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TO HAVE STOOD ON A WINDSWEPT BEACH on a North Carolina
morning in mid-December in 1903, and to have seen with my

own eyes the impossible: man taking flight. To have been there, to
have tasted the salt in the air, to have heard the groan of the
engine, lo have seen that machine, and a man, rise up and fly.

by Dan Rather

If man could fly, where else could
he go, bevond that beach?
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The century was still young. And this was its first great story. A young reporter covering
the evenL, with a pencil in his hand and a notebook in his pocket (and a deadline. no
doubt. on his mind) could not have suspected how many other great stories this centu-
ry would hold—how many times man would soar. how many laws of gravity and physics
he’d defy. Kitty Hawk was only the beginning. But what a beginning.

For a reporter. it turned out. this was the century to be alive. A century of phe-
nomenal events—and phenomenal people.

This, after all. has been the century of uprisings and revolutions. Dictators rose
and fell: walls went up and crumbled. The atom was split. The sound barrier was shat-
tered. Two world wars began and ended. We planted a flag on the moon. Of all the cen-
turies that came before, perhaps in all of thent combined. the human race never
matched what it accomplished in these hundred years—for good and for evil.

A reporter looking for a story would have no trouble finding ene. Or finding a way
to tell it. One of the great miracles of this century was a miracle of timing. The journal-
ist of the twentieth century would find his craft revolutionized by two inventions: the
nricrophone and the camera. Journalism would be irrevocably changed. And so would
our world.

It happened slowly at first: newspapers and magazines brought readers in Des

Moines. ar Tulsa. or Carson City vivid pictures of the world that lay beyond that last




stretch of barbed wire in the back field.
Movie theaters brought them newsreels and
silent fliekering images of a tramp with a
cane. The world shrank, mile by mile,
mement by moment. Pictures and movies
made the distant world recognizable. Then,
radio made it immediate.

In September of 1940, as London was
bombarded by the Blitz, the voice of
Edward R. Murrow came into American
living rooms, describing the devastation,
giving urgency and humanity to a battle
that was no longer an ocean away but as
near as the night table. “One night,” report-
ed Murrow in ene memorable hroadeast, “I
stood in front of a smashed grocery store
and heard a dripping inside. k was the only
sound inn all London. Two cans of peaches
had been drilled clean through by flying glass, and the juice was dripping down onto the
floor.” The war could not get any closer. or more recognizable, than that.

[ those days, two men, Henry Luce and William Paley. understood that the news
business was two parts: news and business. They were each, in their way, brilliant at
providing the public with bold new ways of understanding the warld. They had the
vision, and good sense, to know that something extraordinary was happening in this
mest extraordinary century and that the public had a great appetite for it. Luce’s Time
and Paley’s CBS opened people’s eyes and ears to the many revolutions, large and small,
that wese unfolding almest every day.

Perhaps. most significantly, Time and CBS introduced us te the men and women
behind those revolutions: the faces, voices. gestiwes, ard personalities that came to
define eur age. Readers and listeners, and later viewers, came te understand as never
before the courage (and, at times, the cowardice) of the people who shaped the events
of this century—people whose struggles and stumbles were not that differernt from their

own.
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The result transformed an
already shrinking world into a global
village. The news of the world
became the news of the village;
events in Saigon or Sarajevo hap-
pened, it seemed, as if they were just
across the street, not across the
globe. For the first time, we could see
the tears on a soldier’s face, hear the
shattering of glass as bombs fell
thousands of miles away. During the
most turbulent times, television
deepened the bond. The world, it
seemed, in unison watched the young widow on the Capitol steps, could see her eyes
behind the gauzy veil, as the flag-covered coffin passed and her son gave a silent salute.

Of course, such indelible images are only part of what this century has
bequeathed to us. We have inherited. alse, those things which are more elusive, harder
to record on film or tape. Scientists have given us weapons that have waged war on
smallpox and polio, and genetic marvels that are rebuilding human tissue and pin-
pointing codes in our DNA. Life i= being created in laboratories and test tubes.
Expectations, and expectancy, are both searing. Newborns live, thrive, survive.

On the world stage, democracy and freedom have continued to defy war, and
oppression, and demagogues. This has been a century of movements—civil rights,
women'’s rights, gay rights—and the movements have at times been an unstoppable tide.
(It is hard to believe, and easy 1o forget, that for the first twenty years of this century, the
only people permitted to vote were white men.) This was not the century to be a King or
a Czar; it was a century to be a defiant dreamer. Ordinary people were the heroes of our
time, marching and singing and standing in the way of tanks. Government often proved
less powerful than those it governed. An American President was assassinated, one was
impeached, and another resigned. We. our nation—and the world, for that matter—sur-
vived.

So, somehow, did the unquenchable thirst for freedom. This was the century when

communism and fascism made their stands, when hot hatred and cold war left their




marks. But the human spirit defied them. In 1989, walking the streets of Beijing. talk-
ing to China’s young revolutionaries. ] could not help but be moved by the depth of their
passion. the intensity of their vision. To bear witness to their dreams, and their courage.
was to understand how much this century has been shaped by similar dreams. similar
dreamers. If there are any lessons to be drawn from this century. it may be this: there is
nothing the human heart wants more than freedom.

And then. too. there is this: for all that has been said and written about the rise of
the power of the state at the expense of the individual during the past one hundred
years, the expansion of individual freedem is the most enduring landmark of the twen-
tieth century.

With this, we have been reminded anew that while events greatly shape history,
individual personalities still count mightily. Especially innovators, inventors, and lead-
ers—political, military, and otherwise.

For better and for worse. a few individual men and women have molded this era

now ending. Their names cast such long shadows: Roosevelt, Hitler, Lenin, Einstein,
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Kennedy, Picasso, the Beatles, Ali, Sinatra. And so on. As this book makes clear, those
“few” in the twentieth century were probably more in number than in any previeus such
period, making this, truly, “The Century of the Individual.”

Reporters, of course, spend much of their professional lives profiling individuals
as well as chronicling events. And profiling someone, anyone, who alters the course of
history is a high-water mark for any reporter worthy of the name. Sometimes, you can
see it coming, the way you can anticipate a tornado when the wind kicks up. But still it
can astonish you. The steely determination in the eyes of Lech Walesa, the fleeting look
of loneliness on the face of Fidel Castro, the sure stance and quick step of Mikhail
Gorbachev—somehow these qualities speak volumes ahout both the men and the events
these men shaped. Only in hindsight do we realize how much history was written into
their DNA—how much what they accomplished was hecause of who they were: their
character, their ambitions, their shortcomings, their hopes.

Generally, poets are better than mere reporters when it comes to communicating
a sense of the human condition. Reporters can only confirm facts; poets touch the Truth.

But the journalism of the twentieth century has enabled us to find a new kind of truth,

a new kind of reality. if you will—personal, emotional, immediate.




For this and many other reasons, as a
reporter. living in this century has been a bless-
ing and a burden. A blessing to have been able
to see and record so much. A burden to have
felt, at times. as if events were unfolding mueh
too quickly. How often. when covering the
White House or Vietnam, I would file my story
and put on my coat and prepare to turn out the
light, only to get a late call and learn that
already the story had changed. It's been
famousky said that journalism is the rough draft
of history. Too often, for the reporter in this cen-
tury, the rough draft has heen written in sand
that quickly shifted.

But there are moments that the camera, and the micrephene, have preserved for-
ever—permanent records of an impermanent time. We have pictures that freeze the
fleeting emotion of a flag raising, whether on lwo Jima or on the moon’s Sea of
Tranquility. We have reports that remind us of the urgency and frailty of these times—
times rich with drama and comedy and wonder. Times that reflect the breadth and depth
of the people who lived them. That is what this project lry Time and CBS News has
sought to capture—and what this book you now hold in your hands has sought to com-
memorate.

As one century ends, and another begins, these stories and images should serve
as a reminder of where we have been, and where we can go. The rough draft of history
now has a smoother, more definitive shape. At least for one more century. And some day
soon. in the early years of the next century, a reporter equipped with a computer (amd
burdened. of course, by a deadline) will witness the unexpected miracle, the first great
story of the twenty-first century.

A new age takes flight. A new rough draft begins.
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THERE ARE NO NEUTRALS IN THE FREUD WARS. Admiration,

even downright adulation, on one side; skepticism, even
downright disdain, on the other. This is not hyperbole. A psy-
choanalyst who is currently trying to enshrine Freud in the
pantheon of cultural heroes must contend with a relentless
crilic who devoles his days to expos-

by Peter Gay

ing Freud as a charlatan. But on one



thing the contending parties agree: for good or ill. Sigmund Freud, more than any other
explorer of the psyche, has shaped the mind of the twentieth century. The very fierce-

ness and persistence of his detractors are a wry tribute to the staying power of Freud's

ideas.

There is nothing new about such embittered confrontations: thev have dogged
Freud's footsteps since he developed the cluster of theories he would give the name of
psvchoanalysis. His fundamemntal idea—that all
humans are endowed with an unconscieus in which
potent sexual and aggressive drives, and defenses
against them, struggle for supremacy. as it were,
behind a person’s back—has struck many as a
romantic, scientifically unprovable notion. His con-
tention that the catalogue of neurotic ailments to
which humans are susceptible is nearly always the
work of sexual maladjustments, and that erotic desire
starts not in puberty but in infancy. seemeil to the
respectable nothing less tham obscene. His dramatic
evocation of a universal Oedipus compiex, in which
(to put a complicated issue too simply) the little boy
loves his mother and hates his father, seems more
like a literary conceit than a thesis worthy of a sci-

entifically minded psychologist.

Freud first used the term psychoanalysis in

1896, when he was already forty. He had been driven by ambition from his ear- Most favored in his large fam-
. . . : . . ily, young Sigmund, standing
liest days and encouraged by his doting parents to think highly of himself. Born behind his mother, center, was

in 1856 to an impecunious Jewish family in the Moravian hamlet of Freiberg LUV L L LS

(now Pribor in the Czech Republic), he moved with the rest of a rapidly increasing brood
to Vienna. He was his mother’s firstborn, her “golden Siggie.” In recognition of his bril-
liance. his parents privileged him over his siblings by giving him a room to himself. to
study in peace. He did net disappoint them. After an impressive career in school, he
matriculated in 1873 in the University of Vienna and drifted from one philosophical
subject to another until he hit on medicine. His choice was less that of a dedicated heal-
er than of an inquisitive explorer determined to solve some of natare’s riddles.

As he pursued his medical researches, he came to the conclusion that the most
intriguing mysteries lay coneealed in the complex aperations of the mind. By the early
1890s, he was specializing in “neurasthenics™ (mainly severe hysterics): they taught
him much. including the art of patient listening. At the same time he was beginning to
write down his dreams, increasingly cenvinced that they might offer clues to the work-
ings of the unconscious. a notion he horrowed from the Romantics. He saw himself as a

scientist taking material both from his patients and from himself. through introspection.
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By the mid-1890s, he was launched on a full-blown
self-analysis. an enterprise for which he had no guide-
lines and no predecessors.

The book that made his reputation in the profes-
sion—although it sold poorly—was The Interpretation
of Dreams (1900). an indefinable masterpiece—part
dream analysis, part autobiography, part theory of the
mind, part history of contemporary Vienna. The prin-

ciple that underlay this work was that mental experi-

ences and entities. like physical ones, are part of
nature. This meant that Freud could admit no mere

In 1891, Freud was using accidents in mental procedures. The most nonsensical notion, the most
hypnosis to treat patients’

hysteria. casual slip of the tongue, the most fantastic dream, must have a mean-

ing and can be used to unriddle the often incomprehensible maneu-
vers we call thinking.

Although the second pillar of Freud’s psychoanalytic structure, Three Essays on
the Theory of Sexuality (1905), further alienated him from the mainstream of contempo-
rary psychiatry, he soon found loyal recruits. They met weekly to hash out interesting
case histories, converting themselves into the Vienna Psychoanalytic Society in 1908.
Working on the frontiers of mental science, these often eccentric pioneers had their
quarrels. The two best known “defectors™ were Alfred Adler and Carl Jung. Adler, a
Viennese physician and socialist, developed his own psychology. which stressed the
aggression with which those people lacking in some quality they desire—say, manli-

ness—express their discontent by acting out. “Inferiority complex,” a much abused

BRIEF BIOGCRAPH)Y

BORN May 6, 1856, in Freiberg,
Moravia

term, is Adlerian. Freud did not regret losing Adler,
but Jung was something else. Freud was aware that
most of his acolytes were Jews, and he did not want

to turn psychoanalysis into a “Jewish science.”
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Jung, a Swiss fron: a pious Protestant background,
struck Freud as hs logical successor, his “crown
prince.” The two men were close for several years,
but Jung’s ambition, and his growing commitment to
religion and mysticism—most unwelcome to Freud.
an aggressive atheist—finally drove them apart.
Freud was intent not merely on originating a
sweeping theory of mental functioning and malfunc-
tioning. He also wanted to develop the rules of psy-
choanalytic therapy and expand his picture of human
nature to encompass not just the couch but the whole

culture. As to the first, he created the largely silent

1881 Earns medical degree

1885 Receives appointment as
lecturer in neuropathology,
University of Vienna

1886 Begins private neurology
practice in Vienna; marries
Martha Bernays

1900 Publishes The
Interpretation of Dreams

1910 Establishes International
Psychoanalytic Association

1938 Emigrates from Vienna to
London

DIED September 23, 1939, in
London



listener who encourages the analysand to
say whatever comes to mind, no matter how
foolish, repetitive, or outrageous, and who
intervenes occasionally to irterpret what the
patient on the couch is struggling to say.
While some adventurous early psychoana-
lysts thought they could quantify just what
proportion of their analysands went away
cured, improved, or untouched by analytic
therapy, such confident enumerations have
more recently shown themselves untenalde.
The efficacy of analysis remains a matter of
controversy, though the possibility of mixing
psychoanalysis and drug therapy is gaining
support.

Freud's ventures into culture—histo-
ry, anthropology, literature. art, socislogy,
the study of religion—have proved little
less controversial, though they retain their
faseination and plausibility and continue
to enjoy a widespread reputatien. As a

loyal follower of nineteenth-century posi-

tivists, Freud drew a sharp distinction

between religious faith (which is rot

checkable or correetable) and scientific inquiry (which is both). For him- Freud's daughter Anna, here
. . . . . at seventeen with her father,
self, this meant the denial of truth-value to any religion whatever, mclud- became a famoms analyst in
ing Judaism. As for politics, he left little doubt and said so plainly in his ":;’l:w" right, specializing in
[ ren.

late—and still best known—essay, Civilization and Its Discontents {19305,

noting that the human animal, with its insatiable needs. must always remain an enemy
to organized society, which exists largely to tamp down sexual and aggressive desires.
At best, civilized living is a compromise between wishes and repression—not a com-
fortable doctrine. It ensures that Freud. taken straight. will never beeome truly popular,
even if today we all speak Frend.

In mid-March 1938. when Freud was eighty-one, the Nazis took over Ausiria, and
after some reluctance, he emigrated to England with his wife and his faverite daughter
and colleague, Anna, “to die in freedom.” He got his wish. dying not Jong after the Nazis
unleashed World War 11 by invading Poland. Listening te an idealistic broadcaster pro-
claiming this to be the last war, Freud. his stoical humor intact. commented wrdy, “My

last war.”
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NOT EVEN THE NOISIEST PROPONENTS of women’s proper place

back in the home could seriously suggest today that women
7~ should not have the vote. Yet “the mother half of the human
< tamily.” in Emmeline Pankhurst’s phrase, was fully enfran-
chised only 1n this century. In Britain, so proud to claim “the
Mother of Parliaments,” uni-

. o by Marina Warner
versal suffrage—including




women’s—was granted only in the year of her death, 1928. Mrs. Pankhurst
was born a Victorian Englishwoman, but she shaped an idea of women for
our time; she shook society into a new pattern from which there could
be no going back.

The struggle to get votes for women, led by Mrs. Pankhurst and
her daughter Christabel at the head ef the militant suffragists, con-
vulsed Britain from 1905 to 1914. The opposition the Liberal gov-
ernment put up looks incomprehensible today, and it provoked,
among all classes and conditions of women, furious and passionate
protests. The response of the police, the courts, and sometimes the
crowds of suffragist opponents still makes shocking reading. Women
were battered in demonstrations and. on hunger strkes, brutally
force-fed in prison. When these measures risked taking lives, the
infamous Cat & Mouse Act was passed so that a dangerously
weakened hnnger striker would be released and then rear-
rested when strong enough to continue her sentence. Under its
terms, Mrs. Pankhurst, age fifty-four in 1912, went to prison
twelve times that vear. No wonder she railed. “The nilitancy of
men, threugh all the centuries, has drenched the world with blood.

The militancy of women has harmed no human life save the lives
of those who fought the battle of righteousness.”

Mrs. Pankhurst’s father was a Manchester manufacturer with radical
sympathies. When she was small. she was consuming Uncle Tom’s Cubin, John Bunyan,
and abolitionist materials; her earliest memories included hearing Elizabeth Cady
Stanton speak. Her father was keen en amateur theatricals in the home: his daughter
later enthralled the suffragists with her oratory and her voice. The young Rebecca West
described hearing Mrs. Pankhurst in full cry: “Trembling like a reed, she lifted up her
hoarse, sweet voice on the platform. but the reed was of steel and it was tremendous.”

Richard Pankhurst, whom she married in 1879, when she was twenly and he was
forty. was a brilliant lawyer. selflessly dedicated to reform, who drafted pioneering leg-
islakion granting women independent control of their finances. Einmeline bore five chil-
dren but lost two sons, and when Richard died suddenly in 1898, she was left to bring
up her children alone, with no private means.

The surviving Pankhurst women formed an intrepid, determined, powerfully gift-
ed band. In 1903 they founded the Women's Social and Political Unien. It was,
Emmeline Pankhurst wrote later, “simply a suffrage army in the field.” The charismat-
ic. dictatorial eldest daughter, Christabel, emerged in her teens as the WSPUs sirate-
gist and an indomitable activist. with nerves of tungsten. Mrs. Pankhursts seeond
daughter, Sylvia, the artist, pioneered the corperate logo: as designer and scene painter

of the WSPU, she created banners. costumes, and badges in the suffragist livery of

Emmeline Pankhurst and
daughter Christabel in
prison garb.
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white, purple, and green. Though the family split later over policy, their combined tal-
ents powered from the beginning an astonishingly versatile tactical machine.

The WSPU adopted a French Revolutionary sense of crowd management, public
spectacle, and symbolic ceremony. They would greet one of their number on release
from prison and draw her triumphantly in a flower-decked wagon through the streets,
and they staged elaborate allegorical pageants and torchlight processions, with Mrs.
Pankhurst proudly walking at their head (if she wasn’t in jail). Her example was fol-

lowed internationally: the U.S. suffragist Alice Paul, who had taken part in suffragist

BRIEF BIOGRAPHY

BORN Emmeline Goulden, july 14,
1858, in Manchester, England

1903 Establishes the Women'’s
Social and Political Union

1905 The WSPU adopts more
militant tactics

1914 Shifts energy to supporting
her country'’s effort in World
War |

1918 Women over thirty vote for
the first time in Britain

1920 Women win the vote in the
u.s.

1928 Women'’s voting age
lowered to twenty-one in
Britain

DIED June 14, 1928, in London

agitation when she was a student at the London School of
Economics, imported Pankhurst militancy to the U.S., leading a
march five thousand strong in 1910.

The political leaders of Edwardian Britain were utterly con-
founded hy the energy and violence of this female rebellion, by the
barrage of mockery, interruptions, and demands the suffragists
hurled, and, later, by the sight of viragoes in silk petticoats,
matrons with hammers, ladies with stones in their kid gloves, moth-
ers and mill girls unbowed before the forces of judges, policemen,
and prison wardens. Many suffragists in Britain and the U.S.
argued that the Pankhursts’ violence—arson, window smashing,
picture slashing, and hunger strikes—was counterproductive to the
cause and fueled misogynistic views of female hysteria. Though the
question remains open, the historical record shows shameless gov-
ernment procrastination, broken pledges, and obstruction long

before the suffragists abandoned heckling for acting up.
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Mrs. Pankhurst took the suffragist thinking far and wide: she
even managed to slip in a lecture tour of the U.S. between spells of
a Cat & Mouse jail sentence. In her tireless public speaking, suffrage meant more than
equality with men. While she was bent on sweeping away the limits of gender, she envi-
sioned society transformed by feminine energies, above all by chastity, far surpassing
the male’s. In this, she is the foremother of the separatist wing of feminism today: the
battle for the vote was for her a battle for the bedroom. She wrote, “We want to help
women . .. We want to gain for them all the rights and protection that laws can give
them. And, above all, we want the good influence of women to tell to its greatest extent
in the social and moral questions of the time. But we cannot do this unless we have the
vote and are recognised as citizens and voices to be listened to.” Her plea to the court
in 1912 ringingly concluded, “We are here, not because we are lawbreakers; we are here
in our efforts to become lawmakers.”

It is hard today not to sigh at the ardor of her hope in what voting could achieve,
not to be amazed at the confidence she showed in political reform. But heroism looks to
the future, and heroes hold to their faith. Joan of Arc was the suffragists’ mascot,
Boadicea their goddess. and Mrs. Pankhurst the true inheritor of the armed maidens of

heroic legend.




FHEY DON'T HOLD WHITE HOUSE lunches the way they used to at

the beginning of the century. On January 1, 1907, for exam-
ple, the gunest list was as follows: a Nobel Prize winner, a
physical culturalist. a naval historian, a biographer, an essay-
ist. a paleontologist, a taxidermist, an ornithologisl, a field

naturalist. a conservationist, .
E ‘ ' by Edmund Morris
a big-game hunter, an editor,
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a critic, a ranchman, an orator, a country squire, a civil service reformer, a socialite, a
patron of the arts, a colonel of the cavalry, a former Governor of New York, the ranking
expert on big-game mammals in North America, and the President of the U.S.

All these men were named Theodore Roosevelt.

In his protean variety. his febrile energy (which could have eome from his lifelong
habit of popping nitroglycerin pills for a dicey heart), his incessant self-celebration, and
his absolute refusal to believe there was anything finer than to be born an American,
unless to die as one in some glorious battle for the flag, the great “Teddy” was as rep-
resentative of twentieth-century dynamism as Abraham Lincoln had been of nineteenth-
century union and George Washington of eighteenth-century independence.

Peevish Henry Adams, who lived across the square from the White House and was
always dreading that the President might stomp over for breakfast (T.R. thought nothing

of guzzling twelve eggs at a sitting), tried to formulate the dynamic

theory of history that would explain, at least to Adams’s comfort,

BORN October 27, 1858, in New
York City

1897 Named Assistant Secretary
of the Navy

1898 Leads Rough Riders in
Spanish-American War;
elected Governor of New York

19001901 Elected Vice
President; President McKinley
shot; T.R. becomes President

1904 Elected President; begins
Panama Canal

1906 Wins Nobel Peace Prize

1912 Loses bid for the
presidency

DIED 1919, in his sleep

why America was accelerating into the future at such a frightening
rate. His theory was eventually published in The Edueation of
Henry Adams but makes less sense today than his brilliant descrip-
tion of the President as perhaps the fundamental motive force of
our age: “Power when wielded by abnormal energy is the most seri-
ous of facts. . . . Roosevelt, more than any other man living within
the range of notoriety, showed the singular primitive quality that
belongs to ultimate matter—he was pure Act.”

In his youth, as indeed during his infamous “White House
walks,” which usually culminated in a nude swim across the
Potomac. Theodore Roosevelt’s cross-country motto was “Over,
Under or Through—But Never Around.” That overmastering
directness and focus upon his objective, be it geological or politi-
cal or personal, was the force that Adams identified. But TR.,

unlike so many other active (as opposed to reactive) Presidents,

also had a highly sophisticated, tactical mind. William Allen White said that Roosevelt
“thought with his hips”—an aperqu that might better be applied to Ronald Reagan,
whose intelligence was intuitive, and even to Franklin Roosevelt, who never approached
“Cousin Theodore” in smarts. White probably meant that T.R.’s mental processor moved
so fast as to fuse thought and action.

He was, after all. capable of reading one to three hooks daily while pouring out an
estimated 150,000 letters and conducting the business of the presidency with such dis-
patch that he could usually spend the entire afternoon goofing off, if his kind of mad
exercise can be euphemized as goofing off. “Theodore!” Senator Henry Cabot Lodge was
once heard shouting, “if you knew how ridiculous you look up that tree, you'd come

down at once!”



The obvious example of T.R.s
“Never Around”™ approach to statesman-
ship was the Panama Canal, which he
ordered built in 1903, after what he called
“three centuries of conversation.” If a con-
venient revolution had to be fomented in
Colombia (in order to facilidate the inde-
pendence of Panama province and allow
construction to proceed PDQ), well, that
was Bogota’s bad luck for being obstruc-
tionist and good fortune for the rest of
world commerce. Being a historian, T.R.
never tired of pointing out that his
Panamanian revolution had heen merely
the fifty-third anti-Colombtan insurrection
in as many years, but he was less success-
ful in arguing that it was accomplished
within the bounds of international law.
“Oh, Mr. President,” his Attorney General
Philander knox sighed, “do not let so
great an achievement sufter from any taint

of legality.”

Dubious or not as a triumph of for-
eign policy, the canal has fanctioned per-
fectly for most of the century, and still does se to the honor of our tech- Campaigning in Evanston,
nological reputation, although its control has reverted to the country (inols. in 1500.
T.R. allowed to sprout alongside, like a glorified right of way.

But T.R. deserves to be remembered, I think, for some arts more visionary than
land grabbing south of the border. He fathered the modern American navy. for example,
while his peacemaking between Russia and Japan in 1905 elevated him to the front
rank of presidential diplomats. He pushed through the Pure Food and Meat Inspection
laws of 1906, forcing Congress to acknowledge its responsibility as consumer protector.

Many other Rooseveltian acts loom larger in historical retrospect than they did at
the time, when they passed unnoticed or unappreciated. For example, T.R. was the first
President to perceive, through his own pince-nez, that this nation’s future trade posture
must be toward Asia and away from the Old World entanglements of its past. Crossing
the Sierra Nevada on May 7, 1903, he hoggled at the beauty and otherworldliness of
California. New York—his birthplace—seemed impossibly far away, Europe
antipodean. “I felt as if | was seeing Providence in the making.”

There was no doubt at all in T.R.’s leaping mind which weuld be the world’s next



superpower. Less than five years before, he had stormed San Juan
Heights in Cuba and felt what he described as the “wolf rising in the
heart”—that primal lust for victory and power that drives all con-
querors. “Our place . . . is and must be with the nations that have left
indelibly their impress on the centuries!” he shouted in San
Francisco.

It’s tempting to speculate how T.R. might behave as President
if he were alive today. The honest answer, of course, is that he would
be bewildered by the strangeness of everything, as people blind from
birth are said to be when shocked by the “gift” of sight. But he cer-

tainly would be appalled by contemporary Americans’ vulgarity and
Hunting big game sentimentality, particularly the way we celebrate nonentities. Also by our lack
LR U, of respect for officeholders and teachers, lack of concern for unborn children,
excessive wealth, and deteriorating standards of physical fitness.

Abroad he would admire our willingness to challenge foreign despots and praise
the generosity with which we finance the development of less-fortunate economies. At
home he would want to do something about Microsoft, since he had been passionate
about monopoly from the moment he entered politics. Although no single trust a hun-
dred years ago approached the monolithic immensity of Mr. Gates’s empire, the
Northern Securities merger of 1901 created the greatest transport combine in the world,
controlling commerce from Chicago to China. |

TR. busted it. In doing so he burnished himself with instant glory as the champi-
on of American individual enterprise against corporate “malefactors of great wealth.”
That reputation suited him just fine, although he privately believed in Big Business and
was just as wary of unrestrained, amateurish competition. All he wanted to establish,
early in his first term, was government’s right to regulate rampant entrepreneurship.

Most of all, I think, Theodore Roosevelt would use the power of the White House
in 1998 to protect our environment. His earliest surviving letter, written at age ten,
mourns the cutting down of a tree, and he went on to become America’s first conserva-
tionist President, responsible for five new national parks, eighteen national monuments,
and untold millions of acres of national forest. Without a doubt, he would react toward
the great swaths of farmland that are now being carbuncled over with “development” as
he did when told that no law allowed him to set aside a Florida nature preserve at will.

