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Editorial \J

There are two ongoing Wisconsin programs with worldwide implications to which we call your attention in this issue of the
Review. One is the newly created annual George F. Kennan Forum on International Affairs, sponsored by the University of
Wisconsin-Milwaukee under the direction of Professor Carol Baumann. The other is the Wisconsin Project on Nuclear Arms Control
located in Washington, D.C., under the direction of Professor Gary Milhollin of the University of Wisconsin-Madison law school.

The first Kennan forum was held earlier this year at the Pabst Theater in Milwaukee. As I approached the theater that day in May
a soft spring rain fell and flag-bearing representatives of the Baltic countries marched in protest along Water and Wells streets; a
somber-looking man in a raincoat, stationed under the marquee, distributed John Birch Society leaflets. It was a memorable
experience to witness Kennan at age 86, dignified and statesman-like, address an audience in the city where he grew up. Anders
Stephanson in his book George Kennan and the Art of Foreign Policy proclaims Kennan as the greatest analyst and maker of foreign
policy since John Quincy Adams. In The Atlantic Monthly, April 1989, Kennan is referred to as “a man, unfortunately, whose like
we may never see again.” We are grateful to the Institute of World Affairs for their cooperation in helping us obtain permission to
print Kennan'’s remarks and excerpts from the overview of United States-Soviet relations presented by William G. Hyland.

A word about the art which appears along with the Hyland article: In 1963 the Milwaukee Art Museum (then Center) hosted an
exhibition of contemporary Soviet graphic art. This was at a time when some people were maintaining fallout shelters in their
basements and back yards in anticipation of Soviet attack. Ibelieve the Milwaukee Art Center contributed significantly to the interest
of sanity and hope during that volatile time, at least for those who viewed the exhibit. The Soviet art which appears here is reproduced
from the catalog which accompanied that exhibition and offers some added insight into Soviet life during the Cold War period.

Professor Gary Milhollin’s observations on the dangers of nuclear proliferation provide another dimension to our look at world
affairs. Milhollin became interested in nuclear policies in the 1970s when, as an administrative law judge for the Nuclear Regulatory
Commission, he heard testimony on Three Mile Island.

We do not intend to present these articles within the context of “news,” but rather as historical perspective.

In 1991 the Wisconsin Academy will place an accent on Education for Citizenship in the 1990s in planning for the annual con-
ference, Evenings at the Academy, Transactions, and other programs. Each issue of the Review will offer one or more articles which
relate to various aspects of this theme. The approach will be broad and will include academic concerns as well as our continuing
development as educated citizens who must live in a society becoming ever more complex and challenging.

It seems appropriate to introduce this new focus for 1991 in the Review by turning to the philosophical infrastructure which gives
communities their foundations: our systems of morals and values, however diverse those systems may be. Professor Marcus Singer’s
article, “Moral Worth and Fundamental Rights,” addresses the ways in which we respond and react to what we think and believe.

Philosophical discourse provides a wonderful opportunity for discussion and debate. If you have thoughts on Professor Singer’s
statements — or on any of the material covered in the Review — please let us hear from you.

Toich B Wiiars

Faith B. Miracle
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The U.S. - Soviet Relationship: An Overview

by William G. Hyland

honoring George Kennan. There are few magazines
that owe more to a single author than Foreign
Affairs owes to George Kennan. I think his “Mr. X”
article must be one of the most reproduced, reprinted articles in
scholarly literature. We took the occasion in 1989 to reproduce
it once again, and, once again, it was one of our best sellers. So
we are indebted to George Kennan for a number of reasons.

I tis a great pleasure for me to be here at this forum

* k¥

Historical Perspective: Stalin

Let me turn to the past and review a brief history of the Cold
War. There are three questions: first, why did the Cold War start
and what was it all about; second, how was it conducted; and
third, how and why is it over now, if it is over?

I think we have to go back fifty years to the Hitler-Stalin pact.
In my view, that was the beginning of the Cold War for various
reasons. First of all, the territorial issues arose at that time with
the disappearance of Poland and the incorporation in 1940 of
the three Baltic countries into the Soviet Union as well as
Bessarabia which is now called the Moldavian Socialist
Republic. The war between the Soviet Union and Finland also
resulted in a change of borders. And most important of all, in
the bargain that was struck between Hitler and Stalin, Hitler
gained a free hand to pursue his war in the west with a secure
eastern front. This, I think, was the fatal error of Stalin. Soviet
leaders still defend his pact with Hitler on the grounds that he
had no choice, and perhaps they are right. But what Stalin
thought would happen was that the capitalist powers —
Germany, France, and Britain — would exhaust themselves
while he remained neutral on the sidelines. Then in the late
spring of 1940 when Germany defeated France, all of his
calculations were suddenly quite questionable. He had thought
that the war would go on in the west for a long time, and
suddenly he was faced with a very successful German military
machine. In that period in 1940 he was offered a rather
intriguing deal by Hitler (who offered it in fact to Molotov in
Berlin) to carve up the world in spheres of influence; the Soviet
sphere would be the Persian Gulf and the area toward the Indian
Ocean. Stalin, after thinking about it, accepted the deal, but he
accepted too late. Hitler had already decided to attack Russia,
and in fact he did so in June 1941,

Even then, when the war had already begun, Stalin’s aims
were quite ambitious. In December 1941, shortly after Pearl
Harbor, when German tanks were in sight of the Kremlin and
most observers thought that the Soviet Union was on the brink
of defeat, Stalin met with the British foreign secretary, Anthony
Eden. Stalin laid out his demands, those which he presented to

V. Matyukh. On the Train. 1959.

Hitler. What he wanted his new allies to do was to guarantee the
possessions he had obtained during the Hitler-Stalin period —
the three Baltic Republics, eastern Poland (the western Ukraine),
Bessarabia — and to give him a say in a number of other areas.
Roosevelt resisted. Secretary Hull and especially Sumner
Wells, who was under-secretary of state, said “No.” Even the
British (who were concerned that Stalin might make a separate
peace treaty) decided toresist. And in my view thatis where the
Cold War began — when it was evident to Stalin thathe was not
going to get what he wanted on his western boundaries. When
that became evident to him, there was a conflict which was
never completely resolved. As the war progressed, it became
evident to Churchill and later Roosevelt that there was almost
no way of stopping Stalin in Eastern Europe, because his army
was victorious and would occupy the major capitals of that area.
So in effect, the Cold War had begun.
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It’s possible that there might have been a settlement had we
been cold-blooded enough to carve up Europe. The central
problem that could not be settled then (and has not been settled,
in fact, for the last forty-five years) was the problem of Germany.
Stalin once said to Churchill, “What is your worst nightmare?”
and Churchill said, “What is yours?” and Stalin said, “The
revival of Germany.” Stalin, in fact, told the Yugoslav
communists at this time, “After twenty years, Germany will
revive and will have another go at it.” So Stalin’s mood was
such that there was no real chance for diplomats to settle the
Cold Warin 1945, whether at Yalta or Potsdam. The myth grew
that Roosevelt, in effect, sold out Eastern Europe, and that myth
of Yalta has haunted us ever since and has been part of the Cold
War. It has been one reason why American presidents have
been very reluctant tomeet with the Sovietleaders and especially
to strike any kind of an agreement. This ghostof Yaltais always
raised at a time when our relations improve, and there is the
suspicion that somehow the Russians have tricked us, and we’'re
about to lose everything that we have been struggling for.

A turning point came in 1953, when Josef Stalin died. A
group of people, not terribly well known to the West but
followers of Stalin, came into office. There was Georgi
Malenkov, who became the prime minister, and Nikita
Khrushchev, of course. At the time, it was not clear who was
in command; there was a great deal of speculation about a new
course. Malenkov was going to favor consumer goods, cut the
Soviet military, and implement a program of reforms. There
was a lot of interest in changes in the Soviet Union at that
particular time, but that was really an interlude. Itled to the rise
of Nikita Khrushchev and a totally different phase of the Cold
War during the period roughly from 1954 to 1964. That decade
bridged the Eisenhower and Kennedy presidencies.

New Phase of the Cold War: Kruschey

Khrushchev saw the
world quite differently

some Soviet retrench-ment had been called for, which is what
happened immediately after he died. Winston Churchill thought
there was a chance to settle the Cold War, and he proposed a
summit meeting with the new Soviet leaders. He was resisted
by John Foster Dulles, our secretary of state, and to some degree
by President Eisenhower. They argued that the West was too
weak to negotiate with the Soviet Union. In retrospect, it is
rather amazing how often we thought we were too weak to go
to the bargaining table when, in fact, we were much stronger
than the Soviet Union at any pointafter the end of the war. Even
in the 1950s, when it seemed that the Soviet Union somehow
might overtake us, we were basically much stronger.

Nikita Khruschev, in effect, read his own propaganda and
began to believe it. He thought the Soviet Union was in the
ascendancy everywhere in the world. The world balance of
power had changed because the former colonial areas were
turning against their western masters. There were revolts in
Indochina and Algeria, and a neutral block led by India was
formed which included Nasser and Tito. Khrushchev believed
that the opportunity had to change, once and for all, the world
balance of power in his favor. He decided to put on the pressure
and press the western powers in the most vulnerable spot,
because it was the most exposed: in Berlin.

The second Berlin crisis began in the late 1950s when
Khrushchev demanded that we leave Berlin altogether or make
ita“free city.” Naturally Eisenhower and then Kennedy resisted
this because they understood Berlin’s function was to be the
future capital of Germany. As long as there was a western
foothold in Berlin, that meant we were still committed to
German unification somewhere along the line. Even if it were
some years hence, the German people could have some
confidence in us that we would try to work toward this
eventuality. Khrushchev understood this as well, and that is
why he wanted us out of Berlin. He caused a panic exodus of
East Germans; he put up the wall in August 1961 after meeting

Kennedy in Vienna.

from Stalin; Stalin was
really a rather cautious
politician. He did not
move rashly, except in
Korea, and it is still
something of a puzzle as
to why he supported the
war in Korea. Thatled to
the reanimation of the
western coalition, to the
eventual rearm-ament of
Germany, and to an
alliance with Japan, It
seemstomeKoreais still
an aberration which is
not fully clear. In any
case, Stalin had pressed
matters to the point that

S. Spitsyn. In the Evening. 1959-1960.

The wall accelerated
the crisis because
Kennedy’s reaction
was very tough and led
to semi-mobilizationin
the United States.
Khrushchev was not
getting whathe wanted,
which was a full-scale
western retreat. This
was a very dangerous
period, as many who
were involved remem-
ber. My recollection
is that Ambassador
Kennan had come back
at this moment to serve
as ambassador to
Yugoslavia.
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What Khrushchev did is well known — he put Soviet
missiles into Cuba and started the most dangerous crisis of the
Cold War, the Cuban missile crisis in October 1962. That,inmy
view, was Kennedy’s finest hour. His conduct of that crisis can
be faulted on tactics; but, in general, he handled it extremely
well, very courageously, and we prevailed. It led within two
years to the downfall of Khrushchev, and in that sense it was
another turning point in the Cold War. The Cuban missile crisis
was basically about the strategic balance in the world. There
was a lot of dispute over it, and historians are still arguing; but
had Khrushchev succeeded, the world would have been quite
different. For us to live under the threat of 60, 100, 150 Soviet
missiles only a few hundred miles from the United States would
have created a different psychological atmosphere. I think a
case can even be made that there would have been a war
between the United States and the Soviet Union, had those
missiles remained. (That is my judgement.) In any case,
Khrushchev was defeated.

In the process, however, Khrushchev had begun to sow the
seeds of weakness in the Soviet system in ways he did not
anticipate and probably did not desire, but nevertheless were
very important. In 1956 he attacked the memory of Josef Stalin
inavery famous secret speech; in effect, he said Stalin had been
a great criminal, and his era had been one of criminality. The
notion that the Soviet system itself was illegitimate began to
spread, and it spread into Eastern Europe and into Hungary.
You will remember that in 1956 there was a rebellion in
Hungary which was put down by Soviet tanks.

Denunciation of Stalin’s role began to be a source of further
dispute between China and the Soviet Union. It was reaching
apoint where in the early 1960s, before Khrushchev was turned
out, there were bitter battles between the Chinese and the
Russians. One of the most bitter fighters on the Chinese side
was Deng Xiao Ping, who was then one of Mao’schief licutenants
and carried the polemic against Khrushchev face to face in
meetings in Eastern Europe and the Soviet Union itself.

The Cold War was continuing, and the confrontation between

K. Kalinycheva. The Camels. 1960-1961.

the United States and the Soviet Union was still there, and, in
some ways, perhaps worse. But inside the Soviet Union the
seeds of decay and disintegration were being planted, as well as
inside the international communist movement.

Another Era: Brezhney

Now we turn to the Brezhnev era. Brezhnev cameinto office
in 1964 and remained until 1982. In many ways it should have
been one of the most distinguished eras in Soviet history, but,
in fact, it is now regarded by the current Soviet leaders as the era
of “stagnation.” They didn’t always call it that, because it was
notalways the case. In the early period, in mid 1960s, there was
again talk of reform inside the Soviet Union. There were actual
reform plans for the Soviet economy sponsored by Prime Min-
ister Aleksei Kosygin. Many of Kosygin’s ideas can be traced
into the Gorbachev period: decentralization, material incentives,
price reforms, and liberalization. Kosygin did not prevail. He
did not prevail because Khrushchev was followed by a very
conservative leadership under Brezhnev. Brezhnev was not a
Stalinist in the sense of instituting a terrorist campaign; he was
a Stalinist in the sense that he believed the system was working
and should be left alone. Internally nothing much happened
after around 1968; that’s when the era of stagnation began.

What was happening outside of the Soviet Union was
equally important. The ideas of Kosygin — that there could be
reform and change — seeped into Eastern Europe. These ideas
were picked up by reformers, especially Czechoslovak reformers,
inside the Communist party, mainly led by Alexander Dubcek.
Thatreform reached a point where it alarmed the Soviet Union,
and the Soviet Union tried unsuccessfully to stop it. Soviet
tanks intervened once again in August 1968, on the eve of a
summit conference that had been planned by Lyndon Johnson
for the following fall. That summit conference was called off
the day after the invasion, and things went into another one of
the “down” periods of Soviet-American relations.

It seemed as if ending the Cold War was virtually hopeless.
Brezhnev proclaimed the doctrine which carries his name: in
effect, he said the Soviet Union has the right to intervene to
protect the gains of socialism wherever they have been
established. That meant Eastern Europe, of course, but it also
perhaps meant China. That is where the impact of the Czech
crisis was the greatest. In China they read the Brezhnev doctrine
asasevere warning. If, in fact, Brezhnev meant that socialism
in China was threatened, there was a chance the Soviet Union
was preparing to intervene in China with military force. This,
I think, was a very important turning point. It persuaded the
Chinese that they had to do something to protect themselves
against the Russians. In a classical balance of power formula,
they called in the other power, the United States, as a
counterweight. The opening to Chinacreated by Richard Nixon
thus dates to the Czech invasion. In any case, that was another
very important turning point as China broke totally with the
Soviet Union and turned towards the United States.

The second result of the Czech crisis, and equally important,
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was the change in the policies of West Germany. In the elections
of 1969, in the wake of that crisis, for the first time since the
1920s the West German Social Democrats came back to power.
The chancellor was William Brandt who had been the mayor of
Berlin when the wall went up. He had drawn some conclusions
over the years about what Germany had to do to protect its
interests. Basically his conclusion was that Germany could not
rely on the western powers — the United States, France, and
England — to protect German interests. Germany would have
to take the lead in a new policy which he called Ost Politik (or
Eastern Policy). You may recall that he went to the Soviet
Union, he went to Poland, and he even went to East Germany,
whichat that time seemed a very radical move, in order to protect
the possibility of German unification through what he called
detente.

That detente was, in fact, spreading to the two super powers.
It was not, I think, the original notion of Nixon when he came
into office that before his first term ended he would sign arms
control agreements with the Soviet Union. But he did have in the
back of his mind, I believe, that there had to be a change in the
relationship with China and in the relationship with the Soviet
Union if only because of the Vietnam War. Nixon’s view was the
Vietnam War had to be ended, but it had to be ended in some
honorable way, other than withdrawal and retreat. That meant
dealing with the two powers on the communist side who might
have some influence in the terms for ending the Vietnam War:
Peking and Moscow. Thatled, overa period of time, to the Nixon
visit to China, which, I think, galvanized Brezhnev into what
was called detente. Soon thereafter we signed the first arms
control agreement on strategic weapons, the first visit of a
president of the United States to the Soviet Union occurred, and
the first of several summit conferences was held in May 1972.

