
Lecture Reading File

This large Fed Ex envelope, marked “Lecture Reading file,” contains 12 files of excerpts from

Mailer’s works which he drew on for readings that he gave around the country, and overseas. It

was not uncommon for Mailer to give a dozen to 20 lecture/readings a year, and many more

when he had a new book was appearing.

Each 12x9 manila file contains an identification and some notes, some written by his assistant,

Judith McNally, and some by him; on several the number of minutes it takes to read the selection

is noted. Nos 1-4 and 6 are numbered.

The 12 folders are as follows:

1) Togetherness & Harbors of the Moon and Tough Guys Don’t Dance—55 sec 40 sec 4

min. Refers to Two poems from Deaths for the Ladies (1962), and a brief excerpt

describing the coming of fall to Provincetown, Massachusetts, from the novel, Tough

Guys Don’t Dance (1984).

2) TGDD: Cancer and Coincidence—5 minutes of 2 ‘A minutes. Refers to an excerpt from

Tough Guys Don’t Dance (1984), dealing with Big Mac, the cancer-ridden father of the

protagonist.

3) HG Creationist section—3 minutes short, 4 minutes long. Refers to an excerpt describing

Harlot’s theory about the way God might have created the universe from his novel,

Harlot’s Ghost (1991)

,/) Responses and Reactions—6 minutes, second one [missing] 5 minutes. Refers to

“Responses and Reactions V,” first published in Commentary, August, 1963, a column



that discussed and quoted from Tales of the Hasidim (1933), by Martin Buber; reprinted

in Mailer’s collection, Presidential Papers (1963).

5) Excerpt from a 1962 interview with Paul Krassner on violence and censorship , reprinted

from Krassner’s magazine, The Realist, in Mailer’s 1963 collection, Presidential Papers.

6) Ancient Evenings Burial Excerpt—10 minutes. Refers to an early chapter describing an

embalming from the point of view of the embalmee, from Mailer’s novel set in Egypt,

Ancient Evenings (1983).

7) Two Buggers—8 minutes. Refers to “A Night at Occoquan,” a chapter in The Armies of

the Night (1968) that describes Mailer’s bus ride to a Virginia jail after being arrested at

the March on the Pentagon in October, 1967.

8) Why Are We in Vietnam—second item to be read. Refers to a section from Mailer’s 1967

novel set in Alaska, Why are We In Vietnam? (1967). The excerpt deals with the burial of

a wolf’s head by an Indian guide.

9) Our Man at Harvard-9 minutes (the file is empty, but the title refers to a brief memoir

narrative about Mailer’s time as an editor at Harvard Advocate, first published in Esquire,

April, 1977, and reprinted in Pieces and Pontifications (1982)

10) Of a Fire on the Moon. Refers to an excerpt, “A Burial by the Sea,” the concluding

section of Of A Fire On the Moon (1971), Mailer’s nonfiction account of the Apollo 11

Mission.

11) Randy Huff & the Beer Can—7 minutes. Refers to an incident in Harlot's Ghost (1991),

involving a minor woman character, Randy Huff, who has a fling with a major character,

Dix Butler, in Berlin.



12) Oswald’s Tale last part: Oswald and the Two Widows-6 minutes. Refers to a late section

in Oswald’s Tale (1995), that describes Jackie Kennedy and Marina Oswald.
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Togetherness

My flesh must smell like an old tire
my sex is bitter and gone
my days are leafless and all sleep .

said the housewife
going to the specialist

one knows what kind

but in the waiting room
she was racked by a plague
from the pots of the American

miasma—our magazines,
and so lady murmured

too quietly
even for her mind to hear:

Reader’s Digest, please save your soul
and leave mine free to contemplate •
eternity which must be more

than I glimpse for myself now
an endless promenade

across a field of baked old beans
a cataract of dishwater
regurgitated by the memory

of champagne I never drank
and kings I never kissed
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6 I Norman Mailer

/UavcTakeh a bowlingTalTanci rolled it down the long one-way lane of
' our narrow main street (a true New England alley) widrout striking a

pedestrian or a car. The town withdrew into itself, and the cold, which
was nothing remarkable when measured with a thermometer (since the
seacoast off Massachusetts is, by Fahrenheit, less frigid than the stony
hills west of Boston) was nonetheless a cold sea air filled with the
bottomless chill that lies at the cloistered heart of ghost stories. Grr*
indced;~at maay a stance. In truth, there had been a seance Parry andd'
attended at the end of September with disconcerting results: short and
dreadful, Jcended with a shriek. I suspect that part of the reasonTwas '
now bereft of Patty Lareine was that something intangible bur indisput­
ably repulsive had attached itself to our marriage in that moment.

After?hc-I;ft,there was a week when the weather never shifted. One
chill morose November sky went into another. The place turned gray
before one’s eyes. Back in summer, the population had been thirty
thousand and doubled on weekends. It seemed as if every vehicle on
Cape Cod chose to drive down the four-lane state highway that ended
at our beach. Provincetown was as colorful then as St. Tropez, and as
dirty by Sunday evening as Coney Island. In the fall, however, with
everyone gone, the town revealed its other presence. Now the popula­
tion did not boil up daily from thirty thousand to sixty, but settled
down to its honest sediment, three thousand souls, and on empty week­
day afternoons you might have said the true number of inhabitants must
be thirty men and women, all hiding.

There could be no other town like it. If you were sensitive to crowds,
you might expire in summer from human propinquity. On the other
hand, if you were unable to endure loneliness, the vessel of your person
could fill with dread during the long winter. Martha’s Vineyard, not fifty
miles to the south and west, had lived through the upsurge of moun­
tains and their erosion, through the rise and fall of oceans, the life and
death of great forests and swamps. Dinosaurs had passed over Martha’s
Vineyard, and their bones were compacted into the bedrock. Glaciers
had come and gone, sucking the island to the north, pushing it like a
ferry to the south again. Martha’s Vineyard had fossil deposits one
million centuries old. The northern reach of Cape Cod, however, on
which my house sat, the land I inhabited—that long curving spit of
shrub and dune that curves in upon itself in a spiral at the tip of the
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Cape—had only been formed by wind and sea over the last ten thousand
years. That cannot amount to more than a night of geological time.

Perhaps this is why Provincetown is so beautiful. Conceived at night
(for one would swear it was created in the course of one dark storm) its
sand flats still glistened in the dawn with the moist primeval innocence
of land exposing itself to the sun for the first time. Decade after decade,
artists came to paint the light of Provincetown, and comparisons were
made to the lagoons of Venice and the marshes of Holland, but then
the summer ended and most of the painters left, and the long dingy
undergarment of the gray New England winter, gray as the spirit of my
mood, came down to visit. One remembered then that the land was
only ten thousand years old, and one’s ghosts had no roots. We did not
have old Martha’s Vineyard’s fossil remains to subdue each spirit, no,
there was nothing to domicile our specters who careened with the wind
down the two long streets of our town which curved together around
the bay like two spinsters on their promenade to church,

— i If thir is -i fair sample-of how my mind wcirlred on rhcuTiyenry-fniirrh
(Day, it is obvious I was feeling introspective, long-moldering, mournful

and haunted. Twenty-four days of being without a wife you love and
hate and certainly fear is guaranteed to leave you cleaving to her like the
butt end of addiction itself. How I hated the taste of cigarettes now that
I was smoking again.

It seems to me that I walked the length of the town that day and back
again to my house—her house—it was Patty Lareine’s money that had
bought our home. Three miles along Commercial Street I walked, and
back through all the shank of that gray afternoon, but I do not remem­
ber whom I spoke to, nor how many or few might have passed in a car
and invited me to ride. No, I remember I walked to the very end of
town, out to where the last house meets the place on the beach where
the Pilgrims first landed in America. Yes, it was not at Plymouth but
here that they landed.

I contemplate the event on many a day. Those Pilgrims, having
crossed the Atlantic, encountered the cliffs of Cape Cod as their first
sight of land. On that back shore the surf, at its worst, can break in
waves ten feet high. On windless days the peril is worse; a sailing vessel
can be driven in by the relentless tides to founder on the shoals. It is
not the rocks but the shifting sands that sink you off Cape Cod. What
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is coincidence.” \\ \
He loofedtroubled. I got up and freshased our drinks. “Putta lot of

water in mine/we^aid. \\
“Coincidence,” I satUx^What do you make oirit?”
“I’ve been doing the talkihe.” he said. “You tellHyy” \

where the players are sleeping and takes a reading. ‘Pittsburgh is up for
this game,’ He says to Himself. ‘The Jets are jangled? Pittsburgh, He
decides, is worth a lot more than three points. So He bets them. I’d say
He’s right four times out of five.”

“But why four out of five?”
“Because footballs,” said my father ominously, “take funny bounces.

It is not practical to get better than four out of five. That’s good enough.
If He wanted to take account of the physics of every bounce, He’d have
to do a million times more work in His calculations in order to get up
from eighty to ninety-nine percent. That’s not economical. He’s got too
many other things to work at.”

“But why did yok setde on four out of five?”
My father took this as a most serious question. “Sometimes,” he told

me, “a football handicapper can get a great streak going and hits up
around seventy-five percent against the spread for a month or more. I
figure that’s because he’s got a pipeline for a littie while into higher
places.”
—Ltheught=oftHarper “Can some keep it going longer?”

My father shrugged. “Dubious. These pipelines are hard to main-
tain.’^frsEiwelnc concern -at mixing his'menpftSrxI'It’s a high-wire —

“What about a terrible losing streak?”
“Those guys are on the pipeline too. OnlychS'fiow is in reverse. Their

hunches are one hundred and eighty degrees wrong.”
“Maybe it’s just the law of averages.”
“The law of averages,” he said with disgust, “has done more to mess

up people’s minds than any idea I know. It’s horse manure. The pipeline
is either feeding you or it’s^±g^agg"-a? Greedy people get ftick.-H by
the pipeline.”

“What if your bets turn out fifty-fifty?”
“Then you’re nowhere near the pipeline. You’re a computer. Look in

the papers. The computer predictions end up at .500.” 
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;c riRmv much do yO'trbelieve;’’Tasked, “in predestination?”
■ “Oh, yeah,” he answered, “what kind of predestination!” The shift in
■ subject made him happy. Long years tehsd=s=tesv!firad TetfmyTather
E adept at living with questions as wide as the heavenly gates.

“The football spreads,” I said. “Can God pick the team that will
cover?”

It was obviously a question Dougy had lived with. He revealed that
. glint in his eye which showed that he was debating whether to disclose

useful knowledge. Then he nodded. “I figure if God bet the spread,
He’d win eighty percent of the time.”

“How do you come up with that number?”
“Well, let’s say the night before the game He passes over the places

body goes crazy, or your mind. Cancer is the cure for schizophrenia.
Schizophrenia is the cure for cancer. Most people don’t know how
tough it is out there. I was brought up to know. I got no excuse.”

I was silent. I stopped arguing with him. It is not easy to sort out
what effect his words were having. Was I coming to understand for the
first time why the warmth he had for me always seemed to cross a glacial
field? I may once have been a seed in Douglas Madden’s body but only
after that body was no longer held by him in high esteem. I was, to a
degree, defective. all-my-eld-^x^t^
wettoaaed and long-rc^ipnr^-i No wonder my father had taken no great
joy in me. Intimations came how in years ahead—if I lived—the mem­
ory of this conversation might make me shake with rage. —

for my father DamnnhleL

hadri^st a long shadow across my understanding of him.
Next/l^knew a considerable amount of fear. For now it seemoifteal

to me agairrrijat I had murdered two women. How mamjsames over
these last few yearsdiad I come to the edge of bartering Patty Lareine
with my bare hands? AncPtarii time Irggistcathe impulse, had not a
sense of oncoming illness setrieoifeg^firmly into me? Yes, like my father
I had been living in a hars^environmeife^diought once more of the
impulse that led me roedimb the tower. Hadtfrs^been the night when

. I hoped to keepjthe first switch from being thrownrSs-
f I knewriten that I would confide in Big Mac, I had to talfe^bout the

tWOJ3
’ ^£<5uld|
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“You’re right, kid,” he said. “I hop^ujipje^finkie never knew.”
He looked at die walLffii^jFmstjmt. “You get older and you begin to
fee! as if sogicthingis wrong. You’re in a box, and the sides keep coming

“How long have you known you were sick?”
“Ever since I went into St. Vincent’s forty-five years ago.”
“That’s quite a while to have cancer and never show it.”
“None of the doctors have a feel for the subject,” he said. “The way I

see the matter, it’s a circuit of illness with two switches.”
“What are you saying?”
“Two terrible things have to happen before the crud can get its start.

The first cocks the trigger. The other fires it. I’ve been walking around
with die trigger cocked for forty-five years.”

“Because you couldn’t recover from all those hits you took?”
“No. Cause I lost my balls.”
“You? What are you talking about?”
“Tim, I stopped, and I felt the blood in my shoes, and there was St.

Vincent’s in front of me. I should have kept chasing the bastard who
did the shooting. But I lost my nerve when I saw the hospital.”

“Hell, you had already gone after him for six blocks.”
“Not enough. I was built to be that good anyway. The test came when

I stopped. I didn’t have the nerve to go on and catch him. Cause I could
have. Something in the scheme of things might have made him trip. I
didn’t push my luck. Instead, I stopped. Then I heard a voice clearly in
my head. It’s the only time I would say that God or someone highly
superior was speaking to me. This voice said, ‘You’re out of gas, kid. It’s
your true test. Do it.’ But I went into St. Vincent’s and grabbed the
orderly by the collar, and just at the moment when I got tough with
that punk in the white jacket was when I felt the first switch get thrown
in the cancer.”

“What threw the second switch?”
“It never got thrown. It corroded. Cumulative effects. Forty-five years

of living with no respect for myself.”
“You’re crazy.”
He took a big belt of his watered bourbon. “I wish I was. Then I

wouldn’t have cancer. I’ve studied this, I tell you. There’s buried statis­
tics if you look for them. Schizophrenics in looney bins only get cancer
half as often as the average population. I figure it this way: either your
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everybody in Alaska drinks so

je day I met with thtsheavy.
t. Because, as the afternoon
loughts and he was looking

“Well,” I said, “I think it’s not unlike the pipeline. Only it’s a network.
I believe we receive traces of everyone’s thoughts. We’re not awar/of it
usually, but we do.” /

‘Wait a minute. You’re saying people are able to send and/receive
wireless messages? Telepathy? Without knowing it?” /

“Whatever you want to call it.” /
‘Well,” he said, “for the sake of argument, why not?” /
“Once,” I said, “I was up in Fairbanks, Alaska, and you/could feel it.

There was a network.”®^ /
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My father chuckled.
“I tell you, Dougy,” I said, “I thi

they can shut themselves out from living in everybody else’s head.”
He nodded. “Northern climes. Ireland. Scandinavia. Russia. Drunk

like skunks.” He shrugged. “I stilMdon’t see what this has to do with
your argument.” /

“I’m saying people don’t want/to live in each other’s heads. It’s too
scary. It’s too animal. Coincidence is the sign that they’re approaching
such a state.” /

“What kicks it off?” Dougy/asked.

I told him. “He
5, I saw his face in my
>honc rang. It was the
ace. He wanted a meet

ipression was ugly. Theii»<hc
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“I’m not sure,” I said. I took a breath. Everything considenid, there
were worse matters to contend with than my father’s scorn, “I/think that
when something big and unexpected is about to happen, p/ople come
out of their daily static. Their thoughts start pulling toward ene another.
It’s as if an impending event creates a vacuum, and we starmo go toward
it. Startling coincidences pile up at a crazy rate. It’s like L natural phe­
nomenon.” /

I could almost feel him brooding over his own pair. Had he lived
through experiences to compare with this on the morning he was shot?
“What kind of impending events do you mean?” he asked.

“Evil events.” /

He was being cautious. “What kind of evil event/?”
“Murder, for one.” ____I

-—rrc-ponderccnVhat 1 said. Then he shook hismead as if to say, “I do
not like your input.” He looked at me. “Tim,” he said, “do you remem­
ber the bartender’s guide?”

In my turn, I nodded. When I started r
had given me a schedule. “Son,” he had
New York, on the streets, it’s Peeping To
A.M., fires from one to two, stickups two 
four, suicides four to five, and auto accidents from five a.m. to six a.m.”
I had kept it in my head like a typed schedule. It had proved useful.

“Nothing special about murders,” he now said.
“I’m not talking about New York,’/! said, “but here.”
“You’re saying a murder in this place is an extraordinary event?” I

could see him all but measuring the' cold damp of Cape Cod air against
the blood and steam of the act. “Yeah,” he said, “all right, I’ll grant the
point.” He looked not altogether happy. “What’s the purpose of this
discussion?” //

“I’m tangled up in coincidences,” I said.
“Well, by your line of reasoning, you must be close to something

bad,” he said. /
“I’m closer titan diat.” /
Retook the pause. #
“There was a suicide laswvveek,” I said, “although the man may have

been killed. I believe I stale his woman the night it happened.” The
most curious thought came to me next: because my father had cancer,
whatever I told him would never touch the air for others. That might

iwfirst job as a bartender, he
said, “keep this in mind. In
ms from twelve a.m. to one
to three, bar fights three to
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tree of all. A dwarf pine poked up from the crest of a small sandy ridge
that had pushed through the loam of these woods, a fearfully twisted
little force of a tree, its roots clinging to the uncertain rise, its limbs all
contorted together on one side and trammeled down before the wind
like a man kneeling, only, at the last, to thrust up his arms to the sky in
prayer. That was my tree, and at the foot of it, under the roots, was a
small cave not large enough to hold a bear cub, and my door to this
burrow was a rock with its moss many times raised and patted back into
place. Now I saw it was much disturbed, the edges as raw as a dirty
bandage pushed up on end by the swelling of the wound. I removed
the stone and felt into the hole in front of the footlocker, my fingers
scraping and searching into this soft loam like field mice at the edge of
food, and I felt something—it could be flesh or hair or some moist
sponge—I didn’t know what, but my hands, fiercer than myself, cleared
the debris to pull forward a plastic garbage bag through which I poked
and saw enough at once to give one frightful moan, pure as the vertigo
of a long fall itself. I was looking at the back of a head. The color of its
hair, despite all the stains of earth, was blonde. Then I tried to see the
face, bur when to my horror the head rolled in the bag without resis­
tance—severed!—I knew I could not go on to search the features, no, I
pushed back the bag and then the rock with hardly an attempt to replace
the moss, and flew from those woods to my car, driving down the
humpbacked road with speed to compensate for the caution with which
I came in. And it was only after I was back in my house and deep in a
chair trying to calm my shivering with bourbon neat that the realization
came over me in all the burning woe of one wall of flame falling upon
another that I did not even know whether it was the head of Patty
Lareine or Jessica Pond lying in that grave. Of course, I also did not
know whether I should be afraid of myself, or of another, and that, so
soon as night -was on me and I tried to sleep, became a terror to pass—
beyond all notionsof -- ------------------ --------------------------
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'• -k'k ; : ., i.. ir/ V. ■<■ ■’ ‘z- > '*• -

wqnl.lt
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3 • explosion On the porch.' llow^^^er^cAng^^^ii^took'more' .to make; I'.
* a’ nation go’ mad than ’ any'septate; map; but- we: had taken miles too;

. much.' Certainties had
''" Our country- was
needed a p'urgei Bile was'stining; in,the' pits’of .fla'^’i^aihoja'al conscience and
little to oppose it but a lard-of guiltcold- M;’&^«e;me^i<i<ie; of (pur:
needs. We took formal

; socl'ety..o'f computers and pills^bf ‘joS’ap^tudw^andbad arcbdtepture,"bf
psychoanalysis,'superWghways,-  ̂astronauts, 'yaceinatiohs,' and’ a Peace'
Corps,' that great society wliere nothing'tut frozen com would'.be sold in
the smallest towns of Iowa, where'censorshipwould'disappear'brut. eyep';
image' would be manipulated from birth.’“'•>

Something' in the buried- animal-of mbdwh: life‘grew’ bestial at' tlie
thought of this Great Society^the.mOst" advanced technological nation of
the civilized world was the bne^now closest to blood, to shedding the
blood and burning the flesh of -Asian 'peasants';!!;^had never’seen. The
Pentagon had been kept on a leash for close to twenty ‘years. Presidents,■
so mediocre in their talents as' Truman"and Eisenhower had kept the

a military from dominating the hption.yXJ;3fr.>r/Vi’ V'<<'■■'.‘i •• •!" /•••• > • • ’•
■ But Johnson did not. •• • tb'V;'*';
1 . Out of the pusilanimities d/the'madnesses of his secret sleep he^came ;
• to a decision to listen to the advice? of his'milita'fy machine, that congeries •
! of Joint Forces, War Department and C.I.A.-which had among other note­

worthy achievements planned the Bay of Pigs. It was now planning its /
escalation in Vietnam. And Johnson'jviis’ in''accbrdr The body of aco’n^?
summate' politician took recognition'aijtSlept1 that’the; nation ’was'in’A

■ disease and its only cure—ouf where the drums’Sverebeating; and the fires/* ;■>
would not cease—was to introduce;us to the first anxfeties of a war whose
end might be limitless? Miserable? nation ‘cursed with *a‘computerfor its-
cdmmahder-in^chief, a, computer ^with’ahego.^sp. valn!’Jt; could not bear
the memory of his predecessor"and .the power'he'had' 'iiad*'f«r"a week
when the world was on the edge.'bf nuclear'war/\

Yet, there still remains the largest question of them all. It is the ques­
tion of fighting Communism. Look, you may sa)>,?'is ft.hot ppgble that with
all our d^eases admitted, we ire'stilll^’maBgnan'tthah.theC^mmunfcti'
we are the. defense of civilization'.ahd they, not us, are the barbarians’who

a ? : !l ,WoyId destJ°y it? If that is tree, then-as;^pfneiof yob mdy argue-the

™ '- 11 'bomb.- /Vid I would argue, in retiup), that neither
-4 i”UtbT *S th°-defens<are;ratfier'cac ’̂'■

BW* p q 17 whIch
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can. occupy nine;ten.thsJbf the'globe' without being altered to, its .rb
.... The health of, CommUrdsm/'its.;fecret'nepessi^'/is.an enemy external t

, disease. Communism xypiild split and rupture and war upon itself if eva
» . it occupied, piost of, the world, for then it. would hav

lems of most' of the worid ,atad those problems are 
'. rigidity bf a/system, ^e/^/tdp;heavy struchrfes the'greatest danger tij

Communism, fies.' in .its growth.' Prosperity: is'itf ’ poison,.io'f .without i

• ..Attack from .'capitalism.is Communism’s'.transfusion of blood. So our wai

. Asia^ is' the death/of bur future. I 'am going to, quote
■ J-.'Morse:K ?'

I. We'shal} win 'one. military victory after another; ,we. shall destroy cities
... indusirtafinstallations.,'and'riucleiir 'fiistallatioiu/^''^all'klll by the millions

Thai" course.’of action'will lay a foundation;"?/ hatred on the part of
the colored races of the. World against the American people. In due time,
thoseinslallatlpni will rebuilt . . . onthe foundation of Intense .haired
by‘ Asians'for/ihe\'peo/ile'r of the United'Stajesl .That haired will 'everf be
inherited byyenerallp'ns of American boys and', girls fifty, seventy-five, one
hundred,'yes, two hundred years from now'; ‘ ' * ’
■; ,.v....

• I say: .fend the‘cpld war? PuU back our, boundaries to what'/we can
• defend and/.to?.what' wishes; td,..be’defended.''Let Communism come'to
' those'cduntee's.'itj^l cbme to. Let us' nptiise up.bjir substance trying to

hold onto nationb which are poor/underdevelopedi and bound to us,only"
by the depths' of their hatred for'us. We'can’not equal the effort the Com
munists, makedri’such places. We'are riot dedicated in that direction.'We

:*•'/ . were nqt'born'to db that.; We .have had bur frontier, already.. We cannot
• 'be qxcited to dur‘‘core,’ duHiistbric.'jxire,.'Ey the" efforts of.new' underdo
>' vejo^'ed nations iq’expand their frontiers.^-'?^ P

S'? “o flej^re ,°f essence, An unjt
■!:? ,: war, an;uimatihi;wM,/an;dbscMe/waf biutalizCis.SYhatls best in a natibi
", -and encourage? ev^y.hbiTbrjfd;^e. frgih'itfl'sewer,'; ~"
■^^^^ht^ompju^Si’aiuidfMpture every nafloffonbarth Bufbur own an

we would still be 'safe jf'^ur intentibn.'were dean. Yes,' Fojr in the/yerti^
=nous, terrqts of nUolMr' wa'rfarb' rests/one rock'ledge of safety^

—__ ^S^gteat power can ’ever"b‘e /destroyed without destroying'pye.
power,>vhlch'wpuld attack it.:As"a corollary' no philosophy' of 'governmeb

.ft f , can occupy hihe^t^thsJof the'globe vyjthout/being alterc'-’

? itself; war/is 'indeed ,tlj,e health'of the, totalitarian state, and peace is it
tycjss, , ■” 1 »*—«is

. it occupied most of, the world, for then it. would

■ ' . rigidity bf a system, Idke/all tbpriieavy struc

. sense' of crisis,. Communism cannot discipline its' future generations

. against .Communism,"mbs| particularly, piir/war against Communism ir

3?; w.' cf<
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Each hair is precious amlindividual, serving a distinct role in the array:
blonde to invisibility where the thigh and abdomen join, dark to opacity
where the tender labia ask protection, hearty and ruddy as a frrestefs
beard beneath the swell of belly, dark and sparse as the whiskers of a
Machiavel where the perineum sneaks backward to the anus. My pussy
alters by the time of day and according to the mesh of underpants. It has
its satellites: the whimsical line of hairs that ascend to my navel and into
my tan, the kisses offer on the inside of my thighs, the lambent fizz that
ornaments the cleavage of my fundament. Amber, ebony, auburn, bay,
chestnut, cinnamon, hazel, fawn, snuff, henna, bronze, platinum, peach,
ash, flame, and field mouse: these are but a few of the colors my pussy is.

