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Silence and Injustice

Danse Macabre
Catharine O'Neill

Zellman Warhaft

In October 1982 a group of Jewish Cornell 
professors and students held an open meeting 
to protest the Israeli incursion into Lebanon 
and the murder of hundreds of innocent 
Palestinians at the Sabra and Shatila refugee 
camps for which the then Israeli Defense 
Minister, Ariel Sharon, was held “indirectly 
responsible,” by his own government. As a 
result of the meeting, a group called 
“Support for Israeli Peace Groups (SIPG)” 
was founded. In the November 26, 1982 
issue of the Israeli paper H a’aretz SIPG 
placed an ad, signed by about 60 of our sup
porters, asking the Israelis how we could 
help in supporting their own peace groups. 
"Our history and tradition have taught us to 
remember; that the silent witnesses of cruel 
acts are accomplices in their perpetration,” 
the ad read in part.

The response from the mainstream 
American Jewish community was illuminat
ing. Our critics were “appalled” and “angry.” 
They stated that they might be able to under
stand opposition to Menachem Begin (the 
then Israeli prime minister, on the extreme 
right by the standards of the time, but proba
bly moderate when compared with Sharon), 
but to ignore the intentions of the PLO 
(Palestinian Liberation Organization) was 
unforgivable. We were accused of being 
Jewish anti-Semites, encouraging those who 
oppose the Jewish state.

In those early meetings the main focus was 
the Israeli occupation of Lebanon. Even for 
our group, it was considered somewhat too 
progressive to discuss a Palestinian State in 
the West Bank and Gaza. We thought we had 
enough on our plate.

Twenty years later it has become accept
able to talk about a two-state solution, but for 
American Jews the taboo against open criti
cism of Israel remains. And the arguments 
are precisely the same as before: our actions 
will be perceived as a threat to the solidarity 
of the US Jewish Community opening a 
crack that will ultimately jeopardize the state 
of Israel.

Today, the arguments of Jews who wish to 
remain silent might seem on the surface to be 
stronger than those of twenty years ago. 
Yasir Arafat’s Fatah and other groups, 
Hamas and Islamic Jihad, are able to cause 
devastating damage deep inside Israel. The 
ratio of Israeli to Palestinian deaths in the 
recent Intifada (since September 2000) is one 
to three; still one-sided of course. But for the 
Intifada of the 1980s, that ratio was one to 
twenty-five. No one can fail to be affected by 
the murder of innocent Jews in Jerusalem, 
Tel-Aviv, Hadera and other cities by suicide 
bombers. In the early 1980s the threat to 
Jews in Israel was relatively minor by com
parison. Yet then, too, many American Jews 
felt it was wrong to criticize Israel’s policies, 
strongly suggesting that the arguments for 
remaining silent are absolute and uncondi
tional.

1, too, have felt constrained, particularly

during last summer and fall when some of 
the worst suicide bombings occurred. 1 spent 
many anxious nights thinking of my Israeli 
friends and relatives. But I came back to the 
undeniable facts: Israel has the overwhelm
ing power; it maintains a military occupation

of the West Bank and Gaza; it has humiliat
ed thousands of innocent and deprived peo
ple; and it is led by the architect of the 
Lebanon invasion that resulted in the killings 
at Sabra and Shatila. Most recently, Israeli 
incursions into Ramallah and other West

Bank and Gaza cities reinforce the belief that 
Sharon continues to seek a military solution 
rather than engage in genuine negotiations 
with the PLO.

continued on page ! 1
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Pinnacle Madame LeGrand
He told me of that long walk Sure there were hours You foolish man.
from the waiting room to the nursery, spent in the cellar dining on words.
to the glass wall watching him make bookshelves What comes of it?
that separated his honest grin just as there were kisses For all you know.
from a field of newborns. on my mother's cheek Henri gives them to me
half sleeping, half agitated beyond measure. from time to time. and 1 wrap fish.
In a world full of wailing flesh. And there was fishing... Paolo climbs into the garbage
in which every child bom weekend after weekend. loving your words so much
the past two days in the center of that lake, he licks them off the page.
looked exactly the same. casting our lines.
one looked more the same to him Foolish cat, we still have mice.
than all the others. But on that boat. Make yourself useful.

still and silent. Go find my foolish husband.
That was the pinnacle, right there, he'd turn towards the shore
when the nurse as if looking for the Stupid man with your words.
pointed out my name moment when they met They are nothing real.
floating like the flag of his own country or that first time he saw me, Steam does not rise from them.
from the ribs of the cot. and his eyes clouded over they do not settle in your bones.
He took that moment of triumph with him. so he could not see.
back into a world where there as if blindness was the only way Eat, eat, you foolish man.
were no triumphs. to be wherever it was You grow thin from talking.
where all the good things in his life the current took him, thin from words.
sealed him into his sadness atop the merest hint of a swell This is real.
deeper than the bad. and nothing biting down below. the bread and tender flesh.

the cup and the spoon.
—John Grey —Dudley Stone

Letters
To the Editor:

March came in this year with equal parts 
fire and ice. Neighbors of the Texas-based oil 
and gas company, eCORP, feel as if they are 
under attack. Their lives have been totally 
disrupted. Repeated booms and flaming pil
lars of fire confound the night.

Explosions and evacuations of the sites 
have occurred. Though not warned to evacu
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ate, the neighbors are heartened to learn that 
the working crews got out safely from what 
can only be described as extraordinary and 
threatening circumstances.

The drilling of the three current wells, 
with its constant drone and intermittent 
clanging all day, all night, has gone on for 
months. Windows shake. Families are 
stressed out and deprived of sleep. Children 
walk aimlessly about their home at night. 
Alarmed neighbors from miles away brave 
the bitter cold to drive closer to the .flaming* 
towers that turn night into day.

ECORP, in a March 5th press release, 
apologizes “for any inconvenience.” The 
booms and flares are caused by igniting and 
reigniting escaped gas during the horizontal 
phase of the drilling operation. All wonder
fully approved by the Department of 
Environmental Conservation. Not to worry. 
The gas bums “under controlled conditions * 
at the surface near the well.” Three or four 
more wells and three or four months more of 
this industrial terror remain for the neigh
bors, as March comes roaring in.

At the same time, three blasts from the 
past are reported in the news. One remote 
blast, two proximate. The remote: “I’d rather 
use the nuclear bomb,” Nixon told Kissinger 
in 1972 just before he escalated in a major 
way the war in Vietnam. “You’re so (exple
tive) concerned about the civilians and I 
don't give a damn. I don’t care.” (Newly 
released tapes from the National Archives of 
the Nixon White House, quoted in Press & 
Sun Bulletin, March I, 2002). The 
Pentagon’s overhaul of American nuclear 
policy reflects this posture.

The proximate blasts from the past: first, 
last October an intelligence agent reports 
that terrorists plan to smuggle a nuclear 
weapon into New York City and Federal 
officials never inform the governor or the 
mayor of the city. Surely the decision to 
writq off Manhattan cries out for investiga
tion. Second, it is reported that since 
September llth a shadow government was 
set up (or down) in underground bunkers at 
two sites on the East coast. A totally 
unprecedented, unconstitutional act. Is it a 
coup or a cloning? Before any of these pro
foundly disturbing questions could be prop
erly addressed in editorials, by pundits, or, 
dare one think, by senators and congress
men, a counterblast blew the questions off 
front and editorial pages: the new offensive 
on the Taliban and al-Qaida troops with 
American casualties. We were led to believe 
we had won that war with the loss of only 
one or two soldiers. Miraculous war! Weeks 
went by without any precision bombing. But 
this war, unending, undeclared, unfocused (a 
network of terrorists, not a state as enemy) 
has so many fronts, it is best described as a 
push-button war.

So this March 1st we watched on TV, not 
the body bags of Vietnam, but the flag-draped 
coffins of our slain soldiers, provided by the 
Pentagon, the sole reporter of the war front, 
blazoned across corporate-owned cable and 
network news programs.

We must and do mourn our dead young 
men. But we should mourn all victims of 
war, especially the over 3,000 Afghan non- 
combatants whom we have killed to date, 
and those left remaining, to starve: as report

ed in the Times today (March 8th) the father 
who sold his two youngest sons into slavery 
for wheat to sustain the other children for 
two years. Who, I ask, dare say he made the 
wrong decision?

Such were the ‘blasts from the past’ and 
the counterblast that confounded them this 
March 1st.

The proverbial March Lion was multi
headed this year—eCORP, Nixon, an 
Intelligence Agent, Cheney and his shadow 
government, the Pentagon—all came roaring 
in with maddening force.

Back on our home front: besieged and 
embittered, the neighbors nearest the drilling 
rigs, who have not signed away rights to the 
gas below their property for the pittance 
eCORP offers, face not only constant 
drilling, booms and flares, sleep-deprivation, 
fierce anxiety, befuddled children, but threats 
that their property, their homes, will be con
demned and/or confiscated through eminent 
domain.

Some say the world will end in fire.
Some say Ice.

The poet Robert Frost thought either would 
do. To paraphrase, the world as these neigh
bors know it may end in these industrial fires, 
representing corporate desires; or it may end 
in the icy indifference, as bitter as any March 
wind, of government compassion.

But, then again, it may not. The poet for
got Spring. Spring is revolutionary. Buds 
blossom. Stone walls fall down.

Jack Cook 
Owego, NY

LETTERS TO 
AUNTIE FORI

MARTIN GILBERT
Auntie Fori wanted to learn the history of the 
people to whom she I belonged, hut from 
which, seventy years earlier, she had moved 
away. . . .My hope was that the Jewish story 
would lx* to her liking: it has its rough 
moments, of sadness certainly, of internal 
divisions, of w*ar and of suffering—sometimes 
terrible suffering—hut it is. above all, a story 
of survival and achievement, of creativity and 
community. . . These letters to my Indian aunt 
trace its course through five thousand years.'

—Sir Martin Gilbert is the author of a definitive 
history of the Holocaust, twelve historical 
atlases, comprehensive studies of Ixith the First 
and Second World Wars, and The Jens in the 
Tieentietb Century: An Illustrated History

Schocken Books ❖  460 pages ❖  S26.00 doth

THEODORE REX
EDMUND MORRIS

The most eagerly awaited presidential 
biography in years. Theodore Rex is a 
sequel to Edmund Morris's classic- 
bestseller The Rise o f Theodore Roosevelt.
It begins by following the new President 
(still the youngest in American history) as 
he comes down from Mount Marcy, New 
York, to take his emergency oath of 
office in Buffalo, one hundred years ago.
Praise for The Rise o f Theodore Roosevelt

'Theodore Roftscvelt. in this meticulously 
researched and beautifully written biography, 

has a claim on being the most interesting 
man ever to be President of this country.’

—Robert Kitsch.
Los Angeles Times Book Review

Random House ❖  772 pages ❖  $35.00 cloth
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women that seem to be driving the huge 
informal economy. I met an English teacher 
in Hue who rode me around on the back of 
her motorbike, producing no surprise among 
onlookers, nor did she think her husband 
would find it improper.

The food, meanwhile, was just divine. 
Next to Brazil, this was the best two weeks 
worth of cuisine I’ve ever enjoyed. Banana 
flower salads, magical spices, noodles in 
heavenly broths (even at the Da Nang air
port!), spinach sauteed in garlic (the spinach 
retaining a bright green I’m used to seeing 
only in cartoons). Smooth rice-paper fresh 
shrimp rolls. Pineapples to die for—every 
day I’d order at least two fresh pineapple 
juices, and the pineapple 14-year-old Linh, 
on the Hoi An beach, carved into something 
resembling an ice-cream cone with the stalk 
shaved into a stylish handle, will remain 
unforgettable.

But it’s not all fun. There is also the filth, 
the rats, guys pissing against fences (or a per
fectly respectable middle-aged woman 
stooping to do the same in an elegant little 
park one block from the old presidential 
palace and American embassy). I’m left 
intoxicated by all this movement and-energy 
in Vietnam, but also horrified, and then con
fused . Because it is people working multiple 
jobs, scraping together any bits of work they 
can find to make enough money to survive or 
to get a little ahead. My knowing welfare- 
state eyes take this instantly for gross 
exploitation. Except that everyone, recalling 
conditions ten years ago, insists it’s progress.

Not far from Saigon, there are the jungles. 
We’ve all heard of them, have them some
where not just in our consciousness but in 
our conscience, but seeing them is incredibly 
jarring, as you realize that the images stored 
in your mind are built of false familiarity that 
only prevented you from really comprehend
ing them. What remains scarred (the appro
priate word) into my mind is the jungle at Cu 
Chi, the area some 25 miles outside of 
Saigon with the endless NLF network of tun
nels. Unable to root it out, the Americans 
simply destroyed the place with endless tons 
of napalm and agent orange so that no tropi
cal canopy could hide the fighters. What I 
saw, however, was one of the most haunt ing- 
ly magical forests I’ve ever seen, because it’s 
a tropical forest made up entirely of new 
growth. Gangly, spindly trees and limbs, 
none of which withstand even a gentle tug 
without bending. Even the light bends to 
penetrate the gaps, ample because no mas
sive tree trunks remain to plug them.

I feel guilty for finding this beautiful, 
reminded of those who find beauty in the 
way fauna and flora have utilized the indus
trial waste in the swamps of the New Jersey 
Meadowlands. Unlike the latter, however, no 
metal is left here. A phenomenal three kilo
grams of shrapnel per square meter had lit
tered the place after the war, relics of the 
endless bombs, but this was cleared up after
wards; the relative flatness of the place due 
to defoliation allowed that. The only visible 
remnants are the craters from the bombs of 
the B-52s, thin vegetation covering the 
roughly 25-yard depressed diameters. 
Further north, in the central highlands 
between Da Nang and Hue, is a more lush 
forest, though I’m not sure whether it has 
recovered more vigorously from defoliation 
or simply wasn’t subject to the same assault. 
From the top of the highway you see endless 
forested hills descending to the rolling 
Pacific Ocean. Nearby is Marble Mountain, 
forest also, with astonishing cave hideouts, 
such as one vast cavernous hole with ceilings 
of maybe 100 yards where the Vietcong had 
a hospital clinic, never destroyed by the 
Americans.

Not that we didn’t try to blow up every
thing used by "the enemy," even, in late 
1972, ordinary homes in Hanoi. One of our

continued on page 11

David Ost

/  still can't believe this happened. A long 
commentary I wrote during my last night in 
Ho Chi Minh City seems to have been eaten 
by some kind o f bug (or mispressed button). 
So I sat down to reconstruct it. The result is 
this now much longer letter. Not a personal 
letter, and not an academic one either, just 
some reflections on my two-week trip 
throughout Vietnam to help build Hobart and 
William Smith s study-abroad program.

