
What’s Love Got 
To Do With It?

A N atu r a l  H isto ry  of Love
Diane Ackerman
Random House, 384 pages, $23

M ichael Serino
I love Diane Ackerman.
Well, “love” may not be the right word, exactly, but 

you know what I mean. There is something about her 
engagement with the world, her enthusiasm for people, 
animals, and nature, that strikes a responsive chord in 
even the most cynical reader. “How sense-luscious the 
world is,” she writes at the beginning of A Natural His
tory o f the Senses (1990). “To begin to understand the 
gorgeous fever that is consciousness, we must try to 
understand the senses...and what they can teach us 
about the ravishing world we have the privilege to 
inhabit.” Such exuberance is hard to resist, if  not 
always possible to identify with. But even those who 
open their eyes each morning, look around them, and 
mutter “Damn, this again,” will find some measure of 
joy in Ackerman’s writing. They may not share her lust 
for life, much less her taste in adjectives, but they will 
still find it difficult not to take pleasure in her love of 
existence.

Love, in fact, is the subject of Ackerman’s latest 
work, to be published by Random House next month. A 
Natural History o f Love follows the example set by her 
earlier book in more than just its title. It is an almost 
encyclopedic overview of the idea and practice of love 
from a variety of perspectives, all selected and filtered 
through Ackerman’s unique poetic sensibility. Make no 
mistake: this is not a reference book. Although loaded 
with scientific, psychological, and empirical observa
tions, the writing is pure Ackerman, with all that that 
implies. Love provides the ideal subject matter for her 
intense powers of observation, scientific curiosity, and 
poetic vision. This balance between the scientific and 
the lyric, present throughout Ackerman’s work, is one 
of her principal strengths as a writer.

Illustration: Milly Acharya

see Love, page 2
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Help
Wanted!

This issue of The Bookpress 
brings our current publica

tion schedule to a more abrupt 
close than we had originally 
planned. A budget shortfall of 
over $9,000 has made it neces
sary to cancel the June issue. By 
itself, the decision to publish 
eight times a year instead of 
nine is not particularly trouble
some, but to be forced into it for 
financial reasons certainly is.

Make no mistake—we fully intend to 
resume publication of The Bookpress 

next September. Toward that end, we plan 
to devote ourselves over the summer to 
the search for funding through grants, 
additional advertising, and subscriptions.

Nevertheless, our short-term debt can 
only be overcome with the assistance of 
you, our 15,000 loyal readers who have 
encouraged us in the belief that The Book- 
press has come to play a significant role in 
the cultural life of upstate New York.

Think of the many informative and
entertaining articles that have appeared 

in The Bookpress over the past three years, 
and the pieces you have enjoyed in recent 
months, such as Gunilla Feigenbaum's 
experience as Salvador Dali's model, the 
life of Jean Genet, Lead Belly in New York.

As well as articles on Guatemala, the 
Attica uprising, Bosnian poetry, Denise 
Levertov, the literary situation in Northern 
Ireland, the debate between M. H. Abrams 
and Jonathan Culler on humanist criticism, 
and—not least—the witty caricatures of Jack Sherman and the 
drawings of Milly Acharya, Joanna Sheldon, and Susan Titus.

If all this adds up to a monthly journal you look for
ward to receiving, we ask for your generous 

response to our first—in three years—direct funding 
appeal. Please send your contributions by mail made 
out to The Bookpress, Inc., or give us a call at (607) 277- 
2254 and use your Master Card or Visa. The Bookpress 
is a not-for-profit corporation, and your contributions 
are tax-deductible.

Many thanks for your support and encouragement.
........................................................................................................s^>

Love
continued, from page 1

Diane Ackerman began her writing career 
as a poet, in the 1970s. “I’ve always been a 
poet,” she says. “For as long as I can remem
ber, I’ve had a poet’s sensibility.” But the 
passion for putting things into words did not 
of necessity imply a career as a writer, and it 
was only by accident that she ended up 
majoring in literature in college rather than 
focusing on a more scientific discipline. 
“When I was a freshman at Boston Universi
ty I intended to major in physiological psy
chology,” she says. “I transferred to Penn 
State and by accident the computer put me in 
English. I just assumed it was fate, because I 
had been writing shyly but devotedly for 
many years.”

By the time she was ready to graduate she 
had assembled a collection of poems. She 
was considering graduate school, but already 
knew that she would not be happy within the 
confines of an academic career that tied her to 
a classroom and writing desk: there were 
other forces pulling on her as well. “When I 
was thirteen, I desperately wanted to be what 
I then thought was called an adventuress. It 
took years to discover the emotional quick
sand in that word, and even longer to under
stand that I didn’t mean adventurer either, but 
some compound poet/naturalist/explorer, 
who ensnared the world in words and 
brought home an orient of mysteries and trea
sures.” Upon graduation, then, she faced a 
difficult decision: what would be the best 
path toward that goal? It is a question faced 
by every writer-to-be: Do I pursue more edu
cation or do I pursue experience of the 
world? Ackerman narrowed her choices 
down to three. She would either go to Peru to 
help dig out earthquake victims, join 
researchers in Africa where Jane Goodall 
was studying chimpanzees, or do graduate 
work at Cornell. She chose the path which, to 
many, would have meant the end of the 
promise of adventure— graduate school. 
“When I was accepted at Cornell and offered 
a teaching assistantship, I took it because my 
passion was for writing, but it was an unruly 
passion. I needed to learn how to control and 
craft my writing...which, of course, I’m still 
learning. I don’t know what would have hap
pened if I had gone first to South America or 
to Africa, as I’d intended— if I ever would 
have developed the creative discipline to be 
writing books.” Her studies at Cornell led her 
to an M.F.A. in creative writing and eventu
ally a Ph.D. in English literature.

But she never let academic work blind her 
to her true calling; in the midst of her doctor
al research she kept on writing. She pub
lished two volumes of poetry— The Planets:
A Cosmic Pastoral and Wife o f Light—while 
still a graduate student. But even that was not 
a sufficient creative outlet for her. “I thought 
I was a poet—just a straight-up-and-down 
poet—but all of the world fascinated me, and 
it fascinated me in detail. In time, I began to 
find it very hard to fulfill that sort of creative 
obsession within the confines of poetry. 
Sometimes it worked, sometimes it didn’t. So 
I made a conscious decision to leant to write 
prose. It took an agonizingly long time. In the 
beginning I would put one sentence at the top 
of the page, one sentence at the bottom of the 
page, and have no idea how to travel between 
them. But prose intrigued me, and I felt that it 
would offer me a slightly different arena in 
which to create. So I just kept working at it, 
line by line, paragraph by paragraph, page by 
page. And then, at some point, it ‘suddenly’ 
clicked, and I felt as comfortable in prose as I 
did in poetry. And now very often I can’t tell 
for whole paragraphs which I’m really writ
ing, and I don’t imagine that readers can 
either.”

What followed was a series of prose works 
that were as much records of her experience 
as they were experiments in finding an appro
priate form for her view of the world. ‘The 
knowledge or experience a writer seeks to 
transm it is social or sentim ental,” writes

author V. S. Naipaul, who has similarly con
fronted the struggle for appropriate expres
sion.

It takes time, it can take much of a man’s life, to 
process that experience, to understand what 
he has been through; and it takes great care and 
tact, then, for the nature of the experience not 
to be lost, not to be diluted by the wrong 
forms. The other man’s forms served the other 
man’s thoughts.

In her first prose work, for instance, Acker
man set out to write an “aesthetics of the 
horse”—an outgrowth of her lifelong passion 
for horses and their relationship to humans. A 
stint on a horse ranch in New Mexico provid
ed the experience behind Twilight o f the Ten
derfoot (1980), but it was not the book she 
had set out to write. Her “aesthetics of the 
horse” would have to wait for more than a 
decade.

Subsequent prose projects provided the 
opportunity to satisfy her love of adventure 
as well as her passion for words. On Extend
ed Wings (1985), a work she describes as an 
“existential book” as much about “not being 
a passenger” as about learning to fly an air
plane, shows the beginnings of the balanced 
combination of engaging narrative and poetic 
description that characterizes her mature 
style. Then Parade magazine commissioned 
her to write a series of rhapsodic articles 
rediscovering places that had gone stale in 
the American imagination, providing her 
with the challenge of condensing broad 
research and personal observation into tight, 
1,000-word essays. Eventually, her scientific 
curiosity and love of nature led her to travel 
around the world, usually in the company of 
specialists, to encounter whales off the coast 
of Patagonia, alligators in Florida, and pen
guins in Antarctica—accounts of which may 
be found in The Moon by Whale Light 
(1991).

The poetry continued as well. Lady Faus- 
tus appeared in 1983, with Reverse Thunder, 
a dramatic poem based on the life of the 17th- 
century Mexican nun Juana Inds de la Cruz 
(and currently being set to music by compos
er Paul Goldstaub), following in 1988. A vol
ume of new and selected poems, entitled 
Jaguar o f Sweet Laughter, appeared in 1991.

But 1991 was to be significant for Acker
man’s writing in another way: the publication 
of A Natural History o f the Senses that year 
that marked a stylistic breakthrough and 
established what may be the ideal form for 
her creative imagination. The book is orga
nized around the five senses, a framework 
that provides a loose yet coherent structure 
for the author’s interests and literary gifts. 
Her drive to learn about human nature in all 
its aspects has always led her to examine 
experience at its most fundamental level, 
where observation and emotion meet. In A 
Natural History o f the Senses we find that 
experience conveyed through intensely poet
ic reflections on such subjects as sneezing 
(“Few pleasures are as robust as the simple 
country pleasure of sneezing. The whole 
body ripples in orgasmic delight.”), kissing 
(“Kissing, we share one breath, open the 
sealed fortress of our body to our lover. We 
shelter under a warm net of kisses. We drink 
from the well of each other’s mouths.”), and 
the sounds of the evening (“Tonight the 
crickets are loud and furious, rubbing their 
wings into strident song. They seem to be 
singing in unison, but that’s just an accidental 
felicity. I ’m not hearing them talk to one 
another at all, since crickets communicate in 
the ultrasonic range, too high for human 
ears.”). Recognizing her accomplishment, 
readers and critics reacted with enthusiasm. 
“It’s a rare achievement by a superb writer— 
full of wit, lore, and style,” wrote Richard 
Selzer. National Public R adio’s Rod 
MacLeish agreed. “This elegantly beautiful 

See Love, page 20
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Taking Sides
Kenneth Evett

I recently attended a cultural event billed as 
an interdisciplinary discussion between a 
musicologist and an art historian on the works 
of Kandinsky and Schonberg. Even though I 
have never derived any great pleasure from 
the paintings of Kandinsky or the late music 
of Schonberg, I went to the affair (motivated 
by genuine curiosity and possibly 
masochism) with the expectation that it might 
be enlightening to hear what each expert had 
to say about the others’ special field and to 
learn from a direct exchange of views whatev
er formal or aesthetic connections could be 
discovered between the two artists. However, 
no such interchange occurred. The art histori
an held forth at length in front of the audience 
and delivered a standard factual and anecdotal 
account of the 20th-century European milieu 
shared by the pair, pointed out a few obvious 
iconographic innovations to be seen in a 
famous Kandinsky painting displayed on the 
gallery wall, and traced out the commonly 
accepted art historical line of the artist’s influ
ence, winding up with a slide image of a typi
cal gestural outpouring by Hans Hoffman.

Meanwhile the musicologist remained in 
the back of the room, finally managed to get 
in a few words about Schonberg and played a 
couple of the composer’s cryptic composi
tions on the piano.

At one point in his presentation the art his
torian mentioned in passing another pair of 
modem masters, Stravinsky and Picasso, and 
this casual juxtaposition of names started me 
thinking about more consequential matters 
than art-historical data.

Each pair of artists stands for profoundly 
different values, choices, and influences. 
Stravinsky and Picasso based their work on 
the Western tradition of formal control, used 
their audacious innovations to expand the 
range of that tradition, and were able to pro
ject the emotional intensity of their work in a 
disciplined and comprehensible way. By con
trast Kandinsky subverted the traditional val
ues of western art with his random creations 
in which rampant visual forces cancel the 
energies of other forces with abandon, inad
vertent images proliferate like rabbits, and an 
aura of spiritual incontinence prevails; while 
Schonberg’s late music seems trapped in a 
cerebral straitjacket of rigid formalist rules 
that lead, in my view, to an emotional dead 
end.

Because I treasure the contributions of 
Stravinsky and Picasso, and deplore the influ
ence of the other pair, I began to brood about 
the wicked perversity of other people’s aes
thetic preferences that differ from my own, 
and even though common sense might have 
told me that my response was only a manifes
tation of the age-old oppositions of taste and 
temperament that exist between humans, or

the usual conflict between the Classic-Apol- 
lonian and the Romantic-Dionysian 
approaches to art. Nevertheless my partisan 
passions were aroused and these intemperate 
reflections drove out of my head any further 
concern about musical matters as my attention 
focused on the state of the visual arts in this 
country. I thought about the tyranny of art- 
historical constructs (like the one I was then 
observing), which are drilled into the minds of 
innocent students and credulous laymen, and, 
through constant repetition by museum cura
tors, docents, critics, and academics, assume 
the authority of established gospel. And after 
sitting for an hour in an audience that was 
paying serious attention to Kandinsky’s 
“Small Pleasures,” a work that I consider the 
perfect model for the crude old funny-paper 
cartoons that satirized modem painting as a 
witless jumble of unrelated elements, my pre
vious attitude of mild distaste for Kandinsky’s 
early work burgeoned into a feeling of active 
hostility, and I left the discussion in a warlike 
mood, determined to do battle against the 
iniquities of a system that could enshrine 
“Small Pleasures” as a hallowed icon and can
onize Kandinsky as an old master, while wor
thy artists who produced more significant 
work have been ignored and forgotten.

Such an artist was the Anglo-American 
painter J. M. Hanson. His work stands as the 
antithesis of Kandinsky’s seminal painting 
and its vast progeny of derivative, equally 
feckless creations.

Hanson was born on a Yorkshire farm, 
studied in Paris with L6ger, came to this coun
try during World War II as an assistant in 
Ozenfant’s transplanted school in New York 
City, and wound up teaching at Cornell. He 
brought with him a profound understanding 
of the compositional and proportional con
ventions of the Renaissance but he also had 
first-hand knowledge of Parisian vanguard 
concepts of the time. Somehow he managed 
to combine these seeming polarities in a dis
tinctive individual style.

Hanson based his work on direct observa
tion of the forms and spaces of the natural 
realm. He employed the traditional modes of 
Western art—figure painting, still life, and 
landscape—with equal authority, yet he was 
also sensitive to the psychic relationships 
between humans in all their corporal reality, 
beauty, and mortality. Because he believed in 
Ingres’ dictum that “drawing is the probity of 
art” he learned how to delineate forms with 
tones that are absolutely definitive. As a 
draughtsman, he depended on the bedrock 
element of value to achieve an unequivocal 
statement of form, using color as ornament or 
to heighten the drama of his images. He 
evolved an impeccable virtuoso technique of 
rich impasto passages combined with scum
bled, glazed, scrubbed, or sanded areas that 
served to animate the surface and to clarify 
the rhythms of volume and voids.

Photo: Jon Reis
Begging Child, by J. M. Hanson

I was greatly influenced by his work, and 
even though we were never close friends, we 
agreed to exchange paintings. I gave him 
what I now regard as a trivial quasi-abstract 
expressionist landscape and he gave me a 
serious, handsome painting called “Begging 
Child” that has given me great pleasure ever 
since.
- This work offers itself with all the forth

right get-up-and-go of the beginning of a 
Mozart symphony. A powerful, vertically

moving, dark shape with a slight, tense tilt to 
the left rushes from the bottom to the top of a 
white vertical canvas. Within that form, the 
figures of a brutish domineering female and a 
delicate girl child are intertwined in gestures 
of pressing, clinging, repelling, and enfolding 
that suggest the strange ambiguities of feel
ings that exist between adults and children. 
The vertical thrust of the dominant shape is 
interrupted and contained by subtle changes 

see Taking Sides, page 18
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Pirandello’s Love Letters to 
Marta Abba
Luigi Pirandello
Edited and translated by Benito Ortolani

In February 1925, the 58-year-old world-famous playwright Luigi 
Pirandello met Marta Abba, an unknown, beautiful actress less than 
half his age, and he fell in love with her. She was to become, until his 
death in December 1936, not only his confidante but also his inspiring 
muse and artistic collaborator. Pirandello’s love for the young actress 
was neither a literary infatuation nor a form of fatherly affection, but 
rather an unfulfilled, desperate passion that secretly consumed him during the last decade of 
his life.

The hundreds of letters Pirandello wrote to Abba during these years are the only source that 
reveals the true story of his relentless torment. They are filled with glimpses of this major artis
tic personality at some of his most distinctive moments—such as the award of the Nobel Prize, 
his meetings with Mussolini, and Marta’s long-dreamed-of success on Broadway—but they 
remain foremost an authentic confession of a Pirandello without the mask of his art, telling the 
story of his life’s tragedy. These are powerful and moving documents that reward the reader 
with the unique experience of living in intimacy with a profound poet of human pain.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 440 pages, 32 halftones, <33 doth

P r in c e t o n  U n iv e r s it y  P r e ss
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O ff Campus

At The Bookery
The Bookery continues its 1994 lecture series 
In the lecture space in Bookery II

June 5

'  >  ■

A celebration of

William Foote Whyte's
autobiography entitled Participant 
Observer. Whyte will take part in a 
panel discussion moderated by Ann 
Martin, Director of Programs for 
Employment and Workplace Systems 
at Cornell. Other participants include 
Urie Bronfenbrenner, Cornell profes
sor emeritus of Human Development 
and Family Studies; Bill Meyers, 
manager of the Alternatives Federal 
Credit Union; and Jack Goldman, 
owner of the Bookery. In the social 
sciences, the role a researcher 
should play in the examination of 

social phenomena is controversial, and the issue of how detached a 
researcher should remain from the subject of study will be discussed.

M

Diane Ackerman
will sign copies of her just-pub

lished book, A Natural History of 
Love between 3:00 and 4:00 pm.

At 4 she w ill read from and talk 
about her new book, an overview 

of the idea and practice of love 
from a variety of perspectives, fil
tered through Ackerman's unique 

poetic sensibility.

The Bookery
DeWitt Building,

215 North Cayuga St., Ithaca 
For more information call (607) 273-5055

June 26
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Vocation

The Birth of 
the Despot
Venice and the 
Sublime Porte
LU C ETTE VALENSI

Translated by Arthur 
Denner. "Plunging into the 
heart of Europe's political 
consciousness, Lucette 
Valensi's essay emerges as 
one of the best 'political' 
books of the moment."
— Le Point (from a review 
of the French edition)

In an elegant account of 
the transformation of 
European attitudes toward 
the Ottoman empire dur
ing the sixteenth and 
seventeenth centuries, 
Lucette Valensi traces the 
genealogy of the concept 
of oriental despotism. 
$22.50

At bookstores, or call 
607-277-2211 
(credit card orders only)

The Heritage 
of Giotto’s 
Geometry
Art and Science on 
the Eve of the Scientific 
Revolution
SAM UEL Y. 
E D G E R T O N , JR.

New in Paper! Winner of 
the 1992 Helen and 
Howard R. Marraro Prize 
from the American His
torical Association

"Edgerton's book is learned 
and richly illustrated with 
paintings and drawings 
from the Middle Ages, the 
Italian Renaissance, and 
contemporaneous Chinese

Christian Motherhood 
in the Middle Ages
CLA RISSA  W . 
A T K IN SO N

New in PaperI "Using such 
diverse sources as canon 
law, hagiography, letters, 
and popular literature, 
Atkinson surveys the devel
opment of motherhood in 
the West from the begin
nings of Christianity 
through the early modem 
period. The result is a 
fascinating survey of atti
tudes toward one of 
society's fundamental 
relationships."
— American Historical Review 
1 Ulus., $14.95

Operatic 
Swan Song

Profane Friendship
H aro ld  Brodkey 
F arrar, Straus & G iroux 
387 pages, $23

Mark Shechner
Three things need saying about Harold 

Brodkey. One, that he is an obstinate and 
merciless novelist whose two novels, The 
Runaway Soul (1988) and Profane Friend
ship  (1993), exasperate vastly more than 
they gratify. Reading a Brodkey novel is 
like swim m ing the English C hannel. 
People have done it, but as the waters get 
choppy you start looking around for the 
chase boat. Two, that Brodkey is a cranky 
celebrity, whose posturing has sometimes 
exceeded his production and who once 
prophesied to People Magazine “a Brodkey 
dictatorship in letters,” expressing a fear 
that his fiction will “change the world too 
much.”

Even now, as he is dying of AIDS, Brod
key uses the platform  o f his illness, in 
The New Yorker magazine, to suffer, strut, 
grimace, and bid farewell to his critics: “In 
the last few years, m ental and physical 
revulsion toward— oh, Lish, M ehta, and 
LehmannHaupt, Hilton Kramer, Barbara 
Epstein and Bob Silvers— had grown to the 
point where hiding and containing it had 
been a bit like having tumors that cleared 
up whenever I was upstate in the wilds or in 
Europe. The inadequacies of the work they 
did and in the awful work they fostered, the 
alternate revulsion and pity they aroused, I 
had had enough of.”

