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WEST BANK PLEA
To the Editor:

About one vear ago a group of faculty
members at Tel Aviv University formed
an association called AD KAN (which
means “Until Here!™ or “No More! ") as
an immediate response to the intefada—
the Palestinian uprising against the oc-
cupation of the West Bank and Gaza.
Since its inception, AD KAN has been
active Im vOICINg Our protest at current
Israel policies in the occupied areas.
Qur activities include open symposia
and meetings with Palestinian academ-
ics and public figures both in Israel
and in the occupied territories, fact
finding visits to the West Bank and
Gaza, petitions and protest demonstra-
tions, and ongoing efforts on behalf of
detainees arrested without trial.

We ask you to join us in our present
campaign to reopen the universities of
the West Bank and Gaza. Since January
8,1988, all institutions of higher learn-
ing in the occupied territories have
been shut by the military authoritics.
Some eighteen thousand Palestinian
students and twenty-five hundred fac-
ulty members have been prevented
from exercising their basic right to
learn and to teach. As academics, we
protest the harsh and unfair collective
punishment of all students and lectur-
ers in the West Bank and Gaza. We
appeal to the Israeli government and
the military authorities to reopen the
universitics immediately. We believe
that promation of higher education is
essential for a constructive and intelli-
gent dialogue, which will benefit both
peoples— Isracli and Palestinian.

Please, send us vour personal mes-
sage of support by letter, telegram, or
telex. Donations will be appreciated.

Thank you!

AD KAN
PO. Box 39935
Tel Aviy 61397

Isracl

JACKSON AND THE JEWS

To the Editor:

I found “Current Debate: Jackson
and the Jews” (Tiekun, Jan./Feb. 1989)
to be remarkably constricted in scope.
Rather than a debate, Landauer and
Berman's articles were really a sort of
friendly dialogue about the best way

for the Jewish left to withhold support
from Jackson.

While criticizing .andauer for being
disillusioned at finding anti-Semitism
on the left in general, Berman states,
“The left is vast; there are no mem-
bership requirements. Prejudices and
blindnesses of every hue and persua-
sion come pouring through the door”

So, what's the deal here? Why should
we expect to find anti-Semitism within
the American left—which numbers in
the hundreds of thousands—but not
in an emerging American Rainbow,
which numbers in the millions? Why
does Berman sav that we must fight
anti-Semitism in the left fromr within,
bur that we should fight anti-Semitism
in the Rainbow from without?

The central question cannot be
whether anti-Semitism exists in the
constituency of Reverend Jackson,
or in the constituency of any other
movement - because the answer will
always be ves. The question must be
whether anti-Semitism exists in the
program of the Rainbow or the platform
of the reverend. The answer to that
question Is ho.

Similarly. the question is not whether
there is any racism in the contributors
o Tiekun—Dbecause the answer to
that question has to be yes. The ques-
tion is whether there is racism in the
policies of Trkkun. The answer to that
question is no.

We have a choice here. We can stand
with the forces of change, or we can
stand outside them, We can choose, as
Jackson says, to turn to each other, not
on each other.

There is nothing to be gained by
withholding progressive Jewish support
{critical if need be) from the man and
the movement that has taken an agenda
of justice and peace to the center stage
of American politics. Nothing to be
gained from withholding Jewish sup-
port from the electoral and activist
movement that is the center for change
in this period.

In the last five years, Jesse has begun
the process of consolidating disparate
forces into both a progressive national
electoral movement and a progressive
national organization. The coalition
that developed around his candidacies
arguably represents the most critical
development in the realignment of
political forces in recent United States

history.
This is indeed, Mr. Berman and Mr.

Landauer, a movernent to “heal, repair
and transform the world” It is also a
movement that strives to heal and re-
patr and transform itself. The Rainbow
Coalition welcomes us. Jesse Jackson
welcomes us. No one has “kicked us
out.” The door is open. The door has
always been open. There is really no
reason to stand outside,

Sahina Virgo

Chair, Jewish Voters for Jesse Jackson,
1984, 1988 Los Angeles

Member, National Board of
Directors, Rainbow Caoalition

To the Editor:

In a dialogue with Carl Landauer
on the issues of Jews and Jesse Jackson,
Paul Berman—a man who, as does Mr,
Landaver, T have also regarded as a
thoughtful and interesting writer on the
left—has resorted to the kind of intel-
lectual cheap shots and demagoguery
hardly befitting a writer who seeks to
defend nuances and complexities.

In trying to make the argument
that an all-or-nothing attitude leads
neoconservatives to countenance anti-
Semitism, Mr. Berman writes—in a
paragraph that reeks of left-wing neo
McCarthyism—that “ Commentary’s sis-
ter magazine New Criterion has brought
the neoconservative view to a crazy
extreme by publishing a Jewish his-
torian who picks Hitler’s allies as the
preferred victors in the Spanish Civil
War. (True, the Axis had its flaws,
but it was fighting communism. .. )"
Arguing that such neoconservatives are
fleeing toward anti-Semitism, Berman
asserts that “we on the left are going
to have to rescue them from their own
allies” As a writer who himself has
been charged by those he has recently
termed “Stalinist pigs” with being a
defender of fascism, because he dared
to tell the truth in the pages of the
Village Voice about the dark side of
the Lincoln Brigade, Berman should
not be using that same kind of logic
against those with whom he disagrees.

Thanks, Paul, but I don’t need res-
cuing. Moreovet, as you well know, T

ERRATUM

In “Criticism and Restitution™ by
Geofirey Hartman (Vol. 4, No. 2) on
page 30, bottom line, left column,
“Walfe” should have read “Waolf™ (as
in Virginia Woolf).
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Yet Bader himself is unable to refrain
from denigrating “addiction” models
and associated treatments,

Bader's main concerns ave that, one,
these addiction models “block™ the
patient’s investigation into the deep,
subtle mtrapsvehic dynamics that carry
childhood pain and conflict into adult
life; and, two, these addiction mod-
els “block” an understanding of the
socichistorical conditions that create
“dysfunctional familics” (which then
produce adults with various “addic-
tions”). Bur could one say thar Newton-
ian physics “blocked” the development
of Einsteinian physics? Could we have
arrived at Linsteinian physics without
the theoretical and practical benefits
of Newtonian physics? The first model
1s not. theoretically, a block to deeper
understanding through the develop-
ment of another theory. Similarly, can't
patients come to the subtle and power
ful insights of psychoanalytic theory
atter first doing the healing work of-
fered by addiction models? On a prac-
tcal level, if the Adult Child chooses
not to go into psychotherapy, is it fair
to say he or she is blocked? Perhaps it
is more accurate to see that as a choice
an individual makes about how to allo-
cate scarce resources (time, money,
emational investment) to gain certain
rewards (the insights of psychotherapy,
or fun, or love, or accomplishment at
work or at a hobby, and so on). And
if, as Bader says, there is a block inside
psychotherapy, a collusion of patient
and therapist in avoiding the investi-
gation of deep bur painful insights
through the use of the convenient short-
hand of the addiction model, is that the
fault of the model or of the therapist's
lack of skill?

As Max Weber taught, theories can
be thought of as constructs that are
neither right nor wrong, but rather
useful ar nat in highlighting important
aspects of reality, The questions be-
come, What aspect are we interested
in looking at? Who's to do the looking?
And for what purpose is one looking?

Bader savs the addiction models
mystify important elements of a per-
son's past. For example, “dysfunctional
family™ is used as a cover to avoid ex-
plaining and confronting the roots of
a mother’s depression. Yer Bader does
not realize that, for a victim of abuse,
focusing attention on the causes of a
mother’s abuse may fee! like another
kind of abuse. The need of the patient

is to move away from focusing on others
in order to reorient the self and become
cmpowered, to feel worthwhile, and to
express and heal feelings of shame, fear,
and anger. The *mystification” of addic-
tion models is rather a deliberate turn-
ing away from certain phenomena not
because these phenomena are irrele-
vant, but because [or the wounded per-
son it is more helpful during much of
the healing process to focus elsewhere.

It is interesting to notice what the
practice of psychotherapy often mysti-
fies. Psychotherapists are not always
cager to share with their clients an un-
derstanding of their theoretical frame-
work. Professionals retain the powet
of “expert” in a fee-for-service relation-
ship that is pursued in the isolation of
a private dyad. In that relatonship,
psychotherapists often “mystify™ their
mistakes and inadequacies. At points
when the patient’s childlike demands
for absolute love are frustrated, when
a paticnt'’s sense of betrayal and suspi-
cion is expressed, therapists often ig-
nore their own failings in an eager
attempt to focus the patient on his or
her own feelings. Many therapeutic
relationships do not weacher these one-
sided storms. What is the casualty rate
among patients? How many patients
victims of various kinds of abuse in
childhood—move from therapist to
therapist, looking for but not finding
the help they seek because that help is
“mystified”? (Looking for help in all
the wrong places. ...} On the one hand,
addiction-model self-help groups oper-
ate on an open and accessible theoreti-
cal basis. While there are dropouts
from groups as well, the group pro-
cess encourages the development of
what Trkkun has been calling tor, the
Three C’s: compassion, community,
and connection.

Bader has a good point—the ad-
diction models do not lead to insight.
ful (or any) sociohistorical analyses—
and I have two responses. First, how
many patients develop insightful so-
cial analyses in psychotherapeutic ses-
sions? Second, are social theorists really
“blacked” from understanding socio-
historica) conditions by the addiction
madels? Aren’t theorists able to use
alternate theories, like psychoanalytic
theory, to aid them? Can’t we have a
plethora of models, each used for par-
ticular ends, highlighting various im-
portant features of reality? Need we
denigrare one model because it doesn’t
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Publisher’s Page

Nan Fink

othing T7kkun has done has provoked as much

fury from the organized Jewish world as the

op-ed articles we printed in the New York
Times and in the Jerusalem Post this March. In these
op-eds we pointed out that it is a mistake for people to
think that the opinions of the leaders of the organized
American Jewish world about the political situation in
Israel represent those of the large numbers of Jews who
do not belong to their organizations. Neither do these
leaders’ opinions necessarily represent those of their
own members, since these organizations typically dan’t
have democratic procedures for deciding positions on
important issues.

We took on the organized Jewish leadership directly
at this time because we thought that it is crucial for
Americans and Israelis to know that large numbers of
American Jews don't support Shamir’s policies toward
the Palestinians. We think that Shamir’s intransigence is
bogging down the peace process, and we want to create
pressure on him to be open to negotiating with the
PLO. One way to create this pressure is to publicize the
fact that many American Jews, as shown by the polls,
are unhappy with his leadership.

The two op-ed articles came out just as fifteen hundred
Jews were gathering in Jerusalem for Shamir’s Solidarity
Conference. Although we knew that some delegates to
this conference privately disagreed with Shamir, we
also knew that the press and Shamir’s stage managing
would make it appear that the American Jewish world,
as represented by these American Jewish leaders, strongly
supports him.

We were also concerned that Shamir would sail
through his April trip to the US. without it being
made clear that many of us are in opposition to his
policies. In March 1988 he was applauded by American
Jewish leaders and went back to Israel with reports of
strong American support, Although American opinion
is obviously not the only determining factor in the
Isracli government’s decision-making process, American
support, or the lack of it, can play an important role.
For example, the Who-is-a-Jew issue provoked strong
American response, which in turn was instrumental in
the decision to form the current coalition government
in Israel.

In a series of public and private responses to the
op-ed articles, many people, among them the president
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of Hadassah and the chairman of the Conference of
Presidents of Major Jewish Organizations, harshly at-
tacked us for taking such an oppositional position. The
criticism fell into two major categories.

First, some people thought that these op-eds reflect
disloyalty to the Jewish people. They said that pointing
out the diversity within the American Jewish world can
only lead to trouble for Israeli and American Jews. One
leader publicly stated that he saw his job as “stemming
the tide of the Michael Lerners of America.”

We weren't at all surprised by this response. Since
we've been articulating our position about Israel and the
Palestinians, we've received a great deal of criticism for
speaking out. We strongly disagree with this criticism,
because we think that Israel is in greater danger if it
continues with its current policies toward the Palestinians
than if American Jews are critical in public. We do not
think the potential damage from speaking out comes
close to the potential damage that comes from American
Jews supporting an Israel that is acting immorally.

However, we were surprised by another kind of criti-
cism that we heard—namely, that it is a mistake for
Tikkun 1o call attention to the division in the Jewish
world, because the American Jewish community has in
fact become more open to debate about Israel in the
last year. Even though there is still little criticism voiced
publicly, what really counts is that people are thinking
about the issues in different ways.

The problem with this second criticism is that it is
contradicted by the first criticism. If the Jewish world
is now so open, how come we are being arracked so
intensely by the organized Jewish world? Why are they
denouncing us as being anti-Israel and harmful to the
Jewish people when we speak out against Shamir's
policies? If, indeed, the Jewish world is now so open
for debate, why tell us that we should work from within
rather than publicly voice an alternative opinion to the
one articulated by American Jewish leaders?

The truth is that, although perhaps more American
Jews are starting to question what is happening in
Israel, there is still overwhelming caution about publicly
voicing this criticism. Several leaders of establishment
organizations have told us that they are afraid to go
public with their views. The personal risks are too
great. So much for the alleged openness—in the name
of which we are supposed to moderate our criticism. [



Editorials

Michael Lerner

The Destruction of the Planet

xperts in ecology are increasingly convinced

that the survival of the human race, perhaps of

all life on the planet, hangs in the balance. If
we do not immediately and decisively shift our entire
relationship to nature, there is good reason to believe
that after another ten years have passed we will have
done irrevocable damage to the life-support systems of
the planet.

Piecemeal solutions are wildly inadequate—they serve
more to soothe our frayed nerves than to seriously con-
front the issue. So the media select one of the innumer-
able wavs that we are destroying our natural environment
(the destruction of the ozone layer, for example), and
eventually governmental figures acknowledge that there
is a problem.

Yet even when one such issue gets attention, the solu-
tions are too little, too late. Afraid to challenge existing
methods of production and consumption, government
regulators delay for years the target dates for addressing
the problem, set unconscionably high “acceptable” levels
of environmental damage (poisons on our apples and
other foods, as well as poisons in the air, thus get
defined as “safe”), and make exceptions that guarantee
that even when the specific problem is being addressed
it is #ot being solved. Meanwhile, we focus all of our
energy on two or three explosive areas that have caught
the media’s attention this month, and the damage pro-
ceeds apace on dozens of other fronts.

The irrationality of our relationship to nature simply
boggles the imagination. In the twenty-first century
people will look back and picture this entire age as one
of pure self-destructive frenzy, as though we had all
become Neros fiddling while Rome burned. It’s not as
though we can claim that we don’t know what’s happen-
ing. Every night’s television brings new information
about toxic wastes for which there is no acceptable
method of disposal, rain forests in the Northwest and
in Central America that are being destroyed, animal
species that are being wiped out (elephants, we are told
now, may soon be gone—killed for the ivory in their
tusks), waterways that are permanently polluted and
oceans that are being stripped of all fish, food that can
no longer be eaten because it is covered with poisonous

chemical additives and preservatives, and air that is
increasingly dangerous to every form of life that is
exposed to it.