Optimism, Then Watergate

Therefore, we came to yet another turning point; for the first
time, it seemed as though things might be turning up. There was
optimism in the press, perhaps more than justified, that at long
last the Cold War was coming to an end, that we had turned the
corner, and so forth. In fact we had not turned the comner, for
several reasons. One of the reasons became apparent after the
Nixon summits: there was still a lot of resistance in the United
States to the notion of a detente with the Soviet Union. There
were deep suspicions about the Soviet Union. In 1973 there was
a Middle East war, which the Soviet Union seemed to have
encouraged, and they even threatened the United States in the
middle of the war with Soviet intervention. Whether this was
likely, I am not sure, but the threat added to the feeling that we
really had not made any progress with the Soviet Union. This
was not the end of the Cold War, and perhaps not even a genuine
detente. As a result domestic politics raised its head, and in the
Congress new restrictions on trade with the Soviet Union were
linked to free immigration for Soviet Jews to the outside world.
That led to the collapse of negotiations on new economic
relations.

Then we had Watergate, and, in my view, Watergate
contributed decisively to the end of detente with the Soviet
Union because it so weakened the presidency that it was almost
impossible to conduct foreign policy from the White House.
Whether it was Nixon, Ford, or even to some extent Carter, the
executive had been weakened and discredited, and there was a
great deal of suspicion that the Soviet Union was out to take
advantage of it.

On the Soviet side it also appeared that detente was not
working. Brezhnev basically had entered detente, in my view,
to stop the rapprochement between the Chinese and the United
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A. Borodin. The Two Mothers. 1961.

States, especially while Mao was still alive. He privately
proposed to Nixon and to Ford a military alliance against the
Chinese. Though he proposed it privately, it has subsequently
become public knowledge. To their credit, Nixon, Ford, and
Carter flatly turned it down. So in the late 1970s it appeared to
Brezhnev that (1) he was not going to get any trade benefits, (2)
he was not going to get any American movement away from
China, and (3) the arms control negotiations did not seem to be
going particularly well, or at least not in Brezhnev’s favor.
Inside the Soviet Union tensions were beginning to grow again
as Brezhnev aged and the question arose; Who will replace him
and what will it mean?

The Soviet Union broke out of all of this by invading
Afghanistan and it is not clear to me even now to what degree
Brezhnev personally was involved. That sent a chill and alarm
through the West. One of the nightmares at the end of World
War IT had been that the Russians would advance to the Persian
Gulf and dominate the supplies of oil and the entire geopolitical

area. There was a confrontation in 1946 between Truman and
Stalin, and the Russians had withdrawn and had remained
behind the border. The British had tried to block them for some
200 years. Now suddenly they were in Afghanistan, and it
looked as if they were going to drive all the way to the Persian
Gulf. It appeared that the Cold War was entering one of its most
dangerous periods, but that was not the case. One reason was
because people had notunderstood how Brezhnev had basically
weakened the Soviet Union. When he died in 1982 he was
succeeded by Andropov, and then three years later by
Gorbachev. '

Renewed Optimism: Gorbachey

The new leaders began to take a much harder look at the
situation they confronted, and to face up to the fact that
Brezhnev’s twenty years had led to a true economic crisis that
could not simply be talked away. By the time the new leaders
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realized this, and it took them a little while, the Soviet Union
was on the brink of a genuine economic disaster. One question
for Gorbachev is why did he not understand it better, since he
had been in the leadership since 1978. Why in 1985 did he not
understand the true dimensions of the crisis he was facing? It
is not clear. He was asked this question in my presence in
Moscow, and he said, “If I told you, you wouldn’t believe it.”
So it must have been quite a leadership at the end.

In any case, what is most important is that Gorbachev
proceeded to conduct arevolution in Soviet policy. He notonly
conducted a revolution in domestic policy with the program of
perestroikaand especially glasnost, the openness and the moves
towards political pluralism which we are witnessing even this
year, but also-re-examined the position of the Soviet Union in
the world. That is whatis mostimportant to us. He realized that
neither power could win the Cold War, in any meaningful sense.
Neither power could afford to go to nuclear war without
committing suicide. Increasingly the Soviet Union could not
afford to conduct the Cold War because the price was too
prohibitive. Gorbachev had toalter his priorities and concentrate
on the domestic crisis, and in doing so, I believe, he was
prepared for the first time to make genuine concessions.

In his negotiations with Ronald Reagan, he surprised the
western powers and Washington by offering concessions that
we had never expected from any Soviet leader. He gave up all
intermediate range missiles in the treaty of 1987, which had
been proposed many years earlier by Reagan and rejected by the
Soviet Union as being unfair. The basic thing that Gorbachev
did was to realize that peaceful coexistence, which had been a
phrase and tactic used over the years by Lenin, Stalin,
Khrushchev, and Brezhnev, could not simply be a tactic, a
clever maneuver to buy time. It had to describe a new, longer-
term relationship with the United States and the other western
powers. It wasno longer possible to think of a nuclear war, and,
in effect, the Soviet Union had to sue for peace and to ask for
peace terms.

Now onthe American side, this coincided with the presidency
of Ronald Reagan. Atthe outset, it seemed that Reagan was the
least likely candidate to end the Cold War. You will remember
his early speeches about the evil empire, and many other
speeches about the Soviet Union that made you believe that
there was no opportunity or chance for him to negotiate with
them. Indeed, it sounded as if he wanted to put them under
pressure and, in fact, he was. We spent an additional trillion
dollarsin the Reagan years on our defense budget; that certainly
got the attention of the Soviet military as well as Gorbachev.
Reagan instinctively understood, however, that there was a
change in the Soviet Union, and Gorbachev was not simply the
same as his predecessors. I think this is something that Reagan
learned in his career; there was no great analysis, not even a
cold-blooded decision. Instinctively Reagan knew that
something was happening in the Soviet Union and that he
should encourage it. One of the virtues of Reagan is that
because he was a conservative, because his anti-communist

credentials were so strong, he was able to make the kind of
concessions that Gorbachev needed. The first summit took
place in 1985, and they met three more times. The last time,
when Gorbachev came to the United States and stood before the
Statue of Liberty with Reagan and George Bush, symbolically
was the end of the Cold War. If the Cold War had been about
anything, it certainly had been about freedom. For Gorbachev
tobe standing in front of the Statue of Liberty with the President
of the United States was quite a symbolic change.

Revolution in Eastern Europe

There was one more act, the most decisive act, which took
place last year following the visit—that was the revolution in
Eastern Europe. Idon’tknow of anyone who predicted it, and
I think that goes for Gorbachev. It certainly goes for many of
the leaders of Eastern Europe who are no longer with us. Why
it happened is related to the reappraisal of foreign policy under
Gorbachev. In the spring-summer of 1989, Gorbachev
recognized changes were necessary, especially in Poland. He
refused to intervene to stop Solidarity, and this was publicized.
The Polish communists asked what they should do, and
Gorbachev replied, “Join the new coalition.” That meant join
the non-communist government. I think that was a decisive
turning point. The notion spread throughout Eastern Europe
that the Soviet Union would not intervene to save a communist
government. It spread to East Germany and Czechoslovakia
and then everywhere. By Christmas of 1989, with the execution
of Nicolae Ceausescu, the Cold War was finally and completely
over, in my view.

* %k %k

Let me end on a personal note. This has been a very
dangerous period in our history. I was involved at the periphery,
and sometimes at the center, over these past thirty years. I think
our country owesapersonal debtto the men who have conducted
public policy in this period. Some of them have done so at
personal sacrifice, and none of them has been more important
to the general direction of this country than George Kennan,
George Kennan has two qualities which I believe have been
very important for our country. The first is wisdom; he pointed
the way during the war and in the early period after the war to
the right course for the United States, to oppose the evil of
Stalinism. He also has another quality that perhaps is not as
remarked on; thatis courage. Throughout this period there have
been some bitter debates about what the United States should or
should not have done. At every major debate, every major
turning point, the voice of clarity, reason, and wisdom has been
that of George Kennan. Occasionally he has been alone, but he
has never been afraid to speak up. It is for that quality that we
owe him the greatest debt: a man of great wisdom and great
personal courage. |
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The U.S. - Soviet Relationship: Looking Ahead

by George F. Kennan

in the relationship between the United States and
the Soviet Union.

In the first years of Soviet power, before World
War II, the chief factor in the relationship was the ideological
and political conflict between the two countries. After the war,
this factor was largely overtaken by the military-political
competition, and the whole relationship was dominated by that.

Now, the changes that have taken place in Russia under
Gorbachev’srule have made both of those factors unsubstantial.
They are no longer there to overshadow all the other aspects of
the relationship, as they did for so long. And we are forced to
look for a new set of guidelines in our approach to our relations
with that country. You might be tempted to say that we are back
where we werein 1917, confronted again with the old Russia we
had known before that time.

In some ways, that would be correct. But in other ways, it
would not be because the seventy years of communist power
have changed Russia very greatly, and not always for the good.
It is true that the communist regime is disintegrating and can
probably never be restored. But areturn to that old Russia of the
centuries before the revolution would also, formany reasons, be
impossible. And the fact is that the country we think of as the
Soviet Union, the successor to the old Russian Empire with its
central core of Russian people and its surrounding belt of non-
Russian peoples, is right now in a state of change, instability,
and uncertainty — a time of turmoil and confusion — more
extreme than anything it has experienced since the revolution of
1917, and perhaps greater than any crisis it has faced since the
so-called “Time of Troubles,” a great crisis of the monarchy and
of the Russian state that occurred at the beginning of the
seventeenth century.

N ever has there been a moment of greater uncertainty

Three Areas of Concern

Let me just point out the three major ingredients of this
situation of instability and uncertainty, just to show you how
serious they are.

First, there is the state of the economy. The Soviet economy
had begun to decline even before Gorbachev came in. He
thought he had diagnosed the main reasons for the decline; and
his perestroika was a program of reform intended to correct the
deficiencies and to halt the process. Unfortunately, for reasons
too numerous and complicated to be discussed here at this
moment, it has not had this effect. To date, it has only
heightened the difficulties, particularly in the supply of con-
sumer goods for people in the great cities. Gorbachev has tried
to introduce, gradually, the principle of free enterprise as a
means of increasing and improving distribution. The idea, I
think, was quite sound. With time it may yet begin to show its
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effects. But up to now it has not. And what we see before us
today is a country where the old communist system of operating
the economy has been extensively disrupted, whereas the new
system has not yet taken hold. The country is falling,
uncomfortably, between two chairs. And this has undermined
a great deal of people’s confidence in Gorbachev himself,
particularly in the cities.

Secondly, Gorbachev, finding that the Communist party was
not very useful in helping him with his reforms, has been trying,
and with some success, to shift the center of gravity of political
power from the party apparatus, where it had

by the boards. Modern nationalism, which is the most powerful
emotional-political force of this modern age, has proved simply
incompatible with the holding together of a variety of national
groups under a single imperial center. And the Soviet Union,
too, is vulnerable to these centrifugal tendencies. In the end, I
am sure, it will have to make way for them, at least to a
considerable extent; and several of its national components,
particularly the Baltic countries, will have to receive, sooner or
later, their sovereign independence.
But this is not a simple problem. It is not a problem that can
be solved from one day to the next just by this

rested for seventy years, toa properly elected
governmental apparatus where the party
would no longer have a monopoly of power
but would be, like political parties in other
countries, only one of anumber of contenders
for popular support. This is an historic and
fundamental change in Russia’s political
life — one that was greatly needed and was
greatly to be welcomed.

No country ever
understands perfectly
another country's affairs;
and none is more likely to
do much good by
interfering in them.

or that nationality’s declaring itself
independent. For one thing, not all the non-
Russian nationalities want complete
independence or are in any way prepared for
it. Their situations vary. And beyond that,
there are may things to be talked out, in every
instance, if the process is to go forward
peacefully and successfully. An abrupt,
disorderly disintegration of the Soviet Union

But at the present moment this change,
too, is only halfway completed. The new and largely
democratically elected parliament seems to have taken over
much of the power in the great cities; but in large sectors of the
countryside the local party committees seem still to be in
control and to be operating relatively independently. The result
is that there is, at the moment, no clear center of political
authority. No one knows where to turn to get an answer. And
in a country where people are used to knowing where the seat
of power is, to whom you can appeal, and from whom you can
get an answer, this is very unsettling — even in some ways
dangerous.

Finally, one of the things Gorbachev succeeded in doing was
to abolish the old system of censorship and police terror — to
concede, in most essential respects, freedom of speech, of
thought, of the press, and of political demonstration and action.
Now this was fine, and again, a great step forward. Butit proved
to be a contagious development and had the effect of spreading
not only to the countries of Eastern Europe, where it led to the
overthrow of the communist regimes right down the line, but
also to certain of the non-Russian nationalities within the Soviet
Union as well. Here, as one sees in the case of Lithuania, the re-
sult has been a sudden and impulsive demand for an immediate
complete secession from the Soviet Union. And Lithuania, as
you all know, is not the only place where this effectis being felt.
Other Soviet nationalities, too, aspire to independence; and
they are watching the Lithuanian conflictto see which way they,
t0o, should jump.

Soviet Union Today

Now the Soviet Union is the last of the great multi-national
and multi-lingual empires to feel the disintegrating effects of
modern nationalism. The others, like the old Turkish Empire
and the Austro-Hungarian Empire, had already long since gone

could be dangerous for the stability of the
whole European continent, and even for some of these restless
Soviet minorities themselves.

Now all these forms of violent change — the attempted
economic revolution, the shift of the political center from party
to government, and the partial dissolution of the empire — are
today coming together and are interacting. And altogether, they
create asituation, the future of whichisabsolutely unpredictable.
Anything might happen: a partial breakup of the Soviet Union,
a complete breakdown of government in parts of the country, a
split of the Communist party, civil war, temporary regimes here
and there — conditions such as those that prevailed during the
Russian civil war, in the years just after the revolution. Iam not
predicting that any of these things will come, they don’t have to;
but none of them can be excluded, and no one can tell you what
will come.

And the result of all this is that our government does not
know and cannot know, at this point, with what sort of a Russia
itis going to have to deal in the months and years justahead. The
uncertainty of the situationin Russiainflicts an equal uncertainty
on American policy toward that country. Gorbachev may, of
course, remain in office along time. It is not impossible that he
will succeed in mastering his present difficulties and creating
some sort of a stable situation. If so, so much the better. He is
a great man; his efforts lead in the right direction; he deserves
our good wishes. But whether or not that will happen is, again,
something we cannot know. And it will be a fairly long time,
even in the best of circumstances, before we can see what the
final outcome of all these uncertainties will be.

American Policy: Caution

Well, what does all this mean for American policy toward
Russia at this time? It seems clear to me that policy should be,
above all, a cautious one, which avoids involving this country,
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or taking sides, in the many tensions and conflicts that have
already begun to mark, and must continue for a long time to
mark, the state of high instability in Russia that I have just
described. We should maintain our detachment. We should use
what little influence we have to see that developments proceed
peacefully. But we should do so as a helpful, distant friend, not
as an involved party.

That, so far asI can see, is what President Bush is doing; and
I can only commend him for it. He is right, I think, for this and
other reasons, to refrain from involving this country in the
Lithuanian conflict. The Lithuanian demand for independence
will not be the last demand of this sort with which we will be
faced. And it would be a very unwise procedure to commit the
policies of this country to a general breakup of the Soviet Union
and to offer our support to any group that wants to separate itself
from the Soviet state. Any policy of that sort might land us in
very strange and embarrassing company. We have troubles
enough of our own these days without multiplying them by that
sort of involvement.

Mr. Bush is also quite right, in my view, to go ahead with the
forthcoming summit meeting. And there is no reason why the
present efforts atarmscontrol and reduction should not continue
to be pursued at all levels, vigorously, boldly, and with good
will.

Butback of all this, and through itall, we will be well advised
to try to bear in mind the long-term aspects of the relationship.
It is just about two centuries since the official relationship
between Russia and America came into existence. For most of
those two centuries, especially up to the Russian revolution of
1917, the two peoples lived together and related to each other
quite amicably, even though their systems of government were
very different. They have never been at war with each other. In
their respective national temperaments they have certain things
in common. So there is something to build on.

It is true that so long as Moscow appears to be holding in
subservience other peoples who want their independence and
seem to be ripe for it, this is going to constitute, as it has
constituted at various times throughout this century, adisturbing
factor in the relationship. For this reason, the sooner the
Russians come to terms with this problem, the better it will be
for Russian-American relations. And we have every reason to
hope that things will move successfully in that direction.

But to hope that a certain thing will happen in a region of the
world far from our shores is one thing. To try actively to bring
it about is another. This is Russia’s problem, not ours. It is in
some respects a complicated problem. No country ever
understands perfectly another country’s affairs; and none is
more likely to do much good by interfering in them. Letus wish
them all well, and be helpful where we can. But let us not make
ourselves a part of the problem.

Considering Europe

The outstanding question of a military security in Europe —
of NATO, of German unification, and of the future of the

various alliances and armed forces of that continent — is
something else again. Here, ourinvolvementandresponsibility
are obvious.