So let me try to reconstruct this. It’s only a 
few days later—that was Thursday night and 
this is Monday. But that was Saigon and this 
is Ithaca, and thoughts come differently in 
the different surroundings. I have to reinsert 
myself into that Saigon Internet cafe for this 
to come as alive as it seemed then. 1 had just 
walked back from Cholon, the old Chinese 
district a couple of miles from the city center. 
It was a National Liberation Front stronghold 
in the old days; its forces had held out there 
for weeks during the Tet offensive, resulting 
in wholesale bombing, but that wasn’t what I 
was writing about, since the destruction isn’t 
visible—not in Cholon, anyvtfay. What is vis
ible, there and throughout the city, is just this 
intoxicating street energy that left me reel
ing. Or rather, that left me walking, every
where, peeking into as much as I could see. 
And you can see so much, because it’s taking 
place right in front of you.

Everything is there, and everyone too. 
Because these are not just "family stores" but 
rather family homes that have become stores, 
and so you see not just whatever they happen 
to be selling out front—the noodle soups, 
sweet buns, shoes and sandals, cheap bags, 
clothes, dried fish—but the grandfather (or 
probably great-grandfather) in the back cor
ner in his pajamas, and as your eye travels 
you see the edge of a bed in the back and 
sometimes even the shrine to the ancestors 
too (which takes up a huge amount of space 
relative to the small flats they have, no doubt 
ingraining the concept of community whose 
reality you're staring at just by looking 
inside).

You see a store ahead and imagine a sales
person or two sitting there, but then you’re 
right up to it and there are 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8 . . . 
there’s always someone more. I counted 197 
people on the»sidewalks or storefronts within 
maybe a 50-yard stretch, all of which includ
ed maybe a dozen shops and no more than 
two dozen total shoppers, most of whom 
were sitting on stools eating noodle soup. 
The rest were the families, sitting at the 
counter or milling outside, or old folks lying 
on cots on the sidewalk (stretched out right 
there on the equivalent of Broadway, often 
quite sickly, and you realize this is convales
cence, despite the hordes passing by). Or the 
kids, playing there on the packed sidewalk, 
even the 2-year-olds who have to be guided

Vietnotes

Viet Dung
and guarantees a steady influx of folks want
ing to live in the city.

This,street life and these crowds leave me 
giddy. And I realize what it is that makes me 
4ike this place over Hanoi: more people stop. 
Hanoi seemed to be in constant motion, the 
streets packed with bikes and motorbikes 
(cheap Chinese imports have created a boom 
in the latter), yet I had the feeling that every
one was travelling but no one seemed to get 
anywhere. In part it may be that, as an old 
administrative city, many stores in Hanoi 
seem to have been carved out of buildings 
rather than being built into them in the first 
place, meaning not as many double as 
homes, and so not as many people congre
gate there. Maybe I just missed this in my 4 
days in Hanoi, but the energy there just isn’t 
the same. In Saigon, young people use their 
motorbikes not only to get around (virtually 
no public transport here) but as places to 
make out on the comer. Altogether Hanoi’s 
got a much stricter look, without the chaos of 
Saigon— it looks like a small provincial 
town in comparison—but then, chaos is bet
ter for generating public spaces.

I’m still stunned by the sense of exuber
ance women evince on the streets, riding 
their motorbikes and running all the food 
stalls. Maybe it's my problem that I’m so 
impressed, as if I expected "third world" 
women to have some downtrodden look. Did 
it come from my trip to Cairo last May? And 
that’s one of the freer Arab countries, of 
course, but even there the women seemed to 
walk slower, feel more constrained, have less 
to do in public life and fewer dealings with 
foreigners (except in the university, where 
the women exaggeratedly enact their inde
pendence with a swagger, in compensation 
for what they know to be under attack every
where else). Obviously this is one reason 
why the Arab world has such a hard time 
developing—with half the population per
manently subordinated, men have privileges 
that don’t need to be earned. In Vietnam, it’s

Village market

away from the street since as it is they’re 
only centimeters away from the speeding 
motorbikes clogging the roads. (Not to men
tion all the 2-year-olds riding motorbikes: 
families use the bikes for group transporta
tion, and it's not uncommon to see even 
infants speeding down the streets standing 
up, sandwiched between parents). On the one 
hand you think the kids and old folks should 
be inside away from the traffic; on the other 
hand, families here are not spending their 
lives at the TV set.

There are crowds everywhere, and it keeps 
me walking—down the dark alleys (vegeta
bles, shoes, and more noodle shops). Or past 
the construction sites, lots of them, each of 
which has more men working than you’ve 
ever seen on a US site, and with far fewer 
tools. Working in sandals or even barefoot, 
only an occasional hardhat—guys from the 
countryside looking for work, I’m told, who 
sleep on the site where they’re working, 
which both makes their wages even lower

Minh LocHang Dao Street, Hanoi
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Fiction

Julie Berman

A cut in the road where Tina was walking. 
The hard tar cracked and gave up long ago. It 
had broken down to crumbs of gravel. 
Crummy roads, Cape May was full of them. 
Tina thought it would be wise to move to the 
sidewalk but she liked the quick splash of 
wind that came with the passing cars; they 
came one after another after another, in 
accordance with the traffic light on the comer 
of Karen and Bryce—all the streets here were 
named after first names—and they came with 
little to no warning. No car, and then the wind 
and that rush of color as the jeep, the hatch
back, a minivan, once, with tinted windows, 
zipped by her body in the margin of the road.

It was a road that should have had been 
planned better. But wasn’t. It was a road with 
faults. It was just a bad road, not peculiar or 
special in any way. A road worn with use. 
And each time she pressed her naked foot to 
it, she knew: this road would kill her. Her 
end would be here. But she gave herself up to 
this; it was fate. What could she do? And this 
was the path to his house. There was no other 
way to go.

She wore no shoes, it was easier that way. 
Better not to pick up the plastic sort and flip 
flop over along the road. Who was sexy in 
flip flops? She could only pull off the flip 
flops if she changed her look entirely. Maybe 
parted her long curly hair down the middle, 
gathered it into pony tails on either side of 
her head. But she knew; her head was too 
meaty for this style. And she never wore her 
hair up like that. She’d keep touching it and 
the moist air would make it kink up and out 
of the rubber bands and she'd keep touching 
it, touching it, touching it, and then she’d 
need to tie it back all over again because 
she’d ruined it. There. She would let her hair 
down. She would be fine. As she walked on 
the ruined road, her hair about her shoulders, 
stuck to spots on her back, she lifted it up a 
little at the ends and wondered who she was.

She was a person without clothes. Just a 
bikini. The pink and red checked bikini, was 
not revealing, in that the top piece came 
straight across, almost to the collarbone and 
connected behind her neck with two thick 
pieces that tied in a bow. The bottom piece 
was cut in a sixties style, hiding both her bot
tom and her hips with a wide band of 
checked material. Still, it was sexy. She 
looked down her nose to her cleavage, only, 
there was none. That was okay, as she liked 
her hips and how they propelled her walk. 
She had one baby one year ago and it made 
her happy to have the hips; the pregnancy 
made her look at her body in a different way, 
as if it might not be hers, exactly, but belong 
to a higher power.

Not god. There was no god, as far she 
knew. Except once, when her car broke down 
in the middle of the Jersey Turnpike, on her 
way to work. That was when she worked at 
the bakery. It was four a.m. And it was rain
ing and cold and finally somebody stopped. 
He had gotten out of his car and into hers, and 
said he would help her. He did. He drove her 
to the gas station. But the best thing he did 
was to offer her his coffee. She drank it. She 
drank it all. And she never saw him again.

She didn’t think anybody would help her 
here. She had come here for the summer, like 
the others. Cape May was a summer place, 
really. And this was to be a working summer. 
She’d baby sit for the Treemans’ newborn. 
She’d coo and listen. She’d already become 
friendly with the mother. At first she was 
saddened by the baby. A baby, all babies, 
reminded her that once she had had one and 
now she did not. But, she needed to be prac
tical: take the job. Keep walking. Lift hair 
off of back. It was too hot here. She wanted 
to go‘across the sand - 'it  was so white and 
hot, she’d have to run -  and run into the 
ocean as far as it would sweep her.

But she had a job. And she had already 
swam. It was noon. And she was going to see

Today is Today
her boyfriend. What, really, did she have to 
complain about on this day? What she needed 
to do was look on the bright side. “The bright 
side, ha,” she said and laughed as she squint
ed up at the sun and continued on her way.

Only houses here, very small and pricey, 
she imagined. Little hut-like structures near 
the water. As if being near the water meant 
you didn’t need a real home with a proper roof 
and driveway. She passed a child playing bad
minton in a black one-piece bathing suit. The 
child was on a front lawn scorched brown 
from the summer sun. The child was a girl, a 
girl in need of a haircut. The grass needed to 
be trimmed and the paint was peeling from a 
set of shutters upstairs and the other window 
had no shutters; it made it look like the house 
was winking. But the girl looked happy. She 
kept swatting at the birdie. Tina wondered 
where her baby was at that moment.

And then she did what she always did: dis
tract herself. She raised her hand to her fore
head like a visor. She smiled at the girl, who 
paid no attention to her. And then the little 
girl, with the greasy looking dark hair with 
bangs; it was a boyish cut that had grown 
lose at the sides, ran over to her. “Have you 
seen our dog?” She said it so fast and then 
again, “Have you seen our dog?”

“Your dog?” Tina said.
“Yes, our dog,” the girl went on, “we can’t 

find our dog.” The girl squinted up at Tina, 
her hair straight and baby fine, tinged orange 
at the ends. Tina wondered what she might 
look like to this girl, with the darkness and 
shade behind her Like a tree, maybe.

Tina bent down so that she was equal 
height with the girl. “1 wish I knew. I 
haven’t seen her.”

“It’s a boy,” the girl said.
“A boy, okay,” said Tina, “but I still 

haven’t seen him.”
“Will you look? Will you look for him?” 

The girl put both her hands on Tina’s shoul
ders, touched her hair with all of her little 
fingers.

“Yes,” said Tina. She wanted to cry. The 
girl kept touching her hair. Tina stood up, 
away from the girl. She wanted to fly away 
from her, run down the broken street to her 
new boyfriend’s house, where she had been ‘ 
headed -  they were planning on getting high 
all afternoon, listening to the Stones on his 
old turntable, and not getting dressed—but 
Tina wanted to stay too. She wanted both 
feelings at once.

Just then a door opened.
“Grace?” shouted a man from the door.
Tina stood up and thought of her bathing 

suit. She knew she should have bought that 
cotton pullover, sun dress thing, with the 
Indian beads sewn on the front. It was pretty 
and practical. She could be wearing it right 
now. But she wasn’t.

Tina smiled and waved at the man in the 
doorway. He wore a baseball cap that hid his 
hair and most of his head, with no insignia on 
it; a paint splattered tee-shirt; a pair qf cutoff 
jeans with strips of denim frays by the knees; 
on his face, he wore a grin and his eyes bare
ly opened.

Tina waved at him and he waved back, but 
his face twisted with effort. He seemed to be 
avoiding the sun’s rays or wondering if he 
should know filer. No, Tina wanted to tell 
him: you don’t know me.

Grace ran over to the man, her hair flung in 
pieces like streamers, and stood by the front 
door. He stepped out on the porch, revealing 
two legs the color of milk. It seemed what 
might happen if a person were left in a hospi
tal bed without ever being turned or rolled 
once; the skin would forego color, that’s all. 
She couldn’t stop looking. It was as if he had 
no pigment. And then she realized: he had no 
pigment; he was an albino.

Tina had remembered from somewhere, 
most likelya child’s rumor, when she was a 
child, that albinos have pink eyes. But no, it 
wasn’t true. This man had blue ones, clear as 
tap water dropped in a sink: blue, blue, blue. 
His face, pink. And he was covered with a

blonde fur all pver. She wondered what it 
might be like to pet him.

His face undid itself. He walked to her, 
with the child holding on to his thigh. He fit 
his hand on the girl’s head, ruffled her hair. 
“Don’t be silly now. Get off my leg.” Grace 
shook her head no, and the man looked at 
Tina and smiled with his lips together. This 
is where his charm lived. In the pink gummy 
comers of his mouth, their soft top points 
reminded Tina of bubble gum.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean to 
shout. I’m trying to get some work done 
inside. You sit for the Treemans. God, look at 
this street. What’s happened?” He waved his 
hand back and forth in the air, as if this street 
was the last one in the world, and the damage 
new. This street, with its cracks, runs and 
cuts coming on like rivers, branching apart; 
it had been this way at least a month now.

Tina smiled, “This street, it must be old.” 
She took all of her hair up with one hand and 
held it on the top of her head in a fake bun. 
“The Treeman’s, do you know the 
Treeman’s? I’m watching Charlie, since July. 
Let’s see, it’s August!” Tina smiled. It was a 
stupid thing to say, but then again, so was 
everything else. It seemed there was nothing 
to talk about, nothing to share. Might she tell 
him about her baby? Might she tell him 
Grace is a beautiful child?

“Would you like a drink, we’ve got lemon
ade, water, inside.”

Inside. Yes, Tina wanted to see the inside. 
She noticed the blonde stems of his eyelash
es; they fastened to the root of the lids. They 
were strong looking and thick. He seemed to 
have so much hair for an albino. And Grace’s 
hair was so dark The mother must have very 
dark features, thought Tina. Where was the 
mother?

Grace led them through the foyer and to 
the kitchen. The house was dark, too dark, 
after being in the sun for such a time. Tina 
was happy to rest her feet. The soles had got
ten nice and rough this summer. She had 
trained herself out of wearing shoes and her 
soles had thickened and toughened nicely. 
But still, it was pleasant to have them on the 
cool ceramic tile of the foyer and then the 
flat, industrial carpet on the stairs and the 
cool linoleum of the kitchen, once again. 
Thank god for floors, thought Tina.

“Would you like lemonade?” asked Grace. 
She was a lovely child, excited, it appeared, 
by the prospect of Tina, a new person.

“We don’t get visitors very often around 
here,” said the man. “I’m Jay.” He extended 
his hand across the kitchen table. Tina had 
sat down already, and there was something 
about the way he reached for her and looked 
down upon her, that warmed her little, frozen 
heart. He was a father, a kind man. He 
seemed only to want good things to happen. 
She shook his hand.

One kitchen wall was painted a pale green, 
like pea soup with some cream in it. It was 
the paint that had splattered on his shirt. So 
he wasn’t a dirty, messy man, thought Tina, 
just handy, useful.

Grace had brought out three juice glasses 
and now she poured the pink lemonade from 
a plastic pitcher. She was slow with the lift
ing and careful with the angle, and Tina tried 
not to stare. Grace filled each glass perfectly 
to the rim, a dangerous height. Tina was sure 
to sip hers while leaning over the table first, 
before bringing the glass up to her lips.

“Thank you, honey. That looks pretty,” 
said Tina.

Grace smiled. Jay sat across from Tina and 
Grace. Tina wished Grace had sat across 
from her, though, so that she could look at 
the girl. She was a tiny girl with full cheeks 
and puffed arms -  she was not kid skinny -  a 
sweet looking girl. Tina laughed just then, 
she had noticed the finger paintings on the 
refrigerator, which clung with magnets cov
ered over with felt insects replete with pipe- 
cleaner antennae. The paintings featured a 
girl standing with a yellow dog by her side 
and one was all gray’ with black clouds.