Nor are we much reassured by the minimal legislative
efforts to combat the problem. The Environmental Pro-
tection Agency (EPA), allegedly created to institutional-
ize our concern about the environment, may serve more
as one of the many ways that we pretend that somebody
is doing something, that the alarmists must be wrong,
that there’s somebody in charge who knows what’s hap-
pening and will eventually take care of business. So we
are not totally shocked when somebody like Henry
Waxman, an environmentally courageous congressman
from Los Angeles, reveals in March 1989 that the amount
of poisons being poured into the air wildly exceeds our
worst fears, or when he charges the EPA with total
failure to do its job adequately. Yet even Congressman
Waxman gets restricted to very piecemeal solutions
because he can’t count on a social movement to raise
larger questions and push for larger change.

The psychic numbing process by which we distance
ourselves from the possible consequences of nuclear
weapons, from the meaning of world hunger, and from
the pain that is a consequence of the unfair distribution
of the world’s resources is manifested in our attitude
toward the environmental crisis. Overwhelmed by the
scope of the changes we might need to make in order
to guarantee the earth’s survival, each of us makes the
choice to avoid thinking about the issue, to go about
our lives as if there were someone else in charge. The
media contribute to this mind-set by framing each
particular story as though it had no relationship to all
the other environmental horror stories. Not only do the
media fail to give us any sense of the depth of the disaster
we are facing, but their very inability to remember and
include in this week’s story what was happening last
week colludes with our own desire to believe that last
week’s problem has been solved.

The environmental crisis is a crisis of moral leadership
and is a direct result of the breakdown of a moral
community. The breakdown of any larger community
of shared meaning and purpose leaves each person to
fend for him- or herself. The competitive marketplace






you raisc. Moreover, I can’t take seriously your moral
tone, which urges me to worry about the long-term
consequences, when I know very well that you in the
industrialized countries of Europe and North America
have been responsible tor creating most of the pollution
and most of the raping of the resources of the world”

he major obstacle to rational planning is not

Third World countries or the economically mar-

ginal, but rather the multinational corporations
and the governments that serve their interests, The
current environmental crisis requires that the common
good take precedence over private interest and over the
unrestricted freedom of corporations to make investment
and production decisions. There's no way to be serious
abour saving the planet without facing this broader
issue. And precisely for this reason it’s important that
we challenge the current belief that socialism has died
and capitalism has triumphed. Of course, within the
constraints of an internationally functioning economic
plan, market mechanisms become the most ethcient
way to organize important sectors of economic life. But
without these constraints, the free marketplace has led
us, and will continue to lead us, to the brink of eco-
logical disaster.

We must build a movement that does not force people
to narrow their political frame of reference and accept
minor victories. In fact, only by being visionary and ho-
listic can such a movement energize the American people.
When social movements have framed their goals in ways
that awaken our collective yearning for a morally centered
community, they have been most effective politically.

Yet there remains a major problem. Once we begin
to talk about transtorming the world, many people
tune out. “It’s too big for me to handle” is a typical
response. “I have enough trouble keeping my own life
together” Precisely for that reason, anyone who wishes
to save the environment must empower people so that
they can overcome their “surplus powerlessness” In
the past we've argued that transcending the dynamics
of self-blaming and building communities of compassion
arc essential to this process—and hence we've called
for a new kind of liberal or progressive movement that
would pay attention to the psychodynamics of daily life
and that would speak to people’s fundamental spiritual
and ethical concerns.

You may not think we have time to create such a
movement. In fact, nothing else will succeed without ic.
Until people fecl empowered to address the big picture,
they may commiserate about the terrible destruction
of the environment, and be genuinely shocked at the
changes in the climate and the frequency of cancer and
the disappearance of forests and streams and animals;
but they will still vote for candidates who advocate the

r

most minimal and piecemeal changes, and still watch
the demise of the planet with the same detachment that
characterizes the rest of their lives, Theretore, building
a new kind of political community —far ditterent from
the hollow shells that parade as the major political
parties in America— is a major priority for anyone who
wishes to save the planer.

Victimology

n an important article on the women’s movement

in the March/April 1989 issue of Tikkun, Jessica

Benjamin describes the way various groups use
their past and present suffering to try to legitimate
their current aspirations and demands. “What we have
learncd” says Benjamin, “is that there is a tremendous
moral capital in suffering, even if you aren’t suffering
any more.” It’s all too easy to have every political argu-
ment resolved by someone referring to their own or
their group’s suffering.

Of course, one of the reasons why, if forced to pick,
we feel closer to the left (with all its problems) than to
the right is that the left seems to care about the suffering
of others. While the right celebrates the pursuit of
sclf-interest, the left insists that we pay attention to the
ways that poverty, oppression, and “underdevelopment”

Sabbatical Fellowship at Tikkun

We are secking an outstanding intellectual who would
spend his or her sabbatical year working with us at
Tikkun. lasks include reviewing manuscripts, dealing
with authors, and ediring articles —working at the Tekkun
office a minimum of 25 hours a week, from Sept. 1, 1989
to June 30, 1990. The fellowship award is $12,000. Submit
a long, detailed, and self-revealing personal letter de-
scribing your reactions to the magazine, ideas for whart
you'd like to see in Trkkun, your experience doing edi-
torial work, and your intellectual/political/philosophical
orientation; plus samples of your written work.

Paid Internship at Tikkun

The tasks: everything from reading submissions, proot-
reading, and editing, to writing letters of rejection, office
work, and promoting the magazine. Minimum commit-
ment: 25 hours/week, Sept. 1, 1989 to June 30, 1990.
$500/month. Send selt-revealing personal letter de-
scribing yourselt and your ideas for Trkkun, and why
you'd be good for us; samples of your writing; and
letters of recommendation.
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Lerner: Well, they don’t kill other Tsraclis with whom
they disagree. But in the PLO, people who have been
seen as “moderate” have been killed by others.

Shaath: Well, 1 don't say that I have no worries about
risking my life. I do. But 1 also believe that we in the
PLO can handle this problem. This is, after all, a Pales-
tinian problem and we will wake care of it.

Lerner: But it there 1s a Palestinian state, it will be
an Israeli problem. If a state emerges like the one in
Lebanon, this will be bad for Israel.

The Israelis have been nmuch
tougher than the British were toward
the Indians during Gandhi’s
demonstrations. The Israeli troops
throw tear gas into people’s homes.

Shaath: Well, first, if Tsrael doesn’t intervene and take
sides, we will be able to handle it ourselves. In fact, the
Israelis played a major role in arming the Phalangists in
Lebanon, and this was a major reason that we could not
scitle the problems there by ourselves. So if Israel doesn't
intervene, things will be worked out. But as to danger
to Israel—this is not true. Read Abba Eban’s recent
articles about the military balance (Tikkun, March/
April 1989) and you will see that the Palestinian state
could not be a serious threat to Israeli military security,

Lerner: Wouldn’t the Palestinians be more successtul
in gaining mass support from the Israeli public, so that
we could actually end this conflict instcad of cach side
continuing to “prove” that it has exclusive right on s
side, if you were to adopt a policy of nonviolence? You
would win the confidence of a Jarge section of the [sraeli
public which would move toward acceptance of a Pales-
tinian state if you were to project a credible nonviolent
policy and practice.

Shaath: This is the fundamental thrust of most of the
demonstrations taking place during the mtgfada. When

a group of young people gather to march with Palestinian
flags, this is fundamentally nonviolent civil disobedience.
But then the Israeli troops respond with violence: they
throw tear gas, they shoot with rubber or plastic bullets,
they beat up people. And then the teenagers respond
by throwing rocks. But the people have tried to keep
this mtifada nonviolent —they have not used armed
weapons, which would have been possible.

In addition, you must understand that the Israelis
have been much tougher than the British were toward
the Indians during Gandhi's demonstrations. The Israeli
troops throw tear gas into people’s homes—and this
has caused the loss of over fifteen hundred pregnancies,
and much pain. The British troops were more restrained.

Lerner: Well, I don’t accept your characterization of
the Israeli army, which [ believe has acted in a more
restrained way than many other armies might have acted,
certainly more restrained than Syria or Iraq act toward
their own populations, and almost certainly more re-
strained than the American police and national guards
have acted when called in to put down domestic uprisings
in the ghettos and barrios of America. I do not fault
the IDF; I fault the political leadership of Israel that
has chosen to perpetuate the occupation and ignore
your pleas to begin negotiations toward a final peace
settlement. And 1 still do believe that the Palestinian
cause would be best served by a policy of nonviolence
that is more tully developed and more categorical —
including the cessation, at least for a specified period
of time, of raids into Israel and attacks on the IDF But
I thank you for taking the time to explore these issues
so fully with the American Jewish community. And
though I regret that Israel will not allow you or other
PLO leaders to enter Israel and present your ideas, and
that it has made it illegal for Israeli citizens to have any
dircet contact with you, 1 hope thart these policies will
soon be reversed and a significant dialogue can begin.
In that dialogue many of us may press you and the
Palestinians to change your mind about some of the
points you raised here, but I think that the dialogue
must begin soon. And since we cannot be the rep-
resentatives of Lhe people of Israel, we can only hope
that they will soon be allowed to speak to you directly
and for themselves, [

—

— — — — ——————

Tireless fighter for justice and peace, Abbie is
remembered for his insistence that humor and joy
are essential in the struggle to heal and transform
the world. Never abandoning his “1960s” politics,
Abbic became a powerful voice for ecological sanity
in the 1980s. A proud and loyal Jew, a writer for
Tikkun, and a signer of our recent “No, Mr. Shamir”

Abbie Hoffman: In Memoriam

ad in the N.Y Times, Abbic frequently called us
with his latest strategies to expose the injustice and
immorality that undermine what he loved most in
American and Jewish traditions. As irreverent toward
the enforcers of “left-wing and Marxist orthodoxics”
as toward the establishment, Abbie was a shining
light who will be sorely missed.
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brace of the city’s most tawdry promises of celebrity and
glitz, evoked for some of us the ancient insecurities that
drove some Jews to collect taxes for the Polish king or
to stage the pathetic excesses of Goodbye, Columbus.

That many of the city’s minority insurgents demon-
strated their own ancient insecurities and pathetic ex-
cesses is heside the point; after journalist Ken Auletta
reported Koch's comment that most Blacks are “basic-
ally anti-Semitic,” after Koch called Congressman Ron
Dellums “a Watusi warrior,” and after he warned Jews
that they'd be “crazy” to vote for Jesse Jackson in New
York's presidential primary last April, it wasn’t surprising
to hear embarrassed local Teamster President Barry
Feinstein blurt out that the mayor had “driven a dagger
into the heart of this city”

he depth of Koch’s tragedy is clearer from the

vantage point of Jewish history. Across eight

decades and three generations, Jews stoked New
York City's great institutional furnaces—its unions,
universities, hospirals, philanthropies, theaters, pub-
lications, and infrastructure (from Moses to Robert
Moses ...), creating a culture of progressive institutions,
open to all. It provided, in the way a thousand scholar-
ships 1o elite private schools could not, an integration
of proletarian strength with professional achievement
and high cultural excellence.

And Jews—three million strong, 36 percent of the
city’s population just after World War II—were the city’s
prolerariat as well as the petty bourgeoisic and the
professional middle classes. Even those Jews who lived
like Episcopalians voted like Puerto Ricans, as Milton
Himmelfarb has observed; and one might add that
even those Jews who lived like conservative Italians and
other white ethnics still voted like Jews. There remain
three thousand Jewish police officers in New York City,
more than 10 percenr of the force. Now that’s leavening
for you.

Electing a Jewish mayor was almost an afterthought.
The voters didn’t get around to it until 1973, and by
then, if anything, “our time” was already waning. For
the Jews” vision of New York City depended ultimately
upon a national commitment to a full-employment
economy that meets basic human needs in health, edu-
cation, and housing—something neither the classical
free market nor the new corporate consolidation of the
city could provide.

The tragedy is that as the city fell behind in meeting
such needs, municipal government became as despised
politically by hard-pressed taxpayers as it had been
stymied economically by capital flight. In the voting
booth and on the streets, the culture of progressive
institutions became suspect as people tried to replace
deteriorating mass transit, schools, and parks with the

expensive alternatives of the private sector: subway
riders became car drivers, and 2 new generation of
middle-class New Yorkers abandoned the social bond
of public schooling.

Many of those who couldn’t step up their private
consumption retreated to cthnic enclaves that gave
dubious succor and balkanized the city into warring
camps. By the late 1960s, the tumultuous wars between
Black parents and the predominantly Jewish United
Federation of Teachers over community control of the
city’s public schools had broken the spine of the civic
culture. A backlash ensued with the 1973 boycotts of
public schools by Jewish and Italian American families
resisting the busing of Blacks into Brooklyn’s Canarsie.
That same year, with a mobilization by Jewish home-
owners against the construction of low-income, pre-
dominantly minority public housing in Forest Hills,
Queens, Ed Koch, a little-known liberal congressman
from Greenwich Village, made his first foray into a
mayoral campaign by marching with the most demagogic
of those protesting homeowners at the project site.

Something in this poor Bronx boy’s
avid subservience to
white-shoe bankers, bis almost
gleeful flogging of minority
insurgents, evoked for some the
ancient insecurities that

drove some Jews to collect taxes
for the Polish king.

People say Koch benefited from the lefr-liberal hubris
of Mayor John Lindsay, who, according to the argument,
so coddled poor Blacks and enraged working-class whites
that he botched the last real opportunity to rencgotiate
the urban social compact. In a memorable 1970 Corz-
mentary profile of Lindsay, Roger Starr signaled the
emergence of a Jewish neoconservative sensibility by
observing that the mayor and his followers were com-
fortable with only two types of people, those who had
so little money that they needed more of it just to
survive, and those who had so much money that they
needed to give it away. The broad, then-mostly-white
mass in the middle, including Forest Hills homeowners,
teachers terrified of community control, and hard hats
who clubbed antiwar demonstrators on Wall Street,
seemed grubby and uninspiring to many of Lindsay’s
followers.

Koch made himself that broad middle’s avenger, but,
unlike Philadelphia’s Mayor Frank Rizzo or Boston
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New Age Mythology:

A Jewish Response to Joseph Campbell

Tamar Frankiel

special video event: a series of videotaped conversa-

tions with Joseph Campbell, the well-known scholar
of mythology and popularizer of comparative religion.
Completed a few months before Campbell died, the
tapes are a summary and retrospective of Campbell’s
decades of writing and thinking about comparative
religion. The repeated showings have generated much
appreciative discussion among those interested in mod-
ern religious thought and those involved in spiritual
practices. The book based on the tape transcripts, en-
titled The Power of Myth, has been selling with enormous
success.

The popularity of this material should have come as
no surprise: for years Campbell’s works have provided
many students with an introduction to the field of
comparative religion, and he is popular among people
in certain other fields as well—notably among psychol-
ogists with a Jungian bent. Although he was sometimes
regarded by other scholars as too much a generalist and
popularizer, overriding the data with his interpretations,
his impact was considerable, He both reflected and
contributed to the post-1960s movement of young
Americans and Europeans toward a2 more universalistic,
nature-oriented spirituality (a mythology for the whole
planet, as he said), and he offered his scholatly reputation
to give this movement a solid foundation.

