habit just like the one 
\hat her sister Annie wore. She 
whipped herself with knotted apron

strings. She rebuked temptations 
against chastity by lying on thorns.

—She seems to me quite ordi
nary.

—Well, that’s the point, isn ’t it?

And it is quite ordinary, within this 
particular world-view, just as it is 
ordinary for Mariette to sink her 
hands into scalding water as a pen
ance, or to tie her leg with rabbit 
wire just below her sex until “one 
upper thigh is blackly streaked with 
blood.” “We seem to mystify peo
ple who are slaves to their pleasures,” 
Mother C61ine tells her younger sister 
Mariette. “We often work too hard 
and rest too little, our food is plain, 
our days are without variety, we 
have no possessions'nor much pri
vacy, we live uncomfortably with 
our vows of chastity and obedience; 
but God is present here and that 
makes this heaven on earth.”

Mariette’s mortal sin, it turns 
out, is not that she rejects the mor
tification of the flesh, but that she 
enjoys it all too much. She is, after 
all, a bride of sorts, and few things 
stoke sensuality more than depriva
tion and denial. When her “mar
riage” with Christ is consummated 
through the stigmata, the ecstasy it 
brings her is explicitly sexual, and 
the translation of spiritual unity into

physical reality is too much for the 
Church to bear:

Mariette thinks for a little while 
and says, "[Jesus and 1J are alone. 
We touch each other, but he with
draws. ‘ You are unclean, ’ he says, 
and I am ashamed because l see that 
it’s true.... Christ tells me to undress. 
And then he gently washes me with 
his hands.... We talk o f a great many 
things, o f affliction and faith and the 
full love o f  God. Everything he says 
is put so simply. Every word pen
etrates me as softly as water enter
ing a sponge.... When he tells me to 
sleep, I do so at once, and he holds 
me. And I share him as if he’s inside 
me. And he is.”

Mother Saint-Raphael firmly 
purses her mouth and harshly slaps 
Mariette’s face.

Precisely because Mariette in 
Ecstasy is about the mortification of 
the flesh, it is a very sensual novel. 
And that sensuality ultimately re
sides in Hansen’s spare but redolent 
prose -  he gives the reader few de
tails, but couches them in terms 
pregnant with connotation and sug
gestion. “Chocolate-brown hair,” 
“milk-white skin,” “a marmalade 
tomcat,” “wrists as thin as pine kin
dling”: this is a world to be touched,

tasted, and smelled. Hansen’s writ
ing might be confused with a more 
mundane form of minimalist prose, 
but he doesn’t shop for his metaphors 
and similes in the aisles of K Mart, 
or any other writerly bargain base
ment. The relative scarcity of detail 
allows each particular instance to 
resonate like the measured tolling of 
a church bell. This luxuriating in 
details is helped by the characteris
tic way in which he double-spaces 
the openings of chapters:

Upstate New York.

August 1906.

Half-moon and a wrack o f gray 
clouds.

Church windows and thirty nuns 
singing the Night Office in Gregorian 
chant. Matins. Lauds. And then 
silence.

Wind, and a nighthawk teeter
ing on it and yawning away into 
woods.

Wallowing beetles in green 
pond water.

Toads.

Cattails sway and unsway.

Grape leaves rattle and settle 
again.

Workhorses sleeping in horse 
manes o f pasture.

Wooden reaper. Walking plow. 
Hayrick

Is Mariette’s stigmata real, or is 
she an hysteric? Of course, this Is, at 
bedrock, the crux of the novel. 
Hansen gives us no easy answers; in 
a move reminiscent erf the play Agnes 
o f  God, he manages instead to gen
erate interesting questions. Whether 
or not Mariette is for real, the reader 
can rest assured that Mariette in 
Ecstasy is. I’m none too comfortable 
with rave reviews, but Hansen’s 
output to date (Desperadoes, The 
Assassination o f Jesse James by the 
Coward Robert Ford,Nebraska and, 
for children, The Shadowmaker) 
indicates that the man is a significant 
talent. The scope of his work and his 
superior craftsmanship bode well 
for his future, and for that of his 
readers.

Nick Gillespie is a writer living in 
Buffalo, N.Y.
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Feminine Endings
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victim of musicology -  disciplinary 
respectability all but demands that 
she address its deity, “the music 
itself,” and for a critic wishing to 
engage in detailed analysis, few al
ternatives to structuralism exist.

Kven in a review of a book that 
is mostly concerned with classical 
music, it is perhaps not surprising 
that Madonna will tend to grab the 
spotlight; but, with apology, I would 
like to return to her to illustrate the 
way McClary’s rigidly tonal ap
proach interprets Madonna’s songs 
in a historically inappropriate con
text that limits their meanings. The 
incongruity of McClary’s approach 
to her material is particularly strik
ing in her discussion of “Live to 
Tell,” which concentrates almost 
exclusively on the harmonic struc
ture of the song. McClary equates 
the opening passage centered around 
I) with a bleak, controlling mascu
line force, and an ensuing section in 
F major with hope and the feminine, 
arguing that Madonna’s deferral of 
closure in cither key is a gesture of 
feminist resistance.