The best dcscnpUdiTbnrpussy 1 ever came across was in a short piece by
John Updike called “One’s Neighbor’s Wife’’

■ Ji isji beautiful description of a forest, and makes you ponder the mysteries
of scale. Somebody once wrote that Cizanne shifted our perception of mag­
nitude until a white towel on a table was like the blue-shadowed snows in the
ravines of a mountain, and the treatment of a patch of skin became a desert
valley. An interesting idea. I always saw more in Cezanne after that, just as I
realized I had never looked at a pussy properly until I read Updike. For that
alone, John would be one of my favorite writers.

They say Updike used to be a painter, and you can see it in his style.
Nobody studies surfaces so closely as he does, and he uses adjectives with
more discrimination than anybody who’s writing in the English language
todays Hemingway said not to use them, and Hemingway was right. The
adjective is the author’s opinion of what’s going on, no more. If I write, “A
strong man came into the room,” that only means he is strong in relation to
me. Unless I’ve established myself for the reader, I might be the only fellow
in the bar who is impressed by the guy who just came in. It is better to say:
“A man entered. He was holding a walking stick, and for some reason, he
now broke it jntwo Ijkca twig.” Ofjjourse, th^ gkgs

igon quick rel^nn-hmv^Jivr -wntil
time to narrate.

So adjectives fcrjnfj1on quick n-lwAhmfeK''Advertising thrives
on it. “A superefficient, silent, sensuous five-speed shift.” Put twenty adjec­
tives before the noun and no one will know you arc describing a tutd. The
adjectives arc the cruise.

Therefore, let me underline it. Updike is one of the few writers who can
enhance his work with adjectives rather than abuse it. He has a rare talent.
Yet he irks me. Even his description of a pussy. It could as easily be a tree.

idcnatyJ-caH' pul you teigiilhei fur a little-whileT-arid-did while-I-was1
rereading,these pages. As soon, however, as I concluded, I was bathed
in an old woe. For I had made the mistake of showing the manuscript
to Madeleine years ago^epdTriiCiped-^±>reak-us-up; Uq AC $5

ofh&
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an unsu<
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fear those Pilgrims must have known on hearing the dull eternal boom
of the surf. Who would dare come near that shore with boats such as
theirs? They turned south, and the white deserted coast remained un­
relenting—no hint of a cove. Just the long straight beach. So they tried
going to the north and in a day saw the shore bend west, then continue
to curve until it even turned to the south. What trick of the land was
this? Now they were sailing to the cast, three quarters of the way around
from the north. Were they circumnavigating an ear of the sea? They
came around the point, and dropped anchor in the lee. It was a natural
harbor, as protected, indeed, as the inside of one’s ear. From there, they
put down small boats and rowed to shore. A plaque commemorates the
landing. It is by the beginning of the breakwater that now protects our
marshes at the end of town from the final ravages of the sea. There is
where you come to the end of the road, to the farthest place a tourist
can ride out toward the tip of Cape Cod and encounter the landing
place of the Pilgrims. It was only weeks later, after much bad weather
and the recognition that there was little game to hunt and few fields to
till in these sandy lands, that the Pilgrims sailed west across the bay to
Plymouth.

Here, however, was where they first landed with all the terror and
exaltation of encountering the new land. New land it was, not ten
thousand years old. A strew of sand. How many Indian ghosts must
have howled through the first nights of their encampment.

I think of the Pilgrims whenever I walls to these emerald-green
marshes at the end of town. Beyond, the coastal dunes are so low that
one can see ships along the horizon even when the water is not visible.
The flying bridges of sport-fishing boats seem to travel.in caravans along
the sand. If I have a drink in me, I begin to laugh, because across from
the plaque to the Pilgrims, not fifty yards away, there where the United
States began, stands the entrance to a huge motel. If it is no uglier than
any other vast motel, it is certainly no prettier, and the only homage the
Pilgrims get is that it is called an Inn. Its asphalt parking lot is as large
as a football field. Pay homage to the Pilgrims.

No more than this, no matter how I press and force my mind, is what
I remember of how I spent my Tventy-fourth afternoon. I went out, I
walked across the town, I brooded on the geology of our shores, loaned
my imagination to die Pilgrims, and laughed at the Provincetown Inn.
Then I suppose I must have walked on home. The gloom in which I lay
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Tough Guys Don’t Dunce I 9

in the grasp of my sofa was timeless. I had spent many hours in these
twenty-four days staring at the wall, but what I do recollect, what I
cannot ignore, is that in the evening I got into my Porsche and drove
up Commercial Street very slowly, as if afraid that this night I might run
into a child—the evening was foggy—and I did not stop until I came
to The Widow’s Walk. There, not far from the Provincetown Inn, is a
dark stained pine-paneled room whose foundations are gently slapped
in the rising of the tide, for one of the charms of Provincetown I have
neglected to pass along is that not only my house—her house!—but
most of the buildings on the bay side of Commercial Street are kin to
ships at high tide when the bulkheads on which they rest are half sub­
merged by the sea.

It was such a tide tonight, The waters rose as languorously as if we
were in the tropics, but I knew the sea was cold. Behind the good
windows of this dark room, the fire on its wide hearth was worthy of a
postcard, and my wooden chair was full of approaching winter, inas­
much as it had a shelf of the kind they used in study halls a hundred
years ago: a large round platter of oak lifted on its hinges to enable you
to sit down, after which it ensconced itself under your right elbow to
serve as a table for your drink.

The Widow’s Walk might as well have been created for me. On lonely
fall evenings I liked to entertain the conceit that I was some modern
tycoon-pirate of prodigious wealth who kept the place for his amuse­
ment. The large restaurant at the other end might be rarely entered by
me, but the small bar of this paneled lounge equipped with its barmaid
was all for myself. Secretly I must have believed that no one else had a
right to enter. By November, the illusion was not difficult to protect. On
quiet weekday nights most of the diners, good senior Wasps from
Brewster and Dennis and Orleans, out for a smack of excitement, found
their thrills in the sheer audacity of daring to drive all of thirty or forty
miles to Provincetown itself. The echo of summer kept our evil reputa­
tion intact. Those fine Scotch studies in silver—which is tosay,'\each
Wasp professor emeritus and retired corporate executive—did not look
to tarry in a bar. They headed for the Dining Room. Besides, one look
at me in my dungaree jacket was enough to steer them to the food.^‘No,
dear,” their wives would say, “let’s have our drinks at the table.? We’re
starved!” -

“Yeah, baby,” I would murmur to myself, “starved.’’ *
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Cail this explain why I acted with such reluctance to so generous a
piece of advice from my Chief of Police?

While I did, so soon as I returned home, get into my car and drive
out to the highway and there took the direction to Truro, I was still not
at all certain that I would actually move my cache of Hurricane Head. I
hated to disturb it. On the other hand, I most certainly did not want to
be busted.

What a nose Regency had for my habits! I could not even say why I
had chosen to keep the stash so near my marijuana field, but I had. .
Twenty glass coffee jars filled with carefully harvested crop were packed ;
into a steel footlocker varnished and oiled against rust. That had all ’
been placed in a hole in the ground beneath a most distinctive tree two t
hundred yards down an overgrown trail from a one-lane humped sandy <
road in the forest. <

Yes, among all the hollows of the Truro woods to choose, I had 4
nonetheless concealed my stash close to the stubble of my garden-size
plot. That had to be the worst place to keep one’s private store. Any J
hunter blundering through on the same trail (as they did a few times a
year) might recognize the character of the agriculture practiced there,-
and so devote a little effort to examining the environs. I kept only an
inch of soil and some much tamped-down moss over the rock that’
closed the burrow where I stowed the footlockcr. V

Yet this particular site was important to me. I wanted the product $
kept near its home. In prison, where the food we ate had been shipped r-
to us out of the entrails of the largest food corporations in America,
there was never a bite that did not come out of a plastic wrapping,'!
cardboard package, or can. Taking into account the trip from the farm}!
to the processing factory, and from there to us, I figure most of the foo4'j
must have voyaged, on average, two thousand miles. So I saw a panacea |
to the world’s ills: Let no one look to sup on food grown farther awayt
from his home than the distance he can carry it on his back in a da/s j
walk. An interesting idea. I soon ceased to look for ways to implement
it. But it left me fierce about respecting the origins of my marijuana?!
Like wine that mellows in the shade of the vineyard where it grew, spin
would my Mary Jane be stored dose to the earth out of which it!
sprouted. • v .jyl

I felt one good full dread, therefore, at shifting the stash, and it was *3
close to the fear with which I had awakened this morning. Truth,:
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needed to leave everything as it was, Nonetheless, I took the turn off
the highway to the country road that (by way of a crossroad or two)
would lead eventually to my sandy lane in the middle pf the forest.
Driving slowly, I began to realize how much I had been calling upon
gifts of balance through this day. How else account for one’s aplomb—
everything considered!—during the dialogue with Alvin Luther? After
all, where had the tattoo come from?

At that moment I was obliged to pull the car over. Where had the
tattoo come from? This thought might as well have come upon me for
the first time. With no warning, I was near to being as ill as the dog.

I can tell you that by the time I was able to move forward again, it
was with the absurd caution a poor driver brings to his wheel after a
missed collision. I crawled.

That way I passed through the back roads of Truro on this chill
afternoon—would the sun never appear again?—and I studied the li­
chen on tree trunks as if their yellow spores had much to tell me, and
stared at blue mailboxes on the road as though they were security itself,
even halted by a green-bronze sign at a crossroads to read the raised
metal letters commemorating a local boy who died in an old war. I
passed many a hedge in front of many a gray-shingled salt-box whose
white crushed-shell walks were still offering their whiff of the sea. In
the woods, the wind was strong on this afternoon, and whenever I
stopped tire car, a murmur came to me like a high surf washing over
treetops. Then I was out of the woods again and drove up and down
abrupt little hills and passed by moors and quaking bogs and kettle
bowls. I came to a well I recognized by the side of the road, and stopped
and peered into its bottom where a green moss I knew would gleam
back at me. Soon I was in the woods again, and the paved road was
gone. Now I had to drive in low gear down the sandy lane, scratching
first one side of the Porsche, then the other, on thickets and briars, but
the hump in the middle was so high that I did not dare to ride the ruts.

Then I was not certain I would get through. Rivulets crossed;the
road, and in several places I had to ford shallow pools where theitrees
grew together overhead and formed a tunnel of leaves. On sunless after­
noons I had always liked to drive through the mournful, modest lay of
these Truro hills and woods. Provincetown, even in winter, could seem
active as a mining town in comparison with such sparse offerings/Up
on any of these modest summits, if there was a high wind like today,
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one could watch the seawater in the distance thrash through a millrace
of light and whitecaps, while the color of the ponds in the hollows
remained a dark and dirty bronze. All the palette of the woods seemed /,
to accommodate itself between. I liked the dull green of the dune grass d
and the pale gold of the weeds, and in that late autumn panorama when Vj
the beefs blood and burnt orange are out of the leaves, the colors came 3
down to gray and green and brown, but with what a play between! My
eye used to find a dance of hues still left here between the field grays j
and the dove gray, the lilac gray and the smoke gray, the bracken brown ;j
and the acorn brown, fox brown and dun, mouse gray and meadowlark ,i|
gray, and the bottle green of the moss, and sphagnum moss and fir j
green, holly green and seawater green at the horizon. My eye used to
dart from lichen on a tree to heather in a field, in and out of the pond ?■?
weeds and red maples (no longer red but wet-bark brown) and the scent <
of pitch pine and twist of scrub oak were in the still of the forest with 'J
the wind in the leaves overhead coming again in the high sound of the a

surf; “All that has lived clamors to live again” was the sound of the surf. 1
So I parked my car where I could look from the pond to the sea and -I

tried to calm myself with these soft and wistful colors, but my heart was
pounding now. I drove on until I came to my trail off this sand road, :-l
and there I stopped and got out of the car and tried to recover that 1
immaculate sense of being alone which these woods had given me 1
before. But I could not. People had been here in the last few days.

As soon as I stepped onto my trail, half hidden by shrubs from the ^1
road, this sense became more keen. I did not halt to look for traces, but ?j
doubtless some could be found. There are subtleties to a stale presence <1

that only the woods can reflect, and as I walked the hundred steps from
the road to my stashing box, I was sweating again in the way I had ia
before on that hot September afternoon when the advance of the hur-
ricane hung over us all.

I went by the marijuana field and its stubble had been beaten to the vfl

ground by rain. Some shame at the haste with which I had cut the stems
this September left me now as uneasy as one feels on encountering an A
ill-used friend, and so I came to a stop as if to pay my respects, and 3
indeed my little plot’had the air of a cemetery ground. Yet I could 1
hardly pause, a panic was too much on me, and therefore I hurried il
farther down the trail past the clearing and in and out of thicket and ;«
stunted pine, and there, another few steps along, was tire most curious '<■



.truth rose up.to_kiss^)=^ll/what•«. didnt realize,was1that the war
in Vietnam was not going to ?erveyas cloacalor our worst emotions-but
instead was going to up the mate' and give us more Carnp, more red-,
neck/more violence in the'sheets,'more teen-age junkies, more polite
society gone ape/ rbare 'ofevei^hing'else, Lyndon was trying1 to ship-
overseas. '/ • " i’5'1 ’

™ o_-- ------- -
A wild good humor—it has been'the wildest summer in years from Watts
to Easthampton; it has.’been wild., ThV truth'is,' maybe we need a war. ;
It may be the last of the tonics.’- From Lydia Pinkham to Vietpam in
sixty years, or bust. We’r.e. the greatest, country ever lived for speeding
up the time. So, let’s do it right, Let’s cease all serious war, kids. Let’s
leave Asia to the Asians. Let us, instead, have wars which are like hup- •
penings. Let us have them every summer. Let us buy a tract of land
in the Amazon, two hundred million acres will do, and' throw in Marines
and Seabccs and Air Forte. Scuba "divers' for .'the river bottom, motor-'
cyclists for the mud-races','carrier pilots landing on bounce-ill decks in
typhoons, invite them all, ith'e'Chink? and the Aussies, the Frogs and the

’ ’■; Part One: Lambi' 89

• ward lands, in order that/the;iijcri“i allegiance' of those new mass men'
: be exactly fd us, ;»'£■?

■■ J For there Is pne*wiay inw^ch’ thp/W.es^'is, Superior to the Communists,-,
and without that/supMlorityj'mass manicihnot_Uve. Mass man is an in-,
satiable man,’ a-mafighancy/of 'direcfioniess "greed, at/the'mercy of his,
secret addiction—)yhich.is tbrt;J',Ndj population ever’ on 'earth has loved'
art so much as' ma^lman/'fp^ifhit is\thh'4pniy.,h^^
that he may .'encouhterl some"great'’ixt Wore,hp;U dwd./Only great, art;
can penetrate into’the; tomb oftoe modern soul, and bring' a moment of

•cease to the' backed-tip’'murders”of the''modern heart''Here,bn-this
violent spit, friends/is the plaicewb,'^e*ab^ad''ih th e'Cold War.' For dur
artists'.are better^'our'writers are,Isetter/our jazz musicians'are better/'
our painters go further,'''our'vision* is more, fierce, it explores more, Jt is
relentless we almost dare to think. It may even prevail if w’e do not burn
too many women and children fighting for? Christ. Oh, Christ, what aSs-.‘
holes be Americans, Sj-i •.«>' .1 -1* . .»> W •' *’ i’F-

Yet it may be too easy to end on. this fine proud and strenuous moral
^pote,. For the sweet bloody truth is not so neat.flf the Lord of the Snopes

went tTwar in Vietnanrbecause finallyhe didn't have the moral courage,
to tty to solve an impossible mix pf,Camp, redneck, civil rights, street .
violence, playboy pornography’.and ail. the glut which J>ugs. our works,
if Lyndon Johnson finally’decided in hi?'fine brain that only a war w as -



MOSCOW, MARCH 1984

:ffAs<\THAT singularly anticlimactic phrase, “a headache-to/ake
home:with the hangover,” brought me to the last.page I had writtenfor
Alpha. I had carried the memoir no further. Sitting on my bed in my
narrow room off the airshaft on the fourth floor of tffriold Metropole in
Moscow, .staring up at an absurdly high ceilingffffhose proportions gave.

an echo of the larger space, which must oniri'have existed in the reign of
the dost Czar, I knew only that I hqdfffot wanted my manuscript to end,
I did not'.wish to be done. Thost. twoi thousand- and more frames of
manuscript on microfilm hadffrten equal to money in my pocket—a primal
safeguard against the rigffrsof a strange and hostile land. Now my capital
had been consumed^ffwas out of the book, and on my own, off on a mission
whose purposeffcould not name but for the inner.knowledge that I knew
it. For if thffanswer was not alive in some cloaked comer of my mind, then
'Why wrfud I be here? -----------
<==^Z thought of Harlot then,and of^his incommensurable vanity. A
legend came back to me.In theffays tfffthe Reflecting Pool, there had been
a night when Harlot entered the office of an assistant who was quartered
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he spoke of an. embodiment. Harlot,' living in the shadovnffUzerzhinsky
Square, was' my embodiment.-^

* ■ ' I might never finish the book of Harry Hubbard and his years in
Saigon,' nor the: stretch, of'.service in.the^-White House :when one lived
through Watergate, no,k nor the commencement "of my love affair with
Kittredge, no, that was as remqpdd as childhood..Unlike God, I had not
been able to present all of rnffcreation. I was out of the documents and on
my own, and my life wfismore exposed than it had ever been, for I was
taking the longest leap of my life. 'Could I be ready to find, my godfather
and ask him, along with everything else I would ask: “Whom? In the
immortal words of Vladimir Ilich Lenin,. ‘Whom? Whom does this all
benefit?^ . >

- '■ TO BE CONTINUED ,





4 December Arkansas Tech Benefit lecture

2:30 pm arrive Witherspoon auditorium (Norris knows where)
Dean Earl Schrock will meet you at the main entrance,
take you to green room

3 pm lecture begins—can be between 60-90 min. including Q&A,
whatever you wish.

4:30 pm reception for all, including some potential donors to
the scholarship fund.

Note: After the lecture, the Student Activities Fund will
give you a check for $6,000 which you endorse back as your
contribution to the fund. They are hopeful that some of those
they've invited to the lecture and reception will also be
moved to break out their checkbooks.

Your contact: Dean Earl Schrock: telephone 501-968-0274
Norris also has this number; Schrock has the Davis' # for

any possible last-minute stuff.
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A REPORTER AT LARGE

DOUBLE MYSTERY
• !

Recent research into the nature oftwins is reversing many of our most
fundamental convictions about why we are who we are.'

BY LAWENCE WEIGHT

ASET of identical-twin girls were
surrendered to an adoption
agency in New York City in the

ninetccn-sixties. The twins, who arc
known in psychological literature as Amy
and Beth, might have gone through life
in obscurity had they not come tcf-the at­
tention of Dr. Peter Neubauer, a promi­
nent psychiatrist at New York University’s
Psychiatric Institute. Neubauer, who was
also an adviser to the adoption agency,
believed at the time that twins posed such
a burden to parents, and to themselves in
the form of certain developmental haz­
ards, that adopted twins were better off
being reared apart from each other.

It was clear that such a separation
would also offer Neubauer exceptional
research possibilities. Studies of twins
reared apart are the most powerful tool
that scholars have for analyzing the rela­
tive contributions of heredity and envi­
ronment to the makeup of individual hu­
man natures. Identical twins are rare,
however, and twins who have been sepa­
rated and brought up in different fami­
lies are particularly unusual. Neubauer
knew of only a handfill of studies exam­
ining twins reared apart, and in many
cases the twins being studied had been
separated late in their childhood and re­
united at some point long before the
study began. Amy and Beth presented an
opportunity to look at twins from the
moment they were separated and to trace
them through childhood, observing at
each stage of development the parallel
or diverging courses of their lives. Such
a study might not lay to rest the ancient
quarrel over the relative importance of
nature and nurture, but one could imag­
ine few other experiments that would be
more relevant to understanding the mys­
tery of the human condition.

By the time Amy and Beth were sent
to their adoptive homes, an extensive
team of psychologists, psychiatrists, pe­
diatricians, and observers was waiting to
follow them as they moved from infancy
to adolescence. Every step of childhood
would be documented through psycho­
logical tests, tests of skills and abilities,
school records, parental and sibling inter­
views, films, and the minutes of several
hundred weekly conferences. Because the
twins had identical genetic constitutions,
the team could evaluate the effects of the '
environment on their personalities, their
behavior, their health, their intelligence.
Broadly speaking, the differences be­
tween the girls as they grew older would
be a measure of the validity of the most
fundamental assumption of analytical
psychology, which is that experience—
and, in particular, our family background­
shapes us into the people that we become.

The agency that placed the children
shortly after their birth informed each set
of potential adoptive parents that the girl
they were adopting was already involved
in a study of child development, and
•strongly urged the adoptive parents to
continue if, however, neither the adop­
tive parents nor the girls themselves were
ever told that the subject of the study was
twins. The sisters were fair-skinned
blondes with small oval faces, blue-gray
eyes, and slightly snub noses. Amy was
three ounces heavier and half an inch
longer than Beth at birth, an advantage
in height and weight that persisted
throughout their childhood. The girls
were adopted into families that were, in
certain respects, quite similar—both were
Jewish, and lived in New York State. The
mothers stayed at home, and in each
family there was a son almost exactly
seven years older than the twin. (In

Beth’s family, there was an older daugh­
ter as well.) In other respects, the envi­
ronments were profoundly different; no­
tably, Amy’s family was lower middle class
and Beth’s was well off. Amy’s modier was
overweight, low key, and socially awk­
ward. Although she had a compassionate
side to her nature, she was an insecure
mother, who felt threatened by her daugh­
ter’s attractiveness. Beth’s mother, on the
other hand, doted on her daughter and
spoke positively of Beth’s personality anil
her place in the family. The team de­
scribed Beth’s mother as pleasant, youth­
fid, slim, chic, poised, self-confident, dy­
namic, and cheerful. Whereas Amy’s
mother seemed to regard Amy as a prob­
lem, a stubborn outsider, Beth’s mother
treated her daughter as “the fun child."
She went out of her way to minimize the
differences between herself and Beth, to
the extent of dyeing her own hair to em­
phasize their similarity. The girls’ fathers
were alike in many respects—confident,
relaxed, at ease with themselves—bur
were as different as the mothers in their
treatment of the girls. Amy’s father came
to agree with his wife that Amy was a
disappointment, whereas Beth’s father
was more available and supportive.

All in all, the research team character­
ized Amy’s family as a well-knit three­
some—mother, father, and son—plus an
alienated Amy. It was a family that placed
a high value on academic success, sim­
plicity, tradition, and emotional restraint.
Beth’s family, on the other hand, was so­
phisticated and full of energy—“frenetic"
at times—and it tended to put more em­
phasis on material things than on educa­
tion. Clearly, Beth was more in the cen­
ter of her home than Amy was in hers.

And how did these identical twins in
such contrasting environments turn out?

Separated-lwins stories feed the fantasy that we might have someone who is not only our mirror but who understands us terfectlv.
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As might be expected, Amy’s problems
began early and progressed in a disturb­
ing direction. As an infant, she was tense
and demanding. She sucked her thumb;
she bit her nails; she clung to her blan­
ker, she cried when left alone; she wet her
bed; she was prone to nightmares and full
of fears. By the time she was ten, she had
developed a kind of artificial quality that
manifested itself in role-playing, made-
up illnesses, and confusion over her sex­
ual identity. Shy, socially indifferent, suf­
fering from a serious learning disorder,
pathologically immature, she was a ste­
reotypical picture of a rejected child. If
only Amy had had a mother who was
more empathic, more tolerant of her
limitations, more open and forthcoming
(like Beth’s mother), Amy’s life might
have turned out far better. If only her fa­
ther had been more consistently available
and affectionate (like Beth’s father), she
might have been better able to negotiate
the Oedipal dramas of latency and might
have achieved a clearer picture of her own
sexual role. If only her brother had been
less strongly favored (like Beth’s brother),
Amy would have been spared the morti­
fying comparisons that were openly
drawn in her family. In theory, if Amy
had grown up in Beth’s family, the
sources of her crippling immaturity
would have been erased, and she would
be another kind of person—happier, one
presumes, and more nearly whole.