Grace smiled as Tina looked at the paintings. 
"You did those?”
“Yes,” said Grace, her eyes wide with 

light; they filled with brown at that moment, 
adjusting to the recess lights inside. Jay 
stood and turned off the lights. The room was 
bright enough on its own. With this new, 
natural light from the window, their faces 
seemed more similar than earlier. Grace’s 
full cheeks and pointed chin were the same 
as Jay’s, only Jay had no freckles, which 
Grace had in full, dotting together like a band 
across the small hook of her nose.

“Well I don’t believe it! They’re beautiful. 
Is that one at the end a rainy day?”

“That was mommy!s funeral,” said Grace, 
she sipped at her lemonade. She put it down 
on the table and for a fraction of a second it 
swirled on its bottom, then tipped to its side. 
A pink river made its way across the table 
cloth. Grace stood and screamed at the table. 
She put her little hands to her mouth, covered 
it. Tina gathered the comers of the checked 
tablecloth, while Jay removed the glasses in a 
rush. Tina bunched it like a sheet and held it 
together with one hand, thinking: what now?

Jay said she could throw it away and so 
she did. She stuffed it into the trash below 
the sink. He had opened the cabinet door for 
her. “There,” she said. She touched Grace’s 
hot cheek. “It is okay,” she repeated. Tina put 
her thumb by one of Grace’s tears. Grace’s 
face was wet, with glistening, crooked lines.

Jay sat down during all of this He must 
not know what to do, thought Tina, to calm 
his child, and so he sat down. Perhaps by not 
giving her attention, he thought Grace would 
not be upset. Only this, Tina knew he was 
wrong.

Then he surprised Tina. He took Grace’s 
hands in his own and said, “Don’t be a worry 
wort; it’s all right.”

“But I always spill it. I spilled it all last 
week.”

“Today is today. Grade,” said Jay.
Grace sat back down and then stood up 

again. She gathered the sticky glasses from 
the sink and put them in front of Tina and Jay 
again. She carried the pitcher from the 
refrigerator slowly, too slowly and poured 
each of them half a glass.

Tina smiled at her. “Thank you, Grace,” 
she said.

“So you work for the Treemans?”
Tina nodded. There wasn’t much to say. 

She liked the Treemans; they were likeable 
people. They were calm and reasonable; they 
gave her one full day off a week, this day, in 
fact. Charlie was terrifically well behaved. 
There was never a surprise. She thought of 
them as happy. Tina wondered if her life 
were to end up like the Treeman’s, had she 
kept her baby.

“Yes, the Treemans.” Tina took a drink of 
the lemonade; it was too tart and tickled the 
recesses of her throat. “They’re very nice; 
they’ve been very nice to me.”

“Grace plays with Charlie sometimes. Or 
they used to.”

“Used to?”
“A falling out, a difference in opinion 

involving a paint set, you know.”
Tina smiled, what else was there to do? 
“After Grace’s mother. Grace doesn’t get 

along sometimes.”
“I get along,” said Grace. “I don’t like 

Charlie. I never did.”
Jay stretched his hand to the top of Grace’s 

bowed head. “1 know.”
There was a short and sharp silence. Tina 

could see the trees outside the kitchen win
dow blowing in a breeze. It must not be as 
hot now, she thought. A humming, rolling 
sound not far off: the cars, the cars on that 
crummy road, the world outside.

Grace sat watching them. It seemed Grace 
was perceptive, thought Tina. She seemed to 
know what Tina was thinking, that Tina liked 
her and that they were alike. But then Tina 
corrected herself: perceptive and observant

continued on page 9
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Fiction The Beautiful One Has Come
Suzanne Kamata

All night long I watch the planes crash into 
the twin towers. And crash again. The balls of 
fire, the plummeting bodies, the sudden sag of 
skyscrapers. All night I watch the broadcasts 
from America on television and think of 
Nefertiti.

This is what I know of that Egyptian queen: 
It is said that she was a princess from another 
land. She was the wife of Akhenaten, and the 
mother of six daughters. She and her husband 
started a new religion. But then she suddenly 
disappeared from public record.

Some scholars believe that she was ban
ished, perhaps for defying Akhenaten in mat
ters of religion. She might have died. All agree, 
however, that she was beautiful. Drawings and 
statues attest to this. And then there is her 
name. Nefertiti: “the beautiful one has come.”

I know these things because of my sister, 
Reina. She loved to talk about Nefertiti. One 
might even say that she was obsessed. In her 
room, there were piles of books: Sun Queen, 
Monarchs o f Ancient Egypt, The Great Royal 
Wife. And on and on.

Once, for a Halloween party, she copied 
Nefertiti’s distinctive headdress and lined her 
eyes with kohl. She had targe, double-lidded 
eyes, unlike my tiny narrow ones, and with 
her salon tan, I swear she belonged on a barge 
floating down the Nile.

She liked to remind people that “Reina” was 
close to the French word for queen, “la reine,” 
or the Indian “ranee,” but my parents had not 
been thinking that at all when they named her.

Mother was more concerned with the for
tune-teller's advice regarding the number of 
strokes in each Chinese character. She was 
told that Misaki, the name she had originally 
chosen, would result in bad luck for her as-yet 
unborn daughter.

My parents did not understand Reina’s pre
occupation with Nefertiti. They had little 
interest in foreigners or their countries.

“Why don’t you study about Jingu?” our 
father asked, referring to Japan’s ancient 
empress.

She just mocked him for his provincialism 
and mailed off an application to the American 
University in Cairo.

My parents worried that my sister would 
transfer her passion for Nefertiti to some dark- 
skinned man and stay in Egypt forever. They 
begged her to consider applying closer to 
home.

“You could probably get into Keio or 
Waseda with your test scores,” they said. “You 
might even be accepted at Tokyo University.”

Tokyo University; more popularly known 
as Todai; was the most prestigious college in 
all of Japan, but my sister wasn’t interested.

“Todai grads are a bore,” she said. “Look at 
all those crusty old men running the country. 
And the younger ones think like old fogeys.”

“Well, you don’t need to go all the way to 
the Middle East,” Father insisted. “Japan is

safer; the safest country in the world, I’ll bet.”
Privately, to me, she said, “This country is 

suffocating. I need to have some adventures.”
Finally, our parents gave in.
To show her gratitude, Reina hung around 

the house most of that spring and summer, 
helping Mother with the housework and cook
ing, and charming Father with her stories.

Two nights before she left, she had a big 
party with her friends, and the following 
evening, we went out to eat as a family.

We went to a seafood restaurant because 
Reina loved blue fin tuna sushi and she didn’t 
think she’d have a chance to eat it in Cairo.

Mother sighed and said, “I hope they at 
least have rice.”

Those are the inane kinds of things we 
talked about as we tended our private 
thoughts. My parents were probably wonder
ing if they’d ever see Reina again. I was just 
trying to store up a few extra memories of my 
adored older sister. When she came back, 
she’d be different; that, I knew for sure. 
Maybe I wouldn’t even like her anymore. As 
soon as she left, I tried to follow her in my 
imagination. I tried to picture the insides of 
the airplane (blue seats?), the faces of the air
line attendants (not too difficult, since she was 
flying on a Japanese airline), the food served 
at each meal (somewhat baffled, I could only 
come up with rice and fish).

All that day of her departure and into the 
next, I tried to guess her state of mind (scared, 
but excited) and the fresh sights. She’d see 
camels, I figured. Pyramids. An ocean of sand.

A week later, Reina filled in some of the 
details in her first letter from Egypt: “Dear 
Mom, Dad, and Mika, I’m finally here in the 
land of pharoahs and mummies and Nefertiti!”

Father read her letters out loud after dinner 
when we were sitting at the table drinking 
green tea. Her words were better than dessert, 
and I savored them for days afterward.

The letters were usually written to all of us, 
although my parents and I wrote separate 
replies. Finally, six months after she’d gone, a 
thin blue envelope arrived, addressed only to 
me.

Mother handed it over with a greedy look in 
her eyes, but I ignored it and took the letter to 
my room. I turned it over in my hands a few 
times, letting my anticipation build. The 
stamp featured a distinguished-looking man 
with a flat-topped round cap. The letter was 
postmarked Cairo, a week before.

1 brought the envelope to my nose and 
inhaled deeply, trying to detect a trace of 
Egypt; some exotic scent like camel dung or 
rose attar, but all I could smell was ink.

At last, 1 slit the envelope open and pulled 
out Reina’s letter.

“Dearest Mika,
I am in love!
You must promise not to breathe a word to 

Mom and Dad, but I will tell you all. His name 
is Hassan and he’s a student like me. 
Gorgeous, like a desert prince, a gentleman, 
and a poet!”

Part of me felt privileged to be taken into 
her confidence, to be trusted with the secrets 
of her heart. But another part of me went cold 
with dread. It was just as our parents had 
feared. Reina would marry this man and stay 
in Egypt and we would never see her again.

I thought that I should tell my parents right 
away. Maybe they would force her to come 
home before a wedding could take place. It 
would be for her own good, I thought. Love 
was making her crazy. She’d lost all reason.

After all, hadn’t she herself written that 
women stayed behind veils and walls, that 
they were not permitted the same freedom as 
men? It was worse than Japan!

But then a few months later, she stopped 
writing about Hassan. She never explained 
what had happened. When Reina finally came 
back for good at the end of four years, she 
became an English teacher. What else could 
she do with a degree in Egyptian History in a 
backwoods prefecture like ours?

All day, she explained gerunds and infini
tives to fidgeting high-school students. We 
hoped that she would blend into this new life, 
but 1 think that her mind was flitting beyond 
the hydrangea bushes outside the classroom, 
across oceans and continents. She told us that 
she was happy.

She discovered the International Society, a 
local organization that put on monthly cook
ing parties. One time, they prepared Indian 
food. The next, the theme was the Middle 
East. Reina attended the session and made 
some Egyptian friends.

Ahmed was a student at the local university 
and his young wife Nabib was along for the 
ride. Reina started spending all of her free 
time with them. She even invited them to our 
house for dinner once. Reina did the cooking.

“What did you say this was?” Father asked, 
picking at a bean croquette with his chop
sticks.

“Tammia,” Reina said, popping a forkful 
into her mouth. “I loved these when 1 was in 
Cairo.”

Nabib nodded. “They are just like my 
grandmother used to make.”

Mother gamely made her way through the 
meal, nibbling on prunes stuffed with walnuts 
and cheese pastries, but Father gave up when 
the mint tea arrived.

“This is too sweet,” he said. “Give me some 
green tea.”

Mother quickly got up to shake some tea 
leaves into a pot.

Reina didn’t seem offended. She just rolled 
her eyes at me. When Nabib and Ahmed said 
that it was the best meal they’d ever had, my 
sister beamed like a hundred suns. Toward the 
end of November, Reina announced that she 
was in need of a live chicken. “My friends 
need it for Ramadan,” she said. “Do you think 
that Uncle could spare one of his hens?”

Father’s brother lived in the mountains of 
Tokushima. He grew tangerines and kept a 
small brood of pullets. We hadn’t visited him in 
several months, but Father agreed to call him.

The following weekend, we were all packed 
into a car; Reina, the two Egyptians, Mother, 
Father, and me. I tried not to gasp as we 
swerved along the narrow, curvy, mountain 
roads. There were no guardrails, and the brush 
on the side of the mountain seemed to go on for
ever. If we went off the road, we would be lost 
in the brambles and no one would ever find us.

Suddenly, a truck whooshed into view, com
ing around the curve as if its brakes were gone. 
Father wrenched the steering wheel, taking us 
off the pavement for a moment, cracking sticks 
under the tires. When the truck passed us, the 
car swooned. And then it was just whipped up 
dust behind us and I heard a chorus of sighs.

Only Ahmed seemed unruffled. “Allah is 
protecting us.” His voice was sure and calm.

Reina murmured in agreement.
While my heart was still banging against 

my ribs, I had a thought that was almost more 
disturbing than our near-death. What if my 
sister was changing religions? If she convert
ed to Islam, would she.be abfe’touake.partrin 
our family rituals for Obon.'andthe Ne.w*Year?

Or would her new beliefs make her a stranger
to us?

I thought that it would be difficult, at best, 
to have to always be driving into the moun
tains for live chickens, to have to kneel and 
pray when the mullah’s call sounded in your 
head, even if you were in the middle of Sogo 
department store.

1 fretted about these things for the rest of the 
ride, right up until we stood in Uncle’s yard, 
watching Ahmed wring the hen’s neck with 
his bare hands. I shouldn’t have worried. A 
few months later, Reina brought borne a man 
who was nothing like Ahmed. He was 
Japanese. He wore a navy wool suit and a tie. 
He was from a family that processed indigo 
leaves for dyers; a clan steeped in tradition; 
though he himself worked at a company that 
created computer software.

They’d met through friends, Reina 
explained. They were going to get married.

When they looked at each other, their eye
lids became droopy with desire. I recognized 
that gaze from Hollywood movies, but I’d 
never seen it anywhere else till then. And even 
when they were separated by the length of a 
room, they seemed to be dancing together. So 
this is love, I thought.

I wasn’t sure what drew them together. 
Maybe some animal call, or something beyond 
science. Karma. At any rate, they didn’t seem 
to have much in common. He was not espe
cially interested in Nefertiti, or anything else 
foreign, for that matter. His only trip abroad 
had been a group tour to Guam a year before. 
Even so, he promised Reina a honeymoon in 
Egypt. The wedding was quite an affair. My 
sister in silk kimono, first the hooded white 
one to hide horns of jealousy (though I doubt
ed the groom, so transparently enamored of his 
new wife would ever do anything to make 
those horns sprout), then the blazing red one 
with its embroidered silver crane. We all ate 
and drank to ten thousand years of happiness 
for the newlyweds. In speeches, friends and 
mentors made wishes for their children, their 
shining future together.

Reina sat at a long cloth-draped table at the 
front of the room. Her black hair, piled atop 
her head, was set off by a gilded folding 
screen. Nothing had such luster as she did on 
that day.

After the kimono, she changed into a simple 
black velvet gown and tiara. And I, having 
joined in quite a few toasts, turned to the fam
ily friend seated at my left and said, “You 
know, Reina means ‘queen’ in French.”

It is early morning and now there is just 
smoke and rubble and tears on the TV screen.
I hear a door slide open and Mother shuffles 
into the room.

“Turn it off,” she says. “Go to bed.” She 
runs her hand over my hair.

But when I crawl into my futon, I can’t rid 
myself of those images. The planes. The tall 
buildings. The dust, and fear. The blue sky.

It all starts to get mixed up with scenes of 
the temple at Luxor. The tour bus. The honey
moon couples. The men with machine guns 
who jumped out from behind ancient stones.

And then there was the postcard that arrived 
a week later: “I have never been so happy in 
my life.”

The card, with its view of barques on the 
Nile, is still propped against the shrine. A 
black and white portrait of Reina looks down 
from the wall above.