“Is there any law that prevents me declaring Pelican Island a National Bird

Sanctuary?” T.R. asked, not waiting long for an answer. “Very well, then,” reaching for

his pen, “I do declare it.”
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IN THE OPENING SCENE OF The Graduate, Benjamin Bradedock

(played by a young Dustin Holfman) is awkwardly working an
affluent Southern California crowd at a graduation party
arranged for him by his parenis when a famly friend offers
one of the century’s most famous pieces of cinematic advice:
“| just want to say one word lo

by lvan Amato

you. Just one word: plastics.”




Watch, circa 1938.
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Millions of moviegoers winced and smiled. The scene neatly captured their
own late-1960s ambivalence toward the ever more synthetic landscape of their
times. They loved their cheap, easy-to-clean Formica countertops, but envied—

and longed for—the authentic touch and timelessness of marble and wood. The

chord struck by that line in The Graduate underscored how much had hap-
pened in the six decades since the summer of ¥07, when Leo Hendrik
Baekeland made the laboratory breakthrough that would change the stuff our
world is made of.

A Belgian-born chemist-entrepreneur, Baekeland had a knack for spotting
profitable opportunities. He scored his first success in the 1890s with his inven-
tion of Velox, an improved photographic paper that freed photographers from hav-

ing to use sunlight for developing images. With Velox, they could rely on artificial light,
which at the time usually meant gaslight but soon came to mean electric. It was a far
more dependable and convenient way to work. In 1899 George Eastman, whose cameras
and developing services would make photography a household activity, bought full
rights to Velox for the then astonishing sum of $1 million.

With that windfall, Baekeland, his wife, Celine (known as “Bonbon™), and two
children moved to Snug Rock, a palatial estate north of Yonkers, New York, overlook-
ing the Hudson River. There, in a barn he converted into a lab, he began foraging for
lis next big hit. It wasn’t long before the burgeoning electrieal industry seemed to say
Just one word to him: insulators.

The initial tease for Baekeland—"“Doc Baekeland” to many—was the rising cost
of shellac. For centuries, the resinous secretions that Laccifer lacca beetles deposited
on trees had provided a cottage industry in southern Asia, where peasants heated and
filtered it to produce a varnish for coating and preserving wood products. Shellac also
happened to be an effective electrical insulator. Early electrical workers used it as a
eoating to insulate coils, and molded it into stand-alone insulators by pressing together
layers of shellac-impregnated paper.

When electrification began in earnest in the first years of the century, demand for
shellac soon outstripped supply. Baekeland recognized a killer ap when he saw one. If
only he could come up with a synthetic substitute for shellae.

Others nearly beat him to it. As early as 1872, German chemist Adolf von Baeyer
was investigating the recalcitrant residue that gathered in the bottom of glassware that
had been host to reactions between phenol (a turpentine-like solvent distilled from coal
tar, which the gas-lighting industry produced in bulk) and formaldehyde (an embalming
fluid distilled from wood alcohol). Von Baeyer set his sights on new synthetic dyes, how-
ever, not insulators. To him, the ugly, insoluble gunk in his glassware was a sign of a
dead end.

To Baekeland and others aiming to find commercial opportunities in the nascent

electrical industry, that gunk was a signpost pointing toward something great. The chal-




lenge for Backeland and his rivals was w find some set of conditions—some slippery
ratio of ingredients and heat and pressure—that would yield a more workahle, shellac-
like substance. Ideally it would be something that would dissolve in solvents to make
insulating varnishes and yet be as moldable as rubber.

Starting around 1904, Baekeland and an assistant began their search. Three years
later, after filling laboratory looks with page after page of failed experiments, Baekeland
finally developed a material that he dubbed in his notebooks “Bakelite.” The key turned
out to be his “bakelizer,” a heavy iron vessel that was part pressure cooker and part
basement boiler. With it, he was able to control the formaldehyde-phenol reaction with
more finesse than had anyone before him.

Initial heating of the phenol and formaldehyde (in the presence of an acid or base
to get the reaction going) produced a shellac-like liquid good for coating surfaces like a
varnish. Further heating tummed the liquid into a pasty. gummier goo. And when
Baekeland put this stuff into the bakelizer. he was rewarded with a hard, translucent,
infinitely mokdable substance. In a word: plastic.

He filed patent applications and soan began leaking word of his invention to other
chemists. In 1909 Baekeland unveiled the world’s first fully synthetic plastic at a meet-
ing of the New York chapter of the American Chemical Society. Would-be customers
discovered it could be fashioned into molded insulation. valve parts, pipe stems, billiard
balls, knobs, buttons, knife handles, and all manner of items.

It was twentieth-century alchemy. From something as vile as coal tar came a re-
markably versatile substance. It wasn’t the first plastic, however. Celluloid had been
commercially available for decades as a substitute for tortoiseshell, horn.

bone, and other materials. But celluloid, which had developed a reputa-

chemically treated cotton and other cellulose-containing vegetable

matter. Bakelite was lab-made through and through. i was 100 percent

synthetic.

Baekeland founded the General Bakelite Corp. to both make
and license the manufacture of Bakelite. Competitors soon mar-
keted knockoffs—most notably Redmanol and Condensite.
which Thomas Edison used # a failed attempt to dominate
the nascent recording industry with “unbreakable™ phono-
graph disks. The presence of inauthentic Bakelite out there
led to an early-twentieth-century version of the “Intel Inside™
logo. ltems made with the real thing carried a “tag of gen-
uineness” bearing the Bakelite name.

Following drawn-out patent wars, Baekeland
negotiated a merger with his rivals that put him

at the helm of a veritable Bakelite empire.

Bakelite carmera, no bigger
tion as a cheap mimic of better traditional materials, was derived from than a matchbox, 1934.
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Bakelite became so visible in so many places that the company advertised
it as “the material of a thousand uses.” It became the stuff of everything from
cigar holders and rosary heads to radio housings, distributor caps, and telephone

casings. A 1924 Time cover story on Baekeland reported that those familiar with

Bakelite’s potential “claim that in a few years it will be embodied in every
mechanical facility of modern civilization.”

In truth, Bakelite—whose more chemically formal name is poly-
oxybenzylmethylenglycolanhydride—was just a harbinger of the age of
plastics. Since Bakelite’s heyday, researchers have churned out a poly-
syllabic catalogue of plastics: polymethyl methacrylate (Plexiglas), poly-

esters, polyethylene, polyvinyl chloride (PVC, aka vinyl), polyhexamethy-

lene adipamide (the original nylon polymer), polytetraperfluoroethylene
P::::‘;g:;: (Teflon), polyurethane, poly-this, poly-that.

In 1945, a year after Baekeland died, annual plastic production in the U.S.
reached more than 400,000 tons. In 1979, twelve years after The Graduate, the annual
volume of plastic manufactured overtook that of steel, the symbol of the Industrial
Revolution. Last year nearly 47 million tons of plas-

tic were produced. »
BRIEF BIOGRAPHY

BORN 1863 in Ghent, Belgium
1889 Moves to U.S.

1899 Sells rights to Velox to
George Eastman for $1 million

Today plastic is nearly everywhere, from the
fillings in our teeth to the chips in our computers
(researchers are developing flexible transistors

made of plastic instead of silicon so they can make

marvels such as a flat-panel television screen that 1904 Sets out to find a synthetic
will roll like a scroll up your living room wall). substitute for shellac
Plastic may not he as vilified now as it was in 1967, 1907 Develops the first all-

but it’s still a stuff that people love and hate. Every ;:;:E;ael plastic, which he calls
time a grocery clerk asks, “Paper or plastic?” the 1909 Introduces Bakelite at a
great debate between old and new, natural and syn- chemical conference and
thetic, biodegradable and not, silently unfolds in a ?our:fjs the General Bakelite
shopper’s breast in the instant it takes to decide on DIED 1944, in Beacon, New York
the answer. at eighty
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THE ONLY TIME | EVER MET Henry Ford, he looked al me and
probably wondered, “Who is this little SOB fresh out of

college?” He wasn’t real big on college graduates, and [ was

one of fifty in the Ford training course in September 1946,
working in a huge drafting room at the enormous River Rouge

lant near Detroit.
F by Lee lacocca



One day there was a big commotion at one end of the floor and in walked Henry
Ford with Charles Lindbergh. They walked down my aisle asking men what they were
doing. I was working on a mechanical drawing of a chitch spring (which drove me out of
engineering forever). and | was worried that they'd ask me a question because I didn’
know what the hell | was doing—1'd been there only thirly days. I was just awestruck by
the fact that there was Colonel Lindbergh with my new hoss. coming 10 shake my hand.
The hoss was a genius. He was an eccentric. He was ne prince in his social atti-
tudes and his politics. But Henry Ford's mark in history is almost unbelievable. In 1905,
when there were fifty start-up companies a vear trying to get into the auto business, his
backers at the new Ford Motor Co. were insisting that the best way to maximize profils
was o build a car for the rich.
But Ford was from modest. agrarian Michigan roots. And he thought that

Using a moving line—here ]
workers make the flywheel the guvs who made the cars ought to be able to afford one themselves so that

magneto in 1913—reduced
a car’s assembly time from
12 hours to 93 minutes of listening 1o his backers. FFord eventually bought them out.

they 100 could go for a spin on a Sunday afternoon. In typical fashion, instead
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And that proved to be only the first smart move in a crusade that would make him
the father of twentieth-century American industry. When the black Model T rolled out
in 1908, it was hailed as America’s Everyman car—elegant in its simplicity and a
dream machine not just for engineers but for marketing men as well.

Ford instituted industrial mass production. but what really mattered to
him was mass consumption. He figured that if he paid his factory workers
a real living wage and produced more cars in less time for less
money, everyone would buy them.

Almost half a century before Ray Kroc sold a single
McDonald’s hamburger, Ford invented the dealer-franchise
system te sell and service cars. In the same way that all pol-
itics is local, he knew that husiness had to be local. Ford’s
“road men” became a familiar part of the American landscape.

By 1912 there were seven thousand Ford dealers across the eountry. Ford in 1892, then building his
first car: a motor on a frame

In much the same fashion, he worked on making sure that an autome- fitter with four bicycle wheels.

tive infrastructure developed along with #he cars. Just like horses, cars had to

be fed—so Ford pushed for gas stations everywhere. And as his tin lizzies bounced over
the rutted tracks of the horse age, he campaigned for better roads, which eventually led
to an interstate highway system that is still the envy of the world.

His vision would help create a middle class in the U.S.. one murked by urbaniza-
tion, rising wages, and some free time in which to spend them. When Ford left the fam-
ily farm at age sixteen and walked eight miles to his first job in a Detroit machine shop,
only two out of eight Amerieans lived in the cities. By World War 1 that figure would
double, and the affordable Medel T was one reason for it. People flocked to Detroit
for jobs, and if they worked in one of Henrys factories, they could afford one of his
cars—it’s a virtuous circle, and he was the ringmaster. By the time production ceased
for the Model T in 1927, more than 15 million cars had heen sold—or half the world’s
output.

Nobody was more of an inspiration to Ford than the great inventor Thomas Alva
Edison. At the turn of the century Edison had blessed Ford’s pursuit of an efficient. gas-
powered car during a chance meeting at Detroit's Edison llluminating Co., where Ford
was chiefl engineer. (Ford had already worked for the company of Edison’s fierce rival,
George Westinghouse.)

After the Model T’s emormous suceess, the two visionaries from rural Michigan
became friends and business partners. Ford asked Edison to develop an electric storage
battery fer the car and funded the effort with $1.5 million. Ironically, despite all his
other great inventions. Edison never perfected the storage battery. Yet Ford immortal-
ized his mentor’s inventive genius by building the Edison Institute in Dearlorn.

Ford’s great strength was the manufacturing process—not invention. Long before

he started a var company, he was an inveterate tinkerer, known for picking up loose
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scraps of metal and wire and turning them into
machines. He’d been putting cars together since
1891. Although by no means the first popular auto-
mobile, the Model T showed the world just how inno-
vative Ford was at combining technology and mar-
kets.

The company’s assembly line alone threw
America’s Industrial Revolution into overdrive.
Instead of having workers put together the entire car,

Ford’s associates, who were great tool- and diemak-

ers from Scotland, organized teams that added parts

Ford with Thomas Edison, |  to each Model T as it moved down a line. By the time Ford’s sprawling
presidential aide George
Christian, Warren Harding,

Harvey Firestone, and matic conveyor belt could churn out a car every ninety-three minutes.
Bishop William Anderson

Highland Park plant was humming along in 1914, the world’s first auto-

The same year, Henry Ford shocked the world with what probably
stands as his greatest eontribution ever: the $5 a day minimum wage scheme. The aver-
age wage in the auto industry then was $2.34 for a nine-hour shift. Ford not only dou-
bled that, he also shaved an hour off the workday. In those years it was unthinkable that
a guy could be paid that much for doing something that didn’t involve an awful lot of
training or education. The Wall Street Journal called the plan “an economic crime,” and
critics everywhere heaped “Fordism” with equal scorn.

But as the wage increased later to a daily $10, it proved a critical component of
Ford’s quest to make the automobile accessible to all. The critics were too obtuse to
comprehend that because Ford had lowered his costs per car, the higher wages didn’t
matter—except for making it feasible for more people to buy cars.

When Ford stumbled, it was because he wanted to do everything his way. By the
late 1920s the company had become so vertically integrated that it was completely self-
sufficient. Ford controlled rubber plantations in Brazil, a fleet of ships, a railroad, six-
teen eoal mines, and thousands of acres of timberland and iron ore mines in Michigan
and Minnesota. All this was combined at the gigantic River Rouge plant, a sprawling
city of a place where more than 100,000 men worked.

The problem was that for too long they worked on only one model. Although peo-
ple told him to diversify, Henry Ford had developed tunnel vision. He basically started
saying “to hell with the customer,” who can have any color as long as it’s black. He
didn’t bring out a new design until the Model A in 1927, and by then GM was gaining.

In a sense Henry Ford became a prisoner of his own success. He turned on some
of his best and brightest when they launched design changes or plans he had not
approved. On one level you have to admire his paternalism. He was so worried that his
workers would go crazy with their five bucks a day that he set up a “Sociological
Department” to make sure that they didn’t blow the money on booze and vice. He

banned smoking because he thought, correctly as it turned out, that tobacco was
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unhealthy. “l want the whole organization dominated by a just, generous, and humane
policy,” he said.

Natugally, Ford, and only Ford, determined that policy. He was violently opposed
to labor erganizers, whom he saw as “the worst thing that ever struck the earth,” and
entirely unnecessary—who, after all, knew more about taking care of his people than
he? Only when he was faced with a general strike in 1941 did he finally agree to let the

United Auto Workers organize a plant.

By then Alfred P. Sloan bad combined various car companies
into a powerful General Motors. with a variety of models and prices
to suit all tastes. He had also made labor peace. That left Ford in
the dust, its management in turmoil. And if World War Il hadn’t
turmred the company’s manufacturing prowess to the business of
making B-24 bombers and jeeps, it is entirely possible that the
1932 V-8 engine might have been Ford’s last innovation.

In the prewar years there was no intelligent management at
Ford. Whea I arrived at the end of the war, the companv was a
monolithic dictatorship. Its balance sheet was still being kepi on

the back of an envelope, and the guys in purchasing had to weigh

BRIEF BIOGRAPHY
BORN July 30, 1863, near
Dearborn, Michigan

1879-1902 Works in machine
shops and builds various cars
and engines

1903 Forms Ford Motor Co.

1908 Debuts the Model T, an
affordable, instant hit

1913-14 Introduces assembly
line and $5 daily wage

1918 Narrowly loses campaign

for U.S. Senate

1936 Establishes the Ford
Foundation

the invoices to count them. College kids, managers, anyone with
hook learning was viewed with some kind of suspicion. Ford had

1941 Retuctantly agrees to union
presence at Ford

DIED April 7, 1947, at Fair Lane,
his estate

done so many bizarre things—{rom terroazing his own lieutenants
to canonizing Adolf Hitler—that the company’s image was as low as
it could go.

It was Henry Ford I who rescued the legacy. He played down
his grandfather’s antics, and he made amends with the Jewish busi-
ness community that Henry Ford had alienated so much with the racist attacks that are
now a matter of historical record. Henry Il encouraged the “whiz kids™ like Robert
McNamara and Arjay Miller to modernize management, which put the company back on
track. Ford was the first company to get a car out after the war. and it was the only com-
pany that had a real base overseas. In fact, one of the reasons that Ford is so competi-
tive today is that from the very beginning, Henry Ford went anywhere there was a
road—and usually a river. He ook the company to thirty-three countries at his peak.
These days the automobile business is going more global every day, and in that, as he
was about so many things, Ford was prescient.

Henry Ford died in his bed at his Fair Lane mansion seven months after | met
him, during a blackout cawsed by a storm in the spring of 1947. He was eighty-three.
The fact is, there probably couldn’t be a Henry Ford in today’s world. Business is too
collegial. One hundred years ago, business was done by virtual dictators—men laden
with riches and so much pewer they could take over a country if they wanted to. That's
not accepiable anymore. But if it hadn’t been for Henry Ford’s drive to create a mass

market for ears, America wouldn’t have a middle class today.
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WILBUR AND ORVILLE WRIGHT were two brothers from the heart-
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land of America with a vision as sweeping as the sky and a
practicality as down-lo-earth as the Wright Cycle Co., the
bicycle business they founded in Dayton, Ohio, in 1892. But
while there were countless bicycle shops in turn-of-the-

ce‘nlury Americ‘a, in only one were by Bill Gates
wings being built as well as -
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wheels. When the Wright brothers
finally realized their vision of pow-
ered human flight in 1903, they
made the world a forever smaller
place. I've been to Kitty Hawk.
North Carolina. and seen where the
brothers imagined the future, and
then literally flew across its high
frontier. It was an inspiration to be
there, and to soak up the amazing
perseverance and creativity of these
two pioneers.

The Wright brothers had been
fascinated by the idea of flight from

an early age. In 1878 their father, a bishop in the Church of the By 1911, Orville (between
crack-ups) had set a powered-
flight record of nearly ten

bamboo. 1¢ had a paper body and was powered by rubber bands. The minutes.

United Brethren in Christ, gave them a flying tov made of cork and

young boys soon broke the fragile toy. but the memory of its faltering

flight across their living roomn stayed with them. By the mid-1890s Wilbur was reading
every book and paper he could find on the still earthbound science of human flight. And
four years before they made history at Kitty Hawk, the hrothers built their first, scaled-
down flying machine—a pilotless “kite” with a five-foot wingspan, and made of wood,
wire, and cloth. Based on that experiment, Wilbur became convinced that he could
build an aircraft that would be “capable of sustaining a man.”

While the brothers’ bicycle business paid the bills, it was Wilbur's abiding dseam
of building a full-size flving machine that inspires} their work. For many years. he once
said. he had been “afflicted with the belief that flight is possible.” The reality of that
obsession was a lonely quest fer the brothers in the workroom behind their bike shop,
plotling to defy gravity and conquer the wind. Yet that obsessive kind of world-ehanging
belief is a force that drives vou to solve a problem. to find the breakthrough—a force
that drives you to bet everything on a fragile wing or a new idea. It was a force that led
the Wright brothers to invent, single-handedly. each of the technologies they needed to
pursue their dream.

When published aeromautical data tumed out to be unreliable, the Wright besth-
ers built their own wind tunnel to test airfoils and measure empirically how to lift a fly-
ing machine into the sky. They were the first to discover that a long. narrow wing shape
was the ideal architecture of flight. They figured out how te move the vehicle treely. not
just across land. but up and down on a cushion of air. They built a forward elevator to
control the pitch of their craft as it nosed up and down. They fashioned a pair of twin

rudders in back to control its tendency 1o yaw from side to side. They devised a pulley
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system that warped the shape of the wings in midflight to turn the plane and to stop it
from rolling laterally in air. Recognizing that a propeller isn’t like a ship’s screw, but
becomes, in effect, a rotating wing, they used the data from their wind-tunnel experi-
ments to design the first effective airplane props—a pair of eight-foot propellers, carved
out of laminated spruce, that turned in opposite directions to offset the twisting effect
on the machine’s structure. And when they discovered that a lightweight gas-powered

engine did not exist, they decided to design and build their own. It produced twelve

horsepower and weighed only 152 pounds.

The genius of Leonardo da Vinci imagined a flying machine, but it took the

methodical application of science by these two American bicycle mechanics to create

BRIEF BIOGRAPHY

BORN Wilbur: Aprit 16, 1867,
Millville, Indiana; Orville:
August 19, 1871, Dayton, Ohio

1892 Open bike shop

1899-1902 Build and test kites
and gliders

1903 Pilot first manned, powered
flights of heavier-than-air
craft

1906 Establish patents on
airplane-control system

1908 Contract to manufacture
planes for U.S. Army

1912 Wilbur dies of typhoid

1915 Orville sells interest in
airplane factory

1948 Orville dies of heart attack

it. The unmanned gliders spawned by their first efforts flew errati-
cally and were at the mercy of any strong gust of wind. But with
help from their wind tunnel, the brothers amassed more data on
wing design than anyone before them, compiling tables of compu-
tations that are still valid today. And with guidance from this sci-
entific study, they developed the powered 1903 Flyer, a skeletal fly-
ing machine of spruce, ash, and muslin, with a wingspan of forty
feet and an unmanned weight of just over 600 pounds.

On December 17, 1903, with Orville at the controls, the Flyer
lifted off shakily from Kitty Hawk and flew 120 feet—little more
than half the wingspan of a Boeing 747-400. That twelve-second

flight changed the world, lifting it to new heights of freedom and
giving mankind access to places it had never before dreamed of
reaching. Although the Wright brothers’ feat was to transform life in
the twentieth century, the next day only four newspapers in the U.S.

carried news of their achievement—news that was widely dis-

missed as exaggerated.

The Wright brothers gave us a tool, but it was up to individu-
als and nations to put it to use, and use it we have. The airplane revolutionized both
peace and war. It brought families together: once, when a child or other close relatives
left the old country for America, family and friends mourned for someone they would
never see again. Today, the grandchild of that immigrant can return again and again
across a vast ocean in just half a turn of the clock. But the airplane also helped tear fam-
ilies apart, by making international warfare an effortless reality.

The Wrights created one of the greatest cultural forces since the development of
writing, for their invention effectively became the World Wide Web of that era, bringing
people, languages, ideas, and values together. It also ushered in an age of globalization,
as the world’s flight paths became the superhighways of an emerging international econ-
omy. Those superhighways of the sky not only revolutionized international business;

they also opened up isolated economies, carried the cause of democracy around the



world, and broke down every kind of poliical barrier. And they set rav-
elers on a path that would eventually lead beyond Earth’s atmosphere.
The Wright brothers and their invention, then, sparked a revolu-
tion as far-reaching as the industrial and digital revolutions. But that
revolution did not come about by luck or accident. It was vision, quiet
resolve, and the applicatien of scientific methodology that enabled
Orville and Wilbur to carry the human race skyward. Their example

reminds us that genius doesn’t have a pedigree, and that you don’t discov-
er new worlds by plying safe, conventional waters. With ten years of hind-
sight, even Orville Wright admitted that “I look with amazement upon our
audacity in attempting flights with a new and untried machine.”
Now, on the eve of another century, who knows where the next Wright
brothers will be found, in what grade of school they're studying, or in what
garage they’re inventing the next Flyer of the information age. Our mission is
to make sure that wherever they are, they have the chance to run their A
own course, to persevere, and follow their own inspiration. We have to bicycle mechanics who bad

a visian as sweeping as the

understand that engineering breakthsoughs are not just mechanical or sky.

scientific—they are liberating forces that can continually improve
people’s lives. Who would have thought, as the twentieth century opened. that one of its
greatest contributions would come from two obscure, fresh-faced young Americans whe
pursued the utmost bounds of human thought and gave us all, for the first time, the
power literally to sail beyond the sunset.

The twentieth century has been the American Century in large part because of
great inventors such as the Wright brothers. May we follow their flight paths and blaze

our own in the twenty-first century.
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A THIN INDIAN MAN WITH NOT MUcCH hair sits alone on a bare

floor, wearing nothing but a loineloth and a pair of cheap
speclacles, studying the clutch of handwritlen notes in his
hand. The black-and-white photograph takes up a full page in
the newspaper. In the top left-hand corner of the page, in full

co]‘ur, 1s a small rainbow'v- by Salman Rushdie
striped apple. Below this,
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there's a slangily American injunction to “Think Different.” Such is the present-day

power of international Big Business. Even the greatest of the dead may summarily be

drafted into its image ad campaigns. Once, a half-century ago. this bony man shaped a
nation’s struggle for freedom. But that, as they say. is history. Now Gandhi is modeling
for Apple. His thoughts don’t really count in this new incarmation. What counts is that
he is considered to be “on message.” in line with the corporate philosophy of Apple.
The advertisement is odd enough to be worth dissecting a little. Obviously it is
rich in unintentional comedy.
M. K. Gandhi, as the photograph
itselfl demonstrates, was a pas-
sionate opponent of modernity
and technobogy, preferring the
pencil to the typewriter, the loin-
cloth to the business suit. the
plowed field to the belching
manufactory. Had the word
processor been invented in his
lifetime, he would almost cer-
tainly have found i abhorrent.
The very term word processor,

with its overly technolagical ring,

is unlikely to have found favor.
*“Think Different.” Gandhi,

in his younger days a sophisti-

cated and Westernized lawyer,

did indeed change his thinking more radically than most people do. Gandhi plays with one of his
~ . . . dchild & beach i
Ghanshyam Das Birla, one of the merchant princes who backed him, gr:m"b:y' remen s beadm

once said, “He was more modern than 1. But he made a conscious
decision to go back to the Muddle Ages.” This is not, presumably. the revolutionary new
direction in thought that the good folks at Apple are seeking to encourage.

Gandhi today is up for grabs. He has become abstract. ahistorical. psstmodern. no
longer a man in and of his time but a free-floating concept, a part of the available stock
of cultural symbols, an image that can be botrowed, used. distorted, reinvented to fit
many different purposes, and to the devil with historicity or truth.

Richard Attenborough’s mueh-Oscared movie Gandhi struck me. when it was first
released, as an example of this type of unhistorical Western saint making. Here was
Gandhi-as-guru, purveying that fashionable product. the Wisdom of the East: and
Gandhi-as-Christ, dying (and. before that. frequently going on hunger strike) so that oth-
ers might live. His philosophy of nonviolence seemed to work by embarrassing the
British into leaving: freedom could be won. the film appeared to suggest. by being more

moral than your oppressor. whose moral code eould then oblige him to withdraw.
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Bapu with Earl
Mountbatten, the
last viceroy of
India, and his wife,
Edwina.

But such is the efficacy of this symbolic Gandhi that the film. for all its simplifi-
cations and Hollywoodizations, had a powerful and positive effect on many contempo-
rary freedom struggles. South African anti-apartheid campaigners and democratic voices
all over South America have enthused to me about the film’s galvanizing effects. This
posthumous, exalted “international Gandhi” has apparently become a totem of real
inspirational force.

The trouble with the idealized Gandhi is that he’s so darned dull, little more than
a dispenser of homilies and nostrums (“An eye for an eye will make the whole world go
blind™) with just the odd flash of wit (asked what he thought of Western civilization, he
gave the celebrated reply. “I think it would be a great idea™). The real man, if it is still
possible to use such a term after the generations of hagiography and reinvention, was
infinitely more interesting. one of the most complex and coniradictory personalities of
the century. His full name, Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi, was memorably—and lit-
erally—translated into English by the novelist G. V. Desani as “Action-Slave
Fascination-Moon Grocer,” and he was as rich and devious a figure as that glorious
name suggests.

Entirely unafraid of the British, he was nevertheless afraid of the dark, and always
slept with a light burning by his bedside. He believed passionately in the unity of all
the peoples of India, vet his failure to keep the
Muslim leader Mohammed Ali Jinnah within
the Indian National Congress’s fold led to the

partition of the country. (For all his vaunted

selflessness and modesty, he made no move to
object when Jinnah was attacked during a
Congress session for calling him “Mr. Gandhi”
instead of *Mahatma,” and booed off the stage
by Gandhi’s supporters. Later, his withdrawal,
under pressure from Jawaharlal Nehru and
Vallabhbhai Patel. of a last-ditch offer to Jinnah
of the prime ministership itself, ended the last
faint chance of avoiding partition.)