And yet in almost every respect Beth’s
personality followed in lockstep with
Amy’s dismal development. Thumb­
sucking, nail-biting, blanket-clenching,
and bed-wetting characterized her in­
fancy and early childhood. She became a
hypochondriac and, like Amy, was afraid
of the dark and of being left alone. She,
too, became lost in role-playing, and the
artificial nature of her personality was
even more pronounced than Amy's. She
had similar problems in school and with
her peers. On the surface, she had a far
closer relationship with her mother than
Amy had with hers, but on psychologi­
cal tests she gave vent to a longing for
maternal affection which was eerily the
same as her identical sister’s. Beth did
seem to be more successful with her
friends and less confused than Amy, but
she was also less aware of her feelings.

The differences between the girls
seemed merely stylistic; despite the dif­
ferences in their environments, their pa­
thology was fundamentally the same.

Did their family lives mean so little?
Were they destined to become the peo­
ple they turned out to be because of some
genetic predisposition toward sadness
and unreality? And what would psy­
chologists have made of cither girl if
they did not know that she was a twin?
Wouldn’t they have laid the blame for
the symptoms of her neurosis on the par­
ents who raised her? Finally, what did all
this say about the fundamental presump­
tions of psychology?

THE separated-twins story is a chest­
nut of American journalism—one

that is guaranteed to gain national expo­
sure, along with stories of pets that have
trekked across the country to find their

j masters. The appeal of the separated-
twins story is the implicit suggestion that
it could happen to anyone. Babies actu­
ally do get lost or separated, and, how­
ever rare such an event may be, it feeds
the common fantasy that any one of us
might have a clone, a doppelganger—
someone who is not only a human mir­
ror but also an ideal companion, some­
one who understands us perfectly. It is
not just the similarity that excites us but
the difference: the fantasy of an identical
twin is a projection of ourselves living an­
other life, finding other opportunities,
choosing other careers, sleeping with
other spouses; an identical twin can ex­
perience the world and come back to re­
port about choices we might have made.

But the story has a darker and more
threatening side, and this may be the real
secret of its grip on our imagination. We
think we know ■who we are. We struggle
to build our characters through experi­
ence; we make ourselves unique by deter­
mining what we like, what we don’t like,
and what we stand for. The premise of
free will is that we become the people we
choose to be. Suppose, then, we meet an
Other who is, in every outward respect,
ourself. It is one thing to imagine an
identical Other who, having lived a sepa­
rate and distinct life, has been marked by
it and become different from us. But
what if, in spite of all the differences, we
and the Other arrive at the same place?
Isn’t there a sense of loss? A loss not only
of identity but of purpose? We are left
wondering not only who we are but why
we are who we are.

The Neubauer twin study is just one
among thousands that have raised these
questions. Over the last decade, there has 

been a tidal wave of twin-based scholar­
ship. There are now so many scientists
seeking to study twins that every August
researchers set up booths under a huge
tent at the Twins Day Festival in Twins­
burg, Ohio, where some three thousand
browsing identicals and fratemals stop to
take'blood-pressure tests or fill out ques­
tionnaires. Recent studies of twinship
have challenged our most entrenched
views of human development and have
capsized cherished beliefs about human
nature—in particular, the bedrock notion
that character is created by experience.
But then twins have been confounding
humanity from the earliest times—al­
most as if they were a divine prank de­
signed to undermine our sense of indi­
viduality and specialness in the world.
Twins are both an unsettling presence,
because they sabotage our sense of per­
sonal uniqueness, and a score-settling
presence, because their mere existence al­
lows us to pose questions we might not
have thought to ask if we lived in a world
without them.

In the United States today, at least
eleven births out of every thousand arc
twins, which is to say that about one per­
son in fifty has a twin (about one-third
of those are identical). That constitutes
a virtual epidemic. Between 1973 and
1990, twin births shot up at twice tfie rate
of singletons, and triplets and higher-
multiple births increased at seven times
the single-birth rate—partly because
many women are waiting until later in
life to have children, and multiple births
are more frequent among older mothers.
Last year, fully a third of all first births
in this country were produced by women
over the age of thirty-five. “But that’s s
only part of it,” says Dr. Louis Keith, a o
professor of obstetrics at Northwestern J
University Medical School, and the "
president of the Center for the Study of |
Multiple Birth. “The real increase in o
twins and triplets in the United States §
did not occur until 1985, when we §
learned how to superovulate women, x
Now doctors are prescribing ovulation- 5
enhancing agents as if they were prescrib- S
ing bubble gum at a children’s birthday 8
P^” ... •<

If twins are important to science be- j
cause they allow us to ask how much of a
our nature arises from our genes and how <■
much from our circumstances, the an- 2
swers have equally profound implica- g
tions for social policy. The hallmark of S 
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liberalism is that changes in the social
environment produce corresponding
changes in human development. But if
people’s destinies are written in their
genes, why waste money on social pro­
grams? Much of tire ferocious argument
over individual and group differences in
intelligence (which has recently been
rekindled by Richard Herrnstein and
Charles Murray’s “The Bell Curve”)
draws upon the fact that there is a closer
correlation between I.C^-test scores of
identical twins than between those of fra­
ternal twins—the difference being an in­
dication of how much of what we call in­
telligence is inherited. Even matters that
would seem to be entirely a reflection of
one’s persona! experience, such as politi­
cal orientation or depth of religious com­
mitment, have been shown by various 

twin studies to be largely under genetic
influence.

All this comes after several decades of
heightened political struggle between
those who believe that people are largely
the same, with differences imposed upon
them by their environment, and those
who conclude that people differ mainly
because of their genes, and that their en­
vironments are largely of their own mak­
ing. Obviously, the roots of liberal and
conservative views arc buried in such
contrary presumptions about human na­
ture. The broad movement from envi­
ronmental determinism to behavioral ge­
netics which has transformed psychology
over the last thirty years has also dramati­
cally altered society’s view of human de­
velopment and become a part of the in­
visible substratum of American politics.

This can be demonstrated by comparing
the climates of opinion that produced the
Great Society, in 1965, and the Contract
with America, in 1995.

These days, even the most dogmatic
environmentalist is willing to admit that
nature influences nurture. The debate has
evolved into a statistical war over percent­
ages—Chow much of our personality or be­
havior or intelligence or susceptibility to
disease is attributable to our genes, as
compared with such environmental fac­
tors as the family we grow up in or the
neighborhood we live in or how long
we attend school. (What the statistics
measure is genetic differences in popula­
tions, not in individuals. We cannot in­
fer from tire statistics that, say, fifty per
cent of anv one individual’s personality is
genetically acquired.) The fulcrum upon

which one side rises while the other
falls is the concept of heritability.
Hcritability, decreed the animal ge­
neticist J. L. Lush in 1940, is the
fraction of the observed variation in
a population that is caused by differ­
ences in heredity. For instance, labo­
ratory rats that arc bred for their in­
telligence in escaping mazes will
grow smarter over the generations,
just as maze-dumb rats will grow
dumber when they arc bred together.
Since there is no difference in their
environments, the difference between
the two populations must be inher­
ited. It is easy to demonstrate the
transmission of traits in plant and
animal populations; in fact, the ma­
nipulation of observable genetic traits
is the basis of selective breeding.

In human beings, however, mat­
ters are more complex. Since selective
breeding is morally out of the question,
scientists must rely on the chance
data that society sends their way. One
of the principal sources of information
about human heritability is twin stud­
ies. Theoretically, if a trait is highly
heritable then it will approach a hun­
dred per cent concordance in identi­
cal twins and fifty per cent in fraternal
twins and other siblings. But environ­
mental factors can also affect traits that
are genetically transmitted. Height,
for instance, is a heritable trait, and in
well-nourished Western populations
most of the variation in stature is an ex­
pression of the genes. But the genes
require a supportive environment in
order to be expressed in the first “You've been around here longer than I have. What are 'congressional ethics’?"
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place. A population that exists on the
brink of starvation can have little variation
in height, because growth is arrested;
there is no way of telling who has tall genes
and who has short ones. If one group
within a population enjoys an abundant
diet while the rest are starving, the varia­
tion in height is largely environmental.

Identical, or monozygotic (MZ),
twins are thought to result from the split­
ting of a single fertilized egg—a zygote—
in a form of asexual reproduction. Fra­
ternal, or dizygotic (DZ), twins are
thought to be the product of two sepa­
rate eggs, indcpendendy fertilized. Thus,
identical twins arc clones, having identi­
cal genes, whereas fraternal twins share
only fifty per cent of their genes on aver­
age. The existence of these two types of
twins creates a statisticaljopportunity that
has contributed to the expanding field of
behavioral genetics, which is built on
heritability'estimates. Behaviors as di­
verse as smoking, insomnia, marriage and
divorce, choice of careers and hobbies,
use of contraceptives, consumption of
coffee (but not, oddly enough, of tea),
menstrual symptoms, and suicide have all
been found to have far higher rates of
.concordance for identical than for frater­
nal twins—a finding that suggests these
traits to be more influenced by genes
than was previously suspected.

A survey of Australian twins in the
early nineteen-eighties also found a sur­
prisingly significant genetic component
for attitudes toward such wide-ranging
political and social issues as apartheid, the
death penalty, divorce, working mothers,
and some forty other subjects. Only on a
modey assortment of topics—coeduca­
tion, the use of straiqaekets, and pajama
parties—was there no meaningful genetic
influence on individual attitudes. An es­
pecially interesting, and ongoing, Swed­
ish study of elderly twins, begun in 1984
by Professor Robert Plomin, a behavioral
geneticist at the Institute of Psychiatry in
London and at Pennsylvania State Uni­
versity, looked at life events such as di­
vorce, retirement, illness, the death of a
child, the mental illness of a spouse, and
financial reverses—many of which might
seem, almost by definition, to be acci­
dents of the environment. The research­
ers concluded that, in many respects,
identical twins who had been reared apart
were even more alike in terms of their
major life events than identical twins who
had been reared together.

Underlying these startling findings is
an insistent unanswered question: How?
Is there a gene for neurosis or Alpine ski­
ing or traditional values? Nothing in mo­
lecular biology suggests anything of the
sort It is more likely that configurations of
genes shape behavior than that a single gene
exercises autonomous control over certain
kinds of actions. This is especially true of
complex functions such as intelligence.

Because supporting molecular evi­
dence has been slow in coming, in most
cases the only proof of genetic influence
on personality and behavior still
comes from twin and adoption
studies, which examine unrelated
individuals reared together (thus
complementing studies of twins
reaped apart). Numerous twin stud­
ies have shown that alcoholism is an in­
herited disorder, for example, identical
twins are much more alike in their drink­
ing patterns than fratcrnals, and if these
patterns lead to alcoholism it’s more
likely that both twins will be alcoholics.
But even if alcoholism is genetically
rooted it is clear that environment plays
a significant role in much of drinking be­
havior. Alcoholism is rarely a problem
in religious cultures where drinking is
forbidden. '

Homosexuality appears to be moder­
ately heritable among males and less so
among females. A stretch of X chromo­
some has been implicated in some in­
stances of male homosexuality, but it
leaves open the question of what, exacdy,
is inherited. -“The fairest thing to say is
drat nobody knows,” Richard C. Pillard,
a professor of psychiatry at the Boston
University School of Medicine, says. “Is
it a propensity to like somebody who is
sort of the same as you versus somebody
who’s different, or to like a man versus a
woman, or to be very sensitive, or what?
To me that’s the payoff question. What
is that little brain up there doing that’s
making you different?”

One reason for the dearth of such
knowledge is that research involving the
genetic underpinnings of behavior has
often been discouraged. When Dutch
scientists announced, two years ago, that
they had found a connection between a
genetic defect and a form of familial ag­
gression, they were denounced for even
considering a genetic basis for violent
behavior. In this country, the National
Institutes of Health, facing charges of
racism, pulled the rug out from under a 

planned 1992 conference on “Genetic
Factors in Crime” and scaled back re­
search into the causes of violence. Again
and again, when genetic research turns
toward human nature, and away from
simple biology, politics swamps the dis-
cussio\and often sinks the research
efforts.<

HE most powerful studies in behav­
ioral genetics are of twins who 

have been reared apart, and the most in­
fluential of these studies have been con­

ducted at the University of Min­
nesota by Professor Thomas J.
Bouchard, Jr. A tall, shambling
man of fifty-seven, Bouchard
wears suspenders and looks as if
he’d be more at home sharing a 

cup of coffee with the local dairy farmers
than sorting through the computerized
data bank in the university’s Center for
Twin and Adoption Research, which he
founded. Largely because of Bouchard
and his team, the University of Minne­
sota has been the epicenter of twin stud­
ies since 1979. It was then that Bouchard
read a newspaper story about Jim Lewis
and Jim Springer, identical twins who
had been separated at birth and reunited
thirty-nine years later.

Each of the Jim twins, as they were
called, was six feet tall and weighed'a
hundred and eighty pounds; they looked
as much alike as any other identical pair.
At their reunion, they discovered that
each had been married twice, first to a
woman named Linda and then to a
woman named Betty. Jim Lewis had
named his firstborn child James Alan,
and Jim Springer had named his James
Allen. In childhood each twin had
owned a dog named Toy. They had en­
joyed family vacations on the same beach
in Florida and had worked part time in
law enforcement. They shared a taste for
Miller Lite beer and Salem cigarettes.

At the time, only nineteen cases of re­
united identical twins had been reported
in the United States. Few had been
reared by families who were not biologi­
cally related, and that made the Jims all
the more exceptional—almost perfect for
a behavioral geneticist who had spent
his career trying to tease apart the influ­
ences of nature and nurture on the hu­
man personality. Bouchard excitedly
persuaded university officials to provide
grant money to initiate a study of the Jim
twins. “It was iust sheer scientific curios­
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ity,” Bouchard says now. “I thought we
were going to do a single study of a set
of twins reared apart. We might have a
little monograph.”

The morning the tests were to begin,
Bouchard took the Jims to breakfast. He
intended to brief them on the particulars
of the study, but it was the first time he
had ever worked with twins, and he
found himself obsessing over little things
about them—the way each one had bit­
ten his nails, for example. Each of the
Jims had a peculiar whorl in his eyebrow,
and Bouchard started absently counting
the number of hairs in their brows.
“You’re staring at us,” one told him.
Bouchard apologized. He had been stag­
gered by the similarities of their gestures,
their voices, and the morphology of their
bodies. These two men- had lived e'ntirely
separate lives, and yet if Bouchard dosed
his eyes he couldn’t tell which Jim was
talking.

Since the Jims’ first visit, more than a
hundred other reared-apart twins have
come to the Twin Cities to spend a week
in Bouchard’s laboratories, in Elliott
Hall. In the tests, which usually start on
Sunday afternoon and go through the
following Saturday, twins undergo a va­
riety of personality assessments and
medical examinations, induding X-rays,
cardiograms, and blood tests. They have
their fingerprints taken and their aller­
gies evaluated. They submit to a sexual-
history questionnaire that is so intimate
that some twins decline to finish it. By
the end, Bouchard’s team will know as
much about each of the twins as it is pos­
sible to measure in fifty hours of testing.
The researchers will know what both
twins eat, the books they read, their
sexual orientation and predilections, the
television shows they watch, how much
their hands quiver when they hold a stick
in a hole, their musical tastes and talents,
their fears and phobias, their childhood
traumas, their pulse rates at rest and un­
der stress, their hobbies, their values, the
amount of decay in their teeth, the way
they sit in a chair. Because of the Min­
nesota project, separated twins have be­
come one of the most densely studied
populations in the history of psychology.

Besides the Jims, many memorable
personalities have passed through Elli­
ott Hall. Among the early pairs were
Daphne Goodship and Barbara Herbert,
who, like the Jims, had been adopted
separately as infants and lived apart for

UPON WINNING ONE’5 FLIGHT IN
THE SENIOR. FOUR.-BALL

Oh, where have they gone to—the eight-iron stiff to the pin,
after two less fortunate shots, setting Up a par,
the calmly stroked putt that snatched a win away
from the staggered opponents; the hefoic' long drive
that cleared the brook on the fly by a foot or two;
the bravely slashed wedge that lifted the plugged ball
up in a sea-spray of sand to bobble blindly toward the hole?

How can these feats matter so little, so soon after
they mattered so much? The blood thrumming in the temples,
the rushes of love for one's doughty, erratic partner,
the murderous concentration upon imaginary
abstractions carved in the air by sheer sinew and bone
boiled down to a trinket of silver, a tame patter
of applause in the tent, a pleasantry, a loss.

—John Updike

thirty-nine years. Barbara had gone to a
modest home in Hammersmith, a bor- >
ough of London, as the daughter of a city
gardener. Daphne had a middle-class
childhood north of London, in the town
of Luton, where her father was a metal­
lurgist. When they finally met, at King’s
Cross Station in London, in May of
1979, each was wearing a beige dress and
a brown velvet jacket. Right away, they
noticed they had identical crooked little
fingers—a small defect that had kept
both of them from ever learning to type
or to play die piano. There were other
commonalities that were harder to ex­
plain. Both had the eccentric habit of
pushing up their noses, which they called
“squidging.” Both had fallen down the
stairs at the age of fifteen and had weak
ankles as a result. At sixteen, each had
met at a local dance the man she was go­
ing to many. The twins suffered miscar­
riages with their first children, then pro­
ceeded to have two boys followed by a
girl. And both laughed more than any­
one else they knew, prompting them
to be nicknamed the Giggle Twins.
Bouchard was interested in the fact that
each fell silent whenever the conversation
turned to provocative subjects, like poli­
tics. In fact, neither had ever voted, ex­
cept once, wKn she was employed as a
polling clerk.

Among other twins who came to
Minnesota to be quizzed and probed and
bled and recorded were Jack Yufe and

Oskar Stohr. They were born in Trin­
idad in 1933 and were split apart a tew
months later by a bitter divorce, brought
on by their father’s violent bchawor. Jack
stayed in Trinidad with their father, a
Jewish merchant in Port of Spain. Oskar
went to live in the all-female household
of their German maternal grandmother.
While Oskar was preparing to bccoipe a
member of the Hider Youth, Jack was
exploring his Jewish identity. At the age
of sixteen, he was sent to Israel to work
on a kibbutz. In 19S4, he decided to emi­
grate to the United States, and stopped
off in Germany to meet his brother for
the first time since their separation. The
reunion was chilly and brief. Then,
twenty-five years later, Jack’s wife read
about the Jim twins and the Minnesota
studies, and Jack decided that it might be
a good idea to meet his twin again, this
time on neutral ground. He got in touch
with Bouchard, and the professor eagerly
agreed to fly them both to Minneapolis.

Bouchard was standing with Jack at
the Minneapolis airport when Oskar got
off the plane. T remember Jack pulling
in his breath, because Oskar walked ex­
actly the same way he did,” Bouchard
says. ‘They have a kind of swagger to
their bodies.” Each sported rectangular
wire-rimmed glasses, a short, clipped
mustache, and a blue two-pocket shirt
with epaulets. They shook hands but did
not embrace. Bouchard thought that they
would be an ideal pair for detecting en­
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vironmental influence. The contrasts in
their upbringing, their cultures, and their
family lives were overwhelming. More­
over, they didn’t seem to like each other
enough to mythologize their similarities,
as critics of twin studies have suggested
that twins tend to do.

As it turned out, Jack and Oskar were
full of quirky habits in common, such as
storing rubber bands on their wrists,
reading magazines from back to front,
flushing the to'det before using it, and
dipping buttered toast in their coffee.
They also enjoyed startling people by
sneezing in crowded places. They dif­
fered in certain obvious respects; Os­
kar, for instance, was married, while Jack
was divorced, but Jack noticed that Os­
kar expected his wife to 'take care of all
his needs without question—much its
he himself had done when he was mar­
ried. Jack regarded himself as a liberal
Californian, an'd he saw his brother as
“very traditionalistic, typically German.”
Oskar was a skier, Jack was a sailor.
Oskar was a devoted union man, Jack a
self-employed entrepreneur. Of course,
they had lived profoundly different lives,
so they differed completely in their
memories, their experiences, their reli­
gious and political orientations—in other
words, their interior worlds, the raw stuff
of selfhood. And yet their personality
profiles were strikingly similar.
Bouchard observed that their
tempos, their temperaments,
their characteristic manner­
isms were far more alike than dif­
ferent—similarities that were all
the more surprising because Os­
kar had been reared entirely by
women and Jack had grown up
with their father.

The mountain of data com­
piled by the Minnesota team,
along with ongoing twins re­
search in Boulder, Stockholm,
and Helsinki, has stunningly
tipped the balance in the nature-
versus-nurture debate. Bouchard
and his team have assessed a va­
riety of personality characteris­
tics, such as sense of well-being,
social dominance, alienation,
aggression, and achievement,
which they described in an im­
portant article in the Journal of
Personality and Social Psychology
in 1988. They concluded that
identicals reared apart were as 

much alike as identicals reared together.
Moreover, there was not a single one of
those personality traits in which fraternal
twins reared together were more alike
than identicals reared apart. How could
this be? Wouldn’t twins who had grown
up in the same family, gone to the same
schools and churches, and been exposed
to the same values and traditions have
been similarly shaped by those influ­
ences? If, as the Minnesota team was
claiming, half of the variance in person­
ality in a population was genetic in ori­
gin and the other half was environ­
mental, why wouldn't identical twins
reared together be far more alike in their
personalities than identicals reared
apart?

The answer to this paradox had been
suggested before, but not with the force
of so much data. The Minnesota team
asserted that almost none of the environ­
mental variance was due to sharing a
common family environment; rather,
most of the differences that could be at­
tributed to environmental causes arose
from unshared experiences—in other
words, the lives the twins led outside the
home. Bouchard and his colleagues re­
peated this assertion in a disturbing 1990
article in Science. “The effect of being
reared in the same home is negligible for
many psychological traits,” the Minneso­

tans wrote. “We infer that the diverse
cultural agents of our society, in particu­
lar most parents, are less effective in im­
printing their distinctive stamp on the
children developing within their spheres
of influence;—or are less inclined to do
so—than ha’s been supposed.”

X

CONSIDERING all that we’ve learned
about human nature from study­

ing twins, it’s astonishing to realize how
little we know about the twinning pro­
cess itself. In spite of the burst of twin­
based scholarship in recent years, much
that is commonly believed to be true
about twinning is cither wrong or in dis­
pute. It is not clear, for instance, whether
twinning is a kind of birth defect or, con-
trarily, whether birth defects arc caused
by twinning (or if, indeed, cither has any­
thing to do with the other). We don’t know
what significance, if any, to attach to the
elevated incidence of left-handedness
among both kinds of twins. It is not even
certain whether fraternal twins always
come from two eggs or sometimes from
one that has split before fertilization. We
are just now learning that twins arc dif­
ferent in particular ways from singletons
(their teeth are more symmetrical, for ex­
ample), but we don’t know why or what
that means. In sum, we don’t know who
twins are or how twins happen. We only , 

"Josephine, my man!'
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presume to know what they tell us about
who we are.

So much depends on a phenomenon
about which we know so little. Even the
prevalence of twins is a subject of puzzle­
ment and controversy. With the increas­
ing use of ultrasound to detect early preg­
nancies, we now know that twinning is a
far more common occurrence than any­
one had previously imagined. Although
only about one out of eighty or ninety live
births produces twins, at least one-eighth
of all natural pregnancies begin as twins.
Many of us singletons, in other words,
began life as something more—as part of
a pair.

Doctors equipped with color-Doppler
and vaginal ultrasounds and high-speed
scanners have been able to observe mul­
tiple pregnancies as early five weeks af­
ter conception. “People are picking up
twin pregnancies the size ofgarden peas,”
says Professor Charles E. Boklage, a de­
velopmental biologist at the East Caro­
lina University School of Medicine and
a well-known maverick in the world of
twin biology. “They’re seeing a lot more
twins than they ever knew were there.”
Many doctors have undergone the un­
nerving experience of spotting twin em­
bryos one month, only to find a single-
ton the next time they looked. What was
happening? At the Third International
Congress on Twin Studies, held in Jeru­
salem in 1980, this question was raised,
and one of the participants cried out,
“Vanishing twins!”—thus giving a name
to a phenomenon that has caused as
much confusion as excitement.