And here, I am not so sure that we are entirely on the right
track. We are rapidly locking ourselves into an insistence that
NATO should continue to exist and that a united Germany
should not only be a member of it but should continue to figure
asone of the continent’s two greatest military powers (the other
being France). That this does justice to the military anxieties of
French and British friends seems evident. That it does equal
justice to the security concems of the Soviet Union is not
apparent.

It is Gorbachev, I believe, who once said that you must
remember that if peace is to be preserved, you must learn to see
the other fellow’s security as just as important to you as your
own. We would do well to bear that in mind. I have read of its
being suggested in NATO circles that we don’t need to be
concerned about Soviet feelings in the matter of Germany’s
military future because people in Moscow are today
preoccupied with their own troubles; and even if they don’t like
the arrangements we propose, there is little they could do about
it. I would like to say that it never pays, in my opinion, for one
great power to take advantage of the momentary weakness or
distractions of another great power in order to force upon it
concessions it would never have accepted in normal
circumstances. In the short term this may seem to have
advantages. Over the long run it almost always revenges itself.
The Russians are justly proud of their great war effort; and they
will expect to see due recognition given to it in the dispositions
that are under discussion today.

To some extent this seems to have been recognized in
Washington; and I have the impression that we are trying to
persuade the French and British to join us in meeting the
Russians—not half-way, but about 20 percent of the way. I
doubt that this is enough; and I hope we will give this matter
very careful thought before we go further; for this is a highly
sensitive issue; and it can give us a lot of trouble if we take the
WIONg Course.

Well, ladies and gentlemen, fellow-Milwaukeans, that is all
I have to add to the excellent discussions that took place here
earlier this afternoon. Let me congratulate the Institute of
World Affairs on the arrangements that have made this occasion
possible, and wish it well with its further efforts to promote the
understanding of international affairs in the Milwaukee
community. O
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Designing the Third World Bomb

by Gary Milhollin

he conflict in the Gulf should refocus attention on
a frightening fact of modern life: Third World
tyrants, armed with missiles and A-bombs, are fast
replacing the Soviets as the greatest threat to
American security.

Yet at the same time, a small group of government officials
may heighten that threat by approving the export of U.S.
supercomputers to Brazil, Israel, and India, three countries with
secret nuclear weapon and ballistic missile programs. If the
officials — undersecretaries at the State and Commerce
departments — succeed, they will reverse the Reagan policy of
keeping these machines away from countries that are trying to
get the bomb.

In Brazil, the supercomputers could hasten the day when a
nuclear-capable missile is sold to Libya or Iraq and hasten the
day when Brazil finally tests the nuclear weapon it is trying to
produce. In Israel, the supercomputers could design smaller,
lighter nuclear warheads to attack more targets and could
reduce the time required before an Israeli missile brings Moscow
withinrange. In India, the supercomputers could hasten the day
when Indian ICBMs will threaten all of China with hydrogen
bombs.

Is a Supercomputer Really Necessary?

The supercomputer was invented in the mid-1970s to design
U.S. nuclear weapons. It since has become the most powerful
tool known for designing both nuclear weapons and ballistic
missiles. Today no U.S. nuclear or missile design is physically
tested until it is optimized through computer simulations.

A supercomputer can simulate the implosive shock wave
that detonates a nuclear warhead, calculate the multiplication of
neutrons in an explosive chain reaction, and solve the equations
of state that describe fusion in a hydrogen bomb. To design a
nuclear weapon, the designer firstruns — on a supercomputer—
the proposed design through the equations that govern its
performance. Then the design is assembled and exploded
underground. Afterward, the test data are fed back into the
supercomputer, which must predicthow the design will perform
in the real world, above ground.

A supercomputer can also model the burning surface of a
solid-fuel rocket, calculate the heat and pressure on a warhead
entering the atmosphere, and simulate virtually every other
force affecting a missile from launch to impact. To design a
missile, the designer creates a mathematical model of fluid
flow, puts the proposed design on a computer-generated grid,
and then calculates the forces affecting air particles at discrete
points around the body. This technique helped design the hull
of the Stars and Stripes, the boat thatreturned the Americas Cup

to the United States. It also helped design the combustion
chamber of the main engine of the space shuttle. Because of the
billions of computations needed to solve these problems, a
supercomputer’s speed is invaluable for finding design solutions
in a practical length of time.

The lack of a supercomputer will not stop a country from
making its first atomic bomb. But with a supercomputer, a
country can design more efficient nuclear warheads with a
minimum of tests and design long-range missiles to carry the
warheads to their destination, For countries with limited money
and manpower, these advantages are crucial.

The proponents of the exports argue that there were no
supercomputers when the first bombs were built, and thus a
supercomputer is not the key to going nuclear. But in the early
days the lack of computing power was made up for by tests. The
Department of Energy (DOE) estimates that about 180 physical
tests were needed to design the high-explosive part of a 1955-
vintage nuclear weapon. Today fewer than five tests are needed
because of computation. To show modern computation’s
power, DOE used a Cray supercomputer to replicate the
Manhattan Project design, the yield of which could not be
determined in the 1940s without a test. The Cray, however,
calculated the correct yield in twenty minutes. According to
DOE, a team of scientists using the calculators of the 1940s
would take five years to do what a Cray supercomputer now
does in one second.

Unsavory Recipients

IBM wants to sell a supercomputer to Embraer, an arm of the
Brazilian Air Force in the missile-for-exportbusiness. Through
its ownership in another firm called Orbita, Embraer is now
trying to turn Brazil’s Sonda IV space launcher into an
intermediate-range, nuclear-capable missile. In January 1988,
Libyan arms buyers offered to pay Orbita’s development costs
in exchange for long-range missiles and the means to make
them. Brazil publicly rebuffed U.S. protestsof the Libyan offer.

Embraer is also part of a Brazilian team that has been helping
Iraq make long-range missiles, and that could help Irag make
nuclear weapons. According to Brazilian press reports,
confirmed by U.S. officials, the Brazilian team has trained the
Iragis in rocket acrodynamics, flight testing, and the control of
rocket trajectories. The team also has helped Iraq improve its
Soviet-supplied Scud-B missiles — the same missiles Iraq used
to bombard the civilian population of Teheran. Embraer
exchanges personnel with the research arm of the Brazilian Air
Force, called CTA, which West German intelligence says is
secretly making nuclear weapon material. CTA, also part of the
Brazilian team in Iraq, could gain access to the supercomputer
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This photo was created by a Cray supercomputer and shows particle paths over a simulation of an aircraft, revealing air-
[flow formation. Photo courtesy of NASA.

through Embraer and share nuclear calculations with its Iraqgi
customers.

The University of Sao Paulo is IBM’s second intended
Brazilian customer. West German intelligence says that one of
the university’s own institutes is designing centrifuges toenrich
uranium — a step leading to atomic bombs. Also on the
university campus is a group called IPEN, which has secretly
built lab-scale centrifuges, has built a lab-scale plant for
extracting plutonium (the nuclear weapon material that destroyed
Nagasaki), and is planning a secret reactor that will create
enough plutonium for one atomic bomb per year. All this is
being done with university personnel, who will be able to run
bomb designs on the U.S. supercomputer.

Cray — America’s other supercomputer giant — wants to
sell a machine to Technion University, the Israeli MIT. In 1987
aPentagon-sponsored studyrevealed that Technion was helping
design Israel’sballistic missile re-entry vehicle. And, according
to U.S. officials, Technion’s nuclear physicists work at Israel’s
secret nuclear weapon complex at Dimona, where an Israeli

reactor makes plutonium for atomic bombs. According to a
Technion brochure, the Cray that Technion wants to buy will be
able to do in one month calculations that now take eight years.

Hebrew University would also get a supercomputer. The
Pentagon study found that its physicists work at Israel’s nuclear
weapon lab at Soreq, which is using computer codes similar to
the Pentagon’s for designing nuclear weapons. The study
frankly said that Soreq’s scientists were “developing the kind of
codes which will enable them to make hydrogen bombs.” It said
that the Israelis “are roughly where the U.S. was in the fission
weapon field in the 1950s.” It added, however, that the Israelis
did “not yet have the capability to carry out the necessary
calculations” for hydrogen bombs. A U.S. supercomputer
would provide exactly that capability.

The Weizmann Institute, the third Israeli applicant, is similar
to Hebrew University. The institute’s scientists are studying the
high energy physics and hydrodynamics needed for nuclear
bomb design and the use of lasers to enrich uranium, the most
advanced method for making nuclear weapon material. The
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whole faculty would have access to the U.S. supercomputer.

All of the proposed Israeli recipients pose an additional risk:
cooperation with South Africa. NBC News reported in October
1989 that Israel is helping South Africa build and test long-
range missiles. In return, Israel receives money and the ability
to testits own long-range missiles over the empty ocean off the
South African coast. To enable its missiles to reach their full
range — which will cover Moscow and Western Europe —
Israel needs an accurate re-entry vehicle. This is exactly what
a U.S. supercomputer could help design. Israel might even
decide to share the supercomputer with its South African
customers.

InIndia, U.S. supercomputers would go to the Indian Institute
of Science (IIS) and the Indian Institute of Technology (IIT).
Both are doing rocket research. They are studying stresses on
rocket bodies, the performance of solid rocket fuel mixtures,
and supersonic combustion. There is even a project to study the
performance of solid rocket fuel through computer modelling.
All this learning will go straight into missiles. When India
launched its first intermediate range missile in 1989, it used a
first stage solid fuel rocket produced by the space program.
Thus, Indian missiles could profit directly from the U.S.
supercomputers.

In May 1989, CIA director William Webster told a
congressional committee that India appeared to be working on
ahydrogen bomb. Over the next few years, India will be trying
to perfect an efficient fusion warhead and an accurate long-
range missile to carry it. The U.S. supercomputers could
powerfully aid both endeavors.

India also presents a second risk: diversion to the Soviet
Union. Soviet personnel by the thousands permeate Indian
industry and science. The Soviet military, India’s primary and
long-time supplier, has contacts throughout the country. U.S.
officials are worried about Soviet access to the supercomputer.
In cryptography, a supercomputer’s high-speed calculations
are used to break codes. U.S. intelligence officers were second
in line after the bomb designers to use the first Cray. If the
Soviets gained access to one of the Indian supercomputers, they
could carry out intelligence operations now beyond their reach.

Security Plans

To justify the sales, the proponents are proffering computer
security plans. Someone, whose identity and competence is yet
to be defined, could visit computer sites to see who had used the
computer and for what. The problem is that the plans can’t
really work. Embraer is free to design aircraft—to compute
fluid flows around aircraft noses, fuselages, and wings. Butthe
computations are basically the same as the ones for fluid flows
around the noses, bodies, and fins of missiles. Hebrew University
is free to study nuclear fusion by using exactly the same
hydrodynamic and radiation transport codes one needs to
designhydrogenbombs. It wouldbe an extraordinary inspection
that could detect a violation under such conditions.

All of the machines would be furnished on a “multi-user,

multi-use” basis. India has already received a Cray
supercomputer under a security plan, but it is a “single-user,
single-use” machine set up to forecast monsoons. Operated by
the Indian Weather Bureau, it runs a single program and
receives only onekind of data. Any other program ordata could
be detected readily by an audit. Brazil too has received a
supercomputer — an IBM — under a security plan, and it too
is a single-user, single-use machine. Itis setup to receive only
seismic data for oil exploration. Its use for another purpose
could also be detected readily through an audit.

The machines now proposed would be available to a wide
range of users for many purposes. At the University of Sao
Paulo, Technion, Hebrew University, and the Indian institutes,
the machines would be available generally to faculty members.
Each faculty includes persons who work on missiles or nuclear
weapons, or who work with other researchers who do. The
ability toruna variety of programs using a variety of data would
make effective inspection impossible.

To make matters worse, Brazil, Israel, and India are already
violating inspection agreements made in the past. In order to
import West German nuclear equipment, Brazil promised to
allow the International Atomic Energy Agency to verify that the
equipment was not used to make atomic bombs. However,
Brazil has prevented inspection by refusing to report a single
one of the numerous German deliveries over the past ten years,
In order to import heavy water to run its Dimona reactor, Israel
promised to allow Norway to verify that the water would not be
used to make atomic bombs. However, Israel has repeatedly
rejected Norway’s demands for inspection and is obviously
breaking its pledge not to use the water for bombs. In order to
import two reactors from the United States for its site at
Tarapur, India promised to restrictall the reactors’ plutonium to
peaceful use. However, India is now threatening to declare the
plutonium — enough for about 320 Nagasaki-sized bombs —
free for use in nuclear weapons because of an implausible
interpretation of the nuclear sales agreement.

In October 1988, a congressional investigation revealed
what Israel really might do with a U.S. supercomputer. After
being denied access to the U.S. nuclear weapons laboratory at
Los Alamos, two Israelis used afriendly U.S. technician to gain
access to one of the 1ab’s Cray supercomputers. They called in
on an access line from the technician’s garage. The purpose of
the access? To work on a design for nuclear weapon detonation,
which they accomplished before leaving the United States.

Risk vs. Revenue

Not only would inspection be inadequate, it would be costly.
The sale to Embraer is worth only $400,000 — the price of two
“vector processors.” The processors would raise Embraer’s
existing IBM mainframe to supercomputer speed. If U.S.
government inspectors ever were to visit Brazil, and go there
several times a year for the next few years (which would be
necessary for an adequate inspection), the costs would easily
exceed the profits from the sale. U.S. taxpayers would thus foot
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Gary Milhollin

the bill for IBM’s decision to sell computers to people whose
promises are suspect.

The computer makers argue that the growth market is now
overseas, but the sales figures tell a different story. Cray has
sold about 140 supercomputers in the United States and exported
about 100 to developed countries and NATO allies — none of
which is a proliferation risk. Each machine has a security plan.
IBMisestimated to have sold about 300 vector processors to the
same market. Compared to these sales, the prospective handful
to the proliferators is a drop in the bucket. To get the drop,
however, the exporters seem ready to put the whole world at
risk.

To avoid such a risk, the U.S. Commerce Department has
issued specific regulations. Five criteria determine whether a
country has the “non-proliferation credentials” needed to import
U.S. computers: whether the country belongs to the Nuclear
Non-Proliferation Treaty, whether the country has all of its
nuclear activities under international inspection, whether the
country has an agreement for nuclear cooperation with the
United States, whether the country’s public statements and
policies support the goal of nuclear non-proliferation, and
whether thecountry is generally cooperative on non-proliferation
policy matters. Brazil, Israel, and India donot meet a single one
of these criteria. This was why the Reagan administration
wouldn’t approve the exports.

Keeping the Faith
The proposed sales would make a mockery of U.S. nuclear
non-proliferation policy. The United States is now trying to

stop France from selling the technology for the “Viking” rocket
motor — a powerful, ICBM-sized booster — to Brazil. The
United States justly fears that Brazil will use it to make an
intercontinental missile. Can the United States still credibly
oppose the sale, after hawking supercomputers to the very
Brazilians who make such missiles? Approximately two years
ago, the United States stopped West Germany from helping
Libyabuild a poison gas plant. Could the United States credibly
do that again, after selling supercomputers to the very Israelis
who are working on hydrogen bombs?

If the need to restrain France and Germany were not enough,
there is the need torestrain Japan, In 1984, the United Statesand
Japan — the only supercomputer suppliers — agreed not to sell
supercomputers to developing countries that had rejected the
non-proliferation treaty. In 1986 they renewed the agreement.
All of the proposed exports would breach that accord. If the
United States does break faith with Japan by making these
deals, the result could be a no-holds-barred race to sell
supercomputers to the Third World. Moreover, the loss of the
Japan accord would make it impossible to bring new suppliers
into it. This would be a disaster for U.S. non-proliferation
policy and for world security. :

The Commerce Department is already chipping away at the
Japan agreement. It wants to raise the agreement’s definition of
asupercomputer from 100 toseveral hundred megaflops (million
floating-point operations per second — a measure of
mathematical computing speed). This would let the University
of Sao Paulo getits machine (110 megaflops) without a security
plan. The more cautiousJapanese wantto stay at 100. Tojustify
the new definition, IBM and Cray say that their lower-end
machines are now nearing the 100 megaflop threshold. Soon,
they say, workstations will have near-supercomputer speed.
Thus, the argument goes, the limit should be raised to reflect the
advance of technology. By the same logic, however, they
should argue that the MX missile is better than the early Atlas,
that the neutron bomb is better than our earlier fission devices,
and therefore we should sell Atlas missiles and fifties-vintage
A-bomb designs to the Third World.

Commerce and State, the departments pushing the deal, are
suffering from export-mania and lobbying. IBM and Cray
lobbyists have flooded Washington and pressured as many
Bush officials as they could find. The Arms Control and
Disarmament Agency — with the help of the Pentagon and the
Department of Energy — is holding out, still determined to
follow the export rules.