Needless to say, this sort of thing invites 
critics and kibitzers alike to strike without 
mercy. Thus Richard Howard was moved 
to this rebuke in The New Republic:

“ [Brodkey’s] statements in The New Yorker 
and then in The Times are so entirely a matter 
of manipulative hucksterism, of mendacious 
self-propaganda and cruel assertion of artistic 
privilege, whereby death is made a matter of 
public relations and the life remaining to the 
discontented w riter...a  process of familiariz
ing his readers with his individual circum 
stance, that I can find no better analogy for 
Brodkey’s texts than the scurf of graffiti that 
now  defaces any accessible surface in this 
city. Both phenomena are forms of an inco
herent assertion of presence, the rage of a 
self-proclaiming ressentiment.”

A nother respondent, in The New York 
Times added this cruel retort: “Dying badly 
is the best revenge?” Nobody deserves that.

Which brings me to my third point, that 
Brodkey is mesmerizing. Though neither 
of his novels succeeds as a complete and 
satisfy ing fiction , both in spots radiate 
coronas of electricity. Did they not, no one 
would be flaying Brodkey so bitterly, and 
all this flutter and wow of intrigue would 
be of no interest to the rest o f us.

For years, Harold Brodkey had the repu
tation of a tease and a con, whose promise, 
it was thought, based on a handful of sto
ries that boasted more knowledge of the 
erotic life than anyone since James Joyce, 
would not be realized. He was infamous for 
passages so purple, not to say blue, that 
they made more mundane considerations, 
like character and plot, seem disposable; 
for a cinem a verite  approach to sex in 
which reading about it takes almost as long 
as performing it; for the Proustian memoir- 
novel he was not writing, and for the preen
ing solipsism and aggressive public rela
tions that grated on everyone w ithin 
earshot. With an early volume of short sto

ries, First Love and Other Sorrows (1958), 
a basket of disjecta membra some twenty- 
five years later, Women and Angels (1985), 
and then a roundup of the scattered bones, 
Stories in an A lm ost C lassical Mode 
(1988), Brodkey acquired the reputation of 
an underachiever, big I.Q. and small prod
uct, who invited a dismissal that was the 
flip side of envy he aroused.

Then in 1991 Brodkey published his 
humongous memoir/novel The Runaway 
Soul, which was billed as a fragment of the 
3- to 6-hundred-thousand word manuscript 
from which it was culled. An encyclopedia 
of family dysfunction, a hairball of tangled 
emotions, a child’s story veined with adult 
erotic knowledge, it fell short of securing 
Brodkey’s dictatorship, but did give notice 
that he was still form idable, even if  his 
instinct for plot was as unruly as his gift for 
language was generous. The book needed, 
reviewers agreed, a sharp pair of scissors.

Now, the publication of Profane Friend
ship appears to be Brodkey’s last effort to 
redeem his reputation with a novel of more 
manageable length. I should say bluntly 
that the effort misfires: Profane Friendship 
is no less a wreck than The Runaway Soul, 
a nervous wreck at that. But it is also daz
zling: a wreck strewn with diamonds for 
any reader w ith the patience to comb 
through the debris for them.

The principals are Niles O ’Hara or Nino, 
an American boy being raised in Venice, 
and G iangiacom o G alliani or O nni, a 
Venetian boy of stunning good looks who 
is said to have “quite a serious early glam
our.” N ino is the son o f an expatriate 
American novelist, a writer of apocalyptic 
h istorical rom ances who knows, and is 
despised by, Hemingway, while Onni is the 
son of a Fascist politician. Meeting in the 
shadow o f Fascism and the approach of 
war, these pre-adolescent school chums 
pick each other out as special friends, flirt
ing, laughing, slyly showing their bodies to 
each other, giggling , confessing, and 
falling innocently in love. Here, in the first 
seventy pages or so, Brodkey is at his best: 
engagingly lyrical and exquisitely attuned 
to the quivers of tenderness and budding 
eros betw een the boys, as, in the back 
ground, war is rattling and another opera of 
doomed love is being played out between 
Nino’s unhappy parents.

B rodkey’s prose, indeed, oscilla tes 
between the descant and the growl; some
times the nectar, sometimes the venom, 
brings out the best in him. Consider Nino’s 
unsentimental reflection on Hemingway, 
which strikes me as remarkably clear-eyed 
and incisive:

Hem ingway was a lunatic, drunk, vain, 
power-mad, treacherous and filthy-minded, 
androgynous, seducible, pathetic, and 
unbearably clever, a towering figure, a genius, 
and an awful man, who, perhaps because he 
was rotten, because he had so many aspects 
of rottenness that he was like a relative, 
because a truly great media figure, the jour
nalists’ Everyman.

About his father, a producer of “apocalyp
tic kitch,” Nino is scarcely more charitable:

My father was a minor figure of solipsistic 
masculine narcissism. O f  course, he was 
widely read. In my father, Hemingway saw as 
in a reflecting pool himself in a fools’s ver
sion; and his eminence and his sweetness 
skewed and the amateurish limitations both 
reproduced and distorted.

At its most poignant, Profane Friendship 
see Swan Song, page 19
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The Prophet of 
Diminishing Returns

Nicholas Nicastro
Next year, H.G. Wells’ The Time Machine 

will be 100 years old. Interestingly, for all its 
importance as a prototype of science fiction in 
English, for all its contemporary critical and 
popular success, and despite the fact that it is 
still widely read today, the book rarely figures 
in today’s university surveys of the Victorian 
novel.

This is unfortunate, for reasons both obvi
ous and not so obvious. Clearly, at a time 
when the problem of science in society grows 
ever more acute, the crash of Victorian para
digms of “progress,” “truth,” “leisure,” “his
tory,” and “God” has meaningful echoes in 
our own transitional age. As critic Frank 
McConnell has noted, in his time Wells was 
no mere inventor of amusing juvenilia, but 
“the cause of disturbance in other men. His 
unflinching acceptance of the grimmest 
implications of modem science, his rejection 
of humanistic ideas of culture and art, and his 
final pessimism about the whole enterprise of 
human civilization, all made him the object of 
alternate ridicule and adulation.” In making 
literal the principles of Darwinian evolution 
and Lyellian geologic time, no 19th-century 
novel was more subversive of Victorian com
placency than The Time Machine.

On a deeper level, however, Wells cannot 
be consigned solely to that ghetto of irrele
vance we brightly call “ahead of his time.” 
The Time Machine was, in fact, every bit as 
much an artifact of late Victoriana as The 
Importance o f  Being Ernest or Jude the 
Obscure (both also 1895). Fully in concert 
with the impulse toward utopian literature 
typified by Edward Bellamy’s Looking Back- 
ward (1888) and William Morris’ News From 
Nowhere (1891), Wells frames the world of 
802,701 AD as a clear descendant of the 
social dilemmas of his own day. As a number 
of critics have asked, who are the Morlocks 
but the children of 1895’s industrial under
class, so long unexposed to light and air and 
proper hygiene that they have “evolved” into 
the apish subterranean knob-tenders of 
Wells’ imagination? And who are the gracile, 
promiscuous Eloi but the logical issue of the 
contemporary Aesthetic movement, typified 
by Oscar Wilde, Aubrey Beardsley and the 
other “decadents” represented in the Yellow 
Book journals of 1894-97? The Time Trav
eller is suggesting a very fashionable image 
when he describes an Eloi as “a very beautiful 
and graceful creature, but indescribably frail. 
His flushed face reminded me of the more 
beautiful kind of consumptive—that hectic 
beauty of which we used to hear so much.” 
With these two subspecies, Wells has “scien- 
tized” class extremes, and alienated the two 
halves of every British brain that has internal
ized these differences.

Though “whither Mankind?” is the book’s 
real theme, it is only indirectly answered in 
the final version of The Time Machine. (In an 
earlier version of the story published in 1895 
in The New Review, the Time Traveller inves
tigates an era long after that of the Eloi and 
the Morlocks, where the former have evolved 
into a kind of kangaroo-like rodent, and the 
latter into large carnivorous centipedes. The 
episode was cut from the final book version.) 
That the Time Traveller’s dinner guests fail to 
respond intelligently to his story presumably 
does not bode well for our kind—or at least 
for the Victorian subspecies. (This would also 
be the implication drawn from the broad 
swath of destruction—the many bashed Mor- 
lock skulls, the forest fire that apparently 
takes Weena’s life, not to mention occasional 
fits of wild despair and fury—carved by the 
Time Traveller himself.) With the ultimate 
disappearance of the Time Traveller and his 
machine, there will be no deus ex machina to 
help us to correct our shortcomings or 
leapfrog their consequences.

More certainly, Wells must have known 
that the discovery o f geological time and

species extinction, not to mention the work of 
such scientists as Kelvin (d. 1907) and 
Laplace (d. 1827), rendered impossible any 
notion of humanity’s infinite perfectibility. 
Laplace’s theories on the formation of the 
solar system also predicted the inevitable 
“death” of the sun and earth. Kelvin’s work in 
thermodynamics, widely discussed in Wells’ 
time, set a physical lim it of increasing 
entropy (disorder, or energy no longer avail
able for useful work) in the universe that is 
insuperable. (The book’s penultimate chapter 
might be taken as a vision of a universe of 
maximum entropy.) Mankind is not infinitely 
perfectible simply because it does not have an 
infinite amount of time. In a preface to his 
collected novels, Wells said The Time 
Machine amounts to “a glimpse of the future 
that ran counter to the placid assumption of 
that time that Evolution was a pro-human 
force making things better and better for 
mankind.”

Many of W ells’ contemporaries, on the 
other hand, placed their faith increasingly in 
art and science, and less so in religion. With 
respect to the latter, The Time Machine is 
notable for God’s absence—a fact duly point
ed out by reviewer Richard Holt Hutton in his 
July 1985 review in the Spectator. “[W]e may 
expect with the utmost confidence that if the 
earth is still in existence in the year 802,701 
A.D., either the A.D. will mean a great deal 
more than it means now, or else its inhabi
tants will be neither Eloi or M orlocks.” 
Nonetheless Hutton concludes that “Mr. 
Wells’ fanciful and lively dream is well worth 
reading, if only because it will draw attention 
to the great moral and religious factors in 
human nature which he appears to ignore.”

W ells’ perspective on the redemptive 
power of art is clear from his characterization 
of the wan, decadent Eloi. The architecture of 
the future, in ruins by the eight-thousand-and- 
twenty-eighth century, are great cathedral- 
like constructs of metal, stained glass and 
tapestries, surrounded by overgrown flower 
gardens—pre-Raphaelite medievalism gone 
to seed. Both “art for art’s sake” and Victori
an technophilia are proved futile: with the 
inevitable triumph over disease, strife, and 
want, humanity also dooms its own intelli
gence to soft rot: “It is a law of nature we 
overlook, that intellectual versatility is the 
compensation for change, danger, and trou
ble...only those animals partake of intelli
gence that have to meet a huge variety of 
needs and dangers.” The vitalizing power of 
strife and change is in direct opposition to 
what Mark M. Hennelly Jr. has called Victo
rian misoneism, or that “obsessive hatred and 
fear of novelty and temporal change” stem
ming from anti-revolutionary dread, and per
haps the defining collective neurosis of the 
(over)long Victorian age. “This has ever been 
the fate of energy in security,” presages Wells 
in the novel. “It takes to art and to eroticism, 
and then come languor and decay.”

It hardly needs to be said that the century 
since the publication of the novel has largely 
vindicated Wells’ skepticism about salvation 
through art. Indeed, “art for art’s sake” was as 
good as dead when Picasso produced Guerni
ca in 1937, in response to another Wells pre
diction come real— massive aerial bombard
ment o f cities. Today, hardly anybody 
believes a work of contemporary art by, say, 
Christo or Karen Finlay, will save the plan
et—except perhaps Christo or Karen Finlay.

Lest we denigrate the Victorians too much, 
it should be noted that the definitive movie of 
Wells’ novel, George Pal’s 1960 Rod Tay- 
lor-Yvette Mimieux version, also quailed at 
Wells’ frigid cosmos. Produced during some 
of the most precarious of the Cold War years, 
the film is shot through with atomic anxieties 
that obscure W ells’ deeper pessimism. 
Though in later life (and especially in his own 
cautionary techno-fable set to film, Things to 
Come, 1936) Wells did worry about the 
prospect of a suicidal global war, The Time 
Machine is remarkable for the assertion that,

given enough time, even a peaceful, rational, 
entirely successful human career must neces
sarily end in extinction. Where the Pal ver
sion blames aberrant jingoists and H-bombs 
for humanity’s failure, Wells would blame 
the very things by which we would measure 
our success: the security to be complacent, 
the plenty to dull our wits and ambition, the 
freedom, in the end, to do nothing at all.

In the face of such a hopeless future. Wells 
may well have feared he was delivering a 
final message of nihilism and defeat—the sort 
of message that would accelerate the process 
of decay he was warning against. It is signifi
cant, therefore, that the Time Traveller disap
pears during his second voyage in time, 
apparently never to return. In contrast to the 
precisely scientific terms in which Wells has 
framed his adventure, the narrator (and we) 
are ultimately left only with a tall tale and a 
handful of crushed blossoms. The narrator 
finds himself in a state of uncertainty, perhaps 
sensing that “the growing pile of civilization 
[is] only a foolish heaping that must 
inevitably fall back upon and destroy its mak
ers in the end,” yet with no option but to “to 
live as though it were not so.” The net effect 
of the Time Traveller’s tale is reduced from 
“definitive” to “cautionary.”

Like any good Victorian, Wells held an 
emotional attachment to a benevolent uni
verse despite what science foretold. Clearly, 
it would take a special sort of human to strug
gle on despite what lies in store. In his Exper
iment in Autobiography, Wells appears to 
find his 20th-century man, his man with “the 
friendly peering snarl” and “the sun in his 
eyes,” in the White House of 1906:

It is a curious thing that as I talked with Presi
dent [Theodore] Roosevelt in the garden of the 
W hite  House there came back to me quite 
forcibly that undertone of doubt that has haunt
ed me throughout this journey... .After all, does 
this magnificent appearance of beginnings, 
which is America, convey any clear and certain 
promise of permanence and fulfillment whatev
er?... Is America a giant childhood or a gigantic 
futility...?

[Th e  President] mentioned my Time

Machine...H e  became gesticulatory, and his 

straining voice a note higher in denying the pes
simism of that book as a credible interpretation 
of destiny...."Suppose, after all,” he said slowly, 
“that should prove to be right, and it all ends in 

your butterflies and Morlocks. That doesn't mat
ter now. The effort’s real. It’s worth going on 
with. It’s worth it  It’s worth it— even so...”

A century later, how much closer, if at all, 
is Wells’ nightmare? Clearly, the lattice of 
fault-lines running through our fin  de siicle 
culture is far more complex than the simple 
dichotomy of decadents vs. proles. Any Time 
Machine inspired by the ’90s of America 
must take into account the clash of sociocul
tural categories like whites and blacks, men 
and women, gays and straights, parents and 
children, Euro-, Asia-, and Afrocentrists, 
Christians and Moslems, Jews and Moslems, 
pro-lifers and pro-choicers, tax-and-spend 
Democrats and borrow-and-spend Republi
cans, animal rightists and people-firsters, 
grunge-babies and baby-boomers, cat and 
dog people ad nauseam  in what Louis 
Menand has called “the war of group against 
group.”

Menand, in a thoughtful New Yorker essay 
recently, noted the tendency of late “to 
replace one abstraction, the autonomous indi
vidual, with an even greater abstraction, the 
group.... We have fallen into the belief that 
morality can be ascribed to groups. But 
groups cannot be moral or immoral: ‘women’ 
are not more or less moral than ‘men,’ and 
‘the City of Los Angeles’ is not more or less 
moral than ‘inner-city youth.’ Morality is an 
attribute only of persons.”

Wells’ world of 802,701 AD is also con
spicuously short of individuals: there is only 
one named person, Weena, in a world defined 
by diverging human successor-species. But 
where 1895 feared a world split only in two, 
1995 faces a future of even more feverish and 
sanctimonious sub-division. Perhaps this, in 
the end, is also entropy at work.

Nicholas Nicastro is a writer who lives in 
Ithaca.
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More on Cigarettes are Sublime

The Spirituality of Imperfection
Cigarettes Are Sublime
R ichard Klein
D uke Univ. Press, 240 pages, $21.95

Howard Aldendorff
This discussion of Richard Klein’s Ciga

rettes are Sublime does not belong to the 
genre of book review in the strict and con
ventional use of the term. Luckily others 
have written very eloquently of his work. 
Instead, I shall bear brief testimony to my 
own reactions to the book, which might be 
subsumed under the heading “phenomenol
ogy of addiction.”

C igarettes are Sublim e  undertakes to 
describe why it is that, to smokers, ciga
rettes have such a hard-to-resist appeal. 
Klein demonstrates that this is a much larg
er and deeper issue than at first might be 
assumed, that indeed it goes to the heart of 
some o f our most fundamental ideas and 
feelings concerning life and death, our own 
being and non-being and that of the world. 
Klein draws upon literary criticism, popular 
culture, politics, philosophy, fiction, theory, 
and his own lyric/ironic/dialectic powers to 
create an ode to the eternal in cigarettes, 
rather than an elegy to their widely hoped- 
for dem ise. Klein believes that to focus 
exclusively on the dangers of smoking, to 
demonize it and attempt to forcibly curb it,

is (in one of the many paradoxes of the 
book) unknowingly to promote it. Strange 
as it may at first seem, it is his hope that his 
extravagant hyperbolic celebration of ciga
rettes— what he considers to be a long- 
overdue coming to terms with their dark 
“beauty” and “seduction”— may, in fact, 
ultimately help others to quit, as he did him
self in the process of w riting  the book. 
Whatever one’s attitude to his polemics (I 
believe the butt o f his paradoxes could be 
held a little longer to see if they bum with 
more than apparent illum ination), the 
charm, grace, and depth o f K lein’s work 
can be appreciated on many levels, aesthet
ic and philosophical.

His first chapter attem pts to define a 
notion o f cigarettes, depending heavily 
upon Jean Paul Sartre’s Being and Nothing
ness, both in terms of Sartre’s seemingly 
casual method of illustrating philosophical 
points with descriptions of his own and oth
ers’ use of them, and in terms of the philo
sophical concepts them selves (revolving 
around the notions of temporality and free
dom) which will be deployed throughout 
the book. It is gratifying to see a critic in the 
tradition of Jacques D errida and Paul 
deMan explicitly draw upon Sartre’s writ
ings. K lein’s second chapter, which has 
been given the book’s title, is indeed its 
central axis, contain ing a discussion of

Kant’s notion of the sublime. Writes Klein:

For Kant, the sublime, as distinct from the 
merely beautiful, affords a negative pleasure 
because it is accompanied, as its defining con
dition, by a moment of pain. By pain he strict
ly means the normal feelings of shock or fear 
aroused by the presence of whatever 
impresses us by virtue of its sheer magnitude, 
giving rise to awe o r respect.

Cigarettes are poison and they taste bad; 
they are not exactly beautiful, they are exact
ly sublime. The  difference, to use the terms in 
which Kant makes the distinction, means that 
smoking cigarettes gives rise to forms of aes
thetic pleasure painfully at odds with the 
affect arising from the contemplation in tran
quillity, say, of a well-wrought urn.

By the time of Baudelaire, the awe Kant 
describes when “the imagination suffers a 
shock” has seem ingly degenerated to a 
“nervous jolt that is felt at the base of the 
brain,” but this may be another movement 
of the sublime on a larger axis, described by 
Walter Benjamin as the shock of modernity. 
K lein goes on to do a close reading o f 
Stdphane M allarme’s poem “Toute l’3me 
r6sum6e,” a celebration of the spiritlike 
qualities of smoke ending in regret at the 
too-m aterial residue left by a c igar— it 
should have been the less substantial ciga

rette, Klein amends. The movement from 
K ant’s shock of im agination to B aude
laire’s more physiologically material jolt 
“to the base of the brain” is here, I would 
suggest, viewed from the perspective of 
M allarm 6’s more sublim ating desire. 
Throughout his book, Klein will thematize 
smoke as “the material substance that most 
closely resem bles...the  substance of 
thought.”

His third chapter deals with the problem
atic of “the last cigarette,” as seen through 
the ironic literary lenses of Italo Svevo’s 
1923 novel, The Confessions o f  Zeno, in 
which the protagonist tells the story of his 
life in an effort to cure himself of smoking 
and disease only to conclude that the dis
ease model is itself unsound. Though much 
enjoyment awaits the reader in Klein’s suc
ceeding chapters, devoted to Bizet’s Car
men (smoking and the feminine), the the- 
matics of smoking in war novels, and sexu
ality and politics in Casablanca, the book’s 
first three chapters are sufficiently rich that 
I shall primarily confine my reflections to 
them.