With the chorus ... she opts for the 
warmer major key o f F, her mo
mentum picks up, and she begins to 
sound as though she will establish 
this more affirmative region as her 
tonic or point o f reference. However, 
to close in this second region -  
conventionally the feminine' posi
tion -  is to accept as identity the 
patriarchal definition o f femininity. 
Moreover, to the extent F major is 
not the opening key, to cadence here 
is to choose fantasy; for while this 
key is reassuring and nurturing, it is 
not 'reality ’ as the piece defines it 
initially. And formal convention 
would dictate that this second key 
area must eventually be absorbed 
and purged. ... So long as she 
manages to switch back and forth  
/ between F and DJ, she can deter
mine the musical discourse. To settle 
for an option -  either option -  is to 
accept a lie, fo r  it is flexibility in 
identity’ rather than unitary definition 
that permits her to 'live to tell. ’

However alluring, this conclusion 
contradicts some of McClary’s ear
lier arguments that would make 
closure in D amount to submission 
to the will of the male protagonist, 
while closure in F might represent 
escape. Such inconsistencies draw 
attention to the arbitrary nature of 
some of McClary’s equations be
tween musical events and gendered 
meanings: one feels that she might 
just as easily have reversed the 
meanings she assigns to the two 
keys.

Although Madonna’s songs are 
indisputably (and, most would argue, 
unproblematically) tonal, the model 
of tonal narrative seems to miss the 
point of Madonna’s work, which is 
primarily interested in voice, rhythm, 
and the juxtaposition of provocative 
lyrics with equally provocative 
visual imagery. While McClary 
mentions these other parameters in 
passing, her analytical edifice is 
founded on key structure. This is 
understandable, since tonal rela
tionships are easier to discuss ana
lytically than concepts like timbre, 
which are difficult to quantify and 
compare; but it is also unfortunate, 
since more attention to these other 
aspects of Madonna’s music (and

much of the other music in the book) 
might free McClary from the struc
turalist agenda she embraces.

The idea that different musics 
require different modes of analysis 
—approaches that are sensitive to 
different musical parameters — is 
largely overlooked in Feminine 
Endings, although one senses that 
McClary would agree with it, at least 
theoretically. The theory of tonality 
as narrative is treated as relevant to 
everything from Monteverdi to film 
music. Yet, as McClary would be 
the first to admit, tonality is merely 
a societal construct, and its usage 
and its effects have changed as so
ciety has changed, something 
McClary often chooses to ignore in 
her discussion of sexual violence in 
music. For example, her attempt to 
buttress her reading of Bizet’s Car
men with the assertion that the opera 
closes in the “wrong” key -  not the 
key in which it began three hours 
earlier -  betrays an indifference to 
the conventions of the operatic genre. 
Nineteenth-century operas com
monly begin and end in different 
keys, without the modulation be
coming the occasion for “sadistic” 
or “violent” narrative closure.

It is worth a digression here to 
note an irritating rhetorical ploy in 
the book: McClary often supports 
her assertions by referring to audi
ences of "amateurs” who conven
iently appear as needed. The 
gendering and violence in traditional 
music are obvious to them, she 
claims, because they have been 
trained by watching films and car
toons — where music usually fills 
simple semiotic functions — and 
because, unlike musicologists, they 
have not been brainwashed to ignore 
gendered meaning in music. In fact, 
the few psychological studies of 
listeners’ comprehension have re
vealed little agreement about musi
cal meaning. It is indicative that 
McClary does not refer to her ama
teur arbiters of musical meaning in 
the discussion of Carmen: it is al
most a certainty that few of them 
would be troubled by, or even aware 
of, such a long-term change of key.

One could continue to cite ex
amples where the book’s ahistorical 
approach results in interpretations 
that misconstrue meanings, but that 
would be to deny McClary’s inten
tion, for her indifference to history 
is deliberate, part of her polemical 
agenda. She argues that “to focus 
exclusively on a single repertory is 
to risk taking its formulations as 
natural: its constraints and conven
tions become limits that cease to be 
noticeable” and that reading across, 
rather than within, period and genre 
boundaries “is the bpst way to lay 
bare the unquestioned assumptions 
that guarantee each repertory.” This 
justification might be easier to accept 
were McClary’s interpretations not 
so dependent on those very “con
straints and conventions” and on 
departures from them, particularly 
the conventions of tonality, which 
she generalizes to apply to all con
texts.

