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Gail Holst-Warhaft
The month of October has been dedicated by 

the United States Holocaust Museum in Wash
ington to Greek victims of the Nazi occupation 
o f Greece, particularly to Greek Jews. The 
month’s events will begin with discussions and 
lectures about the deportation o f the Jews, 
Greek/Jewish relations before, during and after 
the Holocaust and to a comparative investiga
tion of events in Greece and other countries 
occupied by the Nazis. It will end with a concert 
by Maria Farandouri, who will present the Mau
thausen cycle o f songs: settings by Mikis 
Theodorakis of poems by Iakovos Kambanellis, 
a non-Jewish Greek survivor of the Mauthausen 
concentration camp.

The annihilation of Greece’s Jewish commu
nities has remained one of the least-known chap
ters in the story of the destruction of European 
Jewry during World War II. Until recently there 
were no monuments in Thessaloniki or Athens 
to the Jews murdered during the Nazi period, 
and the only attempt to document the life o f the 
once flourishing Jewish communities was the 
collection of artifacts and oral testimonies by the 
director o f the small Jewish museum of Athens. 
The Holocaust Museum’s selection of Greece as 
the focus of a month’s events reflects a surge of 
interest in the fate of Greek Jews, not only by 
non-Greeks but by Greeks themselves.

No one is certain exactly how many Jews 
were living in Greece at the time of the German 
occupation, but it is generally agreed that of a 
population of 70,000-80,000, fewer than 10,000 
survived. Dieter Wisliceny, Eichmann’s deputy 
in Greece, claimed that 60 to 65,000 Greek Jews
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were brought to Auschwitz. By September of 
1944 only 2,500 o f these were still-alive and 
many more died before 1945, when they were 
marched to other camps. By far the largest pro
portion of those who were transported and who 
died in the camps were from Thessaloniki 
(Salonika). The virtual disappearance of the 
Jewish community o f Salonika, a city once 
proudly known as the “Jerusalem of the Balka
ns,” marked the end of an era as unfamiliar in 
the West as the brief and terrible tale o f its 
destruction.

Jewish communities were attested in Greece 
from late antiquity. Some Jews may have lived 
in Greek cities as early as the Babylonian Exile 
(586-530 BCE). During the medieval period, 
the Jewish communities of Greece were dis
persed throughout the country, and engaged in a 
Variety p f  actiyjtjqs, ppjqbly The jsilki trade of

Thebes.
In the late fifteenth century, when the 

Ottomans succeeded the Byzantine rulers of 
Greece, their system of administration by millet, 
or semi-autonomous religious community, gave 
the Jews considerable freedom. The Ottomans 
welcomed Jewish immigration as a stimulus to 
the economy of the Empire. Jews fleeing perse
cution, particularly in Spain, took advantage of 
the opportunity to settle in the urban centers of 
the Empire. In the year 1492, more than 20,000 
Sephardic Jews arrived in the city of Salonika. 
Because of their large numbers the newcomers 
soon imposed their language and customs on the 
local “Romaniot,” or Greek-Jewish community, 
and the city became a major center of Sephardic 
culture.

During the 19th-century Greek War of Inde
pendence, thousands of Peloponnesian Jews

were massacred by Greeks who considered them 
allies o f the Turks, but Salonika only came 
under Greek rule in 1912. Its population at the 
beginning of the century was more than one half 
Jewish and only a third Greek. The rest of the 
population was comprised of Turks, Bulgarians 
and others. Turkish was the official language of 
administration, but most of the commercial life 
o f the city was conducted in Ladino. The busy 
commercial port even closed down on Friday 
afternoons because the waterside workers were 
almost all Jews. Despite its absorption into the 
Greek state, Salonika remained an important 
center of European Jewry. Beside its Roman and 
Greek ruins, mosques and Churches, the city 
boasted 32 synagogues and a cemetery with 
300,000 marble memorials, including some dat
ing from the early Christian period.
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Wrestling with Rilke
Joseph Dallett

Last month’s issue of The Bookpress featured a 
stimulating short article by John Bowers, along 
with translations by him of each of two poems of 
Rilke and, for contrast, earlier translations of the 
same poems by Stephen Mitchell. As someone 
long familiar with these two Rilke poems and not 
without experience in rendering German poetry 
into English verse, 1 thought I would try my hand at 
translating the first of them myself ( “Archaischer 
Torso Apollos"). I have not consulted translations 
other than the two mentioned—there must be a 
number of them—but I feel that multiplying ver
sions of the same original text can build, through 
comparison, further fascination with the act of 
translating. It also may help to illuminate some of 
the richness of the target language, as well as its 
occasional stubbornness.

Archaic Torso of Apollo

We did not know his head, that nonpareil, 
its eyeballs' ripening apples. But still glowing— 
a candelabra—is his torso, showing, 
within, his gaze agleam and holding well

(only, retracted). Otherwise his,chest— 
its bow—would fail to daze you, no discerning 
a smile that's passing from the loins' slight turning 
to that mid-point, th' engend'ring it possessed.

This stone would otherwise be marred, not tall 
under the shoulders' lucent plunging fall, 
its shimmer, of wild beasts' pelts, leave no traces;

would over its whole surface not be breaking 
forth like a star: for here there are no places 
that don't see you. Your life calls far remaking.

Like John Bowers, I am in favor of preserving 
the metrical and rhyme schemes of poems like 
these in English translation. But 1 pursue this goal 
with more fanaticism than he has done in his ver
sion. It is indeed hard to “find enough good rhymes 
to indicate unambiguously the rhyme scheme of 
the original,” but one may want to face down this 
difficulty. The metrical scheme of “Archaischer 
Torso Apollos"—typical for one form of Italian 
sonnet—calls for three pairs of masculine rhymes 
(lines 1 and 4; 5 and 8; 9 and 10) and four rhyme- 
pairs with feminine endings (Aber/Kandelaber; 
Drehen/gehen; -felle/Stelle; and Rdndem/(indent). 
Bowers nowhere uses a feminine ending, substitut
ing masculine endings for feminine throughout 
and, in the sestet, creating two word-pairs which he 
designates as “partial rhymes” (“fur”/”there”; 
“light”/”life”). Stephen Mitchell’s minimal stab at 
the use of feminine endings does not reveal any 
passion for disciplined form in this area: “torso” in 
his line 2 has no rhyme-mate at all in line 3 (as 
against Rilke’s spectacular A her and Kandelaber), 
and “shoulders” in his line 10 (unrhymed else
where) sits at a place where Rilke has an unmistak
able masculine rhyme in Sturz (rhyming with kurz 
in the preceding line).

Mitchell’s language offers luster nevertheless 
and gives direct access in most places to Rilke’s 
meaning. The same can certainly be said for Bow
ers’s version. I have tried to imagine what someone

translating these English texts back into German 
without knowing Rilke’s poem (but aiming at its 
precise sonnet form) would end up with. I daresay 
that, with luck, something of Rilke would indeed 
emerge at the other end, more perhaps than would 
be the case if my translation were the point of 
departure. In a conversion of, say, Bowers’s poem, 
the translator would not necessarily be at a loss in 
constructing the required feminine endings from 
scratch; however, without two of the images I have 
retained from Rilke’s text (Kandelaber/”cande
labra” and Bug/”bow”) the approximation to 
Rilke’s German would most likely break down, as 
the original images are so unexpected.

In any event, my determination was to follow 
faithfully (as they say) Rilke’s rhyme scheme in its 
metrical realization. His meter, as Bowers notes, is 
iambic pentameter, even when one line in the Ger
man sonnet (11, Unter der Schultern durch- 
sichtigem Sturz) gets away with just four primary 
stresses, two of them in dactyls that help to imitate 
the rapid movement seen in the shoulders of the 
torso (in my version I could only come up with one 
dactyl in this line, just what Bowers has).

But Rilke’s fidelity to the iambic pentameter of 
his poem despite rhythmic shifts means that in each 
of the eight lines with feminine endings there are 
eleven syllables and in each of the other six lines 
there are exactly ten. To achieve a replica of this 
pattern of syllabification I resort in several places to 
contractions. One (line 2) is not made visible in 
print but understandable when spoken my way. 
The reader may judge whether my insistence on 
such regularities-cum-deviations has resulted in a 
“distortion of English syntax and exotic and bizarre 
word choice” (Bowers, in a general remark). I 
enjoy the diction of the other two translations even 
where there is formal looseness.

Differences in structure between German and 
English usually mean that an English translation of 
a German text (even in prose) cannot reproduce the 
exact word order of the original, even if word-for- 
word equivalents are available. But the translator 
should not allow his or her idea-bearing formula
tions to migrate too arbitrarily. 1 may possibly have 
done that by letting my equivalents of nur zuriick- 
geschraubt and sich halt und glanzt trade places 
across the formal break between line 4 and line 5, 
though Rilke, too, has his second sentence span
ning lines 2-5, and one could say that between the 
two quatrains there is indeed enjambment.

German punctuation can sometimes suggest a 
sharper cut in a progressing sentence than the cor
responding punctuation in English would; thus 
Rilke’s line 13 ends in a comma before the relative 
clause at the beginning of line 14; but the speaker’s 
voice does not really pause here since it is a case of 
a restrictive relative clause (the kind that must not 
be preceded by a comma in English). In general I 
have kept up with Rilke’s deployment of enjamb
ment.

“Archaischer Torso Apollos, " as it moves 
through the first quatrain, derives from the missing 
parts of the original statue (the head and, with it, the 
eyes) a luminosity that shows up in the remaining 
torso as a whole and ultimately results in a kind of 
nova in its initial stages; but this brightness, this 
sheer visibility, is converted at the end into an all- 
seeing object: as you, the viewer, behold it, all of it 
beholds you. Meanwhile, in lines 5 to 11, the blind

ing light of the figure’s chest and a glimmering 
below its shoulders are identified as impressions 
“you” have expressly because of the mutilated con
dition of the torso; in the region of the loins a kines
thetic impression is recorded through a metaphor 
(Lacheln) which for some readers may also recall 
the absence of the head of the statue (for some, not).

Along with the pattern of light-imagery, the son
net lives largely from one of the glories of the Ger
man language, its unreal (contrary-to-fact) sub
junctives, of which, however, Rilke uses only the 
present-tense forms here. The dazzling that the 
torso’s chest “could not [would not be able to]” 
effect, the direction in which the “smile” in the 
abdominal region “could not go,” how the torso 
“would stand [appear],” its shimmering that 
[“would not be there”], and how it “would not be 
erupting like a star”—all these contrary-to-fact 
assertions shape the visible actualities of the statue 
serially. The appearances emerge directly from the 
unreal expressions contesting them. All of them are 
enabled by the absence of the statue’s head, with 
which the torso would not exert its extraordinary 
power. Rilke underscores his imagined hypotheses 
twice with the adverb sonst, “otherwise.” Mitchell, 
Bowers, and I all make sure to use this operative 
word in our English versions.

In my first line, “nonpareil” doesn’t seem to me 
to be “exotic” or “bizarre”; the trouble with the 
word nonpareil is, rather, that it can denote some
thing all too familiar to some people, a specific 
bonbon with “nonpareil” as its trade name; but its 
primary meaning as a noun is “something of 
unequaled excellence” (Webster). Rilke is after 
such a meaning with his adjective unerhortes; in its 
colloquial usage today this word means “incredi
ble,” “fantastic” or (negatively) “outrageous,” 
“scandalous”; but it can (in a suitable context) indi
cate “unparalleled,” and that’s one reason why I 
have used “nonpareil.”

The very next image, “its eyeballs’ ripening 
apples” (Rilke’s darin die Augenapfel reiften) is a 
bit complicated. Augapfel is the standard word in 
German for “pupil of the eye,” also “eyeball” and, 
most commonly, “something precious”; most dic
tionaries do not carry a plural, but Rilke, playing 
with the word, puts both of its components into the 
plural. His reiften suggests that he is thinking less 
of pupils of eyes than of eyeballs (to evoke the look 
or feel of eyes in early Greek marble statuary even 
while subjecting these absent eyes to an arch 
organic metamorphosis, for in surviving examples 
of imbedded sculpted eyes, now if not always with
out paint, the pupil is commonly not indicated at 
all). English of course offers the parallel “apple of 
the eye,” and it too can denote pupil or eyeball (as 
well as “something precious”). My rendition, “eye
balls’ ripening apples,” aims to express in three 
words what Rilke expresses in two: Augenapfel 
reiften, while my word “its” is to perform the work 
of both darin and die.

In line 3 ,1 was able to keep Rilke’s Kandelaber 
(minimally modified); I see this as a standard with 
candles, not, as Bowers does, as an “oil lamp” 
(Mitchell has “lamp”). If the participial adjective in 
Rilke’s line 4, zuruckgeschraubt, is to be related to 
the candelabra itself (instead o f the “gaze” 
[Schauen] of the once-not-headless torso), I am at 
a loss to translate it within my parameters, since I 
cannot, with Bowers, picture there being a single

wick, “my” candelabra having (off stage, as it 
were) two or more candles. I prefer to restrict the 
range of zuruckgeschraubt to Schauen anyway; it 
can (certainly in current usage) mean “retrenched,” 
“reduced” (above all in an economic context), 
which might certainly apply to a gaze without eyes! 
The remarkable thing is that Rilke ingests the simi
le by extension when, in line 4, he places the gaze 
(the Schauen) of the torso (the glow of the carved 
stone [line 3] being what, initially, the candelabra 
resembles) in the candelabra—to gleam on. Legiti
mately enough, Bowers gives the immediate loca
tion of the gaze as the “glow” of the (lamp-like) 
torso (or “trunk”); but in supplying the gaze with its 
own “wick just barely fed” he seems to convert this 
gaze into (part of) the “oil lamp” representing the 
Kandelaber. As with Rilke, Bowers develops his 

— metaphor outof the foregoing simile. I, too, had no 
compunction in converting the simile to a metaphor 
and attributing the gleaming (though “retracted”) 
gaze to the still glowing torso thus metaphorically 
delimited, though my “candelabra” stands farther 
from the gaze than in Rilke. Mitchell compares the 
luminous torso with a “lamp,” and locates, like 
Rilke, the “gaze” in this source of illumination, but, 
in declaring this gaze to be “turned to low,” con
jures up a stove! Whatever direction the intentions 
of translators take, imperfection may attend us.

