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Breaking up with the Beats, Kerouac and company were my first literary loves—but I had to get off their road.  By David Gates 

April 12, 1999 |In 1958, decades before his conversion to neoconservatism, the young leftist intellectual Norman Podhoretz ended his essay "The Know-Nothing Bohemians" with what we now recognize as his characteristic either/or pugnacity. The Beat Generation, he argued, glamorized the primitive and the instinctual and hated the civilized and the rational; to oppose or support the Beats, therefore, "has to do ... with being for or against intelligence itself."

Reading this today, I'm inclined to laugh. William Burroughs and Allen Ginsberg, probably even Jack Kerouac, were surely better wired and immeasurably lighter on their feet than an earnest A-minus student like Podhoretz. Nevertheless, in those early days—when Burroughs' "Naked Lunch" was still the mysterious unpublished novel Ginsberg's dedication to "Howl" promised would "drive everybody mad"—Podhoretz was smart to recognize the Beat writers as avatars of an alternative, anticanonical literature, whose work demanded, both implicitly and explicitly, that other writers and readers stand with them or against them. 

I was only 11 when Podhoretz's piece came out, but when I discovered the Beats a few years later, I felt the pressure too. So did my friends. So has every generation since. The Beats believed—and not without reason—that rigid literary forms reflect and perpetuate political, social, racial, sexual, psychic and spiritual oppression; their writing was in part an altar call on behalf of a freer, more passionate, more intuitive life and letters. Kerouac's "On the Road" posits a literary community far from seminars and cocktail parties: the open road and the writer's life seem like metaphors for each other. Burroughs hit upon a wildly appealing synthesis of high-bohemian contempt for the bourgeoisie and the cantankerous American individualism of the frontier saga and the Hollywood western. Lee, the protagonist of Burroughs's long-unpublished second novel, "Queer," feels "a killing hate for the stupid, ordinary, disapproving people who kept him from doing what he wanted to do. 'Someday I am going to have things just like I want,' he said to himself. [He has in mind a Huck Finn-like life in a territory where drugs and boys are always on hand.] 'And if any moralizing son of a bitch gives me any static, they will fish him out of the river.'" 

The Beats cast themselves as the Romantics of the 20th century: similarly libertarian, similarly dismissive of received literary forms, similarly intent on what they considered direct expression of inner states of feeling. And like Blake, Byron and Shelley, they pioneered a radical sensibility that, when sufficiently domesticated, came to typify the rest of their century. From Bob Dylan through Kurt Cobain, popular music has been essentially post-Beat poetry with electric guitars, and as Burroughs wrote, "Kerouac opened a million coffee bars and sold a million pairs of Levis to both sexes. Woodstock rises from his pages." 

Directly or indirectly, Beat literature has transformed much of America. Except for American literature. Beat, once-Beat and post-Beat poets (Gary Snyder, Anne Waldman, John Giorno, the poetry slam movement) continue to hold their ground, but they simply constitute one more school—like their evil twins, the New Formalists, squinting over sestinas in the age of hip-hop. Mainstream-modern lyric poets like John Ashbery still win most of the prizes and get most of the teaching gigs. Among novelists, Kerouac and Burroughs may be honored as role models of American cussedness, as familiar spirits, as Promethean innovators, as visionaries who lived on enviably intimate terms with their imaginations. But relatively few people actually want to write like either of them, and few of those few will have their work taken seriously by whatever's left of the literary establishment. A 21-year-old applying to a writing program is as ill-advised to cite Jack Kerouac as an influence as O. Henry or H.P. Lovecraft.

In a way, this has all worked out just as it should. By keeping their outsider cachet, Ginsberg, Kerouac and Burroughs get to stay forever young; they're discovered and taken to heart by generation after generation of late adolescent idealists who aspire to become holy degenerates. The Beats make wonderful, moody, endlessly engaging armchair buddies; Burroughs, particularly, is a cranky, brilliant, funny, ironic and sometimes heartbreaking presence on the page. But they're also dicey company for a young writer. Not so much because they're apt to make drugs and unsafe sex seem like a hell of an adventure—who could deny it?—but because their ideology of endless possibility paradoxically limited their literary options. And their various theories, manifestos and obiter dicta tended to discourage the rigorous self-scrutiny that enables a writer to reach the truest, weirdest, innermost vision. 

Though the Beats' basically unworldly sensibility seems more congenial to poetry—lyric meditation, prophetic outburst, bardic yarn-spinning—two of the movement's three great figures were novelists. (For a writer who yearns to leave a mark—however unworldly that yearning may be—the Great American Novel always trumps the Great American Epic Poem.) Predictably, their narratives, for all their expansive and democratic impulses, largely turn away from the society in which most people live—which the Beats regarded with Wordsworthian loathing as a wasteland of getting and spending. Instead, they favor either fictionalized memoirs mythologizing their fellow outsiders or nightmare fantasias in which scraps of the everyday social and political world bob like bits of rotten meat in a foul stew of language.

The mimetic notion of fiction that drives the work of mainstream writers from Richardson through Raymond Carver—the dioramalike illusion of real-seeming people in real-seeming settings and situations, with incidents selected and contrived to give the work a distinct and dramatic shape—interested the Beats only as reading matter (Burroughs liked to kick back with Frederick Forsyth), not as the proper business of a serious writer.

The critique of American life in "Naked Lunch" isn't essentially different from that in John Cheever's contemporaneous Shady Hill stories. Burroughs evoked "a vast subdivision, antennae of television to the meaningless sky. In lifeproof houses they hover over the young, sop up a little of what they shut out. Only the young bring anything in, and they are not young very long." And he could spin out surreal parodies of TV-commercial consumerism: "AMERICAN HOUSEWIFE (opening a box of Lux): 'Why don't it have an electric eye the box flip open when it see me and hand itself to the Automat Handy Man he should put it inna water already ...'" But it wouldn't have occurred to Burroughs to try to limn AMERICAN HOUSEWIFE's secret sorrows. She's not a character, but simply a voice in one of those "routines," in which you seldom have to dig deep to hit polemical paydirt. 

Cheever, on the other hand, half anthropologist and half fabulist, created an imaginary suburbia in rich and convincing (if sometimes ostentatiously loony) detail, and peopled it with plausible (if sometimes ostentatiously loony) imaginary suburbanites. Francis Weed, in "The Country Husband," rebels as bitterly as any Beat from what was then called "conformity"—he just doesn't have the nerve to do much of anything about it—and the miracle cure for his seven-year itch (psychiatry and therapeutic woodworking) seems parodic. Yet Cheever—and in this he's more like the openhearted Kerouac than the fiercer Burroughs—also saw the sweetness, the covert, ultimately irrepressible anarchy and the admirable if smug and clubby decencies of Shady Hill.

On the one hand, truth and prophetic intensity; on the other, verisimilitude and negative capability. Readers don't really have to choose sides, even if Norman Podhoretz says they do. Anybody's library should have room for the book of Revelation (that most Burroughsian of sacred texts), William Blake and Allen Ginsberg, as well as Shakespeare, Jane Austen and T.S. Eliot. Writers, though—except in their capacity as readers—can't afford to keep an open mind. The Beats' ethic of spontaneity, their suspicion of form, their openness to aleatory techniques (as in Burroughs' cut-ups), their extreme subjectivity and their spiritual dogmatism are strong temptations to unformed writers. Kerouac's "Essentials of Spontaneous Prose" recommends "no pause to think of proper word but the infantile pileup of scatological buildup words till satisfaction is gained"—and no revisions after the fact. In a list entitled "Belief & Technique for Modern Prose," he advises writers to "remove literary, grammatical and syntactical inhibitions" and reminds them, "You're a Genius all the time."

This sounds like a lot more fun than Flaubert sweating bullets all day to grind out two sentences—more fun for the writer, at least—and far more productive than Philip Roth's standard practice of writing a hundred pages or so to get a few lines that could serve as the starting point for a novel. But it takes a leap of faith to consider every vagary of consciousness aesthetically sacred, and such faculties as judgment, taste and discrimination unholy mutations, offenses against the spirit. And readers with such faculties may not leap with you. 

Mainstream writers, of course, regularly go through something like the process Kerouac recommends: spewing out thoughts, images, snatches of dialogue. (Even so mandarin a personage as Vladimir Nabokov once obliged a curious interviewer by reading out a few such random, incomprehensible notebook jottings.) And the Beats—even Kerouac—did in fact revise their work. In a 1955 letter, Burroughs tells Ginsberg he'll "often sort through 100 pages" of letters and journal fragments "to concoct 1 page" of his pre-"Naked Lunch" novel "Interzone"—exactly like Roth. Subsequent letters show him working 10 hours a day, cutting and rearranging "Naked Lunch"; finally, in 10 days, he "welded the whole book together into a real organic continuity."

Still, we mostly associate ostensibly conventional writers with heroic perfectionism. The Beats have no legendary feats of hunger artistry like Pound cutting "The Waste Land" or Lish cutting Carver, no Hemingway challenging buddies to shorten a single one of his sentences; fairly or unfairly, the popular image of the Beat writer remains Kerouac speeding his brains out, a mile-long roll of paper chugging through his chattering typewriter. Nor do the Beats have achievements like Hemingway's "Soldier's Home" or Carver's "Fat"—short, exquisitely shaped pieces of utter elegance and devastating power, in which every word pulls its weight. 

In "Interzone," Burroughs made wicked sport with just this sort of talk: "Not bad, young man, not bad. But you must learn the meaning of discipline. Now you will observe in my production every word got some kinda awful function fit into mosaic on the shithouse wall of the world." This is a masterstroke of contempt. Literary formalists are old blowhards who don't understand a new mode of writing that can't be "fixed" with a little stick-to-it-ivity. Worse still, in Burroughs' essentially Manichaean view, they're collaborators with the cosmic status quo, the doctored "reality film," the jailhouse of time, space and language. "What scared you all into time?" Burroughs wrote in Nova Express. "Into body? Into shit? I will tell you: 'the word.'" Kerouac's Buddhist Catholicism also led him to regard the visible world as a con game and language as the barker's spiel. "Why do we fool to be alive," he wrote in "Desolation Angels." "Enough I've said it all, and there's not even a Desolation in Solitude, not even this page, not even words, but the prejudged show of things impinging on your habit energy—O Ignorant brothers, O Ignorant sisters, O Ignorant me! there's nothing to write about, everything is nothing, there's everything to write about!—Time! Time! Things! Things! Why? Why? ... look closely, you're being fooled—look close, you're dreaming."