The inclination to universalize 
meaning across genres and periods 
is linked to a more troubling tendency 
toward generalization of gender 
characteristics: despite the care with 
which she affirms that gender is 
created by society, not inborn, 
McClary occasionally strays into 
essentialism. For example, she de

scribes Janice Vandervelde’s Gen
esis II in terms of gentle, non-tele- 
ological cycles, which imitate 
“feminine” patterns of nature and 
childbirth as contrasted with the 
aggressive sexuality of male music:

a 'minimalistic' clockwork pattern 
... repeats cyclically ....I t creates a 
sense o f  existence in time that is 
stable, ordered, yet 'timeless.' ...the 
completion o f each cycle yields a 
sense o f  satisfaction and security, 
and we experience the possibility 
that a pattern might be replicated 
indefinitely. It sets up no expectation 
for change.... The cyclic properties 
o f the clockwork resonate with the 
patterns o f nature: seasonal yet 
timeless, always fascinatingly dif
ferent, yet always the same.

McClary opposes this musical 
manifestation of ecriture feminine 
to the violent, teleological striving 
of the string instruments in the same 
composition, finding yet another 
clash of the sexes in an instrumental 
work. The qualities she attributes to 
the clockwork pattern -  timeless, 
nonteleological -  sound suspiciously 
similar to the 19th-century charac
terizations of the second, “feminine" 
theme in sonata form as passive or 
static. Employing such essentialist 
labels, McClary seems to be falling 
into her own carefully-laid trap: she 
needs such labels to assert gendered 
meaning in untexted music, but us
ing them reinforces the notion of 
strict gender roles and encourages 
stereotypes. McClary’s essentialism 
seems to invade the phenomenon of 
music itself, which she repeatedly 
identifies with the body and the 
feminine. While this association is 
the occasion for one of her most 
brilliant discussions — an explora
tion of I auric Anderson’s extension 
of (and/or obliteration of) her body 
through technology — more often it 
betokens McClary’s seemingly un
critical acceptance of the notion that 
music has a physical, feminine es
sence, a popular idea in the 19th 
century from which many contem
porary feminists would choose to 
maintain a distance.

McClary’s conflict with herself 
over essentialism, asserting one 
position but sliding into another in 
her analyses, is symptomatic of the 
tone of Feminine Endings. She has 
trouble finding a voice: while the 
authorial voice is strong and articu
late, there is a perpetual conflict 
between what she tells us she is 
going to do and what she actually 
does. In the musical analyses a 
stentorian and inflexible voice often 
intrudes, obsessed with labelling and 
counting, nearly obliterating the freer 
and more playful tone of the sur
rounding passages. To allow Ma
donna to intrude once more, 
McClary’s assessment of Madonna’s 
art presents an admirable objective 
for feminist musicology: “her pieces 
explore -  sometimes playfully, 
sometimes seriously -  various ways 
of constituting identities that refuse 
stability, that remain fluid, that resist 
definition.” If only McClary could 
allow herself, and the music she 
studies, such freedom -  to explore, 
to play and to resist.

Mary Ann Smart is a graduate 
student in musicology at Cornell 
University.

Harold Washington
p. 17

continued from p. 8 
ington’s sudden death in 1987 cer
tainly complicated such an analysis, 
a number of themes nonetheless 
emerge from this and earlier attempts 
to assess his administration's influ
ence. First the Daley machine nei
ther died with Richard J. Daley nor 
relinquished the field upon Harold 
Washington’s inauguration. Indeed, 
an anti-Washington coalition held 
power in the City Council through
out Washington’s first term. That 
electoral power, coupled with the 
numerous machine loyalists laced 
throughout the bureaucracy, checked 
the new administration’s initiatives 
at every turn.

Second, however innovative 
Washington's policies may have 
been, by definition their effect 
stopped at the city limits. As Timothy 
Wright, a former administration of
ficial, notes in a fine essay, the 
problems confronting Chicago have 
a critical regional dimension. In the 
absence of supportive state and 
federal policies, these limits to mu
nicipal power hampered the Wash
ington adm inistration’s efforts. 
Then, too, there were the inevitable 
political compromises — choices 
between the only available, inad
equate options — that could under
mine morale, especially among the 
more insistent progressive planners. 
Finally, there was the sheer intrac
tableness of the problems them
selves. Mier and Moe, in an essay 
that intelligently affirms their basic 
commitment to the principles 
Washington stood for, nonetheless 
capture this near-numbing dimen
sion:

We came away with a hum
bling sense o f  the enormity o f  the 
issues o f poverty and race. Poverty 
seems an overwhelming issue. 
Partially, we feel this because we 
had little chance to address it with
out control o f vital service institu
tions like the schools and the Housing 
Authority. In Chicago, the racial 
issue is possibly even more intracta
ble. Because poverty and race are 
so intertwined in this society, the 
inability to deal with race is a major 
cause o f the inability to deal with

poverty.