He was determined to live his life as an
ascetic, but, as the poet Sarojini Naidu joked, it
cost the nation a fortune to keep Gandhi living
in poverty. His entire philosophy privileged the
village way over that of the city, yet he was
always financially dependent on the support of
industrial billionaires like Birla. His hunger
strikes could stop riots and massacres, but he

also once went on a hunger strike to force one of




his capitalist patrons’ employees to break thew strike against the harsh con-
ditions of employment.

He sought to improve the conditions of the untouchables. yet in
today’s India, these peoples, now calling themselves Dalits and form-
ing an increasingly well-organized and effective political grouping,
have rallied around the memory of their own leader, Bhimnrao Ramji
Ambedkar, an old rival of Gandhi’s. As Ambedkar’s star has risen
among the Dalits, so Gandhi’s stature has been reduced.

The creator of the political philosophies of passive resistance
and constructive nonviolence, he spent much of his life far from the
political arena, refining his mare eccentric theories of vegetarianism, ~ §
bowel movements, and the beneficial praperties of human excrement.

Forever scarred by the knowledge that, as a sixteen-year-old
youth, he’d been making love to his wife. Kasturba, at the moment of
his father’s death, Gandhi later forswore sexual relations but went en
into his old age with what he called his “brahmacharya experiments,”
during which naked young women would be asked to lie with him all night
so that he coukld prove that he had mastered his physical urges. (He g T
believed that total control over his “vital fluids” would enhance his spir- -.,,) \ <M '/’*‘

itual powers.)

He, and he alone, was responsible for the transformation of the | Gandhi with his wife,
demand for independence into a nationwide mass movement that mobi- Kasturba,in 1915.
lized every class of society against the imperialist, yet the free India that came into
being, divided and committed to a program of modernization and industrialization, was
not the India of his dreams. His sometime disciple, Nehru, was the archproponent of
modernization, and it was Nehru’s vision, not Gandhi’s, that was eventually—and per-
haps inevitably—preferred.

Gandhi began by believing that the politics of passive resistance and nonviolence
should be effective in any situation, at any time, even against a force as malign as Nazi
Germany. Later, he was obliged to revise his opinion, and concluded that while the
British had responded to such techniques because of their own nature, other oppressors
might not.

Gandhian nonviolence is widely believed to be the methed by which India gained
independenee. (The view is assiduously fostered inside India as well as outside it.) Yet
the Indian revolution did indeed become violent, and this violence so disappointed
Gandhi that he stayed away from the independence celebrations in protest. Moreover,
the ruinous economic impaet of World War II on Britain, and—as British writer Patrick
French says in his book Liberty or Death: India’s Journey to Independence and
Dirvision—the gradual collapse of the Raj’s bureaucratic hold over India from the mid-

’30s onward did as much to bring about Treedom as any action of Gandhi’s. It is proba-
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ble, in fact, that Gandhian techniques were not the key determinants of India’s arrival
at freedom. They gave independence its outward character and were its apparent cause,
but darker and deeper historical forces produced the desired effect.

These days, few people pause to consider the complex character of Gandhi’s per-
sonality, the ambiguous nature of his achievement and legacy, or even the real causes
of Indian independence. These are hurried, sloganizing times, and we don’t have the
time or, worse, the inclination to assimilate many-sided truths. The harshest truth of all
is that Gandhi is increasingly irrelevant in the country whose “little father”—Bapu—

he was. As the analyst Sunil Khilnani has pointed out, India came

BRIEF BIOGRAPHY into being as a secularized state, but Gandhi’s vision was essential-

BORN October 2, 1869, in ly religious. However, he “recoiled” from Hindu nationalism. His

Porbandar, India solution was to forge an Indian identity out of the shared body of

1893 Goes to South Africa and
battles for the rights of

ancient narratives. “He turned to the legends and stories from

Indians India’s popular religious traditions, preferring their lessons to the
1915-20 Begins his struggle supposed ones of history.”
for India’s independence It didn’t work. In today’s India, Hindu nationalism is rampant

1930 Leads hundreds on long
Salt March to Dandi to

in the form of the Bharatiya Janata Party. During the recent elec-

protest a tax on salt tions, Gandhi and his ideas have scarcely been mentioned.

1947 Negotiates an end to 190 In the early 1970s the writer Ved Mehta spoke to one of
_)’eel"sdf’f British colonial rule Gandhi’s leading political associates, a former Governor-General of
n india

DIED 1948, killed by a fanatic

independent India, C. Rajagopalachari. His verdict on Gandhi’s

opposed to Gandhi's tolerance legacy is disenchanted, but in today’s India, on the fast track to

of other religions free-market capitalism, it still rings true: “The glamour of modern

technology, money, and power is so seductive that no one—I mean
no one—can resist it. The handful of Gandhians who still believe in his philosophy of
a simple life in a simple society are mostly cranks.”

What, then, is greatness? In what does it reside? If a man’s project fails, or sur-
vives only in irredeemably tarnished form, can the force of his example still merit the
extreme accolade? For Jawaharlal Nehru, the defining image of Gandhi was “as I saw
him marching, staff in hand, to Dandi on the Salt March in 1930. Here was the pilgrim
on his quest of Truth, quiet, peaceful, determined, and fearless, who would continue that
quest and pilgrimage, regardless of consequences.” Nehru’s daughter Indira Gandhi
later said, “More than his words, his life was his message.” These days, that message is
better heeded outside India. Albert Einstein was one of many to praise Gandhi’s
achievement; Martin Luther King Jr., the Dalai Lama, and all the world’s peace move-
ments have followed in his footsteps. Gandhi, who gave up cosmopolitanism to gain a
country, has become, in his strange afterlife, a citizen of the world: his spirit may yet
prove resilient, smart, tough, sneaky and, yes, ethical enough to avoid assimilation by
global McCulture (and Mac culture too). Against this new empire, Gandhian intelli-

gence is a better weapon than Gandhian piety. And passive resistance? We'll see.



NOT LONG \FTER THE BOLSHEVIKS had seized power in 1917,

Vladimir Ilvich Lenin filled out a bureaucratic questionnaire.
For occupation, he wrote “man of letters.” So it was that a
son of the Russian intelligentsia. a radical straight from the

pages of Dostoyevsky’s novel b DR emmicl
The Possessed. became the P
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author of mass terror and the first
concentration camps ever built on
the European continent.

Lenin was the initiator of
the central drama—the tragedy—
of our era, the rise of totalitarian
states. A bookish man with a
scholar’s habits and a general’s
tactical instincts, Lenin intro-
duced to the twentieth century the
practice of taking an all-
embracing ideology and imposing

it on an entire society rapidly and

»

mercilessly; he created a regime
that erased politics, erased histor-
ical memory, erased opposition.
In his short career in power, from
1917 until his death in 1924,

Lenin created a model not merely

¥ m'k'-n-n.\‘n‘ét

for his successor, Stalin, but for
Mao, for Hitler, for Pol Pot.
And while in this way Lenin

“" may be the central actor who
Pt begins the twentieth century, he is
- the least knowable of characters.
.- As a boy growing up in Simbirsk,
Lenin distinguished himself in
Latin and Greek. The signal event
of his youth—the event that radi-
Lenin with his wife, calized him—came in 1887, when his eldest brother, Alexander,
it L a student at the University of St. Petersburg, was hanged for con-
spiring to help assassinate Czar Alexander I11. As a lawyer, Lenin
became increasingly involved in radical politics, and after completing a three-year term
of Siberian exile, he began his nise as the leading communist theorist, tactician, and
party organizer.

In his personal relations with celleagues, family, and friends, Lenin was relative-
ly open and generous. Unlike many tyrants, he did not crave a tyrant’s riches. Even
when we strip Lenin of the cult that was created all around him after his death, when
we strip away the myths of his “superhuman kindness,” he remains a peculiarly modest

figure who wore a shabby waistcoat, worked sixteen-hour days, and read extensively. (By




contrast, Stalin did not know that the Netherlands and Holland were the same country,
and no one in the Kremlin inner circle was lirave enough to set him straight.)

Before he became the general of the sevolution, Lenin was its pedant, the jour-
nalist-scholae who married Marxist theory to an incisive analysis of insurrectionist tac-
tics. His theories of what seciety ought to be and how that ideal must be achieved were
the products of thousands of hours spent reading.

“The incomprehensibility of Lenin is precisely this all-consuming intellectuali-
ty—the fact that from his calculations, from his neat pen, flowed seas of blood, where-
as by nature this was not an evil person,” writes Andrei Sinyavsky, one of the key dis-
sidents of the 1960s. “On the eontrary. Vladimir Ilyich was a rather kind person whose
cruelty was stipulated by science and incontrevertible historical laws. As were his love
of power and his political intolerance.”

For all his learning, Lenin began the Bolshevik tradition of

| ERIEF BIOGCRAPHY

waging war on intellectual dissidents—ol exiling, imprisoning, and
BORN April 22, 1870

- . 1903 Forms the Marxist
was a “man of letters” of a particular sort. In the years before and Bolshevik Party in Brussels

executing thinkers and artists who dared oppose the regime. He

after the October 1917 coup, Lenin was the avatar of a group of rad- 1917 Leads Russia into
revolution and is elected head
of the Russian Soviet Republic

1918 Civil war between "Whites”

ical intellectuals who seught a revolution that did not merely

attempt to redress the economic balances under czarism. Instead.

Lenin made a perverse reading of the Enlightenment view of man and “Reds” breaks out
as modeling clay and sought to create a new model of human nature 1920 Defeats the "Whites”
and behavior through social engineering of the most radical kind. 1923 Warns against Stalin as

“Bolshevism was the most audacious attempt in history to successor

DIED 1924, aftes a series of

subject the entire life of a country to a master plan.” writes Richard ok
strokes

Pipes at the end of his twe-volume history of the revolution. “It

sought to sweep aside as useless rubbish the wisdom that mankind

had accumulated over millennia. In that sense, it was a unique effort to apply science
to human affairs: and it was pursued with the zeal characteristic of the breed of intel-
lectuals who regard resistance to their ideas as proof that they are sound.”

It is, perhaps, impossible to calculate just how many tens of millions of murders
“flowed™ from Leninism. Certainly Stalin differed from Lenin in the length of his time
as dictator—some twenty-five years to Lenin’s six—and he also had the advantage of
greater technology. As a result. Stalin’s murderous statistics are superior to Lenin’s. And
yet Lenin contributed so very much.

In some scholarly circles in the West, Stalin was seen as an “aberration,” a tyrant
whe perverted Lenin’s intentions at the end of Lenin’s life. But as more and more evi-
dence of Lenin’s cruelty emerged from the archives, that notion of the “good Lenin™ and
the “bad Stalin” became an academic joke. Very few of Stalins policies were without
roots in Leninism: it was Lenin who built the first camps; Lenin who set off artificial

famine as a political weapon; Lenin who disbanded the last vestige of democratic gov-
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ernment, the Constituent Assembly. and devised the Communist Party as the apex of a
totalitarian structure; Lenin who first waged war on the intelligentsia and on religious
believers, wiping out any traces of civil liberty and a free press.

Since the Soviel archives became public, we have been able to read the extent of
Lenin’s cruelty, the depths of its vehemence. Here he is in 1918, in a letier instructing

Bolshevik leaders 10 attack peasant leaders who did not accept the revolution:

“Comrades! . . Hang (hang without fail, so that people will see) no fewer than one hun-
dred known kulaks. rich men, bloodsuckers. . .. Do it in such a way that . .. for hun-

dreds of versts around, the people will see. tremble. know, shout: “They are strangling
and will strangle 1o death the bloodsucker kulaks.” . . . Yours, Lenin.”

Among those artists and writers who survived the revolution and its aftermath.
many wrote paeans to Lenin’s intelligence that sound like nothing so much as religions
songs of praise. The poet Mayakovsky would write, “Then over the world loomed/Lenin
of the enormous head.” And later. the prose writer Yuri Olesha would say, “Now 1 live
in an explamed world. 1 understand the causes. 1 am filled with a feeling of enormous
gratitude. expressible only in music. when | think of those who died to make the world
explained.”

By the Brezhnev era, Lenin’s dream state had devolved into a corrupt and failing
dictatorship. Only the Lenin cult persisted. The ubiquitous Lenin was a symbol of the
repressive sociely itsell. Joseph Brodsky. the great Russian poet of the late twentieth
century. began to hate Lenin at about the time he was in the first graile, “not so much
because of his political philosophy or practice . .. but because of the omnipresent
images which plagued almost every texibook, every class wall. postage stamps. money,
and what not. depicting the man at various ages and stages of his life. . . . This face in
some ways haunts every Russian and suggests some sort of standard for human appear-
ance because il is utterly lacking in character . . . coming 10 ignore those pictures was
my fust lesson in switching off, my first atiempt at estrangement.”

When Mikhail Gorbachev instituted his policy of glasnost in the late 1980s. the
Communist Party tried to practice a policy of regulated criticism. The goal was to “de-
Stalinize” the Soviel Union, to resume Khrushchevs liberalization in the late 1950s. Bul
eventually. glasnost led to the image of Lenin, not least with the publication of Vassily
Grossman’s Forever Flowing. a novel that dared compare Lenin’s cruelty 1o Hitler's.
While he was in office. Gorbachev always called himself a “confirmed Leninist™; it was
only years later when he too—the last General Secretary of the Communist Party—
admitted. “I can only say that cruelty was the main problem with Lenin.”

After the collapse of the coup in August 1991, the people of Leningrad voted 10
call their city St. Petersburg once more. When Brodsky. who had been exiled from the
city in 1964, was asked about the news, he smiled and said. “Better to have named i

for a saint than a devil.”
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LIKE A LOT OF FOLKS in the San Francisco area, Amadeo Peter
Grannini was thrown from his bed in the wee hours of April
18, 1906, when the Great Quake shook parts of the city
to rubble. He hurriedly dressed and hitched a team of horses
to a borrowed produce wagon and headed into town—to

e Bank ¢ . ha 7
the Bank of ltaly, whichhe had 3, 1y niel Kadlee

founded two years earlier.
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Sifting through the ruins. he discreetly loaded $2 million in gold, coins, and securities
onto the wagon bed. covered the bank's resources with a layer of vegelables, and head-
ed home.

In the days after the disaster, the man known as A.P. broke ranks with his fellow
bankers, many of whom wanted area banks to remain shut to sort out the damage.
Giannini quickly set up shop on the docks near San Francisco’s North Beach. With a
wooden plank straddling two barrels for a desk. he began to extend credit “on a face and
a signature” to small husinesses and individuals in need of money to rebuild their lives.
His actions spurred the city’s redevelopment.

That would have heen legacy enough for most people. But

BRIEF BIOGRAPIY Giannini’s mark extends far beyond San Francisco, where his

) S SR P 8118 1 3 k2l

BORN May 6, 1870, in San Jose. dogged determination and unusual focus on “the little people
California helped build what was at his death the largest bank in the couniry,
1904 Founds the Bank of Italy to Bank of America. with assets of $5 billion. (In 1998, it was number

th ki l ) : L . - -

serve the working classes two. with assets of $572 billion. behind Citigroup’s $751 hillion.)
1906 Rescues the bank’s money v bafile e . I ke for or d il hi

et e Nl Most bank customers loday lake for granted the things

1928 Buys the Bank of America Giannini pioneered. including hoine mortgages, auto loans. and

and consolidates vast bank olher installment credit. Heck. most of us take banks for granted.

roperties ety . . - _— .
propert But they didn't exist. at least not for working stiffs, until Giannini
1932 Ends retirement to win

back control came along.

1945 Bank of America is largest A.P. was also the architect of what has become nationwide

bank in the country banking in the 1990s—although parochial interests prevented him
DIED June 3, 1949, in San Mateo, from realizing it in his lifetime. His great vision was that a bank
California

doing business in all parts of a state or the nation wounld be less vul-
nerable to any one region’s difficulties. It would therefore be strong
enough to lend to troubled communities when they were most in need.

That same model is applied today in international banking. And his vision has
been plaving oul on a national scale for the past twenty years. Fittingly, the first bank
in the U.S. to have branches coast to coast is that same Bank of America, which accom-
plished the feat just this year through its $48 billion merger with NationsBank of
Charlotte. North Carolina.

A. P Giannini was born in San Jose, California, in 1870, the son of immigrants
from Genoa, htaly. His father, a farmer. died in a fight over a dollar when A P. was seven.
His mother later married Lorenzo Scatena, a teamster who went into the produce busi-
ness. Young A.P. left school al fourteen to assist him, and by nineteen he was a partner
in a thriving enterprise. buill largely on his reputation for integrity. At thirty-one he
announced that he would sell his half-interesl to his employees and retire. which he did.
But then fate intervened, and his real career began.

At thirty-two. A.P. was asked to join the board of the Columbus Savings & Loan

Society, a modest bank in North Beach, the ltalian section of town. Giannini soon found



himself at odds with the other directors, who had little
interest in extending loans to hardworking immigrants.
In those days banks existed mainly to serve business-
men and the wealthy. Giannini tried to convince the
board that it weuld be immensely profitable to lend to
the working class, which he knew to be creditworthy.
He was soundly rebuffed. So in 1904 he raised
$150,000 from his stepfather and ten friends and
opened the Bank of Italy—in a converted saloon direct-

ly across the street from the Columbus S&L. He kept the

bartender on as an assistant teller. There he began to exploit his guiding Long after he predicted it,
L . . Giannini® ation becam
principle: that there was money to be made lending to the little guy. He pro- ﬂ::';::st :rz:;‘“‘:?o“:' ba:k.

mated deposits and loans by ringing doorbells and buttonholing people on
the street, painstakingly explaining what a bank does. Traditional bankers were aghast.
It was considered unethieal to solicit banking business.

Giannini also made a career out of lending to out-of-favor industries. He helped
the California wine industry get started, then bankrolled Hollywood at a time when the
movie industry was anything but proven. In 1923 he created a motion picture loan divi-
sion and helped Mary Piekford, Charlie Chaplin, Douglas Fairbanks, and D. W. Griffith
start United Artists. When Walt Disney ran $2 million over budget on Snow White,
Giannini stepped in with a loan.

In 1919 he had organized Bancitaly Corp. as a launching pad for statewide expan-
sion. That was succeeded in 1928 by TransAmerica Corp.. a holding campany with wide
interests in financial services, including some overseas banks. That same year he
bought Bank of America in New York, one of the city’s oldest lending institutions.

Giannini retired again in 1930 and moved to Europe, convinced that his succes-
sor would carry on in his spirit. But during the Great Depression, TransAmerica man-
agement switched focus. Feeling betrayed, Giannini returned to retake eontrol. He had
always encouraged employees and depositors to become shareholders of the bank. To
wh a 1932 proxy fight, he knocked on doors again, getting all thase working-class
shareholders to give him their votes. He then consolidated TransAmerica’s California
bank holdings under the Bank of America name, which would survive when regulators
forced TransAmerica to break up in the 1950s, just a few years after A.P’s death.

When Giannini died at age seventy-nine, his estate was worth less than $500,000.
It was purely by choice. He could have been a billionaire but disdained great wealth,
believing it would make him lose touch with the people he wanted to serve. For years
he accepted virtually no pay, and upon being granted a surprise $1.5 million bonus one
year promptly gave it all to the University of California. “Meney itch is a bad thing,” he

once said. “I never had that trouble.”
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THE POLITICAL HISTORY OF THE twentieth century can be
written as the biographies of six men: Lenin, Stalin, Hitler,
Mao Zedong, Franklin Roosevelt, and Winston Churchull.
The first four were tolalitarians who macde or used revolutions
to creale monstrous dictatorships. Roosevelt and Churchill

differed from them in being by John ergan
democrats. And Churchill -



differed from Rooseveli—while both were war leaders. Churchill
was uniquely stured by the challenge of war and found his fulfill-
ment in leading the democracies to viclory.

Churchill came of a military dynasty. His ancestor John
Churchill had been created first Duke of Marlborough in 1702 for
his victaries against Louis XIV earlv in the War of the Spanish
Succession. Churchill was born in 1874 in Blenheim Palace, the
house built by the nation for Marlborough. As a young man of
undistinguished academic accomplishmeni—he was admitted to
Sandhurst after two failed attempts—he entered the arny as a cav-
alry officer. He took enthusiastically to soldiering (and perhaps
even mere enthusiastically to regimental polo playing) and
between 1895 and 1898 managed 1o see three campaigns: Spain’s
struggle in Cuba in 1895, the North-West Frontier campaign in
India in 1897, and the Sudan campaign of 1898. where he took

part in what is often described as the British army’s last cavalry charge, at The former polo player and
cavalry officer in 1932.

Omdurman. Even at twenty-four, Churchill was steely: “U mever felt the
slightest nervousness,” he wrote to his mother. “[1] felt as cool as I do now.”
In Cuba he was present as a war correspondent, and in India and the Sudan he was pre-
sent both as a war correspondent and as a serving officer. Thus he revealed twe other
aspects of his character: a literary bent and an interest in public affairs.

He was to write all his life. His life of Marlborough is one of the great English
biographies. and The History of the Second World War helped win him a Nobel Prize for
literature. Writing. however. never fully engaged his energies. Politics consumed him.
His father, Lord Randolph Churchill, was a brilliant political failure. Early in life,
Winston determined to succeed where his father had failed. His motives were twofold.
His father had despised him. Writing in August 1893 to Winstons grandmother, the
dowager Duchess of Marlborough, he said the boy lacked “cleverness. knowledge. and
any capacity for settled work. He has a great talent for show-off. exaggeration, and
make-helieve.” His disapproval surely stung. but Churchill reacted by venerating his
father’s memory. Winston fought to restore his father’s honar in Parliament (where it had
been dented by the Conservative Party). Thirty years after Lord Randelphs death,
Winston wrote. “All my dreams of comradeship were ended. There remained for me only
to pursue his aims and vindicate his memory.”

Churchill entered Parliament in 1901 at age twenty-six. In 1904 he left the
Conservative Party to join the Liberals. in part out of calculation: the Liberals were the
coming party, and in its ranks he soon achieved high office. He became Home Secretary
in 1910 and First Lord of the Admiralty in 1911. Thus it was as political head of the
Roval Navy at the outbreak of the First World War in 1914 that he stepped onto the

world stage.
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A passionate believer in the navy’s historic strategic role, he immediately com-
mitted the Royal Naval Division to an intervention in the Flanders campaign in 1914.
Frustrated by the stalemate in Belgium and France that followed, he initiated the Allies’
only major effort to outflank the Germans on the Western Front by sending the navy, and
later a large force of the army, to the Mediterranean. At Gallipoli in 1915, this Anglo-
French force struggled to break the defenses that blocked access to the Black Sea. It

was a heroic failure that forced Churchill’s resigna-

tion and led to his political eclipse.

It was effectively to last nearly twenty-five
years. Despite his readmission to office in 1917, after
a spell commanding an infantry battalion on the
Western Front, he failed to reestablish the reputation
as a future national statesman he had won before the
war. Dispirited, he chose the issue of the Liberal
Party’s support for the first government formed by the
Labour Party in 1924 to rejoin the Conservatives,
after a spell when he had been out of Parliament alto-
gether. The Conservative Prime Minister appointed
Churchill Chancellor of the Exchequer, but when he
returned the country to the gold standard, it proved

financially disastrous, and he further weakened his
Touring bombed-out Bristol political position by opposing measures to grant India limited self-

in the dark days of 1941. government. He resigned office in 1931 and entered what appeared
to be a terminal political decline.

Churchill was truly a romantic, but also truly a democrat. He had returned to the
gold standard. for instance, because he cherished, for romantic reasons, Britain’s status
as a great financial power. He had opposed limited self-government for India because
he cherished, for equally romantic reasons, Britain’s imperial history. It was to prove
more important that as a democrat, he was disgusted by the rise of totalitarian systems
in Europe. In 1935 he warned the House of Commons of the importance not only of
“self-preservation but also of the human and the world cause of the preservation of free
governments and of Western civilization against the ever advancing sources of authori-
ty and despotism.” His anti-Bolshevik policies had failed. By espousing anti-Nazi poli-
cies in his wilderness years between 1933 and 1939, he ensured that when the moment
of final confrontation between Britain and Hitler came in 1940, he stood out as the one
man in whom the nation could place its trust. He had decried the prewar appeasement
policies of the Conservative leaders Baldwin and Chamberlain. When Chamberlain lost
the confidence of Parliament, Churchill was installed in the premiership.

His was a bleak inheritance. Following the total defeat of France, Britain truly, in

his words, “stood alone.” It had no substantial allies and, for much of 1940, lay under
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threat of German invasion and under constant German air attack. He nevertheless

refused Hitler's offers of peace. organized a successful air defense that led to the victo- (
ry of the Battle of Britain, and meanwhile sent most of what remained of the British

army, after its escape from the humiliation of Dunkirk, to the Middle East to oppose

Hitler’s Italian ally, Mussolini.

This was one of the boldest strategic decisions in history. Convinced that Hitler
could not invade Britain while the Royal Navy and its protecting Roval Air Force
remained intact. he dispatched the army to a remote theater of war to open a second
front against the Nazi alliance. Its victories against Mussolini during 1940-41 both
huniiliated and infuriated Hitler, while its intervention in Greece, to oppose Hitler’s
invasion of the Balkans, disrupted the Nazi dictator’s plans to conclude German con-
quests in Europe by defeating Russia.

Churchill’s tendency to conduct steategy by impulse infuriated his advisers. His
chief of staff, Alan Brooke, complained that every day Churchill had ten ideas, only one
of which was good—and he did not know which one. Yet Churchill the romantic showed
acute realism in his reaction to Russia’s predicament. He reviled com- o

Smiling with daughter,
munism. Required to accept a communist ally in a struggle against a Mary, in 1943.
Nazi enemy, he did so not only willingly but
generously. He sent a large proportion of
Britain’s war production to Russia hy Arctic
convoys, even at a time when the convoys fram
America to Britain, which alone spared the
country starvation, suffered devastating U-boat
attacks.

Fronm the outset of his premiership,
Churchill, half American by birth, had rested
his hope of ultimate victery in U.S. interven-
tion. He had established a personal relation-
ship with President Roosevelt that he hoped
would flower into a war-winning alliance.
Rocsevelt’s reluctance to commit the U.S.
beyond an association “short of war” did not
dent his optimism. He always hoped events
would work his way. The decision by Japan,
Hitler’s ally, to attack the American Pacific
fleet at Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, jus-
tified his hopes. That evening he confided to
himself, *So we had won after all.”

America’s entry into the Second World
War marked the high point of Churehill’s




statesmanship. Britain, demographically, industrially, and finan-
cially, had entered the war weaker than either of its eventual allies,
the Soviet Union and the U.S. Defeats in 1940 had weakened it
further, as had the liquidation of its international investments to
fund its early war efforts. During 1942, the prestige Britain had
won as Hitler’s only enemy allowed Churchill to sustain parity of
leadership in the anti-Nazi alliance with Roosevelt and Stalin.

Churchill understandably exulted in the success of the D-

Day invasion when it came in 1944. By then it was the Russo-

American rather than the Anglo-American nexus, however, that

With his wife, dominated the alliance, as he ruefully recognized at the last Big Three con-
aemi:"g:; ference in February 1945. Shortly afterward he suffered the domestic humili-

ation of losing the general election and with it the premiership. He was to
return to power in 1951 and remain until April 1955, when ill health and visibly failing
powers caused] him to resign.

It would have been kinder to his reputation had he not returned. He was not an
effective peacetime Prime Minister. His name had been made, and he stood unchal-
lengeable, as the greatest of all Britain’s war lead-
ers. It was not only his own country, though, that BRIEF BIOGRAPHY |

BORN November 30, 1874, in
Oxfordshire, England

owed him a debt. So too did the world of free men
and women to whom he had made a constant and
. . . . . 1901 Enters House of Commons
inclusive appeal in his magnificent speeches from
embattled Britain in 1940 and 1941. Churchill did

not merely hate tyranny, he despised it. The con-

71908 Marries Clementine Hozier

1911-15, 1939—40 Serves as
First Lord of the Admiralty
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tempt he breathed for dictators—renewed in his
Iron Curtain speech at Fulton, Missouri, at the out-
set of the Cold War—strengthened the West's faith
in the moral superiority of democracy and the

inevitability of its triumph.