Needless to say, the conviction that both words and phenomena are unreal doesn't dispose a novelist either to fuss over le mot juste or to get lost in the intricate passions and conflicts of deluded worldlings. Kerouac and Burroughs wrote their best when most in love with the world—Kerouac chiefly treasured its sad sweetness, Burroughs its rich, Falstaffian villainies and the rich contempt they excited in him—or most pained by its evanescence. Near the end of his life, Burroughs dropped the steely ironies and wrote artlessly and lovingly about his cats. "They are living, breathing creatures, and when any other being is contacted, it is sad: because you see the limitations, the pain and fear and the final death. That is what contact means. That is what I see when I touch a cat and find that tears are flowing down my face." 

Podhoretz was right that our attitude toward the Beats has something to do with our attitude toward intelligence. But it didn't occur to him that it might be intelligent to be skeptical of intelligence. Samuel Johnson was. Samuel Beckett was. (If they didn't learn this paradox from experience, they probably picked it up where Harold Bloom says the rest of us did, from "Hamlet.") If the Beats ditched intelligence too quickly in favor of mysticism or hedonism, how much longer should they have stuck with it? Until they ended up like Beckett's Unnamable, so gridlocked in dualism that instant denial negated every assertion, and that denial denied in its turn? If the Beats were conveniently self-forgiving in matters of literary craft, at least they had a convenient rationale: As Kerouac put it, "Craft is craft."

And if the Beats trusted too much that their subjectivities would somehow mesh with their readers' subjectivities—at least they trusted. Kerouac didn't tweak his sub-picaresque plots or shape his scenes for dramatic effect, but he somehow got readers to experience a mood and a moment so strongly that they tried to re-create it in their own lives. Dean Moriarty, the pseudonymized Neal Cassady of "On the Road," is one of American literature's great characters; so is Kerouac's ongoing, unprettified self-portrait under such names as Sal Paradise and Jack Duluoz: a needy, self-doubting depressive prone to both spiritual panic attacks and arias of ecstasy. Despite Burroughs' satisfaction with the "organic continuity" of "Naked Lunch," its riffs, routines, voices and shards of narrative seem determined by subjective considerations to which we're not privy. But his inventiveness, his gift for ventriloquism and his weird fusion of the outrageous with the coldly logical supply something like the momentum of a conventional plot, every sentence its own cliffhanger.

And not far beneath Burroughs' Martian ironies, his fearsome transgressiveness and his flashes of mystic irrationalism, the reader feels moral bedrock. Sooner or later, every would-be writer who takes the Beats to heart has to make Podhoretz's Choice, and I had to go the other way. For one thing, some of this stuff just wasn't readable—though I'd still rather slog through "Minutes to Go" or Kerouac's onomatopoeic sea poem at the end of "Big Sur" than "Finnegans Wake." For another, I didn't believe in magic: The Burroughs/Brion Gysin notion of exposing hidden truths by cutting up and folding in texts seemed as silly to me as Yeats or James Merrill summoning up spooks at the Ouija board, and Kerouac's Catholicism bored me even more than Flannery O'Connor's. 

But mostly it became obvious to me that I wasn't a genius all the time, and that I could only make my work better by working on it. The Beats reverenced the work in part for the process of its creation. ("The usual novel," Burroughs wrote to Ginsberg during the writing of "Naked Lunch," "has happened. This novel is happening.") This resistance to the notion of art as artifact is a smart way of "reading" a Charlie Parker solo, in which the kick is to witness its coming into being; but for me it began to seem a dubious approach to a text—in which the words count for everything, and what might or might not be in the writer's mind, heart and soul count for nothing.

And finally, Beat dogmatism and messianism started to wear me out. Burroughs, particularly, loved to hand out free advice in his books—"cut lines of control," "storm the reality studio"—and I began to think that my relations with reality were none of his damn business. Probably I was being defensive, because I'd begun to wallow in what Kerouac would have dismissed, however sweetly and compassionately, as the world of maya—that is, of Dickens and Austen, Tolstoy and George Eliot—and I figured I'd pay the piper on the next karmic go-around. Or maybe I could do penance here and now in Beckett's lavish deprivations, his anguished reveling in the noble futilities of language. But my choice was simply a matter of taste and temperament. It wasn't about intelligence (as Podhoretz would've said) or about collaborating with literary Nova criminals (as true believers might think) in order to review and get reviewed in the New York Times. It was just how things happened to happen, and I don't offer this account of my backings and forthings as covert advice. The Beats were my first vicarious mentors, and they have my gratitude, my admiration—my love, is what I'm avoiding saying. It's just that they can't have me. 

http://archive.salon.com/books/feature/1999/04/12/beats/
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THE MAN WHO TOOK sex out of the closet 
BY SCOTT McLEMEE |  . . . Kinsey's results were startling and unambiguous. People were having more sex, of more kinds—and in the process, breaking more taboos and laws—than anyone had previously imagined. 

Up to 70 percent of the population, Kinsey found, performed intercourse exclusively in the missionary position.  Correlations between educational level and likelihood of performing cunnilingus were established with much precision:  If you had a college degree, you probably did it; if not, you probably didn't.  Over a third of the men questioned had "some homosexual experience between the beginning of adolescence and old age"—although only "about 6.3 percent of the total number of orgasms is derived from homosexual contacts."  Blue-collar men tended to have a lot of extramarital adventures during the early years of their marriages, before submitting to the rigors of monogamy; the trend among white-collar men was exactly the opposite.  Around 17 percent of farm boys eventually bothered the livestock. 

A few colleagues expressed reservations about Kinsey's research.  How representative was his sample, given that a lot of the interviews had been gathered in prisons?  How truthful were the respondents?  Was Kinsey's statistical methodology up to snuff?  

With "Alfred C. Kinsey:  A Public/Private Life" by James H. Jones, we [learn] that Professor and Mrs. Kinsey were involved in a long-term ménage à trois with one of the guys from the lab.  Kinsey was mainly homosexual.  At some point in adolescence, Kinsey developed a taste for masochistic practices of a really cringe-inducing variety.  (Two words here, and then I'm changing the subject: "urethral insertion.")  He also had some pronounced voyeuristic and exhibitionistic tendencies.  On [research] trips in the 1930s, he liked to march around the camp nude, and he interrogated his assistants about masturbation.  That his career was not destroyed by such behavior is, in itself, remarkable. 

In his passion for gathering data, Kinsey's indifference to moral questions was exceptionally thorough. The most telling case was his amicable—in fact, collegial—relations with an interview subject known to posterity as "Mr. X," whose sexual history required 17 hours to record (most people took about two). Over the years, Mr. X had molested a few hundred children. When Kinsey learned that X kept exceptionally thorough notes on this activity, he came to think of the man as a pioneer in sexology. In the 1948 report, the data on the sexual capacity of preadolescents all came from the files of this amateur scientist, though Kinsey made some effort to disguise the fact. 

An associate reports that Kinsey "looked on the Judeo-Christian attitude toward sexuality as a real curse."  His father had been a pious, domineering soul, and Jones reads Kinsey's entire career as an attempt to escape the man's influence—especially the guilt over his own desires.  That effort was not perfectly successful: "On one occasion when his inner demons plunged him to new depths of despair, Kinsey climbed into a bathtub, unfolded the blade of his pocketknife, and circumcised himself without the benefit of anesthesia."  The pelvic inflammation that contributed to the final decline in Kinsey's health was the result of such self-punishing behavior. 

Kinsey's statistics and his methods have been debated at length, and found wanting in the rigor and precision he claimed for them.  And the libertarian undercurrents of the whole project were not exactly invisible, either.  Almost 50 years ago, Mrs. Kinsey told the readers of McCall's that her husband's work represented "an unvoiced plea for tolerance." 
SALON | Nov. 5, 1997 http://archive.salon.com/books/feature/1997/11/cov_05kinsey.html

So's Your Old Man.  The problem with teen-bashing today.  By Ann Hulbert.  Nov. 5, 1996
Teen-agers are notorious for taking things very personally, for blowing them way out of proportion. But they could be forgiven for feeling that they were given an unusually tough time of it during this presidential race. Curfews, V-chips, harsher penalties for juvenile crime, school uniforms, drug tests to get a driver's license: Both candidates were, like, really on their case.

	


The get-tough-on-teens strategy was only picking up on the mood of the hour. When the Mall of America in Bloomington, Minn., the largest "retail and entertainment complex" in the country, announced a curfew and chaperone policy for adolescents in September, teen-agers seemed well on their way to becoming national pariahs. Every Friday and Saturday night, from 6 p.m. on, no teen-ager under 16 may enter the mall unless accompanied by a parent or adult over 21--this at a place where kids aren't watching TV, aren't driving recklessly, aren't having sex or committing prosecutable crimes. (Sure, they sometimes fight, but "let's be clear," a police chief said, "we're talking about noncriminal conduct by a bunch of snotty-nosed kids.") What they are doing is hanging out and engaging in that national pastime, spending money on junk.
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It is a 20th-century American habit to portray adolescents as incipient juvenile delinquents, when not idealizing them as "the future of our society." But it doesn't take a pollster to see why alarm has suddenly intensified, as it did in the late 1950s when another bulge of kids began to hit puberty. (Publicity about urban gang violence aroused a sense of panic then.) Baby boomers, a generation whose self-conscious identity was forged in the crucible of adolescence, now have adolescents of their own. That's not an easy stage to live through, even in the most orderly family or era. You have to show a big kid--one who may be bigger than you--who is still boss. And baby-boomer parents are bound to find this phase especially daunting. After all, as adolescents 25 or 35 years ago, they gave the boss a very hard time and had a pretty wild time themselves.

Shouldn't parents just relax, on the grounds that they lived to tell (or not tell) the tale? They faced far fewer restraints in their teen-age days than teens do now. You could get a nicotine fix by just opening the door of any decent student lounge in high school. Between 1970 and 1975, 29 states lowered the legal age for buying alcoholic beverages. Dress codes were dumped. Drug panic and AIDS fears didn't crimp youthful fun--and peer pressure couldn't have been stronger to go ahead and do more than experiment.

But panic over youth is a natural reflex of middle age, when the oat-sowing past comes back to haunt one. As a newly affluent "youth market," it was baby boomers who helped usher in a commercialized popular culture that has become more powerful and awful than they could have imagined. You don't have to be Bob Dole or Dan Quayle to believe that virtues such as self-restraint and discipline are getting harder to sell, and ever more socially desirable. Adolescent drift and empty hedonism can't be brushed off merely as a phase, readily outgrown. For some vulnerable teen-agers, these traits can't be outgrown. Think of all the inner-city girls who have babies, and all the inner-city boys who are dead.