Harold Washington and the 
Neighborhoods is not a political or 
even an economic history. It is a 
planners’ book, written by partici
pants that reflects one important 
aspect of an enormously complex 
situation. Yet it also aspires to be 
more than that, especially in its ef
fort to find in the Washington ex
perience something of a model for 
contemporary urban problems. A 
social movement rooted in the 
neighborhoods, building cross-class 
and multi-racial alliances, internally 
bonded together and externally af
fixed to a progressive administration 
professionally intent on transform
ing traditional institutional politics 
— this is quite a prophetic olio. 
Given this, however, it is odd that 
none of the essays offers more than 
a sporadic discussion of the fate of 
Washington’s electoral coalition af
ter his death. The fragmentation 
within the black political commu
nity, the apparent longevity of as
pects of the old machine, and the 
effects of the deep recession on ef
forts such as those advocated here 
all demand, but do not receive, sus
tained attention. Indeed it is hard to 
avoid the conclusion, as Robert 
Giloth suggests, that it was Wash
ington the long-time political leader, 
and not primarily the neighborhood 
activists in a progressive movement, 
who “momentarily healed the ani
mosities and unified the fiefdoms” 
in Chicago’s political jungle. This 
is not insignificant in itself. But as 
reflection on an earlier set of pro
gressive hopes might suggest, the 
peculiarities of these circumstances 
and the impenetrable obstacles to 
reform still in place should give us 
pause in assessing both the Wash
ington administration’s meaning and 
its applicability for the rest of urban 
America. Harold Washington and 
the Neighborhoods is a useful book 
that provides us with initial reflec
tions on some of these critical is
sues.

Nick Salvatore is a professor in the 
School o f Industrial and Labor Re
lations at Cornell University.

Christopher Llovd
continued from p. 16 

the old punch.
Mr. Lloyd’s influence on con

temporary gardening is wide. He 
pushed Helichrysum petiolare as a 
silver-gray bedding plant, and we 
now can buy it in Ithaca His interests 
are irresistible: bulbs in long grass; 
long-flowering subtropicals planted 
into the border for summer color;

annuals that are uncommon; peren
nials with interesting leaves; old- 
fashioned plants that need to be re
vived; odd and lovely small-flow
ered clematis; propagation for 
amateurs (since nurseries offer fewer 
and fewer choices); and always 
plants that arc unheard of, odd, rare, 
exciting to read about, and when 
found, marvelous to grow.
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M urder in the Bookshop
Julee Johnson

It was not a castle in Bavaria; it was 
my very own musty bookstore.

— “Strangled Prose" 
by Joan Hess

Writers of detective fiction have 
visited murder and mayhem on life's 
most blameless settings. What, af
ter all, could be more peaceful, more 
law-abiding, than the English 
country house, those dilapidated 
brick piles with their drawing rooms 
and butlers’ pantries, great halls and 
conservatories? And yet, in the 
whodunit, the lord of the manor is 
just as likely to find a weekend guest 
garroted in the herb garden as a 
particular species offeniculum. The 
most innocent mansion is grist for 
the mystery writer’s mill.

Indeed, a cursory review of 
detective fiction suggests that the 
more orderly and quiet the setting, 
the riper it is for plunder by a writer. 
The process of creating order from 
chaos drives the mystery genre, and 
the tension is heightened if a nor
mally orderly world is set on its head 
and must be put right again. The 
number of mysteries set within the 
ivy-covered halls and tranquil quad
rangles of the university campus are 
legion. Particularly in the “cosy” 
subgenre of the mystery is this peace- 
tumed-to-turbulence construct evi
dent because it is there that it has the 
greatest impact People expea greed, 
corruption, and murder from the 
casebook of the NYPD but in the 
parlor at Maddingly Grange? Never!

Since 1985, several mysteries 
have featured that most innocent of 
settings, the bookstore. In fact four 
series —  one dating to the early 
1970s and the others written since 
the mid-’80s — feature a hapless 
bookstore owner as the protagonist 
in once pacific but now crime-rid
dled college towns and seaside re
sorts. Like the English country 
house, the bookstore represents 
tranquility, the perfect ambience for 
a prelude to murder. The bookstore, 
however, symbolizes more than the 
ideal of law, order, and predictabil
ity: its books — new, used, or rare 
— require application, study, even 
reverence. In this respect it is like a 
library, but from the perspective of 
the mystery writer the bookstore is 
far more interesting because of the 
complexities of commerce: books 
must be sold to the sometimes reluc
tant public; employees paid; the tax 
man satisfied; used and rare books 
sold for more, hopefully, than was 
paid for them; advertising arranged; 
literary events held; and much, much 
more. The commercial imperative 
tugs and pokes at the story line, to 
create a diversion or provide a clue 
essential to the plot, but it is appar
ent that for the fictional bookstore 
owner, reading and collecting are 
his or her overriding passions, and

sharing those passions by selling a 
book is a close second, but second 
nonetheless.

Six current mystery writers use 
the bookstore setting, four of them 
writing as part of a series. John 
Ballinger, John Dunning, Carolyn 
G. Hart, Joan Hess, Wayne Warga, 
and M.K. Wren have created dis
similar yet interesting booksellers. 
They live in small towns or big cit
ies; some sell only new books, oth
ers only rare; John Hess’s Claire 
Malloy won’t carry romantic fiction; 
Wayne Warga’s Jeffrey Dean spe
cializes in Hollywood film scripts. 
All of the fictional bookstores carry 
and some even specialize in mys
teries, though the kind of surreal 
twist that would be given by having 
the bookstores carry their own novels
— like an unending reflection in a 
double mirror or a recurring decimal
— has yet to show up in these par
ticular authors’ works.