George Bush promised after his election to work “every day”
against nuclear and missile proliferation. If he really meant
that, he must now tell his appointees to hold the line on
supercomputers. O

Copyright © 1990 by Gary Milhollin.
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Award For Excellence: Ronald Wallace

n 1990 the Robert E. Gard Wisconsin Idea
Foundation announced the inauguration of an
annual award for achievement by a contemporary

Wisconsin artist. Poet Ron Wallace of Madison and

Bear Valley was chosen as the first artist to receive this award

in recognition of his significant contribution to the world of

letters.

Wallace, who is professor of English at the University of
Wisconsin-Madison, has publishedtwelve books and chapbooks
and more than 350 poems in such magazines and anthologies
as The Atlantic Monthly, The New Yorker, The Paris Review,
and American Poetry Review. His published works include
poetry, literary criticism, fiction, and essays. Heisfounder and

director of the Creative Writing program at the University of
Wisconsin-Madison, co-founder and director of the Wisconsin
Institute for Creative Writing, founder of The Madison Review
literary magazine, and founder and editor of the University of
Wisconsin Press Brittingham Prize in Poetry series.

The Gard Foundation, which maintains headquarters at
Adelbaron Farm in Spring Green, was established in 1980 as
a private, nonprofit organization dedicated to fostering the
arts. In 1989 it became a working affiliate of the Wisconsin
Academy. The poems which appear here are from Wallace's
new collection titled The Makings of Happiness to be published
by the University of Pittsburgh Press in the spring of 1991.

Ronald Wallace
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The Hell Mural: Panel I

Iri and Toshi Maruki are *“painting the bomb.”

Their painting, they say, will comfort the souls of the dead.
“It’s a dreadful cruel scene of great beauty,”

Toshi says. “The face may be deformed but there’s kindness
in a finger or a breast, even in hell.”

The Hell Mural spreads over the floor.

Iri stretches naked on the floor,

painting. He remembers Hiroshima after the bomb —
the bodies stacked up, arms outstretched toward hell,
nothing he could see that was not dead,

nothing that cared at all for human kindness,

nothing that wept at such terror, such beauty.

Now a brush stroke here, a thick wash there, and beauty
writhes and stretches from the canvas floor.

He wants his art to “collaborate with kindness,”

he wants his art to “uncover the bomb.”

But no lifetime’s enough to paint all the dead

or put all those who belong there in hell.

“Hitler and Truman,” he says, “of course are in hell.
But even those of us who live for beauty

are in hell, no less so than the dead.”

(He paints himself and Toshi on the floor.)

“All of us who cannot stop the bomb

are now in hell. It’s no kindness

to say different. It’s no kindness

to insist on heaven; there’s only hell.”

Toshi adds bees and maggots to the bomb,

and birds, cats, her pregnant niece, the beauty

of severed breast and torn limb on the killing floor.

“In Hiroshima,” she says, “we crossed a river on the dead

bodies stacked up like a bridge. Now the dead

souls must be comforted with kindness.

Come, walk in your socks across our floor,

walk on the canvas. (A little dirt in hell

almost improves it.) Can you see the beauty

of this torso, that ear lobe, this hip bone of the bomb?”

Iri and Toshi Maruki, in “Hell,” are painting the bomb,
the mural on their floor alive with the thriving dead.
Come walk on their kindness, walk on their troublesome beauty.
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The Fat of the Land

Gathered in the heavy heat of Indiana,
summer and 102, we’ve come from

all over this great country,

one big happy family, back from

wherever we’ve spread ourselves too thin.
A cornucopia of cousins and uncles, grand-
parents and aunts, nieces and nephews, expanding.
All day we laze on the oily beach;

we eat all the smoke-filled evening:

shrimp dip and crackers,

Velveeta cheese and beer,

handfuls of junk food, vanishing.

We sit at card tables, examining

our pudgy hands, piling in

hot fudge and double chocolate

brownies, strawberry shortcake and cream,
as the lard-ball children

sluice from room to room.

O the loveliness of so much loved flesh,
the litany of split scams and puffed sleeves,
sack dresses and Sansabelt slacks,

dimpled knees and knuckles, the jiggle

of triple chins. O the gladness

that only a family understands,

our fat smiles dancing

as we play our cards right.

Our jovial conversation blooms and booms
in love’s large company, as our sweet
words ripen and split their skins:

mulberry, fabulous, flotation,

phlegmatic, plumbaginous.

Let our large hearts attack us,

our blood run us off the scale.

We’re huge and whole on this simmering night,
battened against the small skinny

futures that must befall all of us,

the gray thin days and the non-caloric dark.
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In the Amish Bakery

I don’t know why what comes to mind
when I imagine my wife and daughters,
off on a separate vacation

in the family car,

crashing — no survivors —

in one of those Godless snowstorms
of Northern Illinois,

is that Amish bakery

in Sauk County, Wisconsin, where,
on Saturday mornings in summer,
we used to go —

all powdered sugar and honey in
the glazed caramel air. And O

the browned loaves rising,

the donuts, buns, and pies, the ripe
strawberry stain of an oven bum

on the cheek of one of the wives.
And outside in the yard

that trampoline

where we’d imagine them —

the whole blessed family in

their black topcoats and frocks,
their severe hair and beards,

their foolish half-baked grins,

so much flour dust and leaven —
leaping all together on

their stiff sweet legs toward heaven.

Building an Outhouse

Is not unlike building a poem: the pure
mathematics of shape; the music of hammer
and tenpenny nail, of floor joist, stud wall,
and sill; the cut wood’s sweet smell.

If the Skil saw rear up in your unpracticed hand,
cussing, hawking its chaw of dust,

and you’re lost in the pounding particulars

of fly rafters, siding, hypotenuse, and load,

until nothing seems level or true

but the scom of the tape’s clucked tongue,

let the nub of your plain-spoken pencil prevail
and it’s up! Functional. Tight as a sonnet.

It will last forever (or at least for awhile)
though the critics come sit on it, and sit on it.

All poems copyright © Ronald Wallace. “The Fat of the
Land” firstappeared in Poetry, “Building an Outhouse” in Cream
CityReview,“The HellMural: Panel 1”in Prairie Schooner,and
“In the Amish Bakery” in Crazy Horse.

Selected titles:

Vital Signs, poetry anthology. Madison: University of Wisconsin
Press, 1989.

People and Dog in the Sun, poems. Pittsburgh: University of
Pittsburgh Press, 1987.

God Be With the Clown, criticism. Columbia: University of
Missouri Press, 1984.

Tunes for Bears to Dance To, poems. Pittsburgh: University of
Pittsburgh Press, 1983.

Plums, Stones, Kisses, & Hooks, poems. Columbia: University
of Missouri Press, 1981.

The Last Laugh, criticism. Columbia: University of Missouri
Press, 1979.

Henry James and the Comic Form, criticism. Ann Arbor:
University of Michigan Press, 1975.
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Moral Worth and Fundamental Rights X

by Marcus G. Singer

start from the premise that a person’s values are
what that person deems important, a society’s
values what that society deems important. This is

not a matter of preference or liking, but a matter of

judgment, for what a person deems important is what that

person regards as, thinks, or judges important. Though there

may be some relation to preferences and aversions, that relation

is certainly not one of identity. We can change our preferences

and aversions; we cannot change what we think (as distinct

from what we think about). What we think, what we believe,

what we judge is not within the area of choice. For what we

believe, we believe to be true, and we could have no conception

of truth and falsity if we conceived of it as something in turn

dependent on what we think.

But, though a person’s values

are what that person deems —=

important, these values are not :

necessarily subjective or

incapable of beingdefended. And

a person’s values are to be

distinguished from the value of

the personand of other persons or

things, and also from the

AIE

motives from which we act, and the actions that are within our
control; consequently, to the control we exert on the actions we
perform, and, consequently, to responsibility. For when we
speak of moral value we speak of what we can be held
responsible for, what we can control, and therefore what is
within the control of the will. The expression moral worth is
used most often for the moral value of character and it is the
expression that, following Kant, Ishall use here. Valueand worth
are close synonyms in many contexts, though not in all. Worth
fits the moral case better because of its use in worthy, which links
with worthy of and deserving of; there is no similar form for
value.

I think Kant is right in his claim that the only thing that can
be conceived of as good without
qualification — that is, good
unconditionally —isagood will,
understood as the settled
determination, tending to
develop into a habit, to do what
is morally right simply because
it is. And I do not think that in
saying this Kant was as far from
tradition as has been thought.

soundness of those values. For

we express our values in our
conductand our attitudes and also
in our value judgments, and value judgments, as distinct from
preferences and aversions, can be true or false. Our values are
themselves implicit judgments, not mere preferences.

Values are of different kinds, which can be briefly listed
though not briefly described, relating to different contexts and
purposes. Thus we speak of dramatic value, monetary value,
literary value, poetic value, scientific value, educational value,
medical value, news value, entertainment value, nutritional
value, political value, and comic value — and much, much
more. Ineach case, when we talk of the value of something, we
are making an estimate of the degree to which it possesses
qualities of a certain kind or of its capacity to contribute to the
success of the enterprise at hand. When we speak of moral
value, however, we are not making that kind of estimate;
success is not a criterion. That does not mean that capacity to
contribute to failure isamark of moral merit. Nor is moral value
something extrinsic to the person. Objects can have no moral
value.

‘What has moral value is character and the conduct that
embodies it. What has moral value, furthermore, is what
contributes to the development of character and to the
development of institutions that help mold character. Moral
value, in short, relates to character, volition, the will, the

The striking first proposition of
Kant’s Groundwork of the
Metaphysics of Morals (“There
is nothing in the world, or even out of it, that can be conceived
of as good without qualification, except a good will”) has a
number of implications, among them that a good will is
necessarily good and that only a good will or what manifests a
good will can be morally good. By a good will, then, Kant
means — and he makes this quite explicit — character. And
what is morally good, or has moral worth, is not just a good will,
butalso actions and persons that manifesta good will, sentiments
and attitudes that facilitate its operation, and institutions that
help develop and protect this human trait of pre-eminent worth.

The concept of the moral worth of an action can be summed
up in the following formula, which though it goes beyond the
Kantian text nonetheless brings out what is implicit in it: “A’s
doing of X has moral worth if and only if (1) X is morally right,
orelse (2) A believes X isrightand (3) A’sbeliefisreasonable
or justified; and (4) A does X because X is right or because A
has a reasonable belief that it is; and (5) A had to overcome
obstaclestodo X .” This last condition, that A had to overcome
obstaclestodo X ,isnotonly debatable but dispensable. Itisnot
necessary to moral worth as primarily understood, but we can
understand that the moral worth of an action increases with the
effort required to overcome obstacles, either external or internal.
And the formula itself is only a hypothesis to be explored in
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another context. What I shall do here is say a bit about the
setting of this conception and trace out its implications for
fundamental rights and social policy.

The germ of the idea is in Aristotle’s distinction between
moral and intellectual virtue. Obviously by virtue Aristotle meant
something profoundly different from what Kant meant, since
Kant by virtue did not mean what Aristotle meant in using (as
he naturally would) the Greek word for virtue (arete). But by
moral virtue Aristotle meant virtues of character eventuating in
conduct and developed by habit, and except for the Aristotelian
emphasis on habit, thisis not too far from the Kantian conception.
The idea that morality relates primarily to character isalso in the
thinking of Hume and is one feature of Hume’s ethics that Kant
did not dispute. Thus Hume held that

. . . when we praise any actions, we regard only the

motives that produced them,
and consider the actionsas signs
or indications of certain
principles in the mind and
temper. The external per-

formance has no merit. We

must look within to find the
moral quality.

Richard Whately (1787-1863),
a British moral sense theorist and
Archbishop of Dublin, held that

Itisentirely on the motives and
dispositions of the mind that
themoral characterof any one’s
conduct depends.
I take this to mean not that one’s motives, if good, make one’s
conduct, no matter what it is, morally right, but that it is one’s
motives that give one’s conduct (and one’s character) moral
worth, and that this is the central locus of morality. But whether
Whately or Kant or anyone else held it, I take it as manifest that
morals, morality, and moral worth primarily and fundamentally
refer to, relate to, and depend upon what is within the control of
the will, what we can be responsible for, and that they relate
primarily to character.

Given that the pre-eminent value that we call moral is the
value of character, of the will, it follows that what has
fundamental value, and therefore should be given top priority in
the arrangement of human affairs, is the unfettered operation of
human thought and the human conscience. This brings us to
fundamental rights. It might be thought that asserting a right is
nothing more than expressing a wish in emotively enticing
language, in accordance with some now exploded ethical
theories, or in virtue of a current tendency to claim a right to
something simply because one, or one’s special group, demands
it. Thisis not so. Saying “Ihave arighttoX™ is different from
saying “I want X,” and claiming a right to something does not
prove that one has that right. When we use such locutions
ourselves we are conscious of meaning something different and
something more, justas when we hear them used by others. And
we must recognize that when someone else asserts a right to

something, what is being asserted is, apart from the validity of
the claim, different from demanding it or asserting a desire to
have it, because we recognize that is true of ourselves when we
assert or claim aright. Nor is there any contradiction in saying
“I have a right to X, but I don’t want it.” Thus the concept of
moral rights is ineliminable in favor of wants or interests.
Therefore, on the basis of the generalization principle (“What
is right for one person is right for any similar person in similar
circumstances”) it follows that rights-talk is significant and
consequently that there are rights.

The contemporary American philosopher of law Ronald
Dworkin, professor of jurisprudence at the University of Oxford,
has claimed that the fundamental right is the right to equal
concern and treatment. This is surely an important right, but it
is not fundamental. The fundamental right is derived from the
fundamental moral value, moral
worth, and is such that without its
exercise there could be no moral
worth or moral value. The only
thing that meets this description is
the right to freedom of thought and
conscience, the right to think the
thought that one is led to think
through the unfettered operation of
one’s own mind. What makes this
fundamental is that it cannot be
violated without destroying the
individual person’s capacity to
think, tofeel, tobe aware asadistinct
autonomous person asdistinct from a heteronomous automaton,
and this is to destroy the person. This right is in some ways
equivalent to the right to be oneself and links closely with the
right of autonomy, which also has fundamental moral value. It
is also a natural right, in the sense defined by Dworkin, that
is, itis “an objective moral reality . . . not . . . created [or
constructed] by [people] or societies but rather discovered by
them,” and either recognized and respected or ignored and
violated. The right to freedom of thought and conscience is
essential to personality, self identity, and self respect.

Although the fundamental character of the right to freedom
of thought has been remarked on before, it has been considered
of little value by itself. Thus the British historianJ. B. Bury, in
his History of Freedom of Thought, says,

... thoughtis free. A mancan neverbe hindered from
thinking whatever he chooses so long as he conceals
what he thinks. The working of his mind is limited
only by the bounds of his experience and the power of
his imagination. But this natural liberty of private
thinking is of little value.

There are a number of instructive errors here. It is false that
thought is naturally free, that no one’s thought processes can
ever be interfered with. Perhaps this mistake arose because
Bury was writing before the advent of the concentration camp
and the development of modern techniques of indoctrination
and brainwashing. Secondly, what one thinks is not a matter of
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choice. One does not think what one chooses. One’s thoughts
are chosen for one, by processes of which we are only dimly
aware and over which we have little control. We may choose
what to think about, but not what to think about what we think
about. And itis, finally, false that “this natural liberty of private
thinking is of little value.” Considered as the right to freedom
of thought and conscience it is of immense value, because it is
the basis of all other rights. Bury, following John Stuart Mill in
On Liberty, thinks that “freedom of thought, in any valuable
sense, includes freedom of speech.” No doubt to be accorded
freedom of thought but not freedom of speech is frustrating, and
thought tends to bubble over into speech — at least with some
among us — but freedom of thought does not “include freedom
of speech,” though it might call for it as its suitable
accompaniment. The justification of the right to freedom of
thought is one thing, and has already been supplied. The
justification of the right to freedom of speech or discussion,
though not hard to come by, is yet something else, because to
exercise freedom of speech is to do something, perform an act,
which necessarily affects others, and there are all sorts of
circumstances where this may be legitimately restricted. And
this right can be restricted, circumscribed, abridged without
destroying the person. The right to freedom of thought and
conscience cannot.

Another right that in society is fundamental is, in the words
of the British sociologist and philosopher L. T. Hobhouse, “the
right to be dealt with in accordance with law.” The “first
condition of free government,” Hobhouse observed, “is
government not by the arbitrary determination of the ruler, but
by fixed rules of law, to which the ruler himselfis subject.” This
is an excellent statement of the prime condition, not of free
government, but of just government, since it flows from the
prime source of justice, the Golden Rule: “Do unto others as
you would have them do unto you,” and the Principle of Justice
or Generalization Principle: “What is right for one person must
be right for every similar person in similar circumstances.”
Hobhouse has here given us an essential minimal statement of
the ideal of the rule of law, which must be the aspiration of every
state that aspires to a condition other than mere domination and
control, in which the subjects are autonomous beings, subject to
laws to which they can rationally consent and which are the
same for all.