What is frustrating about the current crusade to rein in teen-agers, though, is that it seems so, well, adolescent. The high-decibel concern about wayward youth is full of defensive bluster and muddle-headed ambivalence, and it is strikingly lacking in realism.

A couple of well-timed new books about teen-agers usefully criticize the distortions of today's anti-teen rhetoric, though they also succumb to distortions of their own. Mike Males, the author of The Scapegoat Generation: America's War on Adolescents, tends to be overzealous when he argues that adults attack kids as a way of coping with their own problems, but he has a point. In a recent Washington Post op-ed piece surveying the grim drug and crime statistics for youth, he made a persuasive case that could be summed up as, "So's your mother." Yes, the violent crime arrest rate among adolescents has increased by 65 percent since 1980, but it has risen by 66 percent among adults between 30 and 50. Yes, reports suggest that teen-age marijuana use has risen five percentage points since 1992, but the big news of the 1995 National Household Survey on Drug Abuse is that people over 35 have the most severe drug problems.
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Anecdotal support of Males' view is easy to find in Sydney Lewis' A Totally Alien Life-Form: Teenagers, an oral history of contemporary American adolescence. Almost all of the messed-up kids she interviews have messed-up parents. Jason Hudgins, a chronic runaway who has done every drug imaginable, been molested, and assaulted members of his family, grew up with two alcoholic parents who violently beat him and a mother who was herself battered and raped. Even the kids who report to Lewis that they're doing OK speak of parents who've been in real, often long-term trouble: with drugs, alcohol, abusive relationships, crimes. In the life stories the teen-agers so eagerly share, it's hardly rare for fathers--or even mothers--to run away.

Both Lewis and Males go overboard, he by playing loose with statistics that demonize parents, she by romanticizing teen-agers. Males invokes Department of Justice findings that show "parents and caretakers inflicted a half-million serious injuries on children and youths in 1993, quadruple the number reported in 1986." Surely that reflects altered reporting standards, not a seven-year surge in sadistic adults (just as the implausible Justice Department discovery that teen-age drug use doubled in one year reflected a radical rewriting of the survey that year, as the Wall Street Journal pointed out). And where Males reduces teen-agers to mere victims of adults, Lewis is inclined to make them all struggling victors in spite of adults. Her interviews routinely end with hope running high. Even Jason Hudgins gets to soar. "I look in the mirror and I think to myself: 'Look at the person that you're coming to be.' "

It's a little hard to believe that the Jasons of the world end up "straightening out," as Lewis titles the section about the worst-off cases, just as it's hard to buy the extreme view that parents are hopeless screw-ups. What the current fixation on teen-agers really shows is that adults are just as confused and ambivalent about their rights and their responsibilities as their kids tend to be.

They want laws that require of teens that they behave like obedient children. They want laws that punish them as full-fledged adults. They want laws that demand of parents that they act like authority figures. They want laws that punish them as delinquent babysitters. On the one hand, many of the curfews cracking down on teens also entail a fine on the parents of youthful curfew-breakers. A spate of explicit "parental responsibility" laws passed by states and communities over the last couple of years give judges the power to make parents pay for juvenile detention or undergo counseling with their kids. Parents can even be threatened with imprisonment themselves if their teen-agers run amok.
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On the other hand, some states have passed new laws that treat juvenile criminals as responsible adults. Of the People, a conservative lobbying group, has launched a nationwide campaign to add a "parental rights amendment" to state constitutions declaring it "the inalienable right" of parents to "direct and control the upbringing, education, values and discipline of their children." An initiative to introduce it is on the ballot in Colorado. The obvious targets of the sweepingly vague amendment are clinics offering confidential medical services, and schools providing sex-ed classes and suspicious curricula and books. But presumably the amendment could also be used against judges who come down hard on lax parents.

The contradictions are blithely overlooked, as is any spirit of practicality. Who actually thinks that having teen-agers line up to pee after they've demonstrated their parallel parking skills is a reasonable way "to demand responsible behavior by young people when it comes to drugs," as Clinton proclaimed? Sixteen-year-olds can drive perfectly on the momentous day they present themselves at the Motor Vehicles Bureau, and then speed recklessly the day after. They're also savvy enough to show up for the road test clean (or with a $19.95 package of drug-free urine in their pockets). Clinton's vote-getting gimmick is cynical posturing--not what the experts call good role-modeling behavior.

Erik Erikson once observed that "we who know so much about the child in the adult know so much less about the fate of the adolescent in him, whether as a continued source of renewal or as a split-off younger self alternately idealized and repudiated, revived and 'murdered'--and, of course, reprojected on the young." Caught up in the backlash against teens, adults might look in the mirror and think to themselves, "Look at the person that you're coming to be." The sight of the inner teen-ager acting out ought to be fairly sobering. (Dick Morris, the man who came up with Clinton's get-tough agenda--now there's a hormone-driven delinquent for you!) Parents need to deal with teen-agers' troubles personally--which means, paradoxically, taking them less personally; this isn't about the collective guilt of grown-ups, but about the prospects of individual kids. Politicians should also take teen-agers' troubles seriously. Above all, that means improving education, and providing lots of extracurricular activities for the adolescents in direst shape. It doesn't mean blowing the problems out of all proportion.

http://www.slate.com/id/2535

Pop Music, By Mark Jenkins, Posted Saturday, Sept. 21, 1996, at 12:30 AM PT 
Gangsta rapper Tupac Shakur is shot to death in Las Vegas. The British pop group Oasis stirs international speculation about whether or not it is breaking up. When pop music makes headlines, many people are forced to admit that they have lost track of it. Herewith, a guide. Although pop music has grown more complicated, most current performers continue to recombine elements from the '50s, '60s, and '70s--sometimes literally (sampling, a technique crucial to many current pop genres, involves lifting passages from older recordings and using them in new ones). "Rock 'n' roll is here to stay," proclaimed Danny and the Juniors in 1958, and it turned out they were right.

In rock 'n' roll's first decade, songwriters like Chuck Berry and Buddy Holly established its song forms and subject matter: the lives, loves, and modest rebellions of newly enfranchised teens. Performers like Elvis Presley, Little Richard, and Jerry Lee Lewis supplied sexual charisma, abandon, and even menace. Vocal-harmony groups (do-wop) from the Northeast and Midwest prefigured the style that Motown would soon codify as "soul," while Nashville's Everly Brothers anticipated folk-rock.
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Refracted through a British prism, these styles became Merseybeat, the sound of the Beatles. Bob Dylan and The Byrds expanded rock's themes to include the poetic and the political, while Eastern influences and psychedelic drugs changed the music and the culture. The '60s also saw the invention of art rock, which ranged from the minimalism of the Velvet Underground to the florid romanticism of Yes. Such music was meant for albums, not singles, which meant the decline of the medium that had previously held youth-culture music together: Top 40 radio.

In 
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the '70s, blues rock (a modern white version of the blues) transformed itself into heavy metal, typified by Led Zeppelin. Singer/songwriters like James Taylor recorded easy-listening confessionals, and country-rockers like the Eagles institutionalized The Byrds' country experiments (and adumbrated the slick contemporary country sound of Nashville stars like Garth Brooks). Funk (James Brown, Sly and the Family Stone, Funkedelic) made soul wilder and looser, and disco combined the celebration of Eros and dancing with beats derived from funk, Latin music, and German experimentalists like Kraftwerk. Spacey electronic music left the conservatory, and Brian Eno's Discreet Music introduced the muted wallpaper music described as "ambient."
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At the same time, punk arose in reaction to art-rock pomposity and singer/songwriter narcissism, and reintroduced political content, derived from both '60s rock and Jamaican-born reggae. By the end of the decade, punk and disco were tentatively crossbreeding.

Alternative rock, which grew out of punk, refers to any band that was nurtured by the underground infrastructure (indie labels, college radio stations, new-music clubs). Alternative's commercial breakthrough came with Nirvana's album Nevermind (1991). The band's grunge formula, captured in "Smells Like Teen Spirit," combines woozy psychedelic-metal verses with explosive punk choruses. The recipe has been adopted by scores of bands; most notable: chart-topping Smashing Pumpkins' more grandiose version.

To 
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the uninitiated, pop music's most mysterious form is hip-hop, or rap. That's intentional: Its shifting styles and private language are designed to exclude. But hip-hop is derivative, too. Its origins can be found in African-American oral culture. Early hip-hop was mostly party music, but it developed a political message through groups like Public Enemy. Tracks like P.E.'s "Bring the Noise" gave hip-hop the urgency of an air-raid siren. The band's black-nationalist stance was followed by forays into anti-Semitism, misogyny, and anti-white racism.

Public Enemy was eclipsed by gangsta rap, which glorifies "Thug Life" (as it was deemed by Tupac Shakur). Gangsta rap's attitude is disturbing, but it's mostly escapist entertainment, rooted as much in the blaxploitation movies of the early '70s as in reality. Gangsta rap shifted hip-hop's center of gravity from the East Coast to the West Coast, and supplanted Public Enemy's machine-gun attack with a cooler, jazzier style. Coolio's 1995 hit, "Gangsta's Paradise," may celebrate "see[ing] myself in the pistol smoke," but musically, it's relaxed and sauntering. The big hit of the Fugees is a remake of "Killing Me Softly," Robert Flack's 1973 easy-listening tune.
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Rage Against the Machine, a popular political rock band, derives its beats from hip-hop. Songs like "People of the Sun," which endorses the Zapatista rebels, marry hip-hop's thump, punk's wiriness, and heavy metal's roar. Hip-hop also influences the burgeoning field of electronic pop, which ranges from pounding dance music that is little more than rhythm to quietly rippling music that's only slightly removed from New Age sound. Current underground sensation Cibo Matto offers yet another variation on hip-hop with playful Japanese-accented commentary on American food in "Know Your Chicken."

In 
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Britain, electronic music draws on Germanic disco, hip-hop, and dub, the stripped-down, heavily echoed instrumental variant of reggae. The array of electronic styles pioneered or embraced in the United Kingdom--techno, acid house, jungle, ambient house, trip-hop, and so on--features insistent beats and wide-ranging eclecticism. Add the shrill vocals of former Sex Pistol John Lydon, and the result is Leftfield's hectoring "Open Up." Drench a track in shadowy atmosphere, and the result is the ominous soundscape of Tricky's "Aftermath." Combine '50s "space" music, French pop balladeering, and Marxist catch phrases, and the result is such Stereolab confections as "Motoroller Scalatron." Transpose the cyclical rhythms of dance music (and work by minimalist composers like Steve Reich) to guitars, and the result is the hypnotic disorientation of My Bloody Valentine's "Soon." Include reggae rhythms and quotations from Indian and Arabic music, and the result is the ethno-techno of Loop Guru tracks like "Sheikh."