194045, 1951-55 Prime
Minister of Great Britain

1953 Knighted; wins Nobel Prize
for literature

1964 Retires from House of
Commons

DIED 1965 in London



“WOULD YOU LIKE TO WRITE ABOUT WILLIS H. CARRIER?”
*“And who the hell might he be?”

“Man who invented air conditioning.”

“A lifelong hero of mine!”

by Molly Ivins
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Movie theaters warmed to air con- And what a splendid fellow he was too, m addition to being such a
ditioning to attract business. benefactor to mankind (unless you want to hold all the Yankees who have
moved to the Seuth against him). A perfectly Horatio Alger kind of guv was
Willis Carrier, struggling against odds, persisting. overcoming. Slapped down by the
Great Depression, he fought back again to build an enormous concern that to this good
day is the world’s leading maker of air conditioning, heating. and ventilation systems.

And think of the difference he’s made. As anyone who has ever suffered through
a brutal summer can tell you, if it weren’t for Carrier’s having made human beings more
eomfortable, the rates of drunkenness, divorce, brutality, and murder would be Lord
knows how much higher. Productivity rates would plunge 40 percent over the world; the
deep-sea fishing industry would be deep-sixed; Michelangelo’s frescoes in the Sistine
Chapel would deteriorate; rare books and manuscripts would fall apart; deep mining for
gold, silver, and other metals would be impossible; the world’s largest telescope
wouldn’t work; many of our children wouldn’t be able to learn; and in Silicon Valley, the
computer industry would crash.

The major imponderable in the life of Willis Carrier is whether he was actually a
genius, which depends, of course, on the definition, Engineers will tell you that theirs
is a craft more of persistence than inspiration. Yet Carrier was without question the lead-
ing engineer of his day on the conditioning of air (more than eighty patents). Carrier was

also an exceptionally nice man, according to all reports. modest and sometimes droll,
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and a farsighted manager—he devoutly believed in teamwork and mentoring decades
before the management consultants discovered it. One of his other management pre-

cepts, born of his own experience, is that time spent staring into space while thinking

1s not time wasted.

Carrier was the offspring of an old New England family—in fact. his many times

great-grandmother, who was known for her “keen sense of justice and a sharp tongue,”

was hanged as a witch by the Puritans in Salemn. The son of a farmer
and a “birthright Quaker” mother, Carrier was the only child in a
houseful of adults, including his grandparents and great-aunt. He
seems to have been a born tinkerer and figurer-out of problems.
Unfortunately. he was seriously handicapped by lack of wherewith-
al. He worked his way throngh high school. taught for three years.
and finally won a four-year scholarship to Cornell University.

[ picked up some of these nuggets from a wonderfully dated
biography by Margaret Ingels (Father of Air Conditioning; 1952).
The introduction to this respectful book was written by a Chicago
banker, Cloud Wampler, who helped bail out Carrier’s firm during
the Depression and later became its CEQO. Wampler wrote. “The
stage was set for my unforgettable first meeting with “The Chief.” |
had already been told that Br. Carrier was a genius and that his tal-

ents lay in the field of science and invention rather than in opera-

BRIEF BIOGCRAPH)Y

BORN November 26, 1876, in
Angola, New Yerk

1901 Goes to work in the
drafting department of
Buffalo Forge Co.

1906 U.S. patent issued for
“Apparatus for Treating Air”

1915 Forms the Carrier
Engineering Corp.

1922 First centrifugal
refrigerating machine unveiled
in Newark, New Jersey

1939 Invents a system for air-
conditioning skyscrapers

DIED 1950 at age seventy-three
in New York City

tion and finance. All the same | wasn’t prepared for what hap-
pened . . . right off the bat Dr. Carrier made it clear he had a dim
view of bankers. . . . | remember so well the ring in his voice when he said to me that
day: ‘We will not do less research and development work’; ‘We will not discharge the
peeple we have trained’; and “We will all work for nothing if we have to.””

The Father of Air Conditioning’s first job was with a heating outfit, the Buffalo
Forge Co. In appropriate young-genius fashion, his research had soon saved the com-
pany $40.000 a year, and they put him in charge of a new department of experimental
engineering, At Buffalo Forge he met Irvine Lyle, a gifted salesman and ultimately his
partner in Carrier Corp. We’d all know the name Buffalo Forge today i the company
hadn’t decided in 1914 to kill off its engineering department. Disillusioned. Carrier,
Lyle. and five other young engineers left a year later to start their own operations.

Air conditioning did not begin life as a cooling system for homes and offices. Nar
did it begin life as a system. Carrier’s first customer, in 1902. was a business with a pro-
duction problem: a frustrated printer in Brooklyn whose color reproductions kept mess-
ing up because changes in humidity and temperature made his paper expand and con-
tract, causing a lot of ugly color runs.

Carrier could solve this problem by centrolling humidity. But in 1906, a cotton

mill in South Carolina gave him a new challenge—heat. “When I saw 5.000 spindles
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spinning so fast and getiing so hot that thev'd cause a bad burn when touched several
minutes after shutdown. [ realized our humidifier was too small for the job.”

One industrial challenge after another led Carrier to make refinement after refine-
ment in his systems. In the earlv days of Carrier Corp., one of its testing grounds was
wel macaroni. The company had guaranteed a pasta maker it could fix a moisture prob-
lem. Suddenly there were ten thousand pounds of macaroni on the floor, in millions of
bits, none ol it drving worth a damn. The Chief was called in. The Chief arrived. Long
trip. clean up at the hotel, dinner. back to the macaroni factory. Al night long, the Chief
paced. the Chiel thought. the Chief would suddenly teap up and march oft down the cor-
ridor. By dawn the Chiel had a plan: he started with a forty-eight-hour drving time and
continued 1o shorten it until it reached the minimum at which macaroni dried satisfac-
torily. “We ruined a lot of macaroni.” reported one of his assoclates.

For the first two decades of air conditioning, the device was used 10 cool machines.
not people. Eventually. deluxe hotels and theaters called in Carrier. Three Texas the-
alers. I am pleased to reporl, were the first o be air-conditioned (the claims of
Grauman's Metropotitan in Los Angeles in this regard are 10 be ignored). The hot air

generated by Congress was cooled by Carrier in 1928-29

and needs it again today.
But it was not until after World War Tl that air conditioning lost its huixury status and
hecame something any fool would install, either 10 appeal 10 cuslomers or to increase
the eflficiency of emplovees.

Willis Carrier. who read and sought out knowledge until his death at seventy-
three. married three times (1wice a widower) and adopted two children, neither of whom
survive. In classic American businessman fashion. he was a Presbyvierian. a
Republican. and a golfer.

Alas, there is a downside to this tale. Scientists now helieve the chlorolluorocar-
bons (CFCs) used in refrigeration systems are largelyv responsible for blowing a hole in
the ozone. and that will canse potentially zillions ol cases of skin cancer. cataracts, and
suppressed immune systems. That's quite a big Oops! lor our exemplars Horatio Alger
figure.

The First Rule of Holes is: When You are IN one, Stop Digging: and that is whal
Carrier's namesake has done. In 1994 the company. now part of giant United
Technologies. produced the first chlorine-free. non-ozone-depleting residential air con-
ditioning system. It has since announced the production of two generations of chlorine-
free cooling units. welt before the Montreal Accords or the still unratified Kyoto Accords
have come into play. Much in the fashion ol its founder. the company is trving 1o fix all
this without a grand scheme. but simply by doing the next right thing.

On the whole. the premise that technology got us into this mess and technology
will surelv get us oul seems 1o be a dubious proposition. But if you had your druthers,
wouldn’t vou really want to see the biologists backed up by engineers? Rachel Carson

backed by Will Carrier: the Chiel really did know how to get things done.



THE NAML ECHOES THROUGH THE LANGUAGE: It doesn’t 1ake

an Einstein. A poor man’s Einstein. He’s no Einstein. In this
busy century, dominated like no other by science—and exall-
ing, among the human virtues, braininess, 10, the ideal

of pure intelligence—he stands alone as our emblem of intel-
leciual power: We talk as though humanity could be divided
into lwo groups: Albert Einstein

by James Gleick

and everybody else.
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He discovered, just by thinking about it, the essential structure of the cosmos. The
scientific touchstones of our age—the Bomb, space travel, electronics—all bear his fin-
gerprints.

We may as well join him in 1905, when he was a patent office clerk in Bern,
Switzerland—not the revered white-haloed icon of a thousand photographs, but a con-
fident twenty-six-year-old with wavy black hair and droll, wide eyes. That year, in his
spare time, he produced three world-shattering papers for a single volume (now price-
less) of the premier journal Annalen der Physik. They were “blazing rockets which in
the dark of the night suddenly cast a brief but powerful illumination over an immense
unknown region,” as the physicist Louis de Broglie said.

One offered the startling view that light comes as much in particles as in waves—
setting the stage for generations of deep tension between granularity and smoothness in
physicists’ view of energy and matter. Another discovered, imaginatively, the micro-

scopic motion of molecules in a liquid—making it possible to calculate their exact size

and incidentally proving their very reality (many scientists, as the century began, still
doubted that atoms existed). And the third—well, as Einstein said in a letter to a
friend, it “modifies the theory of space and time.” Ah, yes. Relativity.
The time had come. The Newtonian world view was fraying at the edges.
The nineteenth century had pressed its understanding of space and time to the
very limit. Everyone believed in the ether, that mysterious background substance
of the whole universe through which light waves supposedly traveled, but where
was the experimental evidence for it? Nowhere, as Einstein realized. He found it
more productive to think in terms of utterly abstract frames of reference—because
these could move along with a moving observer. Meanwhile, a few imaginative peo-
ple were already speaking of time in terms of a fourth dimension—H. G. Wells, for
example, in his time-obsessed science fiction. Humanity was standing on a brink,
ready to see something new.
It was Einstein who saw it. Space and time were not apples and oranges, he real-
ized. but mates—joined. homologoussinseparable. “Henceforth space by itself and time
by itself mﬂoomed‘to*fa&eawnimo mere shadows,” said Hermann Minkowski, a

teacher of Einstein’s and one of relativity’s first champions, “and only a kind of union of

the two will preserve an independent reality.” Well, we all know that now. “Space-time,”
we knowingly call it. Likewise energy and matter: two faces of one creature. E=mc?, as
Einstein memorably announced.

All this was shocking and revolutionary and yet strangely attractive, to the public
as well as to scientists. The speed of light; the shifting perspective of the observer—it
was heady fare. A solar eclipse in 1919 gave English astronomer Arthur Eddington the
opportunity to prove a key prediction of relativity: that starlight would swerve measura-
bly as it passed through the heavy gravity of the sun, a dimple in the fabric of the uni-

verse. Light has mass. Newspapers and popular magazines went wild. More than a hun-




dred baoks on relativity appeared within a year. Einstein claimed to be He was an enthusiastic
but never brilliant
amateur musician.

the only person in his circle not trying to win a $5.000 Scientific
American prize for the best three-thousand-word summary (“I don’t
believe I coud do it™).

The very name relativity fueled the fervor. for accidental and wholly unscientific
reasans. [n this new age. recovering from a horrible war, lnoking everywhere for origi-
nality and novelty and modernity. people could see that absolutism was no good
Evervthing had to be laoked at relative to everything else. Everything—for humanity’s
field of vision was expanding rapidly outward, to planets, stars, galaxies.

Einstein had conjured the whole business. it seemed. He did mot invent the
“thought experiment.” but he raised it to high art: imagine twins, wearing identieal
watches; one stays home. while the other rides in a spaceship near the speed of light . . .
Little wonder that from 1919, Einstein was—and remains today—the world’s most
fanous scientist.

In his native Germany he became a target for hatred. As a Jew, a liberal, a human-
ist, aa internationalist, he attracted the enmity of nationalists and anti-Semites. abetted
by a few jealous German physicists—an all too vigorous faction that Einstein called.
while it was still possible to find this amusing, “the Antirelativity Theory Company Ltel.”
His was now a powerful voice. widely heard. always attended to. especially after he
moved ta the U.S. He used it to promote Zionism. pacifism, and. in his secret 1939 let-
ter to Franklin ). Roosevelt, the construction of a uranium bomb.

Meanwhile, like any demigod. he accreted bits of legend: that he flunked math in
school {not true). That he opened a book and found an uncashed $1.500 check he had
kefi as a bookmark (maybe—he was absensminded about everyday affairs). That he was

careless abeut socks. collars, slippers . . . that he couldn’t work out the correct change
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for the bus . . . that he couldn’t even remember his address: 112 Mercer
Street in Princeton, New Jersey, where he finally settled, conferring an
aura of scientific brilliance on the town, the university, and the Institute
for Advanced Study.

He died there in 1955. He had never accepted the strangest para-
doxes of quantum mechanics. He found “intolerable,” he said, the idea
that subatomic particles would not obey the laws of cause and effect, or
that the act of observing one particle could instantly determine the nature
of another halfway across the universe. He had never achieved what he

considered a complete, unified field theory. Indeed, for some years he

had watched the burgeoning of physics, its establishment as the most
powerful and expensive branch of the sciences, from a slight remove. He

The man who had lived, he said, “in that solitude which is painful in youth but delicious in the years
proved that time
is relative turns

seventy-two. And after the rest of Einstein had been cremated, his brain remained, soaking for

of matunty.”

decades in a jar of formaldehyde belonging to Dr. Thomas Harvey, the Princeton
Hospital pathologist. No one had bothered to dissect the brain of Freud, Stravinsky, or
Joyce, but in the 1980s, bits of Einsteinian gray matter were making the rounds of cer-
tain neurobiologists, who thus learned . . . absolutely nothing. It was just a brain—the
brain that dreamed a plastic fourth dimension, that banished the ether, that released the
pins binding us to absolute space and time, that

refused to believe God played dice. that finally - :
. el _ BRIEF BIOGRAPHY

declared itself “satisfied with the mystery of life’s

. . BORN March 14, 1879, in Ulm,

eternity and with a knowledge, a sense, of the mar- Germany

velous structure of existence.” 1902 Begins work at Swiss

In embracing Einstein, our century took leave patent office
of a prior universe and an erstwhile God. The new 1905 Publishes three seminal
papers on theoretical physics,

versions were not so rigid and deterministic as the including the special theory

old Newtonian world. Einstein’s God was no clock- of relativity
maker, but he was the embodiment of reason in 1916 Proposes general theory of

relativity; is proved correct

nature—*“subtle but malicious he is not.” This God T

did not control our actions or even sit in judgment 1922 Wins Nobel Prize in Physics
on them. (“Einstein, stop telling God what to do,” 1933 Emigrates to Princeton,
Niels Bohr finally retorted.) This God seemed rather New Jersey
kindlv and absentminded, as a matter of fact. 1939 Urges F.DR. to develop

; atom bomb

Physics was freer, and we too are freer, in the
) ) N N i X DIED April 18, 1955, in his sleep
Einstein universe. Which is where we live.
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“THE MOVEMENT SHE STARTED WiLl. grow to be. a hundred years

from now, the most influential of all time,” predicted futurisl
and historian H. G. Wells irr 1931. “When the history of
our civilization is written, it will be a biological history,

and Margaret Sanger will

be #ts heroine.” b‘) Gloria Steinem
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Though this prophecy of nearly seventy years ago
credited one woman with the power that actually came
from a wide and deep movement of women, no one person
deserves it more. Now that reproductive freedom is
becoming accepted and conservative groups are fighting
to maintain control over women’s bodies as the means of
reproduction, Sanger’s revolution may be even more con-
troversial than during her fifty-year career of national and
international battles. Her experience can teach us many
lessons.

She taught us, first, to look at the world as if women
mattered. Born into an Irish working-class family,
Volunteers selling The ‘ Margaret witnessed her mother’s slow death, worn out after eighteen
b pregnancies and eleven live births. While working as a practical
nurse and midwife in the poorest neighborhoods of New York City in
the years before World War I, she saw women deprived of their health, sexuality, and
ability to care for children already born. Contraceptive information was so suppressed
by clergy-influenced, physician-accepted laws that it was a criminal offense to send it
through the maii. Yet the educated had access to such information and could use sub-
terfuge to buy “French” products, which were really condoms and other barrier meth-
ods, and “feminine hygiene” products, which were really spermicides.

It was this injustice that inspired Sanger to defy church and state. In a series of
articles called “What Every Girl Should Know,” then in her own newspaper, The Woman
Rebet, and fmally through neighborhood clinics that dispensed woman-controlled forms
of birth control (a phrase she coined), Sanger put information and power into the hands
of women.

While in Europe for a year to avoid severe criminal penalties, partly due to her
political radicalism, partly for violating postal obscenity laws, she learned more about
contraception, the politics of sexuality, and the commonality of women’s experience. Her
case was dismissed after her return to the States. Sanger continued to push legal and
social boundaries by initiating sex counseling, founding the American Birth Control
League (which becam‘e, in 1942, the Planned Parenthood Federation of America), and
organizing the first international population conference. Eventually her work would
extend as far as Japan and India, where organizations she helped start still flourish.

Sanger was past eighty when she saw the first marketing of a contraceptive pill,
whick she had helped develop. But legal change was slow. It took until 1965, a year
before her death, for the Supreme Court to strike down a Connecticut law that prohibit-
ed the use of contraception, even by married couples. Extended to unmarried couples
only in 1972, this constitutionally guaranteed right to privacy would become as impor-

tant to women’s equality as the vote. In 1973 the right to privacy was extended to the




abortion decision of a woman and her physician, thus making abortion a safe and legal
alternative—unlike the $5 illegal butcheries of Sanger’s day.

One can imagine Sanger’s response to the current anti-choice lobby and congres-
sional leadership that opposes abortion, sex education in schoals, and federally funded
coniraceptive programs that would make abortion less necessary; that supports owner-

ship of young women’s bodies through parental-

consent laws; that limits poor women’s choices >

'

by denying Medicaid funding; and that holds
hostage the entire U.S. billion-dollar debt to the i
United Nations in the hope of attaching an anti-
abortion rider. As in her day. the question seems
to be less about what gets decided than who has
the power to make the decision.

One can also imagine her response to pro-
life rhetoric being used to justify an average of
one clinic bombing or arson per month—some-
times the same clinics Sanger helped found—
and the murder of six clinic staff members, the
attempted murder of fifteen others, and assault
and battery against 104 more. In each case, the
justification is that potential fetal life is more
important than a living woman’s health or free-
dom.

What are mistakes in our era that parallel
those of Sanger’s? There is still an effort to dis-
tort her goal of giving women control over their
bodies by attributing such quotes to Sanger as
“More children from the fit, kess from the unfit—
that is the chief issue of birth control.” Sanger
didr’t say those words; in fact, she condemned
them as a eugenicist argument for “cradle com-
petition.” To her, poor mental development was
largely the result of poverty, overpopulation, and
the lack of attention to children. She correctly
foresaw racism as the nation’s major challenge,

conducted surveys that comntered stereotypes

regarding the black commumity and birth con-
trol. and established clinics in the rural Souths with the help of Sanger with her second son

such African-American leaders as W. E. B. Du Bois and Mary
McLeod Bethune.
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Nonetheless, expediency caused Sanger lo distance herself from her radical past; for
instance, she used soft phrases such as “family planning” instead of her oviginal, more
pointed argument that the poor were being manipulated into producing an endless supply
of cheap labor. She also adopted the mainstream eugenics language of the day, partly as a
tactic, since many eugenicists opposed birth control on the grounds thai the educated
would use it more. Though her own work was directed toward voluntary birth control and

public health programs, her use of eugenics langnage probably

w helped justify sterilization abuse. Her misjudgments should cause us

BORN September 14, 1879, in to wonder what parallel errors we are making now and to question
Corning, New York

1914 Launches The Woman
Rebel, a feminist monthly that
advocates birth control; is fulfilling work. three children. two lusbands, many lovers, and an
indicted for inciting violence
and promoting obscenity

1916 Opens the U.Ss first malic and sometimes quixotic, hut she never abandoned her focus

any lactics that fail to embody the ends we hope 10 achieve.

Sanger led by example. Her hrave and joyous life included
international network of friends and colleagues. She was charis-

family planning clinic, in on women's [reedom and its larger implications for social justice
Brooklyn, New York; is later o o Lo . . )
I {an inspiration that continues through Ellen Chesler’s excellent
jailed for thirty days

1921 Founds the American Birth biography, Woman of Valor: Margaret Sanger and the Birth Conirol

Control League, the precursor Movement in America). Indeed. she lived as if she and everyone
to the Planned Parenthoo . : o
= d else had the right to control her or his own life. By word and deed,
Federation :
DIED September 6, 1966, in she pioneered the most radical, humane, and transforming politi-
Tucson, Arizona cal movement of the century.
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HELEN KELLER WAS LESS THAN TWO Y EARS 0LD when she came
down with a fever. It struck dramatically and left her uncon-
scious. The fever went just as suddenly. Bul she was blinded
and. very soon aller, deal. As she grew up. she managed to learn

to do linv errands. but she also realized that she was missing

something. ) ) )
by Diane Schuur with David Jackson



“Sometimes,” she later wrote, “I stood between two
persons who were conversing and touched their lips. 1
could not understand, and was vexed. I moved my lips and
gesticulated frantically without result. This made me so
angry at times that | kicked and screamed until 1 was
exhausted.” She was a wild child.

I can understand her rage. I was born two months
prematurely and was placed in an incubator. The practice
at the time was to pump a large amount of oxygen into the
incubator, something doctors have since learned to be
extremely cautious about. But as a result, I lost mv sight.
was sent to a state school for the blind, but I flunked first

grade because Braille just didn’t make any sense to me.

Words were a weird concept. | remember being hit and

slapped. And you act all that in. All rage is anger that is

With Patty Duke, who played her
in The Miracle Worker.

acted in, bottled in for so long that it just pops out. Helen had it hard-
er. She was both blind and deaf. But, oh, the transformation that
came over her when she discovered that words were related to things!
It’s like the lyries of that song: “On a clear day, rise
and Jok amund you, and vou'll see who you are. BRIEF BIOGRAPH

I can say the word see. 1 can speak the lan-
BORN June 27, 1880, in

Tuscumbia, Alabama

1882 At nineteen montts old,
has a high fever and becomes
deaf and blind

1887 Anne Sullivan becames
Keller's tutor

1903 The Story of My Life is
she was frustrated by the alphabet. by the language published

guage of the sighted. That’s part of the first great
achievement of Helen Keller. She proved how lan-
guage could liberate the blind and the deaf. She
wrote, “Literature is my utopia. Here I am not dis-
enfranchised.” But how she struggled to master lan-

guage. In her book Midstream, she wrote about how

1919 Begins four-year period

of the deaf, even by the speed with which her
appearing with Sullivan in

teacher spelled things out for her on her palm. She
was impatient and hungry for words, and her
teacher’s scribbling on her hand would never be as
fast, she thought, as the people who could read the
words with their eyes. I remember how books got me
going after | finally grasped Braille. Being in that
school was like being in an orphanage. But words—

and in my case, music—changed that isolation.

vaudeville shows
1936 Sullivan dies

1959 The Miracle Worker airs on
television; it is later adapted
for the stage and film

DIED June 1, 1968, in Westport,
Connecticut
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With language, Keller. who could not hear and could not see, proved she could com-

munieate in the world of sight and sound—and was able to speak to it and live in it. |

am a benefieiary of her work. Because of her example, the world has given way a little.



In my case, | was able to go from the state school for the blind to regular public school
from the age of eleven until my senior year in high school. And then I decided on my
own to ge back inte the school for the blind. Now | sing jazz.

As mimculous as learning language may seem. that achievement of Keller's
belongs t the nineteenth century. It was also a co-production with her patient and per-
severing teacher, Anne Sullivan. Helen Keller's greater achievement

came after Sullivan. her companion and psotector. died in 1930.

Keller would live thirty-two more years and in that time would
prove that the disabled can be independent. | hate the word
handicapped. Keller would too. We are people with incon-
veniences. We're not charity cases. She was once asked
how disabled veterans of World War 11 should be treat-
ed and said that they do “not want to be treated as
hernes. They want to be able te live naturally and to be
treated as human beings.”

Those peeple whose only experience of her is
The Miracle Worker will be surprised to discover her
many dimensions. “My work for the blind.” she
wrote. “has rever occupied a center in my person-
ality. My sympathies are with all who struggle for
justice.” She was a tireless activist for racial and
sexual equality. She once said, I think Ged
made woman foolish so that she might be a b
suitable companion to man.” She had sueh Sl r > AR L s by
left-leaning opinions that the FBI under J. w“\/Jﬁi’#‘f_‘ -
Edgar Hoover kept a file on her. And whe were

her choices for the most important people of the century? Thomas Edison, With her hand, Keller
demonstrates how she can

Charlie Chaplin. and Lenin. Furthermore, she did not think appearing en “hear” Sullivan speak.

the vaudeville eircuit. showing off her skills, was beneath her. even as her

friends were shocked that she would veniure onto the vulgar stage. She was complex.
Her main message was and is, “We're like everybody else. We're here to be able to live
a life as full as any sighted persons. And it’s okay to be ourselves.”

That means we have the freedons to be as extraordinary as the sighted. Keller
loved an audience and wrote that she adored “the warm tide of human life pulsing round
and round me.” That's why the stage appealed to her. why she learned to speak and ta
deliver speeches. And to feel the vibrations of music. of the radio. of the movement of
lips. You mmst understand that even more than sighted people. we need to be touched.
When you look at a person. eve to eye. imagine it's like touching them. We don’t have
that convenienee. But when I perform. T get that experience from a erowd. Helen Keller

must have as well. She was our first star. And 1 am very grateful to her.
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THE IMPROBABLE CHAIN OF EVENTS THAT LED Alexander
Fleming to discover penicillin in 1928 s the stuff of which
scientific myths are made. Fleming, a young Scottish research
scientist with a profitable side practice treating the syphilis
infections of prominent London by Dr. David Ho
artists, was pursuing his pet v



theory—that his own nasal mucus had antibacterial effects—when he left a culture
plate smeared with Staphylococcus bacteria on his lab bench while he went on a two-
week holiday.

When he returned, he noticed a clear halo surrounding the yellow-green growth of
a mold that had accidentally contaminated the plate. Unknown to him, a spore of a rare
variant called Penicillium notatum had drifted in from a mycology lab one floor helow.
Luck would have it that Fleming had decided not to store his culture in a warm incu-
bator, and that London was then hit by a cold spell, giving the mold a chance to grow.
Later, as the temperature rose, the Staphylococcus bacteria grew like a awn, covering
the entire plate—except for the area surrounding the moldy cantaminant. Seeing that
halo was Fleming’s “Eureka™ moment, an instant of great persanal insight and deduc-
tive reasoning. He correctly deduced that the mold must
have released a substance that inhibited the growth of
the bacteria.

It was a discovery that would change the course of
history. The active ingredient in that mold, which
Fleming named penicillin, turned out to be an infection-
fighting agent of enormous potency. When it was finally
recognized tor what it was—the most efficacious life-
saving drug in the world—penicillin would alter forever
the treatment of bacterial infections. By the middle of the
century, Fleming’s discovery had spawned a huge phar-
maceutical industry, churning out synthetic penicillins

that would conquer some of mankinds most ancient

scourges, including syphilis and gangrene.

Fleming was born to a Scottish sheep-farming family in 1881. He Fleming in his lab, holding
. 5 . . th ld that made hi
excelled in school and entered St. Mary’s Hospital in London to study fa:‘::; mademm

medicine. He was a short man. usually clad in a bow tie, who even in his

celebrity never mastered the conventions of polite society. Fleming probably would have
remained a «uiet bacteriologist had serendipity not come calling that fateful September
in 1928.

In fact, Fleming was not even the first to describe the antibacterial properties of
Penicillium. John Tyndall had done so in 1875 and. likewise. 1. A. Gratia in 1925
However, unlike his predecessors, Fleming recognized the importance of his findings.
He would later say, “My only merit is that | did not neglect the observation and that |
pursued the subject as a baeteriologist™ Although he went on to perform additional
experiments, he never conducted the one that would have been key: injecting penicillir
into infected mice. Fleming’s initial work was reported in 1929 in the British Journal of
Experimental Pathology, but it would remain in relative obscurity for a decade.

By 1932, Fleming had abandoned his work on penicillin. He would have no fur-
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ther role in the subsequent development of this or any other antibiotic, aside from hap-
pily providing other researchers with samples of his mold. It is said that he lacked both
the chemical expertise to purify penicillin and the conviction that drugs could cure seri-
ous infections. However, he did safeguard his unusual strain of Penicillium notatum for
posterity. The baton of antibiotic development was passed to others.