My parentheses around “only, retracted” in line 
5 depart from Rilke’s usage; they are meant to help 
with intonation and semantics. The word “bow” in 
my line 6 (not rendered literally in either o f the 
other translations) refers, as does Rilke’s Bug (his 
line 5), to the bow o f a ship; o f course this 
homonym in English calls for an explanation for 
the ear and/or the eye. Also in line 6 ,1 use “daze” in 
the awareness that the word can have associations 
with brightness (Webster gives “to stupefy with an 
excess of light”) no less than Mitchell’s “dazzle” 
and Bowers’s “bedazzle.” In line 8 I have fallen 
back on two contractions: “th”’ and “engend’ring,” 
which may seem archaic, though I have no trouble 
in pronouncing them smoothly. On the other hand, 
my “that’s” in line 7 and “don’t” in line 14 border 
here on colloquialisms. (As for “ripening” in line 2, 
it is meant to be contracted when spoken; I hesitat
ed to make the contraction graphic, not wanting to 
prompt an unwanted shortening of the first vowel.)

Reluctantly I made do without a close equivalent 
of trug in line 8; Bowers’s “borne” (though an inver
sion from active to passive) is closer to the Rilke 
word than is my “possessed”; Mitchell’s “flared” 
(unlike my choice) was clearly not prompted by the 
need for a rhyme. The physical act of “carrying” is 
important in Rilke’s conceptual world, even though 
Rilke’s word for the genitals—Zeugung—usually 
denotes procreation itself rather than anything car
ried. Rilke’s past tense, trug, suggests to me that the 
broken torso, which by definition lacks arms and 
legs (not to mention a head), is also without “its” sex
ual member.

In line 11, my “wild beasts’ pelts” (-felle is actu
ally a plural) is not what I would have wished for, 
since the truest equivalent of Raubtier is “beast of 
prey” or “predatory animal,” but my die was cast. 
Whether the Raubtierfelle or furs are to be imag
ined as still on their rightful wearers is moot.

Joseph Dallett has taught German Literature at 
Cornell University.
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The Big Chill
Walter Hang

C ornell U n iv e rs ity ’s d e term ina tion  to 
build a Lake Source Cooling (LSC) Project 
has fig u ra tiv e ly  and lite ra lly  to rn  Ithaca 
apart. C itizens, alum ni, env ironm enta l 
g roups, and sovere ign  N ative  A m erican  
nations oppose the $55 million project to air- 
condition Cornell’s campus with cold water 
drawn from Cayuga Lake. But Cornell stub
bornly pushes on— digging up streets, cut
ting down century-old trees, burying miles o f 
giant pipes from its 
campus to the very 
edge o f  C ay u g a’s 
waters.

O ne w onders 
why Cornell clings 
so tenac iously  to  
LSC as opposition 
mounts and superi
or energy a lterna
tiv es  are adop ted  
by other un iversi
ties and in s titu 
tions. H ow  m uch 
c ritic ism  is C or
n e l l’s B oard o f  
Trustees willing to 
absorb? How much 
e n v i r o n m e n t a l  
dam age is it w ill
ing to inflict?

Cornell current
ly air-conditions its 
cam pus w ith  cold 
water generated by 
eight giant chillers 
that, w ith  one 
exception, depend 
on ch lo ro flu o ro 
carbon refrigerants 
(CFCs) whose pro
duction and impor
ta tio n  has been 
banned by the U.S.
Clean Air Act as a 
threat to the earth’s 
p ro tec tive  ozone 
layer. W hile C or
nell has reportedly 
stockpiled enough CFCs to last for years, 
that supply will eventually become depleted 
and the chillers will have to be retrofitted or 
replaced.

Cornell proposes to continue to utilize its 
environm entally threatening,' energy-ineffi
cient chillers for an indeterm inate period, 
while supplementing its chilled water supply 
by tapping Cayuga Lake for up to 46 million 
gallons o f  cold water per day.

This plan has three fatal flaw s. Cornell 
would: unnecessarily prolong damage to the 
ozone layer; eschew  far superio r energy 
alternatives that could better meet its air con
ditioning and power generation needs; and 
subject Cayuga Lake to an environm ental 
impact with potentially irreversible and dis
astrous consequences that no scientist can 
accurately predict. With all due respect, Cor
nell has sa iled  into dangerous, uncharted  
waters and should change course before it is 
too late.

First and forem ost, C ornell’s search for 
non-CFC air conditioning alternatives was 
insufficient and must be reinvigorated. Many 
economically and environmentally superior 
air conditioning and power generating solu
tions are being rapidly developed and should 
be researched further. For example:

• Cornell’s CFC chillers could be replaced 
by units that use non-CFC refrigerants for a 
tiny fraction o f  the $55 million price tag o f 
Lake Source C ooling. This w ould  be the 
fastest, easiest way to reduce Cornell’s CFC 
threat to the ozone layer, leaving Cayuga 
Lake untouched. Moreover, the cost savings 
could fund other energy and environmental 
improvements.

• Cornell could produce chilled w ater by 
utilizing ground-source based cooling sys
tems or tapping cold groundwater supplies 
under and around the campus. This would 
avoid subjecting Cayuga Lake to environ

mental risks by using closed loop, open loop 
w ell w ater or o ther ground-source based 
cooling alternatives. Because these systems 
could be built far closer to Cornell than the 
middle o f  Cayuga Lake, inherent energy and 
construction cost savings could be garnered.

• Cornell’s existing CFC chillers are dri
ven, in part, by electricity supplied by a coal- 
fired power plant that contributes to air pol
lu tion , ash d isposal and g lobal w arm ing 
problems. The environmental threats posed 
by this facility dwarf the impact o f Cornell’s

CFC chillers. Cornell could easily purchase 
power or burn clean natural gas instead o f  
coal in its existing cogeneration system. This 
would produce electricity and steam with far 
few er p o llu tio n  hazards. The e lec tric ity  
could  drive non-C FC  ch illers o r ground- 
source  coo ling  system s. S team -driven  
absorption water chillers could replace the 
CFC units. Even be tte r, s ta te -o f-th e -a rt 
cogeneration alternatives could be utilized, 
such as the innovative gas-fired cogenera
tion system recently built by the Massachu
setts Institute o f  Technology.

• Finally, Cornell should vastly reduce its 
energy use and environm ental im pact by 
immediately adopting comprehensive, cam
pus-w ide energy conservation  m easures. 
Cornell’s energy-wasteful ways are notori
ous to students and faculty and should be 
halted irrespective o f  its air conditioning 
quandary.

Instead o f  pursuing these tried and true 
w ater-chilling and energy-saving alterna
tives, Cornell fixated on a LSC Project that 
was utterly unprecedented in its scope and 
potential environmental impact. This alter
native w as prom oted as a cost-e ffective , 
energy-efficient, endlessly renewable way to 
rep lace  dangerous CFC ch ille rs. I f  that 
sounds too good to be true, it is.

In reality, LSC clearly violates state and 
federal environmental protection statutes for 
C ayuga L ak e ’s sha llow  sou thern  end 
because it would exacerbate the lake’s exist
ing water quality violations instead o f elimi
nating them as required by law and common 
sense.

LSC would draw cold water (41 ° F) from 
a depth o f 250 feet near the bottom o f Cayu
ga Lake and pipe it more than two miles to a 
heat exchange fac ility  located  near the 
southern terminus o f  the lake. The cold lake 
w ater, which contains phosphorus, would .

pass continuously through heat exchangers, 
absorbing heat from a huge five-mile closed 
loop that would send chilled refrigerant to 
the campus and return heated refrigerant to 
be re-chilled.

A fter passing through heat exchangers, 
the temperature o f  the lake water would be 
raised as much as 15° F. All o f  the heated, 
phosphorus-containing water would be con
tinuously discharged 500 feet off-shore into 
an area o f  Cayuga Lake only ten feet deep.

That specific portion o f  Cayuga Lake has

extensive pollution problems, notably non
point source hazards associated with storm 
water and agricultural run-off, leaking toxic 
sites, and erosion  from  stream banks and 
roadbanks. Consequently, LSC would exac
erbate water quality impairments that have 
persisted in southern Cayuga Lake since the 
early 1960s, including phosphorus concen
trations that produce vast algae and aquatic 
weed infestations; turbidity that has banned 
swimming at Stewart Park for decades; and 
turbidity that threatens fish spawning and 
drinking water quality.

In 1996, the N ew  Y ork D epartm ent o f  
Environmental Conservation (DEC) includ
ed the sou thern  5 ,000 acres o f  C ayuga 
Lake— an area that stretches from Stewart 
Park nearly  to T aughannock Park— in its 
Priority Waterbody Listing o f known or sus
pected impaired waters.

In April 1998, the DEC listed the same 
portion o f  Cayuga Lake as a threatened Class 
A A (T) w ater quality  lim ited segm ent for 
nutrient and silt pollution pursuant to section 
303(d) o f  the U.S. Clean W ater Act. This 
listing identifies waters where effluent limi
tations required by federal law are insuffi
ciently stringent to achieve applicable water 
quality standards.

To date, no comprehensive environmental 
assessment, management plan or pollution 
control program has been proposed or car
ried out to solve these w ater quality prob
lems.

P u rsuan t.to  section  122.4 o f  the U. S. 
C lean W ater Act, 33 U .S .C .§1313(d), no 
permit may be granted: “To a new source or 
a new discharger, i f  the discharge from its 
construction or operation will cause or con
tribute to the violation o f  water quality stan
dards.”

LSC’s clear violation o f  this key provision 
. for. both phosphorus and turbidity was first

documented in a legal memorandum submit
ted last D ecem ber to DEC C om m issioner 
John Cahill by Peter Lehner, a prom inent 
water quality lawyer with the respected Nat
ural Resources Defense Council. After pro
v id ing  invaluab le  assis tance  to  Ithacans 
opposing LSC, Mr. Lehner left NRDC and 
currently serves as the head o f the Environ
m ental P ro tection  B ureau for N ew  Y ork 
Attorney General Elliot Spitzer.

The EPA-approved narrative water quali
ty standard for phosphorus provides that it

shall be limit
ed to “ [njone 
in am ounts 
tha t \*ill 
resu lt in 
algae, w eeds 
and slim es 
that w ill 
im pair the 
w aters for 
th e ir  best 
u sag es .” 6 
N .Y .C .R .R . . 
§703.2.

C a y u g a  
Lake c lea rly  
v io la tes  tha t 
s t a n d a r d  
because its 
w aters are 
often so inun
dated  w ith  
giant m ats o f  
f l o a t i n g  
w eeds and 
algae that 
s w i m m i n g  
and boating  
are all but 
im p o s s ib le .  
This summer, 
islands o f  
w eeds and 
algae the size 
o f  foo tball 
f i e l d s  
clogged  the 
southern lake. 

L SC ’s d is
charge would undoubtedly contribute to the 
violation o f  that standard because: a) phos
phorus is the limiting growth factor for algae 
and aquatic weeds in Cayuga Lake, especial
ly the soluble reactive form o f phosphorus; 
b) Cayuga Lake at a depth o f  250 feet report
edly contains betw een two and four times 
more soluble reactive phosphorus than the 
surface water near the discharge; and c) any 
discharge o f  so luble reactive phosphorus 
would be rapidly uptaken by aquatic plants 
upon discharge.

The New York State Department o f  Envi
ronmental Conservation granted LSC’s dis
charge perm it by simply failing to enforce 
the narra tive  standard  for phosphorus. 
Instead, the agency determ ined that LSC’s 
discharge would not be expected to exceed 
the “guidance value” for total phosphorus 
near the middle o f Cayuga Lake. The phos
phorus guidance value has no enforcement 
authority under state or federal law and utter
ly fails to assess the environmental impact o f 
soluble reactive phosphorus in the highly 
impaired area o f  the discharge.

This stunning regulatory failure was cou
pled w ith a parallel failure to enforce the 
w ater quality  standard for turbidity . That 
narrative standard provides that suspended 
and settleable solids, such as silt, shall be 
lim ited to “ [njone...that will cause deposi
tion  or im pair the w aters for th e ir  best 
usages.” 6 NYCRR §703.2.

Public bathing at Stewart Park along the 
southern  shore o f  C ayuga Lake has been 
banned for decades due to high turbidity lev
els. Construction o f  LSC’s intake structure 
along more than a mile o f  the shallow bot
tom o f the lake would exacerbate existing 
water quality violations associated with silt. 
Section 122.4(i) specifically prohibits per
m its w hen w ater quality  v io la tio n s are 

. . . . . . . . . .  continued on p age  J 0.
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Off Campus at

THE BOOK El? V
This presentation is part of our ongoing series of readings and talks in 
the Women's Community Building.

Sunday, October 3, 2 :00  pm 
Graham Russell Hodges
In Root & Branch, subtitled Afr ican Am ericans in N e w  York & East Jersey. 1613-1863. G ra
ham Hodges, professor of early  American history at Colgate University, presents a co m 
prehensive history of African Americans in N e w  York City and its rural environs from  the  
arrival of the first Afr ican— a sailor m arooned on M anhattan Island In 1613— to the bloody  
D ra f t  Riots of 1863. Hodges explores the in te rtw ined  them es of freedom  and servitude,  
city and countryside, and w ork, religion, and resistance that  shaped black l ife in the  
region through tw o  and a half centuries.

Sunday, O ctober 17, 2:00  pm 
Jen Hill
In An Exhilaration o f  Wings. Jen Hill ce lebrates one of 
the  most pdpular leisure activ ities w or ld w id e  w ith  
selections fro m  the lively l i tera ture  about birds, b ird 
ers. and bird behavior that  f lourished b e tw e e n  1750 
and 1910. Famous and unknown w riters  a like— from  
John Muir. John James Audubon, and W ordsw o rth  to 
the  large ly  fo rg o tten  ornithologist Florence Merriam  
and the  d ed icated  am ateur Theodore Roosevelt—  
in te rm ingle  in passages taken  from  professional  
diaries, belles le ttres. l ite ra ture , correspondence, and 
notebooks. Jen Hill is currently  a Ph.D. candidate  in 
L ite ra tu re  at Cornell University.

Sunday, October 24, 2:00  
pm
Mitch Weiss & Martha Hamilton
Bring the  kids and join m aster sto ry te l lers  Martha Hamilton and Mitch Weiss for an a f t e r 
noon of fan tasy . In celebration of their n ew es t book. H o w  & W hy Stories: World Tales 
Kids Can Read and Tell. M artha and Mitch will spin the magic th e y 'v e  becom e w ell  
known for. Not only wil l  tales be told but th ey  wil l  fo l lo w  each story w ith  tips on timing.

intonation, gestures, and body language.  
T hey  will also be joined by kids w ho are 
perfecting  their own storytell ing  te c h 
niques. Martha Hamilton and Mitch Weiss  
are "Beauty and the Beast Storytellers." a 
husband-w ife  team  who have been p re 
senting storytell ing  perform ances and 
workshops throughout the world.