Each protagonist uses the 
bookstore as a kind of refuge firm a 
previously unhappy life. This in 
itself is unremarkable, but the four 
male bookstore owners all have a 
violent past as well: an ex-CIA agent, 
a disgraced cop, an ex-Army Intel
ligence officer, and a former jour
nalist and sometime CIA courier. 
For them, the bookstore provides 
not only an emotional haven but a 
safe place far from the international 
hot spots and dirty inner-city streets 
of their earlier lives. That the 
bookmen encounter forgery, rob
bery, and murder in these quiet 
surroundings — in effect, destroy
ing their carefully constructed 
sanctuary — is the factor that moti
vates their subsequent involvement 
in the murder investigations. All six 
writers use this device to varying 
degrees as a means of initially cre
ating disorder and, ultimately, re
storing peace.

M. K. Wren is the pseudonym 
of Martha Kay Renfroe, a crime and 
science fiction writer who began her 
Conan Flagg series in 1973 and is 
still writing today. Her first mystery, 
Curiosity Didn’t Kill the Cat, intro
duced the ex-foreign service and 
Army Intelligence officer Conan 
Joseph Flagg, proprietor of the 
Holliday Beach Bookshop and 
Rental Library rat the central Oregon 
coast. Flagg left the service after 
being injured in the line of duty and, 
with an unexplained source of out
side income, can operate the some
what shabby and only marginally 
profitable bookshop-cum-library. 
Flagg is an aesthete with a keen 
appreciation of old books and clas
sical music, but he’s also an emo
tionally distant man who shares few 
thoughts or feelings with other 
characters or the reader. His inter
ests lie in his business, his cat Meg, 
and his mysterious “consulting” 
projects that take him all over the 
world during the off season. “The 
bookshop was badly lit, dingy, full

of odd rooms, unexpected comers, 
and low beams. Still, his clientele 
insisted, it was a place of unique and 
comfortably anachronistic charm.” 
Quite a bit of the story’s action takes 
place here.

Flagg is asked by old friend 
Elinor Jeffries to investigate the 
“accidental” drowning of her hus
band, a request that coincides with 
Flagg’s discovery that he is being

watched by a former superior of
ficer who had supposedly retired 
from the Army years ago. Flagg 
soon uncovers a plot to use his rental 
library — specifically a clothbound 
edition of Crime and Punishment— 
as a means of transmitting informa
tion, but for what purpose stumps 
Flagg as he attempts to keep tabs on 
the library’s patrons. Evidently it is 
someone who regularly visits the 
shop. Is it the deaf-as-a-doorpost 
elderly widow? the Greek immigrant 
with a taste for books about particle 
physics? the town’s new telephone 
lineman? or the Dell salesman? 
And what, if anything, does this 
have to do with Capt. Jeffries’ death? 
It is only after Flagg finds a dead 
body in the bookshop and Crime and 
Punishment is stolen from his office 
safe that the two threads interweave 
and begin to make sense (it is Meg 
who discovers the missing link that 
wraps up the case).

Because of Flagg's background, 
there’s an element of the thriller in 
this series, and Wren brings this out 
strongly in subsequent novels. The 
bookshop setting is never as promi
nent as in Curiosity, but it serves as 
a backdrop for Conan Flagg’s many 
other adventures in Holliday Beach 
and elsewhere. Wayne Warga also 
picks up on the espionage theme in 
his 1985 mystery, Hardcover. 
Jeffrey Dean, owner of Jeffrey Dean 
Books of Sherman Oaks, California, 
is exclusively a rare book dealer. Fie 
is another emotionally cold man, a 
magazine writer and newspaperman 
who has covered Cuba, the Civil 
Rights marches of the ‘60s, and 
Central America. Coming to rest in 
southern California after assorted 
jobs including a very temporary stint

as a CIA courier, Dean starts col
lecting books and eventually opens 
his own shop on Ventura Boulevard. 
Unlike Flagg, however, Dean ex
periences an emotional flowering 
when he meets apprentice bookseller 
and full-time English professor 
Rachel Sabin at the Los Angeles 
Antiquarian Book Fair. It is there, 
too, that he discovers two first-edi
tion Steinbeck novels, Sw eet

Thursday and Cannery Row, whose 
price has been grossly inflated by 
the addition of forged inscriptions. 
Dean’s outrage over this mutilation 
of two books that had once been 
favorites in his own collection forces 
him to expose the forgeries to the 
chairman of the Fair and to their 
current owner, British-educated 
Libyan Narib Zaki, owner of 
Serendip Books of London. It’s a 
disquieting episode, but nothing 
more, until Dean’s bookstore is 
ransacked and he is shot at while 
jogging in the park and run off the 
road by black-leathered motorcy
clists. Dean’s former CIA contact 
reappears and complicates the mat
ter with tales of international intrigue 
and assassination conspiracies.