By the time I wake up the next morning, 
Mother has already set out a bowl of rice and 
a cup of green tea next to the postcard. I go 
into the kitchen and cook up a few bean cro
quettes, and then I put a plateful of those 
there, too.

Suzanne Kamata lives in Matsushige, 
Japan. Her work has appeared in more than 
60 publications internationally including The 
Japan Times, New York Stories and Kyoto 
Journal. She is the editor o f Yomimono, an 
English-language literary magazine and o f 
the anthology,. The Broken: Bridge: Fiction 
From Expatriates iri .Literary. Japan.
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Fred A. Wilcox

“To see what is in front of one’s nose 
requires a constant struggle.”

- George Orwell

The last time I visited Gerard and Lucy 
Rice, their windows were protected by metal 
shutters, a metal plate covered their front 
door at night, a wrought-iron metal gate kept 
intruders from their upstairs, and their beds 
rested upon metal plates.

Two years later, the shutters have been 
replaced by bulletproof glass, and there s a 
new watchdog in the backyard.

"Sure, ” smiles Gerard, youth worker, 
community organizer, and former 
Republican prisoner short-listed by loyalists 
for assassination, "I’m considered a protect
ed person now, so we 've got new windows 
and doors. New dog as well. Loyalists poi
soned the last one. ”

Gunmen have fired into the Rice family s 
new windows, but the glass held.

This is South Belfast, a nationalist com
munity that has lost 55 people, out of 1200 
residents, to sectarian violence. It is early 
July 2001, and the Orange Order’s marching 
season is gathering momentum. Ciaran 
Cummings, 19-year-old Catholic man wait
ing for a ride to work in Antrim, is shot dead. 
Twenty-four hours later, David Trimble, the 
North’s recently resigned first-minister, 
informs the media that the Irish Republican 
Army was responsible for this young 
Catholic man’s death. (Three years before, 
Mr. Trimble had accused the IRA of being 
involved in the murder of Rosemary Nelson, 
a human rights lawyer greatly respected and 
loved by nationalists.)

This time, even the British-backed securi
ty forces are quick to challenge Trimble’s 
statement. Within hours of the crime, a loy
alist hit squad calling itself the Red Hand 
Defenders (an umbrella front for several loy
alist paramilitary organizations) proclaims 
responsibility for murdering Cummings. The 
RHD promises to kill more nationalists, and 
the Royal Ulster Constabulary appears 
unable or unwilling to find the assassins.

Almost daily (an estimated 170 attacks 
between January 1 and June 30), petrol and 
pipe bombs explode against the doors and 
windows of Catholic homes. In the coming 
weeks, before the last of the Orange Order’s 
3,0000 parades passes near or through a 
nationalist neighborhood, more nationalist 
homes will be attacked with pipe and fire 
bombs, and more people will be wounded or 
killed.

Along with 33 international observers 
from the United States, France, and Puerto 
Rico, 1 am here to monitor Orange Order 
parades. In order to learn more about the 
political, economic, and social complexities 
of Northern Ireland, we will also meet with 
politicians, human rights activists, communi
ty action groups, the Royal Ulster 
Constabulary (RUC), loyalists released 
under the Good Friday Agreement, and oth
ers. As spokesperson for the observers, 1 will 
facilitate these meetings and speak at a press 
conference to be held at the Holiday Inn in 
Belfast.

*  *  *

"Good fences make good neighbors, ” 
wrote poet Robert Frost. He had never seen 
these fifteen-foot-high sheets o f metal topped 
with razor wire that wind through Belfast 
neighborhoods, sealing Protestant and 
Catholic enclaves off from one another, trag
ic symbols o f fear and despair behind which 
Protestant and Catholic children sing and 
play and skip rope. People toss rocks and 
bricks and firebombs and insults over the

Belfast Diary

Fred WilcoxThe riot in Ardoyne subsides

wire. There is talk o f building more o f these 
"peace walls ” in Belfast.

Welcome to Belfast, a city bristling with 
security cameras, where British Army heli
copters hover like Alfred Hitchcock’s birds 
and the RUC hunkers inside armored land 
rovers, watching, listening, waiting. The war 
may be over, but no one knows whose house 
or pub will be attacked, or who might be 
killed, by hit squads like the Red Hand 
Defenders.

On July II, Owen, an Irish observer from 
San Francisco, and I take a nationalist cab 
(even choosing a cab in Belfast is a political 
act) to a downtown location where paramili
tary and British flags flutter from lampposts. 
We cross to a large field cluttered with trash. 
Young people are stacking crates and tires 
into a massive four-story pyre for tomorrow 
night’s celebration of the victory of William 
of Orange over James II at the battle of the 
Boyne in 1690—a battled considered by loy
alists to be among their greatest historic 
moments. On the night of July 11 great fires 
will roar, billowing acrid plumes of smoke, 
while masked men, seeming to have walked 
straight out of the flames, will fire automatic 
weapons into the air to the delight of cheer
ing crowds.

Our group visits the Ballymacarrett Arts 
and Culture Group in a loyalist section of 
East Belfast. There we meet George Newell 
and Raymond Laverty, two working-class 
Protestants, who tell us about their efforts to 
help young kids in this neighborhood avoid 
joining paramilitary organizations.

In past years, says Newell, most young 
Protestant men in East Belfast aspired to 
become apprentices in a trade. No one really 
went far in school because working at the 
Harland & Wolff Shipyard with their fathers 
was the best thing they could imagine doing. 
But because of a serious decline in the ship
ping industry over the last two decades, 
Protestant working-class kids can no longer 
follow their fathers and uncles and brothers 
into the trades.

“Our culture is disappearing,” Newell tells 
us. “We need to find out what Protestant cul
ture is really all about. The Catholics are liv
ing in better homes. They are working at bet
ter jobs. They are in important political posi
tions. We are beiijg left behind, and that will 
continue to happen unless we teach ourselves 
about our culture and history.”

We listen respectfully to Newell’s views 
on what is troubling the North of Ireland. But 
we are utterly bewildered by his assertions 
that Catholics are outpacing Protestants in 
the North. To us, except for different wall 
paintings and flags, the Protestant and 
Catholic neighborhoods look remarkably 
alike. From our observations, both commu
nities suffer from poverty, drugs, alcohol, 
and the legacy of 30 years of warfare.

Later that afternoon, we join the Walkway 
Women’s Group for lunch at the East Belfast 
Community Center. George Newell’s wife, 
Carolyn, describes the center as a nonsectar
ian gathering place where, she hopes, 
Protestant and Catholic women will feel wel
come to talk about their differences, to share 
what they have in common, and to offer one 
another much needed support. (There are no 
Catholics at our luncheon.) One Protestant 
woman talks about a family member, now a 
hard-line Protestant politician, who spent 
years in prison for his loyalist activities. She 
talks about the bitterness she feels toward 
unionists who didn’t give her family support 
but, she is certain, treated relatives of repub
lican prisoners with respect. The women at 
our table nod their agreement. This room 
swelters with suffering, just like Relatives 
for Justice. All of the women’s faces show 
the strain of losing loved ones to prison or an 
early grave during decades of “the 
Troubles.”

Sipping tea and nibbling cookies in David 
Trimble’s office at Stormont Castle, we lis
ten to Trimble’s political adviser, David 
McNarry, and Ulster Unionist Party repre
sentatives Robert Colter and Denny 
Kennedy reminisce about the good old days 
when Catholics milked the cows and brought 
in the hay for Protestants as they went off 
each July 12th to celebrate the Battle of the 
Boyne. Indeed, says McNarry, until a few 
years ago these marches were more like fes
tivals, and everyone, Protestant and Catholic, 
had a grand time on the 12th of July.

Sensing, perhaps, that he might be stretch
ing the limits of our credulity, McNarry 
changes the subject. He tells us that Sinn 
Fein (identified with the IRA since 1919) is 
orchestrating opposition to the Orange 
Order’s parades through nationalist neigh
borhoods. Opposition to the march to

Drumcree, he says, has created confusion 
and chaos in the minds of Protestants and 
garnered support for Sinn Fein activists. “I 
haven’t recovered from the shock and horror 
of what’s happened to the Orange Order as a 
result of these protests,” says McNarry. “If 
you’re told that you cannot do something, 
the natural thing is to shout about it. I’m a 
member of the Orange Order. It’s part of my 
family, and I want to express that. I’m 
pleased that in my neighborhood I’m 
allowed to do so.”

Roger Hutchinson, representative from Ian 
Paisley’s Democratic Unionist Party (DUPj, 
and an ordained Methodist minister, takes his 
place at the end of a long table. Hutchinson 
declares that the IRA has killed more 
Catholics than all of the loyalist paramilitary 
groups put together, and he echoes 
McNarry’s nostalgia for days gone by. 
Hutchinson insists that the present impasse 
in Portadown, where Catholics have been 
resisting loyalist attempts to march along the 
Garvaghy Road (a Catholic neighborhood), 
is the fault of a handful of Sinn Fein agita
tors, as well as the Parades Commission, 
which his party refuses to recognize as a 
legitimate government body.

I offer the possibility that nationalists in 
Portadown do not want the Orange Order 
marching through their neighborhood 
because they think these parades are about 
triumphalism, not Protestant culture; that 
marchers have been reported to hurl insults 
at nationalists and laugh about Catholics who 
have been murdered in Portadown; and that 
nationalists who attempt to protest against a 
march down the Garvaghy Road fear they 
will be attacked by the RUC.

Before I can finish, Hutchinson nearly 
flies out of his chair. “I can’t believe,” he 
sputters, “that a supposedly intelligent man 
like yourself would listen to that kind of non
sense.”

I am tempted to suggest that the DUP rep
resentative drive to Portadown and speak to 
the people who live on the Garvaghy Road, 
but I know he will never do that. In the Alice 
In Wonderland context of Stormont Castle, 
it makes perfect sense to talk about rather 
than with ordinary people. Why visit Gerard 
Rice and residents of Belfast’s Lower 
Ormeau Road when you already know they 
are murderous Fenians who swaddle their 
infants in tricolor nappies? Why talk to the 
people on the Garvaghy Road when you are 
absolutely certain that, each and every sum
mer, they suffer from anti-Orange Order 
hysteria and anti-Protestant hallucinations? 
Surely it is obvious that the most important 
thing is to repeat the same stories over and 
over to the media, to colleagues, to friends, 
and to international observers, in time, these 
ideological mantras will assume a mytho
logical status; the storyteller becomes his 
very own story.

Police attack demonstrators in Ardoyne, North Belfast Fred Wilcox
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Sir Ronnie Flanagan, chief constable of the 

1,200-person Royal Ulster Constabulary, is a 
powerful figure renowned for his use of 
Orwellian newspeak, a police chief with the 
authority to call up thousands of British sol
diers to support his own forces in places like 
Portadown or other “flash spots” in the North, 
a man whose paramilitary police have sur
vived intense scrutiny from human rights 
organizations, documentary filmmakers, and 
the world’s press, leaving him with hardly a 
scratch on his own career.

Flanagan breezes into the room, confident 
that we will abide by the rules of polite 
engagement and quite prepared to respond 
with alacrity to any confrontation. We have 
agreed to focus on the parades issue, which 
enables the chief constable to avoid questions 
about the RUC’s record of humaa rights abus
es. According to the chief constable, he is at 
the mercy of the Parades Commission, which 
determines when and where parades will take 
place. “I do not make those decisions,” says 
Flanagan. “Other people do. And while 1 
might act to stop a parade if I thought the pro
portional risks were too great—that people 
might be injured or killed if the parade went 
ahead—1 would never use my authority to 
force a parade down any route, thereby over
ruling the Parade Commission.”

A few days before this meeting, some of our 
observers had watched an Orange parade pass 
along the Springfield Road, a nationalist 
enclave in West Belfast. Initially, the Parades 
Commission had banned the Orange Order 
from marching down the Springfield Road; 
however, according to John McGivem of the 
Springfield Residents Action Group, Flanagan 
personally intervened, meeting with the 
British Secretary of State John Reid and over
turning the Parade Commission’s ruling. At 
6:30 on a Saturday morning, British soldiers 
moved into the nationalist Springfield Road to 
build installations that would protect the 
Orange marchers. Calling the RUC the 
“armed wing of unionism,” local Sinn Fein 
Councilor Tom Hartley accused Chief 
Constable Flanagan of intervening politically 
on behalf of the Orange Order to allow its 
members to march through a nationalist 
neighborhood.

Flanagan’s ability to deflect questions with
out appearing disdainful or condescending is 
impressive, and it is difficult to know whether 
the chief constable considers his guests unin
formed, ignorant, or perhaps both. 
Nevertheless, I don’t think that he and other 
officials with whom we meet are merely lying 
to us. That would be much easier to under
stand and to confront. The French writer Guy 
de Mauppassant once said that his youth had 
been not so much lived as hallucinated. In the 
North of Ireland, we meet powerful people 
who seem to be hallucinating a world that has 
never been, will never be, and yet must, at all 
costs, be defended.

As we are being driven back to the Lower 
Ormeau Road, /  feel like a schoolboy who 
realizes he has been conned into trading his 
bicycle for a chunk o f fool s gold. I had want
ed to ask Sir Ronnie Flanagan what he might 
tell us about the torture o f political prisoners 
during the years he guided the RUC s Special 
Branch, a group notorious for its role in tor
turing and murdering suspected members o f  
the Irish Republican Army as well as ordinary 
nationalists. I was hoping to ask Flanagan 
how he feels about the growing international 
demand for an independent (outside o f the 
RUC and the British government) investiga
tion into the murders o f human rights solici
tors Pat Finucane (1989), shot 14 times in 
front o f his wife and children, and Rosemary 
Nelson (1998), killed by a car bomb a few  
months after testifying before a United States 
Congressional Committee that members o f the 
RUC had been threatening to kill her.

What does he say to people who insist that 
the RUC had a detailed verbal confession to 
the Finucane murder two years after the 
killing, but the Special Branch kept the case 
from going forward in order to protect British 
military intelligence agents and other RUC 
informers? How does he respond to people 
who suggest that the RUC was involved in 
both o f these assassinations?

Does the chief constable really think that 
Sinn Fein has been able to dupe investigators 
from Amnesty International, Human Rights 
Watch, and Relatives for Justice who have 
raised serious questions about the RUC's role 
in sectarian violence? What is the RUC doing 
to protect elected Sinn Fein officials, given 
that 14 members o f Sinn Fein and elected Sinn 
officials have been assassinated over the 
years? (Shortly after our observer team leaves 
Belfast, a loyalist hit squad tries to murder 
Sinn Fein Councilor Gerry Kelly.)