Sunday, October 31, 
2:00
Irene Zahava

Join us for a reading by Irene Zahava. one of O ff  Cam pus’ best friends, the director of 
Emma's W riting Center and the librarian at the W om en's  Com m unity  Building Library. 
Irene wil l  read from  her n ew es t collection of short stories. The House o f  Schlock.

Bashert
One '.v destiny

Light rains down through the pine in muzzy patches. 
Unripened blueberries. Strawberries 
among the timothy.

On the lake, whitecaps
scored by wind into splendid music.
Sunlight teasing the newest white in your beard.

Our bodies
stretch side by side on the granite outcrop.

Above your head a leaf 
tossed from a dying birch 
prematurely,

a small gold rag
embroidered with a leaf-miner’s destiny.
The boyish scaffold o f your smile in shadow.

That we have come this far together
is miraculous.

Because once,
truth was my enemy. I didn’t call it lying then.
In my mind I said, I’m-Saving-Him-From-The-Pain.

Death threw bravos at me, 
hummed at my heels.
The lying

was a trick I played on myself, ignorantly,
the way children do
when they hold their breath.

But 1 was too old to taunt angels.

Years ago we came here 
in winter, season o f blankness, 
the dark happening larger and larger each day.

That’s how 1 remember it.
We had stopped shining.

July now, and in a few hours 
the shore-hugging pines 
will begin their double lives

under the water’s onyx surface 
where the stars
settle into their signature designs.

Then the loons will come on
song passing through their prehistoric bones,
emptying the air o f  all other sound.

'Mate. Mated. Such simple words.
Bashert.

D ale M. K ushner

V i s i t  u s  o n - l i n e  a t  
w w w . t h e b o o k e r y . c o m /

B O O K P R E S S

A nsw ers to  th is  
m o n th ’s cro ssw o rd  puzzle :

MHfllM MPIKIHI.T 
ITPIMMI’IMKIIIMMPUIHIIIH 
felMt'J MMUiWI tJI.'IMII

MPitiiuwiti iiiw im iiie i
HMMM HMHIT 

KIPIPIM HPIMM Ml.ilJ 
MMPIMPIWPIIIMPIMMUMM
tii.iufct p im p k im  pipipipi
l ie m ill h ih h m i:i mr iniPi

PIANOS
• Rebuilt

• Reconstructed
• Bought

• Sold
• moued

• Tuned

• Rented

Ithaca Piano Rebuilders
[607)272-6547

310 4th St, Ithaca (off Hancock St, 2 blocks from Rte 13) 

Complete rebuilding services.
Do Job too big or too small.

Jtop cooking 
healthy.

Why cook when you can stop by 
our newly expanded, full-service 
deli? It's not Just realty good -  

it's really good for you.
Non-members are always welcome.

7ou Belong Were

---------^ ---------
GreenStar Cooperative Market

Comer of Seneca and Fulton 
Open Dally ?-j m  m

Sunday
10-2

Crispy Corn Fritters 
Lemon Souffle Pancakes 
Farmhouse Breakfast 

Eggs Benedict 
Waffles 6 Compote 

Omelettes with 
Breadbasket 

RoasteclGarlic Potatoes 
Chicken-Apple Sausages 
Specials change daily

D ew itt Mall, Ithaca 
273-3473

cafe  De w i t tl$ m ■■_ ■u■G■

http://www.thebookery.com/
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Apples of the Eye II
David Weiss

Back in early October with my daughter, I 
walked through this orchard and its vegetal 
swan song splendor amid the glut o f things pro
liferating. Row after row o f Macintosh and 
Rome Beauties, each tree spread and pulled 
downward by countless red, round weights. In 
open, sun-drenched patches lolled sunflowers; 
pumpkin vines shambled along the ground. 
Spinal stalks o f Brussel sprouts. Plum tomato, 
ripened and overripe, blurring beyond number. 
Everything profuse, inflationary.

All o f it so pleasurable—the day, our easy, 
playful talk, our aimless ambling, edged with 
rapture. Fruition: beyond argument, beyond 
regret, a force that took the pang out of brevity.

Time seemed stalled in the second, swarm
ing like m etallic green beetles until I felt 
“warm days will never cease.”

Yet, in the odor of apple, there was a sharp
ness, the hint o f something vinegary that rose 
from the softened, fallen apples at the base of 
each tree. A sharpness that argued against the 
blandishm ents o f abundance. A sharpness 
inside this great yield.

Yield: a word which means both giving forth 
and giving way.

Mid-February now, and I am here by myself. 
The orchard trees like a phalanx of octogenari
an Atlases, arthritic, crushed by the sky. Clouds 
low. Snow-heavy. The air disputatious, the 
wind remonstrating.

The sere hillside has turned in on itself as 
though having drawn the leaves o f the trees 
back in through the stems and banked under
ground their green embers. Like walking 
among stained-glass leading whose glass has 
been broken out.

Windfalls by the hundreds, now, lie mound
ed beneath the trees, browned, puckered.

Apples, one or two to a tree, hang on in the 
branches, each like a sailor in rough seas high 
up in the crow’s nest. I watch one, buffeted, 
twisting, a Northern Spy, maybe, attached by a 
slender stem no longer um bilical, neither 
falling nor plucked, just dangling, out of sea
son, solitary, an apple after my own heart.

Why after my own heart?

In the fall, I ’d come with my daughter. In 
that season’s bright culminations we had come 
to speak about the beginning of Genesis which 
she was going to give a talk on. I don’t know 
why autumn feels more like Creation than 
spring. Maybe it’s that flowering feels fragile, 
tenuous, whereas harvest seems strangely 
indomitable. Spring must claw a foothold and 
eke its greenness out of unyielding ground.

Winter is something else altogether.
Today I’ve driven out here, restless, brood

ing, sunk in the sort o f hooded mood which, at 
its worst, makes me unfit company. A mood 
like mine generates its own weather, darkening 
the sky over those around me.

At such times, it’s best to get out in biting 
wind, among barren trees. A bad mood’s aim, 
bom of its own misery, is to infect others. It’s 
best to sequester, even quarantine, oneself. It’s 
best to find affinities, even camaraderie with 
forlorn w retchedness and its indifferent 
poignance:

A wooden power pole planted in a row of 
Jonagolds.

A  ladder braced in the crotch of a leafless 
tree, abandoned.

Outer leaves of cabbage like hands cupping a 
cheek, shaping

an emptiness where the head had been.

Fit emblems, it feels like, which figure back 
to me something o f myself, whether or not I 
know what they are fit emblems of.

What am I doing here today nursing like a 
toothache this inhospitable state o f mind? 
Nothing grand or dramatic. Mood, however 
overwhelming, is mute, inchoate, a shut-in. It 
needs an environm ent to “articulate” it. To 
bring it out.

Like a fledgling country, not yet become a

nation, a mood seeks an anthem, a banner.
In fixing on that one apple, that putative 

Northern Spy just dangling there, out o f sea
son, sweet-frozen, solitary, a single flickering 
phenomenon in a myriad of seething phenome
na, expression, miming or matches one’s state 
o f mind, takes form.

Whatever its psychogenic or biographical 
origin, that apple represents me more fully than 
any elected official I cast my ballot for.

Most o f the time, I don’t know the prove
nance of my moods or what they crave. Each 
one has its own electric charge to which parti
cles of language or of sight, coming in contact 
with it, adhere.

It may be that I cultivate such moods, 
because in the densely textured yet free-float
ing sensations o f which this mood is com 
posed—some unself-knowing roil o f surrender, 
bereavement, failure— I often find a force, one 
able to metastasize into words.

Mood: a dummy searching for a ventrilo
quist, which dissolves sensorium and scene in 
the aqueous solution of language until some
thing precipitates out.

What precipitates out? An image-emblem 
for something inner, which T.S. Eliot called the 
objective correlative.

It is in this sense that poets do not have sub
jects, or do not come to poetry with subjects. 
But it is in this way that poets find them.

Mood and meteorology; temper and temper
ature; temperament and terrain: A collusion of 
inner and outer.

And this, it seems to me, is poetry’s secret, 
which is an open one.

“My shoulders straighten, my stride length
ens,” writes Vivian Gomick. “The misery in 
my chest begins to dissolve out. The city is 
opening itself to me. I feel myself folded in the 
embrace o f the crowded street, its heedless 
expressiveness the only invitation I need to not 
feel shut out.”

This is often what a walk is about and what 
its ministrations do for us. Frigid hillside, night 
sky or city street become our secret sharer, 
returning to us what the mute, needy heart is 
after.

An apple orchard or city street, no less than a 
poem or book, works this way: we take it in 
and, then, reversing the gesture, inhabit it.

W ordsworth’s “we half-perceive what we 
half-create” captures this sense o f collabora
tion, half-creating what we half-perceive.

“Not subjective, not objective,” said Basho 
getting at a similar thing.

Of the drama she witnesses and the dialogue 
she hears on the street, Gomick says, “They 
return the narrative impulse to me. Let me 
make sense o f things. Remind me to tell the 
story I cannot make my life tell.”

The story I cannot make my life tell: It in a 
nutshell.

Thinking of those she earlier had encoun
tered in passing, she says, “I laugh to myself as

I hear again the words they spoke, see their 
faces and gestures. I begin revising the scenes, 
adding dialogue here, analysis there, commen
tary further on.” This is the prose writer’s, the 
story teller’s, secret o f how “to tell the story I 
cannot make my life tell.”

It’s the reader’s secret, too: any story is mine 
if I am large enough to feel it.

Meaning: any story can tell my story. All 
stories are capable of it.

A story does it through narrative and charac
ter. A poem by rhythm and figure.

Conspicuously, a metaphor moving in two 
directions at once, outward and inward, 
achieves this doubled expressiveness:

You may see their trunks arching in the woods
Years afterwards, trailing their leaves on the ground
Like girls on hands and knees that throw their hair
Before them over their heads to dry in the sun.
— Frost, “Birches”

The metaphor welds the two—birch trunks, 
girls—together. It is the bead where two met
als, perceive and create, fuse at white heat.

There, along the bead, the bead of words, 
what is fused is neither subjective nor objec
tive. The birch trees are more fully seen; the 
poet’s yearnings come clearer.

Subjective and objective, “these tiresome 
and absurd words,” said Ruskin.

Intense looking gravitates to metaphor to 
bring out an essence of the looked-at by its act 
o f likening.

The collie's bored. There's nothing to control...
The black cow is two native carriers
Bringing its belly home, slung from a pole.
—Norman MacCaig, “Fetching Cows”

In M acCaig’s attentive disdain for this 
domesticated creature, we can feel as a shock 
his insight into its body. Disdain’s dismissal is 
predicated on clarity o f perception.

A metaphor can also obscure or efface, how
ever, by grafitto-ing over the thing itself with a 
similitude. It can make the actual a manikin of 
the regarding self. Ruskin called this mis- 
ascription under the influence of strong feeling 
the pathetic fallacy, most commonly manifest 
in the figure of personification.

Of Coleridge’s “The one red leaf, the last of 
its clan,/ That dances as often as dance it can,” 
Ruskin says “he [Coleridge] fancies a life in it, 
and will, which there are not; confuses its pow
erlessness with choice, its fading death with 
merriment, and the wind that shakes it with 
beauty.”

I t’s one thing to let the world work our 
wooden lips and speak through us. Another to 
sit a slack-limbed world on our knee and make 
it mouth our words. But, of course, the matter is 
not a simple either/or. And because it’s not, 
because it’s hard to tell whether you are mis
managing language or misunderstanding your 
relation to the world and what the world is like,

the problem of half-creating what we half-per
ceive is not just a matter of how we see. The 
dangers o f mis-creating and mis-perceiving, 
and of not being able to tell when the world, to 
quote Hopkins, “wear(s) man’s smell” is a cen
tral subject of poetry itself.

It’s the obsession at the heart o f that enor
mous prose-poem Moby Dick, for example. 
What is the whale? What do we think the whale 
is? Can we know the whale (and the world) by 
chasing, cutting open, and meditating on its 
characteristics, mulling over facts about it, sto
ries, legends?

You can think of Moby Dick as an examina
tion of what can happen as a result of bad per- 
sonification. I t’s ju st a dumb beast, Ahab. 
Lighten up, will you? says his first mate Star- 
buck.

American poets have been vigilant on this 
issue.

A small bird flew before me. He was careful 
To put a tree between us when he lighted,
And say no word to tell me who he was 
Who was so foolish as to think what he thought.
— Frost, “The Wood-Pile”

They said, “You have a blue guitar,
You do not play things as they are."

The man replied, "Things as they are 
Are changed upon the blue guitar."

And they said then, “But play, you must,
A  tune beyond us, yet ourselves,

A  tune upon the blue guitar 
O f things exactly as they are."
— Stevens, “The Man with the Blue Guitar”

And Emily Dickinson, who understood, like 
Melville, that inherited theology mistook the 
figurative for the literal, satirized the worse- 
case scenario of bad personification:

“Faith" is a fine invention 
When Gentlemen can see—
But Microscopes are prudent 
In an Emergency

To see, or rather to see, requires “unfur
nished eyes.” Dickinson’s poems often work 
diligently to de-domesticate, to unfumish us.

Mood, strong feeling, habits of thought, can 
make the world in its image. But mood can be 
made, or made over, through seeing.

Here’s a poem of Dickinson’s which charts 
the changes from false to true seeing, and it 
does this by going from one kind of personifi
cation to another:

A bird came down the Walk—
He did not know I saw—
He bit an Angleworm in halves 
And ate the fellow, raw,

And then he drank a Dew 
From a convenient Grass —
And then hopped sidewise to the Wall 
To let a Beetle pass—

He glanced with rapid eyes 
That hurried all around—
They looked like frightened Beads, I thought 
He stirred his Velvet Head

Like one in danger, Cautious,
I offered him a Crumb 
And he unrolled his feathers 
And rowed him softer home—

Than Oars divide the Ocean,
Too silver for a seam —
Or Butterflies, off Banks of Noon 
Leap, plashless as they swim.

The first two stanzas example bad-faith per
sonification and compose the sort o f scene, 
translated to celluloid, you’re likely to find in 
an animated Disney film. It’s charming. It’s 
cute.