The story is more intricate than 
it needs to be, but the surprise end
ing makes up for the sometimes 
problematic plot twists. Through
out the book, Dean plies his trade: 
negotiating with an eccentric 
bookscout, attending an auction of 
detective fiction in San Francisco, 
and perusing personal libraries up 
and down the California coast in a 
constant effort to expand his col
lection and his lucrative catalogue 
business. Warga adeptly incorpo
rates into the action the fine points of 
the rare book trade, and the refer
ences to specific modern first edi
tions, including mysteries and 
original film scripts, help give 
Hardcover its authenticity. Like 
Wren, however, Warga uses the 
bookstore in later novels only as part 
of the background, as if the first 
novel milked dry the author’s interest 
in the book trade.

Joan Hess’s protagonist, Claire 
Malloy, also flits from her home

away from home, the Book Depot, 
in Hess’s series about a widow try
ing to make ends meet in the fic
tional college town of Farberville, 
Arkansas. Claire always returns 
home, however, in her effort to win 
the upper hand in a never-ending 
game of tug-of-war with the I.R.S. 
and the state sales tax department. 
Claire’s bookkeeping woes keep her 
tied out of necessity to her store, 
selling hardback books to college 
students and paperbacks to, as she 
terms them, “real people.” One 
senses that Claire Malloy was des
tined for a more sophisticated locale 
when she got stranded with her 
college professor husband in 
Farberville.

In Hess’s first Claire Malloy 
novel, Strangled Prose, successful 
local romance writer Mildred 
Twiller, who writes under the 
colorful and more appropriate 
pseudonym of Azalea Twilight, 
pressures Claire into hosting an au
tograph party for her most recent 
book, Professor o f  Passion. The 
grandmotherly Azalea, whose de
scriptive powers “leave even the 
most ardent pomographiles speech
less with admiration,” feels that the 
undoubtedly large attendance at such 
a soiree would bring hordes of cus
tomers to the often empty Book 
Depot. Unfortunately, Azalea 
doesn’t tell Claire that the plot of the 
soon-to-be-released campus love 
story is closely based on the secret 
lives of certain members of Farber 
College’s faculty, including Claire’s 
husband. His untimely death eight 
years earlier, involving a lovely coed 
and a truck full of chickens, is re
vealed in Azalea’s bode, and this is 
announced at the now ill-fated book 
signing by another victim of Azal
ea’s quest for realism. Soon after 
the party’s tumultuous finale, Azalea 
is strangled with one of her own silk 
scarves. Claire’s newly revealed 
motive for murder and her suspi
ciously vague whereabouts during 
the relevant time period make her a 
prime suspect in the eyes of the 
alter ego), whose own actions arouse 
innocence and that of her precocious, 
pubescent daughter Caron (an 
alterego), whose own actions arouse 
suspicion, Claire sets about investi
gating the crime and shielding Caron 
from the prying eyes of the police. 
“I earn a living selling books; I do 
not receive any renumeration for 
solving homicides, nor do I operate 
a missing-persons bureau for the 
general community,” she tells the 
police lieutenant. The congenitally 
nosy Claire persists until she ulti
mately joins forces with the police 
to unmask the murderer, and the 
book arrives at an ending most 
readers will see coming for two 
chapters.

Hess has a descriptive turn of 
phrase that is hilarious rather than 
prurient like Azalea Twilight’s, and 

see Murder, p. 19
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An ABC of Art
Teresa Demo

Begin imagining. Can you use 
colors to make a noisy picture? How 
can square shapes be turned into 
boxes or buildings? Do you have 
any funny stories, secrets, or mys
teries to tell in pictures?

With these questions, the series 
Lines, Shapes, Colors, and Stories 
invites children to experience art by 
looking at the paintings of modem 
masters with the same intensity and 
sense of curiosity and wonder they 
bring to all play. And series' author 
Philip Yenawine uses one of the 
very best of “playgrounds” — the 
Museum of Modem Art in New 
York.

Director of the Museum’s De
partment of Education, Yenawine 
set out to create “a sort of ABC of 
art” to help “very young people learn 
the basic vocabulary used by art
ists.” Beautifully designed in for
mat and content, this series sets a 
new standard as an introductory 
guide to art, and Yenawine joins a 
growing number of experts-in-their- 
field who are turning their sophisti
cated skills to the writing of substan
tive and interesting non-fiction books 
for children.

Each volume in Yenawine’s 
series focuses on one artistic ele
ment — line, shape, color or story — 
to demonstrate its use by the artist 
and how it also contributes to the 
meaning of the work. A brief text in 
bold, black print accompanies the 
reproductions of paintings and 
sculpture from the Museum’s ex
tensive collection. Color tone is 
vivid and crisp in examples that range 
from Claude Monet’s Water Lilies 
to Jasper Johns’ Between the Clock 
and the Bed. At the end of each bode
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is a list of the reproductions accom
panied by brief descriptions.