I would like to start with an apparent 
digression into the philosophical, literary 
and hermeneutic traditions behind the par
ticular term hyle— a Greek word invoking 
“wood,” and also “matter.” At one point, 

see Spirituality, page 14

Czeching-out
Shakespeare

Jin  Josek
Americans and others whose native lan

guage is English are privileged in having the 
advantage of reading and seeing Shake
speare’s plays in his original vernacular. But 
is this really an advantage? Just being a clas
sic, taught over and over at school, handi
caps this greatest of all playwrights, and on 
top of that, he whose excellence lies in his 
language has become partially mute, since 
(allegedly) 30% of his text is now unintelli
gible to English speakers due to language 
change. Also, nobody can fully determine 
how much more of it has become hidden 
thanks to the gap between mores of then and 
today. Shakespeare lived and wrote his plays 
in rough times, and in rough times theater is 
not only a place for entertainm ent and 
amusement but also a political arena: many a 
line alludes to concrete political events and 
personalities we know little or nothing of 
any more. And still Shakespeare is played all 
over. Actors do their best to act out obsolete 
puns and audiences do their best to take them 
in and laugh; directors sometimes feel the 
necessity to dress the characters in leather 
and give them motorcycles to bring them up 
to date; and possibly the greatest success 
Shakespeare achieved in our media age was 
Zefirelli’s “Romeo and Juliet,” heavily cut,

stripped to the fundamentals, and turned into 
a Western movie. In this respect, non-Eng
lish-speaking audiences may have some 
advantages. They can have their Shake
speare updated and easy to understand in 
modem translations and give this playwright 
a reality check against—and in—other lan
guages.

Czech is a language spoken by ten million 
people now, but just two centuries ago it was 
at the brink of extinction. In the national 
revival starting at the end of the 18th centu
ry, it was restored and put to the test—on 
Shakespeare. And since then, Shakespeare 
has been at home in thousands of Czech per
formances, hundreds of productions, and 
over a hundred translations. Nobody can 
reflect times better than Shakespeare, and 
many vicissitudes of Czech history found 
their reflections in these plays.

The difficulty of translating Shakespeare 
into Czech lies in the disparity between the 
two languages. Czech is a highly inflected 
language with a loose word order and fixed 
stress on the first syllable of a word, which 
makes its natural rhythm trochaic, just the 
opposite of English whose unstressed arti
cles and pronouns make it a perfect medium 
for the iambic meter of Shakespeare’s blank 
verse. Czech words are also somewhat 
longer than English words, on the average, 

see Shakespeare, page 17

Borneo, "Romeo, 
pr'oc jsi Borneo?

Taka to zafe vysla tamhle v olcne? 
Ach, Julie, js i posel vycliodu.

Illustration: Milly Acharya
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Coming Home 
into Exile
The Owl in the Mask of 
the Dreamer: Collected Poems
John  H aines
Graywolf Press, 251 pages, $25

Andrew Frisardi
In the introduction to John Haines’ New 

Poems: 1980-88 (Story Line Press, 1990), 
Dana Gioia dism isses the inappropriate 
labeling of Haines as a regional poet. Any
one who is familiar with Haines’ work will 
readily agree that he is a poet for whom “out
ward subject matter is always less important 
than the inner moral vision it provides.” 
Even his marvelously self-contained evoca
tions of the Alaskan wilderness were never 
merely descriptive and natural. The images 
in Haines’ earliest poems— icy tundra, lynx
es, deserted cabins—presented as they were 
in barebones, sometimes paratactic lan
guage, were metaphors for the author’s 
developing inwardness, while still paying 
homage to the things themselves.

“There is a distance in the heart,/and I 
know it well” (“Ancestor of the Hunting 
Heart”). These lines from The Owl in the 
Mask o f the Dreamer would work nicely as 
an epigraph for a biography of Haines. In 
May of 1947, 23 years old and just out of art 
school, he built himself a cabin on a hill sev
enty miles southeast of Fairbanks, a location 
so remote he could walk north from it “all 
the way to the Arctic Ocean without ever 
crossing a road or encountering a village.” 
He homesteaded there for “the better part of 
the next twenty-two years”— hunting, trap
ping, and growing his own food—including 
one twelve-year stretch without setting foot 
in mainstream American society.* (Even 
now, although he earns his living as an 
adjunct teacher and freelance writer, he 
returns annually to Alaska.) This is the way 
of life that underlies the poems in Winter 
News and some of those in The Stone Harp 
(Wesleyan, 1966 and 1971), most of which 
are included in this collection. Haines imag
ines the poet, the landscape, and its wild 
inhabitants as interdependent figures in a 
vast mythic drama.

The moon in my dream takes the shape 
of animals who walk by its light 
and never sleep, whose yellow eyes 
are certain of what they seek.

—Dream of the Lynx

He experiences him self as a predator, 
whose fate is inextricably bound with that of 
the animals (“I walk upright/ and carry your 
death/ in my hands.”—”A Moose Calling”). 
Above all, the poems set in Alaska bear wit
ness to Haines’ development as a person 
who has freed himself to a very high degree 
from the spurious conditioning of a society 
that has lost its cosmological and natural 
bearings.

There are silences so deep 
you can hear 
the journeys of the soul, 
enormous footsteps downward in a freezing 

earth.
—Listening in October

One of the pleasures of reading these col
lected poems is the process whereby Haines’ 
delightfully saturnine vision leaves behind 
its organic place of origin, increasingly to fix 
its gaze on the world of artifice. The transi
tion is awkward at first; several of the poems 
written immediately after Haines moved 
back to mainland America, in the late 60’s,

*The quotations about Haines’ life are taken 
from his “The Writer as Alaskan: Beginnings and 
Reflections,” in Living off the Country (Universi
ty of Michigan, 1981).

lack the confident just-so-ness of the earlier 
ones. Like many writers at that time, Haines 
felt com pelled to expand his art into the 
political sphere. Poems such as “A Dream of 
the Police” and “In the Middle of America” 
manage to transfer some of the vatic quality 
of the Alaska poems into the new milieu.

The people fell back, afield of wheat...

There was only a silence, 
the empty square... 
and a bloodstain turning black 
in the snow of my sleep.

—A Dream of the Police

The same fine attention to craft that char
acterizes all of Haines’ verse is present: care
fully measured syllables and vowel sounds, 
terse lines, elegantly Spartan phrasing. But 
some of the poems from this period, particu
larly the ones in Part HI, “20 Poems,” seem 
asphyxiated by contemporary life, uncertain 
of what they want to say. This is the only 
weak section of the book. Only here does 
Haines’ contemplativeness succumb to pre
ciosity and solipsism (“In the forest below 
the stairs/1 have a secret home,/ my name is 
carved in the roots.”—’’The Hermitage”)— 
the abiding vices of the “deep image” poetry 
with which critics associated him.

On the other hand, when he does rediscov
er his poetic groove, H aines’ unusual— 
almost unique— firsthand knowledge of 
human life in its pristine origins enables him 
to build poems like hermits’ huts, dotting the 
secular landscape. Our General Electric lives 
appear in a new light once the poet finds 
fresh metaphors for the dire conditions he 
encounters. Here is how he expresses our 
dangerous reliance on oil: “A tar baby was 
bom among us,/ clutching everything/ to its 
sticky breast. ” And, once it was released 
upon the world, there was no stopping its 
proliferation.

Over the seas, 
with their mottled islands 
and iridescent whales, 
a black hand wrinkles in the wind.

—Tar

This is from Part IV, “Interim,” which is 
composed of eighteen previously uncollect
ed poems. Poems such as “The Whale in the 
Blue Washing Machine” convey a sense of 
the poet’s claustrophobia in the new domes
tic setting: ‘There are depths in a household/ 
where a whale can liv e .../ Alone in the 
kitchen darkness,/ looking through steamy 
windows/ watching and listening,/ for the 
wail of an unchained buoy.” He feels con
fined, like a tree-soul within the “living box” 
of contemporary housing (“The Tree That 
Became a House”). “A square world can’t be 
true” (“C ircles and Squares”). He sees 
everything now in terms of the emotional 
foundation he secured for him self in the 
wilderness. He does not opt for the facile 
solution of rejecting everything that isn’t 
“natural"; rather, he studies artifice for con
nections to the irreducible fundamentals of 
nature. His observations of a stuffed bison 
head on a museum table put to use his inti
mate, physical knowledge of the cycles of 
death and rebirth: ‘The ear thinned down to 
a clay shell,/ listening with the deep pres
ence/ of m atter that does not die” (“The 
Head on the Table”). And when he watches 
his step-daughter weaving, he limns the 
household setting with only the barest sug
gestion of human-made things—a window, a 
mirror, and a wine glass—while the focus of 
the poem remains on the wider, transperson
al context of human experience, the “seam
less, deepening cloth” (‘The Weaver” ).

A pervasive element in Haines’ poems is 
their relativizing of the human scale. In this 

see Coming Home, page 15

Drawing: Joanna Sheldon

P a r t i c i p a n t  O b s e r v e r

A n  A u t o b i o g r a p h y  

W i l l i a m  F o o t e  W h y t e

“William Whyte’s autobiography is a 
combination of warmth and personal 
insights into the core of a great social 
scientist. It also provides important 
insights into the sociology of knowledge.

—Chris Argyris, Harvard University 
School of Business Administration 

“This is a wonderful book. Its charms are 
many.. . .  Not only does the autobiography 
detail an individual life but it indirectly 
provides an informal intellectual history of 
the sociology of work (American style).”

—John Van Maanen, MIT 
Sloan School of Management 

“A perfectly titled, beautifully detailed, 
candid, thoughtful, and thought-evoking 
autobiography by the consummate 
participant observer.”
—Robert K. Merton, Columbia University
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OBSERVER

An Aut ob i ography

William Foote Whyte

Paper $24.95 • Cloth $52.00 • 376 pages, with photographs 
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Next-Door Lonersfrom

R a n d o m
H ouse

N a t u r a l  H  i s t o r v  

o f  L O V E

I A N E
A C K E R M A N

Diane Ackerman

A Natural History 
of Love

A splendid, serious, scientific, play
ful, anecdotal, historical tour of love 
in its many forms and faces.

T-L he phenomenon of love—be 
it thrilling, devastating, or com
forting—is universally compelling. 
Now, in her long-awaited com
panion volume to the triumph A 
N atu ra l H istory of the Senses, 
poet-journalist-naturalist Diane 
Ackerman elucidates what she 
calls “the great intangible.”

With the characteristic exuber
ance and insight that have won 
her a devoted following, she com
bines history, science, literature, 
psychology, and personal experi
ences to illuminate the potency 
and poignancy of love.

Ackerman first turns to the 
past, to draw lessons from lovers 
across time. She analyzes the vary
ing philosophies and views about 
love from Stendhal (love as fanta
sy) and Tristan (love as tragedy) 
to Proust (“the erotics o f wait
ing”) and Freud (“mapping the 
war zones o f the heart”). She 
introduces the neurophysiology of 
love, including the “cuddle chem
ical” and “the evolution of the 
face.” She exposes and explores 
the components o f modern-day 
relationships, from the “New Age 
Sensitive Guy” to sexual chic.

Diane Ackerman’s latest tour 
d ’horizon stunningly transforms 
“the great intangible” into the 
touchable, breathable, and know- 
able.

384 pages, $23

R a n d o m  H o u s e  

N e w  Y o r k

In The Walled City
Stewart O ’N an
Univ. o f  P ittsburgh  Press
170  pages, $22.50

Susan Gilmore
Ithaca is fortunate to count among its per

manent residents numerous writers of nation
al repute. But Ithaca has also provided at least 
a temporary home to several young, award
winning writers of late. One of these is Stew
art O’Nan, whose In the Walled City has won 
the 1993 Drue Heinz Literature Prize from the 
University of Pittsburgh Press.

The stories in O’Nan’s book feature work
ing men and women whose lives waver 
between crisis and opportunity. They are con
temporary characters who, more often than 
not, must confront careers and marriages on 
the verge of collapse. Yet O’Nan subscribes 
to F. Scott Fitzgerald’s ethos that one should 
“be able to see that things are hopeless and yet 
be determined to make them otherwise.” 
When their best efforts to build lasting 
achievements fail, O’Nan’s protagonists dis
cover that destruction offers its own creative 
possibilities. For these characters, making 
things “otherwise” means tearing down the 
walls they have built between themselves and 
the world.

These are tough stories, masterfully 
framed, and infused with great wit and com
passion. The quest for empathy is especially 
pronounced in those stories driven by what 
O’Nan has called “a view fugue.” In “Steak,” 
for example, the point of view shifts between 
Sheila and her mother-in-law, Mrs. Wys- 
trzemski. As the story commences, the two 
characters are perfectly adversarial and perfe- 
cly in synch. When Sheila recoils from the 
platitude-laden plaques that adorn Mrs. Wys- 
trzemski’s home, Mrs. Wystrzemski attribut
es Sheila’s nervous movements to “too much 
thinking.” Sheila’s view dovetails with Mrs. 
Wystrzemski’s when she satirizes her mother- 
in-law’s refusal to wear pants even in winter:

Sheila had mentioned it to John, who said, “A  
dress is as American as she’ll go. Women don't 
wear pants in the old country.” She reminded 
him that this was the new country. “She can 
kneel faster in a dress,” John had replied. Sheila 
remembered this and smiled, picturing his 
mother on her knees in the snow, praying for a 
new, mindless daughter-in-law.

Sheila and Mrs. Wystrzemski are at least tem
porarily reconciled when, on a shopping trip, 
they must reckon with a grocery tally that 
exceeds their allotted funds.

One of In the Walled City's most stirring 
messages is that the events of a particular time 
and place, whether they be the disappearance 
of a child or the fallout from the Sixties, will 
be felt far beyond their expected borders. In 
several stories, O’Nan surveys the perspec
tives of not just one or two protagonists but of 
an entire community. Such is the scope of 
“Calling,” in which the dissolution of a fami
ly farm encompasses not just the family but 
also the school children who ride the bus past 
the site, the newspaper editor who combs over 
the still-promising faces of the farmers in 
their high- school yearbooks, and the auction
eer, who drives into and back out of town with 
a gun under the seat of his car. No one can 
resist becoming implicated in such events, 
nor, as O’Nan suggests, can such characters 
stand apart from the community that would 
absorb them.

We as readers will likely recall our own 
painful engagement in the missing children 
cases which inspired O’Nan’s story, “Finding 
Amy.” Here, as in “Calling,” O’Nan employs 
a cross-cutting technique to illuminate all of 
the characters who join in the search for a 
missing girl. A trail of ice-encrusted mittens 
leads them to confront just how palpably and 
how permanently Amy’s absence will be felt:

Yet it will not be any of these searchers who 
finds Amy, but a fourteen-year-old Boy Scout,

small for his size, generally picked on, named 
Arthur Parkinson, who, because she is dead, will 
not be a hero— will not, years from now, even 
be mentioned around town as the one who 
found her— but who, with Annie and Glenn and 
Brock and May and Melvina and Karleen, will 
find Amy again and again throughout his life and 
never ever lose her.

In the midst of a March blizzard, I inter-w
viewed O ’Nan in Ithaca. We discussed his 
short stories, his collection of John Gardner’s 
essays, On Writers and Writing (Addison 
Wesley, 1994), and his novel, Snow Angels, 
which won the 1993 Pirate’s Alley Faulkner 
Prize and will be published by Doubleday in 
November.

SG: You studied to be an engineer. At what 
point did you say goodbye to engineering and 
hello to writing?

SO: I was working as an engineer at Grum
man Aerospace on Long Island. I worked 
with them for four and a half years testing air
craft structures. It was a good job! I had some 
moral qualms with it. Almost all aerospace 
work is defense work nowadays. But I got to 
work on some very interesting projects. My 
first few stories had been accepted and I’d 
won some awards. I’d done some readings 
and gotten encouragement from other writers. 
The aerospace industry on the East coast was 
failing slowly, and I had a chance to apply to 
MFA programs and to see if I could try to 
become a writer.

SG: Many of the stories in In the Walled 
City feature men who are down and out, blue 
collar workers. What attracts you to these 
types of characters?

SO: Men in American society are often 
valued for the job they do, for the money that 
they make at that job, which is completely 
unfair. And yet, people do take great pride in 
their jobs, whether they’re men or women. 
Most of the characters in the short stories have 
had very precious things taken away from 
them, and they have to find some way to 
redress that. And, often, there’s nothing left 
but the job. A lot of the stories are about sim
ply living day to day. I don’t have a lot of 
interest or sympathy for that sort of wacky fic
tion where people don’t have to play by the

rules of the real world. And that may come 
from my Pittsburgh background. The work 
ethic is really shoved down your throat there.

SG: Your characters aren’t typical loners. 
You emphasize the communities they inhabit. 
In “The Finger,” for example, Carter’s co
workers and his neighbors prevent him from 
becoming totally insular.

SO: There are ties between the characters 
and a lot of those ties are propped up by work 
or by family. I do think of a lot of the charac
ters as lonely and as wanting to be alone. And 
yet they get along. They’re not true outcasts. 
They’re outcasts who live within the world. I 
think they’re buried, somehow, within the 
world.

SG: What makes you turn to a less linear 
narrative? You sometimes employ shifting 
perspectives.

SO: “Finding Amy” and “Calling” jump 
about like that. In those stories, I look at how 
a whole community sees a central situation. 
When some event involves a large number of 
people, I want to see how everyone reacts to 
it. I think it is necessary in those two cases 
because they depict communities reacting to 
local tragedies.

SG: Ithacans will certainly recognize 
events in your story, “Finding Amy.”

SO: Yes, it begins with what was the lead 
for a story in the Ithaca Journal about the 
Christine Lane case. The mother “finds the 
mitten at the foot of the drive.” I thought this 
image was very powerful. I didn’t follow the 
rest of the Christine Lane case, but I cut that 
line out of the Journal and stuck it under a 
magnet on my refrigerator, so that every time 
I went into the fridge, I’d see it. To lose a 
child is just a huge, huge loss, and how do you 
deal with that?

SG: What aspects of true crime stories do 
you hope to illuminate? Are they the things 
that are missing from television and newspa
per reports?

SO: There are so many sensational things 
reported in the paper that you, as a reader, 
can’t really connect with, because it’s just this 
crazy thing that happens. But there are people 
who have to live with the consequences every 
day. Some editors look at my work and say, 
“You’re not showing us more than we already 

see Next-Door Loners, page 19
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Book Ends
Beastly Tales
Vikram Seth
HarperCollins, 130 pages, $15_________

“It’s true the four-beat line is strong.
With couplets, kid, you can’t go wrong. 
Throw in a flea, a goat, a gam, 
and don’t get fancy! don’t enjamb!” 
Someone must have sold this glop 
to Vikram Seth, who as /Esop 
or Brother Grimm, with metrics pale 
Reconstitutes these fairy tales.
But still, at times, when read aloud 
Or loudly, they might draw a crowd 
of eager ears. If not quite dragons, 
here they be
a veritable welcome wagon 
(I know I missed an iamb there) 
of wolf and flea and monkey, fair 
elephant, foul crocodile 
Etcetera. I bet
we’ll soon see these poems on cassette!
So if you’re in a spending way 
and see this item, don’t delay!
Think not! Extend your wallet!
Hesitate, and you’ll forestall it.

—Jeff Schwaner

Entries
W endell Berry
Pantheon, 81 pages, $20_______________

If you’re wondering where all the sincerity 
has gone in contemporary poetry, you may rest 
assured that Wendell Berry has it. His straight
forward, thrifty verse is gracious if not grace
ful, a flower without the flourish, concerned (as 
true flowers might be) with attraction only so 
much as it forces the seduced into a behavior 
it’s already coded to follow. Berry’s verse in 
the new collection, especially “The Record,” 
“Touch-Me-Not,” and ‘The Vacationer,” is 
raised to a higher level when transmission is 
the concern, the transmission of memory and 
experience on landscapes and bodies both frag
ile and resilient I normally read Berry’s verse 
as a gloss to his essays; his language is plain, 
his style unassuming, about as exciting as a 
potato plant But bring something of your own 
to these poems, homegrown preferably, and 
you’ll find the result is better tasting and more 
edifying than you were expecting.

—JS

Without a Hero
T. Coraghessan Boyle
Viking, 238 pages, $21.95______________

I’ve been waiting since World's End for 
another good T. C. Boyle book, and it’s finally

here. Boyle’s readers normally fall into two 
opposing camps—those who prefer his novels 
usually hate his stories, and vice-versa. Often it 
seems he writes his short fiction on automatic, 
that he accords his characters (and readers) no 
more respect than necessary to imagine them 
anguishing over their failures; his novels, 
though tending toward the episodic rather than 
the epic, still tend to keep him more attentive, 
interested in the story and the characters. With
out a Hero strikes me as a thoughtfully consid
ered collection, despite the fact that it’s simply 
a trade version of fifteen stories all published 
previously in high-profile magazines. Boyle 
varies pace and swagger, with yes, even a 
moment of tenderness, saving the stronger 
work for last, when the reader’s interest has 
accrued to a point where more seems at stake. 
In this way great collections of stories mimic a 
more cohesive narrative, and we can appreciate 
the piece as a whole more readily. I wish 
Boyle’s publisher would market him for what 
he is, a great writer of popular fiction, about as 
literary as the Literary Guild; America has 
always preferred the scrappy fighter to the ele
phant hunter, and Boyle delivers some hearty 
rabbit punches to Hemingway and Kerouac in 
this book that make our “literary” tastes hesi
tate before the onslaught, ring-weary perhaps, 
wondering if the next sound we hear will be a 
bang or a whimper. But Boyle returns to his 
corner, because the round is over, and he 
wasn’t interested in the knockout punch any
how.