For a Jew interested in the spiritual direction of
contemporary life, however, watching the tapes is un-
settling. In the panorama of spirituality that Campbell
presents, and in the vision he offers of a spiritually
unified planet, we do not glimpse a role for Judaism. Of
Judaism as a living tradition, no discussion occurs; and
of our ancient biblical heritage, there is almost nothing
bur negative references. If Campbell is a scholarly rep-
resentative of a significant trend in modern spirituality,
as he surely is, where does this leave the Jew in the
religious future of the planet? Listening to him, one
would conclude that Judaism doesn’t speak to today’s
concerns about higher consciousness and planetary unity.

In 1988, Bill Moyers and PBS offered viewers a

Tamar Franksel lives in the San Francisco Bay area and writes
and lectures about the bistory of religions.

Better to turn to Hinduism, Buddhism, or a tribal
shaman. Indeed, many young Jews have done just that—
some undoubtedly under the influence of Campbell’s
writings.

Tue Enp ofF THE IN-GRrOUP

A person with some knowledge of Western intellectual
traditions might be even more concerned. For intellec-
tual inspiration, Campbell refers us to the tradition of
Schopenhauer and Nietzsche in philosophy and Adolf
Bastian in anthropology. These thinkers contributed to
the creation of secularized German romanticism, from
which National Socialism later drew. Campbell would,
with good reason, disavow any connection with nazism
that was based only on similar intellectual traditions.
Indeed, one of the foundations of his normative philos-
ophy of religion is that no religion or philosophy based
on the notion of an “in-group,” no “sociologically
oriented mythology,” can be a foundation for modern
spirituality. The Nazis would of course be discredired
under this criterion.

But so would Judaism. Insofar as group boundaries
are an inherent and necessary part of the structure
of Judaism, it would no longer be a viable religion in
our age. While Campbell voices respect for differences
among religions (on the model of the federal govern-
ment’s respect for states’ rights), one wonders how
deep this concern runs, at least in the case of Judaism.
For while he appreciates the mythologies and sacred
scriptures of many traditions, he views most of our
foundational literature, the “mythologies” of the Hebrew
Bible, as deeply flawed in their basic orientation.

Let us look at some illustrations, According to Camp-
bell, the “Yahweh cult” illustrated in the Book of Kings
was the “imperialistic thrust of a certain in-group cul-
ture” As a result, Western culture has inherited a view
of the universe from the first millennium B.C.E. that
“does not accord with our concept either of the universe
or of the dignity of man" Our heritage teaches us to
condemn nature, declare it corrupt, and dominate it.

Moreover, the Bible teaches negative views of other
peoples. Referring to the story of Jacob’s sons’ destroying
Shekhem, Campbell observes that the ancient Hebrews
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water, the circle, and the well represent basic psycho-
logical facts of life. The gods themselves are actors on
this symbolic stage, representing in intense form the
energies we ourselves bring into play.

The purpose of all religious symbols and acts, Camp-
bell argues, is to bring us to a deeper consciousness, a
greater awareness of ourselves and of life as a whole.
They do not present us with 2 meaning so much as with
a possibility for deeper experience. Campbell explains:

People say thar what we're all seeking is a meaning
for life. T don't think that’s what we're really seeking.
I think that what we're seeking is an experience of
being alive, so that our life experiences on the
purely physical plane will have resonances within
our own innermost being and reality, so that we
actually feel the rapture of being alive.

Myths increase our awareness, our consciousness, and
thus—since “consciousness and energy are the same
thing somehow” —they make available to us a freer
flow of life energy. We can hold the examples of myths
and gods in our minds, bringing that deeper reality and
that sense of greater vitality into our daily lives.

he path to that higher level of living is an indi-

I vidual one, carved out by each person according

to his or her own sense of what is good, deep,

and true. Campbell’s constant advice to people seeking

a better quality of life is “Follow your bliss” For a

mode! of this path in life, Campbell turns to the medieval

troubadours who sang of devotion to their loved ones,

In Campbell’s view, the troubadours expressed the

unique contribution of Western tradition. They were

determined to be “the author and means of their own

self-fulfillment, ... and they were going to take their

wisdom from their own experience and not from dogma,
politics, or any current concepts of social good.”

Campbell offers a philosophy of self-fulfillment in a
rich and sophisticated format; he tells stories of personal
transformation from all over the globe. Besides being
colorful, this philosophy is highly congruent with the
way our culture has absorbed other perspectives from
such varied sources as depth psychology, the human
potential movement, Buddhism, Hinduism, and Taoism,
And it is attractive— promising enlargement of the arena
of consciousness, extending from personal psychological
growth into spiritual domains where one can achieve a
different perspective on all of being.

Metaphysically, Campbell’s ideas have their foundation
in a viewpoint that is probably closest to that of classical
Hinduism, to which he often refers. Life energy has a
continuity and a resonance through all domains. This
impersonal life energy, which is the ground of being,
manifests itself in one’s own psyche and takes form in

the collective imagination through mythology and per-
sonifications of gods. This energy is also cyclical, and
the multitudinous forms it takes recur over and over.
Even the person on his or her own unique quest follows
a familiar pattern:

All these different mythologies give us the same
essential quest. You leave the world that you're in
and go into a depth or into a distance or up to a
height. There you come to what was missing in your
consciousness in the world you formerly inhabited.
Then comes the problem of either staying with that,
and letting the world drop off, or returning with
that boon and trying to hold on to it as you move
back into your social world again.

The gradual expansion of consciousness leads to the
ultimate aim of the spiritual quest: to recognize the
unity behind this multiplicity of forms and experience,
and thereby to let the heart experience oneness with
other individuals, with humankind, with the planet,
and with the principles of life behind all things.

Authority bas been confused
with authoritarianism,
discipline with rigidity.

Note that the ultimate experience is not of God as a
transcendent source or initial creator, as in the West, but
of God as an impersonal ground of being that is reflected
in all particular beings. Following Schopenhauer, Camp-
bell conceives of the world as we experience it as “fea-
tures of the one great dream of a single dreamer in
which all the dream characters dream, too; so that
evervthing links to everything else, moved by the one
will to life which is the universal will in nature” The
basic religious desire is to experience oneness with all
being, to experience the ultimate ground of being, but
without form. In union with one’s god,

duality is transcended and forms disappear. There
is nobody there, no god, no you. Your mind, going
past all concepts, has dissolved in identification
with the ground of your being, because that to
which the metaphorical image of your god refers is
the ultimate mystery of your own being, which is
the mystery of the being of the world as well.

Campbell is offering here an expansive spiritual vista,
which extends to a unity with “ultimate” being but is
founded on our basic human nature and our inter-
dependence with the rest of nature. Indeed, he claims
that spirituality is grounded in the energy of our own
bodies and that the Jungian archetypes are biologically
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Progress: The Last Superstition

Christopher Lasch

either liberalism nor Marxism, its principal

competitor, seems to hold out much hope

for solutions to the mounting problems that
threaten to overwhelm us. Hence the search for some
third position, as evidenced by recent interest in civic
humanism. communitarianism, and other submerged
traditions of social criticism that have been over-
shadowed by the dominant traditions deriving from the
Enlightenment. The scarch for a third way, neither
Marxist nor liberal, reflects a growing fear that people
are no longer in control of their lives.

Whether it is possible to imagine a convincing alter-
native to the ideologies that have shaped the modern
world and what such an alternative would look like
depend on our understanding of just where the old
ideologies went wrong. My own view is that the roots
of the difficulty lay in their common commitment to
the idea of progress—which is why I am so deeply
opposed to an artempt to stake out a new position that
continues to define itself as “progressive.” That way,
nothing but confusion lies.

The first thing we need to understand is that hope
does not demand a belief in progress. It demands a
belief in justice: the conviction that the wicked will
suffer, that wrongs will be made right, that the underlying
order of things is not flouted with impunity. Hope
implies a deep-seated trust in life, which appears absurd
to those who lack it. But hope serves us better, in
steering troubled waters ahead, than a belief in progress.
Not that it prevents us from expecting the worst. On
the contrary, the worst is always what the hopeful are
prepared for. Their trust in life would not be worth
much if it had not survived disappointments in the
past, while their knowledge that the future holds further
disappointments demonstrates the continuing need for
hope. Believers in progress, on the other hand, though
they like to think of themselves as the party of hope,
actually have little need for it, since they have history
on their side. Still, their lack of hope incapacitates
them for intelligent action. Improvidence, a blind faith
that things will somehow work out for the best, serves

Christopher Lasch, a professor of history at the University of
Rochester, 1s a contributing editor ta Tikkun. He is the author
of The Culture of Narcissism (Norton, 1979) and The Minimal
Self (Norton, 1984), and s currently writing a book called
Hope Against Hope: Progress and Its Critics.

as a poor substitute for the disposition to see things
through even when they don't.

This fatalistic optimism, this confident assumption
that history works on the side of enlightenment, equality,
and individual freedom, was the source of Marxism’s
notorious indifference to the morality of means and
ends— the issue that troubled those who believed that
progress was a mixed blessing at best. For Marxists, the
choice of means was simple: whatever hastened the
proletarian revolution. The “natural laws of capitalism,”
Marx said, worked “with iron necessity towards inevitable
results” This did not mean that every nation had to go
through a bourgeois phase on the way to socialism.
When the Bolsheviks seized power in Russia, they could
cite Marx's statement that Russia might be able to “obtain
the fruits with which capitalist production has enriched
humanity without passing through the capitalist regime.”
Without a bourgeois revolution, however, the socialist
regime would itself have to do the work of capitalism,
beginning with the expropriation of the peasantry;
eventually this logic became the rationale for Stalinism
in the Soviet Union. The upshot of the Marxian scheme
of history was that certain things had to happen in
sequence, whether they happened under bourgeois or
“proletarian” auspices: the destruction of the old landed
aristocracy; the rise of a new ruling class in its place;
the “annihilation” of small-scale production; the trans-
formation of peasants and artisans into wage workers;
the replacement of communal, patriarchal, and “idyllic”
arrangements by contractual arrangements; the rise of
a new individualism in personal life; the collapse of
religion and the spread of scientific habits of thought;
the demystification of authority. Some such series of
developments had to take place whether anyone wanted
them to or not, and no matter what groups happened
to be in charge of the state at any given time. Marx’s
theory of history, political philosopher Jon Elster writes,
was “strangely disembodied.” By “warking backward
from the end result to preconditions,” it “could dispense
with actors and their intentions.” Because it dispensed
with actors, we should add, it could also dispense with
questions of politics and morality.

According to Marx, socialism would reconcile the
individual and society. It represented a “higher synthesis™
berween individualism and “organic unity” Elster, a
sympathetic critic, finds the “indiscriminate solidarity”
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could cite the radical pressures mounted by Populists,
socialists, and militant labor unions as an incentive to
implement more modest reforms. For a variety of reasons,
however, it has become more and more difficult for
popular demands to get a hearing. Third parties are
weaker than they used to be; the consolidation of the
press into a handful of giant chains eliminates small
papers and narrows the range of political debate; the
dominance of television further encourages this homog-
enization of opinion; the growth of the executive branch
of government at the expense of the legislature makes
officials less directly responsible to a popular constitu-
ency, while the courts, the least accountable branch of
government, have assumed an increasingly important
role in policy-making; and the system of direct primaries,
instituted in the hope of bringing government closer to
the people, has had the opposite effect, increasing the
financial resources necessary to mount a successful cam-
paign and transferring the selection of candidates from
party managers to the mass media more than to the
voters. The effect of these changes in making government
appear remote and inaccessible to ordinary people is
evident in the decline of voting, in widespread political
apathy, and in the distrust of Washington on which the
New Right has played so effectively.

rom the beginning, liberalism placed less em-

phasis on the duties of citizenship than on the

right to enjoy the good things of life. The function
of the state was 10 guarantee those rights, not to provide
citizens with a political education or to interfere in
any way with the pursuit of private advantage. Democ-
racy (insofar as it was identified with liberalism at all)
thus came to be identified with an equitable distribution
of goods rather than with the widest possible participa-
tion in public life. A general improvement in the standard
of living seemed to justify the choice of distributive
democracy over participatory democracy. Recent experi-
ence, however, suggests that it may be impossible, in
the long run, to achieve one without the other. The
favored few cannot be trusted to consult the needs of
the many, even when, as Keynes and Kallen pointed
out, it is manifestly in their long-term interest to raise
the general level of consumption, If the many now
enjoy comforts formerly restricted to the few, it is because
they have won them through their own political initiative,
not because the wealthy have voluntarily surrendered
some of their privileges or because the market auto-
matically assures abundance for all. The decline of
popular initiative in politics, together with the decline
of intelligent conservatism, therefore wears a menacing
look; a steady progress toward equality, to put it mildly,
can no longer be taken for granted.

Liberalism ultimately presupposes the creation of a
global market that embraces populations formerly ex-
cluded from any reasonable expectation of affluence.
But the prediction that “sooner or later we will all be
affluent,” uttered so confidently only a few years ago,
no longer carries much conviction. The global circula-
tion of commodities, information, and populations, far
from making everyone affluent, has widened the gap
between rich and poor nations and has generated a
massive migration to the West, where the newcomers
swell the vast army of the homeless, unemployed,
illiterate, drug-ridden, derelict, and effectively disen-
franchised. Their presence strains existing resources
to the breaking point. Medical and educational facilities,

Hope does not demand a
belief in progress. It demands a
belief tn justice.

law-enforcement agencies, and the job supply—not to
mention the supply of racial tolerance and goodwill,
never abundant to begin with—all appear inadequate
to the enormous task of assimilating what is essentially
a surplus or “redundant” population, in the cruelly
expressive British phrase. The poisonous effects of
poverty and racial discrimination cannot be ghettoized;
they too circulate on a global scale. “Like the effects of
industrial pollution and the new system of global finan-
cial markets,” Susan Sontag writes, “the AIDS crisis is
evidence of a world ... in which everything that can
circulate does” —goods, images, garbage, disease. It is
not surprising that “the look into the furure, which was
once tied to a vision of linear progress,” has turned into
a “vision of disaster,” in Sontag’s words, and that “any-
thing ... that can be described as changing steadily can
be seen as heading toward catastrophe.”

The gist of my argument up to this point is that the
consumerist program cannot succeed without popular
participation in government and without a heightened
sense of civic commitment, both of which, however,
tend to be eroded by the consumerist emphasis on
private satisfactions (and by many other features of
consumerist culture as well). To this we can add a
second point: that consumerism requires a global market
and a continuation of the trend toward political central-
ization, whereas civic participation is far more cffective
in small communities where people feel directly respon-
sible for their actions. I see no way out of this dilemma
except to choose one of its two horns, either equality or
economic growth, either citizenship or consumerism. We
can’t have both, and there is no point in pretending that
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Five Parables

Stephen Mitchell

Brier THEODICY

Of all human comestibles, the lemon is most nearly
allied to the sun. Therefore we can deduce that the god
of lemons is bright, slow-moving, and thorough. He
delights in the primary, the elliptical. He is not overly
concerned with sweetness.