Boklage studied reports of three hun­
dred and twenty-five twin pregnancies
and found that sixty-one ended as twins,
a hundred and twenty-five as single-
tons, and die remainder—a hundred and
eighty-six—as a complete loss: a measure
of how risky twin pregnancies are. Often
the only external sign of a vanishing twin
is vaginal bleeding. “The so-called phe­
nomenon of the 'vanishing-twin syn­
drome’ is neither phenomenal nor a syn­
drome,” Boklage contends. “It is much
too common to be considered phenom­
enal, and it occurs for too many reasons
to be considered any kind of syndrome.”
He says that most pregnancies, whether
multiple or single, fail anyway, so it is not
as surprising as it seems that twins often
disappear. “Somewhere in the vicinity of
ten to fifteen per cent of us—and that’s
a minimum estimate—are walking around 

thinking we’re singletons when in fact
we’re only the big half,” Boklage says. He
estimates that for every set of twins bom
live there are at least six singletons who
are survivors of twin conceptions.

Twins are far more susceptible to the
birth defects, spontaneous mutations,
and vascular problems that threaten early
life. Simply being a twin is stressfill and
raises the odds.against survival. Because
all twins battle in the womb for space and
nutrition, the experiences of twins before
birth may be considerably different from
those of singletons. “Twins compete
physically,” says Dr. Louis Keith, of
Northwestern. Several years ago, one of
the doctors on his staff observed twin fe­
tuses fighting. “One punched the other
and the other looked,startled,” Dr. Keith
rectflis. “On another occasion, a doctor
was looking with the ultrasound at trip­
lets, and two of them were kissing, as
clear as day. Among multiples, there is
intrauterine life. They do fight.. They do
kiss.”

There is considerable evidence that
when one twin dies the survivor can
suffer lifelong feelings of guilt. “When
someone loses a twin, the intensity of
grief tends to be higher than with many
other relatives,” says Nancy L. Segal, a
professor of developmental psychology
and the director of the Twin Studies
Center at California State University,
Fullerton. “It’s a loss that only another
twin can understand.” Six years ago, Dr.
Elizabeth Bryan, who is the medical di­
rector of the Multiple Births Foundation,
in London, helped set up the Lone Twin
Network, to proride support for survivors
coping with their grief. “I’ve met quite a
number of people who only discovered
their twin was stillborn—that is, they
only discovered that they were a twin at
all—at some adult occasion such as when
they were about to get married, or their
first child was on the way, and their
mother suddenly said, ‘Your twin died
and I never told you,’ ” Dr. Bryan says.
“Several of them said that the news came
as a profound relief. For the first time,
they understood the loss they’d felt all
their lives”: •

Dr. David .Teplica, a plastic surgeon
in Chicago, has been photographing
twins since. 1988.' “Since my early teens,
I’ve been obsessed with the idea of twin­
ning," the thirty-six-year-old Teplica
says. “I read- everything I could about
twins." Five years ago, he got to know

Dr. Keith and his identical twin, Don­
ald, who is a Pentagon defense contrac­
tor. At their urging, Dr. Teplica turned
his hobby into a more formal project, and
he has already compiled an archive of ap­
proximately six thousand twin portraits.
“There Have been fascinating things that
have come up as part of the whole pro­
cess of collecting these images,” he says.
“It’s now clear to me that almost all sec­
ondary skin characteristics on the head
and face, and probably elsewhere, are ge­
netically predetermined. Freckle patterns,
hair whorls, the first gray hairs, the first
wrinkles on the human face, even the de­
velopment of acne in the same location
on the nose at exactly the same time—
all these things seem to be in some wav
genetically predetermined. Why else
would a set of identical twins from up­
state New York get exactly the same
three little crow’s-feet at the comers of
the eyes? Why would two women from
Texas develop basal-cell carcinoma in ex­
actly the same spot on their left ears
within a year of each other? How can it
be that two cells that were separated just
after conception can cany enough genetic
information to predetermine where your
blackheads will develop when you are
fifty or sixty years old? It’s really very
scary.”

After a year or so of collaboration,
Donald Keith asked Teplica, “David,
why are you so fascinated with twins?
Maybe you are one.” Teplica laughed and
replied, “Donald, I’m not a twin.” But the
next time his mother came to visit
Teplica asked her if there was any chance
that he was a twin. “She turned white,”
he recalls, “and proceeded to tell me how
she had tried to get pregnant for many
years, and when she finally became preg­
nant she was so large, put on so much
weight so quickly, that her physician told
her she would be delivering twins. But
then in the fourth month she had some
cramping, passed some tissue, had some
bleeding. She spent the rest of her preg­
nancy in bed, and delivered only me.
Now, that was before the days of ultra­
sound, but evety indication was that she
did have a twin pregnancy.”

Charles Boklage cites another in­
teresting phenomenon, which, though
it has rarely been detected, may not be
at all uncommon. “Possibly some of us
are twins who are walking around in a
single body,” Boklage says. Such a crea­
ture is called a chimera, after the mytho-
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logical Greek monster that had the head
of a lion, the body of a goat, and the tail
of a serpent. Chimeras are easily pro­
duced in laboratory experiments with
animals, and sometimes occur in nature
within a single species when littermates
fuse together early in their development
in the uterus. Occasionally, blood donors
are found- to be carrying two different
blood types: it could mean that fraternal
twins merged in the womb. Of course,
there is no way to determine whether
identical twins have merged, since their
genes and blood types are the same. In
those cases, the twins don’t vanish; they
amalgamate.

Behavioral geneticists have spent
the last thirty years waging war on

the environmentalist belief that people
are fundamentally alike—that they are
made different only by their families,
their schooling, the traumas of life. Now,
after decades of persuasive twin studies
showing how similar identical twins are,
even when they have been raised in sepa­
rate families, behavioral geneticists must
face the question of why identical twins
differ at all.

In 1981, an unusual set of twin girls
found their way to the office of John
Burn, who was at the Hospital for Sick
Children in London and is now a pro­
fessor of clinical genetics at the Univer­
sity of Newcastle Upon Tyne. Katy and
Jenny were friendly, easygoing eight­
year-old girls, who both wore their dark
hair in pigtails. Both had distinctive dark
round eyes, slender lips, and long faces
that finished in jutting chins. Katy, a
gifted gymnast, had a lively expression
and a bouncy, athletic gait. Jenny was no­
tably shorter and weaker. Her calves were
swollen, giving a false impression of mus­
cularity; in fact, she had difficulty stand­
ing, and she walked with an obvious
waddle. Her scores on verbal-intelligence
tests were also significantly lower than
Katy's, reflecting the duller expression in
her eyes. Further tests demonstrated
something that Professor Bum suspected
but could scarcely believe: the shorter,
weaker, less intelligent twin was suffering
from muscular dystrophy, the other twin
showed no sign of the disease. And yet,
according to DNA tests, the twins were
identical.

The twins presented, as it were, twin
mysteries. Like hemophilia and red-
green color blindness, muscular dystro- THE HAMPTONS EXPRESS Toprvux Mart Zuckerman, Kim Basinger,/Hr Baldwin,
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phy is carried on the X chromosome.
Specifically, it is a flaw in the dystro-
phene gene, which gives integrity to the
muscle membranes and allows them to
contract and relax. The form of the dis­
ease manifested in Jenny, called Duchenne,
is particularly savage, and what surprised
Bum was that it is a genetic disorder nor­
mally serfn only in boys. A progressive
wasting illness, it almost always leads to
death by the age of twenty. Since few
males with Duchenne muscular dystro­
phy live long enough to reproduce, the
flaw is carried through the maternal line.
Yet here was a young girl with all the marks
of full-bore Duchenne, which did in fact
continue its remorseless progression over
the next several years, confining her to a
wheelchair by the age of eleven and kill­
ing her at sixteen. Why, Bum wondered,
did this girl suffer from a disease that is
supposed to be found only in boys? Even
stranger, how was it that her identical-twin
sister was spared this appalling destiny?

When Bum looked in the scientific lit­
erature, he discovered that this wasn’t the
first time that one of a set of identical­
twin girls had exhibited signs of muscular
dystrophy and the other had not. Because
the disease is carried on the X chromo­
some, Bum reasoned, the discordance be­
tween the two girls must have something
to do with X-chromosome inactivation, i
Females, of course, carry two X chromo­
somes, whereas males have an X and a Y.
When a female zygote discovers that it has
twice as many X chromosomes as it re­
quires, an interesting process follows: half
of its X chromosomes arc turned ofi.
One way of understanding this is by
looking at calico cats, which arc exclu­
sively female. Genes for fur colors are car­
ried on the X chromosome: there is one
gene for black-and-white coat colors and
another gene for the orange-marmalade
color. A male cat may be either black-
and-white or orange, but the female,
through X inactivation, may choose one
or the other X chromosome from each pair.

“If you took a normal girl and looked
at a thousand cells, you’d expect five hun­
dred of those cells to be using the moth­
er’s X and five hundred to be using the
father’s X—just like tossing coins,” Bum
reasoned. “Now and again, very rarely, a
girl will toss heads in every cell, and not
tails, and switch ofFall her good copies.”
As it turned out, Bum was right: the af­
flicted twin was using only the mother's
X, whereas her unaffected sister was us-
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“There's still something about a Yalie-Smithie
wedding that gives me major goose bumfs. ”

we shouldn’t try to explain everything at
once.”

Clearly, some identical twins are more
identical than others. “Some of the dif­
ferences are traceable to the very early pre­
natal stages—unequal nutrition, unequal
blood supplies,” Nancy Segal says. “Twins
never have identical fingerprints. One twin
may be (right-handed, one left-handed.
One may dominate in certain situations
and one may be more submissive. There’s
a spectrum along which twins differ."
Identicals can be dramatically discordant
for facial and other physiological features,
such as cleft lip or cleft palate. An MZ
twin who is the product of a placenta that
was only marginally attached to the
womb may develop into a miniature ver­
sion of his sibling—as in the Hollywood
gag that brought together Danny DeVito
and Arnold Schwarzenegger as long-lost
twins. There have even been instances—
at least three are known—of genetically
identical twins who were of different
gender. In each case, one of the pair was
bom with only one X chromosome and
no Y. (It takes a Y chromosome to make
an embryo male.) Somehow, possibly be­
cause of the twinning process, that twin
grew from cells that didn’t have the Y
chromosome, and so had become a fc-

, male by default. “None of the charac­
teristics of identical twins correlate per­
fectly,” Segal says. “Even among iden-

ing only the father’s X. Could this differ­
ence in the two girls, which explained
why one of them had muscular dystro­
phy, also be a cause of twinning? That
might account for the excess of girls
among identical twins in general.

Burn and a colleague, Judith Good­
ship, arranged to collect the placentas of
all twin girls bom in the Newcastle re­
gion over a period of two years. DNA
tests of the umbilical cords determined
whether the twins were MZ or DZ.
Burn had predicted what the survey
showed: that identical-twin girls were
more likely to have skewed distribution
patterns of the X chromosome. The rest
of his theory, however, posited that if one
twin had an excess of the mother’s X,
then the other would mirror her by hav­
ing an excess of the father’s—that it was
something about the tug-of-war that had
caused the zygote to break apart in the
first place. What he and Goodship found
was that if one twin had an excess of the
mother’s X, tire other was just as likely to
have only the father’s, or some of the 

mother’s and some of the father’s, or all
of the mother’s—it didn’t seem to mat­
ter. Yet the MZ girls as a group showed
more skewing than DZ girls. 'Whatever
causes identical twinning, these studies
show that even though identical twins
share the same genes, a genetic trait
docs not have to be shared,” Bum says.
“The English language is misleading in
calling these twins identical—perhaps we
should use the German term eineiige,
‘one egg.’

“We still need to understand why
monozygous twinning is so common in
humans and so exceptionally rare in other
species,” he continues. “I now think that
it has something to do with chronology.
If you start messing around with the ex­
act timing of ovulation, and fertilization,
and implantation, then you may end up
creating the conditions that allow MZ
twinning to occur. No single magic bul­
let will explain everything. It may be a
fundamental law of physics that the very
things that hold cells together will every
now and again just come apart. So maybe

ticals, there are differences in virtually
everything.”

About twenty-five per cent of all iden­
tical twins show signs of mirror imag­
ing—a reversal of laterality that is most
commonly detected when twins have
opposite-handedness. They may have op­
posite hair whorls, opposite dental pat­
terns, and opposite birthmarks and
moles. In its mildest form, mirror imag­
ing can be a matter of, say, on which side
of the mouth the first tooth appears, but
it can also be more dramatic, as in rare
instances of twins whose organs have
been found on the wrong side of their
bodies. This condition appears in Si­
amese twins—a circumstance that has led
most researchers to conclude that mirror
imaging is characteristic of MZ twins only,
and especially those who have separated
later in development. It became an article
of faith that twins who had opposite­
handedness must be identical—even
when there were obvious differences in
eye and hair color. “It turns out that there
is no difference between identical and 
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fraternal twins in the frequency of left­
handedness,” Charles Boklagc says. And
he speculates that mirror imaging is just
as common among fraternal twins as
among identicals. “My own twin daugh­
ters—I used to think that they were mono­
zygotic twins. I found out not long ago
that they’re not. They always looked prac­
tically identical, but there were impres­
sionistic differences, and one day I dis­
covered why. I held one child up in front
of the mirror. Now, I’m used to seeing my
face in a mirror, but I wasn’t used to see­
ing hers. What it did, of course, was re­
verse the asymmetries in her face.” Her
eyes metamorphosed into the image of
her sister's.

Twins of both kinds have a higher
rate of left-handedness.. Some scientists,
like Luigi Gedda, the director of rhe
Gregor Mendel Institute, in Rome, have
suggested that all left-handed singletons
may be survivors of a vanished-twin pair.
Like twins, lefties are a puzzling minor­
ity whose origins have never been satis­
factorily explained. Their brains develop
differendy from those of right-handers;
for instance, right-handers tend to rely
on the left hemisphere of their brain for
language, whereas left-handers arc more
diffuse in their neurological organization.
They are disproportionately likely to be
alcoholics, psychotics, epileptics, and dys-
lexics, and to suffer from allergies and
auto-immune disorders. Some evidence
suggests that they are also more likely to
be gifted and precocious, especially in
mathematics, presumably because of
their more enriched right hemisphere.
Boklage believes that because “non-right­
handedness” (a term he uses to include
ambidexterity) is found at a higher rate
not only in twins of both types but also
in their family members, there must be a
highly heritable factor that both forms of
twinning have in common.

After infancy, most identical twins are
sufficiently distinct that they can easily be
told apart by their parents and close
friends. A few identical twins are so differ­
ent that they don’t resemble each other
any more closely than ordinary siblings.
Some researchers suspect that certain
differences, particularly in behavior, result
from their separating early in embryogen­
esis, and therefore coming to term in
separate placentas. “There is evidence
now from four studies that placentation
does make a difference in twin resem­
blance,” says Richard J. Rose, a professor 

of psychology and medical genetics at In­
diana University, in Bloomington. Rose
was speaking of behavioral characteristics.
'There’s no genetic variation—they’re all
monozygotic—but our new data suggest
that the early-separating twins are signifi-
candy less alike in many dimensions of
personality. I don’t know quite what that
represents. It could be a consequence of
differences in the in-utcro environment,
or it could simply be'a consequence of the
actual timing of the cmbryological split­
ting in die twinning process. We certainly
do know that genetic differences are not
the cause of these behavior differences,
because they’re all genetic replicas.”

So environment does matter, after all.
But what is it in the environment that
affects us and makes us different from
each other—and different from the selves
we might have been if genes alone con­
trolled who we are? The differences be­
tween identical twins may turn out to be
more informative than the similarities.

ONE of the most provocative ques­
tions in the entire naturc-vcrsus-

nurture debate concerns the influence of
genes on criminal behavior. Twin stud­
ies in Nazi Germany confidcndy placed
the heritability of criminality at between
sixty and seventy per cent, and that be­
came part of the rationale for sterilizing
criminals. Although more recent Ameri­
can studies tell us that there is a genetic
connection to the anti-social behavior of
very young children, they also
point out that from adoles­
cence on the environment
plays an increasingly impor­
tant role. A Swedish adop­
tion study in 1982 found that
the rate of criminality in
adopted children was 2.9 per
cent when neither their bio­
logical nor their adoptive 
parents had committed a crime; the
figure rose to 6.7 per cent if their adop­
tive parents were criminals and to 12.1
per cent if their biological parents were
criminals. That might seem to be a clear
demonstration of the relative weight of
environment and genetics in determining
anti-social behavior. If both sets of par­
ents were criminals, however, the chance
of the child's being criminal as well was
forty per cent. Together, genes and en­
vironment appear to be several times as
powerful as either force acting alone.

Cancer also shows the effects of genes 

and environment acting in concert. For
more than ten years, Dr. Thomas Mack,
an epidemiologist at the University of
California in Los Angeles, has been
amassing a registry of adult twins with
chronic diseases, and he has now
identified.‘more than fifteen thousand
sets of twins with cancer, multiple scle­
rosis, ancj Lou Gehrig’s disease, among
others. According to Mack’s data, a twin
whose identical twin has multiple sclero­
sis is more than ten times as likely to get
the disease as a fraternal twin whose sib­
ling is afflicted—a finding that demon­
strates how powerfully generic M.S. is.
On the other hand, out of five hundred
sets of twins in which melanoma oc­
curred, there are only ten instances of
both twins’ having the disease, indicating
that despite the generic contribution of
inherited traits such as light skin, an
overwhelming environmental influence is
at work. If you are an identical twin with
breast cancer, which is known to be a fa­
milial disease, the chances that your twin
will also get the disease is about five times
as high as the average. Although the vast
majority of the twins get the disease, the
likelihood of getting breast cancer is
affected by the age of first menstruation:
the younger you are, the higher your
chances for breast cancer in the future.
Mack found that not all identical twins;
get their period at the same time, so there
must be an environmental element trig­
gering the hormones. Breast-cancer rates

also rise with a woman’s age
at her first pregnancy and with
her age at menopause. In each
case, environmental factors
create differences between
identical twins, and those dif­
ferences influence the health
of women who are equally
susceptible to the disease.

One of the most puzzling
features of identical twins is their love
lives. When David Lykken and Matt
McGue, colleagues in the University of
Minnesota Psychology Department,
conducted a study of fifteen hundred sets
of twins, they found that if one identical
twin had been divorced the chances that
the other twin had also been divorced
were forty-five per cent, which is twenty-
five per cent above the average divorce
rate among Minnesotans. Lykken postu­
lates that genes influence divorce rates
through personality characteristics that
contribute to or detract from marital bar- 
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mony. Identical twins tend to have their
first dates at about the same time and to
date with equal frequency. Their sexual
dysfunctions also tend to be very similar.
They marry and begin having children at
roughly the same points in their lives.
The only real difference between identical
twins lies in whom they choose to marry.

When-Louis Keith was in medical
school, in Chicago, he had a friend
named Phyllis Markuson. They dated a
couple of times but were never more than
friends. On New Year’s Eve of 1960,
Phvllis bumped into Louis’s identical
twin, Donald, at the ballet. Louis and
Donald were as physically alike as iden­
tical twins can be—both of them dark­
eyed, long-lashed, fidl-lippcd Latin-lover
tvpes. Donald, who was home from the
Army on leave, was wearing his dress
blues. “There was just something differ­
ent about him, like a spark,” Phyllis re­
calls. “They were both very good-looking.
I think Louis has softer features, espe­
cially around the mouth. Donald is more
angular. His jaw is more set and refined,
which reflects his personality. But who
knows what one sees in another per­
son—physically, emotionally, or intellec­
tually—that makes him different from
everybody else?” Phyllis was instantly
smitten, and so was Donald. Immedi­
ately after the ballet, he called his brother
and asked if he had any romantic inten­

tions toward Phyllis. “Most twins know
that this area is a big, fat hot potato,”
Donald says. Louis told his brother that
he liked Phyllis a lot but wasn’t roman­
tically interested. “Are you sure?” Donald
asked. “I don’t want you to say ten years
from now that I stole a girl you were in­
terested in.”. Donald and Phyllis have
now been married for thirty-two years.
“It's lucky Louis and I don’t have the
same taste in women,” Donald says. “It
would be very difficult going through life
wanting the same spouse.”

Although twins.competing for the
same mate is a staple of television talk
shows, the relationship between the
Keiths and Phyllis is more typical. Two
years ago, Lykken and Auke Tellegcn,
who is also a member of Minnesota’s
Psychology Department, reported the re­
sults of a study of a thousand middle-
aged twins and their spouses, which ex­
amined various widely held assumptions
about mate selection. One such assump­
tion is that people tend to choose mates
similar to themselves. When thq re­
searchers compared sets of twins with the
people they had chosen to marry, they
found that there was a strong correlation
between twins and their spouses in regard
to height, physical attractiveness, educa­
tion, and traditionalism but over all the
twins and their spouses had too little in
common to explain their selection of 

each other. A second assumption is that
we are all looking for someone special,
someone who has certain qualities that
we admire. Presumably, identical twins
who have been raised together will have
the same criteria; after all, they do tend
to make.Very similar choices about
clothes and furniture and vacations. But,
when Lykken and Tellegcn compared
the spouses of identical twins, they re­
sembled each other even less than the
spouses resembled the twins they were
married to; they were hardly more alike
than people who were married to unre­
lated individuals. Another surprise was
the fact that when the twins were asked
to evaluate their twin's spouse, in more
than half the cases they expressed merely
neutral feelings. The spouses, for their
part, returned the favor—although one-
might have expected them to be at least
somewhat attracted to the identical twin.
And, while nearly twice as many hus­
bands of identical twins approved of the
other twin as did the wives ot identical
twins, even among the husbands twenty-
five per cent were not attracted at all to
the identical twin, and only thirteen per
cent said that they “could have fallen for
her myself." Among the wives, the fig­
ure was only seven per cent.

“We are left with a curious and dis­
quieting conclusion,” Lykken and Telle-,,
gen wrote. “Although most human
choice behavior . . . reflects the charac­
teristics of the chooser and of the choice,
the most important choice of all—that
of a mate—seems to be an exception.
Although we do tend to choose from
among people like ourselves, another
person who is remarkably like ourselves
(our MZ twin) is not likely to be drawn
to the same choice wc make." The au­
thors concluded that human pairing is
inherendy random: “Romantic infatua­
tion, we suggest, like imprinting, forms
an initial bond almost adventitiously and
then sustains it long enough, in most in­
stances, for an enduring bond to be
forged by the slower processes of learn­
ing and adaptation that result in compas­
sionate love.”

Several other recent twin studies
have begun to look at what makes peo­
ple happy. The findings so far point to
two independent components of happi­
ness—one called extraversion, or positive
emotionality, and the other called neu­
roticism, or negative emotionality. Curi­
ously, the two traits appear to operate
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independently of each other—and
not, as might be expected, like a
seesaw, in which the rise of one
marks the decline of the other. A
person who is free of negative
moods is not necessarily happy,
just as a person who never experi­
ences positive moods is not neces­
sarily unhappy. Some researchers
have proposed that both extraver­
sion and neuroticism arise out of
particular situations, with positive
experiences leading to positive
emotionality, and negative experi­
ences to negative emotionality.
This is a basic environmentalist
position: that an accumulation of
pleasant experiences will endow a
person with a happy nature, while
unpleasant experiences .have the
opposite effect. Other researchers
assert that both extraversion and
neuroticism are genetically driven.

To test these theories, in 1992
a team directed by Laura Baker, a
professor of psychology at the Uni-
versity of Southern California,
who heads the Southern Califor­
nia Twin Project, recruited some

“Rest assured, society will always prefer B-2 bombers.

fifty sets of twins from the Los
Angeles area, who ranged in age
from sixteen to seventy-two. This twin
study was done in conjunction with a
family study comprising three genera­
tions of two hundred and twenty fami­
lies. What the two studies found was that
the more closely family members were
related, the more similar they were in ex­
periencing negative emotionality, that is,
levels of this trait were more similar
among DZ twins and siblings, who
share, on the average, fifty per cent of
their genes, than among grandparents
and grandchildren, who share about
twenty-five per cent of their genes. This
finding suggests the presence of a marked
genetic effect where neuroticism is con­
cerned. Predictably, MZ twins were even
more alike in this respect than DZ twins.
But a different conclusion emerged when
positive emotionality was measured.
There the differences between MZ twins
and DZ twins were not nearly so great,
suggesting that shared experiences, in­
stead of genetics, may influence levels of
positive emotionality.

Unhappy natures, as we might as well
call those with negative emotionality,
seem to pass through tire generations in
the genes of descendants. Yet happiness 

seems to be largely a gift of die environ­
ment—including the family environ­
ment. Although countless twin studies
have now documented the paucity of
influence that ordinary families have on
children, Baker’s study suggests that one
thing a good family can do is to make a
child happy.