—JS

Responses to Rembrandt
A nthony Bailey
Timken Publishers, 140 pages, $21.95

Everyone has a favorite Rembrandt. For 
many that favorite is “The Polish Rider” 
(c. 1655), because in it one can see much of 
what is brilliant about the painter’s work that 
cannot easily be defined or discussed. So when 
word hit the museums and collectors that the 
Rembrandt Research Project, a group of Dutch 
ait historians using both new technology and 
old technique to create a definitive Rembrandt 
catalogue, was considering divorcing the work 
from the artist, “disattributing” it, the battle 
lines were quickly drawn; or more to the point, 
a chalk circle, around which gathered in-laws 
and others with prurient interest in seeing the 
happy couple pulled apart This book’s subtitle 
is “Who Painted the Polish Rider? A Contro
versy Considered”; it’s right that the title be the 
more general Responses to Rembrandt because 
that covers the larger questions raised by the 
controversy: what makes a Rembrandt a Rem
brandt? and why is that valuable to us? to what 
extent do we actually need to see the artistic 
work in light of the artist? how do perceptions 
of one affect the other? how does this reflect on 
our recent critical perambulations concerning 
authorship, writing, “writing,” etc.? The only

thing lacking in this book is a color plate of the 
painting itself, shown only in detail on the dust 
jacket. Anthony Bailey has written an informa
tive, responsible, and personal book, a real ser
vice to those interested in any aspect of the 
controversy; that itself, I think, implies without 
trickery his underlying convictions about the 
artist’s relation to the artistic work. If your last 
response to Rembrandt was on the back of an 
expensive postcard, you might want to paint 
yourself into a well-lit comer this summer and 
enjoy this insightful book.

—JS

Diary of A Lost Boy
H arry Kondoleon
Knopf, 183 pages, $20_________________

After a decade of AIDS in our conscious
ness, we are tired of the dying. We are frustrat
ed by our inability to cure the disease and by 
the cruel wasting away of its victims. When 
first asked to review Harry Kondoleon’s novel, 
Diary o f a Lost Boy, I hesitated, reluctant to 
explore the difficult terrain of AIDS. However, 
the importance of this novel’s subject became 
brutally apparent when, on March 16, Harry 
Kondoleon died of AIDS. If you are looking 
for the lost you will find him here, carrying you 
through the underworld; he will take you as 
Dante “to stare down/ that pass that none has 
ever left alive.

Despite its subject, the narrator’s last 
months suffering from AIDS, this is one of the 
funniest novels I have read in a long time. Kon
doleon tells his story with humor and wit that 
affirm life, bringing laughter out of his own fal
libility. Between blood transfusions, weight 
loss, and declining T-cell counts. Hector is try
ing to patch up his friends’ Bill and Susan’s 
marriage after Bill’s infidelity. He aligns him
self with their relationship, knowing, as they 
can’t, the true cost of separation. With clever 
twists of dialogue and scene, which he mas
tered as a playwright, Kondoleon shows us a 
New York society of hypocrisy and betrayal, 
an empty circle of people who have come to 
believe their own lies. From the point of view 
of the “corpse for hire,” Hector questions how 
easily we surrender to selfish choices and how 
quickly we discard what is well worth saving.

During the Plague, English children skipped 
in a circle holding hands to a song: Ring 
around the rosy, pocket full o f posies, ashes, 
ashes, we all fall down. They made a game out 
of the horror, fully aware of their collective 
fate. Kondoleon satirizes society’s discomfort 
with homosexuality and fear of AIDS; simple 
ignorance becomes easy comedy. His serious 
concern is our lack of compassion, how indif
ferent we’ve become to each other. How care
less. When lies to yourself become impossible 
to tell, Kondoleon urges, be careful before 
throwing away a love you can’t afford to lose.

—Caroline Hemphill

The Angel of History
Carolyn Forche
H arper Collins, 78 pages, $20__________

—Ein jeder Engel ist schrecklich.
(Every angel is terrifying.)

—Rainer Maria Rilke

Searching among the ruins of the 20th cen
tury, knocking against the hollow walls of his
tory, you will find either madness or the soul. 
In the emaciated faces of Auschwitz survivors, 
what do you see? At Nagasaki, when light tears 
through bodies as if they never were, do you 
hear a sound? Like thunder, or only silence? 
On the road to Deir al-Zor, the Turks driving 
Armenians into the unforgiving desert, where 
are the angels? In her long-awaited third col
lection of poetry, The Angel o f History, Car
olyn Forch6 traces the dark comers of a bitter 
history looking for an unbroken stream of 
light.

The Angel o f History, like T.S. Eliot’s poem, 
“The Waste Land,” is divided into five sections 
and begins in April. It is a different April in 
1994 than Eliot’s April in 1922. In seventy-two 
years, how many have we buried prematurely, 
how many have we left to rot in open fields? “I 
had not thought that death had undone so 
many?” (Eliot) “If a city, min, if an animal, 
hunger. /  If a grave, anonymous. / If a century, 
this.” (Forchd). Whether a poet looks for shan- 
tih or angels, first there are the dead to account 
for, the haunting that makes traditional lan
guage impossible. Language skirting the edge 
of madness, Forch6 writes, “As if someone not 
alive were watching. /On the sill, the bureau, in 
the bath and on my body.”

In The Angel o f History, there are allusions 
to her earlier books but still this is an important 
departure. Forchd chooses humanity over poli
tics, history over philosophical debates. Is our 
world closer or farther from God than Eliot’s? 
The Angel o f History begins in April but it also 
begins with a child: “There are times when the 
child seems delicate, as if he had not yet 
crossed into the world.” What is not of this 
world and what transcends its cruelty is the 
pure heart of a child. The book concludes with 
a beginning of a different kind: the birth of a 
mushroom cloud. They are both our children, 
demons or not. Angels? There is the sense that 
Carolyn Forchd did not choose to remind us of 
our inhumanity but that she was chosen. I defer 
to her: “You must not speak anymore. I am 
going to tell you."

—CH
Illustrations: Mary Hood

Life Before Birth
and

A Time To Be Born
Peter W. Nathanielsz, M.D., Ph.D.
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Betw een the Academy
Appreciations 

of Bill Whyte
n 1993, William Foote Whyte’s classic 
book on North Boston corner gangs, 
Street Corner Society (University o f 

Chicago Press), turned 50. Whyte has revis
ited “C ornerville” several times, in the 
appendices to the second and fourth editions 
(1955 & 1993), and now again, in his auto
biography, Participant Observer (published 
by Cornell University’s ILR Press).

What follows are reflections on Whyte’s 
long and varied career by several o f his col
leagues, and two excerpts from  Participant 
Observer—a tribute to Whyte on the occa
sion o f his 80th birthday.

Ann Martin
Bill Whyte’s autobiography, Participant 

Observer, is as much a book about learning 
as it is about Bill. When my colleagues and I 
neard that Bill was working on an autobiog
raphy and that, for data on his college years, 
he had all the letters he had written home 
from Swarthmore, we couldn’t help smiling. 
This is the Bill Whyte we know,—meticu
lous in recording his experiences and then in 
using those records to shape his understand
ing.

It is this trait that led him as a young man 
studying a Boston slum to return every night 
from his social encounters in the North End 
and write notes on what he had seen and 
heard. One time, observing social relation
ships in a club, he made notes on trips to the 
men’s room so as to capture the shuffling and 
reshuffling of social patterns throughout a 
night of cards and conversation. Bill is most 
famous for the book that emerged from that 
early research period, Street Comer Society. 
In detail befitting the man who dreamed orig
inally of becoming a novelist, Participant 
Observer lets us in on how he came to the 
conclusions that made him, at his dissertation 
defense at the University of Chicago, resist 
the faculty’s “fruitless attempts to get me to 
define a slum in terms of social disorganiza- 
don.” Much later, when Bill was honored on 
he occasion of the fiftieth anniversary 
sprinting of Street Corner Society, another 
distinguished sociologist wrote that “quite 
ipart from its extraordinary execution, Street 
Comer Society was startling in its distinctive 
nethodology. Indeed, it is Street Corner 
Society that defines participant observation in 
he present day, and Street Corner Society 
hat set the standard by which all subsequent 
>articipant observation research is to be mea- 
ured.”

What is just as striking as Bill’s faithful 
ecording of the details of his own life is his 
pen speculation on the conclusions to draw:

was doing fieldwork in the N orth  End for 
ighteen months before I knew what I was 
oing. I had the general idea that I was con- 
ticting a community study as a nonparticipat- 
g observer, but as I became accepted into the 
immunity, I found myself becoming almost a 
onobserving participant.

Through the concrete experience of his 
:;velopment (internal case studies of the 
lapters of his life, we might call it), we 
•>me to see that life is not the steadily pro- 
•essive series of events biographers often 
ant to convey, and that knowledge grows 
rough trial and error and is never perfect, 
s Bill puts it, “the more one learns, the more 
;re is to learn.” This is a powerful message 
the academic community, where we often 

have as if it is more important to claim 
.jw ledge than to seek it.
The range of subjects Bill studied is great.

■ matter the venue, however, his work was

characterized by close observation of the 
social actions of individuals players. From 
the slums of Boston, he went on to fieldwork 
on the relationships between labor and man
agement in the oil industry, then to study 
human relations and work process in the 
hotel and restaurant industries. On a sabbatic 
in Venezuela, he and his wife Kathleen, his 
partner in all ways, became proficient in 
Spanish and knowledgeable about Latin 
American culture, so Bill next focused on 
relationships between managers and workers 
in Peru. Subsequently he followed an oppor
tunity to document early research efforts 
integrating the experience and knowledge of 
small farmers with technological innovation. 
He wrote books about virtually every subject 
he studied.

Apart from its methodology, the common 
finding in all of this work was the importance 
of local knowledge, not only for the 
researcher trying to define local culture but 
for the benefit of the community or organiza
tion seeking to improve itself. It seems logi
cal, then, that in another chapter in Bill’s life 
he studied and supported employee owner
ship as a means to save imperiled businesses. 
These projects led him to the cooperatives of 
Mondragon, Spain, where he and Kathleen 
researched and wrote about the economic 
success of democratically-run businesses.

Again, it is the record of learning that 
keeps Participant Observer from being a list 
of projects. Bill writes that when he sought to 
draw up a list of readings for students on field 
methods, he found “practically nothing 
worth considering. It seemed as if the acade
mic world had imposed a conspiracy of 
silence regarding the personal experiences of 
field-workers.”

I decided to do my bit to fill this gap. In so 
doing, I resolved to be as honest about myself 
as possible. That meant not suppressing foolish 
incidents, such as my abortive attempt to pick 
up a girl in a tavern or my involvement in a fed
eral crime— voting four times in a congression
al election.... I wrote as I did to help future 
field-workers understand that, although some 
mistakes are inevitable it is possible to produce 
a valuable study.

From his earliest days in the North End of 
Boston, Bill challenged what was accepted as 
social science. Not only did he struggle with 
the requirement to be an objective, some 
might say distanced, observer, he was moti
vated by a desire to change things, an urge 
toward action that got him into risky spots 
more than once—from the questionable elec
tion-day behavior described above to orga
nizing a (successful) community march on 
City Hall in Boston to chairing Cornell’s 
Human Affairs Program in the early ’70s. 
The latter was a brief controversial effort to 
link university resources with needs of the 
Ithaca community. While it ended in a flurry 
of debate, the program was responsible for 
initiating what has become Ithaca’s now 
famous Alternative Community School.

Emeritus status has not slowed Bill’s dual 
passions for observation and action. When 
the opportunity arose in the mid-’80s to use 
what had been learned about the power of 
worker knowledge, Bill co-founded Cor
nell’s Programs for Employment and Work
place Systems (PEWS), dedicated to collabo
rative change. PEWS continues now with a 
mandate to, among other things, save jobs in 
New York State.

As one of the first scholars on the faculty 
of Cornell’s School of Industrial and Labor 
Relations, Bill dreamed of the ideal “triple
threat professor,” one who engaged compe

Bill (with graduate assistant, Frank Miller) observing 
workers in the Steuben Division of Coming Glass Works

tently in teaching, research, and service 
(extension work in ILR terms). It seems fair 
to say that when we consider the record of 
Bill’s life so far, he has accomplished all of 
these as he has moved about, observed, 
reflected, shared his doubt and discoveries 
openly with students and colleagues, chal
lenged the status quo in social science 
research methodology and, finally, turned 
reflection into action and service.

A nn Martin is Director o f Programs fo r  
Employment and Workplace Systems 
(PEWS) at Cornell University.

Norman Uphoff
It is fortunate that Bill Whyte’s curiosity 

and creativity could not be fully satisfied by 
his engagement with urban and industrial 
problems in the US. Otherwise, those of us 
who work overseas on agricultural and rural 
development might not have had the benefit 
of his involvement in efforts to improve the 
productivity and life chances of rural people, 
whose circumstances are so different from 
those of Bill’s friends in the North End of 
Boston (and yet in many ways similar).

A common theme in Bill’s work is the con
ditions under which people will work togeth
er effectively for common progress. While 
industrial worker self-management is differ
ent from participation in campesino organi
zations, the underlying dynamics of commu
nication, incentive, hierarchy, and account
ability are comparable. Thus concern with 
community self-help, local governance, and 
farmer involvement in agricultural research 
is an extension of Bill’s other interests.

Bill was drawn into agricultural and rural 
development in Latin America through his 
network of friendships which led him to 
undertake systematic research on community 
organization among the exploited highland 
population of Peru. His work with the Insti
tute of Peruvian Studies and Giorgio Alberti 
culminated in a major book— Power, Poli
tics, and Progress: Social Change in Rural 
Peru, (1976)—which examined particularly 
the relationships between cooperation and 
conflict. Finding no evidence for a simple 
zero-sum connection (the more of one, the 
less of the other), he pointed to a richer, more 
problematic dynamic that presented both 
opportunities and obstacles for rural develop
ment.

When the Rural Development Committee 
was started in 1971 under the auspices of the 
Cornell Center for International Studies, Bill 
was one of the early faculty members. A visit 
to the International Center for Improvement 
of Wheat and Maize (CIMMYT) in Mexico 
in 1975 particularly intrigued him and led 
him to further studies of agricultural research

and extension systems. He found that farmers 
using well-adapted local varieties of maize 
grown in combination with beans and other 
crops were doing better than those who 
adopted CIMMYT’s new higher-yielding 
varieties of maize. The more “modern” 
monocropping system being promoted by 
CIMMYT yielded less output per acre—and 
also a less balanced diet.

Working with Lynn Gostyla, Bill exam
ined the innovative agricultural research 
organization in Guatemala, ICTA, whose 
methodology helped to popularize appropri
ate new technologies and to reorient agricul
tural researchers and extensionists toward 
regarding farmers more as partners than as 
clients. This work also encouraged 
researchers to focus on "farming systems” 
more than individual commodities and to 
undertake analyses on an interdisciplinary 
basis.

The next step for Bill was to try to general
ize: how could the new technological oppor
tunities be made available to small farm fam
ilies, on terms that met their needs and 
meshed with the circumstances and values 
that prevailed? Bill approached the Rural 
Development Committee with the idea of a 
collaborative book on this subject. Fortunate
ly, Damon Boynton, a distinguished Cornell 
pomologist who had recently retired, joined 
with Bill in codirecting this project. They 
made an excellent pair, nicely representing 
and balancing the social and agricultural sci
ences. A dozen faculty colleagues met over 
bag lunches to exchange ideas and plan the 
book, which eventually got the title Higher- 
Yielding Human Systems fo r  Agriculture 
(1983). Chapters contributed from many dis
ciplines made the case for a new organiza
tional and philosophical approach to agricul
tural research and extension, one which 
could better meet the needs and capabilities 
of the rural majority.

Through the 20 years it has been my plea
sure and privilege to work with Bill Whyte 
on issues of agricultural and rural develop
ment, he has been a great colleague, generous 
and supportive, always asking good ques
tions, with a critical eye both for detail and 
for generalizations.

After his period of involvement with agri
cultural and rural matters, Bill directed his 
energies back toward more industrial and 
urban affairs, being concerned especially 
with issues of worker self-management. But 
those of us still engaged in more rustic areas 
greatly appreciate the support he gave to 
farmer participation in raising food produc
tion and achieving more equitable distribu
tion.

Norman Uphoff is Director o f the Cornell 
International Institute for Food, Agriculture 
and Development.
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an d  the  S tree ts
Excerpts from 
Participant Observer
From “Learning to Be a 
Participant Observer”

Pecci heard me out without any change 
of expression. Then he asked, “Do you 
want to see the high life or the low life?”

“I want to see all that I can. I want to get 
as complete a picture of the community as 
possible.”

“Well, any nights you want to see any
thing, I’ll take you around. I can take you 
to the joints—gambling joints. I can take 
you around to the street corners. Just 
remember that you’re my friend. That’s 
all they need to know. I know these 
places, and if I tell them you’re my friend, 
nobody will bother you. You just tell me 
what you want to see, and we’ll arrange 
it.”

We talked a little about how and when 
we might get together. Then he asked me,
“You want to write something about 
this?”

“Yes, eventually.”
“Do you want to change things?”
“Well—yes. I don’t see how anybody 

could come down here where it is so 
crowded, people haven’t got any money or any

BUI Whyte, 1942

Davydd J. Greenwood
For many years Bill Whyte and I had only 

sporadic contacts. We finally got to know 
each other better when he sent me a paper he 
had done with Ana Gutierrez Johnson on the 
Mondragdn cooperatives in northern Spain. 
He did so knowing that I had done extensive 
research in the Basque Country, and he was 
seeking criticism. I think I gave him and Ana 
more than they bargained for because I found 
myself in deep disagreement with them about 
Basque culture and history.

In my experience, such critical commen
taries often mark the end of an academic rela
tionship, and I did not hear from Bill for a 
long time. But then I learned a lesson. Bill 
called me and recounted his research effort at 
Mondragon. He had decided to write a book 
about the cooperatives, having lost hope that 
anyone else would do a serious job of work
ing out their structure and history. In the 
course of this, he and his wife, Kathleen King 
Whyte, visited the cooperatives for the sec
ond time. At the end of the visit, he offered a 
seminar to his hosts to share his observations 
as a gesture of reciprocity (a gesture rare in 
the social sciences). To his surprise, and, I 
believe, gratification, the members of the 
cooperatives asked him to help resolve some 
of the problems he had identified. Feeling 
that such an undertaking required the assis
tance of someone else, he called me. From 
that time on, we have been regular collabora
tors.

Bill and I often disagree on matters of 
interpretation, presentation, and occasionally 
politics. These disagreements have often 
been sharp and sharply stated. What impress
es me is that Bill’s will to “get it right” wins 
out again and again over the frustration of 
critical arguments. He rethinks, revises, and 
solicits criticism again, as he did by subject
ing the Mondragdn book manuscript to near
ly six months of detailed criticism by mem
bers of the cooperatives.

I mention this at length because it seems to 
me key to understanding how Bill works. 
“Getting it right” is all-important to him and 
it means a kind of combined research disci
pline, attention to detail, and search for criti
cism that I find very unusual in academia. 
But it makes sense in the overall context of 
Bill Whyte’s professional trajectory.

Bill began his career as a sociologist- 
anthropologist in an era when that distinction 
was not vitally important. He worked as 
closely with anthropologists as with sociolo
gists and social psychologists. It was not that 
he could not see the differences among the 
disciplines, but rather that his aim was to pro
duce a social science that could serve to 
improve society, rather than merely studying 
it. One way or another, he has been at this 
task from the beginning, shifting venues and 
changing methods, but never giving up on the 
goal.

If there is an overall direction to what Bill

has done, I would characterize it as a gradual 
move from participant-observation (in 
Boston, albeit with a higher level of partici
pation than was common at the time) to par
ticipatory action research in which the sub
jects themselves become collaborative actors 
in the development of studies and action 
plans. This move can be seen in a succession 
of his works stretching from the Boston street 
comers to the factories of Mondragon. He 
has moved from being the sole chronicler of 
what happened to being an orchestrator of sit
uations in which others, including members 
of the organizations under study, are able to 
have their own voices.

During the many years in which the 
chimera of a “true social science,” loaded 
with abstractions and devoid of action plans, 
has held the high ground, Bill Whyte saw his 
work widely appreciated by readers and 
heavily criticized by his colleagues as being 
just “storytelling.” But that, of course, is the 
key. Bill Whyte is a storyteller because the 
stories are what matter to anyone hoping to 
understand the complex structuring of human 
situations. The historicity of phenomena and 
the complexity of the interrelationships that 
the outside observer can barely capture com
bine to make narration necessary. The very 
integrity of the subjects themselves can only 
be respected by telling and retelling their 
story in convincing and powerful ways, an art 
that Bill Whyte excels at.