In 1939 a specimen of Fleming’s mold made its way into the hands of a team of
scientists at Oxford University led by Howard Florey, an Australian-born physiologist.
This team had technical talent, especially in a chemist named Ernst Boris Chain, who
had fled Nazi Germany. Armed with funding from the Rockefeller Foundation, these

scientists made it their objective to identify and isolate substances

from molds that could kill bacteria. The mission was inspired by the

d BRIEF BIOGRAPHY §

BORN August 6, 1881, in Ayrshire,
Scotland

1907 Enters medical schoot at St.

Mary's Hospital ir London
1928 Identifies penicillin

1929 Publishes first report on
penicillin's antibacterial
properties

1939 Provides penicillin
indirectly to Howard Florey
and Ernst Chain

1944 Knighted by King George VI

1945 Shares Nobel Prize for
Medicine with Florey and
Chain

DIED March 11, 1955, of a heart
attack in London

earlier work of Gerhard Domagk, who in 1935 showed that the
injection of a simple compound, prontosil, cured systemic strepto-
coccal infections. This breakthrough demonstrated that invading
bacteria could be killed with a drug and led to a fevered search in
the late 1930s for similar compounds. Fleming’s Penicillium nota-
tum became the convenient starting point for Florey’s team at
Oxford.

In a scientific tour de force, Florey, Chain, and their col-
leagues rapidly purified penicillin in sufficient quantity to perform
the experiment that Fleming could not: successfully treating mice
that had been given lethal doses of bacteria. Within a year, their
results were published in a seminal paper in The Lancet. As the
world took notice, they swiftly demonstrated that injections of peni-
cillin caused miraculous recoveries in patients with a variety of
infections.

The Oxford team did not stop there. Rushing to meet the
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needs of World War Il, they helped the government set up a network of “minifactories”
for penicillin production. Florey also played a crucial role in galvanizing the large-scale
production of penicillin by U.S. pharmaceutical companies in the early 1940s. By D-
Day there was enough penicillin on hand to treat every soldier who needed it. By the
end of World War 11, it had saved millions of lives.

Pneumonia, syphilis, gonorrhea, diphtheria, scarlet fever, and many wound and
childbirth infections that once killed indiscriminately suddenly became treatable. As
deaths caused by bacterial infections plummeted, a grateful world needed a hero.
Fleming alone became such an object of public adulation, probably for two reasons.
First, Florey shunned the press, while Fleming seemed to revel in the publicity. Second,
and perhaps more important, it was easier for the admiring public to comprehend the
deductive insight of a single individual than the technical feats of a team of scientists.

Awards and accolades came to Fleming in rapid succession, including a knight-



hoad (with Florey) in 1944 and the Nobel Prize for
Medicine (with Florey and Chain) in 1945. By this
time, even Fleniing was aware that penicillin had
an Achilles’ heel. He wrate in 1946 that “the

administration of too small doses . . . leads to the

INC U%/\Tlﬂ

production of resistant strains of bacteria.™ It's a
problem that plagues us to this day.

When he died of a heart attack in 1955, he
was mourned by the world and buried as a nation-
al hero in the crypt of St. Paul’s Cathedral in
London. Although Fleming's scientific work in and
of itself may not have reached greatness, his sin-
gular contribution changed the practice of medi-
cine. He deserves our utmost recognition. At the

same time, we must hear in mind that the “Fleming Myth,” as he By the 1940s, penicillin was
being mass-produced in labs

called it. embodies the accomplishments of many giants of antibi- like this one in New Jersey.

otic development. Fleming is but a chosen representative for the
likes of Florey. Chain, Domagk. Selman Waksman, and René Dubos. many of whom
remain, sadly. virtual unknowns. Their achievements have made the world a better.

healthier place. In commemorating Fleming, we commemorate them all.
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TO SAY THAT PABLO PICASSO DOMINATED Western art in the
twentieth century is, by now, the merest commonplace. Before
his fiftieth birthday, the little Spaniard from M4laga had become
the very prototype of the modern artist as public figure. No
painter belore him had had a mass audience in his own life-

time. The total public fi
ime. lhe total public for by Robert HughBS

Titian in the sixteenth century




or Veldzquez in the seventeenth was probably no mere than a few thousand people—
though that included most of the crowned heads, nobility, and intelligentsia of Europe.
Picasso’s audience—meaning people who had heard of him and seen his work. at least
in reproduction—was in the tens, possibly hundreds. of millions. He and his work were
the subjects of unending analysis, gossip. dislike, adoration, and rumor.

He was a superstitious, sareastic man. sometimes rotten to his children, often
beastly to his women. He had contempt for women artists. His famous remark about
women being “goddesses or doormats™ has rendered him odious to feminists, but women
tended to walk into both roles open-eyed and eagerly, for his charm was legendary.
Whole cultural industries derived from his
much mythologized virility. He was the
Minotaur in a canvas-and-paper labyrinth
of his own construction.

He was also politically lucky.
Though to Nazis his work was the epitome
of “degenerate art,” his fame protected
him during the German occupation of
Paris, where he lived; and after the war.
when artists and writers were thought dis-
graced by the slightest affiliation with
Nazism or fascism, Picasso gave enthusi-
astic endorsement to Joseph Stalin, a mass
murderer on a scale far beyord Hitler’s,
and scarcely received a word of criticism

for it, even ip Cold War America.

No painter or sculptor. net even

Michelangelo. had been as famous as this in his own lifetime. And it is quite Art, Picasso believed, gains
no value by revealing the

possible that none ever will be again, now that the mandate to set forth inner being ef its author.

social meaning. to articulate myth, and generate widely memorable images

has been so largely transferred from painting and sculpture to other media: photogra-
phy, movies, television. Thongh Marcel Duchamp, that cunning old fox of eonceptual
irony, has certainly had more influence on nominally vanguard art over the past thirty
years than Picasso, the Spaniard was the last great beneficiary of the belief that the lan-
guage of painting and sculpture really mattered to people other than their devotees. And
he was the first artist to enjoy the obsessive attention of mass media. He stood at the
intersection of these two worlds. If that had not been so, his restless changes of style,
his constant pushing of the envelope, would not have created such controversy—and

thus such celebrity.

g fo rrd o d

In today’s art world, a place without living culture herves, you can’t even imagine

such a protean monster arising. His output was vast. This is not a virtue in itself—only
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a few paintings by Vermeer survive, and
fewer still by the brothers Van Eyck, but
they are as firmly lodged in history as
Picasso ever was or will be. Still, Picasso’s
oeuvre filled the world, and he left perma-
nent marks on every discipline he entered.
His work expanded fractally, one image
breeding new clusters of others, right up to
his death.

Moreover, he was the artist with
whom virtually every other artist had to
reckon, and there was scarcely a twenti-
eth-century movement that he didn’t
inspire, contribute to, or—in the case of
Cubism, which, in one of art history’s great
collaborations. he co-invented with
Georges Braque—beget. The exception,
since Picasso never painted an abstract

picture in his life, was abstract art; but

even there his handprints lay every-
where—one obvious example being his

Long before pop art, effect on the early work of American Abstract Expressionist painters
Picasso latched on to
the magnetism of

mass culture and Much of the story of modern sculpture is bound up with welding and
common vernaculars.

Arshile Gorky, Jackson Pollock, and Willem de Kooning, among others.

assembling images frem sheet metal. rather than modeling in clay, casting

in bronze or carving in woed; and this tradition of the open constructed form
rather than solid mass arose from one small guitar that Picasso snipped and joined out
of tin in 1912. If collage—the gluing of previously unrelated things and images on a flat
surface—became a basic mode of modem art, that too was due to Picasso’s Cubist col-
taboration with Braque. He was never a member of the Surrealist group, but in the
1920s and 1930s he produced some of the scariest distortions of the human body and
the most violently irrational, ertic images of Eros and Thanatos ever committed to can-
vas. He was not a realist pamter/reporter, still less anyone’s official muralist, and yet
Guernica remains the most powerful political image in modern art, rivaled only by some
of the Mexican work of Diega Rivera.

Picasso was regarded as a boy genius, but if he had died before 1906, his twenty-
fifth year, his mark on twentieth-century art would have been slight. The so-called Blue
and Rose periods, with their wistful etiolated figures of beggars and circus folk, are not,
despite their great popularity, much more than pendants to late-nineteenth-century

Symbolism. It was the experience of modernity that created his modernism, and that
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happened in Paris. There, mass production and reproduction had come to the forefront
of ordinary life: newspapers. printed labels, the overlay of posters on walls—the dizzi-
ly intense public life of signs, simultaneous, high-speed. and layered. This was the
cityscape of Cubism.

Picasso was not a philosopher or a mathematician {there is no “geometry™ in
Cubism), but the work he and Braque did between 1911 and 1918 was intuitively bound
to the perceptions of thinkers like Einstein and Alfred North Whitehead: that reality is
not figure and void, it is all relationships, a twinkling field of interdependent events.
Long before any Pop artists were born. Picasso latched on to the magnetism of mass cul-
ture and how high art could refresh itself through common vernaculars. Cubism was
hard to read, willfully ambiguous, and yet demotic too. 1t remains the most influential
art dialect of the early twentieth century. As if to distance himself from his imitators,
Picasso then went 1o the opposite extreme of embracing the classical past, with his
paintings of huge dropsical women dreaming Mediterranean dreams in homage to Corol
and Ingres.

His “classical” mode, which he would revert to for decades 1o come, can also be
seen as a gesture of independence. After his collaboration with Braque ended with his
comment that “Braque is my wife”"—words that were as disparaging to women as to
Braque—Picasso remained a loner for the rest of his career. But a loner with a court and
mattresses en titre. He didn’t even form a friendship with Matisse until both artists were
old. His close relationships tended to be with poets and writers.

Though the public saw him as the archetypal modernist, he was disconnected from
much modern art. Some of the greatest modern painters—Kandinsky. for instance, or
Mondrian—saw their work as an instrument of evolution and human development. But
Picasso had no more of a Utopian streak than did his Spanish idol, Goya. The idea that
art evolved, er had any kind of historical mission, struck him as ridiculous. “All | have
ever made.” he once said, “was made for the present and in the hope that it will always
remain in the present. When I have found something to express, | have done it without
thinking of the past or the future.” Interestingly, he also stood against the Expressionist
belief that the work of art gains value by disclosing the truth, the inner being, of its
author. “How can anyone enter into my dreams, my instincts, my desires, my
thoughts . . . and above all grasp from them what | have been about—perhaps against
my own will?” he exclaimed.

To make art was to achieve a tyrannous freedom from self-explanation. The artist’s
work was mediumistic (“Painting is strouger than me, it makes me do what it wants™),
solipsistic even. To Picasso, the idea that painting did itself through him meant that it
wasn’t subject to cultural etiquette. None of the other fathers of Modernisan feht it so
strongly—not Matisse, nat Mondrian, certainly not Braque.

In his work, everything is staked o sensation and desire. His aim was not to argue

coherence but to go for the strongest level of feeling. He conveyed it with tremendous
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plastic force, making you feel the weight of forms and the tension of their relationships
mainly by drawing and tonal structure. He was never a great colorist, like Matisse or
Pierre Bonnard. But through metaphor, he crammed layers of meaning together to pro-
duce flashes of revelation. In the process, he reversed one of the currents of modern art.
Modernism had rejected storytelling: what mattered was formal relationships. But
Picasso brought it back in a disguised form, as a psychic narrative, told through
metaphors, puns, and equivalences.

The most powerful element in the story—at least after Cubism—was sex. The

female nude was his obsessive subject. Everything in his pictorial universe, especially

BRIEF BIOGRAPHY

BORN October 25, 1881, in
Malaga, Spain

7904 Settles in Paris

1970 Joins with Georges Braque
to formulate Cubism

1937 Guernica commemorates
the Basque town bombed in
the Spanish Civil War

1962 Receives second Lenin
Peace Prize from the Soviet
Union

DIED April 8, 1973, in France

1980 Exhibit that fills New York
City's Museum of Modern Art
draws one million

after 1920, seemed related to the naked bodies of women. Picasso
imposed on them a load of feeling, ranging from dreamy eroticism
(as in some of his paintings of his mistress Marie-Thérese Walter in
the 1930s) to a sardonic but frenzied hostility, that no Western artist
had made them carry before. He did this through metamorphosis,
recomposing the body as the shape of his fantasies of possession
and of his sexual terrors. Now the hidden and comparatively deco-
rous puns of Cubism (the sound holes of a mandolin, for instance,
becoming the mask of Pierrot) came out of their closet. “To dis-
place,” as Picasso described the process, “to put eyes between the
legs, or sex organs on the face. To contradict. Nature does many
things the way I do, but she hides them! My painting is a series of
cock-and-bull stories.”

There seems little doubt that the greatest of Picasso’s work
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came in the thirty years between Les Demoiselles d’Avignon (1907)

and Guernica (1937). But of course he didn’t decline into triviality.
Consistently through the war years and the 1950s, and even now and then in the 1960s
and 1970s, he would produce paintings and prints of considerable power. Sometimes
they would be folded into series of variations on the old masters and nineteenth-century
painters he needed to measure himself against, such as Veldzquez and Goya, or Poussin,
Delacroix, Manet, and Courbet. In his last years particularly, his production took on a
manic and obsessive quality, as though the creative act (however repetitious) could fore-
stall death. Which it could not. His death left the public with a nostalgia for genius that
no talent today, in the field of painting, can satisfy.



“PERHAPS NO FORM OF GOYERNMENT,” SAID LORD BRYCE, “needs
great leaders as much as democracy.” For democracy is not
self-executing. It takes leadership to bring democracy to life.
Great democratic leaders are visionaries. They have an instinct
for their nation’s future, a course lo steer, a port to seek. Through
their capacity for persuasion, they win the consent of their peo-
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ple and call forth demo ‘ by Arthur Schlesinger Jr.

cracy’s inner resources.
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Democracy has been around for a bit, but the twentieth
century has been the crucial century of its trial, testing, and tri-
1 umph. At the century’s start. democracy was thought to be
spreading irresistibly across the world. Then the Great War, the
’ war of 1914-18. showed that democracy could not assure peace.
Postwar disillusion activated democracy’s two deadly foes: fas-
cism and communism. Soon the Great Depression in the 1930s
showed that democracy could not assure prosperity either, and
the totalitarian creeds gathered momentum.

The Second World War found democracy fighting for its
life. By 1941 there were only a dozen or so democratic states left
on earth. But great leadership emerged in time to rally the dem-
ocratic cause. Future historians, looking back at this most bloody

of centuries, will very likely regard the thirty-second President of

the United States, Franklin Delano Roosevelt, as the leader most

Second swearing-in as responsible for mobilizing democratic energies and faith first
governor of . . : e
New York, 1931 against economic collapse and then against military terror.

F.D.R. was the best loved and most hated American President
of the twentieth century. He was loved because, though patrician by birth, upbringing,
and style, he believed in and fought for plain people—for the “forgotten man”™ (and
woman), for the “third of the nation, ill-housed, ill-clad, ill-nourished.” He was loved
because he radiated personal charm, joy in his work. optimism for the future. Even
Charles de Gaulle. who well knew Roosevelt's disdain for him, succumbed to the “glit-
tering personality.” as he put it, of “that artist. that seducer.” “Meeting him,” said
Winston Churchill. “was like uncorking a bottle of champagne.”

But he was hated too—hated because he called for change, and the changes he
proposed reduced the power, status, income. and self-esteem of those who profited most
from the old order. Hatred is happily more fleeting than love. The men who sat in their
clubs denouncing “that man in the White House.” that “traitor to his class,” have died
off. Their children and grandchildren mostly find the New Deal reforms familiar, benign,
amd beneficial.

When pollster John Zoghy recently asked people to rate the century’s Presidents,
E.D.R. led the pack. even though only septuagenarians and their elders can remember
him in the White House. Historians and political scientists are unanimous in placing
F.D.R. with Washington and Lincoln as our three greatest Presidents.

Even Republicans have come to applaud this most successful of Democrats.
Ronald Reagan voted four times for F.D.R. Newt Gingrich calls F.D.R. the greatest
President of the century. Bob Dole praises F.D.R. as an “energetic and inspiring leader
during the dark days of the Depression; a tough, single-minded Commander-in-Chief

during World War II; and a statesman.”

Igl PEOPLE ofthe CENTURY



FD.R. was not a perfect man. In the sesvice of his objectives. he could be, and
often was, devious, guileful, manipulative, evasive, dissembling, underhanded, even
ruthless. But he had great strengths. He relished power and organized, or disorganized,
his administration so that conflict among his subordinates would ensure that the big deci-
sions would come to him. A politician to his fingertips, he rejoiced in party combat. “I'm

an old campaigner, and I love a good fight,” he would say, and “Judge me by the’enemies

\

I have made.” An optimist who
fought his own brave way back
from polio, he brought confi-
dence and hope to a scared
and stricken nation.

He was a realist in
means but an idealist in ends.
Above all, FD.R. stood fer
humanity against ideology.
The twentieth was the most
ideological of centuries. Adolf
Hitler and Joseph Stalin sys-

tematically sacrificed millious

to false and terrible dogmas.
Even within the democracies.
ideologues believed that the
Great Depression imposed an
either/or choice: if you aban-
don laissez-faire, you are condemned to total statism. “Partial regimenta- Winning friends on the
tion cannot be made to work,” said Herbert Hoover, “and still maintain live campaign trail in 1932.
democratic institutions.”

Against the worship of abstractions, F.D.R. wanted to find practical ways-to help
decent men and women struggling day by day to make a happier world for themselves
and their children. His technique was, as he said, “bold, persistent experimentation. . . .
Take a method and try it. If it fails, admit it frankly and try another. But above all, try
something.” Except for the part about admitting failure frankly. that was the practice of
his administration.

When he came to office in 1933, laissez-faire had undermined the temples of cap-
italism, thrown a quarter of the labor force out of work, cut the gross national product
almest in half, and provoked mutterings of revolution. No one knew why things had gone
wrong or how to set them right. Only communists were happy. seeing in the Great
Depression decisive proof of Karl Marx’s prophecy that capitalism would be destroyed
by its own contradictions.

Then F.D.R. appeared. a magnificent, serene, exhilarating personality. buoyantly
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embodying new ideas, new courage, new confidence in America’s ability to regain con-
trol over its future. His New Deal swiftly introduced measures for social protection,
regulation, and control. Laissez-faire ideologues and Roosevelt haters cried that he was
putting the country on the road to communism, the only alternative permitted by the
either/or creed. But Roosevelt understood that Social Security, unemployment compen-
sation, public works, securities regulation, rural electrification, farm price supports,
reciprocal-trade agreements, minimum wages and maximum hours, guarantees of col-
lective bargaining, and all the rest were saving capitalism from itself.
“The test of our progress,” he said in his second Inaugural, “is not whether we add
more to the abundance of those who have much, it is whether we

BRIEF BIOGRAPH Y provide enough for those who have too little.” The job situation

BORN January 30, 1882, in Hyde improved in the 1930s, aided by the Works Progress
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Park, New York

1913 Named Assistant Secretary
of the Navy

1921 Contracts polio

1928-32 Serves as Governor of
New York

1932-36 Elected President;
begins enacting New Deal
legislation

1936-40 Reelected to office;
continues New Deal

1940-44 Elected to an

unprecedented third term; U.S.

enters World War |l

DIED April 12, 1945, two months
after attending Yalta
Conference

Administration, the famous WPA, with which government as
employer of last resort built schools, post offices, airfields, parks,
bridges, tunnels, and sewage systems; protected the environment;
and fostered the arts. By the 1940 election, the anti-capitalist vote,
almost a million in 1932, had dwindled to 150,000.

The New Deal never quite solved the problem of unemploy-
ment. Though F.D.R. was portrayed as a profligate spender, his
largest peacetime deficit was a feeble $3.6 billion in 1936—far
less, even when corrected for inflation, than deficits routinely pro-
duced fifty years later by Reagan. It took World War II and the
Defense Department to create deficits large enough to wipe out
unemployment, proving the case for a compensatory fiscal policy.

Before F.D.R., the U.S. had had a depression every twenty
years or so. The built-in economic stabilizers of the New Deal,

vociferously denounced by business leaders at the time, have pre-

served the country against major depressions for more than a half-century. F.D.R.’s sig-

nal domestic achievement was to rescue capitalism from the capitalists.

“We are fighting,” he said in 1936, “to save a great and precious form of govern-

ment for ourselves and for the world.” F.D.R.’s brilliant (and sometimes not so brilliant)
improvisations restored America’s faith in democratic institutions. Elsewhere on the
planet, democracy was under assault. Hitler was on the march in Europe. Japan had
invaded China and dreamed of a Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere under
Japanese domination.

F.D.R.s education in foreign affairs had been at the hands of two Presidents he
greatly admired. Theodore Roosevelt, his kinsman (a fifth cousin), taught him national-
interest, balance-of-power geopolitics. Woodrow Wilson, whom he served as Assistant

Secretary of the Navy, gave him the vision of a world beyond balances of power, an inter-
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national order founded on the eollective mainte-
nance of the peace. F.D.R.s internationalism
used T.R.'s realism as the heart of Wilson’s ideal-
ism.

But Americans, disenchanted with their
participation in the Great War, had turned their
backs on the world and reverted to isolationism.
Rigid neutrality acts denied the President author-
ity to discriminate between aggressor states and
their victims and thereby prevented the U.S. from
throwing its weight against aggression.

To awaken his country from its isolationist
slumber, Roosevelt began a long, urgent, eloquent
campaign of popular education, warning that
unchecked aggression abroad would ultimately
endanger the U.S. itself. “Let no one imagine that
America will escape, that America may expect
merey,” he said. The debate in 1940—41 between

isolationists and interventionists was the most

passionate pelitical argument of my lifetime. It
came 1o an abrupt end when Japanese hombs fell
on Pearl Harbor. FDR.'s 1944 Fireside Chats reas-
As war leader, F.D.R. picked an extraordinary team of gener-
als and admirals. In partnership with Churchill, he presided over the vital strategic
decisions. And also. in the footsteps of Wilson, he was determined that victory shoald
produce a framework for lasting world peace.
He saw the war as bringing about historic changes—the rise of Russia and China,
for example, and the end of Western colonialism. He tried to persuade the British to give
India its independence and tried to stop the French from repossessing Indochina. In the
Four Freedoms and, with Churehill, in the Atlantic Charter, he proclaimed war aims in
words that continue to express the world’s aspirations today.
Remembering America’s reversion to isolationism after World War 1. he set out to
involve the U.S. in postwar structures while the war was still on and the country still in
an internationalist frame of mind. “Anybody who thinks that isolationism is dead in this
country is crazy,” he said privately. “As soon as this war is over. it may well be stronger
than ever.” i
In a series of conferences in 1944, he committed the country to international
mechanisms in a variety of fields—finance and trade, relief and reconstruction. food and

agriculture, civil aviation. Most of all. he saw the United Nations, in the werds of the

89



diplomat Charles E. Bohlen. as “the only device that could keep the U.S. from slipping
back into isolationism.” He arranged for the U.N.’s founding conference to take place in
San Francisco before the war was over (though it turned out to be after his own death in
April 1945 at the age of sixty-three).

The great riddle for the peace was the Soviet Union. Perhaps Roosevelt, as some
argue, should have conditioned aid to Russia during the war on pledges of postwar good
behavior. But the fale of the second front in
the west depended on the Red Army’s holding
down Nazi divisions in the east. and neither
Rooseveltl nor Churchill wanied to delay
Stalin’s military offensives—or to drive him to
make a separate peace with Hitler.

With the war approaching its end. the
two democratic leaders met Stalin at Yalta.
Some say that this meeting brought about the
division of Europe. In fact. far from endorsing
Soviel control of Eastern Europe, Roosevelt
and Churchill secured from Stalin pledges of
“the earliest possible establishment through
free elections of governments responsive to

the will of the people.” Stalin had to break the

Yalta agreements to achieve his ends—which
The country mourned would seem to prove the agreements were more in the Western than
I ish the Soviet interest. In fact. Eastern Europe today is what the Yalta
Declarations mandated in 1945.

Take a look at our present world. It is manifestly not Adolf Hitler’s world. His
Thousand-Year Reich turned out to have a brief and bloody run of a dozen years. It is
manifesily not Joseph Stalin’s world. That ghastly world self-destructed before our eyes.
Nor is it Winston Churchill’s world. Empire and its glories have long since vanished into
history.

The world we live in today is Franklin Roosevelt’s world. Of the figures who for
good or evil dominated the planet sixty years ago, he would be least surprised by the
shape of things at the millennium. And confident as he was of the power and vitality of
democracy, he would welcome the challenges posed by the century to come.

Franklin Delano Roosevell. said Isaiah Berlin, was one of the few statesmen in

any cenlury “who seemeil 1o have no fear at all of the future.”
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AMES JOYCE ONCE TOLD A FRIEND. “One of the things I could

never gel accustomed lo in my youth was the difference |

found between life and literature.™ All serious young readers
notice this difference. Joyce dedicated his career lo erasing il

and in the process revolutionized )
tweniieth-century fiction b}’ Paul (rray
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At age 62, the eldest of
ten Joyce children sports a
sailor suit.

The life he would put into his literature was chiefly his own. Born near Dublin in
1882, James Augustine Aloysius was the eldest of the ten surviving children of John and
Mary Jane Joyce. His father was irascible, witty, hard drinking, and ruinously improvi-
dent: his mother, a devout Roman Catholic, helplessly watched her husband and fami-
ly slide into near poverty and hoped for a happier life in the hereafter. James’s entire
education came at the hands of the Jesuits, who did a better job with him than they may
have intended. By the time the young Joyce graduated from University College, Dublin,
in 1902, he decided he had learned enough to reject his religion and all his obligations
to family, homeland, and the British who ruled there. Literature would be his vocation
and his bid for immortality.

He fled Ireland into self-imposed exile late in 1904, taking with
him Nora Barnacle, a young woman from Galway who was working as
a hotel chambermaid in Dublin when Joyce met her earlier that year.
(On hearing that his son had run off with a girl named Barnacle, John
Joyce remarked, playing on her last name, “She’ll never leave him.”
And, proving puns can be prophetic, she never did.)

Joyce departed Dublin with nearly all the narratives he would
ever write already stored in his memory. What remained for him to do
was transform this cache into an art that could measure up to his own
expectations.

As he and Nora and then their two children moved among and
around European cities—Pola, Trieste, Zurich, Rome, Paris—Jovce
found clerical and teaching jobs that provided subsistence to his fam-
ily and his writing. His first published book of fiction, Dubliners
(1914), contained fifteen stories short on conventional plots but long

on evocative atmosphere and language. A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man

(1916) provided a remarkably objective and linguistically complex account of
Stephen Dedalus, i.e., James Joyce, from his birth to his decision to leave
Dublin in pursuit of his art.
Portrait did not sell well enough to relieve Joyce’s chronic financial worries, but
his work by then had attracted the attention of a number of influential avant-gardists,
most notably the expatriate American poet Ezra Pound, who believed a new century
demanded new art, poetry, fiction, music—everything. Such supporters rallied to pro-
mote Joyce and his experimental writings, and he did not disappoint them.

He began Ulysses in 1914; portions of it in progress appeared in the Egoist in
England and the Little Review in the U.S., until the Post Office, on grounds of alleged
obscenity, cenfiscated three issues containing Joyce’s excerpts and fined the editors
$100. The censorship flap only heightened curiosity about Joyce’s forthcoming book.
Even befare Ulysses was published, critics were comparing Joyce’s breakthroughs to
those of Einstein and Freud.



Joyce received the first capy of Ulysses, with its blue binding and white lettering,
on his fortieth birthday, in 1922. Tt was his most exhaustive attempt vet to collapse the
distinction hetween literature and life.

First of all, Joyce tossed out most of the narrative techniques found in nineteenth-
century fiction. Ulysses has no diseernible plot, no series of obstacles that a hero or
heroine must surmount on the way to a happy ending. The book offers no all-knowing
narrator. a la Dickens or Tolstoy, to guide the reader—describe the characters and
settings. provide background information. summarize events. and explain, from
time to time, the story’s moral significance.

With so many traditional methoes of narrative abandoned, what was left?
Perhaps the clearest and most concise description of Joyce's technique came
from the critic Edmund Wilson: “Joyce has attempted in Ulysses to render as
exhaustively, as precisely, and as directly as it is possible in words to do,
what our participation in life is like—or rather, what it seems to us like
as from moment to moment we live.”