It follows that the right to life, often taken as fundamental, is
not fundamental but derived. For it is not the right to life that
is essential to having any other rights; it is simply being alive
and capable of functioning. Given that there is a fundamental
right to freedom of thought, and that one must be alive to
exercise thisright, it follows that everyone hasaright to life; and
this is the derivation. There are other conditions that are in fact
necessary for the exercise of this right, such as adequate food
and shelter and a minimum of other factors, such as health care,
thatenable one tolead a minimally decentlife without scrounging
like a jungle beast for the minimum means of subsistence. It
becomes a vital political and social responsibility to secure the

conditions under which everyone can be assured a certain
minimum welfare, so far as this is attainable by the efforts of
human beings, and nothing less can be sanctioned by the
principle of justice.

To whatextent does this fundamental moral right to freedom
of thought and conscience generate a right to freedom of
expression, speech, and discussion, and of the press (although
the press is now an inordinately vague concept)? This depends
on social and political conditions. It is nonetheless something
at which morality, as the expression of the unfettered human
conscience and sense of responsibility, naturally aims; and
therefore the right to freedom of expression, speech, and
discussion is something that can justly be restricted only with
special and strong justification. It follows that restrictions on
freedom of speech and expression always require justification,
of amoral nota political nature, for there is a moral presumption
in their favor, and the absence of such restrictions, except those
required to assure a like freedom for others, does not require
justification. A good society, therefore, is one in which this
right is encouraged to develop and be exercised, and in which
people exercise it responsibly, with respect for the equal moral
rights of others. It follows, further, that from a fundamental
thesis about moral worth and values we can derive conclusions
of consequence about fundamental human rights and about
what political and social arrangements ought morally to prevail
and therefore ought morally to be striven for. The ideal of
bringing about a social structure in which moral values can
flourish therefore constitutes a prime moral and political
obligation. O

Presented in substance at the XVIII World Congress of
Philosophy, Brighton, UK., August 23, 1988.
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Galleria

Art of the 1920s: Mildred Snarr Cavagnaro

Anita Cavagnaro Been

uring the 1920s Cincinnati was an exciting city for

an artist. Economic and industrial development

had led to the emergence of patrons of all the arts.
Many supported established artists and the varied
activities and collections at the Cincinnati Art Museum. But
these wealthy patrons also supported the younger artists and
students at the well- known Cincinnati Art Academy by buying
their work, commissioning portraits, and also by joining them
for the annual Beaux Arts ball. In addition, there was a tradition
of sending special art cards, and patrons commissioned artists
to design their personal cards.

This was the climate that nurtured Mildred Snarr, both at the
art academy and during her free-lance period with her own
studio. Along with a growing reputation for oil portraits, her
major financial success during her mid-twenties was in
illustration and designing greeting cards. Greeting cards, like
otherartsand crafts, reflect both the time in which they are made
and popular imagery from a distinct cultural tradition.

Mildred Snarr was born in southern Indiana in 1901 and
attended the John Herron Art Academy in Indianapolis for two
years. When her family moved to Cincinnati she transferred to

- MILDRED  ANM SHARR_
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the Cincinnati Art Academy. She set up her own studio, took
commissions, and taught children’s classes at the museum.

She won several local competitions for greeting card design,
and in 1925 the Gibson Art Company of Cincinnati hired her to
produce cards. She designed some of their most popular cards
during the 1920s. But by 1928 the muscles and nerves in her
right hand were affected by the years of meticulous drawing,
and she had to give up commercial work. She married, and
although she regained limited use of her hand for watercolors,
she never returned to professional design.

Many, many boxes, both from her earlier studio and her
work at Gibson Art, remained stored in the basement of her

Cincinnati home. These unopened boxes came along with my
parents when they moved to my home in Milwaukee in 1981.
Finally, I investigated the boxes (which had been unopened for
forty-five years) and wasimpressed by the quality and abundance
of the material my mother had created and saved. After sorting
and organizing, I showed examples of Mother’s drawings and
cards to John Tedeschi, curator of the Department of Special
Collections and Rare Books at the University of Wisconsin-
Madison Memorial Library. Through his interest and
encouragement, Mildred Snarr Cavagnaro, now a resident of
Madison, at age eighty-eight had her own special art exhibition
at the library last winter.
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‘Fiction

A Journey

by Peg Sherry

e are gathered as usual, the whole family, at our
house for Thanksgiving dinner. Only it’s a day
early, because on the real Thanksgiving day I am
going to Thailand. On my own. My trip is a

passage, a promise I'm keeping to a self that got buried

somewhere in everyday, usual living. A journey, imposed on
me by myself, and I have to go alone to find out whatever it is
that’s been beckoning to me all these years. Whatever it is that
won’tlet me be, that I worry like acanker sore, is always pulling
at me to figure where I’ve been in my life, what I've done, and
what’s left to learn about myself. So I

mashing the potatoes, check the table and see, in the buffet
mirror, the reflection of my mother, standing by our round
world globe in the living room. She sways a bit. Her balance
is unsteady, and still she refuses to carry her cane.

“Mother!” I hear my loud patient voice, the one I needed for
years with our children when they were small. Then I see that
she is peering at Canada, squinting at the dark shape of the
wrong continent. “Thailand, Mom, is over here.” She peers
even closer. “Where is Mandalay? I remember ‘The Road to
Mandalay.” Your father loved that song. Now who was it that

sang it in that movie?”

have shaved my legs, cut my toenails,
and I am all packed.

“Gramma, Gramma,” whispers the
smallest and sometimes loudest of our
group. His tugging at my skirt is
interrupted by an older brother.

“Iknow a Thai word, but I forgetit,”
says the older one. He is precocious,

My trip is a passage,
a promise I'm keeping to a self
that got buried somewhere
in everyday, usual living.

A grandchild rushes up to help twirl
the globe. Mother lists like a very frail
boat gusted by a strong wind, until I
help her to the chair by the fireplace.
The nice hard, straight chair. She
squeezes my arm, “Don’t forget to
come home.” My daughter calls, “Oh
Monm, I think the onions are burning.”

but most of all he is two years older
than the other.

“We don’t cry, Gramma.” This youngest grandchild is
strangely subdued today. He’ll be three in two weeks. Usually,
more than a short while with him is exhausting. This past year,
more than a short while is too long for me to handle any of my
family. I am able to predict each one’s very next breath. Once
I caught myself exhaling for my mother, whoiseighty-nine. At
this moment, I am grateful for this child’s promise of no tears.
Basting the turkey, I tell him, “That’s a good boy, not to cry.
Now, go play till it’s time to eat.”

My husband is joking with our son-in-law. His voiceis over
the constant roar of some football game on television. “While
she’s gone, maybe I should look for an over 60s singles’ bar.”
Laughter follows, drowning my mother’s faint question, “Why
goto Taiwan, dear? Such shoddy products are made there.” In
an over-loud voice, to make certain she hears, someone says,
“Thailand, not Taiwan, Gramma.”

Inevitably, the son, the one with the Ph.D. in economics,
slowly and clearly begins to explain that, indeed, Taiwan’s
productivity is gaining qualitatively on thatof the United States.
Iknow my mother has turned down her hearing aid. Thereisa
huge cheering from those who are really at the football game.
My family cheers too. The right team must be winning.

My daughter’s creamed onions are nearly bubbling. I finish

We are all at the table. *I getto say
grace!” shouts the five-year-old. His father says, "No, it’s your
brother’s turn.”

The youngest’s voice is small. “We can’tcry,” he says. The
waiting silence breaks as we all breathe in.

The older brother’s scom is plain. “Let me, Dad!”

My son-in-law uses a patient voice I recognize. “We’ll give
him another chance." But the words come again, louder, “We
can’t cry.”

This has a too familiar ring, and I can no longer ignore it.
“Can’t cry? Why?” I ask.

“When you go away, if I miss you. Only babies cry.”

“0OK, baby!” his brother yells. “You’re supposed to be
saying grace. Iremember the Thai word now, Gramma. It’s
Opp un. It means love and welcome.” And though he says “Hop
on” and cannot make the Thai tones, this precocious child is
bragging, and he is proud. I can hear it in his voice.

“Love,” repeats the three-year-old, somehow satisfied.

My mother turns up her hearing aid. “What’s happening. I
missed what was said. Speak up!”

The man at the end of the table, the man that is my husband,
finishes removing a dirt speck from his eye, blows his nose on
my damask dinner napkin. He steals a look at me and we are
locked in that glance. Itis as long as my journey to Thailand.

The turkey is growing cold and nobody notices. O
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Fiction

Giving Comfort

by Pete Fromm

t was blowing hard in Hettinger, North
I Dakota, and Hugh Bolton watched the

steam rise from the porcelain mug and

listened to the hysterical slapping of
the awnings. By the map on the place mat he was
more than halfway to Sioux Falls. He was trying
hard not to think of anything that had happened last
night and he looked at his watch, calculating time
changes and hospital schedules, wondering how
alert his mother would be when he arrived. A
broken hip, at her age, was a bad thing.

A gust of frigid autumn air swirled through the
small cafe and Hugh saw the waitress back into the
door, pushing it shut against the wind and the dead
leaves bellying against the glass. He looked away
before she could meet his eyes. He hadn’t known
that she would work this morning,

In his glimpse he saw the strands of black hair
pulled loose from the bun on the back of her head.
They fell in a slight curl along her jaw, as they had
the night before. He had been surprised to see that
they were acalculated carelessness. Heremembered
watching from the bed as she wrapped the bun, then
loosed those strands and set them in place. He felt
as if he’d spied something he was never meant to
know.

He looked up, hiding his mouth behind his
coffee cup. She was behind the white counter,
waving at a regular, flashing a smile. She glanced
around him carefully, then leaned against the
counter, coffee pot on her hip, her other hand
braced on the counter top. Her position threw her
shoulders atilt and she leaned her head against the
high shoulder.

Hugh looked back at the place mat, setting his
cup over the star marking his location. He checked
his watch. His wife would still be in bed, dozing
with the news on the radio, hating to get up. It was
the time she loved to curl against him with her head
on his shoulder.

Without looking at the waitress he remembered

the way she had dropped out of her uniform the night before,
flinging her blouse with the name tag towards the room’s only
chair. Ithadn’tcaught on the chair but slumped to the floor, with

the name tag covered in a fold.

Photo art by Tom Bamberger

Last night, at dinner, he had noticed that she was young and
very pretty, but not much else. Then, when she had started to
flirt so inexpertly, he’d fallen into his role without a thought.
She could meet him later, she said. She already knew the room
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number—she’d read it on the key he’d set on the table. She’d
given that smile then and Hugh played his part mindlessly. It
was only after the fact that his mind resumed functioning. He
knew he should not have been surprised at that.

Afterwards, as he lay more stunned than exhausted, with her
halfway across him, the excitement of proving he was desired
was as far away as ever. She had giggled and kissed him and
thanked him, then fallen asleep.

She’d curled into his side, her head on his shoulder, fitting in
exactly as his wife did. She fell asleep instantly, like a child,
leaving Hugh alone, with only the whispering of her breathing
to hold him. It was scary and he was ashamed to be eaves-
dropping on such a sound.

Now he was startled by her voice, so near him. He glanced
only as far as the coffeepot and shook his head, covering his cup
with his hand. But he raised his eyes to hers and smiled to see
a face as blushed as his own must be.

He explained he had too long a way to go to be filling up on
coffee. She nodded and chewed on the corner of her lip.
“Where are you going?” she asked.

“Sioux Falls. My mother’s hurt herself and I’'m supplying
the comfort.” His voice was calmer than he had expected.

“She’ll be all right.”

“Yes, I'm sure of that.”

“Will you come back? Through here I mean?”

Hugh didn’t answer for amoment. “No, I don’t think I'll be
able to.”

She nodded again, and smiled faintly. “You’re married,
aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he said without an instant of hesitation, wondering if
he was simply reaffirming the fact to himself.

“I could tell right away. You'’re too nice not to be.”

Nice was not at all the word Hugh would have used.

“It’s too bad you can’t come back,” she said very quietly.
“But you’ve never done this before, have you?”

Hugh shook his head. “I liked last night. With you.” She
started to giggle, but cut it off by putting her hand up to her face.

Hugh smiled too. “Can you sit down?” he asked, knowing
every minute made it worse.

She shook her head quickly. “We can’t sit with customers.”

“Not even for a second?”

“My first break isn’t until nine.”

“There’s no one else to serve.”

“Rules.”

“Made to be broken.”

“I can’t this time.”

Hugh twisted his cup on the place mat, studying the red star
of Hettinger. Slowly he pushed his cup away. “Ican’tstay,” he
murmured. He started tostand and she stepped back. He looked
at her a moment, then asked, “Could you come outside for just
a minute?”

She bit her lip and glanced around. She shook her head and
they began to walk to the cash register. He gave her a dollar for
the coffee. “Thank you,” he said. He reached for her hand but

she drew it back.

Hugh shrugged and said thank you again and goodbye. He
walked toward the exit, over the black and while tiles, watching
the leaves still dancing in the doorway, amazed at how big and
important a piece of himself he was leaving behind.

He heard the quick footsteps just as he reached the door and
he turned. She stopped and stared at him a moment. “Don’t
worry about this,” she said suddenly. “I can’t change you and
your wife. This can’t. We only had some fun, you and me.
That’s never changed anything.”

Hugh smiled so uncertainly that she nodded in emphasis.

“We couldn’t keep going with this. You know that. Do itin
your head if you want to. Everything always works better there
than it does in real life anyway.” She smiled and her hand
brushed his but it surprised him, and when he reached to return
the contact her hand was gone.

She opened the door for him to leave and the wind swirled
in. He hunched instinctively, but did not move. The strands of
hair blew across her face and she allowed him to return them to
their place, brushing her cheek with the back of his fingers as he
did so.

“You look like I poisoned you rather than, you know.” She
leaned forward so he could hear herover the wind. “If you want,
keepitinyour head.” She smiled to herself. “I’d like that—you
thinking of me like that. It’d be almost like I got out of this
podunk town somehow, wouldn’t it? You’d do that for me,
wouldn’t you?”

“Yes,” Hugh said, barely able to get the word out.

She leaned back against the doorway and smiled. “Yep,
we’ll do it in our heads, the way you have to do everything
here.”

She said goodbye then and motioned for him to go through
the door. “You’re too old for me for real, anyway,” she said,
wrinkling her nose, her smile growing even larger.

Hugh stepped outside, surprised to find how cutting the wind
actually was. He knew he had lied. He never wanted to think
of her when he was with his wife. He didn’t know if he would
be able to help it though.

The door closed behind him and he huddled deeper into his
coat and hurried across the parking lot. He fumbled with his
keys, then dropped them to the cold, dry pavement.

He slammed his forearm against the car door and swore. He
waited a second, then bent down and picked up his keys.
Already he could hardly wait to get back to his wife, but it was
some relief to know he wouldn’t be able to for several days. He
was not a good spur-of-the-moment liar and he knew the lying
about this, even to himself, had just begun. O

Copyright © 1990 by Pete F. Fromm. Photo copyright © 1986
by Tom Bamberger.
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Chronicle

In 1901 Charles and Frances Kinsley Hutchinsonof Chicago
purchased seventy-two acres of wooded land in Lake Geneva
with the dream of establishing a country retreat. Hutchinson,
who was president of the Corn Exchange Bankin Chicago, one
of the founders of the Art Institute of Chicago, and one of the
founders to the University of Chicago, looked to the north for
refuge and retreat from the city. Deeply touched by the natural
beauty of their land, they set about to preserve the virgin forest
and provide an inviting habitat for wildlife, vowing that “not
one weak seedling should be denied its growth.” The
Hutchinsons, for all their sentimentality, were motivated to be
scientifically correct in their efforts. Among the experts who
advised them were Harvard horticulturist Charles Sprague
Sargent, author of The Silva of North America (fourteen
volumes, 1891-1902); Smithsonian ornithologist Robert
Ridgway, author of The Birds of North and Middle America
(eightvolumes, 1901-1919); and University of Chicago botanist

The Cardinals

Henry Chandler Cowles.

Frances Kinsley Hutchinson meticulously documented in
several books the development of their woodland preserve,
whicheventuallyincluded alarge half-timber, turreted home as
well as pergola, cottage, rustic tea house, formal gardens, and
an “iris glade.

In the following excerpt from her book Wychwood: The
History of an Idea she details her observations of what was
believed to be the first pair of cardinals to nest in Wisconsin.
There were, in fact, earlier sightings of cardinals reported —
for example, one in the Milwaukee area and two near Lake
Koshkonong around 1900, both sightings recorded by
Kumlien and Hollister — but apparently they were isolated
incidents.