Thus, lemon juice is the traditional cure for scurvy
and optimism.

JonaR

After the first few hours he came to feel quite at ease
inside the belly of the whale. He found himself a dry,
mildly fluorescent corner near one of the ribs, and
settled down there on some huge organ (it was springy
as a waterbed). Everything—the warmth, the darkness,
the odor of the sea—stirred in him memories of an
earlier comfort. His mother’s womb? Or was it even
before that, at the beginning of the circle which death
would, perhaps soon, complete? He had known of
God’s mercy, but he had never suspected God'’s sense
of humor. With nothing to do now until the next install-
ment, he leaned back against the rib and let his mind
rock back and forth. And often, for hours on end, during
which he would lose track of Nineveh and Tarshish, his
mission, his plight, himself, resonating through the vault:
the strange, gurgling, long-breathed-out, beautiful song.

Lerr HAND

He is the awkward one, the fool, the vounger brother.
Can’t manage sword or scissors, Bungles it when he
tries to use a pen. He is good only for joint projects

Stephen Mitchell's books include The Selected Poetry of
Rainer Maria Rilke (Random House, 1982), Rilke’s The Sonnets
to Orpheus (Simon and Schuster, 1985}, The Book of Job
(North Pognt, 1987), and the Tao Te Ching (Harper & Row,
1988). The parables printed here are selected from Parables
and Portraits, to be published by Harper & Row in 1990,

with his accomplished partner, and menial tasks, like
lifting a cup or opening a book.

But he doesn't mind. He accepts his limitations, sees
nothing sinister in the fact that grace is reserved for
someone else. Perhaps that is why he has been chosen
to wear the golden circle, promise of all fulfillment: the
marriage ring.

THROUGH THE EYE OF THE NEEDLE

The camel catches his breath, wipes the sweat from his
brow. It was a tight squecze, but he made it.

Lying back on the unbelievably lush grass, he remem-
bers: all those years (how excruciating they were!)
of fasting and one-pointed concentration, until fi-
nally he was thin enough: thaumaturgically thin, thread-
thin, almost unrecognizable in his camelness: until the
moment in front of the unblinking eye, when he pur
his front hooves together. Took one long last breath.
Aimed. Dived.

The exception may prove the rule, but what proves
the exception? “It is not that such things are possible”
the camel thinks, smiling. “But such things are possible
for me?”

KingpoMm oF HEAVEN

“Ooh, make it a sad story,” the children said. “Make it 2
sad, sad story” They were sitting on the fence in the late
February sunlight. They had all been changed into birds.

“Once there was a needle,” I began, “and every time
it picrced the lips .. "

“Oh.” cried the children, “we know about #that kind
of sorrow. Tell us abourt the other.”

I must admit that I was reluctant to continue. The
sunlight in the yard was so poignant after a day of rain.
I could hear their little claws skittering along the fence.

“All right” T said. “Once there was a needle, and
every time it pierced the eyes ..” [

31






absorbs a new language, new customs and values, and
large amounts of information. The newcomer's learning
is not planned or measured; there is no “proper” order
by which to learn, and no way of segmenting into
measured portions the knowledge he or she acquires.
Learning in such a situation is both more holistic and
more serendipitous; it is also more enduring.

Successful instruction is usually founded on a base
of successful enculturation, which provides the student
with both the motivation to learn and opportunities to
consolidate that learning. Tn secular schools, for example,
both intrinsic and extrinsic motivations come into play.
In all but the most impoverished and illiterate of en-
vironments, basic skills such as reading and mathematics
are valued and utilized by nearly everyone—a powerful
intrinsic motivation. Furthermore, achievement in secu-
lar education is linked, at least partially, to entry into
high-status occupations—hence the extrinsic motivation.
These motivating factors create an atmosphere in which
instruction is viable. By contrast, students who do not
come 1o school already motivated in these ways are
often called “culturally deprived.”

he long-term cffects of instruction are also de-

pendent upon enculturation. How much algebra,

geometry, or trigonometry do most people re-
member? What of the foreign languages that students
study for four years but have no opportunity to use?
Knowledge, skills, and even values and attitudes will
only remain in an individual’s active memory when that
person’s culture affords him or her the opportunity to
exercise them.

The Jewish child in a supplementary Jewish school
is not unlike the “culturally deprived” child in a public
school. The curricula of most supplementary schools
focus primarily on Hebrew, Bible, holiday celebrations,
and synagogue skills. But a recent study conducted by
the New York Board of Jewish Education found that
less than 20 percent of the parents of supplementary
school students attend synagogue regularly—that is,
other than on the High Holidays. In only 16 percent of
the students’ homes are Shabbat candles lit every week;
in 45 percent of the homes someone lights Shabbat
candles “occasionally” Though there are no statistics to
bear out this hunch, it would be safe to assume that
few American Jews speak Hebrew or read the Bible
very often.

In his 1979 dissertation “Ethnic Survival in America,”
an ethnographic study of a Conservative supplementary
school, David Schoem recounts the following scene:

In what was a typical classroom lesson, a seventh
prade teacher asked the students to describe in what

ways the Sabbath differed from other days of the

week. In response to a student’s answer that “on the
Sabbath we pray,” one teacher said, “But you pray
every day” In this case not only was the teacher’s
response completely detached from reality, but the
student who answered was also speaking in theoreti-
cal terms. Many of the students in the class had not
been to a prayer service on the Sabbath for up to
six months or more. When the teacher, who managed
a restaurant on Friday evenings, then began ta speak
about “why don’t we work on the Sabbath,” students
giggled incredulously because of the question’s
absurdity. Clearly, this lesson that was being discussed
in first person terms was, in the students’ minds,
about a people that was far removed from their
own reality.

Instruction that is not founded upon enculturation
seems doomed to failure. When information is trans-
mitted in the absence of its rich cultural context, actions
and concepts that once were integral to the culture lose
their significance. Children go through the motions of
attending religious school and becoming bar or bat
mitzvah, but they see no meaning or purpose in these
actions and drop out of supplementary school shortly
thereafter.

Why do schools persist in seeing their mission as
primarily one of instruction? One reason is that instruc-
tion is far easier to define, plan, monitor, and evaluate
than enculturation. In instruction, the goals are relatively
simple, such as knowing a piece of information or
achieving a certain level of proficiency. Enculturation,
by contrast, requires a different sort of planning and
evaluation. The goal of making students feel more
Jewishly committed or more religiously observant eludes
easy definition and simple assessment.

A second reason schools adhcre to the instructional
paradigm is that their leaders look to public schools as
their primary educational model. Intent on creating
“real” schoals, they attempt to replicate the mode of
organization currently in vogue in secular schools.

Enculturation, however, must be the priority of the
supplementary school, for the simple reason that it is
a prerequisite for valuing and retaining the contents
of instruction, Instruction and enculturation are not
incompatible goals; in the best of all worlds one would
try to pursue both. But given time constraints, a sup-
plementary school may have to give one educational
approach priority over the other. In making this choice,
supplementary schools must never lose sight of the fact
that instruction without enculturation is hollow and
supetficial.

The supplementary school wishing to adopt encul-
turation as its primary goal will find many of its current
institutional arrangements ill-suited for that purpose.
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The Two Banks of Jerusalem

Roger Friedland and Richard Hecht

nly a few hundred meters separate two Jeru-

salem banks. Located near the center of Mea

She’arim, the residential epicenter of the ultra
Orthodox community of Jerusalem, both naturally
arc Jewish establishments. But the services they offer
differ markedly.

The first has a name—Bank Discount. Tts branch
office, located in a modern office building, is part of a
multinational operation linked to the major capital flows
that finance investment in Israel. The second has no
name, and its location in an old stone building can be
found only by word of mouth. Both, however, do a
brisk business.

At the first bank, the lines move slowly as the tellers
fill our their forms by hand in triplicate; at the second,
the lines move at a rapid clip—more like buying movie
tickets than making financial transactions. The exchange
rate is also superior at the second bank. At the first bank,
you need a passport to make currency exchanges; at the
second, no identification is required. At the first bank,
clearing a personal check from abroad can take a month.
At the second, a foreign check can be cashed immedi-
ately; only a local telephone number may be requested.
At the first bank, the tellers won't even look at two-party
checks; at the second, such checks pose no difficulties.

By all indications, services at the second, nameless
bank are superior to the first.

But there is onc other service we neglected to mention.
Banks like these also launder money for the Palestine
Liberation Organization. For a percentage—some say
ten, others fifteen—these Orthodox Jewish bankers take
dollar deposits from the PLO and their bankers in Ziirich
and Geneva, and disperse them through Jerusalem.

Brack MARKETS

These pious ultra-Orthodox Jews call themselves
baredim, literally “those who fear God’s wrath.” They
are the descendants of the old Yishuy, the pre-Zionist
Jews who came to live in the holy cities of the Land of
Israel—Jerusalem, Safed, and Hebron—out of sacred
obligation rather than patriotic duty. They do not simply
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the comtemporary politics and religions of that city.

put the demands of the Torah above the Jewish state;
they see the secular nationalist state as blasphemous,
with potentially disastrous consequences for the Jewish
people. Over the decades they have resisted incorpor-
ation into the lsraeli body politic in every way possible.

The haredim are fragmented among the followers of
rival rabbis and rebbes. Many of these communities
run their own unofficial, private banks, which perform
services for their members and allow them to go about
their business with a minimum of contact with Zionist
institutions. In one of these small offices a door opened
for a few seconds, and we saw what appeared to be at
least a quarter of a million dollars stacked on a rable
in the back room. These separate retail operations,
according to one investigative reporter, are connected
to a network of major black-market money dealers who
control the larger flow of currencies brought in and out
of Israel by runners.

The several baredi communities of Mea She’arim and
its surtounding neighborhoods constitute a hermetically
sealed social world each with its own schools, system of
transport, system of housing finance, food supplies,
and newspapers. When their natural hostility to the
profane Zionist world that surrounds them is combined
with each subcommunity’s distinctive dress, speech, and
even gait, it makes police surveillance, let alone pene-
tration, cxtraordinarily ditficult. Indeed it has proved
considerably easier for the Israeli police and military to
infiltrate Palestinian terror networks than to find in-
formants among the insular communities of the haredin.
Mea She’arim has thus long provided a natural habitat
in which to conduct black-market operations in mer-
chandise and currency, to import and export without
paying taxes, to circumvent the complex regulations of
a slow Israeli state bureaucracy.

Not all Aaredi community financial institutions launder
money for the PLO. This particular bank, its “tellers”
wearing their characteristic white knitted &ippor, 1s run
by members of the Hungarian Hasidic community, which
is centered around their rebbe, the Reb Arieleh. Reb
Arieleh’s community has been one of those most hostile
to Zionism, seeing in it a profane preemption of the
messianic function. God, not people, they believe, must
return Jewish sovereignty to Jerusalem.

This is a community at war with the world around it,
and particularly with the authority of the State of Israel.
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to European, as opposed to Jordanian, banks. The Jews
of Jerusalem had more shekels than they wanted while
the Arabs had too few. Because of the large flow of
dollars that made its way into Amman from the Gulf il
economies, the dollar was relatively cheap in Jordan.
The Arabs of Jerusalem had more dollars coming over
the bridges to Jerusalem than they knew what to do
with, while the Israelis had too few. Therefore, coopera-
tion between haredi and Palestinian money changers
was only natural.

There was one problem, however: those darn dinars.
The Jews were uninterested in exchanging their shekels
or their dollars for Jordanian dinars, even though at
that time the dinar was a relatively stable and strong
currency. The Palestinian money changers of Jerusalem
needed to convert their Jordanian dinars into dollars in
order to be able to trade with their Tsracli counterparts
and work the shekel trade that their local customers
demanded. While Palestinian conversion of dinars into
dollars took place in Amman, the hared: bankers also
helped. The need for that help grew over time. In the
early 1980s the Gulf oil economies faltered and the
Jordanians began to make it more difficult for Pales-
tinians in the West Bank to work abroad and thereby
bring monies back over the bridges that cross the Jordan
River. The flow of dollars to the Palestinian moncy
changers in Jerusalem began to slow:

Tue EcoNOMICS OF THE INTIFADA

ut in the year since the intifada broke in Decem-

ber 1987, the shortage of dollars, and of money

generally, has reached crisis proportions on the
Palestinian side. The flow of dollars into the Palestinian
economy of the West Bank and then into Jerusalem has
been hit from three sides: from Jordan, from the West
Bank, and from Israel.

The intifada caught Jordan’s King Hussein by surprise.
Initially, some of the king’s supporters in Jerusalem
went privately to the Israelis to complain that insufficient
force was being used to put down a revolt that threatened
Jordanian influence as much as it threatened the Israelis.
But after nine months of nationalist uprising, Hussein
formally renounced his claims to the West Bank, over
which Jordan had long asserted its political authority,
even though it had assured its Arab brothers that it
held the West Bank as a “trustee.” Jordan stopped paying
the salaries of over twenty thousand of its West Bank
emplovees. More important, it radically reduced the
volume of West Bank Palestinian agricultural produce
allowed across the bridges, which had fed the Jordanian
population or had been shipped to other Arab markets.
As more and more pro-Hashemite figures slipped into
the shadows or allied themselves with the unified leader-

ship of the intifada, Hussein also stopped paying
patronage designed to maintain his own network of
clients, supporters, and informants. These moves all
reduced the movement of dinars and dollars into the
West Bank.

Hussein moved for political reasons—to pressure
the PLO to provide responsible leadership, to show the
West Bank Palestinians and the PLO that Jordan would
have to be a player in any eventual negotiations, and to
prevent the upsurge of domestic Palestinian nationalism
[rom engulfing his own predominantly Palestinian state.
Demonstrations in Jordan in support of the intifada were
ruthlessly suppressed. Over and over again, Hussein’s
troops swept through Palestinian refugee camps in
Jordan, picking them clean of stones. West Bank Pales-
tinian nationalists now frequently receive rougher hand-
ling on the Jordanian side of the bridges than they do
on the Tsraeli side. Hussein also moved for fear that in its
desperation the Israeli right might topple the Hashemite
monarchy and impose its own Palestinian solution on
Jordan, itself a British colonial construction awarded to
Hussein’s grandfather for his loyalty to the British during
World War 1.