For one of their books, the Whytes select
ed the title Learning from the Field. I think 
this is an apt phrasing for B ill’s whole 
approach. To Bill Whyte, local knowledge is 
as important and powerful as social science. 
What people know is worth learning about, 
and the social scientist must choose the posi
tion of the interested learner to make up for 
the ignorance all outsiders bring to situations. 
From here, it is a short step to believing in the 
power of history, local environments, and 
individual personalities to affect the course 
of events.

We can only learn about the possibilities 
for change by studying how the current situa
tion came about and by comparing it with 
other situations that have been studied in 
equal depth. What we cannot do is deduce 
situations from abstract theoretical systems. 
A single case that violates a general theory, in 
Bill W hyte’s view, invalidates the general 
theory. Over the years, Bill has accumulated 
an ever-larger array of such cases. He can 
now make the point that what stands between 
us and the future we desire is our own failure 
of courage as social researchers, because his
tory is made by people and the role of the 
social scientist is to point to the available 
options for change.

If this is “just telling stories,” then we need 
more storytellers like Bill Whyte if we expect 
the next millennium to be better than this one.

Davydd J. Greenwood is Director o f the 
Center fo r  International Studies at Cornell 
University.

work to do, and not want to have some things 
changed. But I think a fellow should do the thing 
he is best fitted for. I don’t want to be a reformer, 
and I’m not cut out to be a politician. I just want 
to understand these things as best I can and write 
them up, and if that has any influence...”

“I think you can change things that way. 
Mostly, that is the way things are changed, by 
writing about them.”

Finding a place to live in the North End was 
not easy. A spare room was practically nonexis
tent. I got my best lead from the editor of the 
Italian News, P. A. Santosuosso.... He directed 
me to the Orlandi family, which operated the 
Capri restaurant....The Orlandis’ son, Averal- 
do,... was sympathetic but said they had no 
place for an additional person. I came back sev
eral times just to eat. On one occasion I met San
tosuosso, and he invited me to his table. At first, 
he asked me some searching questions about my 
study: what was I after, what my connection 
with Harvard was, what the university expected 
to get out of this, and so on. My answers seemed 
to satisfy him, and he told me that he had 
already spoken on my behalf to people who 
were suspicious that I might be coming in to 
“criticize our people.”

I mentioned the possibility of living in a set
tlement house. He nodded but added: “It would 
be much better if you could be in a family. You 
would pick up the language much quicker, and 
you would get to know people. But you want a 
nice family, an educated family. You don’t want 
to get in with any low types. You want a real 
good family.”

At this, he turned to Averaldo and asked, 
“Can’t you make some place for Mr. Whyte in 
the house here?’

Averaldo paused a moment and then said: 
“Maybe we can fix it up. I’ll talk to Mama 
again.”

They did find a place. In fact, Averaldo turned 
his own room over to me and shared a double 
bed with the son of the cook. I protested mildly, 
but everything had been decided—except for the 
rent. They did not know what to charge me, and 
I did not know what to offer. Finally, after some 
fencing, I offered fifteen dollars a month. Avy 
said that was too much, and they settled for 
twelve.

I got up around nine o’clock every morn
ing.... After breakfast, I returned to my room 
and spent the morning typing up my notes on the

previous day’s events. I had lunch in the restau
rant and then set out for the street comer. I was 
back for dinner and then out again for the 
evening.

Usually I came home again between eleven 
and twelve o’clock, when the restaurant was 
empty except for a few family friends. I would 
sometimes join Papa in the kitchen to talk as I 
helped him dry the dishes, or join in a family 
conversation around one of the tables. There I 
had a glass of wine to sip, and I could sit back 
and mostly listen but occasionally try out my 
growing Italian on them.

Although I made several useful contacts in the 
restaurant and through the family, that was not 
why the Orlandis were important to me. There is 
a strain in doing fieldwork. The strain is greatest 
when you are a stranger and are constantly won
dering whether people are going to accept you. 
As long as you are observing and interviewing, 
you have a role to play, and you are not com
pletely relaxed. It was a wonderful feeling at the 
end of a day’s work to be able to come home to 
relax and enjoy myself with a family.

Pecci and I met for our first outing one 
evening at the North Bennett Street Industrial 
School and set out for a gambling joint a couple 
of blocks away. I followed him anxiously down 
the long, dark hallway at the back of a tenement 
building. The door opened into a small kitchen 
almost bare of furnishings and with the paint 
peeling off the walls. I took off my hat and began 
looking for a place to hang it. There was no 
place. Here I learned my first lesson in partici
pant observation in the North End: Don’t take 
off your hat in the house—at least not when you 
are among men. It may be permissible, but cer
tainly not required, to take your hat off when 
women are around.

Pecci introduced me as “my friend Bill” to 
Chichi, who ran the place, and to Chichi’s 
friends and customers. I stayed with Pecci part 
of the time in the kitchen, where several men sat 
around and talked, and part of the time in the 
other room watching a crap game.

There was talk about gambling, horse races, 
sex, and other matters. I had wine and coffee 
with anisette in it, which the fellows pitched in to 
pay for. (Pecci would not let me pay my share on 
this first outing.) As he had predicted, no one 
asked me about myself, but he told me later that, 
when I went to the bathroom, there was an excit
ed burst of conversation in Italian and he had to 

continued on page 1 2Bill and Kathleen with their first great-granddaughter, Joelle
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assure them that 1 was not a government official. 
He told them flatly that I was a friend of his, and 
they let it go at that.

We went to Chichi’s gambling joint several 
times together, and then I dared to go in alone. 
When I was greeted in a friendly manner, I felt 
that I was beginning to find a place for myself in 
the North End.

When Pecci did not go to the gambling joint, 
he spent hid time hanging around North Bennett 
Street, and I began hanging out with him. At 
first, the street was only a place to wait until I 
could go somewhere else. Gradually, as I got to 
know the men better, I found myself becoming 
one of the Bennetts.

W hen William Foote Whyte set 
ou t to re-search Street Comer 
Society as a p a r tic ip a n t 

observer, he used a new and  uncharted  
m ethodo logy  fo r social science. His 
conclusions, drawn from  observation 
ra th e r  th a n  th eo ry , c o n tra d ic te d  
accepted beliefs o f sociologists, namely 
that slums represented a breakdown in 
social order.

In  spite o f the fact tha t Street Comer 
Society was acclaimed for breaking new 
ground in social science, over the next 
50 years Whyte found  him self on the 
opposing slope o f a 20th-century trend 
for scholars in his field to em ulate lab
o ra to ry  science th ro u g h  hypothesis 
testing, collection o f quantitative data, 
and  extensive use o f  statistical m eth 
ods. T o  be tru ly  sc ien tific , it was 
argued, the social researcher had to be 
d e tach ed  an d  objective. K now ledge 
could be obtained by letting the num 
bers speak. Reading between the lines 
of his account, it seems that Whyte was 
no t so categorically opposed  to such 
m ethods. Though he believed society 
to be far too complex to be reduced to 
n u m b ers , in  fac t h e  used  s ta tis tica l 
data, the standard tool of the quantita
tive re se a rc h e r , to  d iscover th a t  an  
expected negative correlation between 
conflict and cooperation  in Peruvian 
villages did no t exist. This triangulated 
with anthropological findings to  help 
explain what had no t been understood 
by observers.

Nonetheless, Whyte was often on the 
less popular side of a debate that drew 
d ich o to m ies  betw een  ap p ro ach es: 
Whyte’s research was mosdy qualitative 
ra ther than quantitative; Whyte was a 
participant, no t a detached  observer; 
his conclusions were developed ou t o f 
the con tex t in w hich he w orked, no t 
derived from  theory; he recorded what 
he saw ra th e r  th a n  c o n d u c t e x p e ri
ments to test hypotheses; he sought to 
involve participants in his research as a 
m eans to  get at tru th , as opposed  to 
keep ing  them  o u t to  keep  th e  tru th  
“p u re ”; he  lo o k ed  u n ab ash ed ly  fo r  
applications o f his research, since his 
goal was not simply to record but to act 
for social change.

By the ’80s, Whyte had  chosen the 
term  “Participatory Action R esearch” 
to stress the im portance o f action and 
jo in t  p a r tic ip a n t-re se a rc h e r  know l
edge . T h e  resu lts  o f  such re sea rch , 
Whyte argues, reflect the complexity of 
in teractions which, in the con tex t o f 
knowledge developed through partici
patory  research , are  likely to  lead to 
lasting change. This is a far cry from  
the objective reco rd in g  o f  scientific 
“fact” that social science has claimed as 
its contribution. O n the o ther hand, as 
social scientists th roughou t the world 
struggle to understand  and  deal with 
social com plexity  and , increasingly , 
th e  voices o f  w om en an d  p e o p le  o f 
diverse e th n ic ity  desc rib e  d iffe re n t 
realities, W hyte’s approach gains new 
a tte n tio n  a n d  th e  c red ib ility  it 
deserves. A re c e n t critic  o f  W hyte’s 
work wrote that while the “new turn  in 
ethnographic writing [urges] writer [s] 
to simply tell their story as they experi
enced it, ...Whyte...always did this.”

—Ann Martin

I also met some North End girls. One I took to 
a church dance and then back to her house. The 
next morning, the fellows on the street comer 
were asking me, “How’s your steady girl?’ This 
brought me up short. I learned that going to a 
girl’s house was something you just didn’t do 
unless you hoped to marry her. Fortunately, the 
girl and her family knew that I did not know the 
local customs, so they did not assume that I was 
committed. This was a useful warning, however. 
After that, even though I found some girls 
exceedingly attractive, I never went out with 
them except in a group, and I did not visit any 
others at home.

Life in the North End was not nearly so inter
esting and pleasant for the young women as it 
was for the men. A young man had complete 
freedom to wander and hang around. The 
women could not hang out on street corners. 
They had to divide their time between their own 
homes, the homes of girl friends and relatives, 
and a job, if they had one. Many of them had a 
dream: Some young man from outside the dis
trict, with a little money, a good job, and a good 
education, would come and woo them and take 
them out of the district. I could hardly afford to 
fill this role.

My relationship with Pecci changed rapidly 
during our first few months together. At first he 
was simply a key informant—and my sponsor. 
As we spent more time together.. .Pecci became, 
in a very real sense, a collaborator in the 
research.

At the alleys that night, I was fascinated and a 
bit awed by what I witnessed. Here was the 
social structure in action right on the bowling 
alleys. It held the individual members in their 
places—and me along with them. I did not stop 
to reason then that, as a close friend of Pecci, 
Frank, and Gillo, I held a position close to the 
top of the gang and was therefore expected to 
excel. I simply felt myself buoyed up by the sit
uation. My friends were for me, had confidence 
in me, believed I would bowl well. I felt 
supremely confident. I have never felt quite that 
way before—or since. I was feeling the impact 
of the group structure upon me. It was a strange 
feeling, as if something larger than myself was 
controlling the ball as I went through my swing 
and released it toward the pins. And then I won 
the prize money!

When it was over, I looked at the scores of all 
the other men. I was still somewhat bemused by 
my achievement, and now I was excited to dis
cover that the men had actually finished in the 
order Pecci, Frank, and Gillo had predicted.

Even as I was learning the power of the group 
structure, I could not restrain my impulse to 
gloat over my triumph. I claimed I had really 
become a good bowler and would not give the 
group credit for my victory. Pecci countered by 
setting up a contest, me against Slim (Long 
John), the lowest-ranking member of the leader
ship subgroup. With Pecci, Frank, and Gillo 
cheering for Slim and telling me that I had been 
bowling “over my head,” I lost a one-sided con
test.

From “Focusing on 
Employee Ownership”

During the drive to Mondragdn, I remarked 
that I had not expected to find such a progressive 
and imaginative development in Spain under 
Franco. Quevedo laughed and replied, “We are 
Basques.” When Manuel Quevedo dropped us at 
the Hostal Txirrita, just outside Mondragdn, he 
offered to bring the founder of the cooperative 
complex, Father Jos6 Maria Arizmendiarrieta, to 
talk with us that afternoon. Don Jos6 Maria had 
never held an executive position in any of the 
cooperatives, yet he had guided and structured 
the Mondrag6n movement in ways that avoided 
the pitfalls that had undermined worker cooper
atives elsewhere.

The son of farmers, Don Jos6 Maria was 
studying for the priesthood when the Spanish 
Civil War broke out He wrote for and edited the 
Basque army newspaper. When the Basques 
were finally defeated, he surrendered to the 
Franco forces. Along with a colleague, he was 
on a list to be executed. His colleague identified 
himself as a journalist and was shot. Don Jos6 
Maria identified himself as a soldier and became 
a prisoner of war.

Returning to the seminary after the war, he 
read in areas far beyond traditional theological 
studies. He developed a particular interest in 
worker cooperatives. He read about the nine
teenth-century social reforms of Robert Owen 
and learned how Owen’s once successful work
er cooperative degenerated into a firm controlled 
by outside investors.

He arrived in Mondragdn in what was later 
called “the hunger period.” The Basques lived 
under military occupation, unemployment was 
high, and many people had lost hope for a better 
future.

He began working with the young people, 
especially those from blue-collar families, orga
nizing projects to improve health conditions and 
to build a sports field. He gave religious instruc
tion in the vocational education classes the lead
ing private firm offered employees’ children. 
When management turned down his request to 
extend the classes to all the youth of Mondragdn, 
Don Jos6 Maria organized blue-collar youths 
and their families to start their own technical 
school. The Escuela Polit6cnica Professional 
began with young men ages fourteen to sixteen 
and has since grown to include the equivalent of 
a junior college program. The school became the 
first engine of growth for the cooperative move
ment.

Following the completion of the studies then 
available in the school, some of its graduates 
went to work for the leading private firm, but 
Don Jose Maria continued his association with 
them through weekly discussions on social val
ues and economic development. No son of a 
blue-collar worker had ever gone to college, but 
Don Jose Maria worked out an arrangement 
with the University of Zaragosa so that students 
from Mondragdn could study engineering in 
absentia, while working to support themselves.

When five of his disciples wanted to start a 
cooperative, he worked with them to raise the 
money to add to their personal savings. The first 
firm, Ulgor, was started in 1956. For its first two 
years, Ulgor was registered as a private firm in 
the name of one of its founders, while the five 
founders and their eighteen fellow workers met 
after work to study and discuss with Don Jos6 
Maria its constitution and bylaws.

Don Jos6 Maria worked out a novel financing 
arrangement for Ulgor. Instead of buying stock, 
the members agreed to lend money to the firm. 
They set up a capital account for each member 
on the basis of the initial loan, and those capital 
accounts grew through annual profit-sharing. 
Because it had no stock, the cooperative could 
not be taken over by outside investors unless the 
worker-owners themselves voted to sell.

Philosophically, Don Jos6 Maria could best 
be described as a pragmatist. He had a vision of 
society that did not conform to any established

political ideologies. He believed in a peaceful 
moral revolution in which economic progress 
would coexist with mutually rewarding relations 
among members of different socioeconomic 
strata. To anchor that lofty vision in current real
ities, he always emphasized the need to arrive at 
an equilibrio or balance between social interests 
and ideals and economic and technological 
requirements. In planning discussions and the 
documents of the cooperatives, Mondrag6n 
members constantly speak of the quest for equi
librio.

Don Jos6 Maria warned his followers against 
the dangers of complacency and encouraged a 
spirit of collective self-criticism. We were 
impressed with the ways in which this self-criti- 
cal spirit and the quest for equilibrio had become 
institutionalized in the structures and social 
processes of the Mondrag6n complex. Never 
content with the present, he guided them toward 
the future. As Javier Retegui said, “He sees the 
future and makes us face it”

The 1983 trip to Mondragdn was a rich field 
experience. Growth had come to a halt, but 
although unemployment in the Basque country 
was more than 25 percent, the Mondrag6n com
plex had managed to keep its rate below 1 per
cent. We were fascinated by the ways in which 
the complex kept unemployment down by trans
ferring members from one cooperative to anoth
er, by retraining, and by enabling the Caja Labo- 
ral Popular and its Entrepreneurial Division to 
refinance debt and guide a failing cooperative 
through financial sacrifices to survival. In a peri
od when American workers were being laid off 
with little or no advance notice or assistance, we 
were moved by the infinite pains and humane 
manner in which Mondragdn was coping with 
its economic crisis.

Back at Cornell, I consulted with Davydd 
Greenwood, a professor of anthropology, direc
tor of Cornell’s Center for International Studies, 
and an authority on the Basques. He suggested 
enthusiastically that we broaden the project to 
include other Comedians, including himself, in 
an interinstitutional collaboration.

After additional Field trips to Mondragdn, 
Kathleen and I produced Making Mondragon: 
The Growth and Dynamics o f the Worker Coop
erative Complex, which was published in 1988. 
(A Spanish edition was published in 1990.) As 
reviews and reader responses indicated that our 
book provided the best description and interpre
tation yet available, we went back for a final time 
in 1990. Based on this visit, we revised the book 
to take into account the tremendous period of 
adjustment as Mondragdn prepared to cope with 
the advent of the European Common Market. 
The revised second edition (1991) brings the 
Mondragon story into the 1990s.

Excerpts and photos courtesy 1LR Press.
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Rem apping Africa
Tukumbi

Lumumba-Kasongo

In 1963, leaders of independent African 
states and delegates from the countries that 
remained colonized met in Addis Ababa, the 
Ethiopian capital. Their purpose was to discuss 
issues related to the new mission of independent 
Africa, to set up a collective agenda for other 
countries which were still under the yoke of 
imperialism and to review the nature of the 
ongoing debate on pan-Africanism. The Orga
nization of African Unity (OAU), a product of 
the moderate consensus which defeated Kwame 
Nkrumah’s proposal of Unitary Government, 
was created. The new African leaders also 
decided, without involvement from most 
African people, to keep the existing political 
and geographical boundaries in Africa intact.

Since the 1960s, there have been over 80 
inter-state disputes in Africa concerning colo
nial and neo-colonial borders, and it has 
become increasingly apparent that Africa needs 
to make a volte face in relationship to itself and 
the world system in order to survive as a viable 
political entity.

The current political map of Africa, the prod
uct of European-created nation-states, is 109 
years old, still very much a young political and 
economic entity. It was at the Berlin confer
ence, hosted by Emperor Otto von Bismarck in 
1884-85, that the fate of contemporary Africa 
was decided by delegates from 14 European 
countries and the US. Their arbitrary partition 
of the continent created states that fitted neither 
existing African political boundaries nor the 
ambitions of the African political elite. Far from 
being the issue of indigenous evolutionary 
processes, these artificial nation-states were 
designed to ensure European hegemony by ful
filling the following functions:

(a) destruction of the existing African politi
cal base;

(b) displacement of African culture and 
philosophies;

(c) creation of social disequilibrium;
(d) imposition of European value systems;
(e) enforcement of the new role of Africa in 

the world system.
The colonial state in Africa was a state of 

domination which employed various forms of 
“direct” and “indirect rule,” depending on the 
preference of the prevailing European power, 
whether British, French, German, Belgian, or 
Portuguese. Since Africa was the last colonial 
domain, the European powers were able to draw 
on their previous experiences in Asia, South 
America, and the Caribbean to quickly establish 
the administrative structures that would trans
form the entire continent into a provider of raw 
materials and cheap labor, as well as a market 
for European manufactured goods. It is interest
ing to note that although Africa was fabricated 
by Europe during times of slavery, its worst 
economic conditions appeared at the end of the 
Cold War, when most of the colonies had 
already achieved independence.

Having inherited weak political institutions, 
and with the strong presence of foreign powers, 
the African petit-bourgeois elite which came to 
power at independence was, for the most part, 
isolated from the concerns of ordinary working 
people. Those who did maintain ties, primarily 
with the rural population, did so for opportunis
tic reasons, to establish a political base. It was 
assumed that because parliamentarian democ
racy seemed to work in Europe and North 
America, it would work in Africa, even though 
this form of government with its emphasis on 
individualism was culturally insensitive and 
historically alien to the collective and familial 
dynamics of African societies. Thus this 
democracy was a consensus among the elite 
rather than a societal consensus. It should come 
as no surprise, then, that the majority of these 
artificially imposed states rapidly degenerated 
in the post-colonial era into dictatorships with 
catastrophic economic and social conditions.

Currently, the African continent is divided 
into 53 countries, of which 23 have populations 
fewer than 5 million, and 10 have populations 
below one million. Three quarters of the coun
tries in sub-Saharan Africa have fewer people 
than New York City. The size and the shape of 
some countries (for instance, the West African 
Coast) had been geometrically carved, cutting 
from north to south, through ethnic groups that 
mostly spread from east to west. The present 
economic situation is characterized by:
• small domestic markets;
• low trade among African countries;
• asymmetric trading relations with the indus
trial powers;
• 300 million out of an estimated population of 
525 million classified as poor by any standard, 
out of which 200 million are classified as 
extremely poor;
• interest on foreign loans approaching 40-50% 
of national revenue in some cases.

Within the global economic system, Africa 
is currently experiencing an increasing margin
alization even as it continues efforts toward 
integration into the world market. Yet Africa 
neither shapes international events on a large 
scale in its own interests nor does it control its 
own actions and resources. The commodity 
price decline that began in some countries in 
the 1960s was followed by the oil crises of 
1973 and 1979 and the ecological disasters of 
the 1970s and ’80s.