This excerpt is abridged to comply with space requirements
but otherwise unedited. The tone and writing style reflect the
period when it first appeared in print, 1928.

by Frances Kinsley Hutchinson

uring the summer of 1917, a
D Kentucky cardinal was

reported as visiting the
grounds of the Yerkes Observatory at
Williams Bay about four miles west of
Wychwood. Now this piece of news
caused great excitement among bird
enthusiasts as the cardinals had not been
found so far north, although at Lake
Forest, some fifty miles south of us, they
had been nesting for years. As the
cardinal does not migrate and our winters
are somuch longer and more severe than
in the South where he is a well-known
resident, much thought was bestowed
upon how to make this bird comfortable,

even happy. Prof. Edwin B. Frost, an
expert bird authority, put the following
advertisement in a local paper on June 7, 1917.

“WIFE WANTED — Widower, who has found this region
pleasant for permanent residence despite the long winter, seeks
a congenial mate. No qualification as cook or seamstress
necessary, and dowry is no object. Successful applicant must
be a homemaker desirous of raising a fair-sized family. She
must be musical, and preferably a native of Kentucky. No

objection to a widow. Address C. Cardinalis, White Oak

Lodge, Williams Bay, Wisconsin.” This had many amusing
consequences from literal-minded people who answered the
demand from all over the country, but it brought no mate for the
cardinal.

On Thanksgiving Day, 1917, after scattering the birds'
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breakfast on the south terrace and in the formal garden below
my windows, I happened to glance down and there hopping
along the brick paths in a company of juncos was a huge
(compared to them) red bird. Surely the

Later onin the day we again heard the male bird singing and
saw him nearer the big house. The interested wife of the
gardener kept watch and the lady bird accommodated herself to

her surroundings as most women do. She did

cardinal! I rushed down stairs to our guests
notdaring tobelieve my owneyesand all saw
for themselves the noble bird eating calmly
the sunflower seeds. That was the beginning
of our acquaintance. As the big house was
only open for the holidays, seed was scattered
at the cottage and shelters provided in loose
brush near. The cardinal stayed all winter
feeding at the bird-table and making
occasional excursions into the surrounding
country. We would hear of his appearance at
different homes about the lake and towards
Spring his continued absence made us fear
that he had found a more congenial spot, but on the 7th of April
1918, he flew down to the bird-table and whistled gayly as if to
say: “Here I am again!” How welcome he was! What
satisfaction his presence brought! He mustbe persuaded to stay
with us. But how? Of course a mate was the only possible
solution, but could we procure one? And if we succeeded in
getting a bird, could we be sure that this mate would be
acceptable?

We finally decided to try the experiment and soapplied at the
Lincoln Park Aviary, Chicago, to see what could be done and
how to go about it. The curator was much interested in our story
and said he had a Mexican female cardinal which he would give
us, and he encouraged us by saying that she was more brilliant
than the native female so she should be that much more
attractive. She also had lived here long enough to be acclimated;
so, with some misgivings, I carefully carried her in a tiny
wooden box on the train out to Wychwood. As soon as we
arrived, we put her in a large cage with food and water and a
comfortable perch. This was on Monday the 15th of April. She
was not particularly pleased and tried to get through the wires,
but at dusk settled down for the night. Ithink she had been used
to the freedom of alarge out-of-dooraviary so naturally disliked
the confinement. In the morning she was very restless, but ate
some sunflower seed. Atabout ten-thirty I heard the male bird
singing in the distance and at about eleven-thirty saw him and
heard him in a tree near the western boundary of the place not
far from the house.

I followed the minute directions of the curator at Lincoln
Park in bringing the two birds together. Down at the cottage in
a screened porch eight feet square around the front door we
released thelady cardinal before luncheon. She had acomfortable
perch in the comer, three kinds of seed and plenty of water.
When vexed she has an angry note which is unmistakable; she
also has a charming whistle unlike the male’s call.

Radclyffe Dugmore says: “The female cardinal, though
more subdued in coloring, is by no means inferior to her mate
in her powers of singing; her song is rather softer, but not less
beautiful.”

not mind the going back and forth of the
people in the house, ate and drank and looked
aboutat her new home and the world outside.
Although Monsieur Cardinal was seen in the
vicinity for the next two days it was not until
Wednesday the 17th that he came to the
window-box just outside the screened porch
where the lady resided. His usual feeding
place was the other side of the house, but
food had been put out here to accustom him
to her company.

It was evidently a case of love at
firstsight for no one could doubt his pleasure,
He sang with all his might in a tree near; he paraded his beautiful
person on the window-box; he ate his seeds keeping one eye on
her and when she descended from her perch in the corner and
deigned to stand beside the screen near him, he even offered her
his choicest delicacy, fresh chickweed. A low murmur seemed
to inform her of his kind intentions and when he picked up
grasses from the ground and brought them to her sill, anyone
could read his thoughts. She was very coy but apparently
pleased at his devotion. All day he sang to her at intervals; she
was quite at home now in her sheltered corner and made no
effort to escape.

Thursday he was on the window-box both morning and
afternoon and sang from the trees near; they seemed to get some
satisfaction in merely looking at each other the way lovers will
and we were told they must get acquainted before they were
allowed to come together or she might take a dislike to him and
then nothing could be done. How extraordinarily human it all
seemed! As the weather was cold and rainy it was decided to
keep her in the porch until Sunday especially as she was so
contented. On that day she began to resent her imprisonment
and watching for a favorable opportunity when the male bird
was looking at her (for that was an important point made in our
directions) the door of the porch was opened and she flew out
atonce butnottowardsthe tree where her loverawaited her, Are
bird sweethearts akin to humans? However, he soon perceived
her and followed her and they were both soon contentedly
feeding and racing through the air and enjoying thoroughly the
companionship of one another.

How we all from the cook to the latest man on the place kept
watch and ward for the cardinals and reported results. We did
so hope they would nest on the place. On the 19th of May I saw
them both and saw the lady bird whistle; at dusk June 2nd the
male bird alighted above the drive near the house and went
through his lovely repertoire several times. On the 8th of June
both birds were flying into an aralia bush close to the terrace
with straws in their bills! This caused the greatest excitement.
Too much, perhaps, for they did not go on with that home.
Perhaps they chose a more secluded spot for during the week of
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June 10-15 a cardinal was seen at the head of the lake opposite
the Observatory where there are thick woods. Later he evidently
came back to Wychwood to see the old home town for he was
distinctly seen June 16th aboutnoon on the lake shore and on the
2nd of July I watched his silent presence on the big oak by the
lawn. He was alsoreported that same day at the Ayer place five
miles away at the end of the lake but whatis five miles toa flying
creature? Merely a few minutes’ exercise. Of course it might
have been the female at the otherend of the lake. It wasreported
by amaid. On the 28th of July a pair of cardinals were seen and
heard on the Seipp place some two miles up the lake with
rumors that three or more had been seen at the same time.

In the late Fall, November 14th, to be exact, in the afternoon
both cardinals appeared at the cottage to the great joy of the
whole family and on the 29th they were feeding and sang by the
window, exactly one year from the date of the gentleman’s first
appearance on the place. The next day they came for food and
on the 2nd of December when the big house was opened both
birds called on us there and enjoyed the hemp and sunflower
seed liberally sprinkled on both north and south terraces. They
chattered together or expressed their satisfaction at the food by
little cheeps and seemed totally unafraid. Snow covered the
ground the nextmorning, but on the bare aralia bush close to the
house that crimson bird faced the rising sun. What a dazzling
picture! Curiously enough when the brilliant bird nestled down

into the middle of those bare stalks, it was impossible to
distinguish him. It wasonly when he was in the open spaces that
he stood forth triumphant. Madame Cardinal kept him company
and they are evidently used to staying together, for when he flew
away she was at his side.

On December 27th Mrs. Longland writes: “Three cardinals
were here today. I cannot say positively if there are more or not
as I never have seen but three at the same time.”

During the latter part of May 1919, four cardinals were seen
near Williams Bay and on June sixth and the following week
five were seenat the Observatory. Evidently Monsieur Cardinal
had brought the family to show to his first benefactor. Professor
Frost recognizing this fact inserted the following card in the
local paper:

June 1919

Card of Thanks. An advertisement for a wife, placed in
your paper by a friend two years ago, and innocently given
further publicity by the humorist of the Chicago Tribune,
has brought most happy results. Instead of leading the
lonely life of a widower in what to a native of Kentucky
seemed the cold north, I now have all the comforts of
family life, with three fine youngsters, of whom we are
justly proud. This winter, too, has been of almost
southern mildness. To all concerned I offer my thanks.
C. Cardinalis

Near Wychwood

Lake Geneva, Wisconsin

At Christmas time, 1921, both cardinals were visiting at
Wychwood and in the Spring sang for a month morning and
evening near the woodshed. In May 1923 the cardinal came up
to the terrace of the big house to reconnoitre, but found it
deserted and no food out. The next May they were seen and
heard in the woods, and tales of cardinals were coming in from
many places along the lake.

Last winter they appeared high on the hill near the village but
they chose a family well known for their interest in and kindness
to all animal life. ““What shall we feed them?” they telephoned
frantically to our Mrs. Longland and, on being informed, they
laid in a supply of sunflower seeds that would have fed an army.

It wasreported that cardinalshad nested on a fence in abosky
hollow near the village this Spring so perhaps we are going to
shelter a big colony of these lovely creatures in the near future.
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On the 20th of March 1928, a heavy snowstorm sent all birds
half starved to their old feeding place by the cottage. Song
sparrows and tree sparrows, robins and phoebes and towhees
and cardinals, as many as a hundred birds altogether, scrambled
after the crumbs, seeds, ground peanuts, shells and all, even
dried currants and raisins and figs that the desperate provider
put through a chopper and put out for their benefit. A big dish
pan half-full would notlast many hours in this hungry company.

After this bad storm the cardinals never left our estate.
Through April and May and June both birds fed daily at the
cottage. Imagine our excitement! For ten years we had waited
patiently and now our hopes were to be rewarded. They must
be nesting near. We do not try to discover the nest for fear of
frightening them. But we have at last a feeling that they are at
home here and do not merely use us as a convenience in the
winter when there is no other place so comfortable. They have
chosen our woods for their abode during their happy season and
we shall do our best to make them contented.

In June it seemed quite possible that there were not only one
pair of cardinals nesting here but two pairs, as the two females
after feeding always flew off in opposite directions. One day a
pair came down to the feeding table by the pump in our kitchen
yard while others were still dining at the cottage, and frequently
afterwards they both visited this table. Probably the cottage sill
was growing crowded for early in July four youngsters made
their appearance under the bushes beside the cottage, and the
mother bird carefully husking the seeds fed them one by one.
That is she husked the seeds and laid them down on the sill until
all were done and then took the four in hermouth and flew down

to the waiting brood. Could she count, do you suppose? After
that the father bird fed them but he only husked one at a time and
immediately fed the child. These young ones were as large as
the mother with long tails and quite red but their bills were
black. The mother’s billisred. Once the mother gave the father
a seed husked to take to the baby and he promptly bestowed it
on the child. Soon the babies were ready to come to the table
with their parents, but until the 14th of July they were still being
fed. Possibly their bills are not yet strong enough to crack the
sunflower seeds. From five o’clock until dark they are feeding
orbeing fed. Whatan immense amount of food birds consume!

Aredletterday! We have found the nest of the cardinal close
to the woodshed in a tangle of grape over a wych-hazel bush
nearly six feet from the ground. The secret was kept until the
birds had left their home.

Later another pair of fond parents brought their brood of four
youngsters to the cottage shrubbery and fed them from the table.
The colony is increasing by leaps and bounds. A fifth nest was
discovered August 20th only fifteen feet from the garage door
about twelve feet from the ground where the lady-bird sat in
plain sight ignoring the noise of the truck lumbering by and the
humans constantly passing.

All through the summer the cardinals have been seen, in the
woods, by the well in the laundry yard and of course feeding
close to the cottage windows. At twilight and early morning
their ringing notes are heard and through the day faint echoes
come from the tree tops. I hear that in the South they sing all
winter. Will this lovely habit continue in this more severe
climate? O

We acknowledge with appreciation the cooperation of The
Lakeside Press, R.R. Donnelley and Sons Company, Chicago;
also the help of Barbara Davis, director of the Lake Geneva
Public Library, and Professor Edwards Beals, University of
Wisconsin-Madison zoology department, who assisted with
research. We also thank horticulturists Christopher and Lori
Miracle, Menomonee Falls, who loaned us their copy of
Wychwood: The Histroy of an Idea, now a rare book.

Books by Frances Kinsley Hutchinson (1857-1936):

Our Country Home. Chicago: A.C. McClurg & Co., 1907.

Our Country Life. Chicago: A.C. McClurg & Co., 1912.

Motoring in the Balkans along the Highways of Dalmatia,
Montenegro, the Herzegovin and Bosnia. Chicago: A.C.
McClurg & Co., 1909.

Wychwood: The History of an Idea. Chicago: The Lakeside
Press, 1928.
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‘Poetry

AFTER CHERNOBYL, SAILING SOUTH

Your touch is light

on the shortband, tuning:

the BBC chips through and

all is changed. Soon

the markets will buzz like gnats.
At Peschici we pack the galley,
more than a week in mind.

This Adriatic breeze turns precious,
the current a blessing.

We trim the mainsail,

cut all luffing, hold a close reach
for speed maintained.

Five knots urged to six is a day
saved.

All day we sail south

toward the Strait of Otranto,

all day, spelling

and shifting, you and L.

We eat light as mice.

We breathe this air

carefully.

What is this air? How quick

we recall what we know in our bones—
the terror, the Wonders of the
Invisible World.

We listen again,

again the news stings us.

There is little to say. Hazard

or fate, it is the same.

We are tiny.

We sail on into the shroud

of night, sleeping by turns,
spelling and shifting

south to the Greek island necklace,
south to the sacred and

simple past.

Above the coming cesium fireflies
the million stars shine

impassive and ancient, old

as this fear and this knowing

in our hearts that some

Moses, arisen, bereft,

insane, ranting

has coaxed from him

one more plague

in earnest.

Sharon M. Van Sluys

AFTER THE NIGHTMARE

Startled,

I awaken and find things changed.
The darkness, the twisted phantoms
and fading.

It is near morning.

Through the bamboo shade,

a cool light

slatted and diffuse,

finds your sleeping face.

I listen to

your breathing, near soundless,

like low tide,

and follow the lines of your almond-shaped eyes
beneath smooth lids.

My heart seeks the pace of your own
and matches it.

I touch your warm cheek,

and my skin, first tense,

too becomes

calm as a lake left windless.

Your hand brushes mine in your sleep.
We touch. Sleep claims my eyes

as I join you again,

as this untimely waking,

this moment

slips from me

easily

as a cotton dress

on a still summer night.

Sharon M. Van Sluys
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WILLOWING IN WINTER

Willowing while the river ran wild past our feet,
we reached out reckless from the bank
to grasp the drooping shoots dangling over water.

Just one more armful, you said, just one more sheaf
of shoots to finish that last basket that sits

with ribs exposed on the dresser

looking something like a shipwreck.

Back home, you kneel amid discarded clippings,
twisting water-soaked willows round the basket’s ribs,
sometimes using feet or teeth to secure loose strands.

Pen in hand, I watch and write,

weaving words like willows round a delicate frame
that has no strength until the willow’s warp

binds it to itself,

flexible yet stronger than it will ever need to be.

Words are more willow than water,

more a growing thing than a flowing,

to be shaped into a woven web whose worth

is partly in itself and partly in what it will carry.

From amid your clutter comes a small thing of integrity,
and you speak of all the sap in a quart of syrup,

of the gallons of milk in a block of cheese,

of the cancelled pages behind my lines . . ..

Later, in the hollow of the bed,

we weave our arms round each other,

twist together our souls’ desire like licorice,
and there is no wind more wild than our blood.

Willowing while the river ran eternally toward the sea,
I saw your toe touch water when you leaned

nearly too far out,

and I knew your limbs and the limbs of the tree
somehow drank from one source,

and my love opened upward and out,

filling the sky with blue.

Timothy Walsh

WHEN THE EARTH EXHALES

When the earth exhales damp vapors that freeze

heavy and stiff on the gray morning grass

and coat the trees with crystal silk creaking in the wind,
the chipmunks rummage in the winter garden,

nibbling brussels sprouts and chard and carrot tops

and know by the signs it is time

to stop awhile in the earth.

‘When, from out of the overcast, snowflakes

descend, fluttering madly across a new-manured field
so the blaze-orange hunters seem tongues of flame
contesting the frost, a rusted combine sits indifferent
amid the storm, and I know the ice

on the fishpond is fit for an auger

where into dark depths I'11 drop a line,

angling for whatever from the sealed underside

of winter will come.

Timothy Walsh
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THE MAN IN THE ROOM

Although he would not admit it even to himself,
these are the years whose possibility he has always dreaded:

the man in the room listening to the cars in the rain and unfolding
maps that have failed him, lines tracing absence along the dark interstate.