A first reading of Ulysses can thus he a baffling experience,
although no book more generously rewards patience and forti-
tude. Stephen Dedalus reappears. still stuck in Dublin,

dreaming of escape. Then we meet Leopold Bloom, or

‘v‘n."““

rather we meet his thoughts as he prepares breakfast for

his wife, Molly. (We experience her thoughts as she drifts *

off to sleep at the end of the hook.) :

Ulysses is the account of one day in Dublin—June 16, 1904, Despite his money .
Joyce’s private tribute to Nora, since that was the date on which :::':;;::3:::;2""

they first went out together. The hook follows the movements of not

only Stephen and Bloom but also hundreds of other Dubliners as they walk the streets.
meet and talk, then talk some more in restaurants and pubs. All this activity seems ran-
dom, a record of urban happenstance.

But nothing in Ulysses is truly random. Beneath the surface realism of the novel.
its apparently artless transcription of lifes flow, lurks a complicated plan. Friends wha
were in on the secret of Ulysses urged Joyce to share it, to make things easier for his
readers. He resisted at first: “I’'ve put inr so many enigmas and puzzles that it will keep
the professors busy for centuries arguing over what I meant, and that’s the only way of
ensuring one’s immortality.”

Joyce later relented, and so the world learned that Ulysses was, among many other
things, a modern retelling of Homer’s Odyssey, with Bloom as the wandering hero,
Stephen as Telemachus, and Molly as a Penelope decidedly less faithful than the orig-
inal. T. S. Eliot, who recognized the novels underpinnings. wrote that Joyce’s use of
classical myth as a method of ordering modemn experience had “the importance of a sci-

entific discovery.”
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Ulysses made Joyce famous, although
not always in a manner to his liking. When a
fan approached him and asked, “May [ kiss
the hand that wrote Ulysses?” Joyce said, “No,
it did lots of other things too.” But more

important, Ulysses became a source book for

twentieth-century literature. It expanded the
domain of permissible subjects in fiction, fol-
lowing Bloom not only into his secret erotic
fantasies but his outdoor privy as well.

[ts multiple narrative voices and extrav-
agant wordplay made Ulysses a virtual the-

Joyce inthe 1920s |  saurus of styles far writers wrestling with the problem of rendering con-
with Sylvia Beach,
whose Paris book-
store, Shakespeare
& Co., was the first
publisher of Ulysses.

temporary life. Aspects of Joyce’s accomplishment in Ulysses can be seen
in the works of William Faulkner, Albert Camus, Samuel Beckett, Saul
Bellow, Gabriel Garcia M4rquez, and Toni Morrison, all of whom, unlike
Joyce, won the Nobel Prize for Literature.

But the only author who tried to surpass the encyclopedic scope of Ulysses was
Joyce himself. He spent seventeen years working on Finnegans Wake, a book intended
to portray Dublin’s sleeping life as thoroughly as
Ulysses had explored the wide-awake city. This task,
Joyce decided, required the invention of a new lan- BORN February 2, 1882, in

guage that would mime the experience of dreaming. Dublin suburb

1904 Falls in love with Nora

As excerpts from the new work, crammed with mul-
Barnacle, flees with her to the

tilingual puns and Jabberwocky-like sentences,
began appearing in print, even Joyce’s champions
expressed doubts. To Pound’s complaint about
obscurity, Joyce replied, “The action of my new
work takes place at night. It’s natural things should
not be so clear at night, isn’t it now?”

Today, only dedicated Joyceans regularly
attend the Wake. A century from now, his readers
may catch up with him.

Continent
1914 Dubliners published

1916 A Portrait of the Artist as a
Young Man

1919 The U.S. Post Office seizes
magazines carrying portions
of Ulysses on grounds of
obscenity

1922 Ulysses published on
fortieth birthday

1939 Seventeen years in the
writing, Finnegans Wake
appears

DIED January 13, 1941, in Zurich



PARIS' THEATRE DES CHAMPS-ELYSEES., ON MAY 29, 1913, was the

setling of the most notorious event in the musical history of
this century—the world premiere of The Rite of Spring.
Trouble began with the playing of the first notes, in the ultra-
high register of the bassoon, as the renowned composer

Cami int-Saéns ' 1 Je g
amille Saint Saenc. (fonsplcuous y by Ph lllp Class
walked out, complaining loudly of
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the misuse of the instrument. Soon other protests became so loud
that the dancers could barely hear their cues. Fights broke out
in the audience. Thus Modernism arrived in music, its calling
card delivered by the thirty-year-old Russian composer Igor
Stravinsky.

Born in 1882 in Oranienbaum, Russia, a city southwest of
St. Petersburg, Stravinsky was rooted in the nationalistic school
that drew inspiration from Russia’s beautifully expressive folk
music. His father was an opera singer who performed in Kiev
and St. Petershurg, but his greatest musical influence was his
teacher, Nikolay Rimsky-Korsakov. The colorful, fantastic
orchestration that Stravinsky brought to his folk song—inspired
melodies was clearly derived from Rimsky-Korsakov. But the
primitive, offbeat rhythmic drive he added was entirely his own.
The result was a music never before heard in a theater or con-
cert hall.

Through Diaghilev, In 1910, Serge Diaghilev, then director of the world-famous Ballets
h t Nijinsky, S . . .
ri;:;ho :::‘sce); Russes. invited Stravinsky to compose works for his company’s upcoming sea-

Petrushka in Russia. son at the Paris Opera. The Firebird, the first 1o appear, was a sensation.

Petrushka and The Rite of Spring quickly followed. Soon Stravinsky’s auda-
ciously innovative works confirmed his status as the leading composer of the day. a posi-
tion he hardly relinquished until his death nearly sixty years later.

After leaving Russia, Stravinsky lived for a while in Switzerland and then moved to
Paris. In F939 he fled the war in Europe for the U.S.,

settling in Hollywood. In 1969 he moved to New York

| BRIEF BIOGRAPHY
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ity. (The story goes that when asked why he made BORN June 17, 1882, in

Oranienbaum, Russia

1907 Becomes Rimsky-
Korsakov's student

1970 Produces ballet The
Firebird with Diaghilev

such a move al his advanced age, he replied, “To
mutate fasier.”) Over the years, Stravinsky experiment-
ed with virtually every technique of twentieth-century

music: tonal, polytonal, and twelve-tone serialism. He

reinvented and personalized each form while adapting
the melodic styles of earlier eras to the new times. In
the end, his own musical voice always prevailed.

In 1947 Stravinsky befriended Robert Craft, a
twenty-three-year-old conductor who was to become
his chronicler, interpreter, and, oddly, his mentor in
some ways. It was Craft who persuaded Stravinsky to
take a more sympathetic view of Arnold Schoenberg’s
twelve-tone school, which led to Stravinsky’s last

great stylistic development.

1913 Premiere of ballet The Rite
of Spring causes a riot in Paris

1939 Settles in Hollywood

1957 Composes opera The
Rake's Progress using a
libretto by W. H. Auden and
Chester Kallman

1957 Creates his final ballet
masterpiece, Agon, with
Balanchine

DIED April 6, 1971; buried in
Venice near Diaghilev



In his long career, there was scarcely a musical
form that Stravinsky did not turn his hand to. He regu-
larly producee symphonies, concertos. oratorios, and an
almost hewildering variely of choral works. For me, how-
ever, Stravinsky was at his most sublime when he wrote
for the theater. There were operus, including The Rake’s
Progress, composed for a libreto by W. H. Auden and
Chester Kallman and one of a handful of twentieth-
century operas thal have found a secure place in the
repertory. The ballets also continued: the kast of his mas-
terpieces. Agon (composed for another Russian choreog-
rapher, George Balanchine), came in 1957.

I heard him conduct only once, during a program in
his honor in 1959 at New York City's Town Hall. What an
event thalt was! Stravinsky led a performanee of Les
Noces, a vocal/theater work accompanied by four
pianes—played by Samuel Barber, Aaron Copland,
Lukas Foss, and Roger Sessions. Each hrought his own
charisma to the event. but all seemed ta be in awe of

Stravinsky—as if he appeared before them with one fool

on earth and the other planted firmly on Olymyms.
He was electrifying for me too. He conducted with

an energy and vividness that completely conveyed his every musical intention. Stravinsky with
Balanchine, top left, and
dancers Fraderick Frankkin

one of my most treasured musical memories. Here was Stravinsky, a musical Maria Tallchief, and
. Alexandra Danilova.

Seeing him at thal moment, embodying his work in demeanor and gesiures. is

revolutionary whose own evolutien never stopped. There is net a composer who
lived during his time or is alive today who was 1ot touched., and somelimes transformed,

by his work.

[d
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ROBERT GODDARD WAS NOT A HAPPY MAN WHEN he read his
copy of the New York Times on January 13, 1920. For some
time, he had feared he might be in for a pasting in the press,

but when he picked up the b
vy Jeffrey Kluger

paper that day, he was stunned.



Not long before, Goddard, a physies professor at Clark
University in Worcester, Massachusetts, had published an arid
little paper on an outrageous topic, rocket travel. Unlike most
of his colleagues, Goddard believed rocketry was a viable tech-
nology. and his paper, primly titled “A Meihod of Reaching
Extreme Altitudes,” was designed to prove it. For the lay read-
er, there wasn’t much in the writing to excite interest, but at the
end, the buttoned-up professor unbuttoned a bit. If you used his
technology to build a rocket big enough, he argued, and if you
primed it with fuel that was powerful enough, you just might be
able to reach the moon with it.

Goddard meant his moon musings to be innocent enough,
but when the Times saw them, it pounced. As anyone knew, the

paper explained with an editorial eye roll, space travel was

impossible, since without atmosphere to push against, a rocket
could not move so much as an inch. Professor Goddard, it was
clear, lacked “the knowledge ladled out daily in high schools.”

Goddard seethed. It wasn't just that the editors got the science all Geddard, left, and
his brother-in-law
salvage a smashed

made him out a fool. Say what you will about a scientist’s research, but take rocket in 1927.

wrong. It wasn’t just that they didn’t care for his work. It was #hat they had

care when you defame the scientist. On that day, Goddard—who would ulti-

mately be hailed as the father of modern rocketry—sank into a quartercentury sulk
from which he never fully emerged. And from that sulk came some of the most incan-
descent achievements of his age.

Born in 1882, Goddard was a rockes man before he was a man at all. Frem child-
hood, he had an instinctive feel for all things pyrotechnic; he was intrigued by the infer-
nal powders that fuel firecrackers and sticks of TNT. Figure out how to manage that
chemical violence, he knew, and you could do some ripping-good flying.

As a student and professar at Worcester Polytechnic Institute and later at Clark,
Goddard tried to figure out just how. Fooling around with the arithmetic of propulsion,
he calculated the energy-to-weight ratio of various fuels. Fooling around with airtight
chambers, he found that a rocket could indeed fly in a vacuum. thanks to Newton’s laws
of action and reaction. Fooling around with basic chemistry, he learned, most important,
that if he hoped to launch a missile very far, he could never do it with the peor black
powder that had long been the stuff of rocketry. Instead, he would need something with
real propulsive oomph—a liquid like kerosene or liquid hvdrogen, mixed with liquid
oxygen to allow combustion to take place in the airless environment of space. Fill a mis-
sile with that kind of fuel, and you could setire black powder for good.

For nearly twenty years. Goddard’s theories were just theories. When he’d build a

rocket and carry it out to a field, it never flew anywhere at all. When he’d return to Clark,
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fizzled missile in hand, he'd be greet-
ed by a colleague asking, as was his
habit, “Well, Robert, how goes your
moongoing rocket?” When he steeled
himself to publish his work, the Times
made him wish he hadn’t.

Finally, all that changed. On
March 16, 1926, Goddard finished
building a spindly, ten-foot rocket he
dubbed Nell, loaded it into an open
car, and trundled it out to his aunt
Effie’s nearby farm. He set up the

missile in a field, then summoned an

assistant, who lit its fuse with a blow-

torch attached to a long stick. For an

Goddard, left, instant the rocket did nothing at all, then suddenly it leaped from the
d t . . . . .
ad“n'::s :‘gr:::v ground and screamed into the sky at sixty miles per hour. Climbing to an
M"‘i°°1i;‘3";‘° altitude of fosty-ene feet. it arced over, plummeted earthward, and
S.

slammed into a frozen cabbage patch 184 feet away. The entire flight last-
ed just two and a half seconds—but that was two and a half seconds longer than any lig-
uid-fueled rocket had ever managed to fly before.

Goddard was thrilled with his triumph but resolved to say little about it. If people
thought him daft when he was merely designing rockets, who knew what they’d say when
the things actually started to fly? When word nonetheless leaked out about the launch
and inquiries poured into Clark, Goddard answered each with a pinched, “Work is in
progress; there is nothing to report.” When he finished each new round of research, he’d
file it under a deliberately misleading title—*“Formulae for Silvering Mirrors,” for exam-
ple—lest it fall into the wrong hands.

But rockets are hard to hide, and as Goddard’s Nells grew steadily bigger, the town
of Worcester caught on. In 1929, an eleven-foot missile caused such a stir the police
were called. Where there are police there is inevitably the press, and next day the local
paper ran the horse-laughing headline: Moon Rocket Misses Target by 238,799 Miles.
For Goddard, the East Coast was clearly becoming a cramped place to be. In 1930, with
the promise of a $100,000 grant from financier Harry Guggenheim, Goddard and his
wife, Esther, headed west to Roswell. New Mexico, where the land was vast and the
launch weather good, and where the locals, they were told, minded their business.

In the open, roasted stretches of the Western scrub, the fiercely private Goddard
thrived. Over the next nine years, his Nells grew from twelve feet to sixteen feet to eigh-
teen feet, and their altitude climbed from 2,000 feet to 7,500 feet to 9,000 feet. He built

a rocket that exceeded the speed of sound and another with fin-stabilized steering, and
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he filed dozens of paterrts for everything from gyroscopic guidance systems By 1932, Goddard,
v g g, l é) -
second fram right,

to multistage rockets. was building rockets
By the late 1930s, however, Goddard grew troubled. He had noticed fitted with gyro-
) . . scopes. Three years
long before that of all the countries that showed an interest in roeketry, e
supersonic.

Germany showed the mest. Now and then. German engineers would contact
Goddard with a technical question or two, and he would casually respond.
But in 1939 the Germans sucklenly fell silent. With a growing concern over what might
be afoot in the Reich, Goddard paid a call on army officials in Washington and brought
along some hlms of his various Nells. He let the generals watch a few of the launches in
silence, then turned to them. “We could slant it a little,” he said simply, “and do some
damage.” The officers smiled benignly at the missile man, thanked him for his time, and
sent him on his way. The missile man, hawever, apparently knew what he was talking
about. Five years later. the first of Germanys murderous V-2 rockets blasted off for
London. By 1945. more than 1,100 of them had rained down on the ruined city.
Rebuffed by the army, Goddard spent World War 11 on sabbatical from rocketry,
designing experimental airplane engines for the navy. When the war ended, he quickly
returned to his preferred work. As his fisst order of business. he hoped 1o get his hands
on a captured V-2. Fram what he had heard., the nissiles sounded disturbingly like his
more peaceable Nells. Goddard’s trusting exchanges with German scientists had given
Berlin at least a glimpse into what he was designing. What's more. by 1945 he had filed
more than two huadred patents, all of which were available for inspection. When a cap-

tured German sciemist was asked about the origin of the V-2, he wus said to have

RUOLNID A fo g gold

[
=]
-



=
N

PLOPLE ofthe CCNTURY

responde, “Why don’t you ask your own Dr. Goddard? He knows beter than any of us.”

When some V-2s finally made their way to the U.S. and Goddard had a chance to autop-

sy one, he instantly recognized his own handiwork. “Isn’t this your rockel?” an assistant

asked as they poked around its innards. “It seems 1o be.” Goddard replied flatly.

Goddard accepted paternity of his bastard V-2, and that, as it turned out. was the

last rocket he fathered while alive. In 1945 he was found to have throat cancer, and

before the year was out, he was dead. His technological spawn, however, did not stop.

American scientists worked alongside émigré German scientists to incorporate

BRII BIOGR AP '.

BORN October 5, 1882, in
Worcester, Massachusetts

1908 Begins studying physics at
Clark University

1915 Proves that rocket engines
can produce thrust in a
vacuum

1926 Launches the first liquid-
fueled rocket to an altitude
of forty-one feet

1930 Begins working in Roswell,
New Mexico; develops
supersonic and multistage
rockets and fin-guided
steering

DIED 1945 at age sixty-two,
holding 214 patents

Goddard’s innovations into the V-2, turning the killer missile into
the Redstone, which put the first Americans into space. The
Redstone led directly to the Saturn moon rockets, and indirectly to
virtually every other rocket the U.S. has ever flown.

Though Goddard never saw a bit of it, credit would be given
him, and—more important lo a man who so disdained the press—
amends would be made. After Apollo 11 lifted off en route to
humanily’s first moon landing, the New York Times 100k a bemused
hackward glance at a tart little editorial it had published forty-nine
years before. “Further investigation and experimentation.” said the
paper in 1969, “have confirmed the findings of Isaac Newton in the
seventeenth century. and it is now definitely established that a rock-
el can function in a vacuum as well as in an atmosphere. The Times
regrets the error.” The grim Professor Goddard might not have
appreciated the humor, but he would almost certainly have accept-
ed the apology.



HE HARDLY SEEMED CUT OUT TO BE A WORKING man’s revolu-

tionary. A Cambridge University don with a flair for making

money, a graduate of England’s

exclusive Eton prep school,
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a collector of modern art, the darling of Virginia Woolf and her intellectually avant-
garde Bloomsbury Group, the chairman of a life insurance company, later a director of
the Bank of England, married to a ballerina, John Maynard Keynes—tall, charming, and
self-confident—nonetheless transformed the dismal science into a revolutionary engine
of social progress.

Before Keynes, economists were gloomy naysayers. “Nothing can be done,”
“Don’t interfere,” “It will never work,” they intoned with Eeyore-like pessimism. But
Keynes was an unswerving optimist. Of course we can lick unemployment! There’s no
reason to put up with recessions and depressions! The “economic problem is not—if we
look into the future—the permanent problem of the human race,” he wrote (liberally

using italics for emphasis).

BRIEF BIOGRAPH) Born in Cambridge, England, in 1883, the year Karl Marx
BORN June 5, 1883, in Cambridge, died, Keynes probably saved capitalism from itself and surely kept
England latter-day Marxists at bay.

1915 Accepts position in the
British Treasury

1919 Representative at Paris

His father, John Neville Keynes, was a noted Cambridge

economist. His mother, Florence Ada Keynes, became mayor of

Peace Conference Cambridge. Young John was a brilliant student but didn’t immedi-

1919 Returns to Cambridge to ately aspire to either academic or public life. He wanted to run a

teach; The Economic
Consequences of the Peace is

published

railroad. “It is so easy . . . and fascinating to master the principles
of these things,” he told a friend, with his usual modesty. But no

1936 The General Theory of railway came along, and Keynes ended up taking the civil service

Employment, Interest and

exam. His lowest mark was in economics. “I evidently knew more

Money appears

1942 Named Baron Keynes of

about economics than my examiners,” he later explained.

Tilton Keynes was posted to the India Office, but the civil service
1944 Delegate at Bretton Woods proved deadly dull, and he soon left. He lectured at Cambridge,
Canference

DIED April 21, 1946, in Firle,

England

edited an influential journal, socialized with his Bloomsbury
friends, surrounded himself with artists and writers and led an alto-
gether dilettantish life until Archduke Francis Ferdinand of Austria
was assassinated in Sarajevo and Europe was plunged into World
War [. Keynes was called to Britain’s Treasury to work on overseas finances, where he
quickly shone. Even his artistic tastes came in handy. He figured a way to balance the
French accounts by having Britain’s National Gallery buy paintings by Manet, Corot,
and Delacroix at bargain prices.

His first brush with fame came soon after the war, when he was selected to be a
delegate to the Paris Peace Conference of 1918-19. The young Keynes held his tongue
as Woodrow Wilson, David Lloyd George, and Georges Clemenceau imposed vindictive
war reparations on Germany. But he let out a roar when he returned to England, imme-
diately writing a short book, The Economic Consequences of the Peace.

The Germans, he wrote acerbically, could not possibly pay what the victers were

demanding. Calling Wilson a “blind, deaf Don Quixote” and Clemenceau a xenophobe



with “one illusion—France, and
one disillusion—mankind” (and
only at the last moment scratch-
ing the purple prose he had
reserved for Lloyd George: “this
goat-footed bard, this hali-
hunran visitor to our age from the
hag-ridden magic and enchanted
woods of Celtic antiquity™), an
outraged Keynes prophesied that
the reparations would keep
Germany impoverished and ulti-
mately threaten all Europe.

His little book sold 84,000
copies, caused a huge stir, and

made Kevnes an instant celebri-

ty. But its real import was to be
felt decades later, after the end

of World War II. Instead of repeating the mistake made almost three Keynes, second from left, hits
the airwaves in 1946 to pro-

o 3 « o o 3 o, q o w’w o o
decades before, the U.S. and Britain bere in mind Keynes'’s earlier et e e

admonition. The surest pathway to a lasting peace. they then under-

stood, was to help the vanquished rebuild. Publie investing on a grand scale would cre-
ate trading partners that could turn around and buy the victors” exports, and also build
solid middde-class democracies in Germany, Italy, and Japan.

Yet Keynes’s largest influence came from a conveluted, badly organized. and in
places nearly incomprehensible tome published in ¥936, during the depths of the Great
Depression. It was called The General Theory of Employment, Interest and Money.

Keynes’s basic idea was simple. In erder to keep people fully employed, govern-
mentis have to run deficits when the economy is slowing. That’s because the private see-
tor won’t invest enough. As their markets become saturated, businesses reduce their
investments, setting in motion a dangerous cycle: less investment, fewer jobs, less con-
sumption, and even less reason for business to invest. The economy may reach perfeet
halance, but at a cost of high uremployment and sixial misery. Better for governments
to avoid the pain in the first place by taking up the slack.

The notion that government deficits are good has an odd ring these days. For most
of the past two decades, America’s biggest worry has been inflation brought on by exces-
sive demand. Inflation soared into double digits in the 1970s, budget deficits ballooned
in the 1980s, and now a Democratic President congratulates himself for a budget sur-
plus that he wants to use to pay down the debt. But some sixty years ago, when one out

of four adults couldn’t find work, the problem was lack of demand.

AHOLNAD oytfe 31d04d

ot
S
3]



Even then, Keynes had a hard
sell. Most economists of the era reject-
ed his idea and favored balanced bud-
gets. Most politicians didn’t understand
his idea to begin with. “Practical men,
who believe themselves to be quite
exempt {rom any intellectual influ-
ences, are usually the slaves of some
defunct economist,” Keynes wrote. In
the 1932 presidential election,
Franklin D. Roosevelt had blasted

Herbert Hoover for running a deficit,

e .

-t AN N
and dutifully promised he would bal-
Keynes, center, at ance the budget if elected. Keynes’s visit to the White House two years
the Bre:t:';e“::: ] later to urge F.D.R. to do more deficit spending wasn’t exactly a blazing

success. “He left a whole rigmarole of figures,” a bewildered F.D.R. com-
plained to Labor Secretary Frances Perkins. “He must be a mathematician rather than
a political economist.” Keynes was equally underwhelmed, telling Perkins that he had
“supposed the President was more literate, economically speaking.”

As the Depression wore on, Roosevelt tried public works, farm subsidies, and
other devices to restart the economy, but he never completely gave up trying to balance
the budget. In 1938 the Depression deepened. Reluctantly, F.D.R. embraced the only
new idea he hadn’t yet tried, that of the bewildering British “mathematician.” As the
President explained in a fireside chat, “We suffer primarily from a failure of consumer
demand because of a lack of buying power.” It was therefore up to the government to
“create an eeonomic upturn” by making “additions to the purchasing power of the
nation.”

Yet not until the U.S. entered World War II did ED.R. try Keynes’s idea on a scale
necessary to pull the nation out of the doldrums—and Roosevelt, of course, had little
choiee. The big surprise was just how productive America could be when given the
chance. Between 1939 and 1944 (the peak of wartime production), the nation’s output
almost doubled, and unemployment plummeted—{rom more than 17 percent to just
over | percent.

Never before had an economic theory been so dramatically tested. Even granted
the special circumstances of war mobilization, it seemed to work exactly as Keynes pre-
dicted. The grand experiment even won over many Republicans. America’s Employment
Act of 1946—the year Keynes died—codified the new wisdom, making it “the contin-
uing policy and responsibility of the Federal Government . . .to promote maximum
employment, production, and purchasing power.”

And so the federal government did, for the next quarter-century. As the U.S. econ-
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omy boomed, the government became the natian’s economic manager and the President
its Manager-in-Chief. It became accepted wisdom that government could “fine-tune” the
economy, pushing the twin accelerators of fiscal and monetary policy in order to avoid
slowdowns, and applying the brakes when necessary to avoid overheating. In 1964
Lyndon Johnson cut taxes to expand purchasing power and boost employment. “We are
all Keynesians now,” Richard Nixon famnously proclaimed. Americans still take for
granted that Washington has responsibility for steering the economy elear of the shoals,
although it’s now Federal Reserve Chairman Alan Greenspan rather than 1he President
who carries most of the responsibility.

Keynes had no patience with economic theorists who assumed that everything
would work out in the long run. “This long run is a misleading guide to current affairs,”
he wrote early in his career. “In the long run we are all dead.”

Were Keynes alive today he would surely admire the vigor of the U.S. economy,
but he would also notice that some 40 percent of the global ecenomy is in recession and
much of the rest is slowing down: Japan, flat on its back; Southeast Asia, far poorer than
it was just two years ago; Brazil, teetering; Germany, burdened by double-digit unem-
ployment and an economic slowdown: and deelining prices worldwide for oil and raw
materials.

In light of all this, Keynes would be mystified that the International Monetary
Fund is requiring troubled Third World nations to raise taxes and slash spending, that
“euro” membership demands budget austerity. and that a U.S. President wants to hold
on to budget surpluses. You can bet Keynes wouldn’t be sdent. Dapper and distin-
guished as he was, he'd enter the fray with both fists and a mighty roar.
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COCO CHANEL WASN'T JUST AHEAD OF HER TIME. She was ahead
of herself. If one looks at the work of contemporary fashion
designers as different from one another as Tom Ford, Helmut
Lang, Miuccia Prada, Jil Sander, and Donatella Versace, one

sees that many of their strategies by Ingri d Sischv
echo what Chanel once did. I



The ways, seventy-five years ago, she mixed up the
vocabulary of male and female clothes and created fash-
ion that offered the wearer a feeling of hidden luxury
rather than ostentation are just two examples of how her
taste and sense of style overlap with today’s fashion.
Chanel would not have defined herself as a femi-
nist—in fact, she consistently spoke of femininity rather
than of feminism—yet her work is unquestionably part of
the liberation of women. She threw out a life jacket, as it
were, to women not once hut twice, during two distinct
periods decades apart: the 1920s and the 1950s. She not

only appropriated styles, fabrics, and articles of clothing

that were wom by men but alsa, beginning with how she

dressed herself, appropriaied sports clothes as part of the
language of fashion. One ean see how her style evolved
out of necessity and defiance. She couldn’t afford the
fashionable clothes of the period—so she rejected them
and made her own, using. say. the sports jackets and ties

that were everyday male attire around the racetrack,

where she was climbing her first social ladders.

It’s not by accident that she became associated with the modern In 1936, wearing a signa-
. . . ST I . . ture gown and hat of her
movement that included Diaghilev, Picasso, Stravinsky, and Cocteau. AN

Like these artistic protagonists, she was determined to break the old for-

mulas and invent a way of expressing herself. Cocteau once said of her that “she has.
by a kind of miracle, worked in fashion according to rules that would seem to have value
only for painters, musicians, poets.”