Yet what begins in this cartoonish, deco
rously Darwinian and well-m annered way

continued on p age  10
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Fat Aaron

I never heard enough o f his pitch to make 
sense o f it from the outside, and I was never 
allowed to push through the harem o f house
coats. There w ere the heads all pressed 
together, pronged with those big aluminum 
curling pins, from among which the gray ten
drils o f cigarette smoke threaded up into the 
clear mountain morning. I’d hear his mum
bling treble mutter. They would knee each 
other in their blueveined thighs, wallop one 
ano ther’s loose rum ps, and screech w ith 
laughter. He w as g igg ling  too, burbling  
rather; the chortle foamed out o f  his lungs and 
coughed through the tight fat channel o f his 
throat as i f  they w ere tick ling  him. And, 
though the ir ringed hands, their strong 
bonyknuckled , longnailed, fishchopping, 
meatslapping, carrotscraping, redpainted fin
gers picked at and patted and poked him, 
could he have felt anything through that blub
ber massed on his breast, blubber that came 
under his arms from his broad back and rolled 
dow n over the lead vat o f  his vast belly? 
W hen they had their d ay ’s bread the knot 
broke; each went clopping back in her slip
pers to her bungalow for breakfast, grinning. 
Som etim es one raised  a w ord o f  raucous

warning that Fat Aaron had had for another, 
“Sadie! If you can’t sleep, don’t try to beat it. 
Go see the big specialist down at the bak
ery!” At which a chorus o f  chokes and snig
gles racketed through the screendoors from 
half a dozen coffeemugs.

1 puzzled about Fat Aaron’s being a bloat
ed angel. He weighed three hundred pounds. 
He had the whitest lily skin, a great round 
head of golden curls, moist cupid lips o f wet 
pink, and downy cheeks red as Mclntoshes. 
His skin was white and smooth, white as the 
flour on his baker’s trousers. A cherub with
out wings I glimpsed in him, but not a ser
aph. Surely, he was not pure, not refined 
from all sensuality, a mature specim en o f 
any o f the host, not one o f  the thrones, dom
inations, princedoms, virtues or powers. But 
even cherubic there was something terrible 
about him. N ot the fatness, though he was 
som ething like those chubby hovering 
infants with their gold heads and disingenu
ous expressions: not baby, yet not adult, yet 
more naked somehow than the grand naked 
women spraw ling on velvet, more naked 
than the holy fat child in its m other’s lap. 
Maybe it was his blue eyes, chunks o f  lake

D on K arr
ice they were; m aybe the frizzled cigarette 
burning always in his mouth o f  sharp white 
teeth.

II.

It was near twelve Sunday night. The town 
still woke. Buses and cars yapped south to the 
city: happy people rested in the juices o f  the 
flesh were driving to their w eek’s sweltering 
work. The prison gates o f  the rancid theater 
grated shut at my back and I stood in the dusty 
threshold o f  Main Street. The ache o f murder 
was in me: my heart lusted after payrolls and 
m olls. W arner B rothers had m arked me a 
snarling four-reel con; my eyes were gorged 
with blood, my nose was pulped, cheeks and 
skull scarred  by p isto lw hippings, my feet 
dragged the irons o f  a spirit brought to book. I 
took desperate bearings for our cottage and cut 
out o f  town.

Then, clim bing the sharp hill that led my 
way hom e, I cam e into the cold native air 
blowing from the stars. Where the sidewalks 
gave out, the last houses were humped snoring 
shadow s. I stepped onto the w estering  
m acadam  road for the two m iles. A young

Jascha Kessler

Fat Aaron was a bloated angel.
This is what the mothers called him, 
winking that smile about things you 
w eren’t supposed to know. M oth
ers, aunts, they w ould have been 
sw eetly  righ t to have put it th is 
way— you couldn’t be supposed to 
know yet. Then their secret might 
have been washed down safe with 
coffee and buttered rolls; then their 
innocent suns would have careered 
unswerving and unspotted above 
the summer, neat and simple over 
the ro lling  haym eadow s golden 
with birdsong and buzzing clover in 
that good m orning reserved  for 
children since the night Adam cov
ered Eve, for children, who are set 
apart romping in an idyll, and grow
ing quiet as appleb lossom s in 
spring.

In such dum b w arm  A ugust 
nights the H olstein bull over the 
next hill bellowed black and white 
through the hours o f  that teeming 
darkness; he rattled the steel chain 
ringed in his mist-snorting muzzle, 
and the clanking links o f  his celi
bate bondage rang out through the 
roar that yearned out o f  the pink 
giant skinbags swollen between his 
shanks, and burst from  the organ 
pipes o f his heaving chest, thunder
ing over the valley  to rattle  the 
boards o f  the sleeping barns. And 
the fields seethed with chirruping 
crickets, the heavens dripped mete
or milk, there! there! A hot wind 
rushed up from the panting earth; 
flowers, berrybushes, wheatstalks 
o f grass burst their skin; the ground 
reeked with the rank musk, juice, 
and scents from the wrestling bod
ies and mixed sweat o f  things. In 
such nights you squatted round the 
gloam o f  a weenyroast fire as the 
spuds pulsed, idol eyes hot in the 
ruined embers o f  a jungle temple, 
you looked up at those bombinating 
skies, you hummed songs and dab
bled fingers with freckled brown 
g irls w hose m ouths w ere fruit, 
m oss their hair, and downy arms 
baskets to cradle your soft melon 
head. While far below on the porch
es o f  the clum ped cottages the 
m others mumbled over cards and 
tea, or strolled the road, their flash
lights glimmering like squids’ eyes 
beneath a tepid sea. Though there 
was a black thunderhead beckoning 
in the dog days, and an arm o f stut
tering fire by night, there was no 
voice in that furious music. Until I heard Fat 
A aron’s. And I knew him to be the arcane, 
masterful rabbin o f that season.

Fat Aaron was the bakery man. He deliv
ered to the bungalow colonies. About eight in 
the morning the truck would bounce, bang, 
hurtle up the driveway, that sassy horn toot
ing, and skid along to a rest as if  it had no 
brakes and no driver. The women would col
lect at the back. Then he trundled out o f  the 
cab, puffing and heaving, pawing and pinch
ing his way through them to the doors. Once 
at his station he dispensed breads, rye and 
pum pernickel and w holew heat and white, 
sticky je lly  buns, cinnamon buns and cup
cakes. They dribbled from his fat fingers into 
the paper bags, endlessly fluttering doves o f 
dough, m iraculous with each sweep o f  the 
arms. And like the greatest o f  Magi palming 
the eggs o f  milk and honey, he kept up his 
pudder all the while, with every bagful a daub 
o f  smut. The long rolls called saltsticks he 
called  “p ac ifie rs ,” and “W ednesday hus
bands”; cherries in the pie he said were gath
ered from the hotels clustered around Swan 
Lake; the p lain burntsugar drynutted cof- 
feecake was “OF Sarah.”
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and the Night Rider
moon floated at the end o f  it, just above the 
dark world's edge. It was the sire o f the Hol- 
steins, the wonderful metaled horns o f  the 
father o f bulls, who cropped whole forests in 
his grazing meditation. The thin arc o f  the 
young moon was a boomerang brandished by 
the hunter o f king kangaroo, who was stalk
ing into the long Pacific combers o f the night 
sky, the last o f the aboriginal pride. It was a 
Viking galley; the road unrolled toward it, 
wavering over a blue tundra, the track upon 
which the wolfpelted plunderer marched. The 
young crescent was the mythological brow o f 
the silver queen: the grassroot congress o f 
katydids fiddled her virtues night long, the 
cottontails mumbled praises as they munched 
their silver salads, the owls swooped on silver 
fieldmice for her sport, and in deference to 
her virgin nudeness most creatures dropped 
their eyes and slept.

I topped the rise and glanced good m id
night to the town sputtering out below. A 
truck careened past me going downhill like 
the yellow ghost o f a comet. It was the Manna 
Bakery’s. I turned and walked after it. There 
was a crossroads a few blocks back where the 
bakery loomed; when 1 came to it the truck 
was parked for loading against the sliding 
doors. I sidled up to them and stuck my nose 
through to get a look at the plant.

The air inside was hot moist and delicious 
with the aroma o f baking dough: hot poppy
seed, hot sesame, nuts, nutmeg and ginger, 
cinnamon and cloves. At the near end were 
tables loaded with baking trays; on the floor 
the great wicker baskets were lined up, some 
already filled with breads and heaped rolls. In 
the center o f  the vaulted room there were 
grouped the mixing machines, coated with 
flour dust, all fumbling and churning, their 
pronged steel arms plunged in steel cauldrons 
o f golden batter, revolving this way and that, 
backward and forward and around. Far down 
was the bank o f  roaring gas ovens, and their 
attendant. Fat Aaron.

He was the only one there. He was ladling 
loaves out o f  the black maws o f  his ovens 
w ith a tw enty-foot pole. H is shirt-sleeves 
were rolled up to the bulging elbows; a linen 
apron stained with the stiff goo o f white icing, 
splattered with chocolate and the blood o f 
tarts, draped from his neck to his ankles like a 
white caftan. He was monumentally brisk. A 
dozen breads at one scoop came out on the 
tongue as he stepped back, balancing his 
staff, and tipped them into a basket. A fter 
some hundred, he clanged the last little door 
to and turned around. He walked deliberately 
to me as far as the center o f the hall, holding 
the long heavy shovel lightly upright in his 
right hand, and stopped mid the cluster o f his 
thumping dancing machines, where he plant
ed the regal ash o f his baker’s scepter. His left 
arm swung out to invite me in. He smiled. In 
his high reedy voice he laughed, “Shalom, 
sonny! Come into the ark o f my tabernacle.”

He waggled a derisive wrist at the ceiling. 
“There’s nobody else here tonight to keep me 
company but the living god: BaalBerith, the 
lord o f  cookies and cupcakes; Baal-Zebub, 
the lord o f leavened loaves; Baal-Phegor, the 
lord o f the little broken hardon. Adonai must 
be lonely; he needs a quiff to keep him com
pany. You should have brought a girlie with 
you. W e’d tickle some cunny juice from her: 
that makes good cake.”

The batter had begun to thicken; he adjust
ed the mixers to a slower stroke. I was set to 
filling  a tray w ith  cupcake paper. A fter a 
while he switched o ff one o f  the machines; 
when he pressed another button the arm drew 
up out o f the sucking yellow stuff in the vat. 
“Take a taste o f  this,” he said as he stroked 
the vanes o f  the beater. Batter dripped from 
them and diffused in the rest o f the mixture. I 
ran my thum b over an edge. I said it was 
good, and it was better actually than after it 
was baked.

“Dropped from heaven,” he sighed mod
estly, lolling a pious head to one shoulder.

“W hat’s in it, vanilla?”
“Sure, sonny. Vanilla, and a little flour, and 

some scraping o ff  the floor; ten pounds o f 
butter, a squirt o f  m achine oil, and a little

sp it.” He giggled at the expression on my 
face. “You don’t believe? The baker’s spit is 
good: the breath o f life, the smoke o f  ruach, 
like G od’s in the mouth o f  the gingerbread 
Adam.” He hawked, and spat a nicotined glob 
into a pot still on the mix.

“Come here and hold this sack.” He handed 
me a coneshaped linen bag that had a wooden 
nipple at the apex. I held it spread open; he 
tipped the cauldron and poured the stiff batter 
into the open end, shoving it over with his 
palm. Then he slipped a ring over the gathered 
ends and knotted them. The whole sack went 
under his arm like a sucking pig to market. As 
I laid out the paper molds, he squeezed the 
dough through the nipple with pressure from 
his arm against the sack as it rested on his hip, 
and w ith two fingers flipped each gobbet 
neatly into a cup.

We worked fast. “What about the icing?” I 
asked when we were done.

“I t ’s already m ade for th is batch. N ext 
time, sonny, you’ll help. Y ou’re young and 
pure. It’s a boy’s sweet seed I got to have for 
icing. That m akes it good!” He squealed, 
drumming his belly.

I helped him load the baskets o f bread into 
the pungent truck, and we went o ff full gun. 
Fat Aaron drove with his belly, so tight did 
that girth press into the wheel. One arm lazed 
out the window, the other was dropped com
fortingly on my shoulders: the roads were his, 
he did as he pleased.

The M anna truck had been so tinkered 
with, the muffler magnified the blast o f each 
cylinder’s stroke, groaning and boiling on the 
upgrades with a monstrous catarrh, and letting 
off slobbish dysenteric grenades as it zoomed 
dow n slopes. The n igh tly  passage o f  this 
dragon through fifty miles o f countryside was 
wanton; it expressed the joyous contempt and 
abandon o f the driver who plied the gas pedal 
o f  the h ighballing  thing. The slipstream  
dragged sparks from  the cigarette  in his 
m outh. He handed me one from  his shirt 
pocket and I lit it from the tip o f  his.

He said, “This is one o f the beautiful facts 
o f  life. You don ’t know enough to like it. 
You’re still a kid, cabbage is the leaf o f  your 
heart. Look at you, you’re skinny with inno
cence. But me, I deliver the staff o f life, I’m 
round on all sides, white bread and dark bread 
and nutty dough.”

I laughed at him . He pu lled  over and 
stopped on the peak o f  the spur o f  W alnut 
M ountain. “And h e re ’s another fac t.” He 
drew a bottle o f whiskey from under his seat, 
drank, and passed it to me. “It might bum at 
first, but drink it.”

It seared; I swallowed bravely each time he 
urged me. We walked to the edge o f the road. 
“Look at that country,” he said. “Soon it’s 
going to be all yours; but you won’t like it.”

“It looks all right to me,” I said.
“Yes, from here that quilt looks like a bed 

o f  delights. But once you get down there for a 
good whiff it’s all small, it crawls with scur
rying sucking people. They’re vampires.”

I didn’t say anything. From that height I 
made nothing o f  it. Yes, a bed, heaped and 
various, o f hummocks and pastures and glac- 
ie r-ro lled  valleys, stands o f  trees under 
starlight like patches o f black broccoli, ponds 
and lakes where there was darkness visible, 
and simple scattered blocks o f  guileless habi
tation. What could he see, I wondered, in that 
lambent void which was to my vision mere 
massy landscape?

He drank and continued, “Look over there. 
Swan Lake. W e’ll drive to the hotels, The 
President, The Ambassador, The Swan Lake. 
That’s a world chock full o f girlies. The lights 
are still on in their rooms. You know what 
they do all night? They dance and they swiz
zle. They stand by the windows naked, and 
they com b their hair and look at the stars. 
Lovely. What I see in those bully buildings 
you couldn’t imagine. Let’s go, sonny.”