If a friend were to call him on the telephone,
the man would drawl lowly, “It’s like I’m waking every hour from a dream.”

In the grey light of a television it has happened that he awakens on his own
floor and studies his overcoat hanging, as if remembering the old self.

He is twenty again and running in the museum, from room to white room where
he finds her in the Bonnard, the long woman bathing, afloat in the lilac
water.,

And were it possible at any moment he might cry out:
I refuse her ghost, I refuse to run from tree to tree like a god in the night.

Maurice Kilwein Guevara

OUR MARRIAGE

One afternoon in Athens

I saw a beggar squatting

on a dry road, an arm outstretched

and hand opened: Around him so many

silver drachmae were thrown, each glittering.
He’d been dead since the clanging of noon bells.

Maurice Kilwein Guevara
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GENEVA LAKE

The combination mail boat, tour boat
starts and stops, spurts and coasts.
Upside-down reflections dapple the water,
blue chiaroscuro. Our prow wave

laps against the piers, bobbing

the mahogany hulls, canting the sails.

The lake smell, the occasional spray
on our cheeks surprises the scene

from canvas square.

“This is the second richest township,
according to the tax rolls, in America,”
our tour guide informs us.

Impressed, we gaze at the mansions
we only glimpse through the leaves,
the stretches of rich lawn,

the strips of private beach.

We frame lake and lawn, as painters
learn to see. A post-card Monet.

The mail girl, in a swimsuit

of post-office blue, jumps

from the prow to the dock

and the waiting box, turns

and jumps back aboard the stern,
as we glide by — choreographed,

more like a beauty contest

than a painted impression.

But that’s another, post-modemn
scene. We look for the picnic

on the lawn, and are almost relieved
that we don’t find it.

But look, there’s a tableau,

the models all in white — men

in flannel trousers, banded sleeves,

boaters; women in long dresses,

sunbonnets, even a twirling parasol —
stroking the balls — “Croquet on the Lawn.”

Arthur Madson
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I have not cried out against the crimes of my country.
But I have protected myself, I have watched from a safe corner
The rape of mountains, the eagle’s reckless plunge.
Patricia Goedicke "The Tongues We Speak™

GIVEN THE RESPONSE TIME

1.
I still till my garden
every spring in spite
of the bomb the greenhouse
effect I plunge

the shovel in

the weight of my foot against
the hard edge of blade

in spite

of the bomb the greenhouse
effect Hiroshima

is not my home Three Mile Island
or Love Canal

Here earthworms aerate
the soil birds drop

wild seeds in their nesting
frenzy

toads assess the damage
of my spade

2
I read somewhere all
the things I thought rock
solid stable true are
constantly in motion

Our eyes our fingertips are not to be believed

I overturn a stone and watch
ants scurry but the stone stays
where I toss it in the grass
and the grass lies flat under
stone

our eyes our fingertips are not to be believed
in spite of the bomb the greenhouse effect

3.
Given the response time
I still till my garden every spring
Plunge the shovel in
The weight of my foot against the
Hard edge of blade
Toads assess the damage
Of my spade C.J. Muchhala
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TALKING TO OWLS

A great horned owl
I mimic from the porch
ignores me.,

Grandfather speaks

Polish to father

like water rushing in my ears.
Only the brief orange glow
of cigar tobacco

lights each face,

two moons

glimpsed through smoke,
their whispers float

down the Menominee.

Hushed by my father
I curl like a mouse
beneath his dark wing
chair.

Ron Czerwien

CUANDO ASOMAS

1 gave, you; a poem,
by Neruda; in Spanish—

(actually, it was only part of a poem,
the part I could remember, but, since
you didn’t really speak Spanish, it
didn’t really matter)}—and

you took the poem and folded
it into your pocket, perhaps
to read it later. And, so

I had hoped you would.

(When you appear he said,
all the rivers
sound in my body. .. .)

That was what the poem had said, and
what I had been afraid to
say, when you; had; appeared.

Frank G. Pealstrom
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Book Reviews

SKETCHES FROM A LIFE by
George F. Kennan. New York: Pantheon
Books, 1989. 380 pp. Softcover $12.95.

by David G. Utley

For nearly a half century, George
Kennan’srolein helping shape America’s
response to the post-war world, and his
subsequent writings and statements on
society and world affairs, have elicited
strong and mixed reactions. In the mid-
1940s his analysis of the Soviet Union
and recommendations on how to meet the
challenges it posed were only briefly in
favor and even then, Kennan maintains,
frequently misunderstood. His exalta-
tion of community, criticisms of Ameri-
can democracy, and embrace of tradi-
tional values in an individualistic age
demeaned by excess and warped by the
pursuit of quick solutions has placed him
well outside the mainstream of American
thought. Yet Kennan has remained a
respected if unsettling and enigmatic voice
to whom many continue to turn. Perhaps
he is wrong on certain issues. And yes,
his elitism can be uncongenial. Butis he
not calling for a return to certain values
that, in our hearts, we know are needed?

These extraordinarily sensitive and
deeply moving diary entries, composed
over six decades, provide an unparal-
leled insight into the spirit behind one of
the most sensitive and provocative minds
of our time. A man of immense serious-
ness, apparent reserve, and occasional
prickliness, Kennan has published these
notebooks toremind readers of his earlier
writings that the world reflected in those
works “has been seenby aheart as well as
ahead.” The underlying argument is that
only in this way can the world truly be
seen at all.

Many of the themes reflected in these
pages will be familiar to those acquainted
with Kennan’s thought; the determining,
inescapable influence of the past, the
organic nature of society and its institu-
tions, the importance of the moral frame-
work underlying all successful and wor-
thy conduct, mankind’s responsibility to
the environment, and the message of

physical and social custodianship all have
found expression before. But here these
convictions can be followed as they evolve
over a lifetime, and they’re set down in a
language so exquisite that the reader is
left in awe of the author’s sensibilities.

This is a book less of ideas and history
than of moodsand feelings. Ideasabound,
of course, and strongly held ones. Cer-
tain entries offer insights into political
events and social patterns not to be found
in conventional scholarship or reporting.
A letter from Moscow written during the
final months of Stalin’s rule and some
1960 musings on East Germany provide
abetter appreciation of the bleakness and
ultimate futility of those political sys-
tems than would a shelf of monographs.
His observations on Los Angeles in the
late 1940s, before the dream had soured,
are perspicacious and surprisingly sym-
pathetic, but tinged with a concern that
subsequent developments have shown
was all too warranted. The book’s great-
est value, however, lies elsewhere.

Two themes woven through these
pages particularly struck me. One is
Kennan’s sense of connectedness in the
world. He evokes a web of mutual rela-
tionships essential to a healthy and sus-
tainable planet: between people, socie-
ties, and generations; between human-
kind and its natural environment; be-
tween physical objects themselves; be-
tween the observer and the observed.
The sense of these interactions (he does
not blush to call them communion) un-
derscores Kennan’s concern for balance
and proportion, and his dismay at its
absence, whether in Soviet architecture,
U.S. military doctrine, or personal con-
duct.

ItisKennan’s conceptions of time that
I found most thought provoking. Some
of his reflections, such as those on the
transitoriness of all things, are not par-
ticularly original, though they are always
moving. Others, notably the conviction
that certain things cannot be rushed, that
a situation must ripen before it can be
significantly influenced by man or gov-
emments, helps explain his well known
opposition to American commitment to

policies whose success dependson forces
beyond the nation’s control.

Butit is in his treatment of the symbi-
otic relationship between past, present,
and future, in which he joins his sense of
connectedness with a concern for respon-
sibility across generations, that Kennan
is most poignant. For him mankind hasa
responsibility to previous generations
virtually as compelling as that to our time
and to those who will follow us. As he
told participants at an international con-
ference in 1980 while pleading for changes
in nuclear policies, “You have a duty to
civilization’s past, which you threaten to
render meaningless, and to its future,
which you threaten torender nonexistent.”
For Kennan, the past is not a “foreign
country.” Reading his elegiacal reflec-
tions on his father, made during a 1965
visit to Ripon College where he stayed in
the room in which his father had lived a
century before, one senses the fatuous-
ness of the exhortation never to look
back. For Kennan it is only by looking
back that we can grasp essential elements
of our nature. Without that understand-
ing we cannot be complete, comprehend
our past, or move meaningfully ahead.
Few would disagree with that, of course.
Where Kennan differs from many who
acknowledge the influence of history is
in his sense of the past as a palpable part
of the present. Others have spoken to this
issue of the conversation between gen-
erations. Lincoln’s “mystic chord of
memory” comes to mind, as do passages
from de Unamunu. But rarely have such
sentiments been expressed as movingly
as in these pages.

In appearance a collection of travel
sketches, George Kennan’s most recent
book is in reality a meditation on the
human condition. As travel writing it is
superb. The portraits — of a Wisconsin
farm family, a French tugboat pilot, pas-
sengers on a Russian train; of Leningrad,
the Baltic coast, Hamburg — are acute,
sympathetic, and moving, always
searching for the inner meaning with
which he is so concerned. But there is
more in these pages than history and

biography. There is poetry here; a poetry
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of sadness and courage and vulnerability
and loss, of honor and endurance, of the
beauties of nature and the glorious ache
of familial love, of dreams, of time pass-
ing. Above all there is a poetry of com-
passion for “man’s lost and purposeless
state, his loneliness, his helplessness, his
wistfulness, and his inability to under-
stand.”

This is hardly the stuff of public dis-
coursein late twentieth-century America.
But perhaps some encouragement can be
found in the survival of such sentiments.
If the first test of leadership is to keep
hope alive, Kennan, whose position of
influence in government was relatively
short and vexed, may yet find that his
public service extends far beyond that
exercised as a public servant.

David G. Utley is a vice president of the
University of Wisconsin Foundation in

Madison.

BELONGING by Lenore McComas
Coberly. Madison: Fireweed Press, 1989.
33 pp.

A THOUSAND JOURNEYS by Helen
Fahrbach. Appleton: Perin Press, 1989.
63 pp.

TRAILS FILLED WITH LIGHTED
NOTIONS by William Harrold. Balti-
more: Chestnut Hills Press, 1988. 60 pp.
$5.95.

by Richard Boudreau

These poets should be familiar to Wis-
consin readers. Each has appeared in
such state publications as the Wisconsin
Academy Review, the Wisconsin Poets’
Calendar, and the Cream City Review.
With these credentials, they should be
free to work their will.

In Belonging, long-time Madison
resident Lenore Coberly seems at first to
be going home to the West Virginia hills
of her childhood. But that’s just to adjust
the focus. The title poem suggests the
first theme, “belonging,” which, like her
great-grandma’s glass bowl,

will last a lifetime
if you’re careful.

The second is from an aunt’s com-
ments about her grandfathers’ arguments;
two people, sides, cultures can honestly
differ yet still be “good.” These twin
themes lead from Coberly’s Appalachia
to her recent experiences in the Far East.
After a rain in Quezon City, the Philip-
pines,

We smile at the sun
playing on a gardenia hedge.

The collection ends with two long
narrative poems of American women who
pursued their independent ways in life,
yet achieved “belongingness”: Molly
Welsh, grandmother of Benjamin
Banneker, and Mary Harris, “Mother
Jones.” The collection is illustrated by
the poet’s daughter, Elizabeth Coberly
Benforado.

The work of Milwaukeean transplant
William Harrold isreplete with allusions:
to Huck and Jim and Emmeline
Grangerford, to Sappho, Buffalo Bill, the
Upanishads and, as one might expect
from a university professor, to Neruda,
Yeats, Crane, Vaughan, John Berryman.
His collection is divided into five move-
ments, the third the drollest. “Heresy in
the Kitchen,” for example, begins with

a blessed
virgin Mary butter mold,
carved by her husband
for their wooden anniversary.

and ends with

Devil’s Food Delight,
which calls for a three-fifty oven,
a pound of melted mother
and child.

And there is this aubade to “Nikki Sue”:

Still our eyes resemble prunes
and the crows-feet are walking.

Thisample offering of poemsincludes
word and phrase games as well as poetic
prose.

The thousand journeys of life we all
make are accompanied by alert observa-
tions along the way by Neenah poet Helen
Fahrbach. Her collection is divided into
four sections denoting the four seasons,
the cycle at the base of so much that is
Wisconsin literature. “Hear the Earth Stir”
and “Tulip Watch” suggest the springing
of a new season. She is the chronicler of
the little things of summer and fall: lily
pads that “rim the lake”; a plum tree, “a
drift of snow floating midair”; a spider
web, “an airy citadel designed for death”;
a milkweed’s “silken parachutes damp
and furled.” And in winter she notes the
“opaque cellophane” of first ice on the
lake; the “monochrome” of the landscape,
“monotonousas”a“drabscarf”; the wind-
carved “alabaster bowls” of snow about
the tree boles. These are poems of the
natural world at the periphery of our
senses; they are quiet, meditative — with
photos by George Saunders.

Richard Boudreau is professor of En-
glish at the University of Wisconsin-La
Crosse and is the editor of The Literary
Heritage of Wisconsin, Volume 1: Be-
ginnings to 1925.

A

NIXON. VOLUMETWO: THE TRI-
UMPH OF A POLITICIAN, 1962-1972
by Stephen E. Ambrose. New York:
Simon and Schuster, 1989. 736pp. $24.95.

by Michael Cohen

The second volume of Stephen
Ambrose’s projected three-part study of
Richard Nixon begins with his subject’s
self-proclaimed “last press conference”
following the unsuccessful bid to be gov-
emor of California in 1962. It concludes
exactly ten years later to the day on the
night of his landslide re-election for a
second term as President. The book is
aptly subtitled The Triumph of a Politi-
cian, foritis Nixon the political creature
thatis the focus of the portrayal. Ambrose
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demonstrates that the speech that prom-
ised “youwon’thave Nixontokick around
anymore” was in fact the kickoff of the
1968 campaign. Within months of his so-
called withdrawal from public life, Nixon
had sethimself up as the chief critic of the
Kennedy administration with his sights
clearly set on the election six years down
the road. He dismissed consideration of
a bid in 1964 on the assumption that
Kennedy would be unbeatable. (Events,
of course, did not unfold that way, but the
Democratic incumbent was easily re-
elected.) Itis this attitude of unprincipled
pragmatism that dominates this portrait
of Nixon, and Ambrose skillfully sup-
ports his claim that Nixon was both the
“ultimate cynic” and the *“ultimate real-
ist.”

In preparing for the 1968 campaign,
Nixon took full advantage of his role as
political challenger. He harshly criti-
cized Lyndon Johnson’s conduct of the
war in Vietnam while refusing to offer
any solutions of his own, on the grounds
that this would jeopardize current nego-
tiations. At the same time, he privately
encouraged President Thieu not to nego-
tiate as this would assure a Democratic
victory. On the domestic front he made
law and order his theme in a nation that
was sick of student demonstrations and
racial unrest. Nixonappealed to people’s
fears and picked issues that would garner
votes; he did not offer alternative solu-
tions.

Once in office, Nixon’s basic distrust-
ful nature hampered his potential for ef-
fective leadership. He made bold propos-
als for welfare reform, but then failed to
work with Congress to pass the necessary
legislation. Too much time in the Oval
Office was spent worrying about his real
or imagined enemies. Ambrose notes
that few people have sought the White
House so vigorously and enjoyed it so
little once they got there.

The triumph of Nixon’s first term
comes in the arena of foreign affairs. The
trip to China, detente with the Soviets,
and the beginning of arms limitations
talks all demonstrate the vision of a world
statesman. Here we see Nixon as the
“ultimate realist.” Despite a career that

was built on bashing the communists, by
the late 1960s he had acknowledged that
American military superiority was no
longer possible and the politics of con-
frontation had to be replaced with nego-
tiation. Yet even here, Nixon the “ulti-
mate cynic” is never far behind. The
diplomatic coups were worked out by
Kissinger through secret meetings and
backdoor deals because of Nixon’s dis-
trust of established congressional and
State Department channels. His need to
put politics above principle accounts for
the greatest failure of his first term: the
inability to disentangle American forces
from Vietnam. His fear of being remem-
bered as the first president to lose a war
drove him to continue the flow of troops
and supplies long after he admitted the
conflict was not winnable. Withdrawal
from Vietnam became the chief issue of
the 1972 campaign, just as it had been
four years earlier.

Onthe subject of Watergate, Ambrose
postulates that Nixon did not order the
break-in, did not know about it before-
hand, and would have stopped itif he had.
What he did do, and this within hours of
the actual event, was to order and direct
the coverup that included destruction of
evidence, lying to Congress, and the use
of campaign contributions to buy the si-
lence of conspirators. This was done not
to conceal the Watergate incident itself,
but because the people involved were
connected to a web of illegal activities
that spread throughout the administra-
tion. The same team that was caught at
Watergate had broken into the office of
Daniel Ellsberg’s psychiatrist nine
months earlier, an operation that very
likely had been ordered by Nixon.