By the late 1960s, Chanel had become part of what she once rebelled against and
hated—the Establishment. But if one looks at documentary footage of her from that
period, one can still feel the spit and vinegar of the fiery peasant woman who began her
fashion revolution against society by aiming at the head, with hats. Her boyish “fapper”
creations were in stark contrast to the Belle Epoque millinery that was in vegue at the
time, and about which she asked, “How can a brain function under those things?™
Something that Chanel can never be accused of is not using her brain. Her sharp mind
is apparent in evervthing she did, from her savvy use of logos to her deep understand-
ing of the power of personadity and packaging, even the importance of being copied. And
she was alwavs quotable: “Fashion is not simply a matter of elothes. Fashion is in the
air, borne upon the wind. One intuits it. It is in the sky and on the road.”

It is fitting, somehow, that Chanel was often photographed halding a cigarette or
standing in front of her famous Art Deco wall of mirrors. Fashion tends to involve a good

dose of smoke and mirrors. so it should come as no surprise that Gahsielle Chanel’s ver-
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sion of her life involved a multitude of lies, inven-
tions, cover-ups, and revisions. But as Prada said to
me: “She was really a genius. It’s hard to pin down
exaclly why. bul it has something to do with her want-
ing to be different and wanting to be independent.”
Certainly her life was unpredictable. Even her
death—in 1971, at the age of eighty-seven in her pri-
vale quariers at the Ritz Hotel—was a plush ending
that probably would not have been predicted for
Chanel by the nuns in the Aubazine orphanage,
where she spenl time as a ward of the state after her
mother died and her father ran off. No doubt the sis-
ters al the convent in Moulins, who took her in when
she was seventeen, raised their eyehrows when the
young woman left the seamstress job they had helped

her get to try for a career as a cabaret singer. This

slinl as a performer—she was apparently charming
but no Piaf—led her to take up with the local swells

and become the backup mistress of Etienne Balsan,

Chanel, left, was a playbov who would finance her move to Paris and the opening of her first

saignée even at ] . e B . . o o |
the beach, here hat business. That arrangement gave way to a higger and better deal when
in Venice. she moved on to his friend, Arthur (*Boy”) Capel, who is said to have been

the love of her life and who backed her expansion from hats to clothes and
from Paris to the coastal resorts of Deauville and Biarritz. One of her first successes was

the loose-fitting sweater, which she belted and teamed

with a skirt. These early victories were similar 10 the | TEAMAIS RN

clothes she lad been making for herselfl—women’s BORN August 19, 1883, in French
village of Saumur

1909 Opens first shop, a
milinery, in Paris

1910 Moves to Rue Cambon,
where the House of Chanel

clothes made out of Everyman materials such as jer-

sey, usually associated with men’s undergarments.
Throughout the 1920s, Chanel’s social, sexual,

and protessional progress coniinued, and her emi-

nence grew to the status of legend. By the early 1930s RIS
1923 Debuts Chanel No. 5

1939 Closes her fashion house
when France declares war on

she’d been courted by Hollywood, gone, and come

back. She had almost married one of the richest men

PEOPLE ofthe CENTURY

in Europe, the Duke of Westminster: when she didn’t.
her explanation was, “There have been several
Duchesses of Westminster. There is only one Chanel.”
In fact, there were many Coco Chanels, just as her
work had many phases and many styles, including

Gypsy skirts. over-the-lop fake jewelry, and glittering

Germany

1945 Exiled to Switzerland for
her love affair with a Nazi
officer

1954 Launches successful
comeback

DIED January 10, 1971, in Paris



evening wear—made of crystal and jet beads laid over black and white georgette
crepe—not just the plainer jersey suits and “little black dresses” that made her famous.
But probably the single element that most ensured Chanel’s being reniembered, even
when it would have been easier to write her off, is not a piece of elothing but a form of
liquid gokd—Chanel No. 5, in its Art Deco bottle, which was launched in 1923. It was
the first perfume to bear a designez’s name.

One could say perfume helped keep Chanel’s name
pretty throughout the period when her reputation got ugly:
World War 11. This is when her anti-Semitism, homopho-
bia (ever though she herself dabbled in bisexuality), and
other base inelinations emerged. She responded to the war
by shutting down her fashion business and hooking up
with Hans Gunther von Dincklage, a Nazi officer whose
favors ineluded permission to reside in her beloved Ritz
Hotel. Years later, in 1954, when she decided to make a
comeback, her name still had “disgraced” attached to it.

Depending on the source, Chanel’s return to the
fashion world has been variously attributed to falling per-
fume sales. disgust ai what she was seeing in the fashion
of the day, or simple boredom. All these explanations seem
plausible. and so does Karl Lagerfeld’s theory of why, this

time around, the Chanel suit met such phenomenal suc-

cess. Lagerfeld—who designs Chanel today and who has

turned the cempany into an even bigger, more tuned-in

busmess than it was before—points out, “By the 1950s she had the benefit Chanel, left, theee
of distance. and so could truly distill the Chanel look. Time and culture had :::z::eg;r
caught up with her.” comeback.

In Europe, her return to fashion was deemed an utter flop at first, but
Americans couldn’t buy her suits fast enough. Yet again Chanel had put herself into the
yolk of the zeiigeist. By the time Katharine Hepburn played her on Broadway in 1969,

Chanel had achieved first-name recognition and was simply Coco.
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WHEN ELEANOR ROOSEVELT JOURNEYED TO NEW YORK CITY a

week afier her husband’s funeral in April 1945, a cluster of
reporters were waiting at the deor of her Washington Square
apartment. “The story is over,” she said simply, assuming that
her words and opinions would no longer be of interest once
her husbhand was

by Doris Kearns Geodwin

dead and she was no



longer First Lady. She could not have been more mistaken. As the years have passed,
Eleanor Roosevelt’s influence and stature have continued to grow. Today she remains a
powerful inspiration to leaders in both the civil rights and women’s movements.
Eleanor shattered the ceremonial mold in which the role of the First Lady had tra-
ditionally been fashioned, and reshaped it around her own skills and her deep commit-
ment to social reform. She gave a voice to people who did not have access to power. She
was the first woman to speak in front of a national convention, to write a syndicated col-

umn, to earn money as a lecturer, to be a radie commentater, and to hold regular press

conferences.

The path to this unique position of power had not been easy.
The only daughter of an alcoholic father and a beautiful but aleof
mother who was openly disappointed by Eleanor’s lack of a pretty
face, Eleanor was plagued by insecurity and shyness. An early mar-
riage to her handsome fifth cousin once removed, Franklin
Roosevelt, increased her insecurity and took away her one source of
confidence: her work in a New York City settlement house. “For ten
years, | was always just getting over having a baby or about to have
another one,” she later laniented, “so my occupations were consider-
ably restricted.”

But thirteen years after her marriage. and after bearing six

children, Eleanor resumed the search for her identity. The voyage

BRIEF BIOGRAPIHY

BORN October 11, 1884, in New
York City

1905 Marries distant cousin
Franklin Delano Roosevelt

1918 Discovers F.D.R.'s affair
with Lucy Mercer

1932 F.D.R,, crippled by polio
since 1921, is elected
President; Eleanor becomes
his eyes and ears

T948 Helps secure passage of
the U.N.'s Universal
Declaration of Human Rights

D1ED Novembes 7, 1962, in New

began with a shock: the diseovery in 1918 of love letters revealing York City
that Franklin was involved with Lucy Mercer. “The bottom dropped

out of my ewn particular world.” she later said. “l faced myself, my

surroundings, my world. honestly for the first time.” There was talk of divorce, but when
Franklin promised never lo see Lucy again, the marriage continued. For Eleanor a new
path had epened, a possibility of standing apart from Franklin. No longer would she
defme herself solely in terms of his wants and needs. A new relationship was forged, on
terms whoily different from the old.

She turned her energies to a variety of reformist organizations, joining a circle of
post-suffrage feminists dedicated to the abolition of child labor, the establishment of a
minimum wage, and the passage of legislation 1o protect workers. In the process she dis-
covered that she had talents—for public speaking, for organizing, for articulating social
problems. She formed an extraordinary constellation of lifelong female friends, who
helped to assuage an enduring sense of loneliness. When Franklin was paralyzed by
polio in 1921, her political activism became an even more vital force. She became
Franklin's “eyes and ears.” traveling the country gathering the grasseoots knowledge he
needed to understand the people he governed.

They made an exceptional team. She was more earnest. less devious, less patient.

less fun, more uncompromisingly moral; he possessed the more trustworthy political tal-
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ent, the more finely tuned sense of timing, the
better feel for the citizenry, the smarter
understanding of how to get things done. But
they were linked by indissoluble bonds.
Together they mobilized the American people
to effect enduring changes in the political and
social landscape of the nation.

Nowhere was Eleanor’s influence
greater than in civil rights. In her travels
around the country, she developed a sophisti-
cated understanding of race relations. When
she first began inspecting New Deal programs
in the South, she was stunned to find that
blacks were being systematically discriminat-
ed against at every turn. Citing statistics to
back up her story, she would interrupt her
husband at any time, barging into his cocktail
hour when he wanted only to relax, cross-
examining him at dinner, handing him memos

to read late at night. But her confrontational

style compelled hini to sign a series of execu-
tive orders barring discrimination in the

Henoring the bays administration of various New Deal projects. From that point on, African-
back from the war

in June 1942, Americans’ share in the New Deal work projects expanded, and Eleanor’s

independent legacy began to grow.

She understood. for instance, the importance of symbolism in fighting
discriminatior. In 1938, while attending the Southern Conference for Human Welfare
in Birmingham, Alabania, she refused to abide by a segregation ordinance that required
her to sit in the white section of the auditorium, apart from her black friends. The fol-
lewing vear, she publicly resigned from the Daughters of the American Revolution after
it barred the black singer Marian Anderson from its auditorium.

During World War II, Eleanor remained an uncompromising voice on civil rights,
insisting that America could not fight racism abroad while tolerating it at home.
Progress was slow, but her continuing intervention led to breadened opportunities for
blacks in the factories and shipyards at home and in the armed forces overseas.

Eleanor’s positions on civil rights were far in advance of her time: ten years before
the Supreme Court rejected the “separate but equal” doctrine, Eleanor argued that
equal facilities were not enough: ““The basic fact of segregation, which warps and twists

the lives of our Negro population. [is] itself discriminatory.”
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There were other warps and twists that caught her eye. Long hefore the contem-
porary women’s movement provided ideological argumeats for women’s rights, Ileanor
instinctively ehallenged institutions that failed to provide equal opportunity for women.
As First Lady, she held more than
three hundred press conferences
that she cleverly restricted to
women journalists, knowing that
news organizations all over the
country would be forced to hire
their first female reporter in order
to have access to the First Lady.

Through her speeches and
her columns, she provided a power-
ful voice in the campaign to recruit
women workers to the factories dur-
ing the war. “If | were of debutante
age, | would go into a factory, where
| could learn a skill and be useful,”
Eleanor told young women, cau-

tioning them against marrving too

hastily before they had a ehance to

expand their horizons. She was instrumental in securing the first government | En route to a picnic in 1948,
funds ever allotted for the building of child care centers. And when women

workers were unceremoniously fired as the war came to an end, she fought to stem the

tide. She argned on principle that everyone who wanted to work had a right to be pro-

ductive, and she railed against the closing of the child care centers as a shortsighted

response to a fundamental social need. What the women workers needed, she said, was

the courage to ask for their rights with a loud voice.

For her own part, she never let the intense criticism that she encountered silence
her. “If I ... worried about mudslinging, I would have been dead long ago.” Yet she
insisted that she was not a feminist. She did not believe, she maintained. that “women
should be judged, when it comes to appointing them or electing them. purely because
they are women.” She wanted to see the country “get away from considering a man or
woman from the point of view of religion, color, or sex.” But the stosy of her life—her
insistence on her right to an identity of her own apart frem her husband and her family,
her constant struggle against depression and insecurity, her ability ta turn her vulnera-
bilities into strengths—provides an enduring example of a feminist who transcended the
dictates of her times to become one of the century’s mast powerful and effective advo-

cates for social justice.
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DAN QUAYLE WOULD HAVE LOVED LOUIS B. MAYER. a man for

whom the words family values had real meaning. Motherhood,
the Stars-and-Stripes, and God were equal parts of a lifelong
strategy that would establish Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer as the
industry’s dominant film factory, from the silent era through

the talkies revolution. While b)’ Budd Schulberg

the other early moguls were



simply trying to make the best movies thev could, young Mayer was an ideologue intent
on using the power of the new medium to exert what he considered the preper moral
influence on the American public.

Mayer went west in 1918, just after the first wave of Hollywood pioneers. He had
been on the move since his threadbare family left its Cossack-riddern Ukrainian village
in the late 1880 and a few vears later settled in St. John. New Brumswick. There his
father, Jacob Mayer, struggled as a junkwman. Little Louie. half starved. battled anti-
Semitic bullies and helped his father—whom he despised as much as he adored his
mother. Eseaping St. Johhn in his late teens, he moved on to Boston, where he discovered
the nickelodeon, the embryo of the moving picture business. Quick to seize his oppor-
tunities in the voung business of film distribution, Mayer earned a breakthrough
$500,000 by puiting up $50.000 for a lopsided 90 percent of the New England ticket
sales on the first movie blockbuster, The Birth of a Nation. Now ready to produce his
own pictures, he inveigled a popular actress, Anita Stewart, into breaking her contract
with Vitagraph, and in 1918-19 starred her in a series of teary films at the modest stu-
dio leased from the Selig Zoo in downtown Los Angeles, where my father, B. P.
Schulberg. joined him in the now vanished Mayer-Schulberg Studio in 1920.

A major step up for Mayer was entertainment tycoon Marcus Loew’s reaching out
to him as commanding officer of a new company merging Metro and Goldwyn, with
Mayer soon adding his big M to the mix. He raised the contract system to a state of the
art, using it to rule over a stable of stars who were legally bound to the company for
years. In L.B.’s studio, with frail, dedicated leutenant Irving Thalberg at his side, L.B.
worked hard to project himself as a father figure to his extended family of stars, direc-
tors, and producers.

He was the master manipulator, and it was generally acknowledged that of all the
great actors on the lot—the Barrymores, Spencer Tracy, Lon Chaney, Garbo—L..B. was
number one. When Robert Taylor tried to hit him up for a raise, L.B. advised the young
man to work hard, respect his elders, and in due time he’d get everything he deserved.
L.B. hugged him, cried a little. and walked him to the door. Asked, “Did you get your
raise?” the now tearful Taylor is said to have answered. “No, but I found a father.”

There were ways to get to him. When ingenue Ann Rutherford asked for a sup-
plement to her modest salary in the highly profitable Andy Hardy series, L.B. began his
familiar ploy. Then Rutherford took out her little bank book. showed him her meager
savings, and said she had promised her mother a house. Mother was the magic word.
[.B. embraced her, but chastely; down his cheeks came the obligatory tears: and
Rutherford left with her raise.

Mayer was building a roster of househald names that almost lived up to MGM’s
slogan, “More stars than there are in heaven™ Judy Garland, Clark Gable, Joan
Crawford, Elizabeth Taylor, Katharine Hepburn, Lana Turner. the Marx Brothers, Ava

Gardner, and, of course, Garbo. L.B.’s personal discovery.
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He kept them in line with hand holding and falling to his knees in tears, but if that
failed, he’d reverse field, as he did with Gable. When Gable was getting $1,000 a week
and wanted $5.000, L.B. blackmailed him by threatening to reveal to Gable’s wife,
Rhea, his affair with Crawford. Both knew Gable was worth $12,000, but he settled for
$2,000. The indentured servitude had its benefits, though, for the kind of power that
L..B. wielded on the studio lot extended to local politics. When a drunken Gable hit and
killed a pedestrian near Hollywood Boulevard, L.B. sent Gable into hiding and then
conspired with the local DA to have a minor executive take the rap in return for staying
on the payroll for life at a higher salary. A pliant press hushed the story.

While L.B.’s moral code was complicated, his zeal was not. When his biggest star
at the time, Jack Gilbert, used the word whore in reference to his co-star Mae Murray,
and then—gasp—about his own mother, the president of MGM rushed from around his
desk and knocked down his million-dollar meal ticket.

Having learned not to say ain’t or use double negatives or drop

| BRIEF BIOGRAPH) his Gs. a more polished 1..B. found a new role model in Herbert

BORN July 4, 1885, in Minsk, Hoover. He worked so effectively for Hoover that he dared hope he

Russia

1907 Buys and rebuilds a movie
theater near Boston

1917-18 Starts Louis B. Mayer

might be the new President’s choice as ambassador to England. An
ambassadorship to Turkey was dangled, but Mayer chose to oversee

his studio’s triumphant transition from silence to sound: “Garbo

Pictures; first release: Virtuous Talks!” The Mayers did claim the privilege of being Hoover’s first

Wives

1924 with Marcus Loew, forms
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer;

guests at the White House. From then on L.B. felt free to phone the

President, and frequently did. to make suggestions for running the

Goldwyn backs out government.
1925 Signs Greta Garbo Meanwhile he was cashing in on his conviction that morality
1932 Rift with production chief sold. With films like the Andy Hardy series, featuring teenage star
Irving Thalberg divides studio

1948 Relinquishes control of
MGM; retires in 1951

DIED October 29, 1957, in Los

Angeles

Mickey Rooney, sage father Judge Hardy (Lewis Stone), and charm-
ing mother (Fay Holden). Mayer was defining American society
according to his fantasies. He took his responsibility for American
values so seriously that when Rooney, a precocious womanizer and
partygoer, got out of hand, L.B. was overheard screaming at him,
“You're Andy Hardy! You’re the United States! You're Stars-and-Stripes! You’re a sym-
bol! Behave yoursel{!”

But as praise and profits soared, a conflict was building between Mayer and his
brilliant production chief, Thalberg. An intense perfectionist who never lost his school-
boy looks. Thalberg oversaw MGM’s record-breaking hits: The Big Parade, Ben-Hur,
Grand Hotel, and Mutiny on the Bounty. Thalberg was increasingly resistant to playing
Andy to Mayer’s Judge Hardy. By 1936, Mayer was the highest-salaried executive in
America, breaking the million-dollar barrier. Thalberg felt entitled to an equal share. For
his part, L.B. had hegun to resent the prevailing opinion that Thalberg was the genius

behind MGM’s achievements, and Mayer the engineer who kept the plant humming.



By the nid-1930s. MGM was divided between Maver Jovalists and

“Thalberg people.” and by the time the strong-willed. weak-hearted

halberg collapsed and went to Europe for treatment. he anel his former
mentor were o longer speaking to each other. When Thalberg returned,
Maver offered a production deal in place of his old job. An angry Thalberg

threatened to leave MGM. It was ai this impasse that he died at age thirty-

Mayer (front row,
center) had stars
galore at MGM and
used bath fatherly
persuasion and
blackmail to keep
them in line.

seven. L.B. ¢ried, sent a spectacular spray of gardenias to the Tuneral, and. soon after.

remarked to my mother, “God saw fit to take Irving away.”

God wasn’t L.B.s co-pilot: he was his senior partner. reaching out to remove those

who dared get in L.B.s way. For almost fifteen vears. L.B. would continue to reign at

MGM. With a host of prize-winning and profitable films. MGM’s decline as Film Factory

Number One was almost imperceptible. But in the postwar years. the Maver formula of

sentimental famity fare and glossy romantic productions was wearing thin,
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The golden years of the moguls were coming to an end too. The government forced
the industry to divest its lucrative theater chains, and top stars and directors were
demanding the profit participation that Mayer & Co. had always denied them. Mayer
was forced to accept writer-producer Dore Schary in Thalberg’s old job, and at first it
seemed once again that Mayer
had found the son he had always
wanted. But the liberal Schary
found L.B. an overbearing and
stultifying influence. A bitter
showdown prompted Loew’s suc-
cessor, Nick Schenck, to make a
choice. To Mayer’s shock,
Schenck picked Schary.

After twenty-seven years
of arbitrary power, L.B. was out.
Even his vaunted patriotism had
now become shrill. He identified
with right-wing fanatic Senator
Joe McCarthy and opposed
General Eisenhower as too mod-
erate at the 1952 GOP conven-
tion. When Mayer died in 1957,

the apostle of family values left a

contentious, meanspirited will

As Mayer's MGM began making disinheriting family members, inchuding his daughter Edith, because of her
talkies, the studio’s t rk . 1: N0 5 .
aliozsw':;;r::; f:,d:;::d. husband’s liberal politics. No happy ending there. No movie star hero to set

everything right at the rosy fade-out.

Had L.B. been making his own movie. it would have been different. He knew how
to turn American life mto pipe dreams. But give the devil his due: this self-inflated,
ruthless. and cloyingly sentimental monarch presided over the most successful of all the
Hellywood dream kactories, leaving a legacy of classic, inimitable films that defined

America’s aspirations, if not its cealities.
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IN 1940. THE YEAR CHARLES EDWARD MERRILL founded the firm

we now know as Merrill Lynch & Co., he was fifty-four years
old and had already lived an extraordinarily productive and
visible life. A poor boy from the

by Joseph Nocera

backwaters of Florida, Merrill
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was forced to leave college by lack of
funds. But he schemed his way to Wall

TO INVEST SHOW

THE STORY OF MONEY AT WORK

Street and made himself wealthy by the
time he was thirty-one.

He was the first investment
banker to realize that chain stores
would one day dominate retailing, and
he got rich by underwriting (and often
controlling) such future powerhouses as
S.S. Kresge (now Kmart) and Safeway
Stores. He set up one of America’s first
wire houses—brokerage firms with
branch offices in different cities con-
nected to the main office by Teletype.

He was also the first big-name
Wall Streeter to predict the Great Crash
of 1929. Indeed, in the months leading
up to the Crash, Merrill pleaded (to no

avail) with President Calvin Coolidge to

Merrill preached the gospel speak out against speculation. By February 1929, Merrill was so sure
of stocks at county fairs and

PO the end was near that he liquidated his firm’s stock portfolio, an act

that made him famous in October, when the Crash finally came.

Merrill made the gossip pages as regularly as the financial pages. By 1940, he had
been married three times, had had countless affairs (“recharging my batteries” was his
euphemism for philandering), and had sired three children, the youngest of whom,
James Merrill, became one of America’s finest poets. A short, self-absorbed, prideful,
flamboyant fellow—*“Good Time Charlie Merrill,” his friends called him—he had the
unconscious expectation that Great Men always have: that he should be at the center of
any orbit he entered. And so he was. As his son once wrote, “Whatever he decided to
serve, the victim was meant to choke it down and be grateful.”

Merrill can’t be dismissed as a moneybags who made a lucky guess on the Crash.
He truly deserves to be remembered for what he did during that second career of his,
the one that began when he was deep into middle age. In founding Merrill Lynch—his
partner and sidekick, Edmund C. (“Eddie”) Lynch, was a soda fountain equipment
salesman—Maerrill created an important and enduring institution. But more than that,
he started the country down an important and enduring path.

Merrill, you see, was the first person to openly advocate that the stock market
should not just be a plaything for Wall Street insiders but should also be an avenue for
the broad mass of Americans. Decades before founding Merrill Lynch, he coined the

phrase “Bringing Wall Street to Main Street.” For the last seventeen years of his life,
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that’s what he tried to achieve with his new firm, which became a laboratory for his
grand experiment. Today when we conjure up the names of the great Amertcan finan-
ciers, we tend to think of people like J. P. Morgan and Warren Buffett and even Michael
Milken. But none of them had the effect en American life that Charlie Merrill had. In
fact, they’re not even close.

Can there be any doubt that the democratization of the markets is the single most
profound financial trend of the past half-century? The statistics certainly bear this out:
by some measures, half of America’s households now invest, compared with orly 16 per-
cent in 1945, and mutual funds alone hold more of America’s financial assets than
banks do. Indeed, a strong argument can be made that the small investor, far more than
the professional trader, is the true foundation upon which the modermn bull market has
heen built.

Look at how fixated we’ve become with the daily ups and downs of the Dow—how
our hearts race when the markel is up and how we sag when the market does. Or look
at how we’ve turned mutual fund managers like Peter Lynch into celebrities. Most of all,
look at the exiraordinary extent to which we now rely on stocks to furd our retirement,
send our kids to college, and allow us to bead the kind of comfortable lives we view as
middle-class. We believe in the market today with something approaching religious
faith.

Which, it turns out, 1s a pretty fair description of how Merrill always viewed the
market. Its ability to create wealth broadly was to him an undeniable proposition. And
while this is now a more or less universal truth, it was not always so. During the first
part of this century, after all, the Street was largely a rigged game. Insiders manipulat-
ed the market from behind the curtains, behavior that, while unseemly, was legal then.
Small investors were scorned—or fleeced. Yet Merrill was untouched by the cynicism
that pervaded Wall Street. Like so many Ameriean visionaries, he was marked by naive
and exaggerated optimism that was unshakable. even in the face of the darker reality he
saw all around him.

Did the events of the Roaning Twenties and the Great Depression change Merrill’s
views? Quite the contrary. The Crash proved that people should have listened to him
instead of to those charlatans who encouraged investors to borrow so heavily and to
speculate so wildly. And if Americans had soured on the market by the end of the
1930s—-and how could they not as the Dow Jones average lost 60 percent of its value
and people came to see how rotten the game had been—Merrill eventually came to the
conclusion that someone would have to rekindle the country’s faith in the market. He
turned to the enly man he thought capable of the task: himself.

In retrospect, Merrill Lynch was really Charlie Merrills bully pulpit, the platform
from which he could preach the virtues of the stock market and show the country that
the small investor could get a fair shake on Wall Street. “Demystification had been the

key to [my father’s| great suceess,” James Merrill later wrote in his memoir. “No more
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mumbo-jumbo from Harvard men in paneled rooms; let the stock market’s workings
henceforth be intelligible even to the small investor.” To that end. the firm published an
endless stream of reports, magazines, pamphlets—11 million pieces in 1955 alone—
with titles like How to Invest. Under Merrill the firm gave seminars across the country,
with child care provided so that both hushand and wife could attend. It sel up tents in

county fairs. It ran a brokerage on wheels. Once, it even gave away stock in a contest

sponsored by Whealies.

I BR1EF BloGRAPHY |

BORN OQctober 19, 1885, in Green
Grove Springs, Florida

1914 Earns his first fortune
financing future powerhouses
S.S. Kresge (Kmart) and
Safeway

1928 Worried by specutation,
tells clients to sell portfolios
months before the Crash

1940 Founds firm now known as
Merrill Lynch & Co., vowing to
bring "Wall Street to Main
Street”

DIED 1956; at his death, his firm
boasts 115 offices

By Merrill’s death. in 1956, the firm had some 400.000
clients and had hecome the largest brokerage in the country. But
Merrill died a sorely disappointed man. Wall Street had not rushed
1o follow his example, as he had hoped, and the majority of the
country, still scarred by the memory of the Depression, was nol
ready to plunge back into stocks. He was simply too far ahead of
his time.

There are many other people—mutual fund pioneer Ned
Johnson at Fidelity Investments and discount broker Charles
Schwab, to name two—who over the course of the next forty years
helped push Waull Street and Main Streel closer together. Yet for all
their innovations, they remain at hottom Merrill's heirs. Their mod-
ern invesling mantra is the same basic message he preached so
many years ago—that people should invest for the long haul; that
they should have a clear understanding of the companies they are

huying: that despite the hair-raising ups and downs. stocks have

historically outperformed every other form of investment. Today the stock market no
longer helongs 1o insiders. 1t belongs to all of us. We all now partake in its gains, just

as we share in its losses

and who amnong us would argue that it should be any other

way? Good Time Charlie Merrill’s lonely voice has become America’s common wisdom.
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EVER SINCE HE WAS A FRAIL CHILD with a disproportionately big
head, David Ben-Gurion was always clear about his next
move, aboul the Jewish people’s deslination, about the link
between his steps and the deliverance |

by Amos Oz

of the Jews in their biblical homeland.
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The prime minister
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makes a military
point.

Ben-Gurion ached to be an intellectual; during the most dramatic years of his

leadership, he gulped philosophy books, commented on the Bible, flirted with
Buddhism, even taught himself ancient Greek in order to read Plato in the original; he
had a relentless curiosity about the natural sciences (but no taste for fiction or the fine
arts). He would quote Spinoza as if throwing rocks at a rival. Verbal battle, not dialogue,
was his habitual mode of communication. Rather than a philosopher, he was a walking
exclamation mark, a tight, craggy man with a halo of silvery hair and a jawbone that pro-
jected awesome willpower and a volcanic temper.