Paul Simon's Graceland (1986), which was largely derived from South African Mbaqanga, helped popularize non-Western music. The Australian/Irish duo Dead Can Dance mixes dance music with Middle Eastern and medieval European music (played mostly on traditional instruments) on tracks like "The Snake and the Moon."

As 
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it has since the '60s, edgy rock coexists with more easygoing pop: In the mid-'60s, the best-selling albums included Herb Albert and the Tijuana Brass' Whipped Cream and Other Delights. Recent years have brought hip-hopped pop-soul acts such as Bobby Brown, Keith Sweat, Mariah Carey, Boyz II Men, and TLC, as well as hits for such big-voiced neo-soul singers as Anita Baker, Michael Bolton, and Céline Dion.

Last year's pop success story was Hootie and the Blowfish, a Southern frat-party band. Equally retro but more stylish is Oasis, whose (What's the Story) Morning Glory? led the Britpop movement and may prove the best-selling album in U.K. history. Songs like their biggest hit, "Wonderwall," are sense-less but skillful pastiches of classic Beatles moments.

Alanis 
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Morissette's Jagged Little Pill has sold more than 11 million copies. Her songs of rage, like "You Oughta Know" (composed with an experienced collaborator), draw on the styles and attitudes of folkie Joni Mitchell and experimentalist Yoko Ono. Morrissette rations the rough edges to create music that will energize but not alienate her young, primarily female audience. In the '60s, some boosters said that folk-rock had taken pop away from late '50s commercial songwriters (Carole King, Neil Diamond, Phil Spector, Neil Sedaka, et al.) and given it to the poets; Morissette's following indicates, once again, that the hacks can make music that resonates as deeply with its listeners as any poetry.
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With the dizzying array of pop hybrids now being cultivated, there is, of course, a reaction. Musicians return to folk and blues roots, and reject studio techniques with a low-fi movement (Guided by Voices) that treasures spontaneity and tape hiss. While Nashville studios make music that's as glossy as any, there's an upsurge of plain-singing balladeers stressing their Appalachian roots (real or imagined). When Iris DeMent, the most striking of these singers, addresses the death of her father in "No Time To Cry," the effect is immediate and direct. But the song also gives notice that pop music, cycling and recycling again and again, can always go back to basics.

http://slate.msn.com/id/1033 

High and Mighty, The lies of the anti-drug propaganda machine.
By Seth Stevenson, Posted Friday, July 24, 1998, at 12:30 AM PT 
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There's a new It Girl on television these days--a pale, sexy, raccoon-eyed waif who looks like an advertisement for shooting heroin. The twist: The commercial is an ad for not shooting heroin. The waif smashes china and plumbing fixtures in the commercial, screaming angrily about how heroin will ruin your life.

The waif spot is one of a series of new anti-drug commercials that the government will pay $1 billion to air over the next five years. The ads are produced by the Partnership for a Drug-Free America--the best funded and best connected propaganda machine in America today. It's backed by the president, the speaker of the House, both parties in Congress, the biggest of big corporations and foundations, the advertising industry, and the major media.

The slickness and pervasiveness of the campaign conceals one flaw: The message--that all drug use leads to disaster--is a baldfaced lie.

Founded in 1986 by a group of advertising execs, the PDFA's stated goal is to produce and place ads that persuade kids not to try drugs, to "denormalize" adult drug use, and to make drug use "less acceptable." Its latest TV ads--created pro bono by leading ad agencies--will saturate prime time this year thanks to a budget in excess of what Nike or Sprint spent on TV advertising in 1997. (The PDFA once relied on donated airtime, but in these flush days network time is at a premium, hence the requisition of taxpayers' funds.) The budget dwarfs even the public service ad campaign run during World War II in support of the war effort.

The ads focus solely on kids. In addition to the waif ad is one that depicts a little girl answering questions. Lesson: Her mother has told her not to talk to strangers but hasn't told her drugs are bad. In another ad, a father and son sit at the breakfast table in silence. Lesson: This time could have been spent talking about how drugs are bad.

Some have attacked the efficacy of these ads. Indeed, no study conclusively demonstrates a link between them and reduced drug use. Few have slammed the hypocrisy of the politicians and the ad agency staffers behind this campaign, who can't all be drug virgins. But the greater scandal is the free pass that reporters, most of whom have imbibed, have granted the PDFA's propaganda blitz. (The lone exception is the New York Times' Frank Rich.)

Let's be clear: Drugs can be awful. They can destroy lives. But for every person who has died or ended up in a gutter, millions have dabbled in drugs and still led productive, sane, successful lives. This is indisputable. In fact, some long-term drug use can be harmless--and, yes, even kind of fun. But the PDFA model offers only the salvation of abstinence or the perdition of addiction. The PDFA's Web site suggests you tell your kids marijuana is "a bad drug that can hurt your body."

While it's true that marijuana smoke (like tobacco smoke) contains carcinogens and the medical data suggest it compromises the immune system and can also lead to short-term memory loss, honesty demands that the silent dad in the PDFA ad admit to his son that he smoked a good deal of pot when he was young, still occasionally lights up at parties, and has turned out just fine.

Instead, the PDFA insists on using your tax dollars to lie to your kids. Should teens hate and fear a friendly, well-adjusted, responsible classmate who occasionally rolls a spliff? Should the culture denormalize someone who does good work in a steady job, hurts no one, and once in a blue moon sniffs some blow at a club? Are you on a hell-bound train if you take mushrooms? Is all drug use drug abuse? The PDFA tells your kids "yes" when the correct answer is "no."

Perhaps the most shameful thing about the PDFA propaganda campaign is that its leaders know better, having used drugs themselves. Bill "Didn't Inhale" Clinton, Newt Gingrich, and Al Gore have all admitted to having tried drugs in their early days. How can they tell kids pot is an evil gateway drug when they're stellar proof that it isn't?

To succeed, a propaganda campaign need not convince its audience; it need merely suck the oxygen out of the lungs of its foes. Prior to its alliance with the government, the PDFA merely hogged the drug debate. Now it stands to monopolize it, thanks to its ad dollars and its friends in the media. July 9, PBS's The NewsHour With Jim Lehrer ran, without comment, all the PDFA's new ads. (The Robert Wood Johnson Foundation, responsible for 50 percent of the PDFA's funding, also donated over $500,000 to PBS last year.) Media luminaries from ABC News anchor Peter Jennings to Washington Post Co. mogul Katharine Graham have supported the PDFA since its inception. The editorial side of Graham's Post has only compliments for the PDFA, while the advertising side has donated ad space to it. (The paternalism of the PDFA's campaign has sunk in at major newsrooms. Click here to find out more.)

We don't trust Madison Avenue to tell us the truth about fabric softener, so why are we letting it brainwash our children about drugs? Indeed, if the PDFA had a shred of integrity, its ads would be battling alcohol and tobacco, America's two most injurious drugs and the two most popular among teens. (The PDFA no longer takes money from Philip Morris, RJR Reynolds, and Anheuser-Busch or other booze and smokes companies, but even so, the alcohol connection remains: Margeotes/Fertitta and Partners, which created the waif spot, also designs Stolichnaya vodka ads.)

In a rational world, the Republicans who decry the anti-tobacco campaign as another appendage of the nanny state would see through the PDFA campaign and reiterate their belief that Americans can be trusted to make informed choices. For instance, contrary to what the raccoon-eyed waif suggests, many heroin users are able to use their drugs and conduct functional lives. What makes heroin users' life so crazy is that their dependence on an illegal drug forces them to enter a criminal underworld. The PDFA ignores these subtleties. Likewise with cocaine: Most of the 22 million Americans who've tried it have had no trouble walking away from it. And pot? No one has ever overdosed.

By confusing propaganda with education, the PDFA stands to reap the whirlwind. We don't lie to kids about alcohol. Everyone knows from an early age what it can do--and that most people can handle liquor, but some people can't. Eventually kids see through the drug hysteria, usually by the time they turn 12 or 13 and start observing drug users for themselves. When they discover they've been lied to, they stop trusting the liar--their parents or teachers or TV commercials--and start trusting their peers. Whatever real opportunity we have to reach them vanishes. Simply letting kids know what the real risks are, without hyperbole, should be enough. Madison Avenue propaganda is counterproductive.

http://slate.msn.com/id/2101

The Marriage Trap, A new book wrestles with monogamy and its modern discontents.
By Meghan O'Rourke, Posted Wednesday, Sept. 3, 2003, at 5:01 PM PT 
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The classic 1960s feminist critique of marriage was that it suffocated women by tying them to the home and stifling their identity. The hope was that in a non-sexist society marriage could be a harmonious, genuine connection of minds. But 40 years after Betty Friedan, Laura Kipnis has arrived with a new jeremiad, Against Love: A Polemic, to tell us that this hope was forlorn: Marriage, she suggests, belongs on the junk heap of human folly. It is an equal-opportunity oppressor, trapping men and women in a life of drudgery, emotional anesthesia, and a tug-of-war struggle to balance vastly different needs. 

The numbers seem to back up her thesis: Modern marriage doesn't work for the majority of people. The rate of divorce has roughly doubled since the 1960s. Half of all marriages end in divorce. And as sketchy as poll data can be, a recent Rutgers University poll found that only 38 percent of married couples describe themselves as happy. 

What's curious, though, is that even though marriage doesn't seem to make Americans very happy, they keep getting married (and remarried). Kipnis' essential question is: Why? Why, in what seems like an age of great social freedom, would anyone willingly consent to a life of constricting monogamy? Why has marriage (which she defines broadly as any long-term monogamous relationship) remained a polestar even as ingrained ideas about race, gender, and sexuality have been overturned? 

Kipnis' answer is that marriage is an insidious social construct, harnessed by capitalism to get us to have kids and work harder to support them. Her quasi-Marxist argument sees desire as inevitably subordinated to economics. And the price of this subordination is immense: Domestic cohabitation is a "gulag"; marriage is the rough equivalent of a credit card with zero percent APR that, upon first misstep, zooms to a punishing 30 percent and compounds daily. You feel you owe something, or you're afraid of being alone, and so you "work" at your relationship, like a prisoner in Siberia ice-picking away at the erotic permafrost. 