I leaped to my saddle in the truck and he 
squeezed in behind the wheel once more. The 
road coasted around the south end o f the lap
ping w aters o f  Swan Lake and descended 
between ranks o f  maples and poplars. We ran 
down and turned into a gravel strip that led to

the rear o f The President.
Most o f the windows, line over line for five 

stories, were dark. We lugged several baskets 
into the quiet kitchen. In the vague light the 
long galvanized tables gleamed dimly. The 
stoves and sinks and dishwashing machines 
were empty, quite dead; the floor was a holy
stoned spotless deck. Only an old white tom 
hissed, stretched himself, and shuffled away.

While Fat Aaron scribbled the bill, I went 
outside to look around again. The buildings 
seemed asleep; there was no life o f the night 
to be seen. I strained to see something. There, 
it m ight have been the g lim m er o f  a lan
guorous form; no, there, what 1 thought was a 
lifted arm and the nubile ivory o f a breast, a 
delicate  hand  caressing the rondure o f  a 
young belly . No. Y et they m ust be there 
behind the bluey sheets o f  glass; any moment 
a shade would roll generously up, or a ripple 
o f  cuddled laughter would sound. But the 
night b rought only  the sough o f  sum m er 
through foliage, the clunk o f  rowboats against 
the little wooden wharves a hundred yards 
off.

We stopped at The Ambassador, The Swan 
Lake. We delivered orders. Fat Aaron whis
pered o f what he’d seen just the night before; 
he pinched me and prophesied wonders. And, 
yes, there w ere som e lights, there w ere 
momentary insignificant shadows that moved 
in rooms; there were some murmurous voic
es, the tinkle o f  a dropped tumbler, gushes of 
water in hidden plumbing; but no music, none 
o f the promised cries o f ecstasy, no noises o f 
pleasure at all. Each time he came from the 
kitchens he asked me what I ’d seen, and I 
shrugged in disappointment. “It’s there,” he 
insisted, “you’re blind, sonny. The world is 
too cunning for you.” His eyes brimmed con
v ic tion  as he flapped pic tures w ith his 
obscene magical fingers. “But wait, w e’ll go 
up to Miriam’s at White Lake. She keeps the 
gold calf. I’ll show you what’s what.”

By that time my brains were flaring. We 
bowled along in the skies, plunging and rear
ing with the contours o f the earth. Fat Aaron 
cursed and laughed and sang words 1 couldn’t 
distinguish in queer tunes that never were, 
and he made the truck skitter at sixty miles an 
hour.

Then we w ere there. I stepped dow n in 
front o f  an old foursquare fram e building 
sided over to simulate logs. It was a tavern 
backed by the lake: The Harvest Moon. About 
a dozen cars were parked off under the trees. 
Inside, the lanterns over the bar w ere 
dimmed; the front door was locked, but the 
lights on the second floor glowed through 
drawn blinds, and a jazzy  hullabaloo was 
blaring upstairs.

He rattled the door. No one cam e. He 
kicked it, and sent me to hold down the horn 
o f  the truck. Finally, a shape appeared and 
m oved along the bar. “M iriam ,” he w his
pered. The door was opened to us. They grap
pled on the sill.

In a bassoon throat as deep as his was high 
she boomed out, “Angel cake! I thought I’d 
have to have a party without you. Come on in, 
virgin, you’re on time; the jo in t’s jumping. 
...Who’s the man o f  the world?”

“Sonny? I was shorthanded tonight, so I 
snatched him from his pisspot o f  a mother. 
H e’s pimply, but he looks already at home 
with that bottle.”

“D oesn’t he sta re !” she rum bled, and, 
latching hold o f  my ear, yanked me to her. 
“What a sweet present, Aaron: a ladyfmger.”

Miriam, cased in green satin, bangles and 
bracelets o f gold on her arms, loops and rods 
o f gold freighting her ears, was as big and as 
fat as Fat Aaron him self. Her hair was an 
auburn mane: without pins or curls, it parted 
from the middle o f her brow and cascaded to 
her shoulders where it fell as it wished over 
her bare arms, down her back, and down the 
freckled expanse o f  two breathing monad- 
nock breasts. She crushed my head between 
them and I smelled the thick richness o f  the 
living body o f an orchard. But when she bent 
her head to kiss me, it blew a west wind o f 
gin.

The stairs climbed to a posh parlor beneath

w hose scarlet ce iling  sw ayed clouds o f  a 
strange sweet smoke. In the center o f  the room 
an ivory babygrand was surrounded by 
clubchairs in which a trombone, a clarinet, a 
sax, and a trum pet slouched. They m ade 
m usic tha t no leg or heart ever beat to. I 
slumped in a couch.

There was a throng in the house who drifted 
in and out o f the music, joined head to knees 
in a kissing sigh. Like smoke they came and 
they went; doors banged down halls; there 
w as singing, laughter, m en grow led and 
shouted, women shrilled in delight, in pain, in 
anger; there were muffled chants such as I ’d 
never heard, though hum an voices made 
them. And the music played on and on, slow 
and cavernous, so slow it barely moved, or 
whipping, looping in the eyes so swift it daz
zled like sheet lightning in the muggy glow of 
the room. The buzzing place was rank with 
the writhing and kicking o f  naked ruddy arms 
and legs.

Suddenly the trumpet flourished a clarion 
fanfare. I was yanked to my feet by a hand of 
long nails and rings twisted in my hair, and 
dragged to a ring where 1 swayed between the 
hips o f two tall women whose arms were hot 
around me. The music had stopped. Then, 
with lonely hooched chords it began again.

Knees dipped, arms wagging loose before 
them, their bellies grinding and bumping, Fat 
Aaron and Miriam snaked to the center o f the 
circle. Their faces shone with sweat; their eyes 
blank and orbed, they approached, gyred, 
retreated. The music stepped up its rhythm 
and the crowd clapped and stamped in time, 
shouting, “Go! Go! Go it!”

The dancers thum ped the ir backsides, 
bum ped stom achs, sw iveled, p ressed and 
bumped, faster and faster. At the moaning cli
max their hands grasped each other’s hair, the 
auburn and the gold. I joined in as the chorus 
yelled, “Go! Go! Go!” and I heard his whinny 
and her contralto laughter sounding over the 
music.

Ill

I knew in my stupor that I was back in the 
truck, running through mists. I was aware o f 
the wet road, the cool dripping gray trees and 
the dank fernery past which we rushed. He 
said nothing all the way. W hen the truck 
slowed on the last hill I stumbled from it with 
a lo a f  o f  bread under my arm. It never 
stopped, and as it picked up speed Fat Aaron’s 
pinkwhite arm fumbled out and slammed the 
door shut. With a last sneering blat o f exhaust, 
it disappeared over the russet crest o f the hill 
into the jubilee o f dawn.

I stood on the shoulder o f the road breathing 
the dew-washed day. Rank upon rank o f  air in 
light, grain in the fields glinting against the 
first shafts o f the fresh sun and rippling in the 
b lue breeze, the grapes bunched from  the 
green arbors, swallows barreling over the tree- 
tops, the hawks spread in the upper skies. As I 
w alked down to the colony across the wet 
lawn to the white cottage, the sun shone full 
hurrah for victory. So this was Canaan! The 
green flesh o f  the world, that solemn land, was 
mine.

Jasch a  K essler is a writer and professor 
emeritus at UCLA.
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the Glenn G. Bartle (main) Library.
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Greek Tragedy
continued fro m  p age  1

By the outbreak of World War 11, the Jewish 
life of the city was in decline. Greek had been 
imposed as the official language, Sunday had 
become the day o f rest, and sections of the great 
cemetery were confiscated by the Greek author
ities. In 1917 fire destroyed much of the Jewish 
quarter of the city and, after the Turko-Greek 
War of 1920-22, thousands of Christian refugees 
from Asia Minor were resettled in Salonika. 
Athens had become the commercial center of the 
new Greece, attracting many Jews to the capital. 
In 1939, the population of Jews living in the city 
o f Salonika had dropped from about 90,000 to 
56,000. By the end of August, 1943, 500 Jews 
were left in Salonika, and most o f those owed 
their lives to the fact that they had kept their 
Spanish citizenship.

The deportation o f  Salonika’s Jews was 
achieved with remarkable efficiency. In three 
short months, from March to April of 1943, 
most o f the Jewish inhabitants were deported. 
By then all the archives, priceless manuscripts 
and synagogue ornaments had been destroyed or 
taken to Germany, and the cemetery monuments 
had been smashed.

Given the speed and thoroughness o f  the 
destruction, it is hardly surprising that accounts 
by survivors o f the Salonika community have 
been few. But another factor that discouraged 
the publication of memoirs by Greek survivors 
is the climate o f latent anti-Semitism that has 
always been fostered by the Greek Church, abet
ted by a political orientation of the country that 
became, under Andreas Papandreou’s adminis
tration during the 1980s, not only anti-Israel, but 
by association disturbingly anti-Semitic. The 
past decade’s changes in the political climate 
may have encouraged the spate of publications 
by and about Greek survivors in various lan
guages.

Jacob Stroum sa’s book, Violinist in 
Auschwitz, is interesting as much for its brief 
description of Jewish middle-class family life in 
Salonika before the transportations as it is for the 
account o f his unusual treatment in Auschwitz. 
Stroumsa’s father was a teacher o f Hebrew, 
Ladino and Jewish history in the schools o f the 
Jewish community. As a teenager, Jacob began 
studying the violin and became a passionate 
musician. Besides playing the violin, he studied 
engineering in France, where he managed to 
pursue his career as a musician at the same time. 
In 1940, when the Italian army marched into 
Greece from Albania, Stroumsa was mobilized 
and, like many Greek Jews, he fought with his 
unit in the mountains near Ioannina.

Under what Stroumsa refers to as the “first 
phase” of the German occupation of Salonika, 
from April 1941 until July 1942, most of the 
Jewish community lived a relatively undisturbed 
life. It was on July 11th, 1942 that 9,000 Jewish 
men were told to assemble in the one of the main 
squares of the city. Stroumsa and his brother 
obeyed the summons and were forced to per
form humiliating exercises such as hopping like 
frogs while people in the surrounding houses 
stared at them. Those who fainted because of the 
heat or the beatings by German soldiers were 
splashed with buckets of cold water until they 
revived. Finally, they were released with orders

to return to the square two days later. Stroumsa 
and his brother decided not to obey the second 
summons. Many of those who did were drafted 
into work camps from which they never 
returned. By now it was clear to most members 
of the community that the Germans meant them 
serious harm, and yet they stayed. Why?

Most of the scholars and survivors who have 
described the loss of 87-90% of Greece’s Jews 
have asked the same question. In their accounts, 
the figure of the Chief Rabbi of Salonika, Zevi 
Koretz, plays a leading role. Stroumsa adds lit
tle new information to Michael Molho and 
Joseph Nehama’s 1948 memoir In Memorium, 
but the story bears re-telling. An educated man 
of Polish origin, Koretz studied philosophy at 
the University of Vienna where he acquired his 
doctorate. A specialist in Oriental studies, in 
1932 he was invited from Berlin to serve as the 
chief rabbi o f Salonika and quickly added 
Greek to his formidable array of languages. In 
1941, on a trip to Athens, Koretz was taken into 
custody by the Gestapo and deported to Vienna, 
where he was interned for eight months and 
mysteriously freed. On his return to Salonika he 
was installed by the German authorities as the 
President o f the Jewish Community against the 
wishes o f the Community Council. From 
December 11th, 1942 until his deportation to 
Bergen-Belsen in the summer of 1943, he held 
the offices o f Chief Rabbi and President.

Early in 1943, two o f A dolf Eichmann’s 
most eager assistants, Dieter Wisliceny and 
Alois Brunner, arrived in Salonika and the third 
phase o f the occupation began. Immediately 
after their arrival, a ghetto was established in a 
poor Jewish quarter o f the town near the rail
way station. A high wooden fence was built, 
surrounding the ghetto on all sides. In March, 
Rabbi Koretz assembled the community and 
informed them they would be leaving for 
Crakow, where they would all find appropriate 
employment. To maintain the fiction of their 
destination, they were each given a check for 
600 Zlotys, whose exchange value in drachmas 
was noted down by the Germans. The next 
morning the people living in the ghetto were 
deported. The deportations continued in contin
gents of 3,000 every second or third day. 
Despite the brutal way in which they were herd
ed on board, Jews living in other quarters of the 
city, who might have escaped to the Italian zone 
or joined the partisans in the mountains, made 
no effort to escape. Stroumsa tactfully restricts 
his judgment of Koretz to rhetorical questions:

On the evening of March 14th, 1943, the 
evening before the first transport, at the 
bidding of the Sicherheitsdienst, Dr. 
Koretz called a meeting in the Baron de 
Hirsch synagogue for the purpose of 
instructing the ghetto’s residents that on 
the next day they would be transported to 
Cracow. Was he really unaware at this 
point in time that the destruction of the 
Polish Jews had already begun?

Stroumsa, his pregnant wife and the other 
members o f his family left on a transport of 
2,500, 815 of whom were assigned numbers.

The other 1,685 were murdered on their arrival 
at Auschwitz-Birkenau. No sooner had Stroum
sa entered the camp than he was informed by 
another Salonika Jew who worked as the camp 
physician about the fate of his wife and parents.

Not long after they had adjusted to the 
exhausting regime o f the camp the prisoners 
were asked by their block leader if any of them 
could play an instrument. Stroumsa was pushed 
forward by his comrades and admitted he could 
play the violin. An instrument was found and he 
played for twenty minutes. He was immediately 
transferred to the barracks which served as a 
conservatory and became first violinist o f the 
camp orchestra. Stroumsa’s knowledge of Ger
man, his engineering training and his violin
playing all helped him survive not only 
Auschwitz, but the “Death March” when the 
camp was emptied and surviving prisoners were 
taken to Mauthausen. He even survived a seri
ous case o f typhus, then managed to obtain 
French citizenship and be repatriated to France 
while his fellow-Greeks remained in an Ameri
can military camp. In Marseilles he met his sec
ond wife and they eventually settled in Israel. 
Stroumsa is not a man to dwell on the past or his 
losses; it is only when he returns to his home 
town on visits to Greece that he is overwhelmed 
by the past:

I always stay at the Hotel Amalia, across 
from the Stoa Modiano because there is no- 
one left with whom I could stay. I always 
wake up very early and sit on the balcony in 
order to gaze at the sea. I smoke cigarette 
after cigarette in fear that I may start to 
weep. A Greek Orthodox friend once met 
me alone towards midnight and said, “ I 
understand you, Jacques, you no longer 
know where you should go in Salonika, the 
city in which you once knew every stone." 
And that is the truth.