The conversational tone of the 
text provokes questions which initi
ate a dialogue between the viewer 
and the work of art that does not rely 
upon previous expertise or knowl-

The M useum  o f M odern A rt,  New York/ D e la to r te  Press

edge of art, but on simple powers of 
observation  and reflection . 
Yenawine skillfully guides this par
ticipation by introducing thoughtful 
perspectives and new information.

In Lines, emphasis is on the 
different kinds of lines that result 
from “starting with a dot.” A repro
duction of Georgia O ’Keefe’s 
Evening Star III is included because
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it is essentially a painting fashioned 
from thick lines of color. Other 
examples show how lines can indi

cate volume or tell a story, as in 
Vincent van Gogh’s The Starry 
Night.

Shapes discusses the element 
of form in painting. Juxtaposing the 
precise squares of Piet Mondrian’s 
Composition with Picasso’s diverse 
combination of objects in Three 
Musicians, the text explains that part 
of the fun is deciding “where to put 
shapes, shading, and shadows.” 
Cezanne’s Still Life With Apple is 
cited as a paradigm of the relation
ship of geometric form to composi
tion. In ColorSj reproductions of both 
abstract and representational paint
ings illustrate how color creates 
mood or provides a clue to the art
ist’s feelings.

Stories focuses on the “story
telling” aspect of art. For example, 
several paintings and sculptures de
picting family life show how differ
ent artists can tell the same story in 
different ways. Readers are encour
aged to offer their own interpreta
tions: Observing Henry Matisse’s 
Piano Lesson, the text asks, “Do you 
think this boy wants to practice the 
piano?”

While establishing that “artists 
draw what they see," Yenawine also 
reminds us, “but then they can change 
things.” The notion of the artist’s — 
and the viewer’s — perception is the 
essence here. What is introduced in 
these four volumes is not only art but 
the ways in which art stimulates the 
learning process through looking, 
feeling, and thinking. And that is 
good play for any age.

Teresa Demo is a writer living in 
Ithaca, N  Y.
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Murder Mysteries
continued from p. 18

an ability to slyly poke fun at the 
self-important and overserious, spe
cifically college students and their 
professors, romantic fiction and its 
authors, the radical arm of the wom
en’s movement, and rednecks. 
Hess’s Claire Malloy is unable to 
indulge her expensive tastes by col
lecting first editions, or first 
anythings, but it is clear from the 
frequent references to the English 
Romantic poets and mystery clas
sics that Hess knows her stuff.

In the competition for widest 
knowledge about the genre of detec
tive fiction, however, Carolyn G. 
Hart wins hands down. Her pro
tagonist, Annie Laurance, is the 
owner of Death on Demand, “the 
finest mystery bookstore this side of

Atlanta.” Death on Demand is also 
the title of Hart’s first novel, which 
teems with allusions, references, and 
direct quotes from mysteries as dis
parate as The Circular Staircase and 
Psycho. Annie is a failed New Yoik 
actress who inherits her beloved 
uncle’s bookstore on a South Caro
lina island after he accidentally 
drowns at sea The workaholic Annie 
pours her energy into the hundred 
and one details that earn Death on 
Demand its justified acclaim, in
cluding its coffee bar, well-stocked 
shelves of new, used, and rare books, 
its children's section, and a once-a- 
week gathering of local mystery 
writers. It is at a meeting of the 
Saturday Night Regulars that author 
Elliot Morgan — whose last true 

see Murder, p. 20
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crime book bombed and was 
remaindered after six months — 
announces that he has just am ple ted 
Criminal Minds, an expose about his 
fellow island writers and their own 
embarrassing brushes with the law. 
Soon afterward the lights go out, a 
crash is heard, and Elliot is found 
dead on the floor with a poisoned 
dart in his neck. It is the classic 
locked-room mystery, with an over
abundance erf suspects that Hart helps 
the reader keep track of with a scene- 
of-the-crime map and alibi chart. 
Death on Demand and Hart’s other 
books, including Deadly Valentine 
and The Christie Caper, are light 
and breezy, with broadly drawn 
characters that are usually interest
ing and sometimes annoying. Her 
multi-page description of Death on 
Demand (the bookstore) makes it 
sound so inviting that mystery lov
ers must bemoan its solely fictional 
existence. Though Annie heads for 
the mainland now and again, Death 
on Demand always features promi
nently in Hart’s series.

John Ballinger’s 1989 mystery 
novel, The Williamsburg Forgeries, 
also lovingly describes the protago
nist’s bookstore, Parker’s Rare 
Books, in great detail. And Brad 
Parker’s domain is in a league by 
itself. The 18th-century books, 
pamphlets, and mezzotint portraits 
that line the old walls befit the ratified 
atmosphere of Williamsburg, Vir
ginia; one could probably fmd a first 
edition of The Raven on his shelves 
but not Who Killed Roger Ackroyd? 
Brad Parker is an ex-CIA operative
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who left “the Company” after his 
wife and children were killed in an 
automobile accident. Parker’s Rare 
Books began as Brad’s therapy and 
became a very profitable concern, 
one that he loves as much for its 
order and beauty as for the hunt for 
rare and unique books to sell.