But the aging Hashemite monarch did not properly
anticipate the ecconomic whirlwind his political maneuver
would bring in its wake. Jordan is no longer a “front-
line” state and is thus no longer deemed eligible for the
millions of dollars in Arab, particularly Saudi Arabian,
aid it previously enjoyed. The PLO countered 1Tussein’s
gambit by taking its own enormous holdings out of
Jordanian banks. The value of the Jordanian dinar
plummeted to nearly one-half its former value in less
than a year, again reducing the flow of dollars into the
West Bank. As the dinar depreciated, Hussein forced the
predominantly Palestinian money changers in Amman,
who are tightly connected to their confreres in Jerusalem,
to close down. That also cut into the dinar-dollar flow
across the Jordan. Uncertain about the value of the
dinar and the security of assets held in Jordan, West
Bank Palestinians, who are now no longer Jordanian
citizens, are willing to pay a heavy premium to get their
hands on dollars. But those dollars no longer come
across the Jordan River,

If this weren't pressure enough, the Palestinian up-
rising has intentionally made things worse. The intifada
is designed to make Israel pay dearly for the occuparion,
to force Israelis to learn to live without the West Bank
and Gaza, and to persuade the Palestinians to live inde-
pendently of the Israeli economy. It is a tall order in
which the uprisers have only partially succeeded. Ever
since the PLO was founded, local political activists have
contemplated the possibility of getting Palestinians to
stop working for Israeli employers. But neither Israel,
Jordan, nor the PLO had any interest in the buildup of
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Slouching Toward Pressology

Carlin Romano

emingway famously defined courage as “grace
H under pressurc.” Change the definition to “fack

of grace under pressure” and you get a rough
idea of what substitutes for the C-word among press
critics. Like most members of well-educated professional
groups, the working Lieblings face constant incentives
to temper their self-critical thoughts, to go along for
the ride, to wink at their hypocritical peers. The “Isn't
it outrageous?” indignation of past giants, such as
George Seldes, gets replaced by the “Isn’t it some-
thing?” complacency of the boys and girls on the bus.

Among contemporary writets on the American press,
no analysts so completely avoid the inbred media soli-
darity of most journalistic press critics as do Noam
Chomsky and Edward S. Herman. In The Political Econ
omy of Human Rights (1979), and in many books
authored separately, both thinkers force business-as-
usual reporters and readers to confront the puffed-up,
self-congratulatory posture of the press that turns so
many ordinary Americans against it—courageous watch-
dog of bad government, fair-minded champion of the
public weal, quotidian conscience of America.

Both men predictably suffer for their boldness. Mother
Jones titled its recent profile of Chomsky “Noam is an
Island”; the article, written by Jay Parini, detailed, with
only slight exaggeration, how “his work is no longer
reviewed —as it once was—in the mainstream press,”
how the New York Review of Books, once his largest
forum, “quietly dropped him from its list of contribu-
tors” in the midseventies. For defending the freedom
of expression of Robert Faurisson, the French writer
who claimed Nazi gas chambers didn't exist, Chomsky,
who teaches at MIT, lost many die-hard supporters.
Noting this decline of support, the mainstream press
increasingly feels comfortable labeling him a kook: Glenn
Frankel, Jerusalem correspondent of the Washington
Post, and a generally sober-minded reporter, recently
described a Chomsky essay on the Middle East as a
“breathlessly deranged 51-page diatribe.” Meanwhile,
Herman, while teaching (like Chomsky) in one of the
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citadels of American corporate capitalism —the Wharton
School —exerts little pedagogic influence on his institu-
tion or professional colleagues.

Yet a unique feature of their public reputation remains
the chill Chomsky and Herman get from fellow leftists.
Parini, a sympathizer and admirer, casually refers to
Chomsky as a “sober fanatic” Todd Gitlin, another
sympathizer, likens Chomsky’s books on politics and
the press to “a crazy patchwork quilt of quotations
from journals and newspapers. ... He never goes directly
to the source.”

Past readers of Chomsky/Herman know the style
and tone. One imagines the work spewing forth from a
disciplined, vet impassioned graduate student, sitting
in the midst of a vast library, the spools of Times
microfilm piled high on the carrel shelves. The student
enters citations deftly, pushes the offending coverage
into impressive bulldozer piles, adds an intermittent
sarcastic remark, but largely keeps to clerkish packaging
of the printed material. The eeriness of the style grows
from the absence of other voices—let alone the din of
the newsroom—that can mix with or respond to the
Chomsky/Herman loudspeaker. This clip-job approach
to press criticism—virtually total reliance on library
material, and a refusal to quote journalists on why they
report what they do—contributes to the mainstream
dismissal of Chomsky’s and Herman’s books as puri-
tanical screeds. Newspaper people hear an endless
drum solo—*“Unfairness: The Cambridge Concert” —
and turn elsewhere.

Chomsky tends to respond, as Parini notes, “that he
is not a journalist. He is a critic of US. foreign policy,
and as such he goes to the proper sources: newspapers,
National Security Council documents, and other histor-
ical records” Chomsky believes that “pressology” —the
study of journalism as a full-blown social institution—
can be a social science about reportage that doesn’t
have to report—it can merely cite. One reaction by
establishment book review media to this methodology
has been to marginalize Chomsky and Herman. The old
tactic called for muffling them with the sounds of silence.
The new one, intended to avoid the charge of blacklist-
ing, relegates them to inside back pages and cramped
space, where a reviewer’s countercitation can discredit
them. Neither solution acknowledges their importance.

The Chomsky/Herman frame of mind—the sheer
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what had they taken refuge? “Not in front of the child-
ren” I first heard siories of the war at the summer
camp where, on Tisha b’Av, a fast day commemorating
the destruction of the Temple, a new litany was read in
the auditorium— Auschwitz, Maidanek, Treblinka—and
high-minded campers gave up ice cream for the day.
Many visitors to Auschwitz bear a burden of personal
suffering. 1 came without such a history.

But why visit Auschwitz? Why travel so many thou-
sands of miles to honor the dead, when I haven’t been
to my own father’s grave in years? What did I want,
borrowed pain? There’s enough pain back home, thank
vou, even in a life lived under the banner of safety. Nor
was it “survivor’s guilt” that moved me. When I think
of the dead, 1 feel horror, not reverence—they were
victims, they weren't saints—and guilt has no part in it,
Hardly knowing what I wanted, I was drawn to this
place by an urge amounting to a compulsion: I had to
see it for myself. As a mother, a teacher, a poet. As a
comfortable middle-class American who has learned
about evil mostly from books. As a Jew who wants to
live a Jewish life, having no clear sense of what that
entails. Go stand there; you may find out a thing or two,
said a voice I recognized. Ge violate your precious in-
nocence. You need to knoiw.

hree rows of brick barracks still stand at Ausch-

witz, each building a monument to a different

division of sutfering. The general exhibits deal
with Extermination, Material Evidence of Crimes, Every-
day Life of the Prisoner, Living and Sanitary Conditions,
the Death Block. Among the “National Exhibitions,”
set out like pavilions at a European fair—Poland, USSR,
Czechoslovakia, Yugoslavia, Hungary, and the rest—
one building is devoted to the “Suffcring and Struggle
of the Jews” Of course, there are bits of the Jews
scattered among those other buildings. Piles of human
hair. Braids tied with faded ribbon. Gray cloth, a litde
coarse, made of this hair. Hairbrushes, toothhrushes,
shaving brushes. Crutches. Cooking pots. Piles of suit-
cases with addresses stenciled in white ink. Shoes, boots,
wooden clogs.

One huge room 1s full of shoes, On either side of a
center aisle, the shoes of the dead are piled up behind
thick glass almost to the ceiling. A dump, a junk heap.
You can't see the bottom of the pile. The shoes look very
worn—were the newer ones shipped off to Germany?
I discovered with a little jolt that they had no shoelaces.
No, they wouldn’t have. The shoes were caked with the
mud of Auschwitz, the same mud that was on our shoes.

What is one to do with those shoes? At the State
Jewish Theater in Warsaw, Ariel and I had scen an
improvisation in pantomime about European history:

the characters started out in togas and ended in mini-
skirts. In one tableau, there were the shoes, center
stage, a great pyramid of them, and a violin scraping
away in the wings. Such a big pile, and no place to put
it. In the next scene, the whole cast gathered to sweep
the shoes offstage, and the music changed to “Rock
Around the Clock.”

That image of sweeping the shoes out of sight came
back to me at Auschwitz—surprisingly, even in the
Jewish pavilion. One of the main themes in this building
is Polish - Jewish cooperation during the war. There are
lists of names, photos of Poles who died helping Jews,
evidence of extensive cooperation between Polish and
Jewish partisans. 1 know about those brave Poles; at
Yad Vashem, the Holocaust memorial in Jerusalem, many
trees have been planted in their honor. The name of
every Pole who helped should be recorded at Auschwitz
too. There especially. But I am disturbed by the way a
minor subplot was made to seem like the whole story.
And the questions started coming fast, faster than I
could sort them out: Can the whole story be told here?
Wha put together the exhibit in this building? Perhaps
Jews who chose to remain in Poland and had te conclude
a separate peace? Did they keep silent out of fear? Or
out of delicacy, as we did with our hosts in Warsaw?

* &k &

In Warsaw we staved for a few days with a Polish
family, friends of a colleague in Berkeley. Krystyna, the
younget daughter, an archaeologist born in 1948, showed
us around the city, taking us from palace to reconstructed
palace. An archacologist makes a good guide to a past
so dead. In the tower of the Roval Palace, in the central
square, there is a stopped clock where a bomb hit on
September 17, 1939, the day the Nazis invaded Warsaw.
The clock says 11:15. What docs it mean to live in the
shadow of that stopped clock?

At Krystyna's house, we sat in the kitchen and ralked
about the war. Krystyna brought out cheese, herring,
and bread, and she prepared an omelette with sausage
and fresh tomatoes. Her father, Jan, chief engineer in
the reconstruction of Warsaw, poured little glasses of
vodka. Her mother, Halina, told us how shc had been
separated from her older daughter for a few months
during the Polish uprising in 1944. She wanicd us to know
this. With Krystyna to translate, we compared suflcrings.
It was a lopsided affair: I was just a stand-in, after all,
in my lictle crocheted nurse’s outfit. That dialogue in
the kitchen had an almost audible subtext. Our faces
said: We are Jews, look how pleasant and charming we
are; bow could anyone not fove us? Their faces answered:

(Continued on p. 123)
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grandchildren on the head and go off to his daily work.

Waiting for the granddaughter’s reply, T find T am
holding my breath. For this is the central question, the
guestion that all my thoughts about the Holocaust keep
running into like a wall: the question of how it could
happen. At issue here is nothing less than the mystery
of evil, the genesis of morality, of empathy, the civilizing
power of knowledge and of love. To consider this ques-
tion is to fear that all my concern with moral education
and the ability to apprehend and empathize with others’
suffering is finally beside the point.

The granddaughter has been cryving; her nose and
eyes are red. She says she does not understand, though
she has tried and tried. She says: could two souls inhabit
one body, maybe something, something like that?

or a long rime the Holocaust had for me an aura
F of the voluptuous. It secms perhaps incredible

and certainly perverse to say that about an un-
speakable horror. Part of this fecling was simply the
product of childish misapprchension, the synesthetic
blurring that causes children to confuse what they hear
with the circumstances in which they hear it. T lcarned
about the Holocaust as children hear of a storm when
their own house is unthreatened. They hear: it is windy
and unsafe outside. They hear: we are fortunate—
inside it is warm. Like many American Jewish children,
I telt that had I been born in another place at another
time, I too would have been killed, and this astonishing
idea—that there existed people who would kill me just
for being me—gave me a sense of vulnerability and
especially of evil.

But the knowledge that one might be dead if some
alternate self had lived in another place is not useful
information to the child, first because the child has
quite a concrete sense of self, and also because the self
finally balks when asked to imagine not being itself.
This idea of Jucky, narrow escape and its concomitant
terrors meant less to me than what I sensed intuitively
when my mother and father spoke of the Holocaust:
that this was something dark, mysterious, forbidden,
tragic—at once terrible and exciting.

And so, for me, the Holocaust became invested with
an air of the romantic. It was terrible and glamorous,
dark-toned and nostalgic, a black-and-white or sepia
film in which it was always raining. | knew that it was
serious (my pdrents made that clear), a subject for adult
discussion that ended suddenly with warning looks over
the children’s heads. It was emotionally high-charged
but historically abstract. 1 was born in Brooklyn, two
vears after the war. No one in our family—not one
person we knew—had been killed.

There was a building not far from our house in
which war refugees lived —the poorest apartment house

on the poorest block, on the ragged, Flatbush Avenue
edge of prosperous Ditmas Park. For me, the entire
block was charged with mystery and fascination, Walking
past, I used to stare into the hallways, at the tile floors
and landlord-green walls; to look was to stand on the
edge of a pit I could jump into if I wanted. In summers
the refugees sat on the stoop and in folding chairs. A
kid named Armand lived there; he was i our third
grade. We all knew he was different from us, but [ can’t
now remember how. [ refused to connect these people
with the Holocaust I imagined, the Romeo and Juliet
Holocaust of The Drary of Anne Frank.

I cannot remember how old I was when I first read
Anne Frank's diary. Perhaps [ was nine or ten. I read it
from cover to cover and went back and read it again. For
vears | reread it every few months till I knew my favorire
parts by heart. These were not the passages other people
cherished, those expressions of strength and courage
and unwarranted faith in humanity. Rather, they were
the sections that dealt with Anne’s romance with Peter
Van Daan. For me the book was the story of a gir]l who
had a love alfair and a girl who died, and in retrospect
I am not sure I knew the difference; it is never so easy
to confuse sex and death as when we are young and have
had no experience of either. For me the unfolding drama
of Anne's infatuation with Peter was inextricably con-
nected with what I knew of her subsequent fate, and
something in me saw this confluence as extremely artrac-
tive. I think that I would have been willing to suffer the
death if T could have had the romance.

There is much that is
pornographic about photographs of
disastrous death—some
connection beyond thetr obvious
power to fascinate and shock.

This is what T mean by voluptuousness, this connection
of tragedy with pleasure and abandon, at an age when
what we secretly feel about suffering is that we don’t
have enough, when whether a life is tragic or comic
means less than that it is dramatic. This longing to
drown in some warm ocean of (imagined) suffering is
part of childhood and adolescence.

Late childhood, adolescence—one way to know you
were alive was to stick yourself with a pin. The Holocaust
was and still is an extremely sharp pin, with which even
adults can stick themselves, although for different
reasons. | was glad that no one in our family had died
in the Holocaust, but, having no real experience of a
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So we learned how they were hidden by Polish peas-
ants, how her mother had been lost in the camps and
found after the war, how he had wanted to be a concert
pianist —alterward he never played. This may not have
heen their story at all—but it’s what I remember hearing.
And mostly what I remember was how glamorous it
sounded; how romantic, dramatic —how much like the
Holocaust movie I had dreamed up in my head.

I was, as they say, a sensitive child: compassionate,
casily hurt, neither stupid nor unfeeling. What T want
to make clear is that I was never unaware that all this
involved real suffering, suffering on a scale that I found
nearly impossible to imagine—and still do. But the
knowledge was abstract for me, distanced; only much
later did it become what I would call “real ”

What interests me now is what such knowledge means,
the complex epistemology of how a protected American
child comes to apprehend it: how the knowledge of the
Holocaust —and of suffering in general —is romanticized,
sentimentalized, glamorized, personalized, abstracted,
denied, internalized, and finally—if nor understood —
then seen, insofar as possible, without the blinders of
sentiment and confusion.