If loyalist paramilitary flags were not flap
ping, block after block, from the lamp poles, 
this section of East Belfast might appear like 
an ordinary neighborhood in any European 
city. Flower stands and neighborhood pubs, 
friendly-looking groceries and butcher shops, 
shoppers bustling about on a fine summer’s 
day. Our taxi drops us off in front of the 
Orange Order’s command center. We file in to 
meet spokesperson George Patton, who 
begins by telling us that the Battle of the 
Boyne was a great event because it brought 
democracy and stability to this part of the 
world. Patton informs us that Jesus Christ was 
the first “human rights activist” and that the 
Orange Order seeks to follow in Jesus’ foot
steps by providing help for anyone, regardless 
of their religion, who might need it. 
According to our host, the Orange Order is a 
hybrid mixture of the Salvation Army, the 
YMCA, Sr. Teresa (a Protestant version), 
Little League sports, ecumenical soup 
kitchens, community outreach programs, hos
pice care, and 4-H programs. We ask Mr. 
Patton why, if the Battle of the Boyne brought 
centuries of peace and democracy to this part 
of the world, Catholics took to the streets in 
the late 1960s to demand an end to discrimi
nation in housing, employment, and voting. 
Patton seems flummoxed, as though no one 
had ever raised this question. He proceeds to 
intone the now-familiar lines about Protestant 
culture being under attack, but he does not say 
exactly who might be responsible.

*  *  *

Buff, a South Belfast community activist 
who is working with the observers, calls me on 
my cell phone, asking if I can be ready to roll 
in three minutes. 1 am sipping tea and watch
ing the 6:30 evening news, perfectly content to 
avoid observing another Orange Order parade. 
But as I race with Gerard Rice, Buff, and two 
other observers through Belfast, I know this 
will not be another desultory flap. We fly

through narrow streets and suddenly we are 
walking toward a clamor I can’t quite identify. 
As we turn a comer a crowd is running toward 
us and we dash into one house, out a side door, 
into a small garden, out again, through another 
house, over a wall, through someone’s living 
room—all the while passing rows of RUC in 
riot gear standing shoulder to shoulder with 
their huge plastic shields raised as protestors 
hurl bottles and bricks and chucks of concrete 
and pieces of metal at them. And now we are 
standing in a small fenced-in yard and Buff is 
yelling at me to videotape a great black truck 
with cannons mounted atop its cabin that is 
moving forward into the RUC lines. A voice 
-announces ATTENTION, ATTENTION: 
UNLESS YOU DESIST AT ONCE, FORCE 
WILL BE USED, but this announcement only 
increases the volley of bricks smashing into 
the RUC. A protestor hurls a chunk of concrete 
at the head of a policeman and he goes down, 
straight down, legs splayed, not moving, look
ing very much dead. The water cannon opens 
up on the protestors and from the size of the 
truck and the cannons 1 expect the stream to rip 
someone’s arm off, but this has little effect on 
the crowd which simply pulls back and then 
redoubles its fire at the RUC who stand, 
remarkably, in lines with their shields deflect
ing a torrent of objects. Then one line launch
es a baton charge and I see several RUC carry
ing plastic bullet weapons and a car bursts into 
flame just a few yards from where we are 
standing. Someone drives it forward and when 
things blow up on the van we duck and I 
expect the protestors to run out of rocks and 
bottles or to get tired of throwing, but they 
don’t and the riot continues. I am waiting for 
the RUC to step back from their shields and 
open fire on the crowd, but they drive their 
water cannon forward again, launch a baton 
charge, fire plastic bullets and the noise is like 
some huge machine grinding its jaws, clanking 
and banging and screaming and exploding and 
1 am not sure if I and the other observers will 
leave here alive ..  .

As I watch the melee—which I am told 
started when the RUC roughed up nationalists 
who were trying to mount a protest against the 
Orange Order marching through the solidly 
nationalist Ardoyne neighborhood of North 
Belfast, and continued when the RUC drove 
more than 50 land rovers deeper into this 
enclave and hundreds of police dressed in 
Darth Vadar riot gear appeared—I can’t help 
asking what the police hope to accomplish. 
The Orange Order passed through long ago, 
and it makes no sense for the police to be 
standing here, taking casualties, risking their 
own lives, the lives of the protestors, and the 
lives of the people who live in these houses. 
Never have 1 seen such rage and hatred, the 
legacy of decades of police violence, and 
while I feel sorry for the men and women who 
are being injured I can’t understand why their 
commanders refuse to call a strategic with

drawal from this battle zone.
I am now convinced that the RUC started 

this riot in order to discredit the nationalist 
community. Television viewers in the United 
States and other parts of the world will not be 
told what led up to this confrontation. They 
will not be informed about tha RUC’s 70- 
year-long history of sectarian brutality. News 
footage from Ardoyne will be little more than 
firebomb- and brick-tossing sound bites.

The result of this latest riot will be that 
nationalists will hate and fear the RUC more, 
the RUC will hate and fear nationalists more, 
unionists will refer to these riots as proof that 
the RUC must not be “weakened” by 
“reforms,” loyalists will vow to continue their 
attacks on nationalists, children in nationalist 
communities will live in even greater fear of 
the police, the RUC will return later to arrest 
people they suspect of having been involved 
in the Ardoyne riots . . .

Three years ago, the Good Friday 
Agreement was ratified by 94.4 percent o f the 
voters in the Republic o f Ireland and 71.1 per
cent o f the voters in the North o f Ireland. 
Tragically, families like Lucy and Gerard Rice 
and their children are still threatened, daily, 
by a discredited police force, Orwellian politi
cians, and assassins who refuse to remove 
their balaclavas, retire their AK-47s, and 
embrace a new, peaceful, vision for the North 
o f Ireland.

Before I left the North, I asked Lucy Rice if 
she believed she’d see the violence end in her 
lifetime. “No,” she said, “not in my lifetime. I 
won’t live to see it, I’m afraid I won’t now, 
Fred.”

GLOSSARY
Irish Republican Army (IRA):

Underground army that has fought for an 
independent Ireland since 1919.

Loyalists: People who claim loyalty to 
Great Britain. In Northern Ireland there are a 
number of loyalist paramilitary groups—the 
UDA (Ulster Defense Association), LVF 
(Loyalist Volunteer Force), UFF (Ulster 
Freedom Fighters).

Nationalists: Catholics (and small number 
of Protestants) who are seeking national self- 
determination and freedom from British dom
ination in Northern Ireland.

Republicans: Men and women who strug
gle for a united Ireland (Northern Ireland and 
the Republic of Ireland), free from British 
domination.

Royal Ulster Constabulary: Paramilitary 
police force, approximately 93 percent 
Protestant, 7 percent Catholic. (Name recent
ly changed to: Police Service of Northern 
Ireland.)

Sinn Fein: Republican party founded in 
1905 by Arthur Griffith; politically identified 
with the IRA since 1919.

Unionists: Those who believe Northern 
Ireland belongs to the United Kingdom and 
who do not wish to see Ireland reunited 
(essentially identical to "loyalists”). The 
Ulster Unionist Party (UUP) is still current
ly headed by Northern Ireland First Minister 
David Trimble.

Fred Wilcox, Ph.D., is a professor o f writ
ing at Ithaca College. He is the author o f the 
books Waiting for an Army to Die: The 
Tragedy of Agent Orange; Uncommon 
Martyrs: How the Berrigans and Others Are 
Turning Swords into Plowshares; Fightiqg the 
Lamb’s War—Skirmishes with the American 
Empire (the autobiography of Philip 
Berrigan); Chasing Shadows: Memoirs of a 
Sixties Survivor, and countless essays.

Professor Wilcox is a longtime peace and 
human rights activist. He has been visiting the 
Republic o f Ireland and the North o f Ireland 
for thirty years.



page 8 The BOOK PRESS April 2002

Uncertainty in Copenhagen
Cushing Strout

Michael Frayn’s Copenhagen has stirred 
up continuing controversy among scientists 
and historians, as well as justifiably winning 
prizes for its dramatic merits. Frayn was 
audacious in dramatizing an invented 
posthumous conversation between two inter
nationally known physicists, Niels Bohr and 
Werner Heisenberg, who had collaborated to 
develop quantum mechanics and nuclear 
physics before the Second World War and 
ended up on opposite sides during it. A major 

“i.ony of their history, not lost on Frayn, is 
that the Allied effort to build the atomic 
bomb was encouraged by the fear that the 
German Nazi regime might produce it and 
use it, when in fact it was the Allies who did 
both, killing thousands of civilians in the 
atomic bombing of Hiroshima and Nagasaki.

Frayn has been induced by the controver
sy over his play to write a thirty-five page 
postscript to it, explaining and defending his 
venture into a complex and contentious his
torical problem about German nuclear poli
cy. Since then, he has replied to his critics in 
“‘Copenhagen’ Revisited,” New York Review 
o f Books (March 28, 2002). Controversy 
might seem to be surprising, given the play’s 
tight focus on a brief meeting between two 
theoretical physicists in Copenhagen in 
September 1941. But the historical moment 
was itself fraught with tension because Nazi 
Germany was at the height of its imperial 
power in Europe, having already occupied 
Denmark, when the two physicists talked in 
Copenhagen. The controversy over the meet
ing has turned on what Heisenberg’s purpose 
was in paying his visit to his mentor and col
laborator in physics.

There are no documents emerging imme
diately from the event, only later recollec
tions, which in Bohr’s case were only docu
mented when, in February, 2002, the Bohr 
family made them available. (They are now 
posted on the Internet.) Heisenberg’s side of 
the story was presented in a letter to Robert 
Jungk, author of Brighter than a Thousand 
Suns (English ed., 1958), and the Bohr letters 
now released are various versions of a letter 
which he never sent, written as a reply to 
Heisenberg’s published letter to Jungk.

No modem philosopher has devoted more 
attention to defending and analyzing histori
cal thinking than the English philosopher R. 
G. Collingwood. Yet he also fully recognized 
the force of historical skepticism:

we only have a strictly limited quantity 
of evidence concerning any historical 
question; it is seldom free from grave 
defects, it is generally tendentious, frag
mentary, silent where it ought to be 
explicit, and detailed where it had bet
ter be silent; even at its best, it is never 
free from these and similar faults . ..

Nevertheless, Collingwood knew that any
one involved in a historical controversy is 
“familiar with all the topics of historical skep
ticism, and is not in the least perturbed by 
them.” The people “who are scared by them” 
are never experienced historians but “the 
philosophers of schools committed to theories 
which they seem, rightly or wrongly, to contra
dict.” The historian “must play the game with 
the pieces that he has; and if he can find a new 
piece,” a new source of information, he must 
“begin a new game, after putting it on the table 
for his opponent to use as well as himself.”

The new piece in this case is the archive of 
eleven documents released by the Bohr fami
ly. Heisenberg, in his letter to Jungk, was cau
tious about his account, conceding that “I 
may be wrong after such a long time” and 
noting that, because he knew Bohr was under 
surveillance, he had to speak to him “guard
edly” to protect himself from what the Nazi 
authorities might make of his remarks. 
Heisenberg could not remember “the precise 
vt'drdlrig 6f this talk,” but the gist of it was-

that he asked Bohr if he thought it right for 
physicists to “devote themselves in wartime 
to the uranium problem;” and he pointed out 
that they could have important influence by 
arguing to their governments that, because of 
the demanding technical difficulties, atomic 
bombs could not become available during the 
war. Heisenberg was “very unhappy” about 
this conversation because he felt that Bohr 
had misunderstood him, broken off their talk, 
and been given a “false impression” of 
German progress in making an atomic bomb.

Bohr responded to this letter by asserting 
that his so-called “false impression” was actu
ally a true one. Heisenberg had spoken “in 
vague terms” about German victory in the war 
and his own role in “participating vigorously 
in a race to be the first with atomic weapons.” 
Bohr did not sense “even the slightest hint that 
you and your friends were making efforts in 
another direction.” Bohr claimed to remember 
“every word of our conversation, which took 
place on a background of extreme sorrow and 
tension for us here in Denmark.” But he 
acknowledged more credibly in another ver
sion (document 5a) of his reply “how difficult 
it is to form an accurate impression of events 
in which many have taken part.”

When news of the Bohr letters first 
appeared in the New York Times (January 7, 
2002), the commentators gave the impression 
that they supported the idea that the true ver
sion of the meeting was that Heisenberg was 
just “trying to find out what Bohr knew,” that 
is, doing a little espionage, as Richard 
Rhodes put it. Gerald Holton emphasized that 
“no moral scruples” had been mentioned; and 
Jeremy Bernstein suggested that Heisenberg 
may not have been the “complex figure” of 
Frayn’s play but someone “easier to under
stand.” Some stories, he added, have “only 
one side” and “this may be one of them.”

The Bohr letters, however, cannot so easily 
simplify or settle the issues, and since two 
highly intelligent men were involved, there had 
to be more than one side to the story. 
Heisenberg was more cautious about his mem
ory than Bohr was, and both men were writing 
sixteen years after their famous meeting. 
Moreover, they had met again in 1947 and been 
unable to agree on what they had said. 
Heisenberg said in a memoir that “we noticed 
that both our memories had become blurred.” 
One thing is clear: when the German scientists 
were captured and held at Farm Hall in 
England at the end of the war, they were much 
surprised that the Allies had been able to make 
an atomic bomb and use it against the Japanese.

As Bernstein has shown, in his remarkably 
detailed analysis in Hitler 's Uranium Club: 
The Secret Recordings at Farm Hall (1996), 
Heisenberg knew that a reactor using natural 
uranium could produce plutonium, “which 
can be extracted by chemical means and used 
as an explosive.” But he never worked out 
the critical mass needed to make a bomb, 
estimating it wrongly in terms of tons rather 
than kilograms. He had no scientific reason, 
therefore, to give Bohr the impression that 
the Germans could develop the bomb in time 
to use it during the war. Thomas Powers has 
persuaded nobody else, whether playwright, 
historian, or scientist, by his argument in 
Heisenberg's War: The Secret History o f the 
German Bomb (1993) that the German 
physicist knew how to make the bomb but 
“kept the knowledge to himself.”

It is plausible, however, as David C. 
Cassidy has suggested in his judicious biog
raphy, Uncertainty: the Life and Science o f 
Werner Heisenberg (1992), that the German 
in his visit to the Dane might have been try
ing “to avert an Allied crash program” by 
telling Bohr that the Germans were “a long 
way from constructing an explosive.” Or to 
go a step further, as the Nobel physicist Hans 
A. Bethe has suggested in a lecture, pub
lished in Physics Today (April, 2001), “per
haps he was trying to get Bohr to be a mes
senger of conscience, and wanted Bohr to 
persuade the allied scientists also to refrain 
from-workrng tin ■n'bnnrtr-’’-----—- - - - - - - - -

These possibilities are speculations, but 
there was an undisputed event that neither* 
Bohr nor Heisenberg ever discussed in public. 
It is the intriguing mystery of Heisenberg’s 
rough sketch of what looked like a reactor, a 
drawing he passed on to Bohr in their meeting 
at Copenhagen and that Bohr reproduced from 
memory for the scientists at Los Alamos in 
1943, when he joined their project. They con
cluded, as Bethe recalled, that "these Germans 
were totally crazy—did they want to throw a 
reactor down on London?” If the drawing told 
the Allies anything, as Richard Rhodes has 
said in his authoritative history, The Making o f 
the Atomic Bomb (1986), “it ought to have told 
them that the Germans were far behind. . . ” As 
if it were an incident in a spy thriller by Eric 
Ambler, the drawing is now missing. Frayn 
remarks, in the postscript to his play, that the 
drawing could have been cited by Heisenberg 
to support his interpretation of his visit to 
Bohr. The silence of both men about the draw
ing in their letters is, unfortunately, not like the 
dog that “did nothing in the night,” giving 
Sherlock Holmes an essential clue to the dis
appearance of the racehorse Silver Blaze. As 
Collingwood noted, sometimes the record is 
silent when it should have been explicit.