QK., Senator, we’ll have lunch and
, talk about it,” David Lykkcn said

as he hung up the phone. The state leg­
islator on the other end of the line
wanted to talk about Lykken’s proposal
to require the licensing of parents. “We
already have criteria for parents who
adopt a child,” Lykken told me as he sat
in lus office in Elliott Hall amid piles of
books and research papers. Lykken, who
is the head of the Minnesota twin regis­
try, has gray hair and a Vandyke beard,
and often talks in a quiet voice with his
eyes closed, as if he were in a reverie.
“Typically, the parents have to be ma­
ture,” he continued. “There has to be a
father and a mother, and they have to
have means of support, and they can’t be
actively psychotic or seriously criminal. I
say that our problems are not going to be 

mitigated until we establish similar cri­
teria for those who would produce chil­
dren biologically.”

Although even Lykken considers it
very unlikely that his licensing plan will
become law anytime soon, it is social en­
gineering like that that causes people to
be terrified ofbehavioral genetics. “A lot
of social scientists are so scandalized bv
my proposals that they think I must be a
Fascist," Lykken says. “But I consider
myself a political atheist.” Lykken is a
well-respected researcher who is known
for taking authoritarian positions on
public policy. He has just published a
new book, “The Antisocial Personali­
ties,” in which he contends that what
turns children into sociopaths is not
genes but environment, and particularly
the environment of a fatherless home and
an illiterate mother. “It has become part
of the received knowledge from twin
studies in recent years that being reared
together in the same home docs not make
siblings more alike, and that puzzles
people,” Lykken said. “The one real ex­
ception to that is socialization—learning
how to avoid breaking the rules that are
necessary for living together. We know 
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that criminality runs in families. Thirty
per cent of arrestees have a brother al­
ready in the slammer. There’s no ques­
tion that the small group of chronic
criminals who arc responsible for sixty
per cent or more of crime in this country
tend to come from the same areas, the same
social classes, the same families. When
you look at the sorts of environments in
which the typical juvenile delinquent
grows up, you don’t need a study in or­
der to be convinced that this is a patho­
genic environment. It’s mind-boggling,
the kinds of homes in which several mil­
lion American adolescents arc currendy
developing into little sociopaths.”

Lykkcn acknowledges that under his
plan a disproportionate number of the un­
licensed parents would be black, since he
says that illegitimacy is some six time’s as
high among blacks as among whites. “I
think that this is the explanation for the
difference between black and white crime,"
he said. “One-eighth of the population is
responsible for about half the violent
crime. That is because such a high pro­
portion of black males arc reared with­
out fathers. So, if we could accomplish,
by some magic, a reduction to a very low
level of illegitimacy in both races, crime
rates would plummet and would equalize
between the races, and even LQ^ differ­
ences would be smaller than they arc.”

Race and I.CL arc the bugbears of be­
havioral genetics, because of historically
lower I.Qi scores among blacks. At the
center of the I.CL controversy is Sandra
Scarr, a former colleague of Lykkcn and
Bouchard at the University of Minnesota,
who is now a professor of psychology at
the University of Virginia. Scarr was one
of the first researchers to conduct twin
studies in minority racial populations.
Brilliant and dauntingly prolific, much
praised and often damned, Scarr has
divided the academy because she has
insisted on applying the insights of be­
havioral genetics to developmental
psychology.

Early in her career, Scarr began study­
ing why so many black children did
poorly on tests and in school achieve­
ment. She wondered whether it was a re­
sult of sociocultural disadvantage or ge­
netically based racial differences. This was
a forbidden question in 1967, when Scarr
first started studying the records of black
and white twins in the Philadelphia pub­
lic schools. Two years later, the Berkeley
psychologist Arthur Jensen stirred up a

LIZARD AND I

The early sun skins us. He’s crept from beneath
an ivy cover to stretch beside me, a twig
in straw, rock wedge, sack of breath,

The sun hazes the ground straight across,
a trained spotlight casting all nearby
in silhouette: field, poplar, ridgeline.

I’m counting out days like coins, a hoard.
I’m presuming nothing but this bright effusion
outside the bicker and crush, the should and hurt)'.

Our airwaves play Disaster other hours.
I’ve raised him five. He’s seen me. No one cares.
We’re alive at the start. The lavender nods with bees.

—Sandy Solomon 

nasty debate by airing his theory, based
on I.Q^-test scores, that whites arc ge­
netically superior to blacks in intelligence.
Two years later, Richard J. Hcrmstein, a
Harvard psychologist, followed with an
article in The Atlantic on I.CL, in which
he disowned Iris previous environmental­
ist stance. (That article was widely dis­
cussed and became the basis of “The Bell
Curve,” which was published last year,
shortly after his death.) Having observed
the public pillorying of Jensen and Herm-
stcin when their articles appeared, Scan-
decided that if her data supported a sub­
stantial relationship between African an­
cestry and low intellectual skills she was
prepared to leave the country. “There
was no point in documenting yet again
that on average blacks score lower than
whites,” Scarr says. “So I turned to test­
ing black twins in order to look at the ge­
netic and environmental variation within
the black community.”

One of the most striking findings of
Scarr’s early work on twins was that,
while studies had shown a doser corre­
lation between the I.CL scores of white
identical twins than between those of
white fratemals, the scores of both iden­
tical and fraternal black twins were simi­
lar. A set of black fraternal twins was less
likely to range widely in intelligence;
there was less likely to be one dever and
one slow twin. Scarr speculated that the
differences were suppressed by the dep­
rivations of the black children's environ­
ment. When she compared the I.Q^

scores for white children at the bottom
of the socioeconomic ladder, it turned
out that environmental differences were
just as important for them. Scarr’s find­
ings suggested that inner-city black chil­
dren (and white children in the same se­
verely deprived circumstances) could
have the genes for a higher intelligence
than their environment permitted them
to express. In 1972, soon after Scarr be­
gan teaching at the University of Min-’
nesota (a move that seems almost inevi­
table for anyone interested in twin
studies), she and one of her students, An­
drew Pakstis, decided to test Jensen’s the­
ory that intelligence differences between
blacks and whites were genetic in ori­
gin. Scarr and Pakstis reasoned that if
Jensen was right children of mixed black
and white ancestry (as is the case with
most African-Americans) would score
higher on intelligence tests according to
their proportion of white ancestry. But

■ subsequent tests of Philadelphia twins
found no relation between intellectual­
performance scores and degree of white
genetic background.

Then Scarr, along with Richard A.
Weinberg, a psychologist who worked
with her at Minnesota’s Institute of
Child Development, went on to study a
hundred and thirty black and mixed-race
children, ranging in age from four to
twelve, who had been adopted by well-
off white families. The average I.CL of
these children was 106, which was higher
than the average white I.CL and well 



61

above the average score of 90 for black
children in the region. The earlier the
children had been adopted, the better
they fared. Scarr and Weinberg esti­
mated that the scores of these early-
adopted children could be as much as
twenty points higher than those of chil­
dren of comparable age who had been
reared in the black community. It seemed
dear to the two researchers that environ­
ment influenced I.Q considerably: spe­
cifically, being reared and educated in the
culture of the I.Q tests apparently made
a large difference in achievement.

At the same time, however, Scarr and
Weinberg were studying a group of white
adolescents who had been adopted in
early infancy by white families across the
middle range of the socioeconomic spec­
trum. “We were interested in secirtg the
cumulative effects of the family environ­
ment on I.Q. scores,” Scarr says. ‘We
were astonished at the results." The hy­
pothesis of the study was that if family
environment mattered, then at the end of
the child-rearing period adopted chil­
dren should show the maximum effects
of the advantages and disadvantages of
the families that had taken them in.
But what the Scarr-Wcinberg adopted-
adolescent study found was that the I.Q
scores of the adopted adolescents bore no
relation at all to those of the other chil­
dren reared in the same family or to those
of their adoptive parents. ‘We had ex­
pected the children reared in the same
family to resemble one another more in
I.Qand personality than the young chil­
dren in our transracial study, but we were
dead wrong on both counts,” Scarr says.
The adopted young black children in the
other study were more similar to their
white siblings than the adopted adoles­
cents in the new study were to their sib­
lings, despite the fact that the adolescents
had spent their entire childhood with
their adopted families and were of the
same race. “This was really interesting,”
Scarr says. “First, we were amazed that
in an adolescent-adoption study we did
not find any resemblances among people
unless they were genetic relatives. This
did not jibe with previous adoption lit­
erature or with our own transracial adop­
tion study. We tried to figure out why
adolescents bore so little resemblance to
their adoptive families.”

Scarr found that children in the same
family who were genetically unrelated
were alike in their early years but grew to 

be different over time. They became
more like their biological parents, whom
they didn’t know, than like the adoptive
parents who raised them—not only in
social attitudes, vocational interests, and
certain personality features, such as preju­
dice and rigidity of belief, but also in I.Q.
A follow-up study of the black and
mixed-race children who were adopted
into white homes found that by adoles­
cence their I.Q scores had fallen to a
point slightly above what would be the
average for their racial and ethnic mix­
ture in the area. It was similar to the pro­
gression of mental development observed
in MZ and DZ twins: the two types start
out life being almost equally alike but di­
verge as they pass through childhood,
with the MZ twins becoming even more
similar and the DZ twins going their
separate ways.

One lesson from die adopted-adolescent
study seemed to be that genetic differ­
ences caused individuals to respond dif­
ferently to similar rearing conditions.
Another was that adopted children reared
in rural or working-class homes did not
differ significantly in their intelligence
from adopted children reared by parents
who were professionals. From these two
findings, Scarr concluded that black and
white children were essentially alike in
their inherent intelligence and in their
ability to achieve in schools, provided
that they were given realistic opportuni­
ties to become part of the culture of the
tests and of the schools. As long as chil­
dren in a population were reasonably
nurtured, Scarr observed, tire individual 

differences between them must be ge­
netic. Therefore, efforts to improve intel­
lectual or academic performance should
concentrate on rescuing those who were
living on the far margins of society—
who were genuinely deprived and were
unable, to gain the skills or knowledge
needed to compete in the mainstream
culturt. ■'

Over the last fifteen years, Scarr has
been refining a new theory of develop­
ment, based largely on her conviction
that environments do influence the in­
tellects of young children. At early stages
of life, she observes, enriched environ­
ments, such as day-care centers with
stimulating programs, can boost a de­
prived child’s achievement. Even young
children, however, are genetically pro­
grammed to create certain experiences for
themselves. For instance, a smiling, gre­
garious baby is more likely to be cuddled
and petted than a fussy and undemon­
strative one. If these two dissimilar in­
fants arc siblings, their experiences of

■living in the same home can be quite
different. As children mature, they gain
more and more control over their envi­
ronment, and actively select from the su­
perabundance of opportunities and expe­
riences those which conform to their
genetic disposition. The distinction be­
tween genes and environment becomes
less and less clear. “The dichotomy of na­
ture and nurture has always been a bad
one, not only for the oft-cited reasons
that both arc required for development,
but because a false parallel arises between
the two,” Scarr wrote (in collaboration 

"It's always poor you, isn’t it, Albert?"
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with her student Kathleen McCartney)
in 1983 in the journal Child Development.
“We propose that development is indeed
the result of nature and nurture but that
genes drive experience. Genes arc com­
ponents in a system that organizes the
organism to experience the world.”

That is why MZ twins become more
similar over time and DZ twins less so.
Identical genes compel MZ twins to ex­
perience the world in a similar manner,
thus reinforcing the similarities of their
natures, whereas the genetic variation of
DZ twins awakens different interests and
talents, which inevitably pull the twins
apart into more distinct individuals.
Identical twins who have been reared
separately may live in different families,
and even in different cultures, but they
evoke similar responses from their envi­
ronment and are disposed by their na­
tures to make similar choices and to build
similar niches for themselves.

In this school of thought, environ­
ment and genes do not represent sepa­
rate, countervailing forces. To some, it
may not even make sense to allocate per­
centages of heritability to, say, I.Q^ or
personality traits, because after one reaches
a certain age the environment is itself a
heritable reflection of one’s genetic dispo­
sition. We make our environments, rather
than the other way around—that is, as
long as the environment we find our­
selves in is not so impoverished or abusive
that normal development cannot occur.
“Good enough” parents, who provide an
average environment to support develop­
ment, will have the same effects on their
children as “superparents,” who press upon
their children every cultural advantage.

“The statement that parents have few
differential effects on children does not
mean that not having parents is just as
good as having parents,” Scarr said, in a
1991 presidential address to the Society
for Research in Child Development. “It
may not matter much that children have
different parents, but it docs matter that
they have parent(s) or some supportive,
affectionate person who is willing to be
parent-like. To see the effects of having
no parents (or parent surrogates), one
would have to return to the orphanages
of long ago ... or see children trapped
in crack houses of inner cities in the
United States, locked in basements and
attics by vengeful, crazy relatives. Really
deprived, abusive, and neglectful envi­
ronments do not support normal devel­

opment for any child.” Despite these ca­
veats, Scarr’s speech was bitterly at­
tacked by developmental psychologists
who oppose her views, believing that they
discourage efforts to improve the welfare
of children—especially black children—
and fail to hold parents accountable for
their children’s behavior. In fairness,
Scarr concedes that parents can have im­
portant effects on children’s motivation
and self-esteem, but she insists that, be­
yond a minimum level of nurturing, they
have little measurable impact on intelli­
gence, interests, and personality.

THE assault of behavioral genetics,
wliich has had academe in tumult

for the last three decades, has only re­
cently begun to affect politics and social
policy, having captured a place in the
popular culture. Although twin studies
are rarely a conspicuous feature of policy
debates, they do exert an underlying
force, through the altered understanding
of human development which they have
engendered. Clearly, we have moved from
being a country drat believes in the equal­
ity of human nature and the effectiveness
of government to being one that not only
doubts the ability of government to im­
prove people’s lives but also denies the
possibility of personal transformation.
This shift in perspective is reflected in die
retreat from the social activism of our re­
cent past. One can look at the cuts in
welfare and job-training programs, the
attacks on affirmative action, and the ero­
sion of tax support for public education
as strong evidence that Americans no
longer embrace the ideal that it is possible
to change people substantially by improv­
ing their circumstances.

Given the consequences, it’s not sur­
prising that there has been so much re­
sistance to the portrait of human nature
which has been drawn from twin stud­
ies. When we read about twins who were
separated at birth and are reunited in
middle age only to discover that in many
respects they have become the same per­
son, it suggests to us that life is somehow
a charade: that we only seem to react con­

sciously to events; that the life experi­
ences we think have shaped us are little
more than ornaments or curiosities we
have picked up along the way, and that
the injunctions of our parents and the
traumas of our youth which we believed
to be the lodestones of our character may
have had httie more effect on us than a
book werhave read or a show we have
seen on television—that, in effect, we
could have lived another person’s life anil
still be who we are.

And yet twins may have a different
lesson to teach us. “A philosopher who
was talking about twins said that maybe
it’s freedom that makes identical twins
different,” says Lindon J. Eaves, who is
a human geneticist at the Virginia Com­
monwealth University School of Medi­
cine. "Frankly, I don’t believe that tor a
minute. It could be freedom that makes
them alike.” Eaves runs one of the larg­
est twin studies in the world, known as
die Virginia 30,000, which survey fifteen
thousand twins and their relatives, l ie is
also an Anglican priest, and has conse­
quently reflected on the implications ot
behavioral genetics for the doctrine ol
free will. “I think freedom means some
thing about the capacity of the human
organism not to be pushed around by ex­
ternal circumstances," he says. "I would
argue that evolution has given us odr
freedom, that natural selection has placed
in us the capacity to stand up and tran­
scend the limitations of the environment.
So I think the quest for freedom is ge­
netic. I can’t prove it, but I think it's a
way forward.”

It may be threatening to see ourselves
as victims of our genes, but that may be
preferable to being victims of our environ­
ment. To a major extent, after all, our genes
are who we are. A trait that is genetically
rooted seems somehow more immutable
than one that may have been conditioned
by the environment. This seems to leave
aside the possibility of free choice—or
even consciousness of choice at all. And
yet people who are aware of their natures
are constandy struggling with tendencies
they recognize as ingrained or inborn. It
makes little difference how such tenden­
cies were acquired—only how they are
managed. If it is true that our identical
clone can sort dirough die world of oppor­
tunity and adversity and arrive at a simi­
lar place, then we may as well sec that as
a triumph of our genetic determination
to become the person we ought to be. ♦
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in theff-J-K-LCand standing there in the dark, looked across the interven­
ing distance between himself and the next building. In a lighted office across
the court he saw one of his colleagues kissing a secretary. Harlot promptly
dialed that office, and as he watched, the man separated himself from the
embrace long enough to pick up his phone.

“Aren’t you appalled by yourself?’’ Harlot asked.
“Who is this?”
“God, ” said Harlot and hung up. ==========

fffffThe last time Hugh Montague had spoken to me about God was the
last time I had taken the trip from Langley to his farmhouse on^the^yehr^
of^feeiesd&ne^C^Tsad. He had expatiated that afternoon on the theory
of Creationism, his brilliance, one can certify, not at all diminished.

“Would you say, Harry, ” he inquired, “that two such words as
‘sophisticatedfundamentalist’ make one oxymoron?”

“Can’t see how it wouldn’t, ” I told him.
“Intellectual snobbery, ” replied Harlot, “is your short suit. You

would do better to ponder the meanings that can be extracted from apparent
folly- ”

As so often, a flick into the eye of your ego was the price you paid for
obtaining the products of his mind.

“Yes, ” he said, “Creationists rush to tell us that the world, according
to the Bible, was commencedfive thousand and some hundreds of years ago.
It makes for merriment, don’t it? Fundamentalists are such whole fools.
Yet I said to myself once, ‘What would I do if I were fehovah about to
conceive of this creature, man, who, as soon as I create him, will be
hell-bent—given the equal opportunity I have offered Satan—to discover
My nature. How can that not become man’s passion ? I have created him,
after all, in My image, so he will wish to discover My nature in order to
seize My throne. Would I ever have permitted such a contract in the first
place, if I had not taken the wise precaution to fashion a cover
story?’”

“A cover story?” I did not wish to repeat his words, but I did.
“A majestic cover story. Nothing vulgar or small. Absolutely detailed,

fabulously complete. Just suppose that in the moment of striking that
- agreement with Satan, God brought forth the world complete. Five thou­

sand and some hundreds of years ago, we wm gjven an absolutely reajized
presentation of the world. God created it ^s^^F^^^Ltj.ous'iomptete.
Everyone began to live at the same instant of Creation, t&ffall were given

a highly individual background.
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rhe creation of this imaginary past
was God’s artwork. All who lived, all men, women, and children of all

■ varying tribes and climates, the eighty-year-old, the forty-five-year-old, the
young lovers, and the two-year-old were all created at the same instant that
He placed the half-cooked food on the stone-hearth fire. All of it appeared
at once, the animals in their habitat just so much as the humans, each
creature possessing its separate memory, the plants in command of their
necessary instincts, the earth bountiful here and unfulfilled there, some

■ crops even ready to go to harvest. All the fossil remains were carefully set
■ in the rock. God gave us a world able to present all the material clues that
Darwin would need fifty-odd centuries later to conceive of evolution. The
geological strata had all been put in place. The solar system was in the
heavens. Everything had been set moving at rates of orbit to encourage
astronomers to declare five thousand and more years later that the age of
the earth was approximately five billion years. I like this notion im­
mensely, ’’said Harlot. “You can say the universe is a splendidly worked-

■ up system of disinformation calculated to make us believe in evolution and
so divert us away from God. Yes, that is exactly what I would do if I were
the Lord and could not trust My own creation. ”

of these gatherings is to acquaint you with the factology of facts. One has
to know whether one is dealing with the essential or the circwnfermtial

fact. Historical data, after all, tend to be not pqrticularly^factual and
subject to revision by later researchers. You must look toAstart, therefore,
with the fact that cannot be smashed into subpartid^s of fact. ”

s Yes, I had been delivered from the book of documents into the world,
and all of Russia lay before me. But I had onefact that was essential, even
if it was no more than the hypothesis that,for fact, Harlot was here in
Moscow. A man who could conceive of'the universe as a distortion fash­
ionedfor purposes of self-protectionbyGod was a man to live in monumen-
tal double dealings he had creafafor himself, larger than any agency he
served. No, there could be no reply to why I was in Russia unless I believed
that Hugh Montague wasmere and alive, and I had a fair chance to find
him. For if here, he wduld choose to reside in Moscow as a most honored
colleague of the K&B, yes. Given his wheelchair, he might even be dwelling
within a stones throw of the statue of Dzerzhinsky. I felt one step closer
to the concealed life of my mind. The thought that Harlot might be
inhabmng a room but a few hundred yards away from this room enabled
mfto know at last what Bill Harvey had meant nineteen years ago when
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The Fear of God

Once Zusya prayed to God: "Lord, I love you so much,
but I do not fear you enough! Lord, J love you so much,
but I do not fear you enough! Let me stand in awe of you
like your angels, who are penetrated by your awe-inspir­
ing name." And God heard his prayer, and his name
penetrated the hidden heart of Zusya as it does those of
the angels. But Zusya crawled under the bed like a little
dog, and animal fear shook him until he howled. “Lord,
let me love you like Zusya again!” And God heard him
this time also.

~:-y Zusya is ambitious, he is
intellectually ambitious, he wishes to feel a fear of God

382

The next piece is one of a series written for Comment­
ary as an existential exegesis on Buber’s Tales of the
Hasidim. Metaphor is used here to explain a miracle, so i

„ may as well be remarked that science once saw itself as
the intellectual effort to comprehend -each- separate'
miracles A bout the time (a) miracles ceased or (b) those
posxxkitSiM, senses which could perceive miracle had
withered—then too did metaphor disappear from
science.
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because he is secretly confident he will be able to with­
stand that fear and so acquire more knowledge of the
universe, more revelation of the secrets of God and
Nature. The request is Faustian. Yet God in revealing
Himself further to Zusya terrifies him profoundly. Why?
Does He terrify Zusya because He is Jehovah, a God of
wrath and rectitude, — is the fear
which comes over Zusya a part of the profound fear God
feels Himself, a fear that His conception of Being (that
noble conception orlrran ^“Trreawre of courage and
compassion, art, tenderness, skill, stamina, and
imagination, exactly the imagination to carry this con­
ception of Being out into the dark emptiness of the
universe, there to war against other more malignant con­
ceptions of Being) yes, precisely this noble conception will
not prevail, and instead a wasteful, slovenly, slothful,
treacherous, cowardly, and monotonous conception of
Being will become the future of man—such a fear must
for God be insupportable. It is the heart of existential
logic that God’s ultimate victory over the Devil is no more
uncertain than the Devil’s victory over God—either may
conquer man and so give Being a characteristic Good or
Evil, or indeed each may exhaust the other, until Being
ceases to exist or sinks through seas of entropy into a
Being less various, less articulated, less organic, more like
plastic than the Nature we know. What-a fear is this fear
in God that He may lose eventually to the Devil! What
abysses of anxiety and pits of woe in such a contempla­
tion! Zusya, asking to fear God more, is given instead a
vision of God’s fear. Like any other man, Zusya draws

in terror.
But is not one of the secrets of the miracle just here?

/ The miracleis revealed to those who can bear to undergo
the terror v«§SS>accompanies it. If intimacy with God is
not merely a communion of love but a sharing of the
Divine terror, then the beauty of any miracle delivered by
God is always accompanied by a fear proportionate to the
beauty. Because a miracle is not merely a breach in the
laws of nature, but a revelation of the nature of the God
behind Nature. If one cannot undergo the fear, one does 
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“And-che f ire Auuicd^-

not deserve the revelation. So our taste for smiracles has
left us. Man in the Middle Ages lived with dread as a
natural accompaniment to his day. His senses
uninsulated by the daily use of daily drugs (nicotine,
caffeine, aspigm %altyhol, so forth), his mind not guarded
by a society wteaiwas antisupematural, medieval man
was therefore able to live with gods, devils, angels and
demons, with witches, warlocks, and spirits. Miracles,
while terrifying, were nonetheless a mark of merit. One
was honored to receive them. Whereas we reach quickly
and in terror for the first chemical wwftqfwill ‘ixci.xvMAM-axl

^affect, deaden our senses, damp our madness, or forestall
a miracle. Conversely, we also look to a drug £<ih8uce a
hallucination—because any visitation produced by a
drug is exempt from the terror of engaging the super­
natural. For we know, even as the experience is upon us,
that we are not privy to a vision beyond the lip of death,
but merely are offered a derangement of the senses
produced by chemicals. Our modern pleasure is that one
is witnessing not a miracle but miracle-in-a-theater.

Thtf tale is told: •
The rabbi of Kalev once spent the Sabbath in a nearby

village as the guest of one of the Hasidim. When the hour
to receive the Sabbath had come, someone suddenly
screamed, and a servant rushed in and cried that the
bam in which the grain was stored was on fire. The owner
wanted to run out, but the rabbi took him by the hand.
"Stay!" he said. "I am going to tell you a story. ” The
Hasid stayed.

"When our master Rabbi Zusya was young,” said the
zaddik, “he stoked the stoves in the house of the Great
Maggid, for this duty was always assigned to the youngest
disciples. Once when he was saying the psalms with great
fervor just before the coming of the Sabbath, he was
startled by screams from within the house. Sparks had
fallen from the stove which he had filled with wood, and
since no one was in the living room, a fire had started.