The other side of voluptuousness is curiosity and
indifference—the ways in which the self steps back and
watches itself and the world. Distance is what allows us
to look at the photographs, to confront the violation,
the nakedness of the dead. There is much that is porno-
graphic abour photographs of disastrous death—some
connection beyond their obvious power to fascinate
and shock. Something private and secret is happening
here —but we are allowed to look. In order to look at
death, one has to stand back, ro distance oneself; it is
easier than imagining that this could happen ro us.

Some years ago in a library, in a city far from my
home, 1 found a stack of magazines from India; this
was just after Bhopal and the bloody Sikh-Hindu riots.
I remember staring, hypnotized, at the legions of the
dead, the dead of Bhopal laid out in rows, the Sikhs left
strewn about. What made me keep looking was partly
horrific interest, partly the recognition that I was free
to look; | remember fearing that someone would come
in and catch me. It might as well have been conven-
tional pornography.

I'm sure that this mixture of distance, horror, pity,
curiosity, and titillation is how I first saw pictures of
the Holocaust dead. I remember seeing them in Life
magazine —though this is a vague memory and may not
be true. But I do recall that pull of fascination, of
seduction, that fear I might keep looking and never be
able to stop. Only still photographs exert this power;
in film the editing does the turning away for you—the
moving eye of the camera intercedes and breaks the spell.

In college T went with my boyfriend to see the movie
Night and Fug. 1 remember that it left me feeling
heavyhearted, slightly queasy, and also irritated with
my boyfriend, who was not Jewish and could not have
experienced it as I did. But how did I experience it? [
was able to watch it through, to detach myself on some
level that is no longer available to me.

ne summer, when [ was in high school, I went

fishing for the first time. I drove with a friend

to the North Shore of Long Island, and there,
from a bridge, we caught blowfish. That day they were
so plentiful that we just had to lower our hooks in the
bay. Blowfish are remarkably sweet-tasting, but their
most unusual quality reveals itself in death. Taken from
the water, they puff up like bladders and bounce like
balls on the ground.

I watched this happen again and again with interest
and indifference as, heady with our own success and a
kind of primal acquisitiveness, we went on catching
fish. We caught a bucketful, then another, and continued
fishing until we had caught more than I and my friend
and our families could possibly eat. I can’t remember
what our mothers did with what was left over. My point
is not that we went fishing bur that we took more than
we needed, and it never occurred to us that what we
were taking was life.

It was in every other way an uneventful day, one [ had
wholly forgotten until, in preparation for this essay, I
began thinking about the ways, the stages, in which suf-
tering comes to seem real. I was trying to think if [ had
ever knowingly caused real suffering, or known of sui-
fering and done nothing to stop it. Except for romantic
suffering, and the torments I visited on my brother as
a child, my conscience was mostly clear—except for
that one day, fishing.

Clearly no meaningful analogy can be drawn between
killing a few dozen fish and causing the deaths of
millions of people. It is absurd to even distantly connect
irresponsible fishing with being a Dachau Kommandant.
Yet what struck me was that, even for a day, 1 had been
able to suppress my awareness that I was causing death
and pain. And I know I could not do that now. It is
hard for me to believe that the person [ know as myself
could have spent a day watching living creatures die for
no reason, But it happened twenty-five years ago, who-
ever that person was.

Now, when the TV channels flip by and land on the
documentary about the elderly survivors, it is so difficulc
for me to watch that, even though it relates to what I am
writing, I refuse to see it. I know that afterwards T will

not be able to sleep.
(Continued on p. 124)
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Who was this Nellv? How had she succeeded in
bringing her three children here, into a barrack tull of
women, each onc cither a bereaved mother or an or-
phaned daughter?

Sometimes, when calm settled on the barrack and
the women felt tranquil, they would ask her: Nelly, how
did you do it? How did you manage itz And Nelly,
smiling with satisfaction, would answer willingly. In
simple. straightforward words, without lowering her
voice, she would tell her story with pride. My attentive
ears caught only fragments of her amazing story. 1 put
things together, until I knew the story of her life.

hen general mobilization began in Poland,
N N } in the summer of 1939, Grisha, Nelly’s hus-
band, concealed his wound from the Spanish
Civil War during which he fought on the side of the
Communists and enlisted in the Polish Army. Grisha
was born in a beautiful resort town in the Tatar moun-
tains, and there, among the mountains and gullies,
among the forests and streams, he spent his vouth. He
infected Nelly with a love of nature whose beauty was
capable of arousing people to heights of creativity and
jov. Nelly was very happy with Grisha. Her marriage to
him pur an end ro her many romantic and passionate
involvements with both Jewish and non-Jewish men.

Soon Grisha became disenchanted with the commu-
nism of his youth, and, in light of the open anti-Semitism
in Poland, Nelly and he planned to go to Israel. They
were simply waiting for their young children to grow a
little older.

“I'll be back soon,” Grisha said to Nelly before he
left for the army. “As soon as we have defeated the
Germans, we shall take the children and leave. Till
then, you must be strong, Nelly. Take care of the children
and vourself”

Grisha left. The Germans entered the city, and in less
than a month occupied the whole of Poland. The depor-
tations began. Thousands of homes were abandoned in
haste, the ovens still warm, the pots left standing on the
stoves. Thousands tried to hide in remote villages, but
with no success. The birds of prey caught them every-
where, The people were torn from every wretched house,
every harn, every attic and cellar, and they were con-
centrated in the cities, in ghettos surrounded by walls,
Nelly’s brother escaped into the woods to join the
partisans hiding in caves.

Nelly’s parents were deported, and Nelly was filled
with gratitude that she had resisted her brother’s insis-
tence that she go with them and leave the children with
her parents. She would never leave the children, she
decided. She would save them, come what may. The
ghetto in the city seemed to her the lesser of the two evils.
There, among the Jews, she would manage somehow:

At first the overcrowding and the confusion in the
ghetto prevented her from thinking clearly. She felt
alone and helpless. She made inquiries about a family
with whom she had lived while attending high school.
When this family’s son, Kuba, her former admirer, heard
that Nelly and her children were in the ghetto, he came
to see them. Nelly was shocked to see him in the
uniform of the Jewish militia,

When the luckless ghetto would be
transformed into an inferno,
when babies would be flung from
windows—bher children
would lie quietly in Bolek’s cellar,
chewing on a slice of bread.

“Have you lost your mind, Kuba? You? What pos-
sessed you to join that riffraff, those collaborators?”

Kuba explained to her briefly that he had done it to
save his parents. He simply did not see any other way.

“If it wasn't for the fact that 1 know what is going on,”
explained Kuba, “my parents would have been deported
long ago. | also know something no one else knows vet,”
he added bitterly. “I know where they are taking the
transports and what happens there” Then, pointing to
his shiny uniform, he added, “All this is only to confuse
the enemy. Believe me, I can help more this way”

Nelly did not have the strength to delve too deeply
into the significance of his words. Her children were
weak and desperately tired. Kuba’s eyes rested on Nelly
and he said: “You are still as beauriful as ever, Nelly”

She smiled at him, a little embarrassed. bur with a
provocative look in her tired eyes. He took her and her
children to the room he shared with his parents. It was
a small room, but, given the conditions of the ghetto, a
room for only three people was considered a great
luxury. Tvelve or thirteen people were crowded into
other rooms. Kuba’s parents received Nelly and her
children kindly. They immediately set about rearranging
the room so that a third of it was allotted to Kuba’s
parents, a third to Nelly’s children, and a third to them,
the two of them.

Kuba took good care of all the occupants of the
room. He was able to obtain food unavailable in the
ghetto. In the morning he would leave for his unspecified
duties while Nelly went with her three children to the
orphanage, a few houses away from their room. Ilere,
working hard among the many abandoned children,
she would silence her guilty conscience about Kuba
and his connections with the Germans and about herself
and her relationship with him.
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A DISTANCE FROM THE HoOLOCAUST

Resistance to the Holocaust

Phillip Lopate

hen I was small, a few years after World War

IT had ended, my mother would drag me

around Brooklyn to visit some of the newly
arrived refugees; they were a novelty. We would sit in
somebody’s kitchen, and she would talk with these
women for hours (usually in Yiddish, which I didn't
understand) to find out what it was like. After we left,
she would say in a hushed voice, “Did you see the
number on her arm? She was in a concentration camp!”
I didn’t understand why my mother was so thrilled,
almost erotically excited, when she spoke these words,
but her melodramatic demand that I be impressed
started to annoy me. I had only to hear about those lurid
arm numbers to experience an obstinately neutral reac-
rion and begin digging in my heels. Mavbe I was picking
up some of her own ambivalence; beneath my mother’s
sympathetic sighs, I sensed a little distaste for these
victims. Years later, she confessed that when the camp
survivors first started coming into her candy store, they
were the most difficult customers to please; they had—
and here she paused, realizing how insensitive her ap-
praisal might sound, given their tragic backgrounds—a
“chip on their shoulders.”

Actually, T was touched by her honesty. Just because
someone has suffered a lot doesn’t mean you have to
like them —that has always been my motto. I used to go
into a neighborhood hardware store run by a concentra-
tion camp survivor with thick wire-framed glasses whom
I did like but whose superior bitterness gave all trans-
actions an air of mistrust. Once I heard this proprietor
say, after he had thrown a customer out of his store:
“What can he do, kill me? I already died in Auschwitz.”
This advantage of the living dead over the rest of us
seemed unfair.

But I am getting ahead of myself. I want to return to
that moment when my mother and 1 were leaving some
poor woman’s kitchen and 1 froze up at the demand for

Philisp Lopate is the author of the novel The Rug Merchant
(Viking Pres:, 1987} and a member of the N.Y. Film Festival
selection commrtiee. His new book of essays, Against Joie de
Vivre, will appear in May of 1989 (Puseidon Press),

This essay was commssioned for Testimony: Contemporary
Writers Make the Holocaust Personal, edited by David Rosen-
berg, to be published 1 the fall of 1989 by Times Bocks, a
drvssion of Random House, Ine.

my compassionate awe. Let me try to explain by way of
anecdote. I once heard of a very liberal Jewish couple
whose child would scream whenever she saw a Black
person. The parents were distressed that their little girl
might be learning racist attitudes from somewhere, so
they went to a child therapist and asked his advice. After
questioning the little girl alone and learning nothing,
the doctor suggested that he go on an outing with the
family so that he might observe them in an everyday
setting. As they were walking along the street, he noticed
that, whenever a Black person approached, the mother
would unconsciously tighten the grip on her daughter’s
hand and the gitl would, naturally, cry out. In my case,
whenever my mother uttered those magic words, “She
was in a concentration camp!” the music on our emo-
tional soundtrack got turned up so loud that I went
resolutely numb. Maybe this is the seed of that puzzling
resistance I have felt toward the Holocaust all my life.

Before 1 give the wrong impression, let me interject
that I am not one of those revisionist nuts who denies
that the Nazis systematically exterminated millions of
Jews. On the contrary, I'm convinced that they com-
mitted an enormous and unforgivable evil. I don’t know
what more I can say about it other than that I am
deeply sorry it happened. I would feel presumpruous
adding my two cents of literary grief, or working myself
inta an empathic lather through the mechanics of writerly
imagination. I was not there; I am not the one who
should be listened to in this matter; I cannot bear
witness. It is not my intent to speak at all about the
atrocities of the Nazi era, only about the rhetorical,
cultural, political, and religious uses to which the disaster
has been put since then. Of these, at least, I do have
some experience.

When I was growing up, we never spoke of a Holo-
caust; we said “concentration camps” or “gas chambers,”
“six million Jews,” “what the Nazis did” It might seem
an improvement over these awkward phrases to use a
single, streamlined term. And yer putting a label on
that phenomenal range of suffering serves to restrict, to
conventionalize, to tame. As soon as the term “the
Holocaust” entered common circulation, around the
midsixties, it made me uncomfortable. Tt had a self-
important, strutting air, a vulgarly neologistic ring com-
bined with a self-conscious archaic sound, straining as
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preceding the Jewish one, but the mix is certainly nnique.
The Jews carried this culture with them as they began
dispersing in the wake of political disasters, and thus
they could become the target of attack when their host
societies entered periods of crisis. Could, but did not
necessarily have to—that depended on local conditions.
Anti-Semitism then is not just a prejudice; it is a cultural
attitude of great historical depth. And it became a
tremendous force with the developing ditferentiation
between Christianity and Judaism.

Nazism saw the Jews as a satanic element that endan-
gered the human species and therefore had ta be elimi-
nated. Hence the nouon that the Holocaust is unique:
not because of the number of victims, or because of the
methods of murder, or indeed because of the attendant
sadism and brutality (parallel manifestations of sadism
and brutality can be found throughout human history);
but because of the unprecedented totality of the plans
and because of their intended global validity. “Unique-
ness” is understood here as “without exact precedent”
not as “incomparable™ Indeed, the universal implica-
tion of the Holocaust lies, dialectically, precisely in its
uniqueness: it is the fact that the Holocaust happened
to a particular people at a particular time for reasons
that are duc partly 10 a very long history and partly to
modern situations and developments. The Holocaust
happened; therefore 1t can happen again, not necessarily
to Jews, nar necessarily by Germans, but anywhere by
anyone to anyone. The precedent that the Holocaust
sets is one of the more disturbing facts about it. That

Lopate throws into the pot
distinct cases of diverse peoples,
as though all these cases
were parallels to the Holocaust.

Lopate is a Jew, that his people have for many years been
subjected 10 tremendous oppression, that the Holocaust
is a crucially important event in human history and
thereby pushes an unwilling Lopate as part of an un-
willing Jewish people into the ¢ye of the storm—all this
I cannot help. Lopate will have ta live with it, uncom-
fortably but inevitably.

When we ask about comparisons with the Romanies

(Gypsies), Armenians, Cambodians, Hutus, or any other

group, we find some parallels as well as some quite
central differences. The crucial distinction is the Nazis'
quasi-religious, universal decision to engage in a toral
annihilation campaign. Such a campaign did not take
place with either the Romanies or the Slavs or the
Armenians—though there was a decision in principle
to murder all Armenians in the Ottoman Empire. Re
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cently, Romany intellectuals and historians have raised
questions about whether such a campaign of annihilation
was waged against the Romanies. If evidence were to
be introduced that showed that the racialist attitude
toward them resulted in the same kind of policy, there
would be every reason to extend to them as well the term
“Holocaust,” which is the (etymologically inappropriate)
term for the total planned physical annihilation of a
single people. Lopates problem is that he demands—
rightly —to make comparisons and then does not com-
pare at all. He simply throws into the pot distinct cases
of diverse peoples in different circumstances, as though
all these cases were parallels to the Holocaust. They
are nor.

here is of course no contradiction ar all between

stating that anti-Semitism is a phenomenon that

is larger or deeper than what we usually call
“prejudice” or that the Holocaust is unigue in the
sense described above, and identifying with “other”
victims as well. Quite the contrary: the study of the
Holocaust, when it 1s done in a controlled and serious
way, can and does lead to a greater awareness of the
process of victimization, and mav help us establish
what Holocaust scholar Franklin H. Littell has called
an “earlv warning system” against future repetition of
genocide and holocaust.