Kipnis' ideological tack might easily have been as heavy as Frederick Engels' in The Origins of the Family, Private Property, and the State, but she possesses the gleeful, viperish wit of a Dorothy Parker and the energetic charisma of a cheerleader. She is dead-on about the everyday exhaustion a relationship can produce. And she's diagnosed something interesting about the public discourse of marriage. People are more than happy to talk about how unhappy their individual marriages are, but public discussion assumes that in each case there is something wrong with the marriage—not marriage itself.

Take the way infidelity became a prime-time political issue in the '90s: Even as we wondered whether a politician who was not faithful to his or her spouse could be "faithful" to the country, no one was interested in asking whether marital fidelity was realistic or desirable.

Kipnis' answer to that question is a resounding no. The connection between sex and love, she argues, doesn't last as long as the need for each. And we probably shouldn't invest so much of our own happiness in the idea that someone else can help us sustain it—or spend so much time trying to make unhappy relationships "work." We should just look out for ourselves, perhaps mutually—more like two people gazing in the same general direction than two people expecting they want to look in each other's eyes for the rest of their (now much longer) lives. For this model to work, she argues, our social decisions need to start reflecting the reality of declining marriage rates—not the fairy-tale "happily ever after all" version. 

Kipnis' vision of a good relationship may sound pretty vague. In fact, she doesn't really offer an alternative so much as diagnose the problems, hammering us into submission: Do we need a new way of thinking about love and domesticity? Marriage could be a form of renewable contract, as she idly wonders (and as Goethe proposed almost 200 years ago in Elective Affinities, his biting portrait of a marriage blighted by monogamy). Might it be possible to envision committed nonmonogamous heterosexual relationships? 

Kipnis' book derives its frisson from the fact that she's asking questions no one seems that interested in entertaining. As she notes, even in a post-feminist age of loose social mores we are still encouraged, from the time we are children, to think of marriage as the proper goal of a well-lived life. I was first taught to play at the marriage fantasy in a Manhattan commune that had been formed explicitly to reject traditional notions of marriage; faced with a gaggle of 8-year-old girls, one of the women gave us a white wedding gown and invited us to imagine the heartthrob whom we wanted to devote ourselves to. Even radicals have a hard time banishing the dream of an enduring true love. 

Let's accept that the resolute public emphasis on fixing ourselves, not marriage, can seem grim, and even sentimentally blinkered in its emphasis on ending divorce. Yet Kipnis' framing of the problem is grim, too. While she usefully challenges our assumptions about commitment, it's not evident that we'd be better off in the lust-happy world she envisions, or that men and women really want the exact same sexual freedoms. In its ideal form, marriage seems to reify all that's best about human exchange. Most people don't want to be alone at home with a cat, and everyone but Kipnis worries about the effects of divorce on children. "Work," in her lexicon, is always the drudgery of self-denial, not the challenge of extending yourself beyond what you knew you could do. But we usually mean two things when we say "work": The slog we endure purely to put food on the table, and the kind we do because we like it—are drawn to it, even. 

While it's certainly true that people stay in an unhappy relationship longer than they should, it's not yet clear that monogamy is more "unnatural" than sleeping around but finding that the hum of your refrigerator is your most constant companion. And Kipnis spends scant time thinking about the fact that marriage is a hardy social institution several thousand years old, spanning many cultures—which calls into question, to say the least, whether its presence in our lives today has mostly to do with the insidious chokehold capitalism has on us. 

While Kipnis' exaggerated polemic romp is wittily invigorating, it may not actually be as radical as it promises to be: These days, even sitcoms reflect her way of thinking. There's an old episode of Seinfeld in which Jerry and Kramer anticipate most of Kipnis' critique of domesticity; Kramer asks Jerry if he and his girlfriend are thinking about marriage and family, and then cuts him off: "They're prisons! Man-made prisons! You're doin' time! You get up in the morning—she's there. You go to sleep at night—she's there. It's like you gotta ask permission to, to use the bathroom: Is it all right if I use the bathroom now?" Still, love might indeed get a better name if we were as attentive to the intellectual dishonesties of the public debate over its failings as we are to the emotional dishonesties of adulterers. 

http://slate.msn.com/id/2087897
Don't Take It So Personally, Feminism's boundary problem.
By Judith Shulevitz, Posted Saturday, Oct. 3, 1998, at 12:30 AM PT 
About 130 years ago in England, an unlikely coalition of feminists, trade unionists, and clergymen transformed the sexual mores of the day. The alliance began progressively enough, as a campaign against a law authorizing the police to round up prostitutes--and other women suspected of loose morals--and force them to submit to pelvic exams. The law was repealed. Thrilled at their newfound clout, feminists looked around for another issue.

They found it in white slavery, or "traffic in women." The cry went out. Newspapers took it up, running story after story about virgins sold to drooling aristocrats. New laws were passed. The "social-purity" movement was born.

Things spun quickly out of the feminists' control. Whipped into a frenzy, citizens formed the National Vigilance Association, but rather than protecting impoverished virgins the vigilantes conducted a crusade against prostitutes, homosexuals, music halls, theaters, paintings of nudes, and French novels (which they burned). At first, feminists joined in the fun. But when the misogyny and terror of the social-purity movement became impossible to ignore, they withdrew into the background. Which is where they remained for the next 20 years, discredited and humiliated, until the next wave of feminist activism came around.

Feminist historian Judith Walkowitz published an essay about this incident back in 1983, during the height of feminist anti-pornography fervor. She wanted to show what can happen when feminism joins forces with the public-decency crowd. Now what can happen has happened. The social-purity movement that is the Clinton sex scandal has at least some of its roots in feminist thought, and the embarrassed mumbles of Gloria Steinem, et al., on the Lewinsky question show that feminists know it. For instance: Why were Paula Jones' lawyers able to depose Clinton on every sordid detail of his sex life? Because of sexual harassment laws that say a man's entire sexual past may be considered relevant in a lawsuit, even though a woman's may not. This arrangement was one of the triumphs of feminism over the past two decades.

Like its 19th century counterpart, the women's movement will be forced to retreat from the field, confused and in disarray, if it doesn't come to terms with its mistakes. The biggest one (as many have pointed out) was blindly following the lead of that most illiberal of thinkers, Catherine MacKinnon. With her belief that unwanted sexual advances and utterances (and even, in some cases, wanted ones) degrade women so profoundly that it's worth limiting free speech to prevent them, MacKinnon laid the intellectual groundwork for today's sexual harassment laws. Before today, the most egregious outcome of MacKinnonism was the Clarence Thomas hearings. Liberal feminists (myself included, I'm sorry to say) were so eager to "educate the public" about sexual harassment, to say nothing of wanting to get rid of an anti-abortion Supreme Court candidate, that they were willing to overlook the frightening precedent being set. A man's political career was nearly ended and his private life pawed through while an entire nation watched, even though the charges against him were never subjected to the rigorous standards of evidence that would have prevailed in a court of law.

Back in the 1960s and 1970s, before feminism came to mean anti-pornography statutes and laws against "hostile work environments" and other forms of censoriousness, there were all kinds of feminists. There were the liberal kind, such as Betty Friedan, who believed in the Equal Rights Amendment, day care, birth control, and abortion. There were the libertarian kind, such as Walkowitz, who argued for sexual freedom, no matter how troublesome the consequences. (There were also feminists who just seem goofy in retrospect, such as women's-music types and flannel-wearing lesbian separatists.)

The healthy diversity of feminist life was killed off by two things: 1) In the late 1970s, after the Equal Rights Amendment failed to pass, the women's movement deliberately switched from the political arena to the courts. A legal strategy for change had worked for Thurgood Marshall of the NAACP Legal Defense Fund, so why not? The answer is as true for women's rights as it has been for civil rights: A movement always suffers when it fails to subject its ideas to wide public debate. 2) Influenced by MacKinnon and others, what the women's movement decided to seek in the courts was equal protection plus: the right to work plus special protection against nasty people in the workplace; the right to make their own sexual decisions plus special protection against older, savvier guys who take advantage. But rights are not necessarily cost-free. A relentless expansion of my rights usually ends up imposing burdens on your rights, or even on other rights of my own. The fury that followed some of the more questionable expansions of women's rights has made it difficult to talk about anything else.

During a debate on feminism, the philosopher Hannah Arendt once passed a note to a colleague that said, "What do we lose when we win?" It was the sort of dour remark that made Arendt unpopular among her female peers. That's a shame, because Arendt's thought offers a way out of feminism's current jam. She stood for the clear separation of the public from the private sphere, a distinction dismissed as patriarchal a long time ago by feminists who thought it denigrated domestic life. But failing to see the importance of this distinction has got feminism into the trouble it's in today.

To Arendt, the elimination of the public-private distinction is what distinguishes 20th century totalitarianism from earlier and lesser forms of oppression. Even in the days of absolute monarchs, a person's home was his (or, to a lesser degree, her) castle. But totalitarian governments want to control your private life down to your psyche and to mold you into a New Man or New Woman on whatever model they're peddling.

Conversely, Arendt's public realm is the exact opposite of the private realm: It's where you're not protected and shouldn't be. A classicist, Arendt saw the public arena as a version of the Athenian agora--a world of political theater, where the harsh light of publicity shines upon fierce debate. Arendt's conception of the public was phrased in quasimilitaristic language almost expressly designed to irritate feminists (it didn't, but only because they had stopped listening). She declared that, for the public realm to function effectively, participants must display a love of glory. It is a hunger for glory and all that comes with it--a willingness to sacrifice one's personal desires to the common good; a sense of honor, dignity, and fair play--that allows politics to rise above a mere squabbling among interests. This is a spirit feminism lacks, which is why it has allowed women's interests as a class to trump the common interest in privacy.

Rediscovering Arendt's public-private split wouldn't necessarily entail abandoning the feminist notion that the personal is political. We're all better off because feminists turned hitherto private topics into subjects of public debate. Who'd want to go back to the days when you couldn't even talk about condoms? The problem is that we've reversed the phrase: We've made the political personal. It's one thing to put sensitive subjects out there for discussion. It's another thing to welcome jurists, reporters, and the rest of the American public into our bedrooms. As it turns out, it may not be such a good idea to welcome them into our workplaces and schools either, at least not as warmly as we have. So should we do away with all forms of sexual harassment law? Or just parts of it--the hostile work environment clause, say, or the gender-biased evidentiary rules? It will take years to find the best place to draw the line, and we'll never get it perfectly right. The important thing is to realize that it's way past time to move it.

http://slate.msn.com/id/2360

FDR: Father of Rock 'n' Roll, Timothy Noah, Posted Tuesday, Sept. 7, 1999, at 1:14 PM PT 
Chatterbox has never visited the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame in Cleveland, but he has it on good authority that the place contains no exhibit memorializing Franklin Delano Roosevelt's crucial role in creating a mass audience for the African-American art form known as rock 'n' roll. When people talk about rock 'n' roll's crossover into mainstream white culture, the decade they're usually talking about is the 1950s, and the person who usually gets the credit is Elvis Presley. (Click here to check out the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame's new Elvis exhibit.) But the groundwork for the youth culture that supported rock 'n' roll's growth was laid two decades earlier by the Roosevelt administration.