Like Stroumsa, Erika Kounio-Amariglio, the 
daughter o f an Austrian-Jewish mother and a 
Salonikan father, owed her survival in part to her 
knowledge of German. Her other language was 
not Ladino, which she could not understand, but 
Greek. Apart from attending the synagogue on 
high holidays,'the family seems not to have 
identified themselves so much as Jews but as 
Greeks. Erika’s father owned a photography 
business in the city. Her mother had fought hard 
to be accepted and seems to have succeeded in 
overcoming the family’s initial distrust o f her as 
a foreigner. Having given up her medical studies 
at Leipzig University to follow her husband to 
Salonika, she maintained a close connection 
with her family and sent her children back to 
spend part of each summer with her parents in 
Karlsbad. In 1938, when the Germans occupied 
Sudetenland, Erika’s maternal grandparents 
moved to Salonika. Initially the Kounio family, 
like Stroumsa’s, was not disturbed. A Gestapo 
officer was stationed in the house, but treated the 
family courteously. A German acquaintance of 
Erika’s father even asked him to keep an eye on 
his son, stationed in Salonika:

He, the German, availed himself of his

business colleague and personal friend 
and asked him, the Jew, to look after his 
son! For my parents it went without saying 
that they received the son of this friend in 
our house...

The Kounio fam ily’s kindness cost them 
dearly. When the young German was later 
arrested for anti-Nazi activities, his letter o f 
thanks to the Kounios was discovered. As a con
sequence, Erika’s parents were arrested. They 
were released when family friends intervened. 
In February 1943, when the Nuremberg laws 
were applied, Erika’s father, anxious to retain 
his property, signed it over illegally to a non- 
Jewish friend and was betrayed to the SS. They 
were immediately ordered into the ghetto. Like 
Stroumsa, Kounio asks the inevitable question 
of why the Jews made so little effort to escape 
their fate. As Greek speakers, the Kounios were 
in a much better position to hide than the major
ity o f Salonika Jews, who spoke Ladino.

The Kounio family were the only Jews on the 
first transport from Salonika who spoke Ger
man. They were immediately recruited as inter
preters. On their arrival at Auschwitz, mother 
and daughter were separated from the father and 
son and sent to Birkenau to work as translator- 
secretaries in the office of the “Political Depart
ment.” As prisoners who worked on the grounds 
of the camp, Kounio and her mother had special 
privileges. When they fell ill with typhus, both 
were sent to a camp hospital usually reserved for 
non-Jews and sheltered by doctors from selec
tion.

After the last transportation from Salonika, 
Erika and her mother were transferred to the 
Political Office at the main camp (Auschwitz 1). 
There, they worked in the Todesabteilung, the 
“Death Department” where records were kept of 
death certificates issued with fabricated causes 
of death for prisoners. Again, the Kounios were 
privileged, but it was presumed that having seen 
the records of exterminations, none of the work
ers at the Politische Abteilung would be allowed 
to leave the camp alive. Her exceptional and 
dangerous position gave Erika an unusually 
broad view of what was going on in the camp. 
The office made use of prisoner-messengers 
between the various parts of the camp and she 
and her mother kept themselves informed about 
the fate of the Greek prisoners.

In January, 1945, as the Soviet army 
approached Auschwitz, Kounio and her fellow 
workers were ordered to one of the crematoria. 
They were certain that they would be executed, 
but instead they were set to work for three days 
loading urns of human ashes onto trucks. When 
the camp was evacuated, Kounio and her moth
er, miraculously still together, ended up in Mal- 
chow, a wom en’s camp near Ravensbruck. 
From there they were marched on again, but 
managed to escape with three other Greek girls 
into the forest. Befriended by some Serbian offi
cers, Kounio and her mother reached Belgrade 
and finally Greece, where they were reunited 
with Erika’s father and brother, who had, just as 
miraculously, remained together and survived.

It was not until 1965, when she and her moth- 
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Losing our Chains
In  Sam  W e T ru s t: T he U nto ld  S to ry  of 
Sam  W alton  an d  How W a l-M art is 
D evouring A m erica
By Bob Ortega.
Times Books, 1998.
413 pages, $23.95 cloth.

Paul Glover
Sam Walton worked hard and became— by 

trial and m uch error— the m an who was 
ready, when the postwar baby boom met con
sum erism  and advertising science, to sell 
America everything. Although the supermar
ket and discount center had been invented 
decades before W alton’s tim e, they were 
marginal until the broadest public was ready 
to abandon neighborhood shops for cheap 
goods. Even during the Thirties, several states 
levied special “chain store taxes” to protect 
local businesses.

Some readers, for whom Wal-Mart is the 
gateway to paradise, or who might be inspired 
by the story o f  Sam ’s leadership to seek to 
become captains o f industry, may be attracted 
to W alton’s com bination o f  brutality  and 
geniality. There’s appeal in the raw struggle 
to dominate as effectively as Walton has.

Founded in 1962, W al-M art becam e by 
1988 the most profitable retailer in the world, 
afte r decades o f  tu r f  w ars w ith K resge, 
Kroger’s, Woolworth’s and others. That year 
Walton managed the largest privately-owned 
satellite system in the country, enabling effi
cient movement o f inventory. By 1992 every 
Wal-Mart thermostat in the nation was con
trolled from Bentonville, A rkansas. W al- 
Mart is expected to become the largest corpo
ration in the world by about 2005.

Author Bob O rtega was the W all Street 
Journal’s W al-M art reporter for five years. 
His book is important to Ithaca because Wal- 
Mart’s current bid to occupy Lansing’s Pyra
mid Mall would scramble local retailing and, 
as a regional m agnet, spark a 40%  traffic 
increase there.

“Wal-Mart, like any corporation, is merely 
a machine, an impersonal construct with one 
imperative: the profit motive,” says Ortega. 
Pursuing that m otive to the utm ost might 
damage Tompkins County rather than make 
life easier here.

A lthough th is bo o k ’s chapters move 
ch ronologically  from  W alton’s ancestry  
through his childhood to shopkeeping and 
empire, one could as well open it at random, 
browsing to encounter the lessons it offers. 
Right here in the m iddle, on page 204 for 
exam ple (an actual random  shot), we find 
W al-M art’s “M ade in U SA ” prom otion 
unravelling as the public realizes that most 
W al-Mart goods were actually imported by 
the U.S. companies which sell to Wal-Mart.

Wal-Mart long resisted stockholder resolu
tions to end contracts involving slave labor 
(allegations by China’s Harry Wu) and mis
treatment o f  women, minorities and children 
as young  as seven. Even now  the ir labor

“code” is weak and feebly enforced. Com
monplace practices o f  14-hour days, forced 
overtim e, locked bathroom s, vio lation  o f  
minimum wages ( if  any), firing or killing 
union organizers, beatings, and rapes keep 
Wal-Mart’s prices low (“Breaking the Code” 
chapter 15).

Even domestically, Wal-Mart was forced 
by federal court order to declare themselves 
an equal opportunity and affirmative action 
employer (NYT 4/20/93). The harsh truth is 
that, since shopping is voting, we are slave 
owners when we buy the products o f  slave 
labor.

N onetheless, some readers m ight drive 
straight to Cortland, or Binghamton, or Elmi
ra, or Geneva, or Auburn where, thanks to 
W alton’s marketing genius, underpants are 
available made by child and slave labor, cost
ing ten cents less than anywhere else. We 
need cheap necessities, yes, but what is nec
essary? What else is life for?

Malls are more than practical in this dismal 
way, they are America’s playpen. Reassured 
by TV that the purpose o f life is shopping, an 
American’s prime rite o f passage may be the 
first credit card purchase. Workers earn dol
lars often by doing work they don’t like, jus

The Draft Environmental Impact Statement 
for the Wal-Mart proposed for Ithaca in 1992 
said, “Because there is no obvious source o f 
unmet retail demand by the local population... 
a greater portion o f the Wal-Mart’s projected 
sales would need to be captured from existing 
area stores” (p. 5).

As Ortega sees it, “[W al-M art’s] success 
with bigger and bigger boxes spawned the 
category-killer chains that continue to crush 
smaller businesses and to ensure that every 
town eventually will have exactly the same 
selection o f  books, videos, records, maga
zines, clothing, food, toys, hardw are, and 
every th ing  else..-.” O rtega tells sto ries o f  
retailers im proving their stores as recom 
mended by consultants— offering extra ser
vice, longer hours, goods Wal-Mart doesn’t 
carry— but failing anyway.

O rtega’s main focus is W al-M art’s labor 
impact, with economic impact secondary, but 
he seldom mentions environm ental issues. 
This chain, like McDonald’s, has become “a 
metaphor for the American dream run amok,” 
according to Peter C althorpe, an urban 
designer from San Francisco. Ortega quotes 
John Jarvis, an anti-Wal-Mart leader in Lan
caster, Pennsylvania: "The good thing about

tifying dull or unpleasant labor by spending 
credits to buy what they don’t need. Spend
ing gives at least an illusion o f power. And 
there’s a lot o f pressure to do so: everything 
in the U.S. is subordinate to shopping. With
out money and ownership o f  the stuff with 
which to prove you’ve got money, one has 
little status.

When big boxes are not abandoned (Wal- 
Mart closes less profitable stores) they pro
vide jobs, shifted from sm aller stores that 
could not compete. A Massachusetts study 
says a typical Wal-Mart adds 140 jobs and 
destroys 230 higher-paying jobs (Donella 
Meadows, professor, Dartmouth). Another 
case study, o f Donaldsville, Louisiana, found 
store closings jump from an average four per 
year to 18 per year during the ten years after 
Wal-Mart came to town.

Wal-Mart was that it was big enough, nasty 
enough, and aggressive enough to make the 
problem o f uncontrolled growth clear.”

Nor is Ortega’s book a manual for oppos
ing Wal-Mart. For that we turn again to Itha
ca, which stopped Wal-Mart after a three-year 
carnpaign. O rtega dedicates a chapter 
(“Bambi Beats Godzilla”) to Ithaca and relat
ed successful efforts. But these stories are 
more anecdotal than instructive.

The Greenfield (MA) Community Preser
vation Coalition stopped Wal-Mart by defy
ing their city council’s 19-7 vote favoring 
Wal-Mart, to force a referendum. They cam
paigned on the them e that “You can ’t buy 
small-town life at a Wal-Mart. You can only 
lose it there,” and they defeated W al-M art 
2,854 to 2,845.

W al-M art failed  in Ithaca principally

because o f  their special talent for targeting 
outstanding natural areas (like the entrance to 
Buttermilk Falls), and because o f  effective 
community organizing. The Stop W al-Mart 
group brought 190 people to public hearings, 
leaned on the mayor during an election year, 
and threatened to give W al-M art w orse 
national publicity  than it has encountered 
anywhere else.

Above all, Stop Wal-Mart relied on the gut 
instincts o f  people, who care deeply about 
Ithaca, who regard themselves more as cre
ative producers than as consumers, and who 
seek to preserve Ithaca’s rare mix o f big city 
(many ethnic groups, talents, cultural activity) 
and small town (surrounded by forest and sea
sons and waterfalls). The Citizen’s Planning 
Alliance (led by current mayoral candidate 
Dan Hoffman) arose from this campaign, to 
ensure that the expansion o f Ithaca's tax base 
enhances rather than erodes Ithaca’s social 
base.

Some local politicians, dedicated fixedly to 
City Hall revenue alone, continue to ignore 
these concerns. Mayor Cohen and much o f  
the Council— the most conservative in 30 
years— appeal to our blandest sensibilities. 
They would have us believe that Wal-Mart is 
Reality; that this is a tough world and that 
there’s no alternative but to reduce the com
munity base to enlarge the tax base.

But there are alternative realities. Rather 
than pursuing the Wal-Marts, Wegmans and 
K-Marts o f the land, we could develop market 
niches for regional manufacture, for regional 
sales o f durable goods, for local entertainment 
and employment, including worker owner
ship.

Ithaca can be made rich by plugging leaks in 
the local economy. Food, fuel, housing, trans
portation, medical care, solid waste, and every 
other need can be met extensively by generat
ing local networks and using new technolo
gies, rather than by chronic import. There are 
thousands o f jobs to be made here for us and 
our youngsters through this process. You 
name it— from salsa and pasta to clothes and 
furniture, from nonprofit health clinics and 
medications, from superinsulation to wind and 
solar power, from systematic recapture o f stu
dent discards to remanufacturing and flexible 
m anufacturing netw orks, we can develop 
locally-controlled enterprise which serves us 
directly and exports as well.

This genuine development, often referred to 
as “smart growth,” can be Ithaca’s better des
tiny. Ithacans need not settle for just another 
row o f big boxes beside just another highway. 
We can explore dynamic new directions, set 
examples, and make our town more beautiful, 
safer, and in the long run economically more 
viable than communities which have sacri
ficed their independence and diversity for the 
false security offered by Wal-Mart.

Paul G lover is founder o f  Ithaca HOURS 
and Ithaca Health Fund,and author o f  sever
al urban histories.
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Big Chill
caused by the construction o f new sources or 
discharges.

Even though construction o f  LSC is mov
ing ahead, the project faces its greatest chal
lenge as community opposition intensifies. 
For example, the Cayuga Nation and repre
sentatives o f the Haudenosaunee Confedera
cy (often referred  to as Iroquois) recently  
opposed C ornell’s efforts to obtain a land 
easement required to build the LSC’s intake 
and discharge pipes on the bottom o f  Cayuga 
Lake. This easement is absolutely essential 
for LSC and may prove to be the pro ject’s 
undoing.

The C ayuga N ation  is engaged in a 20- 
year-old lawsuit to obtain aboriginal lands 
that they contend were illegally taken away 
by the State o f  New York. Cayuga Lake is 
partially  encom passed by those aboriginal 
lands. A judge has already determ ined that 
the lands were illegally taken, but no settle
ment has yet been reached. As those issues 
are being decided, the Cayuga N ation and 
representatives o f  the Haudenosaunee Envi
ronmental Task Force are meeting with rep
resentatives o f  Cornell as well as state and 
federal environmental authorities regarding 
their concerns about LSC.