The point is, however, that while cancer and coronary
disease are bath very dangerous, one does not treat them
in the same way. The autogenocide of the Cambodians
is of the same “genus” as the Holocaust, but it is also
unique: we are not aware of another mass murder on
this scale by the authorities of a state against its own
ethnic group. One can compare the Holocaust with
the destruction of the aborigine Tasmanians or the
Armenians and the Romanies much more easily than
with the self-destruction of the Cambodians. In any
case, the Holocaust is probably the most extreme form
of genocide to date, because of the quasi-religious,
universal, and total motivation of the perpetrators.
By analyzing the most extreme form, one can learn
more about the psychological, political, and ideclogical
mechanisms that help bring about less extreme [orms
of the same sickness,

Lopate emphasizes what he calls the “continuum of
statc-sanctioned cruelty” and he speaks of the French
rorture of Algerians, the My Lai massacre, the destruc:
tion of the Armenians, and Pol Pot’s murders as points
along that spectrum. But Lopate’s approach is marred
by muddled thinking. What happened in Algeria was
not genocide but an anticolonialist struggle and the
attempt to suppress it. What happened ar My Lai was
not sanctioned by the State Department but was a
battlefield decision to execute mass murder of enemies —






the perennial victims. Certainly there have been heavy-
handed attempts ro teach abour the Holocaust, such as
the one described bv Phillip Lopate; but there are
many quite cffective ones as well. Of these, and of
much else, Lopate seems unaware.

Lopate’s article—at times it is more of a diarribe
than anything else —takes no account of this struggle.
His real concerns have little to do with the Holocaust
itself, more to do with the aestherics of commemoration.

Lopate seems confused regarding the Historikerstreit,
the historians’ struggle in Germany. First of all, it was not
a Jew or a Jewish institution but President Richard von
Weizsacker (son of an official who played a prominent
role in the Nazi foreign office) who rejected the attempts
by historians in Germany to compare the Holocaust to
Stalin’s purges or to equate the destruction of the Jews
with the defear of the German army, as some of these
historians, including Ernst Nolte and Andreas Hill-
gruber, have done. Weizsicker realized that when these
historians arguc that the Nazis and the Bolsheviks were
equivalent, they are not merely secking an intellectual
framewaork for histarical analysis of the Holocaust; they
are trying to normalize their country’s past. No one
denies thait there might have been decent soldiers within
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the Wehrmacht, But these German histortans are nog
intent on resurrecting an individual soldier; they are
intenr aon rewriting (GGerman history. This is not simply
an intellectual endeavor, but a political and national
one; and it is the same thing that the newly victorious
right-wing German parties are trying to do.

When Jenninger made his unfortunate speech, mast
commentators in this country —hoth wirhin the Jewish
community and outside of it —came to his defense. He
was removed {rom his position by his fellow Germans
less for what he said than for how he said it.

The attempt to reformulate German history has its
roots in Reagan’s visit to Bitburg, for which Lopate
seems to have developed a newfound sympathy. The
vistt had nothing 1o do with “old-fashioned Homeric
nobility” Lopate’s conviction that Reagan's tributes over
the years to the Holocaust legirimized his visit is indica-
tive ol —at best—a certain confusion about the deeper
implications of the visit. (Moreover, it is a strange cor-
relation. 1t is as if someone who had long pronounced
his antipathy toward sexism and anti-Semitism could
use this antiparhy as a justification for joining a private
club that discriminated against women and Jews.)

Chancellor Kohl's invitation to Reapgan was issued as
a means, as historian Charles Maier has observed, of
linking “slayer and slain in a dialectic of victimhood”
After having been snubbed by the Allies’ Normandy
commemoration, the German leader wanted Reagan at
his side as a means of indicating to the world that
postwar Germany no longer carried the moral burden
of the Holocaust. The object of the visit to the cemetery
in which members of the Waffen SS are buried was to
obliterate the distinction hetween victims and perpe-
trators. Both the Germans and the Jews hecame victims
because both had been tyrannized by one man, Adolf
Hitler, and both had been subjected to the same ultimate
fate. Reagan’s visit to Bergen-Belsen furthered this blur-
ring of differences in that it was an attempt 10 give
equal time 1o both sets of “victims.”

Lopate’s complaint about the use of pictures of “gende,
scholarly, middle-class, civilized pcople [emphasis n
original],” which he claims indicates that “ the liquidation
of illiterate peasants would not be as poignant,” also
misses the mark. First of all, virtually none of the Jews
killed were “illiterate peasants” More important, the
use of these pictures, in contrast to those of concentra-
tion camp inmates—skeletal human beings dressed in
stripped rags —is far more effective from a pedagogical
perspective. Early films, books, and exhibits relied, for
the most part, on pictures of inmates. Such pictures are
certainly more macabre, sensational, and horrifving.
But they do not depict people with swwhom most viewers
will identify. Tt is easy to dismiss camp inmates as
“other” and to say, “This could not be me or my people;







































female audience —most of whom still hunger, and under-
standably so, for images that affirm them. But the nature
and definition of oppression lie in the fact that it pre-
vents full individuation. The process of individuation is
what leads one, as one moves forward in self-definition,
to address the larger and broader social issues. It is not
that I do not both understand and support women’s
need for collective action and group bonding as part of
the process of self-development. It is, rather, that I
want to be able to move beyond it and not suffer a loss
of support from the female audience.

My own experience in this area leads me to argue
that one reason it is hard to find women writing on
global issues is that it is still difficult for us to individuate
beyond our identities as women and be rewarded for
it. This describes what 1 would call the internal answer
to the question about why it is hard to find women who
are addressing major intellectual issues.

ow for another, more external reason, one

that I would refer to as pollution taboos—some

of which are specifically connected to issues
of being Jewish. Some time ago, I gave a print from the
Birth Project (which deals with the subjects of birth
and creation) to a young, modern Orthodox couple
who'd just had a child. They called me up to say that they
couldn’t accept such an image because it violated the
proscription about modesty (that is to say, some subjects
are 100 “private” for public viewing, even in as trans-
formed a form as one of my works of art). I, of course,
took the print back because I didn’t want my friends to
be uncomfortable. But I tried to point out that all these
so-called private subjects have to do with women’s reality.

To show that these pollution taboos are not confined
to the Jewish world, I want to tell a story about my
effort to give an artwork from the Birth Project to a
hospital —specifically, to the OB/GYN pavilion of a
major Los Angeles hospital (which they were planning
to rename the Woman's Pavilion because, they said, they
wanted to “affirm™ women). The head of the department
was very encouraging and seemingly excited about the
possibility of receiving a piece from the Birth Project.
We discussed the details of the gift, its placement, and
the opening ceremonies. But, later, it turned out that he
was uncomfortable about the images. It seems that it is
all right to look at the “crowning” of a baby every day,
as long as one doesn’t put an image of it on the wall.

What does this say about the continued social and
political resistance to truly affirming women’s experi-
ence? What isn’t imaged doesn’t exist as part of our
social reality. The absence of images that validate and
confirm women’s experience reflects the reality of a
world that does not incorporate our experience into its
notion of what it means to be human.

Recently I was in Israel where, in the Old City of
Jerusalem, I met a group of young, born-again American
Jews. The first night, one young Hasid, an American,
refused to shake my hand and averted his eyes while
talking to me. Now I, who was brought up in a secular
Jewish family which advocated equal rights for women,
have had very little exposure to traditional Jewish pol-
lution taboos regarding women, What does it mean to
come from a culture which explicitly and implicitly
reviles women and women’s experience? And to what
degree do long-standing pollution taboos continue to
operate in both Jewish and non-Jewish cultures to make

THE BIRTH PROJECT © Judy Chicago, Earth Birth 1983, airbrush and quilting, 63 X 135 inches, quilted by Jacquelyn Moore,
photo by Michele Maier.
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methods of their problem solving.

This leads men to trivialize or disregard female think-
ing when it is a7 75 most profound. This process can be
seen as another version of pollution taboos—meaning
the fear of being polluted (read castrated or weakened)
by female perception. This is a rather infantile response
to what could be interpreted as intellectual challenge at
its finest.

Pollution taboos have invaded all our thinking—both
the ways we see the problems confronting us and the
ways we've chosen to express ourselves. For decades,
women were able to acquire training as artists, yet, even
now, most women do not express their own experience
as women in their art. Why? Because we consider our-
selves “polluted,” meaning not worthy of public ex-
posure. We've internalized a view of ourselves that

continues today. And the fact that many men are still
uncomfortable around powerful women can be seen as
another example of pollution taboos. Women’s power
is to be restricted to the domestic sphere; her realities
are not to be imaged; her power is not to be demon-
strated in the public arena. To violate this rule is to
become “unfeminine,” even today.

The tradition of pollution taboos in Jewish culture
is, of course, particularly relevant to the issue of women
and tikkun. For there must be a complete redefinition
of gender roles in Judaism if women are to seriously
participate in transformation. How the magazine Tikkun
can facilitate this transformation and also offer a more
humanized dialogue seems to be implicitly connected
to the answers to the questions raised in Nan Finl’s
column. [J

Paper: LESBIAN, GAY, AND PROGRESSIVE JEWS

Jewish Progressives and the Jewish Community

Irena Klepfisz

distinct Jewish worlds—progressive and main-

stream (or traditional) —whose values and norms
are always in conflict. My experience as a feminist and
a lesbian is that the Jewish world we call progressive
has often been as slow and reluctant to deal with feminist
and gay issues as has the mainstream Jewish world.
Some advances have been made, and many, though not
all, Jewish progressives have reached the stage of paying
obligatory lip service to and ensuring token represen-
tation at progressive events. But fighting sexism and
homophobia and gaining full rights for gays have not
evoked the same passion that the causes of other
minorities evoke. Most Jewish feminists and gays that I
know remain angry at and frustrated with Jewish
progressives. Deeply committed to progressive causes,
frequently in the vanguard of political action, Jewish
feminists and gays find ourselves fighting for the rights
of others without the secure knowledge that others will
fight for us. Most of the time we fight sexist and
heterosexist battles alone in both the mainstream and
progressive Jewish worlds.

l do not accept the assumption that there exist two

Irena Klepfisz is a Yiddishist and coeditor of The Tribe of
Dina: A Jewish Women's Anthology (Beacon, 1989). She is a
Jounder of the Jewish Women's Committee to End the
Occupation.

And because my expectations of these two worlds
are different, my reactions to advances in them vary as
well. For me, the advances for feminists and gays in the
mainstream Jewish community are more meaningful
because they are the result of greater effort than the
advances in the Jewish progressive community, where [
always expect validation and support. Thus, I find greater
satisfaction in the fact that a lesbian support group
exists at the New York Section of the National Council
of Jewish Women than in the fact that a lesbian and gay
panel is scheduled at a progressive event—usually only
after protests and at the last minute. In this instance,
the National Council seems to have a higher conscious-
ness and is acting more progressively than progressives
themselves.

So the two Jewish worlds—progressive and main-
stream—do not differ that greatly and require the same
energy in fighting these specific battles. Perhaps that is
the reason 1 attempt to avoid the “us” and “them”
division and try to find common ground from which to
launch various battles in both worlds.

The “us” and “them” division—“us” meaning pro-
gressives and “them” meaning the mainstream—is too
simple and veils a more complex reality. It also smacks
of smugness and self-righteousness, which I find alien-
ating. It assumes that the progressive world has every-
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the geraniums in the clay plamer. “Com. Terskan told
you that?”

“He didn’t. But it was quiet and | heard.”

“So vou didn't see them.” She examined the underside
of the leaves for mires.

“Of course not. They were downstairs. T 10ld you,
that’s where it happens™

“And you have no part in any of it?”

I came and stoad next to her. “Gerda, I'm the clerk.
Surely you rcalize whar little thar means.”

She plucked a dead bloom off a geranium plant. She
looked like she was going to cry.

“Rolf Terskan kept me busy upstairs. You can see that
well enough! Here's the proof.” I leaned in toward her.

“I saw. You have one of those hairents. Its a rerrihle
job, too shart at your ears”

“But it proves | was upstairs the entire time. That
nothing elsc happened to me. If you think of it that
way, it's not terrible, is it? I'm sure that's why he does it

“Bur—" her voice wavered. “Your ears, they're, oh, I
don’t know. It hurts to see you like this.”

he looked up. Her tace was so sweet, a nineteen-
yvear-old’s that so earnestly wanted to believe in
our innocence, in what was so obviously the case,
and yef—vet she was naort rthe ninereen she could have
been. But I wasn’t the twenty-six I could have been ither.

“Better to see me like this than not at all” 1 moved
to put my arms around her.

“Go wash,” she said, her voice harsh. “Wash up. The
cuttings are still on you. They get in our bed, too. T hate
it, how rhey can be that tiny and still jab and prick”

“No one likes it,” [ replied. “And I was going to clean
up; you don't need to prod me”

In our bedroom, I stripped to the waist, undershirt
off. too. The whiteness of the porcelain washbowl seemed
a relief. When the water was dripping off my nose and
chin, T opened my eyes: her face was in front of me,
caught in the small shaving mirror tacked to the wall.

“Gerda?” A litle water trickled into my mouth,

“I'm sorry,” she said from behind me. “I'm glad for
how well you look.”

[ didn't move, just stayed bent over like that.

She stepped closer. Her lips brushed my bare shoulder
as if it were a relic. " Somerimes talking is a mistake. You
mustn’t take my words to heart, especially since I said
everything wrong. It really is a good job.”

She put her fingers through my hair and shook out
the clear drops. “Com. Terskan is such a complex man.
I don't know what to make of him.” She rubbed the bar
of soap, working the lather into my scalp. “I used an
extra ration coupon for our meal, so there’s some pork
in the stew. If 1 pour some of it into the blue pot will
vou take it 1o him tomorrow? Thank him for me?”

Her fingers in my hair were loving, entangled. She
had delicate hands, fine bones, as if she were a watch-
maker's daughter, or 2 musician’s. But her father had
worked in an iron foundry. In 1934, when she was
fifteen, a finished rod slid off a cart and hit him square
in the chest. Gerda was the second of six children. She
and Christoph, the eldest boy, were taken from school.
Christoph went into the foundry and Gerda to a clothing
factory. Her hands were used to guide fabries under the
needles of the huge, electric-driven machines. When
we were courting, she'd tell me how it was 1o work
there. Sometimes, she'd say, fights would break out. In
the monotony and din, a girl would seize another girl's
hand and try to push it under the chugging needles as
if it were a piece of cloth. The fight rarely took long and
it never ended in blood. In lact, the girls were usually
giddy with relief as they returned to their stations. The
work that only moments before had provoked them,
became simple and clear, even, it could be said, joyful.
The brown Nazi cloth flew beneath the workers® fingers

I didn't like thinking of Gerda in there. Much better
to see her, at seventeen, bending over the flats of nubby
orange begonias and rangy spices in the plant nursery.
She got that job just a week after we married. Neither
ol us could believe our luck, how saving “Yes” aloud
changed our lives. Everything was new and moist. Every-
thing smelled sweet, with a kind of deep thickness, like
the soil in those square nursery flats, which never dries
out and looks as dark and luscious as a seven-layer cake.