Stephen Ambrose, who grew up in
Whitewater and is a graduate of the Uni-
versity of Wisconsin, has constructed his
portrait of Nixon out of a considerable
mountain of material: presidential pa-
pers, White House tapes, television and
newspaper reports, and the published
memoirs of a dozen Watergate defen-
dants. There are no surprises and nothing
new; the information is a matter of public
record, and for many of us the events are
still very fresh in our memories. What

Ambrose does succeed in doing is weave
amassive amount of data into a smooth,
fast-paced, and highly readable narra-
tive. He also sticks to the facts, reporting
what Nixon did without speculating why.
He takes his cue from Samuel Johnson
who admonished, “We cannot look into
the hearts of men, but their actions are
open to observation.” Ambrose’s por-
trait is totally balanced, giving Nixon full
credit for his triumphs and censure for his
failing. Throughout, the author remains
completely, almost maddeningly, objec-
tive. When yoursubjectis Richard Nixon,
that is quite an accomplishment indeed.

Michael Cohen is technical services li-
brarian at the University of Wisconsin-
Madison Instructional Materials Center.

)

AMERICAN LANDSCAPE ARCHI-
TECTURE: DESIGNERS AND
PLACES, edited by William H. Tishler.
Washington, D.C.: National Trust for
Historic Preservation, American Society
of Landscape Architects, The Preserva-
tion Press, 1989. 244 pp. $10.95.

by Erik Brynildson

This is the latest addition to the Pres-
ervation Press’s Building Watcher’s Se-
ries ,a setof vest- pocket guidebooks that
have, up until now, addressed post-settle-
ment Euro-American architecture per se.
The work, already in a second printing,
was compiled by William Tishler, pro-
fessor of landscape architecture at the
University of Wisconsin-Madison. It is
an anthology of landscape architectural
history that includes twenty-one influ-
ential practitioners as well as twenty-one
place types, most being showplaces of
the profession.

Extensively illustrated, the book fea-
tures numerous early photographs and
plans; for many, this is their publishing
debut. The guide complements its series
predecessors and follows their established
format.
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Several notable commissions by ex-
emplars such as Frederick Law Olmsted,
Sr., HW.S. Cleveland, O.C. Simonds,
and Jens Jensen (father of the prairie
school of landscape architecture) repre-
sent Wisconsin’s role in the evolution of
landscape design.

Since its inception, the field of land-
scape architecture has focused chiefly on
the manipulation of natural outdoor space
to ultimately serve the needs and desires
of people. Only recently has the disci-
pline begun to recognize a greater re-
sponsibility for applying ecological prin-
ciples to its art. Traditionally, old world
European maxims of garden design phi-
losophy have been mimicked and ad-
hered to, with results that nearly always
impose an uprooted, foreign flavor on
unique native places. These exotic ex-
pressions seldom exhibit any regard for
where they exist, in toto contributing to
the disintegration of the natural unity and
flow of indigenous regions.

Given that nature is equilibrating yet
breathing, growing, and dynamic, the time
is upon us to enthusiastically embrace a
soil-borne landscape architecture, one that
respects and enhances the individuality
of all places and things, not solely for the
human good, but for the holistic good of
the planet, seastrand to seastrand.

Few members of the modern avant-
garde in “American” landscape architec-
ture have genuinely espoused to profes-
sional reform. The art simply lacks an
esprit de corps capable of capturing its
long-awaited niche. Landscape architec-
ture is in dire need of popular redefinition.
What more noble definition than the res-
toration and stewardship of Earth’s epi-
dermal integrity? What other discipline
isasbroadly qualified for such amission?

As Professor Tishler states in his in-
troduction, “Today, the field of land-
scape architecture has matured and is
expanding into new and exciting hori-
zons. It has been said that the profession
hasreached the point where itnow has the
ability to invent its own future.” [ agree.

For all the contemporary preoccupa-
tion with a world of our own creation —
albeit tame and artificial — nature, given
a chance, still speaks aesthetically to the

human spirit. American Landscape Ar-
chitecture: Designers and Places lendsa
hand to our understanding of that spirit.

Erik Brynildson is a landscape architect
and ecologist who lives at Fountain Lake
Farm National Historic Landmark near

Montello.

THE HELLENISTIC AESTHETIC
by Barbara Hughes Fowler. Madison:
The University of Wisconsin Press, 1989.
213 pp.

by Robert C. Ross

The epilogue to Professor Barbara
Fowler’s study glances briefly at
Lawrence Durrell and C.P. Cavafy; I be-
gin there. Her study recurs continually to
the Hellenistic fascination with human
infirmity, both physical and mental, a
characteristic she sees in Durrell’s Alex-
andria Quartet and Cavafy’s poetry. In
desert society, physical infirmities are
simply an environmental given. They
and their mental counterparts happen to
people; such “defects” are subject to no
special sentimentality. Surely that spirit
informs Durrell’s novels. Cavafy’s po-
etry possesses an elegiac nostalgia bor-
dering on the romantic; its imagery re-
fracts the setting’s light and topography.
Both Cavafy and Durrell were minorities
in a city which a minority founded and
nurtured. Cavafy sees the city as a native
would see it, with a native’s ear to its
varying rhythms. Durrell is aninterloper,
a member of the imperialist elite; his is
the view of the outsider, To Professor
Fowler, the Greek-Egyptian poet and
English expatriate novelist together re-
create the kaleidoscopic sensibility of
ancient Hellenistic/Alexandrian art. She
is dead right.

Professor Fowler arranges her material
topically — “The Baroque,” ““Passion” —
effectively facilitating understanding of
her chronologically slippery subject, Hel-
lenistic art and poetry. An introduction

defines her book’s scope, her sources, and
her terminology. Inpractice, “Hellenistic”
is synonymous with “Alexandrian,” as her
epilogue in fact acknowledges.

There are many pleasures: a nice
exegesis of the crouching lion from
Theocritus, Idyll, 25; observations on
epigrams associated with death and the
dead; an excellent discussion of animals;
a masterly chapter on archaizing. The
narrative is clear, only moderately repeti-
tious (no small feat) and amply docu-
mented.

The need to compress and simplify,
however, causes questions. My com-
ments must be brief but symptomatic. To
describe a Callimachean phrase (p. 23)
“an advance in lyric feeling” seems hy-
perbolic; Sappho might have used sucha
phrase. Babies may be important in ar-
chaic and not classical Greek literature
(p. 51), but they appear in Aeschylus and
Aristophanes, contrary to her comment
on page 156.

Is knowledge of the growing patterns
of flowers “childlike,” or does the wish to
be a fish by the love-sick Cyclops reflect
childishness (p. 59)? Are the Homeric
goddesses really human (p. 56)? If the
pathetic fallacy seems “to have come
from what is a ‘primitive’ belief,” then
why does it seem original to Hellenistic
aesthetic (pp. 106-7)? Lycophon is not
treated at all.

Though Professor Fowler emphasizes
the connection between “subject and
craft” (p. 4), alludes to diverse special-
ized knowledge employed by poets and
artists (pp. 111, 163f£.), and labors val-
iantly to wed them, the result is messy.
The subject doesn’t help, but classical
antecedents are downplayed, as Aristotle
and the Peripatetics in regard to the
“particular.” Color is particularly vexa-
tious; the book lacks color plates, often
making it hard to see what she is describ-
ing (e.g. plates 1,61,68). Some plates are
so poorly reproduced that imaginative
leaps are required for understanding (e.g.
20, 30, 101). There are omissions: the
Volo stelas (one plate!), for example.

Barbara Fowler, who is John Bascom
Professor of Classics at the University of
Wisconsin-Madison, has written a good
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book on a subject that needed a modern
discussion in a format suitable for stu-
dents of classical antiquity.

Robert C. Ross is associate professor of
classics and chairman of the classics
department at the University of Wiscon-

sin-Milwaukee.

IS SHE COMING TOO? MEMOIRS
OF A LADY HUNTER by Frances
Hamerstrom. Ames: Iowa State Univer-
sity Press, 1989. 156 pp. $16.95.

by Inga Brynildson

If you enjoyed Frances “Fran”
Hamerstrom’s book Strictly For the
Chickens, which related amusing anec-
dotes about her research on prairie
chickens in central Wisconsin, you also
may enjoy her recent book, Is She Com-
ing Too? This book is similarly autobio-
graphical and sprinkled with references
familiar to Wisconsin outdoor enthusi-
asts (eg. “Aldo Leopold’s Recipe for
‘Woodcock™).

Is She Coming Too? isacollection of
what hook-and-bullet magazines call
“Me and Joe” stories — first-person ac-
countsof hunting experiences. The twist,
as the subtitle indicates, is that these are
“Memoirs of a Lady Hunter” — with the
emphasis on “lady.” (When she travels
south on a quail hunt, she packs a long,
grey chiffon dress which comes in handy
when she happens to dine with the gover-
nor of South Carolina.)

Fran writes about hunting partridges
with Leopold and about hunting quail in
South Carolina with a sure-shot named
Buck Smith. Not being a hunter, I con-
fess that some of the thrill of the kill and
makes and models of guns (Parker,
Crescent) were lost on me. My favorite
tales were about Fran’s frustrations with
hunting dogs. Once while hunting in a
remote area, she shot a partridge which
landed in an alder thicket. While she
wasn’t hunting with a dog, she recog-
nized the need for one and whistled. She

writes matter-of-factly, “Of all things a
beagle cameromping towardme. Iyelled,
‘Fetch!”,

Feminists will share Fran’s outrage in
“Woman’s Place” when on a hunt she
finds herself relegated with other wives
on the hunt to chauffeur the car from one
rendezvous site to another, while the men
fill the bag limits for all of them. And
feminists will applaude Fran’smoxy when
she tosses the keys to the car and informs
the huntleader that it’s his turn behind the
wheel. However, feminists may notshare
Fran’s explanation of why she was often
greeted by male hunters with, “Is she
coming too?”: “I have not always been
welcome. This is (of course) because of
the behavior of other women.” She cites
perfume and giggling as examples of the
unwelcome behavior exhibited by other
women. (To my mind, blaming women
for the sexism of men is like blaming the
wife when the husband cheats.) In an-
other chapter Fran refers to an officers’
wives tea as a “hen” party. This extends
to women the same prejudice that Fran
rebukes in her male hunting companions.

There is another aspect of the book
which I found troublesome; there is a lot
of whatreadslike bravado. In the chapter,
“With Her Bare Hands,” Fran cagerly
proves her stuff as a “rat beater” to her
male classmates at a New Jersey game
school who were — like a bunch of sis-
sies — spearing rats with knives. She
notes:

I was accepted — not for my ster-
ling character, but because without
aknife,Ieasily and deftly did some-
thing no man in the whole school
was willing to try.

Throughout these stories, Fran seems
to be responding to some old dare or
pursuit of male acceptance. For insight,
I found myself pondering her comments
about her father:

My father,ahunter, always dreamed
of having a son to hunt with him.
He had four children: three boys
and one daughter . . . The one
person who passionately wanted to

share his hunts was his slim, blond
daughter. I was afraid of my father,
and I never had a conversation with
him . .. Perhaps it is a pity that he
never detected that one of his four
children had hunting in her blood.

Atrulymoving theme throughoutFran’s
memoirs is her deep and enduring love for
“her man,” Frederick Hamerstrom, who
passed away last spring. Fran has an im-
pressive ability to weave a story and, as in
earlier works, she expresses a clear and
sympathetic vision of landscape. As she
writes at the close of one of her hunting
MmEemoirs,

The song is over. The coyote be-
gins his hunt. We crawl into the
sleeping bag under the black, starry
heavens.

IngaBrynildsonisanecologistand writer
living in Hazelhurst.

K

JANE AUSTEN: WOMEN, POLI-
TICS AND THENOVEL by ClaudiaL.
Johnson. Chicago: University of Chi-
cago Press, 1988. 186 pp.

by Janice M. Bogstad

The girls did finally leave with vol-
umes by Jane Austen, Oliver Goldsmith,
Charlotte Smith, Monk Lewis, Mrs.
Radcliffe, and Charles Robert Maturin,
among others. (Philippa Castle, The
Reluctant Duke. A CandlelightRegency
Special. Dell. 1981. p. 137.)

The popular conception of Jane
Austen’s works as novels of manners is
the principal point of interrogation of
Claudia Johnson’s excellent work, Jane
Austen: Women, Politics and the Novel.
The author, who is a professor of English
at Milwaukee’s Marquette University,
interrogates the sanguine equations made
between Austen’s works and those of the
famous “gothic” novelists of the late
eighteenth and early nineteenth centu-
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ries, many of whom are listed along with
Austen by the author of the mass-market
work cited above. One must agree with
Johnson that every effort has been made
to obfusticate the political content of
Austen’s novels, their singularity among
the novels of her time, the critique of
these very novels, and the vast philo-
sophical and stylistic differences between
each of Austen’s works. Were Johnson
to accomplish only the unmasking of
these popular misconceptions of Austen’s
work, she would have achieved a formi-
dable task. Make no mistake, this critique
does all of those things and takes them
one step further to a critical re-evaluation
of literary conventions, social and eco-
nomic structures, and the woman as nov-
elist.

Beginning by illuminating the social
effects on Britain of the French Revolu-
tion of 1790, conditions which were facts
of Austen’s life, Johnson places this
author’s work in the context of primo-
genitor against repressive attempts to re-
strict women’s social, economic, and
personal freedom. Throughout her dis-
cussions of Austen’s novels, Johnson re-
turns to this insight which she introduces
with the following:

As we shall see, her only apparent
“silence” on matters political is a
creditable choice of strength rather
than decorous concessions to
“feminine” weakness or ignorance.
Austen’s silence is an enabling
rather than inhibiting strategy

(p.xxv).

Johnson proceeds, through seven
chapters, to analyze most of Austen’s
works in comparison to other novelists of
the day, her social context, and her other
critics, from the earliest to the most re-
cent. She focuses on Northanger Abbey,
Sense and Sensibility, Pride and Preju-
dice, Mansfield Park, Emma, and Per-
suasion. For example, her second chap-
ter on “The Juvenilia and Northanger
Abbey” contraststhe conversations in the
“Gothic” work asradical critiques of both
the gothic form and the culture that gave
rise to it. In this context, she brings up

both Radcliffe and Smith, two of the
authors sanctioned in contemporary “Re-
gency” canons as represented by the quo-
tation above. By showing in each chapter
how the narratives of Austen are both
literary and social critiques, Johnson
proves Austen’s position of opposition to
the dominant culture, the uniqueness of
eachnovel, and hersingularity asa writer.
Yet in each chapter, there is more which
interrogates women and the novelistic
form itself.

True, Johnson attributes the subtlety
of Austen’s critiques, and therefore their
vulnerability to misreading, to a studied
balancing of public acceptance and op-
positional intent. Yet she delves further
into issues that still plague women so-
cially and as novelists, returning in her
reading of Mansfield Park to the uses of
silence in oppressive social structures:

Mansfield Park adumbrates a phe-
nomenon which has preoccupied
modern feminists: the dependence
of certain kinds of masculine dis-
course on feminine silence (p. 112).

That this submissive silence was di-
sastrous to women of Austen’s time is a
theme which the novelist takes up in
other of her works, both with characters
who accept the ideology and those who
evade it. But the silence itself, both in
person in the inability to express one’s
wishes and in writing in the inability to
have one’s works seriously appreciated,
attributed to their female writer or even
published at all, is still of concern to
feminists, as we can see in such critical
titles as Spender’s The Writing or the Sex
or Russ’s How to Suppress Women's
Writing. While establishing firmly
Austen’s oppositional novelistic sub-
structures in social context, Johnson has
also miraculously linked her to feminist
inquiries of the present day. Her critique
isof value to feminist critics, critics of the
novel form, of popular or mass culture as
well as to Austen scholars.

Johnson’s work arouses many addi-
tional impulses in its reader, the best one
being the desire toread orreread Austen’s
narratives and at least a few of Austen’s

critics. This reader also wanted to create
a bibliography, which the work lacks
separate from the endnotes, in order to
easily establish the chronology of
Austen’s novels and of Johnson’s rela-
tionship to Austen and feminist theory.
Perhaps such an addendum can be put
into another printing of the book. I am
sure the absence is prompted by publish-
ing constraints and not by the author’s
omissions. Otherwise she shows all the
marks of a thoughtful and careful scholar,
and I look forward toreading other of her
works.

Janice Bogstad is the collection develop-
ment librarian at the University of Wis-
consin-Eau Claire and is completing a
Ph.D. thesis on gender theory in contem-
porary Anglo-American and French sci-
ence fiction through the University of
Wisconsin-Madison’s Department of
Comparative Literature. O

Correction

The caption which accompanied this
photointhe September issue of the Review
was incorrect. It should have read:

(Left to right) James Watrous, Marshall
Glasier,John Wilde,and Dudley Huppler,
ca. 1942,
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