In 1980, African heads of state attempted to 
respond to these crises by formulating the 
Lagos Plan of Action based on principles of 
self-reliance and strong cooperation among 
African states. However, because of the lack of 
political commitment coupled with resistance 
from countries providing foreign aid, the reso
lutions of this plan were never implemented.

Between 1981 and 1993, more than two- 
thirds of the African states had partially or 
totally adopted Structural Adjustment Pro
grams (SAPs) recommended by the World 
Bank and the International Monetary Fund. As 
of 1994, however, studies show that even the 
countries considered to have successfully 
implemented the austerity measures imposed

by SAPs—Ghana, Nigeria and Zimbabwe, for 
instance—had increased levels of overall 
poverty and worsened health conditions in 
rural areas. Of course, advocates of these pro
grams cite lack of commitment by the African 
states in fully adopting the SAP programs as 
reason for for their failure. By contrast, in 1989 
the United Nations Economic Commission for 
Africa proposed, as an alternative to the SAPs, 
a project called African Alternative to Structur
al Adjustment Programs for Socio-Economic 
Recovery. And in May 1991, African heads of 
state announced their intention to create an 
African Common Market to be realized over 
several stages by the year 2025.

At the same time, it is clear that foreign 
investment in Africa is drying up, with the exo
dus of British, French, and Japanese multina
tional corporations leading the way. Foreign 
assistance is also slowly moving out of the con
tinent (e.g., the decision of the US government 
to cut off USAID.) It should be said that these 
trends started in the 1960s and were exacerbat
ed by political instability and the militarization 
of the continent’s politics in the 1960s and 
’70s.

This conflict between the dynamics of inte
gration into the world economy and marginal
ization has led to a legitimacy crisis throughout 
Africa, with many states no longer capable of 
providing even basic services. Consequently, 
democratic movements advocating multiparty 
politics have emerged in most parts of the con
tinent, seeking change within the existing legal 
framework through wider participation in the 
system. Further to the left, popular resistance 
movements have developed, seeking a more 
thoroughgoing transformation of state power. 
The conflicts between these two approaches are 
likely to produce new political configurations.

From the African perspective, the world eco
nomic system has failed the majority of African 
people. Moreover, because of its weak econo
my and fragile political institutions, Africa has 
little bargaining power internationally. 
Attempts to remedy this situation in the name 
of pan-Africanism have proved futile, largely 
because the failure to seriously address local 
and regional interests made it impossible to 
mobilize the African people.

In order for Africa to assume its rightful 
place in the world system it must redefine itself 
politically. What I call “realist” pan-African
ism starts with the recognition that current 
political divisions and boundaries on the 
African continent are a colonial legacy that has 
little to do with the economic and cultural 
needs of ordinary African people. What is 
needed is nothing Jess than the remapping of 
Africa to accord with the actual dynamics of 
African societies as they have evolved into the 
post-colonial era.

Tukumbi Lumumba-Kasongo teaches at 
Cornell University and Wells College. His most 
recent book is The Political Remapping of 
Africa (University Press o f America, 1994).

Edited by Denis Lynn Daly Heyck,

Barrios and Borderlands tells the valuable story of Latino
cultures in this country and integrates that story into the larger framework of 
United States cultural history. It highlights the diversity of Latino cultural 
expressions and points out the distinctive features of three major Latino popu
lations: Mexican, Puerto Rican, and Cuban. The  book focuses on six central 
cultural themes— family, religion, community, the arts, immigration and exile, 
and cultural identity— by presenting readings from a variety of genres, includ
ing literature, theatre, photographs, and even a few songs and recipes.

The anthology also presents interviews and oral histories of Latinos from  
diverse walks of life and geographic regions. A  migrant worker from the 
orange groves of Florida, an ethnomusicologist from northern New Mexico, a 
community organizer in the maquiladoras that line the border, a refugee from  
Central Am erica, a muralist from  Los Angeles, a museum director from  
Chicago, etc.

Avoiding a chronological approach, Barrios and Borderlands offers a dynamic 
and integrated way to look at Latino cultures which allows readers to draw 
comparisons with mainstream culture and with their own personal experi
ences.

448 pages, $55 cloth, $24.95 paper
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Street Comer Society is one of a handful 
of works that can justifiably be called 
classics of sociological research, and has 
been the model for urban ethnography 
for fifty years.

This anniversary edition includes a 
new preface and, in the methodological 
appendix, a new section on the legacy of 
Street Comer Society. This new section 
was written in response to recent critical 
challanges to the validity, interpretation, 
and uses of Whyte’s data and offers his 
statements on the changing roles of 
observer and informant and on ethnogra
phy as a social science.

As a community study that changed 
the way poverty was understood, as a 
fascinating portrait of city life, and as a 
leading example of field research and the 
methods of participant observation, Street 
Comer Society will endure well into its 
next fifty years.

398 pages, $40 cloth, $14.95
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c / L  cutter-rigged sloop sets sail for an end- 
of-season cruise down into the "Chesapeake 

T riangle.” O u r captain: a middle-aged writer 

o f  some repute—  As we sail through sun and 

storm, our skipper spins (and is spun by) the 

Story o f  H is Life — an operatic saga that’s part 
Verdi, part Puccini, and more than a dollop o f  

bouffe. Crisscrossing the past, mixing memory 

with desire, our narrator navigates an erratic 

course across the waypoints o f  his life, beguil

ing us with tales o f  adventure and despair, love 

and marriages, selves and counterselves, aging 

and sailing — steering always by the polestar o f  
Vocation, the storyteller’s call.

“A comic genius o f  the highest order.”
— New York Times Book Review

“There is no one writing today who has 
the resources o f  Barth’s imagination or his 
depth o f understanding about the nature 
o f  narrative.” —Los Angeles Times Book Review
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The Spirituality 
of Im perfection

continued from page 6
Klein makes seemingly gratuitous mention 
of the word, in the context of Sartre’s refer
ence to the wood of a matchstick in Being 
and Nothingness, but I believe that hyle 
may indeed be more central than at first 
appears to the larger subject at hand.

In the W estern philosophical tradition, 
hyle is that primary stuff or sheer materiali
ty which is so totally deprived of form as to 
be unable to ascend to any level of compre
hensibility, and which would require some 
formal property to be apprehended by mind. 
In literary tradition and hermeneutics, hyle, 
meaning “wood”, came to be the figure for 
primitive inchoate matter, dark confusion in 
which one can get lost, as in the beginning 
of Dante’s Divine Comedy: “ Nel mezzo del 
cammin di nostra vita/  mi ritrovai per una 
selva oscura/ che la diritta via era smarrita” 
(In the middle of the road of our life/I found 
myself in a dark wood/The right way was 
lost).

In the beginning of Being and Nothing
ness, Sartre adduces the concept o f hyld 
from Edmund H usserl’s Ideas to a Pure 
Phenomenology, but declares it such an 
unsatisfactory, amphibian notion that he 
will henceforth banish it from the orbit of 
his work (like some slim y toad that no 
princess of his kingdom could bear to kiss). 
However, the revenge and return of the 
repressed may be seen at the conclusion of 
his tome in the form, or non-form , of le 
visqueux, “viscousness.” This viscousness, 
of course, was also central to his novel Nau
sea: in the narrator’s famous encounter 
with the sickening contingency and absur
dity of existence in the form of the black, 
knotty roots of a chestnut tree, S artre’s 
metaphors express all that slithers amor
phously below and beyond the categories of 
thought and language—“the very paste of 
things,” “a secretion.. .an oozing,” “flowing 
larva,” “soft, sticky...jelly”—the viscous
ness that is existence in Time. At the oppo
site pole from this is the narrator’s fascina
tion with a particular work of art, a jazz tune 
(entitled not unlike Casablanca’s “As Time 
Goes B y”), “Some o f These D ays,” in 
which nothing is contingent, in which each 
note follows the next with the meaning and 
necessity of destiny.

Klein relates the extraordinary appeal 
and power of cigarettes in large part to the 
ways in which the act and activity of smok
ing is all about Time— reenacting different 
possibilities o f Being with regard to the 
inescapable in human existence, the flow of 
tem porality tow ards death. In a kind of 
paradox, smoking seems to be an analog of 
time—raising to a higher power of intensity 
one’s immersion in this flow—while simul
taneously appearing to make possible a 
transcendence as one becomes the orches- 
trator of one’s own death-oriented destiny. 
Like a unit of temporality, the cigarette is 
“always myriad, multiple, proliferating.... 
[Ejach cigarette immediately calls forth its 
inevitable successor and rejoins the preced
ing one in a chain o f sm oking...” And a 
variation on the theme: ‘T he several rings 
[of smoke] are at the same time all the same 
ring, indistinguishable from the next one 
that both abolishes and reiterates it....[E]ach 
successive instant or ‘now’ annuls the pre
vious one to substitute itself in its place.” 
And at a later point in Klein’s book: “It is 
because a moment out of time is born and 
then made to die that the cigarette serves as 
a simulacrum, a little enactment of death.” 
Klein’s evocation of the links in this tempo
ral chain contains echoes, for me, of 
Sartre’s jazz tune: “strains of music alone 
can proudly carry their death within them
selves like an internal necessity.”

These myriad links in the chain are also, 
however, as Klein notes, suggestive of the 
Freudian “repetition compulsion.” Interest
ing, too, that Klein at times invokes the

word “uncanny” since— like Klein’s book 
in an apparently modest, disarming genre 
devoted to that which might be assumed too 
marginal for serious study—Freud’s article, 
“The Uncanny,” was in fact his first workup 
for the elaboration of the repetition compul
sion and death instinct in Beyond the Plea
sure Principle. It is ironic that the phenom
enon of addiction, which seems on the sur
face like “a perfect pleasure device,” is the 
most consummate example of that which is 
precisely beyond the pleasure principle, not 
governed by it. This leads me to some 
thoughts on the chapter on Zeno.

The life of Svevo’s protagonist is, as 
Klein eloquently describes it, a “succession 
of repetitions of the same resolution to stop 
smoking... Like the temporal paradox of his 
namesake, Zeno’s only act is virtual, the act 
of resolving to act.” Reading Svevo’s first 
chapter, “The Last Cigarette,” comes close 
to listening to any addict: its desperate, rue
ful, self-ironical, hum orous repeated 
attempts to stop smoking echo early chap
ters of the best phenomenological study to 
date of addiction and recovery, Alcoholics 
Anonymous.

At the end of Svevo’s novel, Zeno aban
dons the classical psychoanalysis that he 
had begun as a means of finding a “why” 
and a “cure” for his smoking. So far, so 
good. Zeno goes further, o f course, in 
implying—and Klein will take this up as the 
central tenet of the “polemical” portion of 
his book—that “demonization” and “prohi
bition” of smoking only serve to reinforce 
the com pulsion. It is K lein’s thesis that 
smokers continue to smoke not in spite of 
but because cigarettes are poison. Klein’s 
conclusion rests, to a large extent, on the 
solution arrived at by Svevo’s protagonist. 
In Klein’s words:

Smoking is part of Z e n o ’s life— in Z e n o ’s 
case, it is his life. T o  want to cure it is to sup
pose that life itself is a disease that needs the 
attention of doctors... Their impulse to cure 
is really an oppressive desire to kill life in civ
ilization in the name of purity and health... 
Once Zeno realizes at the end of his life , that 
smoking cigarettes is just another way of liv
ing (that is, of being diseased)... he stops mak
ing resolutions to stop smoking and then... 
stops-smoking. T o  stop he had to stop 
promising himself to stop and believe that he 
was healthy.

Klein presents no evidence, however, 
that Zeno’s cure worked or can work for 
anyone but the novelistic figure of Zeno. 
Although part of the charm of Klein’s book 
is precisely the way in w hich he moves 
effortlessly between the realms of literature 
and life, weaving them together in a rich 
and com pelling tapestry (even forging a 
new genre somewhere between the imagi
native playfulness of literary criticism and 
the earnestness o f social criticism ), it is 
simply too enormous a leap from the deli
cate fabric of narrative irony in Zeno to pre
scriptions about the regulatory role of gov
ernm ent over sm okers and the tobacco 
industry.

I would like to suggest another angle of 
approach to the problem  of addiction— 
building upon the very first footnote in 
K lein’s book, referencing Gregory Bate
son’s “The Cybernetics of ‘S e lf” (Steps to 
an Ecology o f Mind). Bateson describes the 
vital mechanism of addiction as being the 
pridefully competitive stance of the addict, 
in this case the alcoholic, towards his addic
tion, the sense of the all-importance of his 
own will, determination, and control. With 
this sense of will and control, addicts can 
indeed “stop” for a period of time, believing 
they have “mastered” their habit, thinking 
of it as a battle that has been won—the last 
victorious battle always in the past. Pride
fully believing that they have won the bat-
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tie, there is nothing to stop them from hav
ing another drink, eventually activating the 
cycle of compulsive drinking, as well as the 
prideful competitiveness with it, and belief 
in one’s own ability to “master” it. Klein, at 
one point, gives a variation on the same 
theme, when he evokes

the special savor of the one you smoke (after 
you have begun to stop) to prove that you are 
free to smoke if you want to .... Smoking the 
last cigarette induces feelings of victory over 
oneself...without eliminating— only postpon
ing— the future of strength and health that 
one is resolved to conquer.

In the Tw elve Step program  of A lco
holics Anonymous— the first (1935) and 
still most successful model of what works 
for recovery— addicts who successfully 
recover do so only by first giving up the 
project o f mastery. Step One of A A is not 
(as with Zeno) to recognize oneself as 
healthy, but instead to declare oneself very 
far from health, to declare oneself, in fact, 
“powerless.” In this one word is the begin
ning of the path of spiritual transformation 
that the addict will travel in AA— what 
Jung, in an exchange of letters with one of 
AA’s cofounders, called a “total reorgani
zation of the psyche” (not to replace, but to 
free the se lf enslaved by addiction— or 
internalized totalitarianism .) B elief and 
hope come only in Step Two and, for this 
very reason, are o f a radically different 
order than before. Making resolutions is 
putting hope at the beginning, as has always 
been done in the long history of failure to 
cure addiction. (Addiction may indeed be 
im plicated in the beginning o f c iv iliza
tion—why did the hunter-gatherers prema
turely begin the the dystopian cultivation of 
crops when there was still an edenic ratio of 
plants to people, if not for viniculture, hops, 
and intensive cultivation of sim ilar drug 
precursors?) AA epistemology puts “the 
last d rink” in the future instead o f the 
past—where it has heretofore resided in the 
add ic t’s repeated determ inations— and 
thereby leaps in a tem porally different 
direction from that of resolutions, from 
which it studiously abstains. The AA motto 
is, in fact, to quit “Just for Today.”

In the Twelve Step Program the addictive 
substance is neither demonized nor dei
fied—but more importantly, the addict is 
freed from the all or nothing pride/abase- 
ment, sublime/grotesque, God/Devil cate
gories with which he views himself. The 
first step toward health is true humility, and 
in this the 20th-century spirituality of AA 
echoes that of many centuries-old non-insti- 
tutional traditions of wisdom, as Ernest 
Kurz illustrates in The Spirituality o f Imper
fection. Perhaps there is a hint here of how 
cigarette smoking, rather than being a spe
cial case (more civilized, more aesthetic, 
more “sublime” than drugs or alcohol, for 
example), is in fact the very epitome of a 
larger, “universal” mechanism of addiction: 
sublim ating, as it were, solids d irectly , 
unm ediatedly, into gaseous smoke with 
none of the usual passage through a liquid 
or viscous state (as in the Mallarm6an ideal, 
“Exclus-en si tu commences/ Le r6el parce 
que vil,” or in Klein’s rendering, “Exclude 
therefrom if you begin [to compose]/ ‘The 
real because [it’s] vile”), cigarettes are the 
im age o f every add ic t’s self-defeating 
attempt to gain control and mastery over the 
slimy “viscousness” of existence. Part of 
the “spirituality  of im perfection” is the 
recognition of the freedom that comes from 
powerlessness, and the knowledge that “le 
visqueux” (hyte) cannot only be accepted 
but embraced, as—though not in the least 
sublime—emphatically “good enough.”

H oward A ld en d o rff is a licensed p sy 
chotherapist working in Ithaca.
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Coming Home
continued, from page 7

sense, he is the exact opposite of a confes
sional poet. The experience of nature in all 
its im partial grandeur left an indelible 
impression on his perception of things, much 
as the hermits o f antiquity did not return 
from the desert with their formerly banal 
selves intact. This is why, when Haines per
sonifies falling red leaves in autumn, a man 
with “red skin and burning clothes,” he can 
claim with such confidence “This world 
shall come to nothing!” (“Red Trees in the 
Wind”). One of the most powerful pieces in 
this book, and the first of Haines’ experi
ments with longer works, is the title poem of 
Part VI, “News from the Glacier.” A hike in 
the mountains becomes a meditation on the 
vastnesses of geological time, that macro- 
cosmic perspective that menaced the human- 
centered spirituality of the Victorian writers 
(Tennyson and Hopkins, for example). 
Haines’ strength lies in his profound humili
ty before these forces, which only recently, 
after all, have differentiated into human con
sciousness. When the poet returns from his 
trek, he is appalled at the raging impotence 
of human self-aggrandizement; he sees on 
the sidew alk o f a town “ little plastic 
bags/beating the stony ground.”

Thence the prophetic fervor of Haines’ 
recent poetry. He didn’t call his 1990 book 
New Poems for nothing; they really are new, 
in length and breadth and subject matter. He 
finally gives free rein to his impatience with 
the institutionalized glibness of American 
society—coming out, as it were, at age sixty- 
six. Haines was, from the start, literally a 
voice in the wilderness, and now he is in full 
command of his indignant and “elegiac” cry. 
He no longer veils his sense that ours is an 
apocalyptic age.

A cold and sweating horse 
gallops inland from the wreck 
of Time, overturning 
as he runs, salt of pillars 
and paint of stalls.

—The Night That Rider Knew

The last two sections of the book, which 
include New Poems in its entirety, as well as 
fifteen new (mostly long) poems, include 
some of the most profound—and difficult— 
contemporary American verse. In places, 
H aines’ bitter disillusionm ent produces 
grotesque imagery: “And though we smirk 
and laugh/ and pinch each other/ in the 
grand, commiserable joke. . .” (“Tondo of 
Hell”). The dramatic monologue “Night,” 
which speaks in the voice of Michelangelo’s 
sculpture in the Medici Chapel in Florence, 
says:

Harness the wind and drive the water,
you that govern,
who yoke and stride the world...

And then be still.

Lest it be thought that Haines has become 
a misanthropic crank, I will add that these 
recent poems include many of great gentle
ness and beauty. His favorite subjects now 
are art and artists— a logical step in his 
development of a vision that marries nature 
and artifice. Putting to use his own experi
ence as a visual artist, he explores painting 
and sculpture—Goya, Delacroix, Michelan
gelo, Rodin, Hopper, and others—not for 
merely aesthetic ends, but for the mythic 
truths they embody. It makes sense that 
Haines chose to write poems about these 
monoliths of Western culture; their steadfast 
presence contrasts strikingly with the super
ficiality he deplores. “On a Certain Field in 
Auvers” pays homage to van Gogh, seam
lessly lacing together images from the 
artist’s paintings, and from nature. In “Bro
ken Mirrors,” Picasso’s disjointed represen
tations are seen as metaphors for breakdown 
in this century:

What then was reality 
in a world invaded by mirrors, 
whose glass would break, 
whose splinters pierced 
the dry heart from within?

“The Owl in the Mask of the Dreamer” 
tells the history of the art of sculpture, in 
twenty-five ultra-condensed lines; Haines 
has pushed his penchant for parataxis to its 
limit, and the effect is a benign obscurity that 
amply rewards the reader who comes to 
these poems with the degree of concentra
tion they demand and deserve.

Most impressive is that Haines, unlike 
most writers, has gotten more ambitious as 
he has aged. He is writing his best poetry 
now; elaborately layered w holes—often 
composed over a period of years— master
fully pieced together from a lifetime of per
sonal and artistic development. In “Medita
tion on a Skull Carved in Crystal” Haines 
has returned once again to contemplating 
death in the form of a skull— something he 
did in “The Moosehead” in his first book, as 
well as in the bison poem from which I quot
ed earlier. The former depicted a skull in the 
process of natural decay; the bison head had 
been stuffed. The handmade object in the 
most recent poem leads the poet’s imagina
tion into another world altogether.

Mirror, glazed forehead of snow.
Holes for its eyes, to see 
what the dead see dying:

a grain of ice in the stellar
blackness, lighted
by a sun, distant within.

Andrew Frisardi is a writer who lives in 
Syracuse.

ileen Wuornos
THE SELLING OF A

■ r D lW B T F g L T fl
II
II
I L

I 
I

MAMA 1

For showdates and times pick-up a calendar in the
DeWitt Mall, at the Bookery, in the theatres, or call
255-3522 for schedule information.
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T h e  i m r h l  s m os t  a c c u r a t e ,  
u p - t o - d a t e  g e o g r a p h i c  r e fe re n c e .