When he learned of the atomic bombing of 
Japan, Heisenberg told his fellow scientists 
at Farm Hall that he was “really glad” that 
his project had been a reactor rather than a 
bomb. It was perhaps some compensation for 
the discouraging fact that the German pro
gram had fallen far short in resources and in 
technical understanding. But Heisenberg 
may have had in mind what Frayn has him 
say in his play. If Bohr had pointed out to 
Heisenberg that he had not made the correct 
calculation for the critical mass needed to 
make a bomb, then Heisenberg might have 
made it, and “a very different and very terri
ble new world begins to take shape,” as Bohr 
says in the play, when two nuclear powers 
engaged in total war would have had the 
capacity to use the bomb against each other. 
The brief glimpse in the play of this apoca
lyptic possibility explains why audiences 
have found this historical drama pertinent to 
our own world in which nuclear proliferation 
is one of its most threatening features.

Copenhagen does not attempt to settle the 
question of what actually transpired in that 
enigmatic meeting in 1941; instead it allows 
us to consider the various interpretations of it. 
Frayn gives Heisenberg the chance to voice 
his view, but it never escapes challenge from 
Bohr or from his wife, Margrethe. She is, in 
fact, a persistent and sometimes caustic critic 
of Heisenberg. On the very first page of the 
play she proclaims that every time Heisenberg 
explained why he came to Copenhagen, “it 
became more obscure.” She thinks he came to 
Copenhagen “to show us how well you’ve 
done in life, becoming the leading scientist in 
a nation that’s conquered most of Europe.” He 
wants “to save the honor of German science,” 
and if he didn’t tell the German military

authorities in 1942 that the bomb could be 
built with plutonium in time to be used, it 
wasn’t because of any wish to hinder its 
development, but only because “you’re afraid 
of what will happen if the Nazis commit huge 
resources, and you fail to deliver the bombs.” 
She tells him that he didn’t build the bomb 
“for the simplest reason of all. Because you 
couldn’t. You didn't understand the physics.”

A physicist friend of mine has complained 
to me that the play left things ambiguous 
when in fact the truth is that Heisenberg did 
not understand the physics of how to do it. 
But the play supports Margrethe’s charge. 
Frayn sees, however, that Heisenberg and his 
relationship to Bohr at that historical 
moment are involved in a complex situation 
in which their motives and conduct cannot be 
read off as one might read a pointer on an 
instrument. They have to be imaginatively 
explored, and a play is an especially appro
priate medium in which to do it.

Collingwood, in describing the mood of 
historical skepticism, remarks that “the disas
trous doubtfulness of history” lies in the fact 
“that these doubts cannot be resolved.” The 
historian cannot conclude that either physi
cist’s memory is decisive about what they said 
in 1941. There is no corroboration from a 
third party; and their meeting was complicat
ed by the fact that Heisenberg had also come 
to Copenhagen to participate in a German cul
tural institute, designed for propaganda pur
poses, in which he could speak in public so as 
to mitigate Nazi suspicions about his “Jewish 
science.” Hearing him speak in that political
ly correct vein, Bohr would be ill-prepared to 
hear Heisenberg’s private comments, espe
cially if they were unorthodox. As a German 
nationalist, he had made his compromises 
with the regime, but he was not in ideological 
sympathy with it and had friends who were 
later involved in the July plot against Hitler.

Sherlock Holmes spoke about the need to 
separate the undeniable facts from “the 
embellishments of theorists and reporters." It 
is a good rule for the historian, when it can 
be done, but it is not for an artist, who may 
find the embellishments themselves to be of 
dramatic interest, especially when the histor
ical case is uncertain. It is one of the gifts 
presented to a writer like Frayn, who has a 
strong sense of irony, that Heisenberg should 
be identified with the scientific principle of 
uncertainty and Bohr with its corollary of 
complementarity. In the case of the 1941 
meeting in Copenhagen between these two 
men, uncertainty in physics has its comple
ment in historical uncertainty. The play’s 
complex figure of Heisenberg still has its 
valuable merits after the release of the vari
ous drafts of Bohr’s letters.

Cushing Strout is an emeritus professor o f 
English and American Studies at Cornell 
University. His essay on fictionalizing histo
ry— "The Two Wings o f the Same Breathing 
Creature "—is forthcoming in Partisan Review.
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Hallowed Hollows
Rhian Ellis

Hollow Ground
By Stephen Marion 
Algonquin Books 
$23.95, 308 pages, cloth

Recently I read a book review in which the 
reviewer heaped praise upon a novel’s author 
for, at last! writing about something other than 
the self. O, these self-indulgent, navel-gazing, 
preening Gen-exers, the critic went on: why 
has contemporary literature become so mired 
in autobiography? Why can’t more new books 
be like this one, which is about place?

As it happened, 1 liked the book the review
er was reviewing quite a bit, but I found 
myself fuming for several days over the idea 
that a novel can’t be about both self and place, 
and wondering if, for that matter, novels 
aren’t most often about both. Around this time 
I also read an interview with Philip Roth in 
which he stated, brilliantly, that the project of 
the novelist is to examine human conscious
ness -  which 1 take to mean, among other 
things, exploration of the self, not to navel 
gaze, but to look very hard at what it means to 
be a human being, what the human mind does 
as it goes about the business df living, in var
ied times, circumstances, and places.

Anyone who really wants to read about 
place and only place would do better to read 
a geography textbook than to pick up a

novel, but it is also undeniable that concepts 
of place — and, of course, actual places — 
have always loomed extremely large in 
American literature, and in some regions of 
the country, perhaps more than in others, our 
very identities are tangled up with where we 
live and how we think about where we live.

Stephen Marion’s novel, Hollow Ground, 
takes place in Tennessee, in a triangle of 
three towns whose physical proximity is 
somewhat unclear because Marion focuses 
less on their geography than on the ways 
these towns inhabit his characters. This he 
does by having us see their world through 
both straightforward sensory perceptions 
(the novel is full of smells and tastes and 
small (and very large) physical discomforts) 
and more complicated perceptions filtered 
through memory and metaphor. Thus, in one 
of my favorite bits of Marion’s metaphorical 
inventiveness, he describes a child coming 
by train upon the town of Shelton as watch
ing it “assemble right out of the ground like 
the next page in a popup book.” In another 
memorable scene a character is staggering 
after a woman he hopes to have sex with. He 
doesn’t see her, we don’t see her, but the 
character’s hungry eye swings wildly and 
grasps whatever it can. What he notices is the 
junk scattered round her yard: “In the wet 
grass an orange frisbee had been chewed by 
dogs.” The lovely, spare rhythm of that sen
tence is typical of Marion’s writing.

Marion’s characters tend to be reticent

(well, the men anyway) and emotionally 
constricted, but they see the world around 
them with a surprising voluptuousness. Early 
in the book, the child, Taft, looks at “two 
articles of human suffering” in a town muse
um; an arrowhead wedged in some unfortu
nate victim’s vertebrae and a rock greasy 
with the fat of a human sacrifice. As he looks 
at the objects he thinks of the suffering he’s 
imposed upon the world’s insects, and the 
dead dogs he’s seen lying around, and how it 
always seemed that “the world soaked up 
their pain.” Somehow, though he doesn’t 
quite know why, Taft goes on to feel terribly 
homesick, even though he’s not far from 
home at all, and Marion describes this feel
ing so brilliantly and heartbreakingiy that 
I’m not going to quote it for you, because 1 
don’t want to spoil the pleasure of coming 
upon that paragraph for the first time. 
Perception, here, is the route between the 
world and the self; emotion is what happens 
to us because of the world.

Small towns, dogs, beautiful sentences, 
Tennessee — is this an example of Southern 
Literature? Could be. It certainly bears the 
marks of a Flannery O’Conner/Carson 
McCullers—like grotesque sensibility, com
plete with trailers, guns, and snakes. Why do 
some places produce their own regional liter
ature more than others? it seems to me that 
such places, for whatever reasons of history, 
topography or language, inflict themselves 
upon their inhabitants more than other

places. Particularly, small towns in poor 
places tend to cling to their people, and their 
people cling to them, perhaps because where 
you’re from is something you can own when 
you don’t own much.

In the world of Stephen Marion’s rural 
Tennessee, simple physical poverty and 
dependence upon mining have forced his 
characters into leading rather isolated exis
tences; even those characters who manage to 
escape the region for a time seem barely to 
believe in the reality of Elsewhere. “You 
went away to college,” one sayS to another. 
“See, I can’t remember that,” she replies.

While this novel certainly has a skillful 
plot, suffice it to say that the ground beneath 
the characters’ feet has been hollowed out by 
the local mining company in the most literal 
of ways. There are several incredibly grip
ping, cinematic scenes, especially in the latter 
half of the book (some with shockingly dead 
bodies, one with bees!); however, most of 
these episodes are not really central to the 
story. Rather they act as intermissions in the 
real work of the novel, which is an explo
ration of the mind’s weird and touchy ways of 
perceiving itself and the world it must live in. 
This is, then, a novel about a place, but more 
significantly it’s about the human selves that 
scratch around on top of that place and make 
it their home, their history, and their lover.

Rhian Ellis lives in Ithaca and recently 
published her first novel, After Life.

Today is Today
continued front page 4

are two very different things. How profound 
for a babysitter, she mocked her own 
thoughts. But it was true: the two things were 
not the same. Just because Grace observed 
Tina's expressions and the way her body 
moved, how she sat and held herself, did not 
mean she knew anything beyond that, any
thing deeper. Only Tina was sure: Grace did.

“Let’s go to the beach,” said Grace.
“The beach?” said Jay. He must have had to 

contend with this all his miserable life, 
thought Tina, a poor albino man.

“Yes," said Grace, “the beach, the beach, the 
beach!” She kicked her legs up too high and her 
knees smashed below the table. She frowned.

Jay mentioned he had to finish painting the 
kitchen today. Yes, they were on vacation, but 
he had set this goal and he was going to do it. 
And, he mentioned as well, that he had set up 
the badminton net for Grace so she could play 
with a friend and stay busy and not drag him 
off to the beach where he’d have to lug his 
special umbrella. But Grace had not wanted to 
invite her friends.

“Why don’t I take her,” said Tina.
“But weren’t you on your way somewhere? 

Looked like you were coming from Bryce?”
So he had watched her.
“1 was, but I like the beach. I’ll keep an eye 

on her.”
“And what about the dog,” asked Jay. He 

looked at Grace, “where’s the dog?”
"I don’t know,” said Grace.
"Go outside and look for him.”
Grace got up, took a long look at Tina as if 

she might vanish forever. Grace walked slow
ly down the stairs, holding the banister. Tina 
heard the front door close and the screen door

rattle against it.
“I could pay you,” said Jay.
“That’s not necessary,” said Tina.
Jay’s eyes had become darker. "You must 

have somewhere to go. You look like a busy 
person.”

“No, no,” said Tina.
“Are you sure?”
“You can trust me,” said Tina.
“Well sure. And the kitchen’s half done. 

Please keep an eye on Grace in the water.”
Tina nodded. Jay walked Tina to the front 

door and watched her meet Grace at the end of 
the dry lawn. Tina took hold of Grace’s hand.

"Where’s the dog?” Jay shouted from the 
door.

Grace turned her head quickly and kept 
walking, "I don’t know. 1 couldn’t find him 
anywhere!” They went down the street and 
heard the rattle of the screen door behind them.

Reaching the sand, Tina said, “Have you 
been to the ocean a lot?”

“Yes,” said Grace. She let go of Tina’s 
hand.

“Do you know where your dog is?”
“I don’t know,” said Grace. She walked 

away from Tina then. There was something 
not quite right with the girl. Her voice, that 
was it. Her voice had the tone of an older per
son, not a teenager or adult, but a very old per
son: melted and slow.

“What do you mean you don’t know?” Tina 
called out but Grace was too far ahead, she 
was already in the water up to her knees. Her 
black one piece the darkest thing on the beach. 
Nobody was in sunning in this area. People 
kept to the edges.

Tina figured this girl was like herself as a 
child: a good keeper of secrets. She saw

Grace’s head go under and watched, walking 
toward the water in the hopes of finding her. 
Grace’s head did not come up, and Tina found 
herself lifting her heels faster and they were so 
heavy in the sand; she could barely raise them, 
barely run. Her hand had been on top of her 
head, like before, and she let her hair go now; 
she felt her hair lift and fall, tickle and flirt 
with her back and shoulders. Still, Grace was 
nowhere; she was nothing. She was gone in 
the water. Finally, Tina felt herself in the 
ocean; she had run straight through and it was 
cold; colder than it should have been and 
where was Grace? Who was this child? This, 
thought Tina, was why she gave her baby 
away, this right here.

Tina went beneath the surface and opened her 
eyes, still nothing. Holding her breath steady, 
until the blood beat into her ears, she stretched 
her arms out in front and around her, hoping to 
grapple with the water and thereby run into the 
girl, to find her by mistake. Still, nothing.

Tina emerged for air and there it was: the 
horizon; a boat in the distance; families on the 
edges of the shore. She flipped around on a 
whim: Grace. The girl had swam back, under
water, to the shore and was waving to Tina 
from there. Tina felt tricked. Her breath was 
coming in waves, too fast. She hiccuped, she 
had swallowed handfuls of the salt water. Her 
nose burned. She thought she might die. Her 
toes grazed the sand floor and it felt good; she 
still had feeling in the bottoms of her feet, no 
matter how rough they had grown.

Grace was still waving, her hair now stuck 
to her head in patches and her bangs slicked 
off her forehead. Tina walked from the ocean, 
leaving it behind, walking onto the sand and 
past Grace. She didn’t change her pace or run.

like she wanted to, she just kept walking, past 
the house where Jay was painting the kitchen 
inside; past the other houses containing 
strangers and children; people. Tina came to 
that crummy road, the intersection, one past 
Bryce and Karen, where she was when this 
day began. The sun was still the same, but the 
breeze; it was stronger. Tina wished some
body would carry her; she was tired of going 
places. She was close to her boyfriend’s house 
now. He would ask her where she’d been, 
what she’d done.

Julie Berman earned a Master o f Fine Arts 
in writing at Sarah Lawrence College and now 
teaches literature at Baruch College. She lives 
in New York City and is at work on a novel.
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Place Names of Central County
J. Robert Lennon

DRUNK CREEK, formerly MOSS 
CREEK. Originally named for the variety of 
mosses that still grow on its shady banks, this 
creek is said to have been renamed when 
Joseph Rumbaugh, blacksmith of Hoover, 
waded in under the influence of a fifth of 
whiskey, having been run out of business by 
the popularity of the automobile. He was never 
seen again. Downstream, in Capstone County, 
this creek is known as CORPSE CREEK.