“ 'Zusya!’ he was reproached ‘There’s a fire!’

“ 'No
fire aba
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“ ‘No matter, ’ he replied. ‘Is it not written: And the
fire abated!’ At that very same moment the fire abated.”

The rabbi of Kalev fell silent. The Hasid, whom he still
held by the hand, did not dare move. A moment passed
and someone called in at the window that the fire in the
bam had, gone out.

Mpod-is-the-eaitlrof the miracle, its garden, Its terrain.
The mood created by a fire is always in some part
Satanic. One senses an avid implacable relentless impa­
tience, a greed to consume, a determination to destroy
the material before it, indeed a lunatic intensity within
the fire to appropriate the-Timc which is embodied in the
object which is burning. That is why a fireplace
offers comfort. The fire in this case is smaller than our­
selves; the material it consumes, -the-Timedi-accelerates,

-are subservient to the mood okal® a.d bcawolcnce with
which we study the fire. We have the ability at any
moment to put it out. Wc-are-r.at confronting the force of
the-devil-but-rather deviLin-a-thetjter. In effect, we are
dealing with a commonplace miracle. We invoke the
supernatural power of fire, but we control it..'To
primitive man fire was of course always a miracle, a
dangerous miracle. He did not know, he could not
know—for—he ha<x not euv-inev. ui

-fire.—that he would necessarily be able to control it in
every contingency. So he approached fire with profound
respect, and prayed to various spirits as he put out a fire
in order that the demons in the flame be not offended.
How natural for him to assume that the intensity of the
fire came from the rabidity of the evil contained within
the material. By this understanding, it is not insignificant
that the grain of the Hasid catches on fire. The grain is
his hoarded wealth, his greed, his covetousness. If his
heart has been impure and his plans for what he will do
with the money he obtains from the sale of the grain are
unholy, then the grain—by this. unspoken
logic—becomes filled with everything which is evil in the
Hasid’s soul, and so begins to smolder, then bursts into
flame. The Hasid is read, to run to the bam, the rabbi
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restrains him. When the Hasid pauses to listen to the
! speech of the rabbi, he is in effect ready to relinquish his

wealth. So what has been evil in him expires, and what
has been heat for the flame in the grain is now cooled.
Thus might go the religious logic. The question is
whether this logic is utterly without foundation in the

: real. For philosophically is/not as plausible to assume we
. have a spirit which is communicable to other people and
I. to the very properties of our environment as it is to

assume that spirit does not exist or is not communicable?
And is it not equally or almost equally comfortable to
assume that a fire may be extinguished by a dramatic
shift in mood? Let the burden fall on the philocephe^who
would prove that the existence of a fire can never be
affected by a mood.

THE I
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-------Qne-of them~rsrjTfW=3o°you know beauty isnT’atisiJluieT
Q. Recently I referred in the Realist to Sonny Nunez,/a

dead prizefighter, and Sherri Finkbone, a pregnant wpman,
and I suggested that if she really wanted to gef/ a legal
abortion, she should just sign Tip~for a boxing/match—to
point out the irony that it’s legal to kill a mdn in the ring,
but it’s illegal to remove a fetus from a wrfman. Would you
like to attack that comparison? / '

A. Ah, yes. Atrocious. I think that’s taking a cheap ad­
vantage. In one case a man is killed who is able to defend
himself. In the other, an embryo who may have voyaged
through eternity to be born again is snuffed out because of
his mother’s cultural propensity for socially accepted drugs
like the limb-killer thalidomide.

Q. Both incidents took place in Arizona, and 1 just felt it
was a dramatic way^-

A. If somebod/ takes a handful of shit and throws it
against the walKat a party, that’s dramatic, but it’s distaste­
ful. Your example is distasteful. You were appealing to the
low emotioris in your readers. You have a terrible responsi­
bility in the Realist, because your readers have low emotions
too. Ju^t because nobody could find the sort of stuff that’s
printed in the Realist except in the Realist, there is a danger
that the people who read the sheet are going to begin to
ffnnk there’s something superior about them, just from the

^sheer fact they’re reading the Realist.
0. Hv-you think you're something of a puritan when it

comes to masturbation? ■■
A. I think masturbation is bad.
Q. In relation to heterosexual fulfillment?
A. In relation to everything—orgasm, heterosexuality, to

style, to stance, to be able to fight the good fight. I think
masturbation cripples people. It doesn’t cripple them alto­
gether, but it turns them askew, it sets up a bad and often
enduring tension. I mean has anyone ever studied the cor­
relation between cigarette smoking and masturbation? Any­
body who spends his adolescence masturbating, generally
enters his young manhood with no sense of being a man.
The answer—I don’t know, what the answer is—sex for
adolescents may be the answer, it may not. I really don’t
know.

Q. But can’t one kid start young with heterosexual rela­
tions and yet develop all the wrong kinds of attitudes—while 
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another kid will go through his adolescence masturbating and
yet see the humor of it, see the absurdity of it, know it’s
temporary?

A. I wouldn’t dream of laying down a law with no
variation. But let me say it another way. At the time I was
growing up, there was much more sexual repression than
there is today. One knew sex was good and everything was
in the way of it. And so one did think of it as one of the
wars to fight, if not the war to fight—the war for greater
sexual liberty.
v-MaswrtTd'ritirr was uut
adolescent would ever masturbate, presumably, if he coukT'
1 ave sex with a girl. A lot of adolescents masturbaterbecause
t ley don’t want to take part in homosexuality^'^'

Q. There are certain societies where..:masturbation—
A. All I’m talking about is thejone society I know. I’ll be

d imned if I’m going to be.Jed around with a ring in my
n )se by anthropologjs.tsr''! mean the few I’ve known per-
s mally have ahya-ys struck me as slightly absurd. They’re
1 <e eccen^idSin a comic English novel. I won’t take any
£ athr^pSfogists as a god. T’m^<mre_ they J^^-know A-hnle/

zflklm appetite about •‘ccct^ia_SQereTfE5>’’

‘Tc.tinl rqiniojion. I tfiu’i jl, uuy iciL.ju„TD~il-f-i.d ij^Tf you
have more sexual liberty, why the hell still defend masturba­
tion?

One has to keep coming back to one notion: How do you
make life? How do you not make life? You have to assume,
just as a working stance, that life is probably good—if it
isn’t good, then our existence is such an absurdity that any
action immediately becomes absurd—but if you assume
th^t life is good, then you have to assume that those things
which keep life from happening—which tend to make life
more complex without becoming more useful, more stimulat­
ing—are bad.

Anything that tends to make a man a machine without
giving him the power to increase the real life in himself is
bad.

Q. Is it possible that you have a totalitarian attitude
against masturbation?

A. I wouldn’t say all people who masturbate are evil, prob-.
ably I would even say that some of the best people in the
world masturbate. But I am saying it’s a miserable activity.
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Q. Well, we’re getting right back now to this/notion of
absolutes. You know—to somebodyt masturbation can be
a thing of beauty—

A. To what end? To what end? Who is going to benefit
from it?

Q. It's a better end than the beauty of a bombing.
A. Masturbation is bombing. It’s bombing oneself.,
Q. I see nothing wrong if the only person hurt from mas­

turbation is the one who practices it. But it can also benefit
—look, Stekel wrote a book on autoeroticism, and one of the
points he made was that at least it saved some people who
might otherwise go out and commit rape, .-talk-eftg
stb&ift=e=cfrenTBS^iii=^-

A. It’s better to commit rape than masturbate. Maybe,
maybe. The whole thing becomes very difficult.

JQ Tint mpe--i-n.voh’ps ^omehndy. vie.. .. ...........Ib|l|^r yon^s
A. one is

violence toward oneself; one is violence toward others. And
you don’t recognize—let’s follow your argument and be
speculative for a moment—if everyone becomes violent to­
ward themselves, then past a certain point the entire race
commits suicide. But if everyone becomes violent toward
everyone else, you would probably have one wounded hero­
monster left.

Q. And he’d have to masturbate.
A. That’s true . . . But—you use that to point out how

tragic was my solution, which is that he wins and still has to
masturbate. I reply that at least it was more valuable than
masturbating in the first place. Besides he might have no
desire to masturbate. He might lie down and send his
thoughts back to the root of his being.

Q. I think there's a basic flaw in your argument. Why
are you assuming that masturbation is violence unto one­
self? Why is it not pleasure unto oneself? And I’m not de­
fending masturbation—well, I’m defending masturbation, yes,
as a substitute if and when—

A. All right, look. When you make love, whatever is good
in you or bad in you, goes out into someone els.e. I mean
this literally. I’m not interested in the biochemistry of it, the
electromagnetism of it, nor in how the psychic waves are
passed back and forth, and what psychic waves are. All I
know is that when one makes love, one changes a woman
slightly and a woman changes you slightly.

Q. Certain circumstances can change one for the worse.
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A. But at least you have gone through a process which is
part of life.

One can be better for the experience, or worse. But one
has experience to absorb, to think about, one has literally
to digest the new spirit which has entered the flesh. The body
has been galvanized for an experience of flesh, a declara­
tion ’of the flesh.

If one has the courage to think about every aspect of the
act—I don’t mean think mechanically about it, but if one
is able to brood over the act, to dwell on it—then one is
changed by the act. Even if one has been jangled by the act.
Because in the act of restoring one’s harmony, one has to
encounter all the reasons one was jangled.

So finally one has had an experience which is nourishing.
Nourishing because one’s able to feel one’s way into more
difficult or more precious insights as a result of it. One’s
able to live a tougher, more heroic life if one can digest and
absorb the experience.

But, if one masturbates, all that happens is, everything
that’s beautiful and good in one, goes up the hand, goes into
the air, is lost. Now what the hell is there to absorb? One
hasn’t tested himself. You see, in a way, the heterosexual
act lays questions to rest, and makes one able to build upon
a few answers. Whereas if one masturbates, the ability to
contemplate one’s experience is disturbed. Instead, fantasies
of power take over and disturb all sleep.

If one has, for example, the image of a beautiful sexy
babe in masturbation, one still doesn’t know whether one can
make love to her in the flesh. All you know is that you can
violate her in your brain. Well, a lot of good that is.

But if one has fought the good fight or the evil fight and
ended with the beautiful sexy dame, then if the experience
is good, your life is changed by it; if the experience is not
good, one’s life is also changed by it, in a less happy way.
But at least one knows something of what happened. One
has something real to build on.

The ultimate direction of masturbation always has to be
insanity.

sex for the young./E\ept for petting, what/^lsA is
there befo^n those two alternatives? S \
j A. I’d say/between masturbation a^d sex fqj/tne young# I
(prefer sex for the^voujfg. Of course. Bub^thfiSk there may be
Still a third1 alternMivp- At the time I grew up, sax, had
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Ancient Evenings fffcerpt

A hook went into my nose, battered trough the gate at
the roof of the nostril, and plunged into my brain. Pieces,
gobbets, and whole parts of the dead flesh of my mind were
now brought out through one aperture of my nose, then the
other.

Yet for all it hurt, I could have been made of small
rocks and roots. I ached no more than the earth when a weed
is pulled and comes up with its hairs tearing away from the
clods of the soil. Pain is present, but ^sthe small cry of
the uprooted plant. So did the hooks, narrow in their
curve, go up the nose, enter .the head and poke like blind
fingers in a burrow to fct-oh stuffs the Bra=rn ^nd—pull
^feem—arfiza^. Now I felt like a rock wall at the base of which
rakes are ripping, and was warm curiously as though sunlight
were baking me, but it was only the breath of the first
embalmer, hot with wine and figs—how clear was the sense of 
smell!

Still, an enigma remained. How could rnyffitKH'continue
to think while they pulled my==he^yifi^par!E?=They were
certainly scooping chunks of material as lively as dry
sponge through the dry tunnels of my nose, and I realized,—
for there was a flash in my cranium when the hook first
entered—that one of my lights in the Land of the Dead had 
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certainly stirred. Was it the Ba, the Khaibit or the Ka
that was now helping me to think? And I gagged as a
particularly caustic drug, some wretched mixture of lime and
ash, was poured in by the embalmers to dissolve whatever
might still be stuck to the inside of my skull.

How long they worked I do not know, how long they
allowed that liquid to dwell in the vault of my emptied head
is one more question. From time to time they lifted my
feet, held me upside down, then set me back. Once they even
turned me over on my stomach to slosh the fluids and let the
caustic eat out my eyes. Two flowers could have been
plucked when those eyes were gone.

At night my body would go cold; by midday it was close
to warm. Of course I could not see, but I could smell, and
got to know the embalmers. One wore perfume, yet his body
carried the unmistakable pungency of a cat in heat; the
other was a heavy fellow with a heavy odor not altogether
bad—he was the one with breath of wine and figs. He
smelled as well of fields and mud, and rich food was usually
in him—a meat-eater, his sweat was strong yet not
unpleasant—something loyal came out of the gravies of his
flesh. Because I could smell them as they approached, I
knew it was daylight so soon as the embalmers arrived, and I 
could count the hours. (Their scent altered with the heat 
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of the air in this place.) From midday to three, every
redolence, good and bad, of the hot banks of the Nile was
also near. After a time I came to realize I must be in a
tent. There was often the crack of sailcloth flapping
overhead, and gusts would clap at my hair, a sensation as
definite in impression as a hoof stepping on grass. My
hearing had begun to return but by a curious route. For I
had no interest in what was said. I was aware of the voices
of others, but felt no desire to comprehend the words. They
were not even like the cry of animals so much as the lolling
of surf or the skittering of wind. Yet my mind felt capable
of surpassing clarity.

Once I think my mother came to visit, or, since it is
likely the tent was on family grounds, it is po^Lble she

strolled through the gardens and stopped to look in.
Certainly I caught her scent. It was Hathfertiti, certain
enough; she gave one sob, as if belief in the mortal end of
her son had finally come, and left immediately.

Somewhere in those first few days they made an incision
in the side of my belly with a sharp flint knife—I know how
sharp for even with the few senses my Remains could still
employ, a sense of sharpness went through me like a plow
breaking ground, but sharper, as if I were a snake cut in
two by a chariot wheel, and then began the most detailed 
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searching. It is hard to describe, for it did not hurt, but
I was ready in those hours to think of the inside of my
torso as common to a forest in a grove, and, one by one,
trees were removed, their roots disturbing veins of rock,
their leaves murmuring. I had dreams of cities drifting
down the Nile like floating islands. Yet when the work was
done, I felt larger, as if my senses now lived in a larger
space. Was it that my heart and lungs had been placed in

So
one A'ar, and my stomach and small intestines in
another? Leave it that my organs were spread out in
different places, floating in different fluids and spices,
yet still existing about me, a village. Eventually, their
allegiance would be lost. Wrapped and placed in
separate containers, what they knew of my life would then be
offered to their own God.  •/ ,

How I brooded over what those Gcds would know of me 
/Qe'Ehsenuf wouldonce those organs were in Their domain.

dwell in my liver and know of all the days when my liver's
juices had been brave; as well would Qebhsenuf know of the
hours when the liver, like me, lived in the fog of a long
fear. A simple example, the liver, but more agreeable to
contemplate than my lungs. For, with all they knew of my
passions, would they still be loyal once they moved to the 
jar of the zfacka]T7fuamutef, and lived in the domain of that 
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scavenger? I did not know. So long, a least, as my organs
remained unwrapped, and therefore in a manner still belonged
to me; I could understand how once embalmed, and in their
jar, I would lose them. No matter how scattered my parts
might be over all the tables of this tent, there still
remained the sense of family among us—the vessel of my
empty, corpse comfortably surrounded by old fleshly islands
of endeavor, these lungs, liver, stomach, and big and little
guts all attached to the same memories of my life (if with
their own separate and fiercely prejudiced view—how
different, after all, had my life seemed to my liver and to
my heart). So, not at all, therefore was this embalming
tent as I had expected, no, no bloody abattoir like a
butcher's stall, more like an herb kitchen. Certainly the
odors encouraged the same long flights of fancy you could
find in a spice shop. Merely figure the vertigos of my nose
when the empty cavity of my body (so much emptier than the
belly of a woman who has just given birth) was now washed,
soothed and stimulated, cleansed, peppered, herbified, and
left with a resonance through which no hint of the body's
corruption could breathe. They scoured the bloody inside
with palm wine, and left the memories of my flesh in
ferment. They pounded in spices and peppers, and rare sage 
from the limestone foundations to the West; then came leaves 
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of thyme and the honey of bees who had fed on thyme, the oil
of orange was rubbed into the cavity of the ribs, and the
oil of lemon balmed the inside of my back to free it of the
stubborn redolence of the viscera. Cedar chips, essence of
jasmine, and branchlets of myrrh were crushed—I could hear
the cries of the plants being broken more clearly than the
sound of human voices. The myrrh even made its clarion
call. A powerful aromatic (as powerful in the kingdom of
herbs as the Pharaoh's voice) the myrrh was laid into the
open shell of my body. Next came cinnamon leaves, stem, and
cinnamon bark to sweeten the myrrh. Like rare powders added
to the sweetmeats in the stuffing of a pigeon, were these
bewildering atmospheres they laid into me. Dizzy was I with
their beauty. When done, they sewed up the long cut in the
side of my body, and I seemed to rise through high vales of
fever while something of memory, intoxicated by these
tendrils of the earth, began to dance and the oldest of my
friends was young while the children of my mistresses grew
old. I was like a royal barge lifted into the air under the
ministrations of a rare Vizier.

Cleaned, stuffed, and trussed, I was deposited in a
bath of natron—that salt which dries the meat to stone—and
there I lay with weights to keep me down. Slowly, over the
endless days that followed, as the waters of my own body 
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were given up to the thirst of the salt (which drank at my
flesh like caravans arriving at an oasis), so all moisture,
with its insatiable desire to liquefy my meats, had to leave
my limbs. Bathed in natron, I became hard as the wood of a
hull, then hard as the rock of the earth, then felt the last
of me depart to join my Ka, my Ba, and my fearsome Khaibit.
And the shell of my body entered the stone of ten thousand
years. If there was nothing I could smell any longer (no
more than a stone can be aware of a scent), still the
hardened flesh of my body became like one of those spiraled
chambers of the sea that are thrown up on the beach, yet
contain the roar of waters when you hold them to your ear.
I became not unlike that roar of waters, for I was close to
hearing old voices that passed across the sands—if now I
could not smell, I could certainly hear—and like the
dolphin whose ears are reputed able to pick up echoes from
the other end of the sea, so I sank into the bath of natron,
and my body passed farther and farther away. Like a stone
washed by fog, baked by sun, and given the flavor of the
water on the bank, I was entering that universe of the dumb
where it was part of our gift to hear the story told by 
every wind to every stone.





only when they were on the move that .Americans copld
feel, anchored in their memories. Was 'anything'-more
agreeable than these small hills moving by in the• dark
like animals? Yes, it was on a journey that the tender
memories of the past (and the more sorrowful) shifted
somewhere in the seat of their unconscious repose, and.
warmed the blood, warmed the heart, warmed something
at best of that cold anxious center where was inspired so
much of the American fever, yes, tender memories which
did not have to rise to the mind, but drifted like lights

on the warm river of the
journey.

4
6 j A NIGHT AT OCCOQUAN

That night at Occoquan, Mailer had a long rCvery
about the war in Vietnam before he fell asleep. Ijzwas not
to be the most comfortable slumber, for the mmtress had
old stuffing and was not two inches thipk (as well as
dirty) and the springs on the cot hadldst their tone so
the bed curved like a hammock. He/nad a clean pillow­
case and a thin dirty blanket for >eover which would not
have kept a small animal warm/out it did not matter, for
the heat was turned high in the long dormitory room
where he slept with more than a hundred other men, and
since the lights were xm, and the air was filled with
smoke, the conditiomwas comparable to dozing in the dim
heated currents of/the Smoking Car on an overnight train.
. It had not bden a particularly eventful evening once
they arrived/dt had of course not been uneventful either,
smce neariy everything is interesting about a prison in the
first few hours (although such interest is similar to the
scrutiny a patient will give a hospital when he enters for
z 197



at the Pentagon, but he was^adfan Egyptologist, no sir,
and the connection eludetimm. He must pursue it later.
Something there^Biltthe rumination running down, we
may quickly tearo his thoughts.

4: A BUSLOAD OF SLOGANS

In fact, the bus is getting ready to leave the Pentagon.
A driver has gotten on—to many cheers—and a wire
gate is closed across the front to protect the chauffeur
from attack by any prisoners while he is driving. There
are also bars across each window. (■©b4aeuely=Mailg£=ias.

CSpey-and—has=deeided=a^=te==ii=sj@^^=curc^^i=s^5S’
htm famous fnr too li^^The sun has been beating on
the bus and it is as. uncomfortably warm as a small
Southern bus depot on an Indian summer afternoon,
which is what the faces outside might suggest, if not for
the Pentagon walls. And a battle has been taking place,
even if no sign of it seems to be reaching here—except,
gloomy thought, the battle cannot be going too well, for
there is not the remotest sign of panic in this rear area.
Except there also seems less air of self-congratulation. It
is frustrating not to know.

The motor started. They backed up, turned around,
pulled away. Now, their hands were out the window with
their fingers extended in the V for. Victory sign. They
passed MPs standing at attention on the open end of the
loading area, looking not unlike buoys in a channel as
you pull out to sea. To a man, the prisoners in the bus
began to yell, “Hell, no, we won’t go; hell, no, we won’t
go!” and at the subtle shift of expression in each MPs
face, other slogans were quickly fed: “End the war in 
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Vietnam. Bring the boys home! End the war in Vietnam.
Bring, the boys home.” There was a rollicking solidarity
now on the bus, somewhere between young coal miners
under arrest for a strike, and a high school team riding
back from a successful game. In fact, the MPs had the
look of substitutes on a high school football bench when
the team is behind or the game is worrisome, they stood
erectly at the highest pitch of attention—tweak them and
they would have twanged like a bow—their chins jammed
up under their upper jaws, jaws under their head, head in
helmet, line of vision cut off six feet from the ground—
that classic military attention which says: It don’t matter
how bad I am, when I stand like this, sir, I am being
good.

“Hey, hey, LBJ! How many kids did you slay today?”
shouted the prisoners in the bus to the MPs and waved
their fingers in V for Victory. It felt like a victory, one
hardly knew over what, perhaps over the lack of imagina­
tion (and so the secret consternation) of those young
MPs, same age as so many of the prisoners, but utterly
uncomprehending of why anyone their age would wish
for this purpose to get arrested.

■ They sang much of the way. Shouting their slogans to
high school adolescents at the few intersections where
they stopped for traffic lights in the small suburban shop­
ping streets on their route, the kids looking surprisingly
like high school kids in Hollywood and TV, the long
pants, sweaters, sneakers; the girls in variations on middie
blouses and mini-skirts, saddle shoes. A part of him had
always tried to believe that the America he saw in family
television dramas did not exist, had no power—as of
course he knew it did—to direct the styles and the man­
ners and therefore the ideas of America (for in a country
where everyone lived so close to their senses, then style,
precisely, and manner, precisely, carved ideas into the
senses) ideas like conformity, cleanliness, America-is-al-
ways-right. They did not have to know too much about
the endless reverberations of chic, no, clean American
kids could end up giving lollipops (shaped like Grand­
ma’s half-dollar) to their favorite Vietnamese cripple—
“Hey, Hank, was this little girl burned by VC or us?”
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Now the kids on the street, looked at them with blank
faces. They had no idea of what the V for Victory sign
meant, nor even the slogans, “Hey, hey LB J.” There was
that dim look which must come toward teachers from the
bigger boys in the rear row—by the use of cajolery and
some sizable intimidation, not to mention soul-suffocating
uses of repetition, yes, a passing grade of seventy lurks in
those dim eyes. So these high school kids watching them
pass had that same dim look. “Yes, Sally, yes, there’s
something I heard was going on at the Pentagon.” No, if
their bus made all the noise of a high school bus after
winning a game, the game had taken place on Mars, Mars
where all the bright kids went. Which is maybe why they
made so much noise now. Because they had never trav­
eled on a high school victory bus.

It offered its wry perspective. All the dull kids, too stu­
pid to study, ovulating turgid fantasies in the back row,
all liveliness sunk in premature sapience of burgeoning
young meats, and up front, the bright middle-class chil­
dren, little intellectual drills, their mental voracity driving
them to further, better, higher critiques of the public
material before them until—Vietnam! Would America
have to end by taking all its bright children and packing
them off in buses to the Muzak Run? (For they might
offer music in the gas chambers in the new totalitarian­
ism.) He still could not believe such a day would come,
but it was sometimes harder to keep this faith intact at
night. Recall him to: “That long dark night of the soul
when it is always three o’clock in the morning.”