Fellow bookseller Carl Riesling 
is poetically killed when a heavily 
laden bookshelf falls on him and 
breaks his neck. His widow wants to

sell the stock to Brad, which is how 
the ex-CIA agent learns that Ries
ling was a master forger, having 
once been emptoyed as a papermaker 
and printer in the Colonial 
Williamsburg shops. But was 
Riesling working alone? Was the 
treacherous bookshelf too conven
ient for the person suspected to be 
Riesling’s accomplice? The plot is 
complicated by the initially separate

but eventually intertwining case of a 
hijacked bus on its way to Atlantic 
City. The would-be gamblers are 
relieved of their money before they 
reach New Jersey, and the mob steps 
in to reclaim one of its operative’s 
valuable possessions. The story 
climaxes in Parker’s Rare Books, 
where Riesling’s murderer and a 
couple of hoods are killed and, later, 
a mafia don starts a new hobby of 
collecting rare books.

Ballinger is an antiquarian 
bookstore owner in Williamsburg, 
but it is his descriptions of New 
York City and the small-time thief 
Napoleon Jones, who strikes it rich 
on the road to New Jersey, that are 
the most engaging and entertaining. 
The stilted, other-worldly atmos
phere of Colonial Williamsburg is a 
less interesting part of Ballinger’s 
story.

Denver bookseller John Dun
ning’s booked to Die is the latest 
entry in the bookstore mystery line, 
and by far the strongest. Clifford 
Janeway is a veteran detective on 
the Denver police force, a former 
boxer, and a loner with no strong 
emotional ties except to the crimi
nals he tries to put behind bars. The 
story is told in the first person about 
the violent end o f Bobby the 
Bookscout, a small-time loser who 
ekes out a living picking up books at 
garage sales and Goodwill to sell to 
Denver’s used and rare book deal
ers. Janeway concludes in the pro
logue: “No one could think of a 
reason why anyone would kill 
Bobby. Who would murder a 
harmless man like that? I’ll tell you

why. Then I’ll tell you who.” In the 
course of investigating Bobby’s 
murder, Janeway explores the city’s 
book trade, a world he’s already 
familiar with as an amateur collec
tor of modem firsts, art books, and 
detective fiction. Along the way he 
encounters his nemesis from previ
ous cases, Jackie Newton, a real 
estate developer known by the po
lice to be a murderer and rapist but 
with never enough evidence to put

him away. Newton is the catalyst 
for Janeway’s abrupt transition from 
cop to bookseller, which occurs 
midway through the story. Janeway 
is only brought back into the case 
when another bookscout is killed.

Following along with Cliff 
Janeway as he builds up his stock, 
finds and renovates a store, and learns 
about the trade from fellow 
bookdealers is the keenest pleasure

in reading this very good book. 
Dunning has owned his shop in 
Denver only since 1985, but his 
knowledge of the books, especially 
modem first editions, is remarkable. 
The reader learns the current prices 
of hundreds of used and rare books 
and puzzles with Janeway over the 
vagaries of the buying public who 
will pay more for Stephen King’s 
Salem’s Lot than for a signed first 
edition of The Old Man and the Sea 
But far from being a how-to, Booked 
To Die is a tightly told mystery with 
firmly believable characters and 
dialogue. Clifford Janeway debuted 
this January, and the bookjacket 
promises more to come.

Although their stories are as 
different as they are, the fictional 
bookdealers in these mysteries all 
find themselves drawn into murder 
investigations, reluctantly becom
ing involved in order to prove their 
innocence, save their own skins, 
fulfill a sense of duty, or gain re
venge. Whether lighthearted or 
darkly brooding, these novels use 
the bookseller’s milieu as the scen
ery against which the mystery is 
played out, and the booksellers’ love 
of their work is the force that binds 
all these novels together. For each, 
though, the lure of the unsolved crime 
is as great as the attractions of the 
printed page.

Julee Johnson is a writer living in 
Ithaca, New York
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1926: we are uptown, in Harlem, in the scintillating City at 
the moment “when all the wars are over and there will never he 
another one ... Here comes the new. Look out. There goes the sad 
stuff. The bad stuff.” But a tragedy ensues: Joe Trace, a door- 
to-door salesman of beauty products in his 50's, kills Dorcas, his 
teenage lover whom he madly loves. Violet, his wife, a hairdresser, 
tries to disfigure the corpse at the funeral.

In a triumphant, spellbinding, jazz-like act of improvisa
tion, a mysterious voice depicts the sights and sounds and smells 
of black urban life, as it refracts and enriches the bittersweetness 
of the story.

Jazz is a landmark on the American literary landscape.
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