' This outstanding general itmill 
atlas is a landmark in I S...atlas 
publishing. I highly reemnended 
purchase.
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F e a t u r e s :
>•160 pages of astonishingly beautiful, incredibly 
detailed world maps with striking physical relief 
that achieve an unmatched level of clarity and legi
bility.
>Ovcr 70 inset maps show metropolitan and other 
selected areas in crisp detail.
>Exclusive TcrraScope™ Maps display the earth’s 
land and water surfaces with stunning three-dimen
sional realism.
>Ease-of-u»e features include a massive 115,000- 
entry Master Index, Quick Reference Guide, World 
Locator and Time Zone Maps, and a fascinating 
guide to Interpreting Maps.
>Up-to-the-minute maps and data on such key 
global issues as deforestation, ozone depletion, 
energy, nutural resources, population growth, liv
ing standards, languages, climate, vegetation, popu
lation of major world cities, and world statistics.
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NEXT
Young American Writers on 
the New Generation
For the first time America's much-discussed but little- 
understood "twentysomethings" reveal their true face, 
in this lively and intelligent anthology of sixteen per
sonal essays by American writers aged 24 to 32.

Several of the contributors present their widely dif
fering views on the future of feminism, the confusions 
caused by shifting sexual and dating mores, and how 
one woman discovered that feminism and a career in 
pornography aren't incompatible.

One writer claims that the growth in divorce and 
family instability has produced a need among friends 
to cling together in extended family groups. A Chicano 
writer declares the boisterous arrival of "Generation 
Mex." Other topics are the generation's loss of heroes 
and one contributor's rage at being young and HIV-pos- 
itive.

These essays are compelling, outspoken, and never 
clich£d. They give a fresh understanding of the next 
generation and a true glimpse of America's future.

W. W. NORTON 
& COMPANY

288 pages 
*i2-9S paper 
$21.00 cloth

SUMY
THE WILDERNESS OF DREAMS 
Exploring the Religious 

M eanings o f Dreams 
In M odem  W estern Culture 

Kelly Bulkeley
This interdisciplinary study of the 

religious dimensions of dreams 
shows how modem dream research 
supports and enriches our under
standing of religiously meaningful 
dreams.

“The author eloquently expresses 
one of the oldest approaches to 
understanding dreams, i.e., that they 
are intimately related with religious 
meaning. The author’s use of the 
‘root’ metaphor is an invaluable 
contribution toward explaining how 
dreams may be meaningful. I think 
this book is destined to engender a 
great deal of discussion about 
dreaming and perhaps even a new 
way of understanding this elusive 
phenomenon.” — Tore A. Nielsen, 
Hospital Sacre-Coeur de Montreal 
3 0 9  p ages
%19.95/Tpaper ISBN 0-7914-1746-8

State University of New York Press
c/o CUP Services 

PO Box 6525 - Ithaca, NY 14851 
607-277-2211

Please add $3 shipping and handling 
for first book ordered.

50C each additional copy. 
MasterCard, VISA, American Express.

and Discover accepted.
Make checks payable to SUNY Press. 

New York State residents, 
add 8 %  sales tax.

NEW DIRECTIONS 
IN DREAM INTERPRETATION
Gayle Delaney, editor

This book presents in detail seven 
contemporary approaches to dream 
interpretation as they are actually 
practiced by highly skilled and 
experienced psychiatrists and 
psychologists who have worked with 
dreams for at least a decade. The 
reader can sample radically different 
approaches from various schools of 
interpetation and gain the tools for 
making meaningful comparisons.
The contributors describe their 
theoretical roots and how they have 
departed from them when con
fronted with the red world of real 
dreamers. Each chapter teaches the 
reader in practical terms what to do 
when trying to understand a dream 
of one’s own, or one’s friend, 
colleague, or client. Readers are 
taken behind the curtain of theory 
into the consultation room where the 
work of interpretation takes place.

This book provides a variety of 
contemporary, non-dogmatic, 
practical ways to work with dreams. 
Each contributor emphasizes not 
theory, but interpretive method and 
practical application of dream 
interpretation.
3 0 8  pages
$19 .9 5  paper ISBN 0-7914-1606-2
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Ordinary
Heroes

From Europe's Children: 1939-1943, by Therese Bonney

Conscience and Courage: 
Rescuers of J ews During 
the Holocaust
Eva Fogelm an
A nchor Books, 393 pages, $23.95

J u d i  H i lm a n

Despite its grandiosity and sentimentali
ty, Schindler's L ist can be credited for 
mobilizing the media and for providing rich 
cultural material for confronting the Holo
caust in the public arena. But, and forgive 
me my skepticism: what's wrong with this 
picture? Tragically, in real life such heroic 
acts as Oscar Schindler's (the movie's main 
character), were exceptional to say the least 
and far more differentiated from rescuer to 
rescuer than Steven Spielberg 's movie 
helps us to understand. Still, Schindler's 
List will have lived up to its acclaim if it 
stimulates renewed interest in the Holo
caust, perhaps inspiring some members of 
the audience to walk out of the theater and 
into a library or bookstore, where the his
torical record may be more critically inter
rogated.

Spectators with further inquiries have at 
their disposal such important resources as 
the US Holocaust Museum; Yale Universi
ty's Fortunov collection of video interviews 
of survivors; Probing the Limits o f  Repre
sentation, a collection of theoretical essays 
about the Holocaust; Claude Lanzmann's 
documentary film, Shoa; and the writings 
o f  E lie W iesel, C harlotte D elbo or Art 
Spiegleman, to name just a few more acces
sible approaches to the subject.

The recent publication o f Eva Fogel
m an’s Conscience and Courage  moves 
inquiry into the subject of Holocaust res
cuers several tentative steps forward in 
both historical and social-psychological 
directions. Based mostly on direct inter
views of rescuers and their charges, Fogel
man’s well-researched, thickly descriptive 
analysis of her subjects’ experiences and 
postwar recollections enriches our under
standing of the rescuers’ courageous and, in 
most (but not all) instances, selfless acts of 
resistance. Devoting each chapter to a dif
ferent aspect or modality of rescuing activ
ity, Fogelman moves gracefully from the 
particular to the general; from the rescuers’ 
highly idiosyncratic and at times ambiva
lent modes o f com m itm ent to the larger 
structural and contingent constraints on 
their ability to act on those commitments.

Fogelman is not a historian, but rather a

practicing psychotherapist, social psychol
ogist, and filmmaker, whose interest in her 
subject derives mainly from her gratitude to 
rescuers fo r saving her paren ts’ lives. 
Regarding her ambitions for the project, 
Fogelman is altogether straightforward: “I 
want to give Altruism back its good name,” 
she writes. “Contemplating the actions of 
rescuers should also compel every person 
to examine what he or she is doing in his or 
her own life to help those in need or to fight 
for tolerance among people.”

The reader is constantly reminded that 
rescuers were doomed to fail unless they 
had the right combination of personal qual
ities, such as moral and physical courage, 
patience, and just the right circumstances 
(not to mention plain good luck). We hear 
stories of individuals who held their ground 
in the face of overwhelming pressures, risk
ing their own and their families’ safety by 
acting on their compassion for human suf
fering. Finally, the rescuers’ examples pro
vide compelling evidence that individuals 
living in G erm any or in N azi-occupied 
countries had ample opportunities to figure 
out what was happening to Jews, gypsies, 
homosexuals, and other persecuted groups.

Fogelman’s analysis supplies the crucial 
contextual inform ation and richness of 
detail that is required if we are to get 
beyond Spielberg’s comparatively simple 
tale of romantic heroism to the larger moral 
and historical significance of Schindler's 
conduct. In her account we see that 
Schindler’s image as a humane, compas
sionate man crystallized as a result of his 
em ployees’ desperate desires for him to 
play the rescuer role: “Living up to that 
image of himself spurred him on to further 
humanitarian acts.” Spielberg tries to make 
a sim ilar point in his film, but somehow 
this gets lost in the nearly exclusive focus 
on Schindler's development as a character. 
Confirming contemporary studies of how 
cultural identities are made and unmade, 
Fogelman’s analysis emphasizes the con
structed nature of rescuer identity.

A fter a som ew hat sketchy historical 
overview of the Holocaust and World War 
II, Fogelman tries to delineate the differ
ences among the rescuers in terms of their 
motivations, backgrounds, and other influ
ences by em ploying the follow ing ca te
gories: 1) those driven by moral, usually 
religious, considerations; 2) Judeophiles; 3) 
concerned professionals (diplom ats, for 
example, or health care workers and other 
persons occupying decision-making posi
tions in public and private institutions); and

4) child rescuers— in my view the most 
interesting and inspiring group of all. Nev
ertheless, she seems to defy categorization 
when she concludes that most rescuers 
were ordinary human beings, some even 
criminal and inhumane in other contexts. 
Perhaps this accounts for the fact that 
“A ryan-looking” individuals were more 
likely to be rescued than “Jewish-looking” 
people. Here, particularly in the following 
passage, I would have liked to see more 
critical use of these terms:

A  Jewish woman who could pass as an Aryan, 
with blond hair and blue eyes, was more like
ly to be offered shelter than a Jewish man 
with identifying traits —  accented speech 
with Yiddish intonations, dark curly hair, a 
hooked nose, dark eyes, a beard, and a cir
cumcised penis.

Most readers will know that Fogelman is 
referring to stereotypes, but not all. In his 
book The Jew 's  Body, Sander Gilman 
argues quite convincingly  that “Jew ish 
looks” were actually quite similar to those 
of their gentile neighbors wherever Jews 
happened to reside, with the possible 
exception of those few areas in which they 
were completely unassimilated.

In his work on resistance during World 
War II, the late Martin Broszat proposed a 
distinction between large-scale acts in defi
ance of Nazi authority which made real, 
measurable differences for whole commu
nities of people, and small but not token 
gestures of rebellion, measurable in indi
vidual human lives, but ultim ately 
absorbed by the structures of totalitarian 
domination. Detlev Peukert reached similar 
conclusions in his exam ination of small 
resistance efforts as a phenom enon of 
everyday life in the Nazi years (Inside Nazi 
Germany: Conformity, Opposition, and  
Racism in Everyday Life, 1987). Fogelman 
continues B rosza t’s and P eukert’s pes
simistic assessments, even if she empha
sizes the exceptions to the rule. In her 
account, we discover that where the options 
for resistance were not completely canceled 
out by Nazi surveillance, rescuing efforts 
worked best as local and, by all appear
ances, nonpolitical form s of resistance.

Attempts at networking were successful to 
the extent that they helped coordinate the 
d istribution  o f scarce food and medical 
supplies and transfer Jews from shelter to 
shelter. So long as they stayed m obile, 
absolutely circumspect in their actions, and 
discreet about their underlying political 
m otives, netw ork rescuers were able to 
save large numbers of lives. French Christ
ian organizations, for exam ple, saved 
approximately 7,000 French Jewish chil
dren. These same advantages became dead
ly to all connected with the network, how
ever, when any one person got caught. 
This, Fogelman explains, was the downfall 
of Suzy Kraay and her Dutch-Paris escape 
network. After she was caught in Paris car
rying an address book containing the names 
o f network members, police found their 
way to half the members of her network 
and arrested them.

Fogelman’s account highlights the suc
cesses rather than the failures of rescue 
efforts, probably because of her reliance on 
survivors for information and her interest in 
the concrete, everyday experiences of res
cuers. Her book is enlivened by anecdotes 
that provide im portant psychological 
insights even if they beg the question of 
strict historical accuracy:

It was known around those parts that Parson 
Richard Goelz offered sanctuary to enemies 
of the Third Reich. One day Nazis burst into 
his parsonage searching for the fugitive 
mayor of Leipzig. They demanded to know if 
the parson’s latest visitor was their man. 
Replied the Parson: “ It would have been a 
great honor, but it is not he.”

A 1993 Roper poll reported that 22% of 
the American public has doubts about the 
actuality of the Holocaust. This may indi
cate that “strictly historical” approaches to 
the Holocaust have somehow failed to cap
ture the interest and imagination of the gen
eral public. It may be hoped that Fogel
man’s story of moral courage among ordi
nary people will help to fill this very impor
tant need.

Judi Hilman is a writer living in Ithaca.

INDIANA
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APOCALYPSE POSTPONED
Umberto Eco
Edited by Robert Lumley

Brilliant, wide-ranging cultural 
criticism by Umberto Eco
A witty and erudite collection o f Umberto Eco’s 
essays on mass culture from the 1960s through the 
1980s, including major pieces never before pub
lished in English. The discussion is framed by 
opposing characterizations o f  current intellectuals 
as either apocalyptic (or opposed to all mass cul
ture) or integrated intellectuals (who are so much a 
part o f mass culture as to be unaware o f  serving it).

Eco’s essays look at a variety o f  topics and cultural 
productions, including the world o f Charlie 
Brown, distinctions between highbrow and low
brow, the future o f literacy, Chinese comic strips, 
whether counter cultures exist, Fellini’s Ginger and\ 
Fred, and the Italian genius industry.

240 pages, $29.95
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S hakespeare
continued, from page 6

having 2.4 syllables as opposed to the 1.4 of 
English, and thus it is quite difficult to get all 
the contents of the original into a five-foot 
line. The translator has to condense, look for 
the gist, translate not the words but images, 
metaphors, and meanings, and at the same 
time preserve the formal elements of the 
original. Translating Shakespeare into Czech 
thus becomes a highly creative process and a 
recurring challenge for each new generation, 
for each individual translator.

H istorically, there were four distinct 
waves of Czech translations. The first mod
est attempts to test the reborn Czech lan
guage against the greatest of poets culminat
ed in the ambitious work of Josef Vdclav 
Slddek, in the first half of the 19th century. 
Slddek's translations of the complete works, 
in the highly romantic style of his time, were 
so good that they were performed well into 
the 20th century. A poet himself, Slddek 
focused on the poetic qualities of the origi
nal. However, since Czech is lengthier than 
English, he felt he had to add lines to get 
everything in, and his texts are on the aver
age one third longer that the originals. This 
obviously undermines the dramatic flow of 
the plays.

Gradually, new translations appeared to 
make up for this drawback. After World War 
II, E.A. Saudek became the most prominent 
Shakespeare translator, thanks to his mastery 
as a translator but also to his privileged posi
tion as a member of the Communist Party, 
which enabled him to override any competi
tors. His effort was to balance the poetic and 
dramatic qualities of Shakespeare and main
tain as many formal aspects of the original as 
possible. His translations mirror the original 
quite closely, line for line, rhyme for rhyme, 
pun for pun, metaphor for metaphor. Never
theless, his interpretation of Shakespeare 
was distorted, not so much by the prevailing 
literary style of the epoch, but by his individ
ual approach. Saudek considered Shake
speare a mannerist poet and shaped his trans
lations accordingly. His Shakespeare shines 
with all the bright colors; everything in him 
is accentuated—exaggerated and large. 
Saudek indulges in anachronisms, and in a 
complex, sometimes almost unintelligible 
syntax, suited more to readers than to actors 
and audiences.

In the political thaw of the Sixties, theater 
became a very important medium through 
which artists expressed their longing for 
freedom and change. These were the years 
when audiences applauded many innocent 
lines they found laden with highly political 
innuendo. Such an exquisitely political 
writer as Shakespeare served as a good vehi
cle to get these messages across. But these 
translations could not be the classic Shake
speare, the sacred icon of the highest style of 
poetry. In parallel with new attempts abroad 
(Peter Brook) to de-iconize Shakespeare and 
closely reproduce the original productions of 
his day, together with modern Freudian 
interpretations, Czech directors sought a 
new approach and needed new translations. 
Gone was the monopoly of one officially 
approved translator; this time a number of 
translators tailored Shakespeare to each 
director’s individual interpretation. In those 
days, Shakespeare’s translators were mostly 
people around the theater— playw rights 
themselves, dramaturges or directors—who 
sometimes, without due respect for the clas
sic, incorporated timely remarks into the 
text, ridiculing the regime, and accentuated 
all the dramatic features of the plays. Some
times the poetry got short shrift, but Shake
speare became a real contemporary, a play
wright for all, as he used to be in the old 
days. Such an approach has, however, one 
major drawback. Translations of this kind 
highlight all that is topical and current, and 
so quickly become passd when their time is 
over.

The situation in Czechoslovakia in the 
’70s changed significantly. Any allusion to

the political bleakness was suicidal for the 
translator, director, actor, and the theater 
itself. In this period, a number of translators 
tried to get as close to the original as possi
ble, tried to balance all the poetic and the
atrical elements of the plays, tried to grasp 
Shakespeare in all his complexity, ambigui
ty, and richness, and avoided inorganic addi
tions to the text. Such was the immanent 
development of the translators’ approach, 
but such, too, were the dictates of the politi
cal situation. A faithful adherence to the 
original seemed to be the only way of getting 
the message across and at the same time pro
tecting oneself from censorship. However, 
the umbrella of the Classic did not always 
work, and I cannot imagine a better homage 
to the Bard than what the totalitarian regime 
did in banning Shakespeare’s sonnet 66. 
Threatened by verses that were almost 400 
years old, the Communists identified them
selves with the corrupt and oppressive 
regime of Queen Elizabeth. (I am proud of 
the fact that it was in my translation.)

At the present time, there are about six 
Czech translators who have done new trans
lations of various Shakespeare plays that are 
currently produced in Czech theaters. I 
myself translated Romeo and Juliet, Troilus 
and Cressida, The Two Gentlemen o f  
Verona, Taming o f  the Shrew, and Julius 
Caesar for theater, and I did dubbing ver
sions of BBC TV productions of Romeo and 
Juliet, The Two Gentlemen o f Verona, Julius 
Caesar and Richard II for Czech TV.

Trying to be modern in expression and 
faithful to the author at the same time sets up 
numerous obstacles for a translator, and 
sometimes he finds that in order to translate 
the original as faithfully as possible, he has 
to put it aside and work out of his own imag
ination and on the basis of his own language. 
Such conditions occur, first, when the situa
tion on the stage lacks any meaning for 
today’s audience, and second, when the lan
guage itself carries intrinsic meaning which 
is not directly translatable—as is true for 
idioms, contemporary quotes, puns, and so 
forth. The key word here is function. The 
translator should always be able to see the 
original not as a text to translate but as a 
complex multi-layered unity in which some 
aspects are more important than others.

Textual meaning is only one of many 
aspects, and sometimes not the most impor
tant one; to stick to it would often be mis
leading. T hat’s why there would not be 
much sense in staging Samson’s biting of the 
thumb in the first scene of Romeo and Juliet, 
a contemporary gesture of contempt used by 
the Capulet servant to irritate the servants 
from the Montague household. Since this 
gesture is entirely lost on today’s Czech 
viewer, I felt obliged to change it. In my 
translation, Samson, instead of biting his 
thumb, spits in front of Capulet’s servants 
and thus triggers a chain of reactions leading 
to the death of the two lovers. It is obvious 
that idioms and puns cannot be translated but 
must be replaced by expressions that have 
the same function in the target language. 
However, these are often not just isolated 
jokes. Textual ambiguity develops a whole 
dramatic situation, in which a pun is a com
mon denominator of subsequent exchanges, 
as in Act II, scene iv among Romeo, Mercu- 
tio, and Benvolio, with its obviously sexual 
undertones; this is one of the passages that 
has become almost unintelligible to English 
speakers of today and is often skipped when 
the play is performed. Former Czech transla
tions closely following the original produced 
an almost surrealistic text, which was in this 
playful and humorous scene rather inappro
priate. In this scene I ventured to distance the 
translation from the text of the original and 
write a text of the same length, which would 
express a similar mood, using puns and plays 
on words, and keeping the same dramatic 
function as the original. So in Czech the pas
sage goes roughly like this— in my 
makeshift translation back into English;

Benvolio: Here comes Romeo. Here 
comes Romeo.

Mercutio: Only in his flesh, he left his spir
it with his darling and now he is like a dried 
carp (Czech  idiom meaning he lost all his 
strength). Signor Romeo, bon jour. There’s a 
French salutation to your crumpled “fazona” 
(looks— Czech word of French origin).

Romeo: Good morrow, gentlemen.
Mercutio: But, of course, you are an Eng

lishman.
Romeo: W hy Englishman?
Mercutio: Because you took an English 

leave from us last night (in Czech “ English 
leave” equals “French leave” in English).

Romeo: I’m sorry, Mercutio, but something 
fantastic happened to me and in such a case 
one forgets “sluSnost” (politeness = proper 
behavior).

Mercutio: Such a polite boy and he forgets 
about “sluinost”? W hat kind of “nesluine" I) 
impolite; 2) bawdy things did you do? Tell us!

Romeo: I meant “zdvoN lost’T  = co ur
tesy— synonymous to politeness without any 
connection to bawdiness in negative)

Mercutio: “NesluSnost” often begins with 
“zdvohlost” ( = Bawdiness often begins with 
courtesy).

Romeo: This was a "sluSny” I )  polite; 2) 
smart “postreh" (remark, observation).

Mercutio: N o , it was a “nesluSna”
(bawdy) “nardzka” (allusion).