Ah, yes, thought Mailer, as the shopping street flick­
ered past the bus window at a rate not faster than a good
horse’s trot, yes, bless Fitzgerald for his clear line—and
why that long dark night, yes, why, when all was said?
and Wolfe dead too early and Hemingway a suicide—
how much guilt lay on the back of a good writer—it grew
worse and worse. As the power of communication grew
larger, so the responsibility to educate a nation lapped at
the feet, new tide of a new responsibility, and one had be­
come a writer after all to find a warm place where one
was safe—responsibility was for the pompous, and the
public servants; writers were born to discover wine. It

178

Yes, how much of Fitzgera
come from that fi
air of his nose tha

light on the:
state w
choly w rich i
remarkably <
had a g int oi
religion
much n eat 01

So it
won’t ;o.’
LBJ.”

this fin :
Thei

long bi aad slow river onthought.
had it ~

wasfan old
written a gobd essay or^ce about'
American novelist to
reach out past the best-keller lists
American aupience brainwashed 1
Time
have
fine I
not ci mring together, ani I when th
histoip
night
about
done.
of America drifted i retrievablj

nhapply and son <
enjoypd the rice

5 streets
sweet a lame?) ed

pas not wit
lisembodi d from a
I the emotion; doubt
iments airive thus
J their bones as him:
jbots of song, all th
Bring the I troops h

de yelled with the rest Th
being s iriven-4-you could join tin

young clergyman from Y
his thoughts bdgan to u

i the divide
llusion yi

the com iction tha
it simpl; impossibi

-------- Delight.! He had (made th
tween Egyptian! architecture and
Egyptian forms,\slab-likel excrenn
caverns,I had come from (the muc
the med urn out of which! the Eg]
zation, ebstract
only by
of Nom:
moved fjom the efcistenti;
abstract
had so xbuch of



lown a
;nd—he

/ \gKffiib-scoTtnectioii be-
d^tife Pentagon. Yes. The
imentalrpiclp-^ills,, s^r^

ffuffie myy '/f
fch^e Egyptians built the®: xwS-1

.equaled in modern fenp^
’ Civy^tiofi-'u^;
ion obthe frontier to the

ju-ror comp;
leandQ afai*

was an old argument and he was worn with it-—he had
written a good essay once about the failure-of‘any major
American novelist to write a major novel which would
reach out past the best-seller lists to a major part of that
American audience brainwashed by Hollywood, TV, and
Time. Yes, how much of Fitzgerald’s long dark night may
have come from that fine winnowing sense in the very
fine hair of his nose that the two halves of America were
not coming together, and when they failed to touch, all of
history might be lost in the divide. Yes, there was a dark
night if you had the illusion you could do something
about it, and the conviction that not enough had been
done. Or was it simply impossible—had the two worlds i
of America drifted irretrievably apart? Marooned on
these unhappy and somewhat fruitless questions, he none­
theless enjoyed the ride through the late afternoon sun­
light on these streets in Virginia (was there any other
state with so sweet a name?) eddying through a melan­
choly which was not without its private flavor, for he felt
remarkably disembodied from all proceedings—yes, he
had a glint of the emotion; doubtless, he felt shriven. Did
religious sentiments arrive thus often to men with as
much meat on their bones as himself, wondered Mailer?

So it went. Lots of song, all the slogans. “Hell, no, we
won’t go.” “Bring the troops home now.” “Hey, hey,
LBJ.” He yelled with the rest. T&at-was-thfi-axkaQtagc^Bf
bejag-shswen—Ateuu^uld-iein-dhe-Sennffiuaist-SHi&^mid
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mr slogans?” asked Mailer.———■v want______________
Vph, yes,” said Fontaine. /
“bet’s sing them a song, boys,” Mailer called^efit. He

could not help it—the mountebank in him ,ffilt as if he
were placing Winston. Churchill. Ten
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lights; and they sang in darkness for the
thgy shouted slogans. Finally, they took off,^a
Angers in V for Victory through the darkness.
cry, “Hey, hey, LBJ. How many kids did you
today?” —— —----- - --------
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In a dark bus, through a dark night, they traveled. It
was getting near to ten o’clock on Saturday night, the
lights were out in many houses in the Virginia country­
side. The drive took on pleasure, as journeys at night in
buses through unfamiliar country in America always take
on pleasure, as if in all echo of Thomas Wolfe, it is the
moment for which Americans live, the collective journey
through the dark when strangers are brought close by the
wind and the sound of the tires, the lights on the high­
way, the compass of the night. All the stale impatient re­
sentful wastes of those hours they had spent in their cells
were washed now in the night air which blew through the
windows. A silence came over them—that restful silence
of men traveling, that sense of security in their muscle
and in their number, and in their patience, which he had
not felt since old days in the Army moving in convoy
along dark roads. He was almost glad he had not yet
been released, for he would have missed this-trip, and so
have not been reminded that a night journey on a bus
was one of the few times when everything ambitious,
wild, overconceived, hopeless, garish, and suffocatingly
technical in American life nonetheless came together long
enough to give the citizens a little peace, for maybe it was
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WHY ARE WE IN VIETNAM?

S'

sharp and clean, a little park of grass. They’re up high
on gray domes looking across to other gray domes, and 1
rising further until even the fold of the canyon is dry
of moss, and the packhorses are hawking their breath,
and Big Luke finally picks on a shielded-in kind of
square saddle between some hunched-up bare knolls,
Big Luke calls it a basin, near to a black-ass basin by
the time they get there, and put up the tents, Ollie
makes the fire, et cetera, roast beef hash with de­
hydrated pears, good by God! on a white gasoline
cookstove. D.J. and Tex exhausted by the dialectic of
the night before fall out into dead-ass air mattress sleep
with the smell of the North on a September night, a
tricky clean smell, like a fine nerve washed in alcohol
and lightly powdered to get the rut of flesh off.

Next morning, on a light windless dawn, Tex and
D.J. get out of bed, start to brush their teeth in a rill of
a stream coming up out of a mountain spring, that
water presenting itself to the teeth like sunlight on
snow, and Tex saw, just then, a wolf standing and point­
ing a half mile above the timber, just standing there
and studying the dawn in a wolf silence like he had
come to some conclusion about the problems of life
and occupation, near-relatives, in-laws, phratries, asso­
ciates, herbs, roots, and grubs. Tex took him down
with a shot into the gut and at first he could have been
there dead, the animal fell and for an instant the hills
clapped together. Down at timberline trees shifted, air
moved in the wave which follows a breaking of glass,
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CHAP FOUR

and then the wolf was up and running, but with a sick
ass lunge like a broken fly, and then slowed, stood still,
bore off at a bleeding ass walk back to the woods, and
Tex run after him and got him at two hundred yards;
one miss, one hit into the back of the shoulder and the
lungs. The look on Big Luke’s face was amiable like
any boy who could hit a wolf at four hundred yards
was not totally undeserving of guided service. Well, he
got down and gave us each a cup of blood to drink and
that was a taste of fish, odd enough, and salt, near to
oyster sauce and then the taste of wild meat like an eye
looking at you in the center of a midnight fire, and
D.J. was on with the blood, he was half-sick having
watched what Tex had done, like his own girl had
been fucked in front of him and better, since he had
had private plans to show Tex what real shooting
might be, and here was Tex, King Front Sight Indian
Hunter, Killer of Wolves. D.J. next thing was on his
hands and knees, looking into that upper Yukon wolf
mouth, those big teeth curved like tusk, and put his
nose up close to that mouth, and thought he was look­
ing up the belly of a whale, D.J. was breathing wolf
breath, the just dead air from the dead interior, but
raucous breath, all the fatigue of the wolf running
broken ass to the woods and the life running the other
way from him, a crazy breath, wild ass odor, something
rotten from the bottom of the barrel like the stink of
that which is unloved, whelp shit smell, wild as wild
garlic, bad, but going all the way right back into the 

69



WHY ARE WE IN VIETNAM?

guts of things, you could smell the anger in that wolf’s
heart (fucked again! I’ll kill them!) burnt electric
wire kind of anger like he’d lived to rip one piece of
flesh from another piece, and was going to miss it now,
going to miss going deep into that feeling of release
when the flesh pulls loose from the flesh, and there D J.
was sweating, cause he was ready to get down and
wrestle with the wolf, and get his teeth to its throat, his
teeth had a glinty little ache where they could think to
feel the cord of the jugular, it was all that blood he’d
drunk, it was a black shit fuel, D.J. was up tight with
the essential animal insanity of things.

That, friends, was the beginning of the hunt. Not so
bad. Big Ollie came up, asked Tex if he wanted the
wolf for a trophy. Tex gave a blow of breath to his
front sight. That’s all the tension he was going to show.
“I don’t want no wolf for a trophy,” he said. Ollie then
studied the animal, nodded, suddenly dipped his finger
in the blood, sucked it with a quick-popping sound of
his cheek like a cook testing a cake batter, then took
out a knife and cut the wolf’s head off, one twisting cut
of the knife for the vertebra at the neck, one long
sawing swinging cut for the rest. Then he gave the
head to the boys for a look. There were two eyes open
on El Lobo, both yellow coals of light, but one eye was
Signor Lupo, the crazy magician in the wolf, and his
eye had the pain of the madman who knows there’s a
better world but he is excluded, and then the other
eye, Willie Wolf, like a fox’s eye, full of sunlight and
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A Burial by the Sea ^(y]

He broke up with his wife on Labor Day night and knew they ‘ ‘
would not be together for many a month, many a year, maybe for­
ever. In the morning, after a night of no sleep, he was on a plane
to Houston and the sifting of haystacks of technological fact for
the gleam of a needle or a clue. 2^sd=«Q=cffmpuxep=named HA^=^>

^gFAgTEbJservelasS&rcs.

: iv

It was a long September.. He went back and forth between Houston
and fee m^ugfuj memories of the land of the Pilgrims and the
cod. Si^tf’wasaway, and traveling. In the mend of Indian summer
with the crowds gone and the rose-hip bushes in bloom on the
dunes, he bought a Land
Rover for consolation and took long rides through lands of sand
back of town, a corner of Sahara. In the bay, the flats at low tide
heard the singing of the clams — (fcs&Ess=Gr=gte5y=at the majesty of
oceans emerged in a sigh, a whistle, one could not quite hear the
buried song of the clam. And the light dazzled across mirrors of
inch-deep water and luminosities of glistening sand — he could
almost have packed the literary equipment in for one good year
of oil and gesso ground.

There were contracts however. Prose was never so much prose
as when constructed with obligation. The more he visited Hou­
ston, the more he knew with what unhappiness is not automatic to
tell that he might have blundered in accepting the hardest story of
them all, for it was a sex-stripped mystery of machines which
might have a mind, and mysterious men who managed to live like
machines, and more than once in airplanes, high enough above the
clouds to give a'hint of other worlds in the gatherings and demarca­
tions of airy attenuated farewell, he came to think again, as he
had brooded again and again, on that simple conception of God 
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as an embattled vision which had terrified him from the hour he
first encountered the thought around one of the bends of marijuana
fifteen years ago. Every other one of his notions had followed
from that, for if God were a -vision of existence at war with other
visions in the universe, and we were the instruments of His en­
deavor just so much as the conflicting cells of our body were the
imperfect instrument of our own will, then what now was the condi­
tion of God? Was He trapped in the wound of nature, severed from
our existence as completely,-as the once exquisite balances of the
shattered ecology? had that vision He wished to carry across the
universe depended altogether upon human mind and flesh in
sensuous communication with nature? had radiorby=o±aE±HH5’ been
the cancer of communication? had the savage lived in a set of com­
munions with the invisible messages of nature which we had pul­
verized with our amplifiers? These days Aquarius carried Frazer’s
Golden Bough on long trips by plane. - j

i

Bechuana warriors wear the hair of a hornless ox among
their own hair because the ox, having no horns, is hard to
catch ... a South African warrior who twists tufts of rat
hair among his own curly black locks will have just as many
chances of avoiding the enemy’s spear as the nimble rat has
of avoiding things thrown at it. . . When you are playing the
one-stringed lute, and your fingers are stiff, the thing to do is
catch some long-legged field spiders and roast them, and ■
then rub your fingers with the ashes; that will make your
fingers as lithe and nimble as the spiders’ legs — at least so r
think the Galalereese.
^jab=«41Hrat^a^Bagie>-£iEcte#:^=fee=^rt5rrnd7cstick=a=n^^T^
theSqiddleof it and attac^a beetfc.by a thread totjienail, f,
taking care that the s'cx of the beetleSsJhat oLthe fugitive. I
Astthe beettex.crdwls round and round,, it wilkcoil the thread |
about the nail, tmJS'sJiortening its tether arid drawihgmearer to | .1
thy ceptdr at every circuits,o by virtdfc of homeopathiSqiagic 1/
tffiX'unawayjlave will be dra^J^gk to his master._^2^- J
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A Burial by the Sea 469

- It was the magic of savage metaphor, the science of symbol, it
married spiders’ legs to the music of the fingers and the useful frenzy
of the rat to the sensors in his hair. It made a wedding bULWSHll lire
spiraisdda-diw44==oHfi5G£ls=f^€£dJe=fe^is==^=^oTirrorrelhVr_and

'^©4ess=aLaa^fi4B-t®==£S£^e4a==the==sla4!e=1 It was pretty, poetic and
nonsensical, it was nonsensical. Unless it were not. What if some
real exchange between insects, trees, crops, and grains, between ani­
mals and men, had lived with real if most distorted power in the
first hours^of history? What if that Vision of the Lord which had
gone out to voyage among the stars had obtained the power to be
carried up by the artwork of a bounteous earth exquisite in the
resonance of all psyches in its field? — what if radio, technology,
and the machine had smashed the most noble means of presenting
the Vision to the universe?

What if God wrestled for the soul of man in some greased arena
with the Devil,

What if God,
losing cruelly here, and yet gaining there, was in a combat just so
crude as the counts of point in a contest. What if, for the sake of
a premise, one would assume that the Devil was reconstructing
nature with every electronic, plastic, surgery and computer and so
had forced the Lord in desperation to descend into the earth and
come back with His life in the grass of that most mysterious mari­
juana, a drug which made one aware of life in the veins at what
severe price was not yet known? What if God, aghast at the oncom-

-ing death of man in man-deviled pollution, was finally ready to
relinquish some part of the Vision, and substitute a vision half
machine, and half of man, rather than lose all? What indeed if the
Lord was allowing Himself to be consumed so that the angels and
swine of His children who swallowed Him promiscuously each day
and night on drugs were able to embark on journeys into the land
of the dead, little journeys in through the first gates of the palace of
death, and thus giving Himself to the children in the milk of their
drugs was, yes, consumed by them each night and thereby re-
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linquished the largest dreams of His future. Such thoughts were an
agony of pain if one_held them truly, for responsibility was then
like a burning ofblood, andxthe time of apocalypse was certainly
near.. A war of the millennia might yet rest on the shoulders of the
young. What an abattoir of brain-splattered substance if they con­
sumed their smack and left the world dirtier than when they began.

Or was it the Devil who had insinuated marijuana into every pot
and every garage? Or was. the Devil being consumed as well by
computers and transistors, by agents of far-off stars? There was
also an hour when questions trampled upon questions to leave the
ground of thought as much a mire as the gray greasy boot-trampled
soil of the moon. Sometimes he even thought that pot and hash
and LSD had opened the way to the moon, for they might have
voided the spiritual belts of real protection. Pwchaps as-the wwway

tfe^ugged odysseys of inner space might have altered the zones
of the outer. Again and again, staring out his airplane window he
would say good-by to these thoughts and stare at clouds.

In the several trips to Houston, he was like a man looking for the
smallest sign. For the moon book^which he had begun that summer
idled now in the gap of PffiEes^Kence^ and he did not know where
to put his feet. One lifted a book like a boulder out of the mud of
the mind, and his mind was a pit of wrenched habits and questions
which slid like snakes. Where did you put your feet so that finally
you might begin?

He found the answer at last in company with his favorite saying.
“Trust the authority of your senses,” Aquinas had said. He could
repeat it again, for there was an object at last for his senses, there
in the plastic vaults and warehouses of the Manned Spacecraft
Center at Houston was a true object, a rock from the moon. Look­
ing at it, answers came, answers strong enough to send him back to
Provincetown for the fall and winter haul of his book, and a little of
the spring. He finished in fact on a day when Apollo 13 was limping j.
back to earth in wounded orbit with two fuel cells gone, its Lunar
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Module Aquarius never to reach the moon, yes, he finished in an
hour when he didnot know if the astronauts would return in safety
or be lost, but he hadwritten the ending in his mind long before;
it came on the day he stood in quiet before that object from the
moon, that rock which gave him certitude>enough to know he
would-write his book and in some part applaud the feat and honor
the astronauts because the expedition to the moon was finally a
venture which might help to disclose the nature of the Lord and the
Lucifer who warred for us; certainly, the hour of happiness would
be here when men who spoke like Shakespeare rode the ships: how
many eons was that away! Yes, he had come to believe by the end
of this long summer that probably we had to explore into outer
space, for technology had penetrated the modern mind to such a
depth that voyages in space might have become the last way to
discover the metaphysical pits of that world of technique which
choked the pores of modern consciousness — yes, we might have
to go out into space until the mystery of new discovery would force
us to regard the world once again as poets, behold it as savages
who knew that if the universe was a lock, its key was metaphor
rather than measure.

Marvelous little moon rock.- What the Devil did it say?
It was not so much. They led Aquarius through one back room

after another, and up anrLdown a stone stair or two. The week
of exhibiting the rock atlMSC vyas* oVET -= it "tvas now on its way
to the Smithsonian — and special favors were needed this particu­
lar afternoon to obtain a peek. But he reached a place at last he
had been in months before, the room with the plate-glass window
across its middle where magazine writers had hounded Armstrong
until Armstrong confessed that man explored out as salmon swim
upstream, and there on the other side of the glass was no astronaut
today, but a small case vacuum-tight on the other side of the divide.
He saw the lunar piece through not one glass but two, rock in a
hermetically tight glass bell on the other side of another glass with
still another hermetic seal. Yet she was not two feet away from
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him, this rock to which he instinctively gave gender as she — and.
she was gray, gray as everyone had said, gray as a dark cinder and
not three inches across nor two inches high nor two inches for
width, just a gray rock with craters the size of a pin and craters
the size of a pencil point, and even craters large as a ladybug and
rays ran out from the craters, finewhitejmes, fine as the wrinkles
in an old lady’s face, and maybe it was the pain of.all these months
of a marriage ending and a world in suffocation and a society in
collapse, maybe it was just the constant sore in his heart as the
blood pumped through to be cleared of love, but he liked the moon
rock, and thought — his vanity finally unquenchable — that she
liked him. Yes. Was she very old, three billion years or more? Yet
she was young, she had just been transported here, and there was
something young about her, tender as the smell of the cleanest hay, '
it was like the subtle lift of love which comes up from the cradle of
the newborn, and he wondered if her craters were the scars of a
war which had once allowed the earth to come together in the
gathered shatterings of a mighty moon — there was something
familiar as the ages of the bone in the sweet and modest presence of
.this moon rock, modest as a newborn calf, and so he had his sign,
sentimental beyond measure; his poor dull senses had something
they could trust, even if he and the moon were nothing but devils
in new cahoots, and child of the century,
hanging man Aquarius, four times married and lost, moved out
-ef-MSC with the memory of the moon, new mistress, two feet
below his nose*
All worship the new science of smell! It was bound to work its way
through two panes of glass before three and a half billion more
years were lost and gone.





“Then he’ll end up running a small war sojnewhere,” Cal
replied.

I was interrupted from thinking of this conversation when
Dix remarked, “What’s on your mind tonight?” I was not about
to confess it was the assignment to unmask KU/CLOAKROOM.
I merely smiled and looked around the Balhaus Resi. What a
polyglot of human resources! I had never seen so many people
with odd faces. Ofcourse, to be a Berliner was not unequal to
having one’^features set at a slant—the collective physiognomy
was reminiscent of the sharp edges on a cabinetmaker’s tools
jjao't to speak of the entrepreneurial glint you could find in thej
dullest eye).fThe band at one end-of the dance floor had the
mien of musicians who have played through the burning of
the Reichstag, the death of von Hindenburg, the rise and fall of
Adolf Hitler, the Allied bombardments, the Occupation, the
Berlin Airlift, and they had never had to change expression.
They were musicians. In ten minutes the set would be over and 
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they could smoke or go to the bathroom—that was more mean­
ingful than history. Now, having played their way through such
American hits as “Doggie in the Window,” “Mister Sandman,”
and “Rock Around the Clock,” which last succeeded in chasing
even the most libidinous of the bourgeoisie off the floor—I was
thinking that only prosperous Germans with stiff collars could
bring to vice the dignity of a serious pursuit—the band moved
on to an oompah waltz with a tuba. That, in turn, swept all the
wildly dressed young criminal element back to their tables, plus
all the younger women with pink and purple wigs.

The telephone rang at our table. An American girl across
the room wanted to talk to Dix. She had dialed his number on
the assumption that he was German. “Hello, honey,” he said.
“You got it wrong. I’m an American, but that’s all right. We can
still fuck.”

“I’m coming over. I want to learn what kind of yo-yo talks
like you.”

She was big and fair, with large features and a rangy body.
By any gross measure of animal husbandry—were the shades of
Nazi nightlife dictating my thoughts?—she would have made an
appropriate mate for him. Her name was Susan, Susan Blaylock
Pierce, and she had gone to Wellesley and was working in the 
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American Consulate. t-hedisar-ina^eft-eiitci pi iso;
Dix had cover from State, but when he chose to speak of working
there, Susan Pierce needed no more than five minutes to poke
through his qualifications. “Well, Randy Huff, or whatever your
name is, I will tell you, somebody over at the Consulate must be
sick and tired by now of looking at your empty desk.”

“I’m just a field hand, ma’am,” he said. I could see she was
his choice for tonight. She had a horsey laugh and argued
doggedly about the merits of English saddle over Western.
“Who wants to look at some big slob slumped over a horse?”
she said.

“Some people need an animal for work, instead of to show
off their ass, lady.”

“You,” she said, “should have been a little ogre with
warts.”

He loved that. Marks of status rang in his mind like a cash
register. I heard the bell sound for Wellesley, and for Susan
Blaylock Pierce.

He surprised me by his next gambit. “Would you care to
hear a long story about me?” he asked.

“No.”
“Lady, cut some slack. This story is special.”
“All right, but not too long,” she said.
“At the age of fifteen,” Dix declared, “I was in excellent

shape. I lied about my age to get into the Golden Gloves in
Houston, and I won my weight division. Sub-novice. I hardly
drank. I ran six miles a day. I could do one-arm chin-ups, one-
arm push-ups. Susan, name me a feat, I could perform it. I could
have run for president of my sophomore class in high school if
I wasn’t from the wrong end of everything you ever saw. But I
was happy. I was going with a blond girl who had blue eyes and
fifteen-year-old plump little turn-up tits.” When Susan Pierce
showed her annoyance, he said, “Don’t be offended. They were
innocent, those tits. Weren’t even all sure what they were there
for. I loved that girl, Cora Lee, and she loved me. It was beauti­
ful.” He took a sip of his drink.

“One night I broke training to take Cora Lee to our big
dance hall, Laney’s, to show her off. She had to be the prettiest
girl there. Laney’s was always jammed with the best riffraff. 
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started running.” Full pause. “I started running and I haven’t
stopped since.”

Susan Pierce laughed as if something very far within had
just caught on fire. “Oh, golly,” she said, “oh, golly.” Then she
kissed his cheek. “You’re cute. You’re such a fool, but, do you
know, you’re cute.” Proprietary lust for him appeared in her
face.

After a few minutes, it was obvious there was nothing more
for me to do than say good-night. On my way to bed I could find
no explanation why his story had appealed so greatly to her. It
impressed me, however, that he had told the same story once to
a group of 'us at the Farm, and it had had a totally different
ending. He had hardly run away. He had stayed in and taken the
beating of his life against that huge old boy, but afterward he
had made love to Cora Lee for all of July and August.

I was depressed. I had had dates with girls like Susan Pierce
all through college and we would drink beers together. Nothing
much more. Now he was going to seduce her in one night. Was
it Berlin? I did not believe girls like Susan would make love that
quickly back in America. On such thoughts, I fell asleep.
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Funky place. You could no sooner leave your girl alone than put
a piece of meat on a plate and ask somebody else’s dog not to
look at it. But I didn’t mind if I had a fight, and I sure wanted
a beer. I hadn’t had a drink in a month. Training. So I was
thirsty. I placed Cora Lee on a bench and said, ‘Honey, don’t let
any man sit down next to you. If they want to give trouble, tell
them to watch out for Randy Huff.’ Then I left her and went to
the bar and bought two cans of beer. Since I had my own church
key, I told the bartender not to open them. I brought those cans
back ice-cold. Hard as rocks. I was saving them until I could sit
next to her, and feel her sweet little thigh nuzzling mine when
the first sip of beer went down.

“What did I see instead? A fellow with his arm around her.
Cora Lee was looking at me in pure panic.