“Torgood, always” she’d whisper in my ear those
first nights. “Oh, beloved.” Enfolding her, my whole
body would sting with the pleasure. So many nights are
part of the first, it seems impossible 1o pry them apart,
each from each. Of course, history can do that. History
can separate the first from the second night, the first
[rom the second fact. Memory, softhearted and perhaps
not as shrewd as its more public relative, just wants to
hold things intact.

With a shiver, I reached up from the washbowl! and
touched Gerda's wrist, damp from the drops of soapy
water.

Her skin slid across my fingers. “The towels,” she
said. “1 don’t want vou 1o get chilled”

She wrapped the short one, turban-like, about my
head. The second, bulkier, went over my shoulders.
*Stand up and you're done” -

I turned around, damp-eyed, blinking. “All righe?”

She pave the makeshift headdress an affectionate pat.
“Much better. Very good.”

“Mavbe I'll keep wearing them. 1 can sce you like me
wrapped up this way”

Smiling, she tucked the second towel up under my
chin. *That would be very silly”

Yer 1 did stay cosseted. While our kirchen stove sent
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exacerbated conflicts over questions
of values— what Christopher Lasch has
called our “cultural civil war” It has
always been dithcult for Americans
living in a pluralistic society to reach
any kind of consensus about the ends of
a good polity or a good life, but the cur-
rent divisions within our culture now
make it increasingly difficult even o
hold such discussions, let alone resolve
them. One doesn’t have to believe in
a totally administered " one-dimensional
society” to realize that the constraints
on our cultural citizenship require more
than plain speaking {rom our social
critics. Without democratic spaces for
public conversation, how can American
culwure provide the right setting for
the type of criticism Walzer advocates?
During the twentieth century, discus-
sion of public issues has tended to
fragment into separate specialized dis-
ciplines inaccessible to outsiders.
Walzer's reliance on the tradition of
Silone, Orwell, and Camus has an ad-
ditional drawback: it deprives him of
the opportunity to examine American
wraditions of radical thought that are
particularly appropriate to his enter-

Book REviEw

prise. Walzer's theoretical writings are,
in many ways, firmly in the Ametican
pragmatic tradition. Yet he makes no
effort to address that tradition directly
and ignores the career of John Dewey,
the twentieth-century American who
best embodies Walzer's own ideals
Moreovet, where, in this brief for the
prophetic role of radical intellectuals,
are the prophetic voices of Jane Ad-
dams. Edmund Wilson, Lewis Mum-
ford, Dwight MacDonald, the Lynds
(Staughton, as well as Robert and
Helen), James Baldwin, or the authors
of the Port Huron Statement?

By sticking to Silone, Orwell, and
Camus, Walzer stays on what is fa-
miliar ground for him. European critics
of totalitarianism have provided the
ethical underpinnings for the social-
democratic perspective Dissest has ar-
ticulated since its founding. Such critics
have done for American social demo-
crats what Reinhold Niebuhr did for
“realist” liberals in the forties and
fitries. They give a moral dimension to
reformism that justifies itself in the
administrative language of the welfare
state rather than in the rhetoric of

civic republicanism or Old Testament
prophets. Perhaps the American radi-
cals T mentioned are in the end too
pietistic, too populistic, too libertarian
for Walzer’s brand of social democracy.
They have less 1o say about the state as
the center of reform activity than they
do about the ways in which friendships
and associations formed in the church,
the school, or the protest movement
link the quest for personal meaning to
public endeavors. In their insistence
that moral and cultural issues are at
the heart of a democratic politics, they
have embraced positions closer 1o the
ambiguous tradition of radical protest
that link Tom Watson 1o Jesse Jackson
than 1o the rationalist socialism of Olat
Palme and Willy Brandt. The first tradi-
tion may be messicr, more problematic,
than the second. But it cannot be
ignored by American social critics
committed to the renewal of a demo-
cratic discourse. As Dos Passos under-
stoad, the “clean wards” spoken by
our fathers—and our mothers—mav
sometimes become “slimy and foul”
but they are in the end the words we
must use and try to make our own. [

Tom Hayden: The Waning of a Politics of Vision

Harold Jacobs

Reunion: A Memotr by Tom Hayden.
Random House, 1988, 539 pp.

A rticulate, intelligent, courageous,
committed, energetic, and charis-
matic, Tom Hayden was the radical
intellectual who, as a result of his
leadership abilities, stood out among
all his peers in the sixties, The publica-
tion of Reunion: A Memoir, a book he
had been thinking about writing for
over a decade, has been a long-awaited
event for all those who have an interest
in him as a political figure or in the

Harold Jacobs is a professor of sociology
al SUNY =New Paltz and is the editor
of the bouvk Weatherman (Ramparts
Press, 1971)

New Left itself. While his recent sepa-
ration from Jane Fonda, much like his
March 1989 introduction of legislation
to create a California Holocaust Com-
mission, guarantees that he will remain
a mass-media figure, Hayden's future
significance transcends the hype: he
is one of the few veterans of the move-
ment against the Vietnam War who
remains capable of playing a national
leadership role in a revived left during
the coming decade. It is, therefore, all
the more important to understand his
current attempts to distance himself
from the New Left which he did so
much t shape,

Hayden was at the cutting edge of
the action during the pivotal moments

of the movement’s history. A brief
synopsis of his political career high-
lights his presence through all the twists
and turns of the New Left’s evolution.
He was active in the South during the
early civil rights struggle; he was elected
president of Students for a Democratic
Society (SDS) in 1962 and drafted the
organization’s famous manifesto, the
Port Huron Statement; he was a com-
munity organizer in the Newark ghetto
from 1964 to 1967; he was among
the first New Leftists to travel to
North Vietnam and became a nation-
ally known antiwar spokesman; he
planned and helped lead the demon-
strations at the Democratic National
Convention in Chicago in 1968 and
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his grandchildren could go to his job, day after day. the
job of killing Jews, [-—as ['ve said —hardly breathe. For
me it is the question that everything keeps breaking on,
like waves pounding and pounding the same unyielding
rock. This question is tied to all I have been thinking
about empathy and morality, about the ways in which
suffering stops seeming abstract, glamorous, distanced,
until others become so real to us that we could no mare
hurt their children than our own.

Interspersed with the interviews is foatage of the
camps and the war: two voung men with the faces of
skulls, an old woman being humiliated, pushed around
on a street. [ think 1 sec something being hooked roughly
behind the old woman’s shoulder, a bayonet or just an
umbrella. But this is just an impression, because T am
not really looking. A grown woman, the mother of
children, I am hiding my eves like a child.

For me the knowledge that the suffering and the
evil of the Holocaust were real (by which I mean not
Hollywood, not glamorous) had to exist before I could
truly understand that the issues the Holocaust raises
are the most important there are. Everything turns on
the quesrion of how the Kommandant could take his
granddaughter on his lap and the next day order the
killing of children. The hope is: if this could be under-
stood, it could somehow be changed.

I think of these questions obsessively, though I often
try not to. I will not go to see Shoah. Some years ago,
when I read D. M. Thomas’s The White IHotel, 1 skipped
the chapter about Babi Yar. When a Holocaust film is
on television—the one about the elderly Hungarian
woman finding her parents’ shoes—I ask my husband
to keep switching channels. I say that I have enough of
those pictures in my head. I don't want or need any more.

But the pictures are always present. Whenever I talk
about history, the Holocaust is there. It is part of what
I mean when I tell students to study history. When I tell
them to take fewer writing workshops and more history
courses, I mean the Holocaust, I mean the Middle Ages,
I mean the empires and wars and shifting alliances
through time and all over the world. I mean a sense of
perspective; I would not want them to get out of school
with an undeveloped sense of evil.

Cleatly it is possible ro live without scenes from Leni
Riefenstahl flashing intermittently through one's mind,
images of mass rallies, roaring crowds, Hitler's mad-
puppet rhetaric. But it is not possible for me. So many
things recall these images—the rhetoric of certain poli-
ticians and preachers, the flag-waving and chanting on
the “Morton Downey, Jr. Show” It would certainly be
more pleasant not to have these images in my head, bur
wanting that is like wishing for a different eve color, a
ditferent body, a different past.

hree vears ago I agreed to cotranslate, from the

Polish, A Scrap of Time, a book of stories about

the Ilolocaust by a Polish Israeli writer named
Ida Fink. After I agreed, I had many second thoughts,
mostly about my reluctance to have “more of those pic-
tures in my head.” But often, as I worked on the book,
it occurred to me that one of the things that arr can do
is to seduce us into hearing bad news, news we would
rather not hear. The intensity of Ida Fink’s short stories
and something unique in their voice—a voice at once
absolutely soft-spoken and absolutely urgent, totally ac-
cessible and yet charged throughout with that “strange-
ness” we recognize as art—were powerful and extremely
moving and seductive enough to make me willing to
work that closely with their painful (more painful for
being quiet and exquisitely rendered) subject matter.

I found the work —the freedom to tinker with lan-
guage, with the meaning and usage and cadence of
words—enormously satisfying. But at times it was very
hard work—winter afternoons when | worked on the
couch, wrapped in a blanket, and the sentences I pushed
word by word toward greater clarity and grace evoked
a world of fear and sorrow that seemed suddenly so
immediate that I felt as if it were some sorrow in my
own life, one 1 was familiar with and that refused to
disappear; and I'd teel unhappy, then weepy, then tired,
and I'd close my eyes and fall asleep till my children
came home from school.

One story, in particular, I could barely get through.
Id finish a sentence and then put the manuscript down
and fall asleep and later try again, and again find myself
nodding off into that borderline narcolepsy through
which the panicky desire to flee becomes the heavy,
compelling urge to escape into sleep.

Tn this story, a man and a woman wake to hear the
rumbling of the trucks that will take them to the camps.
Whilc they wait, they talk about the possibility of saving
their small daughter, the futility of hiding, their doubts
about having brought the child into the world they find
themselves in. Before long they are rounded up, and
they set out marching, the father carrying the child. In
a rush of pure instinct, the father puts down the child
and tells her to run, run to safety; the child runs and is
shot, and the father must march on bearing her body.

In 1978, when our first son was born, we named him
after Bruno Schulz—a great genius, a Polish Jewish writer
shot, almost on a whim, by an SS officer. [ had read all
of Schulz’s work, starting with Street of Crocodiles,
then his Sanatorium Under the Sign of the Hourglass.
Reading Schulz, I felt that powerful admiration, that
near-euphoria one feels in the presence of a Master, a
feeling not entirely unlike the emotions of falling in
love. I read everything of his I could find—that is, his
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let it, infect everything, paralyze every action—including,
I should say, the act of writing this. Because if love or
loss, direct emotional experience, cannot confer empathy
and morality, what can we expect historical knowledge
to do? Pol Pot was well educated; he probably knew all
about the Holocaust. And apparently that didn't stop
him from staging one of his own.

The second half of the stories in A Scrap of Time con-
cern memory and its importance. In one story, set years
after the war, a Jewish couple visits the Polish farmhouse
in which they hid in a tiny bunker throughout the war.
Out of gratitude they have financed the remodeling of the
farmhouse, which, they now see, includes a roomy hiding
place so—as the Polish couple proudly tells them —the
Jewish couple will be more comfortable should they
need to be hidden again. In another story, a young
Jewish woman, a survivor, leaves her American fiancé
who, wanting to love and save her, urges her to change
her name and forget her painful memories. The irony is
that while we were working on the translation, my
cotranslator kept looking in modern German dictionaries
for the meanings of words in Nazi officialese—terms
for specific army ranks, types of roundups, and “actions.”
And what she kept finding was that the words no longer
existed; no definitions were listed for ordnungdienst or
aufseberin.

The notion that memory and testimony are a moral
and spiritual obligation goes beyond the question of
what we expect them to accomplish. One burdensome
by-product of a sense of evil is that some things seem
wrong. Among them are sins of omission. It is wrong
not to say: the Holocaust happened, and it was not
glamorous or romantic. And it seems inexcusable to act
as if no one will be changed by hearing these words, as
if no one will be saved, as if evil cannot be struggled
against, To say that evil is part of human nature, that
the Dachau Kommandant went to work—why bother
then to discuss it, better just to let it drop—is not only
incorrect, but cowardly and dangerous,

Whenever I hear anyone using metaphors of the
barnyard to describe human behavior, I steel myself for
something suspect to come, But once again I ask the
dead to forgive me, because I want to be very clear,
What I mean by the necessity of action in the face of
some possibly ineradicable strain of evil is this: if you
put a flock of chickens in the barnyard, sooner or later
the rest of the chickens will start pecking the weakest
one. This is the mystery of cruelty and evil. But to know
this is no reason not to try to stop it, not to try to save
the chicken from being pecked. T could not live in this
world without saying: look, that chicken is being pecked.
Stop, stop pecking that chicken.

Because when you no longer say it, no longer feel the

responsibility to say that it has happened and 1s happen-
ing, the words you use 1o say these things mysteriously
disappear, and soon no one 1s saying them, [t is impor
tant not to let the words vanish, to remember, to keep
repeating: the Holocaust happened. It was not glamor
ous or romantic. [t was not abstract. Six million men,
women, and children died horribly, and the very im
possibility of imagining so much needless, cruel death
is precisely the reason why we must keep pushing our
selves to imagine. [

NELLY
(Continued from p. 54)

he next day, the people who were fit left the

ghetto and marched under armed German guard

toward the camp. Jewish militiamen helped or-
ganize the columns, They tried to calm frantic mothers
by promising them that no harm would befall their chil-
dren left behind in the ghetto. As a reward for their
efficient help, the militiamen were entitled to the use of
horses and carts in order to transport their possessions
from the ghetto to the camp. They were even permitted
to stop over in the city and make their final arrangements
betore the liquidation.

On the way, Kuba picked up Nelly's children, wrapped
like bundles, and hid them in the bottom of the cart,
thus transferring them into the camp.

Now they were there with Nelly, on the upper bunk.
between the window and the door of the barrack —three
small creatures alone among the adult population of
the camp, which consisted of thousands of bereaved
parents: the only males among the hundreds of women
in the barrack.

We, the women without special privileges, left each
morning at dawn after the roll call to work for the
Germans, in their factories. Those who were responsible
to the Germans for the productivity and efficiency of
the work, ruled their slaves mercilessly. From time to
time the Germans would storm the factories and take
away people for outdoor work. The most common out-
door work in the camp was the digging up and desecra-
tion of graves (the camp was situated on the site of an
ancient Jewish cemetery). The Germans delighted in
forcing their prisoners to dig up the graves, remove the
remains of the dead, pile them up, and burn them. A
heavy, overpowering stench enveloped the whole camp.
Trained dogs urged on the enfeebled workers; often,
incited by their masters, the dogs would bite the living
flesh of their victims. Those who could not continue
would be removed, together with the remains from the
graves, and burned.

Weeks and months passed, and the heavens grew dark
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Tikkun (teskiin) . . .

to heal, repair and transform the world.
All the rest is commentary.
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