C oncurrently, the failure o f  governm ent 
pollution control programs to solve Cayuga 
Lake’s pollution p r o b e s  has catalyzed citi
zen action that could  thw art LSC. Toxics 
T arge ting , Inc ., a local env ironm enta l 
research  firm , undertook  a p re lim inary  
w ate rshed  ch a rac te riza tio n  o f  sou thern  
Cayuga Lake last spring. That investigation 
surveyed known or potential pollution prob
lems through visual inspection in order to 
spur the public as well as government agen
cies to clean up the lake. Nearly 800 known 
or potential pollution sources were identi
fied, includ ing  landfills , garbage dum ps, 
m iles o f  eroded stream banks, unregulated 
wastewater discharges and toxic dumps. Indi
vidual citizens and groups are now  taking 
direct action to clean up problems on a site-by
site basis. To view detailed reports for each o f 
the 28 stream segments that were surveyed, 
please visit www.toxicstargeting.com.

C itizens shou ld  con tinue to support 
rescinding or fundamentally altering LSC’s 
discharge permit to make it comply with the 
122.4(i) moratorium provision o f  the Clean 
Water Act. If  that law is not strictly enforced, 
a policy precedent would be set by both state 
and federal environm ental authorities that 
would h inder cleanup efforts across New 
York.

By monitoring the progress made by gov
ernm ent authorities to clean up identified  
hazards, citizens can gauge the effectiveness 
o f  N ew  Y o rk ’s regu la to ry  p rogram s for 
themselves. That is a critical first step toward 
developing a model o f active, sustained pub
lic participation that could reverse the contin
ued degradation o f Cayuga Lake.

W alte r H ang is a resident o f  Ithaca and  
an avid 470 sailor.
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Apples of the Eyes II
continued fro m  page 5

evolves through fear and a glim pse o f 
strangeness into an immersion in ecstacy.

The Disneyesque gives way with unex
pected abruptness at “frightened Beads.” The 
word “bead” brings Dickinson to her senses. 
It depersonifies, dehumanizes the bird.

When she returns to personifying, she does 
it to make us see— to feel, actually; the fig
ures are kinesthetic. We know the bird and 
butterflies, as a result, more exactly, in a bod
ily way. The difference between ascribing 
intention to the bird, however comically, and 
catching the mobilities of avian behavior is 
all the difference.

The poem resurveys the boundary between 
“things as they are” and “the blue guitar.” 
The exhilaration at those “Banks of Noon” is 
the thrill o f crossing over. To cross over, you 
must know where the border is. Crossing 
over, “things as they are on the blue guitar” is 
how things are.

“Better to impersonate than to/ Personify, 
when it comes to nature,” says James Galvin.

The last two lines of Dickinson’s poem, 
full-fledged impersonation, are a haiku in 
their own right: you can feel the full force of 
“not subjective, not objective”:

Butterflies, off Banks 
of Noon, Leap 
plashless as they swim.

The butterflies tell her story, the story she 
“cannot make her life tell” in any other way.

It’s the story of invisibility. The story of: to 
see me you must have eyes that see. That see 
not with the eye but through it, as William 
Blake put it. You must see by word-light.

Only by word-light is Dickinson really vis
ible. Just as only by the figure of “Banks of 
Noon” which fuses the natural scene with 
seer does the actual become visible.

To be speechless, to be struck dumb, is 
what we say of an experience so singular or 
powerful that our habits o f expression fail, 
fall silent in the face o f it.

This speechlessness is the coastal garrison 
town from which poetry begins its anabasis.

Keats’s last ode, “To Autumn,” which my 
seasonal prose has alluded to, and I’d go so 
far as to say, is conditioned by, makes an 
anabasis too. An anabasis through the figure 
of personification. ,

“To Autumn” is the one ode of Keats that 
isn’t concerned with exploring the possibili
ties o f  refuge from death— in art, love or 
fancy— although it turns in that direction 
briefly: “Where are the songs o f Spring? Aye, 
where are they?” before rejecting those 
songs.

Refuge or surrender: these are Keats’s two 
fundamental orientations in his quest to find 
“what will suffice.” Either to go out into or to 
take into oneself. Either to speak for or be 
spoken for.

It’s a poem that makes its way by going 
inland from personification. In the other odes 
Keats is considering antidotes to dying. In 
“To Autumn” Keats imagines, instead, his 
own death and he does it by imagining 
autumn’s. He does it by taking the person out 
of personification.

But not at first. Apostrophe is itself a form 
of personification. Autumn is further present
ed in human form in the first two stanzas, the 
stanzas of ultimate ripening and harvest:

To set budding more 
And still more, later flowers for the bees, 
Until they think warm days will never cease

and this from stanza two:

And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 
Steady thy laden head across a brook;
Or by a cider-press, with patient look,
Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours

In the third and final stanza, however, 
autumn— heretofore the agent o f  change, 
ripener and reaper—becomes its own sacri

fice, and like the poet, has become a singer 
now, speaking and being spoken by the natur
al world. The process and art o f dying for sea
son and poet lies in self-effacement. There’s 
no saving face, but there is strength gotten 
through identification with dissolution.

No longer a figure, at least not a personified 
one, Autumn, like Orpheus, is dismembered, 
distributed over the landscape as a voice, now 
a chorus o f voices—insect, animal, bird.

Where are the songs of Spring? Aye, where are they?
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too—
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day,
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue;
Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn
Among the river sallows, borne aloft
Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies;
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn;
Hedge crickets sing; and now with treble soft
The redbreast whistles from a garden-croft;
And gathering wallows twitter in the skies.

No longer humanized, Autumn dissolves 
into the season, inseparable from its evoca
tions, its songs. It has become them, the way 
Auden said Yeats “became his adm irers” ; 
Keats, too, dissolves into and becomes the 
poem—the speaker, the apostrophizer, g o n e -  
gone out into the words.

Keats found in the late autumn landscape 
the voicings of a mood into which he translat
ed himself. Or which translated him out of 
himself. It disinters him from a mute place, his 
body, and inters him in word.

“To Autum n” arrives at a poetics that 
resembles a pagan rite: death, incorporation 
and return. The latter hinted at by those swal
lows in the final line, “gathering” for migra
tion.

“To Autumn” is Keats’s ultimate poem, as I 
think of it. In it he writes himself beyond the 
poetry of his age into the twentieth century and 
the utter disappearance of persona displaced 
into medium and imagery. One o f poetry’s 
wounded trajectories.

Snow is coming down now, its flakes as small 
as sand. Innumerable but without fecundity. The 
wind like a vortex and blustering sucks leaves up 
into the air, frenzied spots dark against an icy- 
bright cloudiness that hurts my eyes. A fellow
ship I feel with those leaves, skirred and funneled 
up into the vacuum of the air’s colorlessness.

Why is it “after my own heart,” these leaves 
and that apple no one is going to eat, from 
whose seeds no tree will grow?

Why after? As if my heart came first and the 
apple followed? It’s as likely the other way 
around.

“Time has passed like a courier with urgent 
news,” says Wislava Szymborska. “But that’s 
just our simile./ The character is invented, his 
haste is make-believe,/ his news inhuman.”

Maybe not to project ourselves is not possi
ble. Yet maybe not to is not even desirable. To 
project ourselves is perhaps inseparable from 
introjecting what’s outside ourselves. Personifi
cation and reverse personification: as reciprocal 
as alternating current.

In “Advice to a Prophet,” Richard Wilbur 
reminds the prophet how much the natural 
world makes it possible to “call/ Our natures 
forth.” Without nature’s “glass” we cannot 
behold “all we mean or wish to mean.” How 
could we say, otherwise, “the clean/ Horse of 
our courage,” or “the singing locust of the soul 
unshelled”? “Come demanding,” he encour
ages the prophet, “whether there shall be lofty 
or long standing/ when the bronze annals of the 
oak-tree close.”

Maybe that’s how it works. To know some
thing of ourselves, we take things in; to know 
something of the world, we send ourselves out. 
Mood’s mechanism and a poem’s are alike in 
this way.

Both sure o f their attachments, however 
inexplicable. Although a poem is pursued— 
sometimes hunted, sometimes courted, by the 
forces of explication— its readers chasing, as 
I’ve done with Keats, after their own hearts.

David Weiss leaches literature at Hobart 
and William Smith College.
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Greek Tragedy
continued fro m  page 8

Crossword by Adam Perl

er attended the first International Congress of 
Survivors of Auschwitz as representatives of the 
deported Jews of Salonika, that Erika found her
self among people she could talk to freely. Char
acteristically, she is once again a keen observer, 
anxious to learn and admiring of the courage of 
the resistance fighters:

I asked a lot of questions and listened and 
listened--as though I had once again crept 
into the file cabinet of our office at 
Auschwitz and was once again reading the 
files with the history of their activities and 
their arrest. For a moment I asked myself: 
What business do I have among these peo
ple? They did something, risked their lives, 
were arrested and locked up. They knew 
why they had landed in the concentration 
camp. I had been led like a sheep, without 
having done anything. I felt humiliated.

Michael Matsas takes up the question of how 
the Salonika Jews were led like lambs to their 
slaughter in his book, The Illusion o f  Safety. He 
is careful not to lay the blame exclusively on 
their shepherd, the rabbi, but to consider what 
might have been done by the Allies. Studies like 
David Wyman’s The Abandonment o f  the Jews: 
American Policy and the Holocaust, 1941-45 
(1984), and W alter Laqueur’s The Terrible 
Secret: An Investigation into the Suppression o f 
Information about H itler's Final Solution 
(1980) have made it clear that the Allies were 
informed about the persecution and probable 
fate o f the Greek Jews and neither intervened 
nor informed the communities of their danger.

In the Franklin D. Roosevelt Archives in New 
York, Matsas uncovered important new sources 
that fill in some of the gaps in this story, includ
ing the records of the War Refugee Board and 
the missing reports about Greek Jewish affairs 
o f Ambassador Lincoln MacVeagh. He con
cludes that the destruction of Greek Jews was 
uniquely avoidable. Until the end of 1942, Jews 
in German-occupied Greece could have moved 
to the Italian zone, where they would have been 
safe until it was overrun by the Germans in Sep
tember 1943. By that time, they could have 
escaped to Turkey or moved to areas of Greece 
controlled by the Resistance movement, 
E.A.M., where they were welcome to join the 
guerrillas. Had the Allied Military Missions or 
the BBC’s regular Greek broadcasts supplied 
them with information, Jews would not, in Mat
sas’s opinion, have accepted their deportation 
meekly despite the rabbi’s assurances.

Matsas’ book consists of a short background 
section on the history of the Jews in Greece, the 
outbreak of war, the Resistance Movement and 
the lack of intervention by the Allies. The longer 
second section of the book describes the war
time experiences of the Jewish communities of 
Greece in the three zones o f occupation: the 
German, the Bulgarian and the Italian. It is 
another little-known fact that the Jews living in 
the northeastern part of Greece perished in high
er numbers than in the German zone. In a table 
of percentages presented at the beginning of the 
Bulgarian section, we see the complete destruc
tion in a single month (March 1943) o f six of 
Greece’s oldest Jewish communities: Alexan- 
droupoli, Drama, Kavalla, Komotini, Serres and 
Xanthi. O f Kavalla’s 2,100 Jews, 98% were 
killed; o f Drama’s 1,200, 97%; of Serres’ 600, 
99%.

The Jews who lived in the Italian zone of 
occupation were the most fortunate. Some of the 
smaller communities lost none of their mem
bers, and 45% of the 3,500 Jews of Athens sur
vived. The Italian authorities were generally 
courteous to the Jews and went so far as to dis
obey German directives on the issue. When Ger-.

man police in Athens began to take matters into 
their own hands and interrogate Jews, the Italian 
Consul General, Giuseppe Castrucci, gave Ital
ian naturalization papers to Jews, including 550 
women who were brought to Athens from 
Salonika on an Italian troop train. Jews who fled 
Macedonia for Athens no doubt advised the 
Athenian Jews about what was happening in the 
north. In 1943, after the Italian capitulation, the 
Italian authorities even destroyed the Jewish 
lists.

There were other reasons for the higher sur
vival rate in Athens and other areas o f Greece 
initially under Italian control. Being outnum
bered by Orthodox Greeks, these Jews spoke 
Greek and so could easily disappear into the 
generally sympathetic Greek population. Both 
Archbishop Damaskinos and the Athenian 
Chief of Police, Angelos Evert, were sensitive 
to the plight of the Jews and issued false bap
tismal certificates and identity cards to many of 
them. The most important single reason for the 
survival o f many o f the Athenian Jews may 
have been the behavior o f Chief Rabbi, Elia 
Barzilai. When Dieter Wisliceny ordered him to 
produce a list of Athenian Jews, the rabbi called 
a meeting in the Melidoni Street synagogue and 
advised his congregation to hide themselves or 
flee.

Athens was a city where the partisan move
ment was strong. Matsas suggests that many 
more Greek Jews would have survived in towns 
like Ioannina had the partisans not been weak or 
fighting with rival resistance organizations. 
Members of E.A.M. even collaborated with the 
Mossad in smuggling Greek Jews across the 
Aegean to the Turkish coast and finally to Pales
tine. As many as 1500 Jews were transported 
safely to the Middle East by the Resistance.

The five thousand Greek Jews who lived on 
the Greek islands were the last to be affected by 
the war. Between March and July 1944, only a 
few months before they withdrew from Greece, 
the Germans began rounding up the Jewish 
inhabitant o f Euboea, Crete, Corfu, Rhodes and 
Cos. One o f the most chilling documents in 
Matsas’s compilation is the report of Dr Miklos 
Nyiszli, who performed autopsies in the 
Auschwitz crematoria. Describing the fate o f 
the Jews of Corfu, transported in June of 1944, 
he wrote:

Last night they burned the Greek Jews from 
the Mediterranean island of Corfu, one of 
the oldest communities of Europe. The vic
tims were kept for twenty-seven days with
out food or water, first in launches, then in 
sealed cars. When they arrived at 
Auschwitz’s leading platform, the doors 
were unlocked but no-one got out to line up 
for selection. Half of them were already 
dead and half in a coma. The entire convoy 
without exception was sent to number two 
crematorium.

The remainder of Matsas’s book is devoted to 
personal memoirs. The stories the survivors tell 
are not only moving accounts of personal suf
fering but important documents about the condi
tions of wartime Greece and the Greek resis
tance movement. The memoir o f one o f the 
resistance fighters who escaped from an intern
ment camp in Larissa adds an interesting piece 
o f information to another incomplete tale. 
Yeshua Matsas was among those ordered to 
transport a basket of jewelry and gold collected 
by the Germans from the Jewish prisoners. He 
had reason to remember the face of the man to 
whom he delivered his basket:

When I delivered the gold, the officer in 
charge, a tall, thin man, hit me on the head.