“He was huge. I was big, but this old boy was huge. He had
a face you could put up against the bumper of a flat-bed truck
and the face alone could push the truck uphill.” Susan began to
chuckle. “Twas not demoralized, you understand. I was boss of
my own equipment, thank you. So I said, ‘Fellow, I don’t know
if you are aware of this or not, but that happens to be your arm
on my girl.’

“ ‘Well,’ he said, ‘what are you planning to do about it?’
“I smiled. I gave a dumb country-boy grin like I had nothing •

to do but get lost. Then I hit him in the face with the bottom
end of the full beer can, him sitting down, me standing up. I hit
him with the right arm that did those one-arm push-ups. The
end of the beer can indented a circle from the top of his nostrils
to the middle of his forehead. It broke his nose and laid vertical
cuts over both eyebrows. He looked like a cross between a bat
and a hog.”

We were silent before this memory recollected in tran­
quility.

“How do you think the fellow responded?” Butler asked.
“How?” asked Susan.
“He sat there. He didn’t blink particularly, and he didn’t

move. He just smiled. Then he said, ‘You want to play? Let’s
play.’ What do you think I said?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “Tell me.”
“I said, ‘Fellow, you can have her. You can have her.’ I
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away. We need only compare his performance in New Orleans on
the radio with Stuckey to the incapacities demonstrated by his
worst dyslexia two weeks later—or, for that matter, his hysteria
before the KGB in Mexico to his calm during interrogation by
Captain Fritz in Dallas at police headquarters.

So, the real question is not whether Oswald had the skills to
bring off the deed but whether he had the soul of a killer. Yet, the
formulation is too simple. It could be said that everybody alive is,
potentially, under sufficient stress, a murderer, a suicide, or capa­
ble of both. Phrased more closely, the question becomes: Would
Oswald, pushed to such an extreme, have the soul of a killer?

We know a great deal about Oswald by now. Assuming that the
facts chosen by the author have been salient—a sizable assump­
tion when dealing with Lee Harvey—it is still difficult not to
believe that he pulled the trigger. For one thing, it violates our
understanding of Oswald that he would allow his Mannlicher-
Carcano to be fired by another man on the sixth floor while he
lingers in the lunchroom four landings below. To what end?
What purpose would that serve for him? If he has allowed his rifle
to be used in such fashion by others, he is still deeply implicated.
Yet the conspiracy allows him to amount to no more than a cog in
the machine. That could hardly be enough for the man who has
been depicted over the length of this book. If one misperceives
his character on this point, then one has misunderstood him
entirely.5

If one’s personal inclinations would find Oswald innocent, or at
least part of a conspiracy, one’s gloomy verdict, nonetheless, is
that Lee had the character to kill Kennedy, and that he probably
did it alone. This conclusion now stated, one must rush to add
that a good lawyer in a trial venue outside of Dallas might well
have gotten him off—ridicule of the magic bullet would have
drilled many a hole through the body of evidence amassed by the
prosecution. Besides, no one can be certain that our protagonist
was not only the killer but was alone. The odds in favor of one’s
personal conclusion can be no better than, let us say, 3 out of 4
that he is definitively guilty and the sole actor in the assassination.
Too much is still unknown about CIA and FBI involvement with
Oswald to offer any greater conviction. There are, for example,
other possibilities to be remarked upon. While one is certainly not
going to enter the near-impenetrable controversy in acoustics that
would prove or disprove whether a fourth shot was fired from the 
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grassy knoll—delineation of character, not exposition of sound­
wave charts, is the aim of this work!—one would not be surprised
that if there was indeed another shot, it was not necessarily fired
by a conspirator of Oswald’s. Such a gun could have belonged to
another lone killer or to a conspirator working for some other
group altogether. When the kings and political leaders of great
nations appear in public on charged occasions, we can even antic­
ipate a special property of the cosmos—coincidences accumulate:
All variety of happenings race toward the core of the event. It is
not inconceivable that two gunmen with wholly separate purposes
both fired in the same few lacerated seconds of time.

All the same, none of that conflicts with the premise that
Oswald—so far as he knew—was a lone gunman. Every insight we
have gained of him suggests the solitary nature of his act. Besides,
it is too difficult, no matter how one searches for a viable scenario,
to believe that others could have chosen him to be the rifleman in
a conspiracy. Other amateurs, conceivably. But not professionals.
Who would trust him to hit the target? Any concerted plan that
placed Oswald in the gunner’s seat would have had to have been
built on the calculation that he would miss. That, indeed, was the
thesis of the CIA men in Don DeLillo’s fine novel Libra. Indeed, it
is not wholly implausible: Great damage will be done to your polit­
ical enemies if the deed you designed appears to be their conspir­
acy. Still! It is even more difficult to organize the aftermath of a
planned failure than to do the deed and escape.

We have come then, to the last set of questions: Why did Oswald
choose Kennedy?

Every account of his sentiments by every witness who recalls his
occasional remarks about Jack Kennedy agrees—that rarest of
phenomena for evidence—agreement! There is whole consensus
that he saw JFK as, relatively speaking, a good President, and he
liked him. Or so he professed. Given Oswald’s reflexive impulse to
lie at the drop of a hat, one could question whether he was not
paying lip service precisely to conceal any hint, especially to
Marina, that he had such a project of assassination already in his
mind. Given the absence, however, of any opportunity in Dallas or
New Orleans to be close enough to the throne to commit such an
act until the last couple of weeks in November, the more reason­
ably assumption is that he probably did like Kennedy as much as
he could approve of a conventional politician but that, finally,
ei sentiments had verv little to do with his act. He would not be 
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shooting at Kennedy because he liked him or disliked him—that
would be irrelevant to the depth of his deed.

The focus has then shifted. Recognizing that one only argues
this point in the likelihood that Oswald is guilty rather than as a
found conclusion, what then happened to be the real intent of his
deed?

4

Character

The answer speaks out of our understanding of him: It was the
largest opportunity he had ever been offered.

The assassination of a President would be seismographic in its
effect. For Americans, the aftershocks would not cease for the rest
of the century or more. Yet he would also be punishing the Rus­
sians and the Cubans. They would suffer side effects for decades
to come. But then, he was above capitalism and he was above
Communism. Both! He had, as he would have seen it, a superior
dedication, and the potential of a man like Lenin. If we know that
he had none of Lenin’s capacity to achieve large goals both philo­
sophically and organizationally, Oswald did hold an equally
intense belief in that fabulous end which would justify all his quo­
tidian means. His deepest despair had to arise in those moments
when he could not see himself any longer as the key protagonist
in forging a new world.

Given his humiliation in Mexico and his lack of stature on week­
ends in Irving, the odds are that Oswald’s political ideology had
finally come to rest in the live nerve of nihilism—things had to get
vastly worse before they could get better. We can refer ourselves
back to that note he wrote on Holland-America Line stationery
even as he may have been returning to America:

I wonder what would happen if someone would stand up
and say he was utterly opposed not only to the governments,
but to the people, to the entire land and complete founda­
tion of his society.1
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All the motivation for shooting Kennedy is in that sentence. It
may be worth quoting from Mein Kampf again:

Even then I saw that only a twofold road could lead to the
goal of improving these conditions:

The deepest sense of social responsibility for the creation of better
foundations for our development coupled with brutal determination
in breaking down incurable tumors. [Hitler’s italics] 2

Kennedy had the ability to give hope to the American ethos.
That was, therefore, cause enough to call upon “brutal determi­
nation in breaking down incurable tumors.” Kennedy was not, as
American Presidents went, a bad President; therefore, he was too
good. In the profoundest sense, as Oswald saw it, he had located
the tumor—it was that Kennedy was too good. The world was in
crisis and the social need was to create conditions for recognizing
that there had to be a new kind of society. Otherwise, the malig­
nant effects of capitalism, added to the Soviet degradation of
Communism, were going to reduce people to the point where
they lost all will to create a better world.

An explosion at the heart of the American establishment’s com­
placency would be exactly the shock therapy needed to awaken
the world.

It is doubtful that Oswald wanted to debate such a question with
himself. He may well have possessed an instinct that told him he
had to do something enormous and do it quickly, do it for his own
physical well-being. The murderer kills in order to cure himself—
which is why murder is properly repudiated. It is the most selfish
of acts.

McMillan: . . . the uncanny selection of a route that would
carry the President right under his window could mean only
one thing. Fate had singled him out to do the dangerous but
necessary task which had been his destiny all along and which
would cause him to go down in history.3

Back in March, living on Neely Street, he had said in a letter to
Robert Oswald, “It’s always better to take advantage of your
chances as they come along.”4

Which may have been Oswald’s way of saying that the intent of
the universe is ready to reveal itself to us by the chances we are
offered. Since the President would pass beneath his Book Deposi-
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tory windows, he did not have the right to violate such a monu­
mental opportunity. Could there be another person in the uni­
verse who had been more uniquely designed to take advantage of
such a situation, “vouchsafed to him," writes McMillan,

to deal capitalism that final, mortal blow[?] And he would
strike it not at the right nor at the left, but, quite simply, at the
top. It had become his fate to decapitate the American polit­
ical process. He was history’s chosen instrument.5

The point absent here from Priscilla Johnson McMillan’s inter­
pretation is that after the assassination, Oswald had a choice. He
might not only be the instrument but the leading man. That pre­
sented a new conflict—to be the instrument of history or the lead­
ing man? The latter could occur only if he was captured and stood
trial. If he succeeded in the act but managed to remain undiscov­
ered, obscurity would be his lot again. He had learned as much
from his attempt on Walker.

Capture, however, would guarantee him a very high level of
attention. And if he was convicted, he had the temperament to
live alone in a cell; he was more than half habituated to that
already. He could even view his life up to this point as a prepara­
tion for spending many years in prison.

Indeed, it may even have been the thought of his trial that fired
him on. What a podium! Such a trial could alter history, stimulate
the stupid, rouse the lethargic, confound the powerful. So he had
to feel divided between his desire to escape and his recognition
that capture, trial, and incarceration might generate a vastly
larger destiny.

His personal attitude toward Kennedy had little to do, there­
fore, with his act. In war, one may execute a man for whom one
feels respect or even personal affection; Oswald saw it as an exe­
cution. One mighty leader was going to be dispatched by another
high and mighty personage—of the future. The future would pre­
empt the present.

If he failed to escape, well, he could tell his story. He could
becloud the issue and possibly be acquitted, and if it came to
twenty years of prison, he would be able to forge his political
agenda—even as Hitler, Stalin, and Lenin had done. Should he
face capital punishment, then, at the least, he would be immortal.
He would take care of that at his trial. He would expound his ideas.
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What he may never have taken into account is that the furies he
set loose would devour him before he could utter one idea. The
first element in the loss of an heroic trial became the four shots he
fired into Tippit. There can be little doubt that he panicked. As
soon as he killed Tippit, the mighty architecture of his ideology,
hundreds of levels high and built with no more than the game
cards of his political imagination, came tumbling down. He knew
Americans well enough to recognize that some might listen to his
ideas if he killed a President, but nearly all would be repelled by
any gunman who would mow down a cop, a family man—that act
was small enough to void interest in every large idea he wished to
introduce. By killing Tippit he had wrecked his grand plan to be
one of the oracles of history. Now he had to improvise a defense:
I’m a patsy.

It may never have occurred to Oswald that the obfuscation and
paranoia which followed the assassination of Kennedy would con­
tribute immensely to the sludge and smog of the world’s spirit.

Oswald may never have read Emerson, but the following pas­
sage from “Heroism” gives us luminous insight into what had to be
Oswald’s opinion of himself as he sat on the sixth floor waiting for
the Kennedy motorcade—he was committing himself to the most
heroic deed of which he was capable.

Self-trust is the essence of heroism. It is the state of the soul
at war, and its ultimate objects are the last defiance of false­
hood and wrong, and the power to bear all that can be
inflicted by evil agents. [Heroism is] scornful of petty calcu­
lations and scornful of being scorned. It persists; it is of an
undaunted boldness and of a fortitude not to be wearied out.
Its jest is the litdeness of common life. [Heroism] works in
contradiction to the voice of mankind and in contradiction,
for a time, to the voice of the great and good. Heroism is obe­
dience to a secret impulse of an individual’s character. Now
to no other man can wisdom appear as it does to him, for
every man must be supposed to see a little farther on his own
proper path than anyone else [so] every heroic act measures
itself by its contempt of some external good . . .6

It would have wounded Oswald to the quick if he had known
that history would not see him as a hero but as an anti-hero. He
went off to work that last morning, leaving the dregs of instant cof­
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fee in a plastic cup, and in two days he ascended to the summit of
our national obsessions—he became our First Ghost.

Oswald owned all the properties that belong to a ghost—ambi­
tion, deceit, a sense of mission, and the untold frustration of an
abrupt death just as a long-held dream of personal prominence
is about to unfold. Can there be any American of our century
who, having failed to gain stature while he was alive, now haunts
us more?

Let us give a word to Lee’s brother John, whom he saw so seldom:

MR. pic. Well, sir, ever since I was born and I was old enough to
remember, I always had a feeling that some great tragedy was
going to strike Lee in some way or another ... In fact, on the
very day of the assassination I was thinking about it when I was
getting ready to go to work . . . and I figured well, when he de­
fected and came back—that was his big tragedy. I found out it
wasn’t.'

5
The Widow’s Elegy

First, Jacqueline Kennedy was a widow, and then Marina. As the
second widow, she can no longer know what it is she knows. She
has passed through thirty years of interviews, more than a thou­
sand hours of interviews, and the questions never cease. She may
be the last living smoker to consume four packs a day. How can it
be otherwise? The past is filled with guilt—the future is full of
dread. Only the present is clear; she always suspects the motives of
the new people to whom she speaks. How innocent can be their
motive for approaching? These days she feels that the walls are
coming closer. If she starts thinking about what has happened to
her, not with pity, she will say, or sorrow for herself, but just hop­
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ing to lessen stress, she feels she is choking. She still thinks of the
night Lee sat in the dark on their porch in New Orleans and he
was weeping. It was such a heavy burden for him. Something, and
she does not know what it was.

It is hard for her to remember details. After her Warren Com­
mission testimony, everybody accused her of lying, but she was just
a human being and if she was lying, it was honestly—because she
was floating through a foggy world. Memories kept coming, going.
Maybe it was some self-protective mechanism. To keep her psyche
from collapsing. People were saying to her, “You’re so strong”—
but it was not heroic effort. “It is in every one of us—you just
decide not to die, that’s all. You dare not to die.”

Now that she is fifty-two, Marina would agree that one doesn’t
need to approach her with such labels as good woman, bad
woman, villainess, heroine, someone-who’s-been-treated-unfairly,
someone-treated-too-well. “You can be all of that in one person,”
said Marina. “One can be a villain, and next time a hero.

“If we go through Lee’s character, I myself would like to find
out: Who is he? Was he really that mean of a person?—which I
think he was—but it’s a hard road for me to take because I do not
want to understand him. I have to tell you in advance that, as far
as Lee is concerned—I don’t like him. I’m mad at him. Very mad
at him, yes. When a person dies, people have such anger. They
loved their husband or wife for a long time so they say, ‘How dare
you die on me?’ Okay, but that’s not my reason. For me, it’s, ‘How
dare you abandon me? In circumstances like that? I mean, you die
but I’m still here licking my wounds.’

“All the same, I’m definitely sure he didn’t do it, even if I’m still
mad at him. Because he shouldn’t involve a wife and family if he
was playing those kinds of games. Yes, I do believe he was on a mis­
sion, maybe even when he went to Russia, but first I have to figure
□ut what he was doing here. It wasn’t just happening here all of a
sudden in America. It was a continuation. In my mind, I’m not try-
ng to convince you or the American public—I have to resolve it
or myself. But I think he was sent over to Russia, maybe. I think

so. I have no proof. I have nothing. I do think he was more human
han has been portrayed. I’m not trying to make an angel out of
lim, but I was interested in him because he was different, he
would broaden my horizon, and all the other men I wanted had
>een taken or didn’t want me.”
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Every time she watches a film and sees an actor playing Lee, the
actor is nothing like him. He turns his head like Lee or waves his
hair the same way, but, she says, your American public knows Lee
only from a few photographs, and that is what this actor is copy­
ing. She sees another Lee, and she does not know the psyche of
that fellow. She still has it to discover.

Her interviewers asked how she would have felt if a truck had hit
Alik in Minsk—if she had been his widow then, would she have
thought of him fondly? She said yes. She would have thought it
was just a stormy beginning but they were breaking ground that
they would later stand on in their marriage. After all, she took a
chance. She had crossed the ocean for him. Of course, she was
afraid of him already, even if little by little she had been learning
that she did not know, never knew, where she stood. Not with him.
But at least you could hope.

She will never forget that on their last night in Irving, he had
kept making advances to her until he went to bed, and she had
refused. She had said to herself, “No, if I don’t teach him this les­
son right now, this lying will continue. O. H. Lee will continue.
Don’t butter up to me.” She tried to discipline him.

Afterward, she had to think, What if he really wanted to be close
to me? What if I put him in a bad mood? It torments her. What if
they had made love that last night? But she is the wrong person to
talk to about this, she would say, because she is not a sexual per­
son. Sensuous but not sensual. She didn’t like sex, she would say.
She was not expert, nor could she tell you how grandiose some­
thing had been, because she had never experienced that. No
Beethoven or Tchaikovsky for her, not in bed, no grand finale.

MARINA: In Texas, sun is very intense for me and very harsh, very
bright. I love moon. It’s cool and it’s shiny and that’s my melan­
choly period. And some people are shining and they are bright
and they burn. You know what I mean? I’m not sun. I’m a
moon . . .

I look at America, it’s all wonderful. But you go to the damn
grocery store and it’s 200 varieties of cereal. And basically it’s only
oats, corn, how many things . . .Just so somebody going to make
extra million off that. It’s so unnecessary. If that’s progress, if
that’s abundance, how stupid for us to want it. 300 bags of poison,
maybe only two or three good [well,] that kind of progress I don’t 
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think we should strive for . . . Do I make any sense to you? Oi/Tm
just complaining? /

interviewer: No, I agree with you. /

After the assassination, there were times when shy was close to
ending her life. She wondered when her breaking point would
come. She had crossed that ocean for nothing. Still, she tried to
survive. It was a lonely life. Every day. The worst of the pain was
that maybe she loved him more by the end/man in their begin­
ning. Maybe grieving was just starting to /happen now! Maybe!
Because she had never really had such a Process. Just numb, with
pain always there. /

She doesn’t know whether they would have stayed married, but
still, Lee was the person she would have liked to have been able to
make it with. Through life. There/was some goodness in him to
hold on to, and on that last unexpected Thursday when he came
to visit, he was kind of sheepish/because of that big lie, O. H. Lee.

And when he came in, he/said, “Hi,” nice and everything, and
she said, “What are you doing here?”—cold and rude.

Later, she couldn’t understand. Maybe he didn’t love her, maybe
he cared less for her/but he loved his little girls enormously, and
even thirty years lafer she heard a story about how in those last
days, when he li/ed on North Beckley, he was playing with the
grandchildren/of the woman who ran his last rooming house.
These children called him Mr. Lee. He asked one of those boys,
“Are you a good boy?” and that kid shook his head in the negative,
said, “Uhyunh,” and Lee said, “Never be so bad that you hurt
somebody.” This kid was now grown-up, but he still remembered
that, still told that story.------------------ - -------------------------------

-------- ------ --'
The morning when Lee left, Friday morning, November 22, 1963,
she did not get up with him when he arose very early. She tried to,
but he said, “Don’t worry. Go back to sleep.” And he left quietly.

She had gone to bed after him the night before. He was already
asleep or pretended to be. Then, when she woke up in the middle
of the night to check on baby Rachel, she took a look at him. The
only illumination was by nightlight, very low. But Lee scared her.
She touched him with her foot and he kicked it away. Then he lay
so still that it was like he had died. He didn’t move for the next
hour. She said to herself, “Is he alive?” He looked so still. Abso­
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lutely gone. She couldn’t hear his breath. She had to bend over
very close to feel his breathing—she thought he had died on her.
Isn’t that funny? For all these years she remembered saying,
“Thank goodness he’s alive.” And he made no sound all night and
never moved again.

In the morning, he made himself instant coffee, drank it in a
plastic cup, and went off to work.

She sits in a chair, a tiny woman in her early fifties, her thin shoul­
ders hunched forward in such pain of spirit under such a mass of
guilt that one would comfort her as one would hug a child.-What
is left of what was once her beauty are her extraordinary eyes, blue
as diamonds, and they blaze with light as if, in divine compensa­
tion for the dead weight of all that will not cease to haunt her, she
has been granted a spark from the hour of an apocalypse others
have not seen. Perhaps it is the light offered to victims who have
suffered like the gods.

6

The Third Widow

MARGUERITE OSWALD. I don’t believe this letter belongs with the
letters. May I see it, please? Is that a letter from Russia? I don’t
think so from what I can see from here.

MR. rankin. It purports to be, Mrs. Oswald. I hand it to you. Is it
Exhibit 198 you are speaking of?

marguerite Oswald. Yes. I’m sorry. There was another very
important letter of this size that I thought maybe had become
confused with the Russian letters. You will have to forgive me,
Chief justice Warren, but this is quite a big undertaking.1
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All day long, throughout her testimony, she has been fumbling
through her file of letters, bringing forth “documents, gentle­
men,” that prove nothing but that she has had her share of lonely
nights filled with intolerable scenarios of suspicion. Her letters
prove of little use in the lawyerly air of the Warren Commission
Hearings. She is wasting their time with trivia, and all the while her
possession-of these letters remains as important to her as tomb­
stones. Who is moving the tombstones in the family graveyard?

The interlocutors grow testy:

representative BOGGS. Why did your son defect to Russia? -

MARGUERITE OSWALD. I cannot answer that yes or no sir. I am
going to go through the whole story or it is no good. And that is
what I have been doing for this Commission all day long—giv­
ing a story.

representative boggs. Suppose you just make it very brief.

marguerite OSWALD. I cannot make it brief. I will say I am
unable to make it brief. This is my life and my son’s life going
down in history.2

Marguerite has taken sufficient blame, scorn, and ridicule from
other people (including the barely concealed animus of the War­
ren Commission) that there is no need to depict her in one more
unfavorable light—it seems certain at the least that every malfor­
mation, or just about, of Lee Harvey Oswald’s character had its
roots in her. That much granted, it is also difficult not to feel some
guarded sympathy for Marguerite Claverie Oswald. As with Lee,
the internal workings of her psyche were always condemned to
hard labor, and so much of what she tried, and with the best inten­
tions, would fail—especially her obvious desire to receive some
love from her sons, enough love at least to match her harsh pride.
It is not agreeable to see Marguerite’s life through her eyes. The
boys are always leaving her as quickly as they can, and their willful
wives—willful as she sees them—have no belief in her desire to be
a decent mother-in-law. Her sacrifices are many and real—but no
love comes back. Merely banishment from her children, and icy
silence. And then her favorite is accused of killing the President. 
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In her heart of hearts she has to wonder whether indeed he did
it—she knows how far he can go.

Denigrators of Marguerite Oswald will remark on how much
she loved the limelight after he was gone, and it is true: His love of
attention was equaled by hers—she spoke to large audiences for
the first time in her life, and it was a great step forward from that
sales job in New York where she was fired because of intractable
body odor.

Yet, for all her latter-day notoriety, we have to recall that she
died alone and full of a literal cancer to follow upon the bottom­
less cancer of those endless wounds within personal wounds—no,
she had her life, and one would not want it, but somewhere in the
bureaucratic corridors of Karmic Reassignment she is probably
arguing now with one of the monitors, dissatisfied with the low sta­
tion, by her lights, of her next placement. “I gave birth to one of
the most famous and important Americans who ever lived!” she
will tell the clerk-angel who is recording her story.

interviewer: Do you have any family here at all?

marguerite: I have no family, period. I brought three children
into the world, and I have sisters, I have nieces, I have nephews, I
have grandchildren, and I’m all alone. That answers that question
and I don’t want to hear another word about it.3

There she stands with her outrageous ego and her self-deceit,
her bold loneliness and cold bones, those endless humiliations
that burn like sores.

Yet, she is worthy of Dickens. Marguerite Oswald can stand for
literary office with Micawber and Uriah Heep. No word she utters
will be false to her character; her stamp will be on every phrase.
Few people without a literary motive would seek her company for
long, but a novelist can esteem Marguerite. She does all his work
for him.

Given such modest thoughts, it is time to conclude one’s sad tale
of a young American who lived abroad and returned to a grave in
Texas. Let us, then, say farewell to Lee Harvey Oswald’s long
and determined dream of political triumph, wifely approbation, 
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and high destiny. Who among us can say that he is in no way
related to our own dream? If it had not been for Theodore
Dreiser and his last great work, one would like to have used
“An American Tragedy” as the title for this journey through
Oswald’s beleaguered life.

THE END