Romeo: I “postreh” (remarked) it.
Mercutio: Right.
Romeo: For this “nariika” (remark, hint) I 

could “ti jednu vrazit” (give you a beating, hit 
you), (nariika converted from the verb naraz- 
it = bump, the same root of the verb vrazit = 
hit, beat)

Many more obstacles appear in dubbing 
Shakespeare’s plays for TV or film . An 
“untranslatable passage” often cannot sim
ply be replaced by a text rendering the origi
nal because one also has to take into account 
the visual side. In film, actors are rarely posi
tioned with their backs to the camera or con
cealed by darkness. M ostly, they speak 
directly to the camera. Here the translator 
has to follow not only the meanings and for
mal aspects of the original, but has to trans
late all the actions, gestures, and punctuation 
and, last but not least, his words in Czech 
must fit into a mouth articulating Shake
speare’s English. The rule here is compro
mise, often reached after a long effort to 
meet all the requirements at once. When 
Samson is actually biting his thumb on the 
screen, in my dubbing version I had to invent 
a dialogue which justifies this action, has the 
same courteous and simultaneously childish 
tone, and is capable of instigating the quar
rel. The brevity of English, which brings 
about a higher semantic density than Czech 
can achieve, is a considerably greater prob
lem in dubbing than in translating for the
ater, especially when the actors have chosen

to speak very fast. In the first scene, in which 
Benvolio meets a morose Romeo for the first 
time in the play, the original offers this rapid 
exchange:

Benvolio: W h a t sadness lengthens 
Romeo’s hours?

Romeo: Nothing that which, having, makes 
them short.

Benvolio: In love?
Romeo: O ut—
Benvolio: O f love?
Romeo: O ut of favor where I am in love.

This passage, which is in prose, is not dif
ficult to translate for theater, but for dubbing 
it is different. The main problem is that “In 
love?” in Czech requires six syllables, “Jsi 
zamilovany?”, which is obviously too long 
for dubbing, especially when both the actors 
are in close-ups facing the camera in the 
bright morning and their exchanges have a 
machine-gun speed. And so, after translating 
the first two lines fairly precisely, I had to 
find a solution for the following four lines 
that would express about the same meaning 
and at the same time fit the actors’ mouths. 
After Romeo’s sigh that there is nothing to 
shorten his time, instead of asking “In love?” 
Benvolio suggests “Zkus ldsku!” (Try love!) 
with an appropriately open “A” to round out 
his mouth. And Romeo fires back: 
“ZkouSIm.” This has a double meaning in 
Czech: 1) I am trying; 2) I am tried = tested 
= tortured. And again there is this precious 
OU which gives the lips the shape of "out.” 
Benvolio wants to make sure he understands, 
asking “Ldsku?” in the sense “Are you trying 
love?” And Romeo makes his point: “Ldsk- 
ou k 16, kterd nemiluje m2,” which means “I
am tortured BY loving her who doesn’t love 

»*me.
Translating and especially dubbing 

Shakespeare raises problems like these quite 
often and the translator has to dare to cut into 
the Classic and make him fit a particular lan
guage and a particular time. There is no way 
to learn whether Shakespeare would OK 
these changes. The playwright is no longer 
responsible for the plays which are daily pro
duced (often abused) under his name all over 
the world. And however hard the translator 
tries to serve the author fairly and in good 
faith, he is not the last member of the chain. 
And so it can happen that after the transla
tor’s torture to find a solution, an actor reck
lessly swallows just one sound and ruins all 
the work. (As happened with the last exam
ple mentioned here when the actor recording 
Rom eo’s voice by mistake said “ ldsku” 
instead of “ldskou.”) However, Shakespeare 
can survive even that.

J ir l Josek is a translator and visiting lec
turer at Cornell University.
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continued, from page 3

of proportion, opposing contours, or haptic 
moments (as when the child’s knee presses 
hard against the woman’s body) and, miracu
lously, by the use of an impasto layer of low- 
intensity purple between the figures that sets 
free the spaces, and determines the give and 
take between the forms. Hanson’s painting 
carries on the long tradition of responsible 
control of the wild energies of art that runs 
from Egyptian tomb paintings, to 5th-century 
black-on-red Greek vase painting, to the 
mosaics at Monreale, to Signorelli’s frescoes 
at Orvieto, to Picasso’s Guernica.

Hanson willed all of his work to the A. D. 
White Museum at Cornell where the current 
director had little comprehension of its quali
ty and farmed it out to secretarial offices 
around the campus or sold it outright at bar
gain-basement prices. The Museum of Mod
em Art and the Nelson Gallery acquired his 
work, he exhibited in all the major national 
group shows, including the Carnegie Interna
tional, he had a reputable New York dealer, 
and the Cornell Press published a monograph 
on his work, but none of these modest suc
cesses added up to a solid reputation. Perhaps 
if he had remained in England he might have 
taken his rightful place as the peer of his more 
famous British contemporaries, Sutherland, 
Nicholson, and Bacon. Instead, he settled in a 
provincial upstate town in a country where the 
art world was dominated by the tastes of such 
people as Clement Greenberg, Henry 
Geldzalder, Leo Castelli, and the Sculls. As a 
fastidious man with no talent for self promo
tion and no in-group coterie of supporters, he 
hadn’t a chance to make it in the instant art 
history books of the day.

Now that belief in the fantasy of ultimate 
aesthetic justice has been abandoned in the 
face of the sheer amount of art works pro
duced in recent years; now that electronic 
contraptions are about to replace the old hand- 
controlled image-making techniques; and 
now that hybrid forms such as site-specific 
constructions, performance art, and multi- 
media events will probably eliminate the 
small remaining audience that responds to the 
traditional empathetic and haptic power of 
marks and tones that are generated by human 
touch, and organized on a flat bounded sur
face, it seems unlikely that Hanson’s work 
can be rescued from oblivion. But at least he 
had the immediate happiness of producing 
and contemplating the creations by his own 
hand that gave form to his experiences of life, 
put forth in images of authentic clarity. That 
kind of professional fulfillment is all that any 
of us poor, mortal, egocentric, vulnerable, but 
lucky artists can count on.

Kenneth Evett is a painter and emeritus 
professor o f art at Cornell University.
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Next-Door Loners Swan Song
continued, from page 8 

know about the case,” but I think that I am in 
my treatment of the characters. I hope that by 
not pushing the emotions of the characters 
onto the reader—by not commenting on them 
directly—I leave room to connect emotional
ly with the character. Chekhov says, “When 
you want your reader to feel more, you must 
become, as a writer, colder to your character.” 
Some people might say that “Finding Amy” 
and “Calling” are very cold stories. But I want 
to give room for the characters’ feelings to 
come through. I don’t want them to be pathet
ic either.

SG: In “The Big Wheel,” you present the 
story of a dramatic rescue followed by its 
aftermath.

SO: That came from a Syracuse Herald- 
American story—a first-person, “local hero” 
column. This guy, I believe he was a high- 
school shop teacher, did save someone from a 
burning building. He said that that was the 
high point of his life. That made me rather 
sad. He made it sound as if that one incident 
somehow counted more than all the years 
he’d spent teaching, which I thought must be 
completely untrue. But you could see how 
that could happen to someone.

SG: The title story features an academic 
who seems to be more comfortable economi
cally but no more comfortable psychological
ly than your other protagonists. Does this 
story reflect some aspect of your own experi
ence as a teacher?

SO: My experience in academia really 
hasn’t been anything like that. Once again, the 
story is about isolation. I was fascinated by a 
story of someone taking over the office of a 
medievalist who had died. This woman had to 
take over his office and found that his desk 
was crammed with the remnants of something 
like twenty years worth of lunch—a godawful 
mess. I liked that image of the desk, and, after 
awhile, the rest of the story came pouring out. 
I also worked in the funeral that no one comes 
to—an idea which has always been a favorite 
of mine.

SG: I found “Mr. Wu Thinks” one of the 
more cheerful stories in the book.

SO: Mr. Wu is an optimist through and 
through. He’s based on a man who worked in 
a convenience store in my neighborhood in 
Boston. He was a good guy and someone I 
saw every day. I was trying to write a collec
tion of stories about people in that neighbor
hood, because it was a mixed neighborhood 
that had everybody in it. I wrote three or four 
stories and then started in on some other pro
ject. But Mr. Wu hung around.

SG: Mr. Wu writes a new chapter in his life 
when he takes an English language course. He 
sees translation more as an opportunity than a 
problem. Is he is the writer in all of us?

SO: He’s creating his world. It’s not just 
language that’s opening up the world to him, 
but himself. He’s being asked to go out into 
the world, which is a frightening proposition,

and he’s taking the first step in going to the 
language classes.

SG: Your characters are very vivid. Do any 
of them resurface in your novel, Snow 
Angels?

SO: Snow Angels is based on “Finding 
Amy.” One of the central events in Snow 
Angels is the search for this little girl. The nar
rator is Arthur Parkinson, who, in the short 
story, finds her. It was written about an area of 
the country I’m very interested in, which is 
that sort of exurban area, not truly the country, 
not truly a town, just these ranch houses out in 
the middle of nowhere that we drive by all the 
time. Again, I asked “what if?” What if you 
were a fourteen-year-old boy and you found 
the body of a four-year-old girl—how would 
you live with that?

SG: How did you come to edit John Gard
ner’s On Writers and Writing?

SO: I’m interested in him as a writer and as 
a teacher. He helped teach me how to write 
through his non-fiction works. The books 
have some of the finest advice that can be 
given to beginning writers. When I was writ
ing in my basement, I didn’t know any other 
writers and he was basically my classroom 
and my mentor.

SG: Are there works in this collection that 
haven’t been published previously?

SO: I dug out his “General Plan for The 
Sunlight Dialogues” from the University of 
Rochester’s Gardner archives. It really lays 
out how he’s going to write this novel and 
how it’s going to work—this huge, gigantic 
novel, multiple plots, multiple narrators— a 
wonderful book.

SG: Do you think critics are changing their 
assessment of his career?

SO: Gardner’s stance in On Moral Fiction 
that all fiction should have a moral center was 
greeted with a firestorm of controversy. But in 
the end it proved to be true. You see how he 
uses that moral yardstick in the reviews and 
essays in On Writers and Writing.

SG: To what extent does the advice “write 
about what you know” apply to your work?

SO: I’ve worked with settings from every
where I’ve lived. I’ve also set stories in Okla
homa—and I’ve never been to Oklahoma. My 
novel Sentimental Journey [not yet published] 
is set in 1943 in the Aleutians, where they’re 
planning the battle of Attu. I’ve never been to 
Attu and I’ve never been to 1943. But I do try 
to research.

SG: How do you feel about writing from 
the point of view of a woman or a non-white 
character?

SO: The writers I have the greatest respect 
for write about anybody. The job of the nov
elist is empathy. If you can’t summon empa
thy for characters that are totally different 
from you, you’re going to write narrow fic
tion. I don’t want to do that.

Susan Qilmore is currently a lecturer in 
American literature at Wells College.
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continued from page 4 
is a species of Italian light opera, which 
Nino’s mother defines as “a big to-do about 
love— with music.” As Nino (at the age of 
8? 9?) observes of an opera his mother does 
take him to:

Artful music. All those tonal images, those 
tonalities, were emotions, were lights and 
shadows, were shallows and coves of harmo
ny or of unease. The implication of feeling in 
each separately pronounced melody, voices 
and instruments conjoined, and the colors of 
the costumes in the stage light, and the rapid 
movem ents and dance and flutter of the 
plot— how dangerous the moments were!

Had the story ended on some such note 
of dance and flutter, with Nino and Onni 
batting their eyelashes but never touching, 
it would have been another of Brodkey’s 
brilliant pebbles, another aria of love and 
frustration that he sings as lyrically as any 
American writer has since Henry James. 
And Brodkey lacks entirely James’s horror 
of the flesh. A las, to fill out a novel he 
brings Nino and Onni back for a postwar 
encore, as Nino’s mother, now divorced, 
returns to Venice with her son, now four
teen, in tow. He reconnects with Onni, now 
sixteen, and all that was m oist is now 
soggy.

Nino and Onni’s childhood romance is 
turned into a soap opera of adolescent 
secretions, and no amount of “sensitive” 
writing hurled at the situation can make it 
interesting. Indeed, the more nuance Brod
key tries to wring from the situation, the 
more monotonous it becomes. Onni’s inno
cence is gone: he had become a male pros
titute during the war, was given to a Nazi 
officer, and is now being prostituted by his 
mother and aunt. Fascism has left its mark 
on O nni’s body and his sp irit. He has 
grown hard and arrogant, and love between 
the boys is increasingly a contest of power 
and humiliation, marked by cruelty, edged 
with madness, fueled by cocaine. History, 
politics, parents, context all disappear, as 
all motives are reduced to small vanities 
and vesicle urgencies. There might have 
been another seventy poignant pages in this 
situation. However, that Brodkey tried to 
wring another three hundred pages out of it 
is a sheer exercise in obstinate virtuosity, 
as the book dissolves into a mere exhibition 
of skill and reading it is like watching an 
NBA basketball player practice five hours 
o f j ump shots. M ake that tw enty-four 
hours. You may be awed by the ease with 
which the feat is repeatedly performed, but 
the odds are that you won’t be in your seat 
when he is finished.

Mark Shechner is a writer living in Buf
fa lo  and a regular co n trib u to r  to The 
Bookpress.
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W hat’s Love Got To Do W ith It?
hair. One may love the whole 
person, body and spirit, but 
hair becomes the fetish of that 
love. Yielding and soft, sump
tuous and colorful, decorative 
and dangling, it invites a lover’s 
touch.

She also captures the essence 
of disenchantment:

A  boyfriend, on the verge of 
breaking up with me, once 
exclaimed with a wince, “Your 
hair!” “W hat’s wrong with it?” 
I asked, suddenly vulnerable as 
a trembling fawn. “W ell, 
there’s just so much of it..” he 
said. I knew then that every
thing was over between us.

(Of Ackerman’s sumptu
ous mane, novelist Paul West 
has written “She has serious 
hair, which I have always 
called her coal-black weather 
system, and often her face 
vanishes into it on a windy 
day as some stars into these 
coalsacks we find in the 
Milky Way.”)

In an interesting essay 
called “Sexual Chic: Perver
sion as Fashion,” the author 
asks what one is to make of the emergence of 
“unsubtle sex and bondage” themes from a 
subcultural phenomenon to a mainstream 
component of magazine advertisements and 
other elements of popular culture. One expla
nation, she suggests, is fear of loving.

Intimacy takes high-wire courage; it’s danger
ous. O ne could be humiliated, lose face, be 
forced to relive old traumas. Perversion is a 
defense against that intimacy. Instead of facing 
the vulnerability and complexity of a real rela
tionship, where everything is at stake, one 
invents a fantasy that is violent and taboo 
enough to be erotically exciting, but where 
people are dehumanized.... Once they’re dehu
manized, the w ould-be partners pose no 
threat. But there is still the sexual excitement.... 
Perversion is what people resort to when inti
macy fails.

Myrrhina 
by Pablo

and Kinesias from Aristophanes’ “Lysistrata ” 
Picasso (in the collection of the MOMA)

ters of taste, and what causes one reader to 
shudder will escape another unnoticed. I 
myself find it difficult to read a passage like 
the following without wishing that I hadn’t:

W e  have changed the world, but not ourselves. 
How are we supposed to use ancient attitudes 
to solve contemporary problems? You can’t 
teach an old dogma new tricks.

Nor do I believe that the interjection of the 
timeless wisdom of Stephen Stills into this 
observation on infant education adds anything 
to the strength of the statement:

The brain is flexible and does change, but it does 
so most easily when we are young. Though love 
is a natural tonic that all infants crave, it must be 
fed to them and thus taught As the lyrics to a 
pop song warn: Teach your children well...

continued from page 2

book rejoices in the senses as it does in the 
spiritual and emotional fact of life itself,” he 
said. “Astounding erudition. This is the prose 
of a distinguished poet.” Ackerman, it would 
appear, had hit her stride.

It is a level she maintains in her latest 
work, A Natural History o f  Love, which 
seems an almost inevitable extension of 
Senses from an examination of basic experi
ence to an investigation into one of our most 
powerful emotions.

“What truly fascinates me is the spectacle 
and enterprise of being alive—all the dramas 
of nature, all the intrigues of the human con
dition. To better understand both, I had to 
study how we sense the world—and also how 
and why we love—because they play such 
vital roles in our lives. But I really can’t 
explain why at a certain moment I chose to 
write about the senses or love or any other 
subject. I suppose the pieces will fit together 
in some sort of mosaic that reflects my 
curiosity about life.”

Love, of course, is a difficult thing to 
describe. In the carefree days of my youth, 
novelist Kingsley Amis’s assertion that you 
were in love with a woman when “you want 
to go to bed with her and can’t, and you don’t 
know her very well” seemed true to experi
ence. Age has brought the wisdom to see the 
limitations of that particular characterization, 
but defining love is still no simple task. Ack
erman herself acknowledges the problem and 
admits that, in order to cover all the varieties 
of love, any definition must be extremely 
general.

“I think love is a happy, passionate con
cern for the life and growth of someone else,” 
she says. ‘The minute you become as inter
ested in someone else’s life and happiness as 
you are in your own, you enter the realm of 
love. Notice that there is no erotic element in 
this definition. There certainly can be an erot
ic component, but there doesn’t have to be. 
And it might also be that you so much enjoy 
the person that you delight in spending time 
with them, but you can also love someone 
who lives at a distance from you.”

She is disturbed by models of love that 
depict women as passively waiting to be 
swept off their feet. “They suggest that a 
knight in shining armor is going to come and 
find a woman and heal her life. It’s magic. 
There’s nothing wrong with falling in love at 
first sight, but remember that love at first 
sight is only possible between strangers. 
Once you get to know somebody and discov
er what you have in common, a richer rela
tionship can evolve, one that has a better 
chance of lasting. Many women were raised 
to believe the opposite, that you just wait 
until lightening strikes, for some stranger to 
come along and be the governor of your 
fate.”

This seemingly mundane emphasis on 
compatibility needn’t take the romance out of

things, however. “I don’t feel that knowledge 
takes the romance out of anything,” she says. 
“The more I learn about the universe, the 
more extraordinary I find it. It doesn’t bank
rupt the miracle for me. And the same is true 
of relationships.”

In A Natural History o f  Love, Ackerman’s 
own personality once again acts as the orga
nizing principle for a vast amount of infor
mation and experience. The book is not an 
abstract philosophical treatise but an exami
nation of love on a local, personal, everyday 
level, integral to our lives in the same way the 
senses are. Like the volume that preceded it, 
A Natural History o f  Love can be neatly 
divided into five parts. The first (composed of 
the first two sectons) tells the history of love 
from Ancient Egypt to the present day. The 
primary source of information here is litera
ture—hieroglyphic love poems, the myth of 
Orpheus and Eurydice, the story of Abelard 
and Eloise, the life of Casanova. This is sup
plemented by a survey of the major theories 
of love, including those of Plato, Stendhal, de 
Rougemont, Proust, Freud, and the “attach
ment theorists.” The continuity of ideas, says 
Ackerman, is startling. “Culture has changed, 
but the feelings associated with love are 
essentially the same. There are the same mis
givings and self-recriminations. It’s really 
fascinating to see that what lovers are really 
concerned about in love has always been the 
same.”

The next part of the book attempts to iden
tify the nature of love through neurophysio
logical and anthropological sources, examin
ing such phenomena as the chemistry of 
mother- and father-love, the changes that 
take place in our bodies when we become 
infatuated or develop long-term relation
ships, the physiology of pregnancy, and the 
relatively unique problem of the “loving-dis
abled”—those who, through physical or even 
cultural trauma, find themselves incapable of 
loving. This is followed by sections on the 
erotics of love— including essays on the 
importance to lovers of the face and the hair 
of the beloved, the relationship of women 
and horses (which comes close to the “aes
thetics of the horse” Ackerman had hoped to 
write earlier), men and mermaids, and the 
“sensuality of looking,” among others.

A section on “Love’s Customs” includes 
an essay on marriage, titled “Flesh of My 
Flesh,” followed by the somewhat less poetic 
“Of Cocks and Cunts,” and a piece on adul
tery, extravagant gestures, and crimes of pas
sion. The final section of the book concerns 
such varieties of love as altruism, love of 
children, religious love, and love of pets.

Readers will find much of interest here, 
even in the sections dealing with seemingly 
fam iliar topics. Her observations on the 
importance of hair, for instance:

W hen lovers describe their sweethearts, they 
usually mention the color and length of their

While there is something for everyone 
interested in the human comedy to be found 
in this volume, not every reader will be satis
fied. Because Ackerman covers so much 
ground, specialists who know a given territo
ry in minute detail may find the sections 
related to their area to lack the depth they 
might desire. And those who blanch at flights 
of lyricism might find “vulnerable as a trem
bling fawn,” quoted above, and similar, 
equally enthusiastic, locutions a bit much. 
Such objections, admittedly, are largely mat

These, however, are minor quibbles. For 
the common reader— a class in which I 
include myself and every sensible person I 
know—A Natural History o f  Love holds much 
that will entertain, much that will help us to 
better understand ourselves, and even much 
that will help us endure in these often trying 
times.

Michael Serino is a writer living in Ithaca, 
and a regular contributor to The Bookpress.
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