FIVE CORNERS. This once semi- 
' bustling village, now largely abandoned, 
stands at the crossroads of Old Route Nine 
(then known as Route Nine) and Peerman’s 
Path. It was named by local tavern owner 
Leonard “Pitch” Peerman, whose lazy eye 
may account for the extra comer.

MANTON. Once a bedroom community 
for the bachelor workers of Lake Stone 
Quarry, this hamlet’s only female inhabitants 
occupied its brothel (now demolished). 
Marriage and fatherhood eventually created 
a non-prostitute female population, but a 
1930’s initiative to change the name to PEO- 
PLESBURG met with failure.

INES, pronounced Inez, was called 
Hattiesvilie-o’-the-Pines until an intoxicated 
farmer drove his pickup truck into the sign 
erected at the village limit. The scrap left 
standing was kept in place, and the town’s 
name was changed by plebiscite eight 
months later.

HENRY. Not a separate municipality at 
all, but a remote comer of the City of 
Freehold. Three generations of Henry 
Cumminses, denizens of an isolated cabin in 
the Hart Woods, have declared their seces
sion from Freehold proper and erected their 
own road signs. How HENRY got onto local 
maps is unknown.

DAGOWACHSEN RIVER. Long thought 
to be a Seneca Indian word meaning “Place 
where the waters turn toward the rising sun,” 
the name DAGOWACHSEN has been 
proven, by a committee of folklorists and 
Seneca linguists, to actually be a pejorative 
reference to the tent communities of Italian 
immigrants who once did their laundry here. 
A movement is underway to rename the 
river; suggestions include UNITY RIVER 
and DIVERSITY RIVER.

SODA. This village, once called LYLE, 
after its founder, Lyle Reeve, in 1924 changed 
its name to HARTMAN’S BAKING SODA 
VILLAGE in exchange for a one-time pay
ment, from the Upstate Foods Corporation, of 
three hundred dollars and ten cases of 
Hartman’s Baking Soda. After the company’s 
collapse in 1930, the name was shortened to 
SODA. Current village efforts to negotiate a 
similar arrangement with the Coca-Cola cor
poration have so far been unsuccessful.

MURRAY. Though no fewer than fourteen 
Murrays appear in this hamlet’s telephone 
directory, all insist that the town is named 
after some other Murray.

SUMTER’S BROOK. Local hero Jessup 
Sumter is said to have caught a giant fish in 
this brook; its skeleton hangs in the 
Sumterville Town Hall. The skeleton would 
appear to be that of a medium-sized saltwa
ter shark, though local residents deny that 
this is so. Sumter is also believed to be the 
true inventor of the cotton gin and the origi
nal discoverer of the Missouri River, arriving 
three scant weeks before Lewis and Clark.

MOSQUITO. So named when an early 
surveyor squashed said insect upon his map- 
in-progress.

STRANGE HILL. The strangeness in 
question is the local story that the hill once 
migrated several feet each year, scooping up 
the homes of local residents. Indeed, the 
hill’s eastern face, which appears to be quite 
immobile, is littered with abandoned houses 
in various stages of ruin.

EAST ANTASIA. This village is approxi
mately fifteen miles east of WEST ANTA
SIA. However, NORTH ANTASIA is south

east of both. There is a town in the far west
ern part of the state Called ANTASIA, but 
local historians point out that this town used 
to be called SOUTH ANTASIA; consequent
ly, the location of the original ANTASIA, if 
there ever was one, is unknown. There was a 
brewery called ANTASIA BREWERY in 
Hollins County, but it burned down.

MARSH COLLEGE ROAD. This road in 
southern Weir county does not lead to any 
college or marsh. Some local residents 
explain that the college shut down and the 
marsh was drained, but there is little evi
dence to support their claims.

MURDERSBURG. The murder in ques
tion is generally believed to be Miss Emily 
Geiger’s stabbing of her fiance, Ralph 
Gimble, in the throat with a pitchfork in 
1847. Miss Geiger was hanged, and her 
father, Shane Geiger, who had arranged the 
marriage in exchange for a fee from the 
bridegroom, later shot himself. However, 
some will name other murders, particularly 
the Lougan shooting of 1858, the Sommers 
beating of 1871, the series of unsolved slash
ings in 1885, the McCallahan hammer 
killing of 1890, the Saul strangling of 1891, 
and the Overby trampling of 1893.

LOST VALLEY. Now quite easy to find (it

lies three-quarters of a mile off route 9), this 
secluded glen was once the home of post- 
Revolutionary settlers who built a town here 
(also called LOST VALLEY), then went out 
for supplies and never found their way back. 
The abandoned town was later inhabited by 
squatters, when the road went through.

BADRIDGE. Unknown.

J. Robert Lennon is the author o f three 
novels. The Light of Falling Stars, The 
Funnies and On the Night Plain.
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THE BOOKERY
Sunday, April 7, 3:00 p.m.
Stephen Slade Tien 
Sunus: The Way o f the Heroic 
Soul

Tompkins County Public Library

SU N U S is an exploration o f  the “art o f  
dying” in order to live! The hero o f  this 
21st century myth is Psyche, w hose name means soul. Her 
experience o f  rebirth, fo llow ing  a clim actic labor o f  love, is 
a metaphor being open to anyone undergoing crisis or spiri
tual transformation.

Sunday, april 14,3:00 p.m.
Donald Barr
Transforming Power: A 13 week 
Program for Democratic 
Change in Your Community

Tompkins County Public Library

This curriculum enables facilitated groups o f human service 
providers, families, educators, policymakers, business people, law 
enforcement and others to initiate and sustain a community empower
ment process in order to create a democratic environment in a com
munity or institution.

S u n d a y ,  A p r i l  21, 3:00 p . m .

Robert Lieberman
The Last Boy t h t

t /v s t  yftjRyyi
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Tompkins County Public Library *- h ■ Ir a f tman 

_______________

A spiritual thriller, The Last Boy tells the story o f Danny, who disap
pears from his Ithaca daycare one winter. He returns months later, 
changed, mature and wise. The townspeople notice the change in 
Danny, and soon discover that he returns with a message— one that 
offers a new hope for all o f mankind.

All Booker\ events are co-sponsored b\ the Tompkins Count} Public Library. 
Books are available for 10% off on the da_\ of the reading.

IhMorming
Power

I f r a g u m  

Vs L\*vvr»<k Own**

A novel by the bestselling author 
of Midwives

The Buffalo 
Soldier

Chris Bohjalian

In northern Vermont, a raging 
river overflows its banks and
sweeps the nine-year-old twin 
daughters of Terry and Laura 

Sheldon to their deaths. In the 
aftermath of the tragedy, the 

highway patrolman and his wife, 
unable to have more children, 

take in a foster child: a ten-year- 
old African-American boy who 

has been shuttled for years 
between foster families and 

group homes. Young Alfred cau
tiously enters the Sheldon family 
circle, barely walling to hope that 
he might find a permanent home 

among these kind people still 
distracted by grief.

THE PIANO SHOP 
ON THE 

LEFT BANK
Discovering a Forgotten Passion 

in a Paris Atelier

THAD CARHART
NOW IN PAPERBACK

'One of the top ten books of 
2001 '

—Jonathan Vardley, 
The Washington Post Book World

'Captivating. . .[Carhart] joins 
the tiny company of foreigners 
who have written of the French 
as verbs. . . .What he tries to 
capture is not the sight of them, 
but what they see.'

—Richard Eder, 
The New York Times

Random House ❖  281 pages ❖  $13.95 paper
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Silence and Injustice
continued from page I

Another argument frequently given for 
silence is that the Barak government made 
unprecedented offers to the Palestinians in 
the late summer o f2000, and again in Taba in 
January 2001. But even under those propos
als Israel would have continued to supervise 
border crossings, control the central water 
supply and air space, and maintain a network 
of roads on Palestinian land. Meanwhile, 
Israel's settlements in the occupied territories 
continued to increase during the Barak 
administration. It is true that Barak's offer 
was more far-reaching than ever before, and 
by accepting it the Palestinians might have 
gained many of their objectives, but the fact 
that an agreement was not achieved at that 
time cannot be taken as proof that the 
Palestinians would never settle for a proper 
state alongside Israel.

On March 19, Palestinian gunmen shot 
and killed Lt. Tal Tzemach, a young Israeli 
paratrooper. According to The New York 
Times (3/20/02), the lieutenant’s mother, 
Malka Tzemach, “harshly attacked Israel’s 
occupation of the West Bank and Gaza Strip 
on Israeli television.” She is quoted as say
ing, “The occupation killed my son... I have 
no doubt this death was unnecessary.” It is 
time for American Jews of conscience to 
openly declare their solidarity with Israelis 
such as Malka Tzemach and the reserve offi
cers who refuse to serve in the occupied ter
ritories. We can no longer accept claims that

the present policies of the Sharon govern
ment represent the true interests of Israel. It 
is our belief that the best hope to end the spi
ral of violence on both sides lies in an imme
diate Israeli withdrawl from the occupied ter
ritories, facilitated by an international peace
keeping force.

Below is a statement written by Professor 
Sidney Tarrow and me. It has been circulat
ing since early February. We originally 
intended to publish it in a national newspa
per, but the experience of other groups sug
gests it would have taken several more 
months to obtain sufficient signatures to 
cover the costs of such an advertisement. 
Because of the rapidly deteriorating situation 
in Israel, we (as a group) have decided to 
give most of the money we have collected to 
support the refusnik officers mentioned in the 
statement. We have also given money to the 
Tikkun Community, a new national organiza
tion of liberal and progressive Jews (and 
non-Jewish allies), which published a full- 
page ad in the New York Times on March 22 
(“Support the Israeli Army Reservists Who 
Say ‘No’ to the Occupation”). Another state
ment by Jewish Voices Against the 
Occupation (JVAO) appeared in The New 
York Times on March 17. The Web sites for 
these groups are Tikkun.org and JVAO.org. 
We can be contacted at zwl6@comell.edu 
and sgt2@comell.edu.

Zellman Warhaft is a professor o f engi
neering a! Cornell University.

Breaking the Silence
Countless acts of murder and oppres

sion have occurred in the shadow of those 
who could have helped prevent them but 
remained silent. It is the Jews who know 
and understand best the costs of remain
ing silent in the face of oppression.

The latest phase of the Israeli- 
Palestinian conflict has claimed over one 
thousand lives and has caused inestimable 
suffering. The mindless bombings of 
Israeli civilians by the Palestinians, and 
the brutal occupation of Palestinian lands 
by the Israelis expose a shared burden of 
guilt; but there is no question as to who 
has the power and who is the occupier. 
And with power rests responsibility.

As Jews we protest the actions of the 
Israeli government. Daily we read of the 
bulldozing of Palestinian houses, the 
death of innocent mothers and their chil
dren because they are prevented from 
obtaining medical treatment, the denial of 
water rights and the summary searches

and endless waits at checkpoints. Nearly 
3 million Palestinians are surrounded, and 
unemployment in many towns is over 
fifty percent. As the Israeli government 
demands that the Palestinian Authority 
stop the bombing, it destroys its infra
structure. Recently over 350 Israeli com
bat officers declared that they “will not go 
on fighting for the purpose of the domina
tion, expulsion, starvation and humilia
tion of an entire people.”

The almost total silence of American 
Jews is helping the Sharon government in 
this futile occupation. We should be 
demanding strong and effective peace
making by the U.S and other countries, as 
recommended last year in the Mitchell 
report and by every reasoning friend of 
Israel. We should urge Israeli friends that 
they can win every battle between tanks 
and suicide bombers and still lose the 
democratic homeland they sought to 
build.
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Hobbit Forming
Crossword by Adam Perl
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ACROSS
1. Marching band instruments 
6. It may be double 
10. Nile biters
14. Disregard
15. Mammoth
16. Ex-Spice Girl Halliwell
17. Vegetation
18. Some
19. Arabian country
20. Ali?
23. Backtalk
25. Curve
26. Michener epic
27. Anger
30. Early 2nd century date
31. Place for a lagoon
32. Kind of horn 
34. Unfortunately 
38. J.R.R. Tolkien?
41. Divan
42. One-name supermodel
43. Stoic
44. Ram’s dam
45. Drew’s great-uncle
46. Some Baldwins 
50. Singer DiFranco
52. Charlemagne’s domain.

for short
53. Hobbit tabloid headline?
57. Arid
58. Director Egoyan
59. Quit
62. Of the ear
63. Hard to get
64. Heron
65. White____
66. Begged
67. Goes with 
DOWN
1. Very loud musically
2. Not well
3. Kind of scheme
4. Mark’s replacement?
5. Lead
6 .  _____Theory
7. Emulates the Big Bad 
Wolf
8. “____a Kick Out of You”
9. See 22 down
10. Ancient marketplace
11. Final Four games
12. Bit of mischief
13. Start of a Nursery Rhyme
21. Actress Ruby
22. Sometime resident of 9

down
23. Toronto team, briefly
24. Lead-in
28. Cap’t Pierce’s portrayer
29. Day-___
30. Gist
32. Any
33. Sing wordlessly
34. High in the Andes
35. Richard had one
36. Lou Grant’s portrayer
37. Fashion
39. It’s played in the mouth
40. “___was saying”
44. Dawn
45 . ___Abner
46. Mexican dough
47. “___ Song Go Out of
My Heart”
48. April in Paris
49. Nancy to Fritzi
50. “Like_____thumb”
5 1. Appointed
54. Writing with a slant, abbr.
55. Nailed
56. Brightest star in Lyra
60. View
61. French connections?

Vietnotes
tour guides, a remarkable man with the 
Tarantino-like name of Mr. Kha, told of miss
ing the bomb that destroyed his home one 
night by the accident of sleeping elsewhere. 
He returned a few hours later to find bomb 
casings right in the shelter where he would 
have been hiding—a perfect hit. This was 
Nixon’s llth-hour rampage in December 
1972, a full two weeks of criminal raids on 
civilian targets in Hanoi and Haiphong to get 
the North to agree to late changes demanded 
by the South in the "peace treaty" (the cover 
for American military withdrawal). This was 
my first encounter with someone nearly killed 
by US bombs, and also my first experience of 
that strangely benevolent (or is it Buddhist?) 
forgiveness: Mr. Kha bears no animosity to 
those who nearly killed him and his family. 
We couldn’t find animosity anywhere, and the 
Vietnamese seem surprised when they see 
We’re expecting it. Americans behaved like 
they did then, and it’s over. It doesn’t even 
seem like they’re thinking America shouldn’t 
have acted the way it did. That is, it doesn’t 
seem to be a question of should or shouldn’t, 
but rather this is the way colonialists and 
imperialists behave. It’s horrible, yes, but not 
unexpected. And now, in these different 
times, America shows different behavior, and 
that’s good. In other words, a kind of 
Buddhist understanding of the different things 
that happen in this world, unless there’s some
thing big I’m missing.