Across

1. Roll, as a flag 
5. Famous

10. O ne o f the Barrymores
14. Foil
15. M ore than  plum p
16. O ne in Bonn
17. S tart o f an Oscar W ilde quote
20. M ore than zero
21. “As I was going to S a in t____”
22. W ord’s partne r
23. U nrepaired
24. “T r u e ___”
26. Conscience-less
29. They’re opposite points
32. S inger H orne
33. Cable TV channel
34. Languish
36. Part 2 o f the quote
40. O ne tim e division
41. Kind of tru th
42. Pitcher’s goal
43. “... and  children o f __
45. During, in olden days
47. H e played Yuri
48. Next
49. “E m eril____ ”
51. Stooge
52. Exploit
55. End o f the quote
59. Mid-east big-wig
60. Inhibit
61. H ero
62. Periods
63. T hey’re  often cracked
64. Seating arrangem ent

A nsw ers on p a g e  4

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.

7.
8 . 

9.
10.
11.

12.
13.
18.
19.
23.
24.
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.
31. 
33. 
35.
37.
38.
39.
44.
45.
46.
48.
49.
50.
51.
52.
53.
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55.
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58.

D ow n

Salad topper 
Second story word?
C ount
Sum m er baby, perhaps
“H e a r___” ■
C ertain reeds 
H alf scores?
Language suffix 

_  Plaines 
C om puter key 
A bundant 
Chisolm Trail town 
First nam e in horro r 
Discover alternative
Early phonograph, th e ____cylinder
Arafat, for one 
B aby___
First nam e in sitar playing
____ Vista
N oted conductor 
“Paper M oon” star 
Sea eagles
“E a tin g ______ ”, 1982 film
Strains
Hell’s Angel, e.g.
Cobbler’s tool 
Latex alternative 
Ape 
Enter
“Sons a n d _____ ”
Uh-oh!
Controls 
“T he Velvet Fog”
W edding sight, perhaps
“___please the court”
W eekend acronym
Popular com puter com m and
Barge
They may be electric 
C om m anded 
W here Lts. come from 
Second am endm ent grp.
Auto option, for short.

When I stared at him for a few seconds, he 
hit me again. I knew I would never forget 
his skinny face.

Many years later, in the Negev Desert, 
Yeshua saw a wartime picture of Kurt Wald
heim in the newspaper and identified him as the 
man who had hit him. He later made a positive 
identification from a line-up of photographs 
presented to him by Israeli journalists.

W hat strikes the reader about M atsas’ 
account and those of the other Greek survivors, 
is that after all these years the tale they tell 
about the Nazi occupation, however familiar its 
pattern, is a new tale. It is the exceptional 
American or European who knows about the 
extent o f  the destruction o f Greece’s Jews. 
Sadly, it is even more unusual to find a young 
Greek who knows anything about the thriving 
Jewish communities who once shared their 
cities and islands.

G ail H o lst-W arhaft is a writer and an 
adjuct associate professor o f  comparative liter
ature and classics at Cornell Univeresity.
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Harry Hero and the Invasion of the Potter People
Paul Grayson

I f  thou 'It see a thing to talk
on w hen thou are dead  and  rotten, com e
hither.
— W inter’s Tale III, iii

U nless you spent the last year o r so in 
Patagonia or Borneo, you’ve heard o f  Harry 
Potter; he and his story and J. K. Rowling, 
his creator, and her w elfare-to-fam e-and- 
riches story, have been and are everywhere 
else. The chronicles o f  popular culture have 
had their say on Harry. Last fall, it was the 
trade weeklies, then the news weeklies and 
USA Today. Last winter, the market put in 
its word: the first Harry Potter (HP-I) was 
“out o f  stock at the publisher” for the two 
months between m id-Novem ber and mid- 
January, when the American consumer is in 
the m ost consum ing  m ood. This spring , 
Harry took his bow on the front page o f The 
New York Times. This week, the New Yorker 
found space to mention “the insanely popu
lar Harry Potter,” Time put him on the cover, 
and CBS put him and Rowling on 60 M in
utes. Linda Fairstein, prosecuting attorney 
and sociologist turned crime novelist, joked 
on a ir to D on Im us that she should  have 
called her new work “Harry Potter and the 
Cold Hit.”

Lesley Stahl’s 60 Minutes interview with 
the author, aired on Septem ber 12, was a 
gushing puff-piece that tried to do little more 
than gasp in awe at the unparalleled literary 
(in this case, astonishing sales and critical 
esteem ) success o f  a “c h ild re n ’s b o o k .” 
Much was reiteration from earlier reviews in 
the print m edia and can be summ arized in 
three squeals o f  delight:

1. The au thor has c reated  a w ondrous 
“parallel universe” and,

2. Good Lord! Third graders, even boys, 
who can’t be made to read anything, are re
reading the Potter books and,

3. M irab ile  d ic tu , adu lts  are , in som e 
cases, openly  read ing  th ese— uh— ch il
dren’s books. Golly!

Each o f  these  en thusiasm s d eserves a 
word, but first, let’s look at the success:

As 1 write, HP-1, after 38 straight weeks 
on the The New York Times Book Review  list 
o f bestsellers, has climbed to #1. The second 
installment o f  Harry’s seven year saga (HP- 
II) which was #1 its first week on the list and 
has yet to leave the top ten, is today #3. The 
third novel in the series was released on Sep
tember 8, and there is uot much doubt that it 
too w ill debut at #1, fo r the Tim es has 
already reported that, on the list for Septem
ber 25, the HP books will occupy the top 
three slots.

Lesley Stahl interviewed the author, the 
author’s agent, the T im es’ children’s book 
editor, a gaggle o f  urchins— they were all 
interviewed, but not asked the main ques
tion, not asked to explain the plain magic, to 
give their “reason” for the unexpected and 
total triumph o f  the high fantastical here at 
another fin  de siecle. One boy said that read
ing the novel was not like reading, but like 
watching.

As Harry Potter is a children’s book, so 
E lvis is a rock sta r; S tar W ars, a sci-fi 
m ovie; M arilyn, a platinum  blonde. True 
statem ents, but not true enough, for their 
fame smacks o f  the will o f  the gods and the 
decree o f  Fate. Love them or hate them, the 
King and Luke Skywalker and Norma Jean 
are every bit as meaningful to our cultural

and personal m ythology as, to another 
age, were prophets and saints. And now 
Harry Potter has joined them, every inch 
an icon. H e’s not a fad, a craze, a hula 
hoop, th is y e a r’s T ick le M e E lm o, an 
am using ephem erality  and b it o f  con
sumer folly. H e’s here not to stay, but to 
go w ith  us (yes, you too, w ill-you-or- 
w on’t-you), Potter our hero and Rowling 
our spirit-guide through both millennial 
endings: part IV o f his story in 2000, part 
V in 2001. Harry is the last hero o f  the 
cycle. His story is entangled w ith ours. 
The generation after X, the grandchildren 
o f the boomers, the Potter People, have 
arrived.

The trouble with the “marvelous chil
dren’s book” praise is that it is too faint, 
too likely dism issive and reductive, too 
far shy o f  the m ark. One suspects that 
books “written for children” will conde
scend to the reader, posing a kinder, gen
tler, edited reality to the realities o f expe
rience. The dulce  w ill be pablum  and 
treacle (talking animals, magical trans
fo rm ations and trave ls , a s im plified , 
Bowdlerized moral playground) and the 
utile, the lessons o f  socialization, potty 
training for growing minds.

The sugar helps the medicine go down, 
but adults have, in theory , no need o f  
either.

an even darker story (betrayal, murder, mass mur
der) from his father’s and the school’s past.

Control o f the school is the prize in an on-going 
social and political struggle. The murderer’s allies 
and agents have infiltrated school and government 
and are scheming to take over the administration o f 
both, so as to purge those o f inferior race and mixed 
blood.

Hogwarts, the school, is no place for sissies o f 
either gender. Here everything is, if  not war, at least 
agon, a rigorous competition o f  body and mind and 
spirit, symbolized by the school game and passion, 
a kind o f  air-borne hockey/soccer/basketball with 
all attendant potential for personal glory and inter
personal violence. Harry and his schoolmates are 
under physical and in te llectual duress day and 
night, competing as individuals and also as mem
bers o f houses. Yo-yoing between exhaustion and 
exhilaration, they can win or lose points (and face) 
based  on perfo rm ance in the c lassroom  and in 
sports and on their out-of-class behavior, as judged 
by the equally competitive faculty.

All in all, a schooling fit for the philosopher-king 
or K night Tem plar, M ach iavelli’s prince or the 
Obermensch, a lot more Darwinian than Montesso- 
rian. Here is more the atm osphere o f  Lord o f  the 
Flies than o f M ary Poppins or Wind in the Willows. 
Dickens cum Dostoyevsky— not an environ
m ent m ost paren ts w ould
choose for
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ings’ special place for children.
A v irtu a l L eitm o tiv  o f  the rev iew s o f  

Harry is that boys and girls are re-reading 
the novels. This is, by far, the s incerest 
praise— a rave beyond compare, and ample 
testim ony to the richness, the om ateness, 
the over-abundance o f narrative energy that 
characterizes Rowling’s creation. On a first 
reading the deft suspense/horror plotting 
rushes the reader from crisis to crisis, but a 
second reading allows us to appreciate “the 
achieve of, the m astery o f  the thing.” The 
hints, nuances and clues, the big and little 
jokes, the echoes and anticipations, all lead 
to the conviction that here the details very 
much matter: the artist is never wasting your 
time. A whisper, an aside, a lucky chance, 
the m erest adverb m ay be a clue— or the 
clue— to the entire mystery. Re-reading is 
re-evaluating, distancing, criticizing, seeing 
how she does w hat she does, even seeing 
what she is doing. Time reports that Rowl
ing’s young readers are already pressuring 
her not to kill off Ron, Harry’s friend. They 
have divined, from  the ir re-reading, that 
somebody important is going to die.

Lastly, why are adults riding this satirical, 
lyrical, allegorical w hirligig o f  crime 
fantasy and Bildungsrom an?  I don ’t 
know— maybe they just like it.

One last departure point: though 
R ow ling’s achievem ent is unprece
dented, there is perhaps a parallel 

i t - l l f l t t  and a warning in the German author 
H o n ?  M ichael Ende. H is novel D ie

unendliche Geschichte (The Nev- 
erending Story, 1979) is still the 
I,est"se^ 'ng work o f  German fic-
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W ith these expectations in 
mind, we turn now to Rowlings’ “parallel 
universe” :

The enchanted  space evoked by the 
novels, a world, by the way, without tele
phones, computers, television or cinema, 
is a school, in which “live dangerously” 
is not a dare, but a daily necessity. Let me 
know when this sounds like a place for 
your children:

A boy, one H arry P otter, at a very 
exclusive prep school, lives under con
stant threat o f humiliation, punishment, 
ostracism, suspension, or expulsion— did 
I m en tion  i t ’s a B ritish  prep  school? 
Same boy, while excelling at sports and 
not flunking anything, copes w ith fre
quent physical threats o f  bodily harm , 
including loss o f  life or mind, for he is 
locked in virtually non-stop struggle with 
an unnam able  m alevo len t P resence, 
intent on eliminating him.

By righ ts , the undead  m alevolence 
should have taken Harry out a thousand 
pages ago. It had no trouble m urdering 
the boy’s parents, and Harry and we ear- 
w itness his m other’s pleas to her killer. 
As part o f  our novel o f  education, Harry 
leams some— never all— of the details o f

children.
flow , in th is m arvelous ch il

dren’s book, are authority figures shown? Teachers, 
say? Here most o f all we expect the pedagogy o f  
socialization to strut and fret its tedious stuff. Don’t 
children need to be taught to respect authority, to 
submit to convention, to leam to live with others, to 
“act like” little adults? But as to the faculty o f Hog
warts, what tares among the wheat! In her knowing, 
unsparing  p o rtra its  o f  the frauds, n inn ies and 
careerists that haunt every A cadem y, Row lings 
commits Swiftian candor at every turn. Turf fights, 
persona lity  con flic ts , envy, sp ite , narrow - and 
small-mindedness: no middle-schooler need won
der any fu rthe r w hat goes on in the T ea ch e rs’ 
Lounge.

Well, how is our workaday world shown, the one 
in which we must a while consent to live? The nov
e ls’ only contact with middle- class life is in the 
Dursleys, H arry’s foster parents (Mrs. Dursley is 
his m other’s sister). They are portrayed as smug 
Philistines, casual in their cruelty and hypocrisy, 
arrogant in their ignorance, slothful beyond sin, one 
step above pigs. No redeeming features o f any kind.

As to respect for authority, there is scarcely a rule 
o f  the school that Harry and his friends have not 
broken: they have stolen, white-lied, lied by omis
sion, outright lied, disobeyed, defied, and evaded 
their teachers’ discipline and clear instructions. 
Indeed, it is their rebellious behavior that feeds their 
constant fear o f disciplinary action on the part o f  the 
feuding faculty.

So much for the edited, softened reality o f Rowl-

(1973) is the story o f  a little 
girl who redeems her friends and the City 
and the W orld  from  the c lu tches o f  the 
Grays, who feed on Time. His last m ajor 
work (Wunschpunsch, 1989), though it mas
querades as an animal fable, is a political 
parable in which a a pair o f  unlikely good 
guys defeat the rep resen ta tiv es  o f  big 
m oney, big business, big science and big 
government in their scheme to destroy the 
p lanet for the sake o f  financial gain. A ll 
th ree o f  these longish  novels w ere b es t
se llers and enjoyed in ternational critica l 
acclaim.

For his entire career, Ende protested at 
being dismissed as a mere children’s writer 
and m ore than  once po in ted  out tha t he 
d idn ’t w rite books for children, rather he 
w rote books that children  read. Row ling 
writes books that children re-read, but is that 
enough not to be pigeon-holed as a brilliant 
children’s writer?

“With regard to all aesthetic values”, said 
Nietzsche, late in his intellectual life, “I now 
make this primary distinction: I ask in every 
case: Is it hunger or abundance tha t has 
become creative here?” W e’ve all read some 
o f  hunger’s works— most o f  them in “litera
tu re ” c lasses. W ith R ow ling— and w ith  
Ende— you can be sure to read a w ork o f  
abundance.

P aul G rayson is a resident o f  Ithaca.

LA TABLE pacific
rim

♦ ♦

fine dining, gourmet banquets &  catering C U lS in C
23 Cinema Drive, Bishops Small Mall (near Tr ipham m er & Route 13) I thaca, N e w  York (6 0 7 )  257-3612