The important role played by big government in creating teen culture is explained this month in a magazine largely owned by, of all people, the conservative presidential candidate Steve Forbes. The magazine is American Heritage, and the article, "The Rise and Decline of the Teenager," is an excerpt from a new book by Thomas Hine called The Rise and Fall of the American Teenager. Judging from the American Heritage excerpt, Hine takes the self-serving baby-boomer view that teen-age culture started to decline, oh, right around the time he ceased participating in it. The "decline" portion of Hine's article is the sketchiest and least convincing part; perhaps he fleshes out his argument more convincingly in the book. But the "rise" portion is fascinating, and highly persuasive.

Hine's thesis is that "teen-agers" didn't really exist as a cohesive social group before the Depression. (The word first appeared in print in 1941, in Popular Science magazine.) But

after 1933, when Franklin D. Roosevelt took office, virtually all young people were thrown out of work, as part of a public policy to reserve jobs for men trying to support families. [Here Hine might also have pointed out that a similar impetus to throw old people out of work would later lead to the creation of Social Security.] Businesses could actually be fined if they kept childless young people on their payrolls. Also, for the first two years of the Depression, the Roosevelt administration essentially ignored the needs of the youths it had turned out of work, except in the effort of the Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC), which was aimed at men in their late teens and early twenties.
What did these unwanted youths do? They went to high school. Although public high schools had been around since 1821 (and prep schools had been around before then), secondary education, Hine writes, had been "very slow to win acceptance among working-class families that counted on their children's incomes for survival." It wasn't until 1933 that a majority of high-school-age children in the United States were actually enrolled in high school. By 1940, Hine writes, "an overwhelming majority of young people were enrolled, and perhaps more important, there was a new expectation that nearly everyone would go, and even graduate." When the United States entered World War II the following year, high-school students received deferments. "Young men of seventeen, sixteen, and younger had been soldiers in all of America's previous wars," Hine writes. "By 1941 they had come to seem too young" (1941 was also the year when Archie, the definitive comic-book teen-ager, was introduced to the world by John L. Goldwater, who died earlier this year, and Bob Montana).

Hine argues, quite persuasively, that the indulgent mass "teen-age" culture is largely the result of corralling most of society's 14-to-18-year-olds into American high schools. The baby boom, which began in 1946, the year after the war ended, obviously fed that teen-age culture's further expansion. But the teen culture itself--Archie and Jughead, bobby-soxer mania for Frank Sinatra, etc.--quite obviously predates the teen years of the very oldest baby boomers, who didn't enter those golden years--15, 16--until the early 1960s.

Hine doesn't get into this, but boomer math contradicts the boomer mythology that that it was the baby boom that first absorbed rock 'n' roll into the mass culture. For many pop-culture historians, the Year Zero for rock 'n' roll as a mass-cult phenomenon was 1956. That's when Elvis recorded his first No. 1 hit, "Heartbreak Hotel." You can also make a decent case that the Year Zero was 1955, when Bill Haley and the Comets hit No. 1 with "Rock Around the Clock," the first rock 'n' roll record ever to climb to the top of the charts. Were the consumers who turned "Rock Around the Clock" and "Heartbreak Hotel" into hit records 9 and 10 years old? Of course they weren't. They were teen-agers who'd been born during and shortly before World War II. And they wouldn't have existed as a social group if FDR--who, tragically, died before he got a chance to witness the mainstreaming of rock 'n' roll--hadn't invented them.

[Thanks to the Fraygrant who pointed out that an earlier version of this item erroneously stated that World War II ended in 1946. The baby boom began in 1946, but the war ended in 1945. (The returning vets needed at least nine months to create babies.)]

http://slate.msn.com/id/1003559
Sexual Behavior in the Social Scientist, Was Alfred Kinsey a pioneer or a pervert?
By Thomas Laqueur, Posted Wednesday, Nov. 5, 1997, at 12:30 AM PT 
Alfred C. Kinsey: A Public/Private Life, By James H. Jones, Norton; 937 pages; $39.95
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In his fine earlier book, Bad Blood, James Jones exposed one of American medicine's most shameful episodes: the Tuskegee experiment, in which doctors enlisted a group of black men with syphilis and, without their knowledge or consent, withheld treatment so as to observe the natural progress of the disease. In this new biography, Jones outs Alfred Kinsey. He "lived with two terrible secrets: He was both a homosexual and a masochist." Everything else about him seems to follow. "The answer" to why he worked so hard "lies in his private life." His "spring-coil vitality" was the product not of a naturally energetic constitution, or a passion for science, or even old-fashioned ambition, but of "stupendous guilt." He presented himself as a man of science but actually he was a "crypto-reformer who spent his every waking hour attempting to change the sexual mores and sex offender laws of the United States." (Not exactly. He also spent 15 years researching gall wasps and was a serious gardener, hiker, and record collector.)

Others may have had an inkling of his secret agenda but only now can the truth be told. It is the following: Kinsey believed, in the words of one informant, that "if only he could get the facts to people life would be a lot happier and less guilt ridden." And moreover, "he was a great champion of tolerance and liberality." Apparently only a guilt-ridden masochistic homosexual could be driven by such suspect and cleverly disguised views. Kinsey fooled many. "The irony, of course," is that many distinguished scientists who knew his work intimately "were not able to see beneath the surface." "Incredible as it may seem," the vice president and senior editor of the premier medical publishing house also "failed to question Kinsey's scholarly objectivity." Not Jones.

The perpetrator of all these deceptions may not have been the "successor to Darwin," as many contemporaries thought, but he was arguably the paradigmatic social scientist of his generation, a man who more than any other made the study of human sexuality a respectable and legitimate field of inquiry. The author of the groundbreaking best sellers Sexual Behavior in the Human Male (1948) and Sexual Behavior in the Human Female (1953), he was the pioneer in finding out what Americans actually do in bed and with whom we do it. That Kinsey had intense homoerotic relationships with his graduate students is certain. He was into group sex and he masturbated. His sexual life unquestionably extended beyond the missionary position within monogamous marriage, but then, as his--and much subsequent--research showed, so does that of most Americans. More than likely, he had "orgasms derived from homosexual contact." But he also had a long, loving, and complex sexual relationship with his wife, Clara, and found stimulation in heterosexual pornography. Whether he was a homosexual, readers can decide for themselves.

Jones' relentlessly hostile readings of the evidence, however, make this difficult. When a graduate student on a field trip writes about Kinsey's "prick nibblin tent," Jones suggests that "it is not hard to suspect that oral sex was going on under canvas tops," because "Berland was a man who usually meant what he said." (Berland also said that the retiring president of Indiana University had "shriveled balls," and worried lest he himself "be castrated for biting a coed's tit.") Kinsey's assignment of "0" to the exclusively heterosexual and "6" to the exclusively homosexual in his famous scale leads Jones to comment: "[H]ow interesting that he should assign this [heterosexuality] no value." One can only wonder what snide comment he would have made if Kinsey had flipped the values.

The evidence for Kinsey's masochism--mostly the reports of anonymous sources--is much more difficult to assess. Consider Jones' pièce de résistance: On "one particular evening," in response to "his inner demons," and more specifically to the Rockefeller Foundation's rejection of a grant application, Kinsey allegedly hanged himself by the hand and balls from an overhead pipe "long enough for this self-appointed Messiah of the sexually despised to experience much pain and suffering, precisely as he had intended." (Forget the mocking tone; it pervades the book. Any reformer is invariably described as a "chronic" or "habitual" "do-gooder." Forget, too, the absence of even the semblance of evidence for Kinsey's inner state here as elsewhere: Kinsey "must have felt" ambivalence about gardening because it threatened his "fragile sense of masculinity.") A footnote reveals that the one anonymous source for this episode of "self-torture" who is actually cited was apparently not an actual witness and that it can at best be dated between 1951 and 1955. In the note, Jones also suggests that a "massive pelvic infection," which Kinsey suffered in the fall of 1954, may "pinpoint the most likely time" and, of course, corroborate the incident. But back in the main text he says Kinsey had an "infection in his pelvic region"--probably glomerular nephritis, a different and more probable diagnosis--which would make the public "cover story" (that a strep throat caused the problem) far likelier. Readers can decide for themselves if they care.

They may not. Suppose Kinsey were a card-carrying homosexual masochist; it would seem to have little bearing either on his commitment to tolerance or on his scientific practice. Even if his private life were relevant, once again Jones' unrelieved disdain for his subject obscures any possible connections. Kinsey never did anything for innocent reasons. Even when he tried to write well he was "craft[ing] his prose with the care of a man for whom words are weapons." He can't win. On one page he is charged with listening to music analytically, in keeping with his general penchant to dominate, and on the next with barely keeping from having an erection listening to the songs of Hugo Wolf.

Whatever the problems with Kinsey's data, they had nothing to do with his sexuality. He manifestly did not, as Jones claims, "place a meaty thumb upon the scales" so that he was "virtually guaranteed" that he would find what he was looking for. Again and again Jones himself reports that Kinsey was "surprised" at this or that result. If indeed--following common wisdom--he really did disparage "the sexual capacity of women," the volume on the sexual response of the human female nonetheless contained all sorts of things he was not looking for. Twenty years before Masters and Johnson, for example, he discovered that, contrary to the then-dominant view, the great majority of women experienced not vaginal but clitoral orgasm.

Of course, Kinsey's statistics were and are open to criticism. His is not a random sample and it's not clear exactly what population it represents. That said, a blue-ribbon committee of the American Statistical Association concluded that the interviews themselves were remarkably probing and that, under the circumstances, a random sample was impossible. Most of us would respond to the phone call or knock on the door from a total stranger announcing that we had been randomly selected to tell them when we started to masturbate or how often we had been unfaithful to our partners with a polite "no thank you, not tonight." Jones, of course, claims that the committee of statisticians was manipulated into supporting Kinsey and that his efforts to improve the quality of his statistical work were merely cosmetic. The remarkable fact is that his numbers have proven to be so robust and that the archive he assembled--of sexual history and sundry other material--remains unrivaled.