The war museums show atrocities aplen

ty— and it’s good they do, 1 kept thinking. I 
see the pictures I saw all the time when I was 
a kid, and realize I hadn’t seen them at all 
since I was a teenager. Today not a single 
museum, exhibit, or high-school textbook in 
the States shows the same things. My genera
tion is the last to know what napalm did to 
people. An American vet back in Saigon to 
examine his past with two buddies points with 
a tinge (but only a tinge) of pride to a 2000- 
pound "daisy cutter" bomb on display, and 
suddenly the past is connected to the present. 
Today, however, no one’s allowed to see the 
damage.

A 19-year-old woman wanting to practice 
her English, approaches me at the exhibit in 
the "Reunification Palace," the old presiden
tial palace where the southern government 
was arrested on April 30, 1975. She speaks 
well, but I don’t quite understand what she 
means when, after looking at one picture, she 
puts her head down and says, softly and 
almost wistfully, "I love Ho." She repeats it. I 
ask her what she means, but she doesn’t 
answer. I think maybe it’s nostalgia for what 
she never saw, since she’s just told me her 
family's got little money and her mother is 
often far away looking for work. But nothing 
about her conveys a sense of injustice, so no.-"— 
Ho is not about longing, but something else. I 
may need a few more visits to understand.

David Ost is professor o f comparative pol
itics at Hobart & William Smith Colleges in__
Geneva. NY.

mailto:zwl6@comell.edu
mailto:sgt2@comell.edu
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Steve Melisi

I read somewhere that it was aerodynami- 
cally impossible for bumblebees to fly. 
Aerodynamically impossible. But they do it. 
How? Because they flap their wings so fast, 
that's how. Bumblebees flap thejr wings one- 
hundred-and-sixty-times per second. One- 
hundred-and-sixty times. Per second. Now 
that is pretty fast. Incredibly fast. Faster than 
/  can imagine, that's for sure.

I also read I think in the same place, but 
where that was, I have no idea that bumble
bees, in order to achieve that one-hundred- 
and-sixty-times per second flap speed, have to 
consume the caloric equivalent of one-hun- 
dred-and-eighty candy bars per hour. One- 
hundred-and-eighty candy bars. Per hour. 
Now I for one have to go on record as saying 
I have never eaten one-hundred-and-eighty 
candy bars in my whole entire life. Even with 
all the Halloween candy I've had. And I've had 
a lot. I'm sixteen now and if you figure that I 
started trick-or-treating really young, that’s a 
lot of candy. How young? Well, I've seen kids 
as young as two go out trick-or-treating car
ried by their parents, of course—but I can't 
imagine my mother ever letting me do that. So 
let's just say I started when I was four or five. 
Probably closer to five, knowing my mother. 
So we're talking maybe eleven years' worth of 
trick-or-treating. And I would maybe get thir
ty candy bars total, on a good night. Which is 
a pretty far cry from one-hundred-and-eighty.

Wait. I never thought about it like that. 
Eleven times thirty Hmm. Well, okay, then if 
that's the case, I guess I actually have eaten 
one-hundred-and-eighty candy bars in my 
whole entire life. Figuring thirty candy bars 
on a good night and what Halloween night 
wasn't good, after all? it would have taken me 
only six years to get up to that one-hundred- 
and-eighty mark. And that's not including any 
non-Halloween candy bars, of which there 
were plenty. So I guess my before comment 
was no good and I was stupid to have said it.

Still, though, you have to look at in context. 
Those candy bars that I always got on 
Halloween, those weren't the regular candy 
bars that you buy in the store. They were the 
little candy bars. The "fun" sizes. Although I 
don't see how anything really small can be all 
that much fun Size does matter in some 
things, I'm convinced. Just as I'm also con
vinced that for a bumblebee to flap its wings 
one-hundred-and-sixty times per second, you 
can't be talking "fun" sizes of candy bars. 
Those candy bars would have to be the big 
kind. The regular, normal, not-at-all fun size. 
The kind you shouldn't eat very often because 
your teeth will rot and your stomach will get 
huge and you'll have a sugar rush for days and 
your mother will get all mad. Which, I guess, 
is where the distinction of fun size and not-at- 
all fun size really comes into play, doesn't it?

On the other hand, I suppose you could get 
all that bad stuff happening to you even if 
you just ate the fun size ones. You would just 
have to eat more and more of them and it 
would take a lot longer. But it definitely 
would happen. And where's the fun in that? 
But whatever the case, the bee count would 
have to be in large candy bars. How else are 
you going to get that kind of heavy-duty 
wing-flapping calories? No way, I say. Of 
course, bees don't seem to get fat or sick, do 
they? 1 guess they don't have any teeth to 
worry about, so they're safe there.

But, I suppose, if you were to keep your 
heavy-duty candy bar intake down to only on 
Halloween, just once a year, you'll probably 
be all right. Once a year is always the best for 
situations like that. Bingeing, I mean. 
Otherwise you're talking addiction and then 
you get a whole lot more bad things happen
ing to you than the rotted-teeth sick-to-your- 
stomach mother-yelling-at-you stuff. You'll 
end up with no money and no life and people 
who hate you and all that other stulT I saw in 
that commercial about drugs with that really
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cute girl in the tank top smashing the kitchen 
apart. Boy, she was really cute.

Of course, worrying about the candy bar 
sizes and the number you eat and how often 
you eat them only matters when you’ve got 
Halloween in your life. Nowadays it isn't 
even an issue. For me, I mean. I'm sixteen. 
And once you get past fourteen, I think, trick- 
or-treating really isn't done. 1 know I haven't 
done it in a couple of years. Although I would 
kind of like to again. I love all that free candy.

What 1 don't miss at all is the fighting with 
my mother though. That's what I remember 
most about Halloween after all the candy, that
is. 1 mean, here you go, you come up with a 
great costume, one that you maybe even 
made yourself like the year I came up with 
the scarecrow costume and it itched like any
thing because I stuffed real straw up inside it 
but it looked really great anyway and there 
goes your mother going on and on about how 
cold it is outside and that you would freeze if 
you walked down the street dressed like that 
without a coat on and she didn't want you get
ting a cold. So there you would be—umm, 
this is really me I'm talking about, not you— 
with a great costume and a coat covering it 
up. Where's the fun in that? No amount of fun 
size could ever gloss that over.

Of course, it was fun that time my brother 
Max came up with the argument that it was
n't the actual cold outside that gave you a 
cold, but it was the germs in the air that did
it. And if it just so happened that I went out
side without a coat on and got cold, it didn't 
necessarily mean that 1 would get sick. It just 
meant that 1 would get cold.

See, I think my brother had been in the 
same dilemma as me and it took him a few 
years to find out those facts and even though 
he was past the trick-or-treating age, he still 
wanted to prove my mother wrong.

Of course, with my mother, it never really 
worked because she said to him, well, yes, 
Max, it was true that colds came from germs.
But if your body gets too cold, your resist
ance goes down. And if there happens to be a 
germ in the room with you, you will undoubt
edly be more susceptible to it because you're 
cold and your resistance is low. Well, let me 
tell you, that shut Max up pretty good. It did
n't matter that year, as 1 recall, because it was 
warm enough outside, first of all, and second 
of all, 1 was dressed as Snoopy and the cos
tume had a thick fur coating. I was actually 
sweating more than freezing.

Of course, that year was really bad because 
I had this big stupid head to wear and it was 
a little hard to see out of it and it got really 
stuffy inside it, breathing my own breath and 
all. And I couldn't eat any of the candy I was 
collecting without taking the stupid head off. 
And there had been a rain storm the da; 
before so the ground was prettv>mfi3tK’’4fid Ifcy _ 
1 lay the head down anywb<?re, it would get 
all dirty, being white Uke/t was. So basically 
I had to suffer. Of cour*:, you realbtkttould- 
n't eat anything while ypu're trick-or-treating, 
should you? Because Lou had to get 
and count up all the stuff you'd got, and eat; 
ing it on the way before you could do thl 
would spoil the count.

The houses I liked best f̂cere the ones that 
gave little baggies with candyN^them. Not 
only was there a lot of candy for one stop, 
unlike the cheapie one-candy-bar-per-kid 
houses, but the baggies had these great 
Halloween drawings on them. Cats and 
skulls and jack-o-lantems. I used to save 
them and put my baseball cards in them.

Talking about cheapies, what about the 
people who gave apples? Of course, you 
weren't supposed to eat an apple given by 
someone because it could have razor blades 
inside it. 1 never saw such a thing happen.
The only thing 1 ever saw stuck in an apple 
were some coins. I remember getting an 
apple one year and I was so panicked about 
the razor blades thing that I threw it away.
But my brother Kevin had seen slits breaking 
through the apple skin on his and he was all

excited to cut it open and to find some razor ' 
blades. But he only found some coins. A cou
ple of pennies and a nickel. I retrieved mine 
from the trash and found twenty-six cents in 
it. My brother was a little pissed that I got 
more than him, but I think he was even more 
pissed that there were no razor blades inside.

Now, why a person would give out apples 
with coins in them is beyond me. In the first 
place, if they did it for everyone, they would 
end up spending more money on that than on 
the couple of bags of candy it would have 
taken to accommodate all the kids knocking 
on their door. Not to mention all the effort 
they had to go through putting the coins into 
the apples. Forget about the fact that they'd 
be scaring kids who thought the apples might 
have razor blades in them. Don't get me 
wrong, I liked getting the twenty-six cents. It 
just didn't make sense. No pun intended. 
Like I said, though, I never saw the razor 
blades. But I guess that someone somewhere 
must have. You don't come up with stories 
like that without it having happened once.

Boy, do I miss Halloween, even with all 
that stuff. Free candy. You can't beat that. But- 
what 1 can't beat are wings, since 1 don't have 
any, and if I did, would I really want to beat 
them one-hundred-and-sixty times per sec
ond? And eat one-hundred-and-eighty candy 
bars per hour? That's way too much.

Of course, when I think about bumblebees,
1 really don't think about them flying. I don't 
really even think about them stinging me 
either. I mean I do, but that makes me run 
away from them, and then when 1 run away I 
think about them in another way, and that's 
the Mysterious Island way. That was a sci-fi 
movie 1 first saw when I was really little but 
which I've always loved. All the monsters in 
it are so great a giant crab, a giant bird, and 
two giant bumblebees. They looked to be 
about ten feet long.

Of course, they were just way too big to 
have been real. I know they weren't, but the 
people in the movie didn't know they’re fake. 
And in a real world, there is no way those 
bumblebees could expend enough energy to 
get themselves off the ground at that size. Too 
big. Gravity would do a number on them, for 
sure. No matter how many candy bars they ate.

Of course, back when I first saw the 
movie, I had no idea about that. I was just 
scared of the bees because I've always been 
scared of bees. Although now when I see it, 
the movie, I just sort of fixate on the girl in 
that scene. She's really cute and she wears 
this skimpy outfit and you can see her cleav
age and her panties. That was another one of 
those things I learned later was ridiculous 
like giant bees flying—because the movie 
took place at the end of the Civil War and 
women just didn't wear things like that. This 

rl was a well brought-up society girl and 
though they were stuck on that deserted 

islatSa^he would not being go all native like

that. Not that I'm complaining about it. I'm 
glad the movie makers made her dress like 
that. She was really cute.

God, I can't believe me. These are my 
thoughts right now. Cute girls and giant bees 
and Halloween candy. Of all the things to 
think about as 1 lie here in the hospital with 
my mother crying over me. I mean. 1 almost 
died a little while ago. Died. Another couple 
of minutes and I would have been dead All 
thanks to my stupid allergic reaction to bee 
stings. Of all the stupid luck. My friend Jake 
is allergic to pollen and he has to take medi
cine during the summer or else he sneezes like 
anything. But that's easy. One little tablet a 
day for a couple of months. Big deal. Me? If I 
get stung by a bee, I can die. Not get short of 
breath and pass out. Or I should say not just 
get short of breath and pass out since that does 
happen. But I can die. My breath gets short 
because my windpipe gets swollen, and with
out my medicine, I'm dead. And the medicine 
is a shot which I always have to carry around 
with me, just incase, and which I would have 
to give myself since I can't swallow anything 
because of my throat, but usually I'm uncon
scious by that point anyway, so someone else 
has to do it, and who wants to give somebody 
a shot? This time they didn't get to me in time, 
so they had to cut this hole in my throat and 
stick a tube in so I could breathe. 1 mean, is 
this the allergy I deserve? I don't think so.

But I do think that if this is what your life 
flashing before your eyes is all about. I don't 
think it's such a bad thing. That girl really is 
cute. You should rent the movie.

Steve Melisi has been published in 
Anthology, Creative With Words, Cochran’s 
Corner, Funny Business, Lines in the Sand, 
Quill Books, The Storyteller, The Sunflower 
Dream, uwt/Tucumcaro Literary Review.
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Ithaca Piano Rebuilders 

(607 ) 272-6547
310 4th St., Ithaca (Off Hancock St. 2 blocks from Rt. 13)

Complete rebuilding services.
No job too big or too small. Call us.

eg & Lauren
A Husband’s Day-by-Day Account 

of His Wife’s Remarkable Recovery

Early on the morning of September 11, 
2001, Lauren Manning—a wife, the mother 

of a ten-year-old son, and a senior vice 
president and partner at Cantor Fitzgerald 

came to work, as always, at One World 
Trade Center. As she stepped into the 

lobby, a fireball exploded from the elevator 
shaft, and in that split second her life was 

changed forever.

Greg Manning
Bantam ❖  3 11 pages ♦> $24.95 cloth

From : Greg
To: Everyone
Date: Wednesday. September 19. 2001 
Subject: Lauren Update

Fret ol a!! want to tnaol to thurx all of you. and ah of ihe tc whom 
nji Lamer. The love that has Toooec m ar.c the 
r-i being uttered on her Dehalt have heloed us

s6F heavily roe to her condition out they say she
tar my v.xc? so ■' leil he- 3hou? evervoiie I have spoken to. 
say sand men tove and has- wishes and men prayers 
ru numerous congregeiions across the spiritual spectrum 
. togogiMp and churcnet around ttie werto ! h3ve beer.

'Sis will be ad Cad to ‘n.s group

fight She has been tnrough two

informed that

Lauren ■■■$ putting up a heck of a fi 
surgeries and to q u e s  to hold on. She tos  a tong road **n front of

For those of you who may not know the story, she was entering the 
lobby of the North Tower of the World Trade Center when a fireball 
exploded from the elevator shaft. She and two others managed to
run out of ihe building a:i three of them on fire. A passerby across 
the street ran to them, reaching Lauren first, and out the flames 
out he then pul Lauren ir. an ambulance, so she was the first 
person evacuated He certainly saved her life

She was at Si. Vincents where I joined her. and then at 5 PM 
Tuesday rode in the front of the ambulance when she was 
transferred to the Burn Center ai NY-Presbytenan.

When i got to St Vincent s, she told me Inal she decided to live for 
Tyler and for me: sc i am taking her a: her word

Thank you for aii your support and prayers.

Love
Greg & Lauren

A Husband's Day-by-Day Account of His Wife’s Remarkable Recovery