Finally, Kinsey's insistence that there was no such thing as a homosexual--a subspecies of humankind--but only an infinite shading of variation, a continuum of practices, seems to have had more to do with his training as an entomologist than with the nature of his own desires. He inherited from his graduate-school mentors a resolute anti-essentialism. This is a man who, before he collected 18,000 sexual histories, spent 15 years collecting 300,000 gall wasps in order to argue, as he would again later, against the ontological reality of established taxonomic categories.
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A self-righteous tone suffuses this biography: The author clearly feels he has exposed the dirty secrets that inspired his protagonist's "crypto" agenda of reform. In fact, there is nothing "crypto" about his agenda; writing about sex for a lay audience in the 1940s and 1950s was an openly revolutionary act. It was still illegal under various 19th-century "Comstock" laws to disseminate information about birth control in many states. Kinsey, like every other social scientist since the Enlightenment, was simply obeying the central tenet of his discipline: that the scientific study of society is possible; that the results of such study are a better basis for policy than, say, the Mosaic interdiction against homosexuality. Moreover, the fact that Kinsey had a sexual life, however nonstandard it was, would not render him incapable of objectivity in writing about sex. "Value-free" social science does not demand that its practitioners have no values. It means that they gather and interpret their material fairly and argue about its interpretations rationally. By these criteria Kinsey fares well. That he exaggerated the power of biology, failed to deal with love, and perhaps overextended the protective umbrella of tolerance is beyond doubt. But overinterpretation or even misinterpretation are not the same as bias.

It is distressing that in this time of AIDS it could still be said that Kinsey's passionate interest in human sexuality could only be the product of perversion. The book's cynicism is even more distressing, symptomatic as it is of a larger cynicism that seems to have gripped our public culture. We seem to believe that all human action is motivated not by the desire to know or improve the lot of humankind, but only by the basest motives of greed, power, and self-aggrandizement. Kinsey was of another age. "How characteristically American," wrote Lionel Trilling of Sexual Behavior in the Human Male, in its "impulse toward acceptance and liberation, the broad and generous desire for others not to be harshly judged."

http://slate.msn.com/id/3021
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Built on the buzz, By Maria Russo 
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May 03, 2001 | "Nature is parsimonious with pleasure," writes historian David Courtwright in "Forces of Habit: Drugs and the Making of the Modern World." Or, as we used to say in high school, "life sucks, and then you die." But human ingenuity has stepped in to lessen the miseries and add to the delights of earthly existence. Courtwright calls it "the psychoactive revolution": Compared with 500 years ago, people across the planet now have easy access to a, well, mind-blowing variety of consciousness-altering substances. The menu of options differs from culture to culture -- one man's vodka martini is another's kava brew -- but the drive to take a temporary vacation from our normal waking state has made some drugs into perhaps the only truly global commodities. Virtually every language on earth has words for coffee, tea, cacao and cola, the plants that produce caffeine. The 5.5 trillion cigarettes smoked each year in the 1990s represent a pack per week for every living man, woman and child. 

Alcohol joins caffeine and tobacco to round out what Courtwright calls the "big three" of currently legal psychoactive drugs. As he sees it, modern civilization is practically unthinkable without this trio. But why have they fared so well while equally intoxicating substances -- like, say, marijuana -- are banned and stigmatized, and others -- like kava, khat and betel -- are popular only in distinct geographic areas? And why is tobacco currently falling in popularity, while alcohol and caffeine are holding their grip on us? These questions are only partly answered in Courtwright's otherwise excellent book, but that's not really his fault. Drugs are as deceptive and multifaceted as the human beings whose metabolisms they mess with; a history of drugs may be possible, but an analysis of their role in culture is bound to be incomplete and provisional. There are simply too many ways to tell the story. 

Still, Courtwright's historical investigation is solid and fascinating: Once the big three caught on among European elites, they became crucial components in the ocean-crossing commerce and empire building that shaped modern economies. Tobacco, coffee, tea and spirits were lucrative; users quickly grew dependent on them, guaranteeing a steady demand for commodities that could be heavily taxed. These drugs have also always been an ideal way to control and pacify laborers, providing them with temporary relief from the fatigue and boredom of agricultural and, later, industrial life. Some of these workers -- such as those Eastern European peasants paid in vodka for the potatoes and grain they delivered to distilleries or West Indian distillery workers paid in rum -- found themselves caught in devastating economic traps. 

As habits, the big three also work with and reinforce one another nicely. Had too much to drink last night? You'll be especially eager for that morning cup of coffee to clear your head. If you smoke, you'll need to pour another cup, since smokers metabolize caffeine more quickly than nonsmokers and must drink more coffee or tea to get the same buzz. Feeling too wired now? Time for a cocktail! 

Over time, as you ingest more of these substances, your body's tolerance for each of them increases, so you need more and more to get the same result. These endless cycles, "Forces of Habit" suggests, not only tap into a vulnerability in the human psyche -- we're hard-wired to seek to mitigate pain and increase pleasure -- but are also the essential building blocks of capitalism: 

The peculiar, vomitorious genius of modern capitalism is its ability to betray our senses with one class of products or services and then sell us another to cope with the damage so that we can go back to consuming more of what caused the problem in the first place. 

The economic impact of legal drugs extends from barley farmers to bartenders to the social workers who run drug rehab clinics to the lawyers who defend drunken drivers to, Courtwright playfully acknowledges, the scholars who study the history of drugs. 

But drugs are, of course, not just pleasurable and profitable -- they're also dangerous. Before the late 19th century, governments were aware of the destructive properties of a wide range of drugs, but the revenues to be had from taxing the drug trade were more compelling than the moral imperative to outlaw it. Gradually, as the booming print media made the downside of certain drugs more visible -- readers learned of desperate Chinese peasants enslaved to opium and crazed students overdosing in 1890s Berlin cocaine dens -- public demand mounted to ban some drugs outright. 

The losers during this time were what Courtwright calls the "little three" -- opium, cannabis and coca. With narcotics like opium and cocaine, governments justified bans by pointing to extreme and visible health problems and social costs. Marijuana, however, appears to have been the victim of historical bad luck: Its health effects are no more dire than those of alcohol or tobacco, but over the centuries the plant lacked "international corporate backing or fiscal influence." 

Unlike tobacco and alcohol, which was banned temporarily in the United States during Prohibition but was quickly reinstated to legal (albeit heavily regulated) status, marijuana never became part of "the personal habits of influential leaders and celebrities." (That makes sense, of course, given the go-go nature of capitalism and the traits required for success -- anyone who did make marijuana part of his personal habits would most likely not have become an influential leader or celebrity in the first place.) Instead, the mellow plant lodged itself first in peasant and then in youth subcultures, where it gained a reputation as a "gateway drug" to harder, harsher illegal substances like heroin and cocaine. (It is a gateway drug, but then so are nicotine and alcohol.) 

Of Courtwright's big three, alcohol has the most fascinating and contradictory history, and the kinds of cultural questions that its history raises point up the limitations of Courtwright's project most obviously. Alcohol is as lethal as they come; its score on pharmacologist Maurice Seevers' famous 1957 "addiction liability rating" -- the degree to which a drug produces tolerance, emotional and physical dependence, physical deterioration and antisocial behavior in those under its influence or those withdrawing from it -- is 24, much higher than that of heroin (16) and cocaine (14), and ridiculously higher than that of marijuana (8). Yet alcohol is not just tolerated in many cultures, it's frequently exalted. 

Courtwright points to the alcohol industry's "size and fiscal importance" to account for the drug's unassailable legality and social cachet. He does note that scientists have found moderate drinking to be healthful, and he observes that "humanity ... has long experience of alcohol, and has evolved all manner of rules and taboos to reduce the harmfulness of drinking." But human beings have done more than just ameliorate alcohol's negative effects. We've turned the making and drinking of alcohol into a venerable tradition, one that may depend on the high that alcohol delivers but one that also can't be reduced to a mere buzz. 

Cartwright doesn't acknowledge it, but the process of making alcoholic beverages has given rise to sophisticated craftsmanship -- some might even call it art. To wine drinkers, the difference between a New Zealand sauvignon blanc and a California cabernet is vast and important, and matching them with the proper foods requires knowledge and imagination. And as he notes, in France, Italy and Spain, alcoholism rates are very low and public drunkenness is frowned on, yet nearly every adult drinks. In these cultures, alcohol has been integrated into the social fabric and is inextricable from the concept of "the good life." 

In contrast to the array of alcoholic beverages that Western civilization has developed and matched to particular moments of life (champagne goes with celebrations, white wine goes with elegant fare, beer goes with watching football on the tube and so on), the distinctions between brands of cigarettes are mainly a matter of marketing. Perhaps that's partly why, of the big three, tobacco is faring the worst these days; its cultural roots are just not deep enough. With many municipalities banning smoking in restaurants and even bars, cigarettes have been largely exiled from the civilized table, where caffeine and alcohol have been prettied up by the gourmet delivery systems of wine and coffee. Connoisseurship disguises well the irresistible craving for a buzz. As Courtwright puts it, "Tobacco ... is becoming a loser's drug." While their caffeine-addicted friends can now find a Starbucks on every corner beckoning them in for a quick hit in a cozy environment, smokers are reduced to hopping around on freezing sidewalks outside office buildings. 

No longer do cigarettes serve as "the small change of sociability," in Courtwright's phrase, or help a woman appear more independent and sophisticated, as they once did for countless Hollywood actresses. "I would date a woman who smokes," a male friend once told me, "as long as she doesn't walk down the street smoking." At first I thought he was making some sort of distinction between "feminine" and "unfeminine" behavior, but now I think his prejudice has more to do with the fact that a walking smoker announces the fact that she's addicted to nicotine, not just engaged in the elegant little social ritual of lighting up in a restaurant with friends or while lying in bed with a lover. Dragging on a cigarette while she's navigating the street, she lays bare the fact that she is an addict, engaged in the self-directed spiral of feeding her own high. 

Stripped of its social trappings as it increasingly is, smoking is beginning to appear as nothing more interesting than a smelly, breath-fouling, teeth-staining, illness-causing personal addiction. That doesn't mean that the cigarette has gasped its last -- there still is, for many people, a surge of pleasure that comes from lighting up. That's not going away soon, but it certainly will become more difficult to get as regulation spreads from restaurants to outdoor spaces such as parks. What Courtwright calls the growing "lower-class concentration" of tobacco also makes it more politically vulnerable as well. 

Caffeine, in Courtwright's book, emerges triumphant among its mind-altering brethren as the least harmful, most life-enhancing drug yet discovered. It's the earth's most widely used drug, with a per capita consumption of 70 milligrams a day. Caffeine alters brain chemistry in notable ways, producing euphoric effects such as a rush of energy and an elevation of mood. It's addictive in the sense that tolerance increases the more you use it and withdrawal can lead to symptoms such as headaches and lethargy. Nonetheless, the drug's negative side effects, however troublesome, are not dire; too much caffeine causes nothing worse than insomnia or tremors. 

Precious few lives are ruined by caffeine, though intrepid researchers, Courtwright reports, have isolated a "syndrome" that affects some serious users -- a condition that would no doubt make an addict of any other substance laugh derisively: These people "go to extremes to obtain caffeinated drinks, use them in dangerous or inappropriate situations, and continue drinking them despite adverse health consequences and warnings by their physicians." The famously coffee-mad French novelist Honoré de Balzac is often used as an example; he died from heart disease apparently exacerbated by his habit. And doctors like to warn that the jury is still out on other potential health problems that may be caused by regular caffeine consumption. 

Still, all in all, the social costs of our love affair with caffeine are remarkably low, and its role as a spur to productivity and an aid to coping with the more difficult, sad and painful aspects of life gives the plucky little molecule a strongly positive aura. Even more than the other players in Courtwright's "psychoactive revolution," it's hard to imagine the modern world without it. Yet like the well-behaved daughter who watches as her noisier, more unruly siblings suck up her parents' attention, caffeine mainly lingers in the margins of Courtwright's history. 

Fortunately -- for hardcore caffeine aficionados at least -- another recent book, "The World of Caffeine" by Bennett Alan Weinberg and Bonnie K. Bealer, is very likely the ultimate compendium of the political and social history, science, lore and arcana of "the world's most popular drug," as the subtitle brags. This fact-packed book is the work of a science writer (Bealer) and a scientist (Weinberg), but it's written at such a fever pitch of interest in its subject that its authors appear to have been dipping into the research material with an extremely liberal hand. "Can there be any doubt that, if and when there are settlements on Mars, coffeehouses will be among the first amenities available to the emigres?" they enthuse. 

There's much to be learned in this book about such mysteries as the chemistry that makes caffeine so effective, even if you have to wade through the authors' insistent, overblown and often repetitive prose. They come at you with such aggressively tumescent notions as "caffeine is like the air." As they explain that one, "You don't see it and usually hardly notice it, but it's there all the same, and it becomes part of you in a critical metabolic exchange that involves every cell in your body." If caffeine is really all this book cracks it up to be, demagogues looking to start a new religion should pay close attention: When science shades so easily into zealotry, you know you're in the presence of something truly powerful. 

http://dir.salon.com/books/feature/2001/05/03/drugs/index.html?sid=1027938

The politics of lynching , By Earl Ofari Hutchinson 
August 31, 2000 | Compulsive collector James Allen has single-handedly revived a new debate about an old topic:  lynching.  Allen's macabre one-man exhibit of photos of black lynching victims, also captured in his book "Without Sanctuary," has inflamed blacks and whites who see it.  

But the real blame for seven decades of lynching lies with the federal government:  the way federal officials looked away needs to come to light, because it colors the current debate over the federal role in prosecuting hate crimes and police violence. 

According to official NAACP figures, between 1890 and 1960, 5,200 blacks were burned, shot or mutilated by lynch mobs.  The horrid death toll is almost certainly higher, since in many cases sheriffs and local officials didn't deem the murders significant enough to report. 

Most lynch murderers made no attempt to hide or mask their acts.  They took out ads in newspapers and circulated flyers announcing lynchings.  They ignored the 1908 ban by the Postal Service on violent material in the mails and conducted a brisk trade in souvenir postcards and letters with snapshots of lynched victims. 

The NAACP meticulously compiled photos of lynchings, collected witness statements, and promptly turned the incriminating documents over to federal officials.  The NAACP also relentlessly lobbied Congress and the White House to pass an anti-lynching law.  The civil rights group was ignored. 
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Every president from Theodore Roosevelt to Kennedy refused to draft or vigorously support a federal law to end lynching.  Nearly every attorney general refused to push for indictments against public officials or law enforcement officers complicit in lynch murders.  FBI Director J. Edgar Hoover successfully manipulated Presidents Franklin Roosevelt, Eisenhower and Kennedy to steer the FBI away from investigation of lynchings.  

Presidents, attorneys general and federal officials wailed that their hands were tied, because it was the job of the states to prosecute the lynch murderers.  But the states refused.  Fewer than 1 percent of the murderers were ever tried in state courts.  Rather than risk alienating politically powerful Southern state officials and jeopardizing votes and legislative support, the feds rationalized their hands-off policy toward lynching with a narrow and rigid interpretation of the federalist doctrine of separation of state and national power. 

This was a face-saving political cop-out.  The Justice Department had two powerful legal statutes to go after offenders.  The statutes authorized prosecutions of public officials and law enforcement officers who, acting under color of law, committed or conspired with others to commit acts of racial violence.  They were based on the 14th Amendment's due process and equal protection clause. 

These statutes were expanded under Reconstruction-era civil rights laws passed in the 1870s—specifically to punish racial attacks against blacks.  But they were repeatedly challenged by local and occasionally federal officials as poorly worded, unconstitutional violations of states' rights.  Even though they remained on the federal books, federal officials rarely used them to prosecute lynch murders. 

Yet the White House and Congress passed and enforced legislation that widened the jurisdiction and broadened the power of the FBI and the Justice Department to prosecute crimes such as bank robbery, kidnapping, and illegal weapons violations.  Congress and the White House didn’t claim that these laws violated states' rights or were unconstitutional. 

Until federal officials publicly admit their complicity in lynch violence, it will remain the federal government's dirtiest racial secret—one that many blacks know about while whites remain ignorant of it, contributing to racial tension and misunderstanding that persists today.     http://dir.salon.com/news/feature/2000/08/31/lynching/index.html?sid=975777
Who Was Jim Crow?
The name Jim Crow is often used to describe the segregation laws, rules, and customs which arose after Reconstruction ended in 1877 and continued until the mid-1960s.  How did the name become associated with these "Black Codes" which took away many of the rights which had been granted to Blacks through the 13th, 14th, and 15th Amendments? 
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"Come listen all you galls and boys,
I'm going to sing a little song,
My name is Jim Crow.
Weel about and turn about and do jis so,
Eb'ry time I weel about I jump Jim Crow." 

These words are from the song, "Jim Crow," by Thomas Dartmouth "Daddy" Rice.  Rice, a struggling actor in New York, happened upon a Black person singing the above song.  In 1828 Rice appeared on stage as "Jim Crow"—an exaggerated, highly stereotypical Black character. 

Rice, a White man, was one of the first performers to wear blackface makeup.  His Jim Crow song-and-dance routine was an astounding success that took him throughout the US in 1832.  He then performed to great acclaim in London and Dublin.  By then "Jim Crow" was a stock character in minstrel shows.  Rice's subsequent blackface characters were Sambos, Coons, and Dandies.  White audiences were receptive to the portrayals of Blacks as singing, dancing, grinning fools. 

By 1838, the term "Jim Crow" was being used as a collective racial epithet for Blacks, not as offensive as nigger, but as offensive as coon or darkie.  By the end of the 19th Century, the phrase Jim Crow was being used to describe laws and customs which oppressed Blacks. 

The minstrel show was one of the first native forms of American entertainment, and Rice was rightly regarded as the "Father of American minstrelsy." He had many imitators. [image: image24.jpg]=7 k)
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 These performers were sometimes called "Ethiopian Delineators" and the shows were popularly referred to as "Coon Shows." 

Minstrel show’s stereotypical depictions of Blacks, helped to popularize the belief that Blacks were lazy, stupid, [image: image25.jpg]


inherently less human, and unworthy of integration.  During the years that Blacks were being victimized by lynch mobs, they were also victimized by the racist caricatures propagated through novels, sheet music, theatrical plays, and minstrel shows.  Ironically, years later when Blacks replaced White minstrels, the Blacks also "blackened" their faces, thereby pretending to be Whites pretending to be Blacks. They, too, performed the Coon Shows which dehumanized Blacks and helped establish the desirability of racial segregation. 

Daddy Rice, the original Jim Crow, became rich and famous.  However, he lived an extravagant lifestyle, and when he died in New York on September 19, 1860, he was in poverty.
http://www.ferris.edu/news/jimcrow/who.htm

Going with the Flow
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A Taoist story tells of an old man who accidentally fell into the river rapids leading to a high and dangerous waterfall.  Onlookers feared for his life.  Miraculously, he came out alive and unharmed downstream at the bottom of the falls.  People asked him how he managed to survive.  "I accommodated myself to the water, not the water to me.  Without thinking, I allowed myself to be shaped by it.  Plunging into the swirl, I came out with the swirl.  This is how I survived."

http://www.rider.edu/~suler/zenstory/goflow.html
The Nature of Things
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Two monks were washing their bowls in the river when they noticed a scorpion that was drowning. One monk immediately scooped it up and set it upon the bank. In the process he was stung. He went back to washing his bowl and again the scorpion fell in. The monk saved the scorpion and was again stung. The other monk asked him, "Friend, why do you continue to save the scorpion when you know it's nature is to sting?" 

"Because," the monk replied, "to save it is my nature." 


http://www.rider.edu/~suler/zenstory/onesnature.html

Terms

prejudice—2a (1): preconceived judgment or opinion (2): an adverse opinion or leaning formed without just grounds or before sufficient knowledge

bigot—a person obstinately or intolerantly devoted to his or her own opinions and prejudices

discrimination—the act, practice, or an instance of discriminating categorically rather than individually b : prejudiced or prejudicial outlook, action, or treatment

discriminate—to make a difference in treatment or favor on a basis other than individual merit

NAACP—National Association for the Advancement of Colored People founded in 1910, was committed to overturning the legal bases for segregation.  

Congress of Racial Equality (CORE)—was an interracial group established in 1942, promoted change through peaceful confrontation.  

Southern Christian Leadership Conference (SCLC)—1957, founded by Martin Luther King, Jr and others as an organization of southern black clergy.  

Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee (SNCC, pronounced "snick")—1960 militant organization that recruited young Americans who had not been involved in the civil rights struggle.

Equal Rights Amendment (ERA)—"Equality of rights under the law shall not be denied or abridged by the United States or by any State on account of sex

AIM—American Indian Movement

Students for a Democratic Society (SDS)—a radical youth group established in the United States in 1959, developed out of the youth branch of an older socialist educational organization, the League for Industrial Democracy.  The most popular of SDS’s rallying cries, “Make Love—Not War!”

Weathermen, a militant fringe group of SDS—Hardline, terroristic faction that split off from SDS in 1969 and went underground.
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