He came from the depressed depths of small-towr Polish-Jewish life, which he left
behind in 1906. Inspired by a Hebrew-Zionist upbringing, shocked by anti-Semitic
pogroms in Eastern Europe, he went to Turkish Palestine “to build it and be rebuilt by
X,” as was the motto of those days. He became a pioneer, a farmhand. active with early
Zionist-socialist groups. At age nineteen he was what he would remain all his life: a sec-
ular Jewish nationalist who cembined Jewish messianic visions with sociahst ideals, a
man with fierce ambition for leadership, extraordinary tactical-pelitical skills, and a sar-
castic edge rather than a sense of humor.

In 1915 Ben-Gurion, expelled from Palestine for his nationalist and socialist
activities, chese to go to New York City, where he hastily taught himself English and
plunged head-on into perpetrating the local Zionist-socialist movement. Yet his author-
itative, almost despotic character and his enchantment with Lenin’s revolution and lead-
ership style were tempered during his three years in the U.S. by the impact American
democracy left on him. Many years later, Ben-Gurion, who was urged by some country-

men to “suspend” democracy more than once, refused to do so.




After World War I he returned to Palestine, now governed by Britain and—after
1920—designated by the League of Nations as a “National Home” for the Jewish peo-
ple. He rose to prominence in the growing Zionist-socialist movement. The increasing
anti-Semifism in Europe during the 1920s and 1930s sent waves of Jewish immigrants
into the couniry. Furious Arab leaders launched a rebellion against the Bntish and a
holy war on the Jews. Much earlier than others, Ben-Gurion recegnized the depth and
rationale of Arab objection to Zionism: he was aware of the tragic nature of a clash
between two genuine claims to the same land. His position on this can be described nei-
ther as hawkish nor dovish: he saw the creation of an independent homeland for the
homeless Jewish people as, first and foreniost, a crueial provision for the survival of per-
secuted Jews.

At the cost of being labeled a traitor (by extremtsts on the right) and an oppor-
tunist (by the dogmatic left), he was ready to go a long way 1o accommodate the Arabs.
Yet he was one of the first to fosesee that in order for the Jews to avoid a showdown with
the Arabs or to survive such a showdown, they must set up a shadow state and a shad-
ow military force.

Ben-Gurion was the great architect and builder of both.

Throughout the tragic years from 1936 to 1947, while millions of

BORN October 16, ¥886, in

Jews were rounded up and murdered by the Germans, denied asylum czarist-ruled Peland

by almost all nations, and barred by the British from finding a home 1906 Settles in Palestine

in Palestine, he subtly orchestrated a complex strategy: he mspired 1918 Returns after three years in
tens of thousands of young Jews from Palestine to join the Biitish US., organizes support for a

future Jewish nation

1948 Elected as first Prime

army in fighting the Nazis, but at the same time authorized an under-

ground agency to ship Jewish refugees into the country. As the British Minister of the new state of
were intercepting, deporting, and locking away these survivors of the Israet
Nazi inferno in barbed wire detention camps, world opinion grew 1953 Resigns as Prime Minister

more and more sympathetic to the Zionist prescription for the plight

phere that led to the 1947 U.N. resolution, partitioning Palestine into DIED December 1, 1973

a Jewish state and an Arab state.

But even before the British left, attacks on Jews were unleashed
all over the country. On May 14, 1948, in accordance with the U.N. resolution, Ben-
Gurion proclaimed lIsrael’'s independence, ignoring last-minute admonitions from
Washington and overruling doomsday predictions by some of his closest associates.
Within hours, military forces of five Arab nations invaded lsrael, joining Palestinian
militias in an openly deelared attempt to destroy the Jews. It was the wost of several
Israeli-Arab wars: 1 percent of the Jewish population died, as well as thousands of
Arabs. More than half a milkon Palestinians lost their homes; some fled, some were
driven out by Israeli forces.

Ben-Gurion’s iron-will leadership during the fateful one and a half years of that

touch-and-go war turned him from “first among equals™ in the Zionist leadership into a

BRIEF BIOGRAPHY

1956 Back in power, orders

. . invasion of Gaza Strip and
of the Jews. This strategy helped bring abeut the favorable atmos- Sinai Peninsala
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The founding father,
with Golda Meir.
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modern-day King David. The crux of his leadership was a
lifelong, partly successful struggle to transplant a tradition of
binding majority rule in a painfully divided Jewish society
that for thousands of years had not experienced any form of
self-rule, not even a central spiritual authority. In the early
years of the slale, many Israelis saw him as a combination of
Moses, George Washington, Garibaldi, and God Almighty.
In admirers as well as vehement opponents, Ben-Gurion’s
wrathful-father personality evoked strong emotions: awe,
anger, admiration, resentment. When | first met him in 1959, 1 was mesmerized by his
physical intensity: he was a mercurial man, almost violently vivacious. There was a fist-
like tightness to his argument: bold, peasant-simple, piercing, seductively warm, and,
for one or two gracious moments, revealing his cheerful, childlike curiosity.

Between 1949 and 1956, Arab states drew Israel into a cyele of guerrilla attacks
and retaliatory raids. In 1956 Ben-Gurion, aware of an Egyptian military buildup, esca-
lated the conflict by storming the Sinai Peninsula. The operation was coordinated with
a French-British assault on Egypt. To Arabs, this was further proof of Israel as a tool of
imperialism. To Israelis, this was Ben-Gurion’s way of securing eleven relatively peace-
ful years.

The swift military victory in the Six Day War of 1967 evoked unruly territorial
appetiles and an ebsession with holy sites. The Old Man, well into his eighties, raised
his voice for the last time. Keep Jerusalem undivided, he said, but otherwise we must
suppress our yearnings for the newly gained regions; we must relinquish them in return
for peace. The October War of 1973 came as a nemesis, a harsh slap of reality, undoing
the post-1967 lsraelt arrogance and moral callousness. Ben-Gurion died a few weeks
aftes that war, while a wounded, deflated Israel was mourning its heavy losses and enter-
ing a long period of soul searching.

Can this identity crisis be traced back to Ben-Gurion and the founding mothers
and fathers of Israel? Were they no more than a bunch of lunatics, attempting to perform
on a twenlieth-century stage a bizarre blend of biblical yearnings, nineteenth-century
nationalism, socialism, and Jewish messianism? Did Ben-Gurion devote his life to a
fleeting, surreal vision of resurrecting the Jewish people as a modern, democratic nation
in their ancient land?

The dream is a reality now—albeit a flawed, disappointing reality. Perhaps it is in
the nature of dreams and visions to remain magnificently flawless only for as long as
they are unfulfilled. Ben-Gurion always wanted Israel to become a “Light unto the
Nattons,” an exemplary polity abiding by the highest moral standards. He himself, and
his Israel. could hardly live up to such expectations. But he was, to borrow a literary
term, a fanlastic realist who gave his people an elemental, Old Testament leadership

during the most fateful haf-century in their history.
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tE corBUSIER LOVED ManmaTTAN. He loved its newness, he loved

e L

its Carlesian regularity, above all he loved its tall huildings.
He had only one reservation, which he revealed on landing
in New York City in 1935. The next day, a headline in the
Herald Tribune informed its readers that the celebrated archi-
tect finds American sky- 4 .
L TN kel by Wite!ld Rybczynski

| scrapers much loo small.



THE KENNEDY €LAN. THE PREEMINENT AMERICAN political

family of our time, seems lo be cast in the slars, the distant
stuff of legend. But look down. They march ever more numer-
ous among us. There’s a spot on Washington's infamous

Beltway where an unsuspecting by Huoh Sidey
family might find their children in J ?



school with a couple of Joseph and Rose Kennedy's fifty-four
great-grantlchildren. That same family could be the neigh-
bors of Emice Kennedy Shriver. one of the Kennedy clan’s
five surviving originals (there were nine). It could be served
in the Maryland assembly by delegate Mark Shriver, nephew
of the martyred John Kennedy (and one of twenty-nine grand-
children of Joe and Rose). And it could fall under the grow-
ing political hand of Kathleen Kennedy Townsend, oldest
child of the muardered Robert Kennedy. now Masyland’s lieu-
tenant governor and touted for higher office.

Members of such a Beltway family would have as good
a chance as not to pass Ethel Kennedy. Bobby’s widow and
still the exuberant duchess of Hickory Hill, while driving to
work along the Potomac River parkways. And if in the
media or & lobbying business (a reasonable likelihood in

that neighborhood), he or she would sooner or later sit down

with Massachusetts Senator Ted Kennedy or his son, Rhode

Island Congressman Patrick Kennedy. now in the House
ng y

leadership, to make a little political rain. Naturally, while attending one of Cur House, the
. . . . . White House: John
those rites of pretentious power, like the Alfalfa Club dimer, our not-so- and John Jr. in the
Oval Office.

mythical Beltway denizens would look across a crowded ballroom or two and
marvel at the intense stir created by the wrrival of Caroline Kennedy
Schlossherg or, when he lived, the young Adonis, John Kennedy, the children of
Camelot whose mythical allure swells with every surge of tabloid headlines.

The Kennedy clan is embedded in American political culture of the past half-
century like no other family. They arrived at that power base through cold calculation
and the blunt instrument of their immense wealth but also because of honerable service
to the nation, their reckless exuberance and glamour—and family tragedy bevond mea-
sure. The founding father of the clan, Joseph Kennedy, came from immigrant stock with
all the eccentric genius and anger of his blighted kin, but he was touched by the magic
of America. He went to the elitist Boston Latin School; on to Harvard; and then in the
Roaring Twenties, with little regard for ethics or even the law, plunged into the worlds
of banking and moviemaking. He cashed in before the market crash of 1929, When
Franklin Roosevelt called Joe to Washington to clean up the Securities and Exchange
Commission, somebody asked F.D.R. why he had tapped such a crook. “Takes one to
catch one,” replied Roosevelt. Kennedy did a superb job.

When Joe’s second son, John F. Kennedy. was ready to make his run for the pres-
idency, the family fortune was estimated to be between $360 million and $500 million,
one of the world’s great private hoards. I never felt the Great Depression firsthand,”

Senator Kennedy said as he campaigned in 1960. “I learned about it at Harvard.™ By
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Power cousins:
Patrick, son of Ted,
and Joe, son of

Robert.

then, the moneymaking was clearly of secondary importance in the
Kennedy ambitions. “None of my children give a damn about busi-
ness,” Joe said with pride. “The only thing that matters is family. |
tell them that when they end this life, if they can count their friends
on one hand, they will be lucky. Stick with family.”

There was magic in that moment in history. Old Joe, whose
methods and money were more suspect than ever, stayed out of sight
while that handsome clan captivated America. Rose and her daugh-
ters gave teas and speeches; Bobby ran Jack’s campaign; and Ted
gallivanted across the West riding broncos and making ski jumps.

And the young senator’s wife, Jackie, shivered in the cold blasts of

Wisconsin, wearing her designer
sheaths and elbow-length shell
gloves, beautiful, hushed, and
unyielding in her honesty about where she came
from and who she was.

In power, the Kennedys strode over their fail-
ures—the Bay of Pigs, the Berlin Wall—with hard-
ly a sidelong glance. John Kennedy’s popularity
grew, resting on eloquent speeches, his ravishing
fanily, and his toughness in national security affairs
and against racism as civil rights upheavals seized
the nation. “Jack’s the luckiest kid I know,” rasped
Old Joe one day in New York City after the dark
summer of 1961. “He has learned most of the les-
sons of being President right at the start.”

But the luck ran out in Dallas at noon on
November 22, 1963. Kennedy’s assassination would
cut short the promise, would unleash a Niagara of
probes and books and movies, and suddenly
Camelot would be tarnished with tawdry revelations
about John Kennedy’s careless sexual indulgences.
But oddly, the legend of the Kennedy clan would
soar above it all. There was enough honest devotion
to the American ideal; there was enough honor and
courage to carry it beyond the failures. The legend
had been seared in the Dallas death throes. And

then again in Los Angeles as a second brother fell.

BRIEF BIOCRAPHY

1888 Joseph P. Kennedy born in
East Boston

1891 Rose Fitzgerald born

1914 Joe Kennedy marries Rose
Fitzgerald

1917 Second son, John F.
Kennedy, born

1943 | F K. heroics save his crew
at sea in Pacific war

1944 Eldest son, Joe Jr., dies in
crash in England

1953 Jacqueline Bouvier weds
J.FK.

1961 ).FK. inaugurated
1963 ).FK. assassinated

1965 Robert and Edward
Kennedy become first brothers
to serve together in the
Senate in 162 years

1968 R.FK. assassinated; Jackie
Kennedy marries Aristotle
Onassis

1969 Ted Kennedy's
Chappaquiddick crisis; Joe
Kennedy dies

1994 Jacqueline Kennedy
Onassis dies

1995 Rose Kennedy dies in
Hyannis Port, Massachusetts

1999 John Kennedy Jr. and his
wife, Carolyn, die in plane
crash.



It was passed down as tribal wisdom to many children. It was the Holy Brotherly charisma: Jack,
Bobby, and Ted in 1960.

Grail for the swelling ranks of the Kennedys themselves.

The family marched en, but all so human, ne media blinders this
time. There was Chappaquiddick, the tragedy that disgraced Ted. And
there was just plain dysfunction in the families of Old Joe’s grandchildren, which had
so often heen pictured as a healthy, endearing gene pool of American strength and
enthusiasm—raucous but right. There were divorees, bizarre sexual escapades, and
tragic accidents, all of them strewn acress the tabloids and blared worldwide by the talk
show hoses. Even in the waning months of the cemtury came hearthreak bevond mea-
sure for the family: the death of John Kennedy Jr., his wife and ker sister, killed in the
crash of his private plane, which he was piloting en the way 1o Martha’s Vineyard.

But beyond ihese interludes of griel and scandal 1s the fact that most of the
surviving members of the Kennedy elan live worthy lives, the nuniber of their family and
personal debacles far helow the national average. Most of the adults have advanced
degrees of some sost. Virtually all the clan of proper age has been involved at some point
in public service. The great fortune of Joe Kennedy has heen divided inte trusts, and
while it provides the family with ease in education and travel, it does not put any of them
in today’s ranks of the super-wealthy, the super-indolent, the super-arrogant. The adven-
ture of public service still is the clan’s most powerful impulse. “More exciting than any-
thing I've done,” said Old Joe a fong time ago. The call is heard unto the fourth gener-

ation.
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IN 1670 ANDREW ELIOT LEFT EAST CORER in Somerset, England,

for Boston. Two hundred and eighteen years later, his direct
deseendant, Thomas Stearns Eliot—who would become the
most celebrated English-language poet of the century—was

born in St. Louis, Missouri, to
, by Helen Vendler
a businessman and a poel,



Henry and €harlotte Eliot. Although young
Tom was brilliantly educated in English
and European literature and in Eastern
and Western philosophy and religion. he
fled—in his mid-twenties—the career in
philosophy awaiting him at Harvard, and
moved to Ewngland. There he maried
(disastrously). met the entrepreneurial
Ezra Pound, and. while warking at Llovds
Bank, brought out Prufrock and Other

Observations. Five years later. after a nerv-

ous breakdown and a stay in a Swiss sanaterium in Lausanne, he With Alec
. . Guinness, right,
published The Waste Land. Modern poetry had struck its note. who starred in his
Not everyone was impressed. Dorothy Wellesley, writing to 1949 play, The
: Cocktail Party.

W. B. Yeats, said petulantly, “But Eliot. that man isn’t modern.
He wrings the past dry and pours the juice down the throats of those who are either too
busy. or toa creative to read as much as he does.™ “The juice of the past™ isn’t a bad
description of the lifeblood of The Waste Land; hut it was a past so disarranged—with
the Buddha next to St. Augustine., and Ovid next to Wagner—that a reader felt thrust
into a time machine of disorienting simultaneitv. And the poem had an unsett!ing habit
of saying, out of the blue, “Oed” und leer das Meer.” or something even more peculiar.
It ended, in fact. with a cascade of lines in different languages—English, Italian, Latin,
French, Sanskrit. Still, readers felt the desperate spiritual quest behind the poem—and
were seduced by the unerring musicality of its free-verse lines.

The Waste Land was a deeply unoptimistic, un-Christian, and therefore un-
American poem, prefaced by the suicidal words of the Cumaean Sibyl. [ want to die.”
It is, we could say. the first Euro-poem. In its desolation at the breakup of the Judeo-
Christian past, the poem turns for salvation to three Hindu precepts: Give, Sympathize.
Control. But on the way to its ritually religiows close (“Shantih, shantih, shantih™), it
films a sueeession of loveless or violent or failed sexual unions—among the educated
(“My nerves are bad tonight™) and the uneducated (“He. the young man carbuncular,
arrives”), and in the poet’s own life (“ysur heart would have responded/Gaily™). It
speaks of an absent God and of a dead father: Eliot’s recently dead father had left cap-
ital outright to the other children, but permitted his wayward son onlv the interest on his
portion.

It annoyed Eliot that The Waste Land was interpreted as a prophetic statement: he
referred to it tsomewhat disingenuously) as “just a piece of rhythmical grumbling.” Yet
World War | had intervened between the writing of most of the poems included m
Prufrock and the composition of The Waste Land: and in a 1915 letter to Conrad Aiken,

Eliot had said, “The War suffocates me.” Whether or not Eliot had written down the
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Eliot's mother, center, and Armageddon of the West, he had showed up the light-
sister visited him fer the

first time in England in 1921, weight poetry dominating American magazines. Nothing

could have been further from either bland escapism or
Imagist stylization than the music-hall syncopation (“O ) O O that Shakespeherian
Rag”) and the pub vulgarity (“What you get married for if you don’t want children™) of
The Waste Land. Eliot's poem went off like a bomb in a genteel drawing room. as he
intended it to.

How could The Waste Land—and the sad poems, almost as peculiar, that followed
it (from The Hollow Men to Little Gidding)—sueceed to such an extent that by 1956 the
University of Minnesota needed to stage his lecture there in a basketball arena? The
astonishing growth of literacy between 1910 and 1944 certaindy helps ts explain the rise
of an audience for Modernist writing. But it was an audience chiefly of fiction readers.
Fiction had claimed “real life,” and in 1910 poetry was subsisting, for the most part, en
vague appeals to nature and to God. Though from 1897 on, Edwin Arlington Rdbinsen
had been writing his grim. intelligent poetry of American failures (“Miniver Cheevyv”
among them), he was not a popular American poet: Joyce Kilmer and Edgar Guest were
the poets who sold.

Lovers of poetry in the pre-Modernist era had been surviving on a thin diet of
either Platonic idealism or a post-1890s “decadence,” and it was felt that barbaric and
businesslike America could not equal the sephistication of England. Eliot’s vignettes of
modern life (some sardonic, some elegiac), and his meditation on eonsciousness and its
aridities, reclaimed for American poetry a terrain of close observation and complex

intelligence that had seenred lost. The hearthreak under the poised irony of Eliot’s work



themselves.

was not lost on his audience, who suddenly felt

that in understanding Elfot, they understood

The discontinuous and “impersonal”
Eliat of course provdked rebellion in some
poets. John Berryman wrote, “Let’s have nar-
rative, and at least one dominant personality,
and no fragmentation! In shon, let us have
something spectacularly NOT The Waste

Land.” But other younger poets disagreed.

The poet had a happy life Charles Wright, this year’s Pulitzer Prize poet, first read

with his second wife, Valerie

the Four Quartets (Eliot’s World War II poems in the army

base library in Verona, ltaly. “I loved the music; I loved

the investigaticn of the past,” he says. “The sound of it was so beau-
tiful to me.” The voice of the Quartets—meditative, grave, sorrewful,
but also dry, experienced, and harsh—has been important to poets
from Wright to John Ashbery. because it allowed the conversational
tone of everyday life to enter into the discussion of the deepest sub-
jects.

After Eliot’s unhappy marriage and separation (Vivienne Eliot
died in a mental hospital), he was haptized in the Anglican church,
and his poetry became more arthodox. Eventually, he could no longer
summon the intense concentration of heart, mind, and imagination
necessary te produce significant poeiry, and e subsided into the ver-
sifier of Old Possum’s Book of Practical Cats—ironically, the work by
which he is now most widely known in the U.S., thanks to its popu-
larization in the musical Cats. He was a formidably intelligent critic
of literature and cultuare, though he did not escape—any more than

we can ourselves—the limitations and prejudices of his time and his

BRIEF BIOGCRAPHY

BORN September 26, 1888, in St.
Louis, Missouri

1914 Moves to England; meets
Ezra Pound

1917 Publishes Prufrock and
Other Observations

1922 Publishes The Waste Land

1927 Is confirmed in the Church
of England and becomes a
British subject

1948 Awarded the Nobel Prize
for Literature and the British
Order of Merit

DIED January 4, 1965
1981 Cats opens in London

upbringing. He sent the stock of the seventeenth-century poets soaring while arguing

against the Romantie notion of “self-expression” in favor of a poetry that was severe and

classical.

Eliot died in 1965. He chose to be buried in East Cdker with his ancestors,

remaining the uanrepentant exile whose Americanness—his Protestant New England,

his St. Louis, his Mississippi River—can be seen better by hindsight than # could when

he was alive.
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NOT BEING A PROFESSIONAL HISTORIAN, I take on this essay

with fear and trembling. That’s because, although defeated,

although dead, this man is

frightening, by Elie Wiesel



What was the secret of his power over his listeners? His demagogic appeal to
immoderation, 1o excess, and to simplifying hate? They spoke of his intuitive powers
and his “luck” (he escaped several attempts on his life).

Adolt Hitler or the incarnation of absolute evil: this is how future generations will
remember the all-powerful Fihrer of the criminal Third Reich. Compared with him. his
peers Mussolini and Franco were novices. Under his hyprotic gaze, humanity crossed a
threshold from which one could see the abyss.

At the same time that he terrorized his adversaries, he knew
how to please, impress, and charm the very interlocutors from whom
he wanted support. Diplomats and journalists insist as much on his
charm as they do on his temper tantrums. The savior admired by his
own as he dragged them into his madness. the Satan and extermninat-
ing angel feared and hated by all others, Hitler led his people to a
shameful defeat without precedent. That his political and strategic
ambitions have created a dividing line in the history of this turbulent
and tormented century is undeniable: there is a before and an after.
By the breadth of his crimes, which have attained a quasi-ontological
dimension. he surpasses all his predecessors: as a result of Hitler,
man is defined by what makes him inhuman. With Hitler at the head
of a gigantic laboratory, life itself seems to have changed.

How did this Austrian without title or position manage to get
himself elected head of a German nation renowned for its civilizing mission? How to
explain the success of his cheap demagogy in the heart of a people so proud of having
inherited the genius of a Wolfgang von Goethe and an Immanuel Kant?

Was there no resistance to his disastrous projects? There was. But it was toa fee-
ble. 100 weak. and too late to succeed. Germun society had rallied behind him: the judi-
cial, the educational, the industrial, and the economic establishments gave him their
support.

Few politicians of this century have aroused. in their lifetime. such love and so
much hate: few have inspired so much historical and psychological research after their
death. Even today, works on his enigmatic personality and his cursed career are best-
sellers everywhere. Some are good. others are less good. but all seem to sespond to an
authentic curiosity on the part of a public haunted by memory and the desire te under-
stand.

We think we know everything about the nefarious forces that shaped his destiny:
his unhappy childhood, his frustrated adolescence: his artistic disappeintments: his
wound received on the front during World War I: his taste for spectacle. his constant dis-
dain for social and military aristocracies: Iis relationship with Eva Braun. who adored
him: the cult of the very death he feared: his lack of scruples with regard to his former

comrades of the SA, whom he had assassinated in 1934: his endless hawed of [ews,

Born in Austria,
Hitler moved

to Germarty at
twenty-four.
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Storm troopers,
with Hitler in the
1920s, loved him.

whose survival enraged him—each and every phase of his official and private life has
found its chroniclers. its hiographers.

And yet. There are, in all these givens, elements that escape us. How did this
unstable paranoid find it within himself to impose gigantic hope as an immutable ideal
that motivated his nation almost until the end? Would he have come to power if
Germany were not going through endless economic crises, or if the winners in 1918 had
not imposed on it conditions that represented a national humiliation against which the
German patriotic fiber could only revolt?

We would be wrong to forget: Hitler came to power in January 1933 by the most
legitimate means. His National Socialist Party won a plurality in the parliamentary elec-
tions. The aging Field Marshal Paul von Hindenburg allowed him, at age forty-three. to
form the new government. marking the end of the Weimar Republic. And the beginning
of the Third Reich. which, according to Hitler. would last one thousand years.

From that moment on, events cascaded. The burning of the Reichstag came only
a little hefore the openings of the first concentration camps. established for members of
the opposition. Fear descended on the country and squeezed it in a vise. Great wrilers.
musicians. and painters went inlo exile to France and the U.S. Jews with foresight emi-
grated toward Palestine. The air of litler’s Germany was becoming more and more suf-
focating. Those who preferred to wait. thinking that the Nazi regime would not last.
could not last. would regret it later, when it was 100 late.

The fact is that Hitler was beloved by his people—not the military, at least not in
the beginning. but by the average Germans who pledged to him an affection. a tender-
ness. and a fidelity that hordered on the irrational. It was idolatry on a national scale.
One had to see the crowds who acclaimed him. And the women who were attracted to
him. And the young who in his presence went into ecstasy. Did they not see the hateful
mask that covered his face?
Did they not divine the
calastrophe he bore within
himself?

Violating the Treaty of
Versailles, which limited the
German army to 100.000
men. Hitler embarked on a
rearmament program of mas-
sive scale: fighter planes,
tanks. submarines. His goal?
It was enough to read Mein
Kampf, writlten in prison

after the ubortive coup of



1923 in Munich. to divine its contours: to become, once again, a global Hitler speaking to
. . . the Reichstag,
superpower, capable and desirous of reconquering lost territory, and 1942,

others as well.
And the free world let it happen.

His army entered the Rhineland in 1936. A tangible reaction from France and

Britain would have led 1o his fall. But since nothing happened, Hitler plaved on the

“cowardice”™ of democratic principles. That cowardice was confirmed by the shameful

Munich Agreement, by which France and Britain betrayed their alliance with
Czechoslovakia and abandoned it like a deadweight. At every turn, Hitler derided his
generals and their lack af audacity. In 1939 he stupefied the ertire world by reaching a

aonaggression pact with Stalin. Though they had never met, the two dictators appeared

te get along perfectly; it was said that a sort of empathy existed between them. Poland

paid the price of this unnatural “friendship”; cut in two, it ceased to exist as a state.

Hitler alsc counted on Stalin’s naiveté. In a sense he was right. According to all

witnesses, Stalin had total confidence in Hitler. To
humor Hitler's extreme anti-Semitic sensibilities, the
Soviet hierarchy withdrew eertain Jews, such as
Maxim Litvinov, the Soviet Foreign Minister. from the
international scene. Stalin’s order to honer the com-
mercial agreements between the two countries was
scrupulously executed. at all levels, until the begin-
ning of hostilities: the lay of German aggression, one
still saw Soviet trains stuffed with raw materials head-
ing toward German factories.

Was Hitler shrewder than Stalin? Certainly he
was more tenacious tham his French amd British
adversaries. Winston Churchill was the only man of
state who unmasked Hitler immediately and refused

w let himself be duped by Hitler’s repeated promises

BRIEF BIOGRAPHY
BORN April 20, 1889, in Braunau
am Inn, Austria

1919 Helps form the Nazi Party
in war-weakened Germany

1923 Leads an abortive putsch in
Munich beer hall

1924 Starts writing Mein Kampf
in prison

1933 Becomes dictator of
Germany, prepares the nation
for war and a “Final Solution”
to the *Jewish prablem”

1938 Invades Poland and starts
World War (I

DIED 1945, a suicide
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that this time he was making his “last territorial
demand.”

And yet. In his own “logic,” Hitler was persuaded
for a fairly long time that the German and British peo-
ple had every reason to get along and divide up spheres
of influence throughout the world. He did not under-
stand British obstinacy in its resistance to his racial
philosophy and to the practical ends it engendered.

In fact., he wanted to swallow up Russia, Poland,

Ukraine, and the Baltic countries to augment lebens-
raum: Germany’s vital space. But then why did he

He married Eva launch his destructive war against London? Why did he declare
Br:‘:;;;:::;': war against the U.S.? Solely to please his Japanese ally? Why did

he mandate a policy of cruelty in the Soviet territories occupied
by his armies, when certain segments of the population there were ready to greet them
with flowers? And finally. why did he invest so much energy in his hatred of Jews? Why
did the night trains that took them to their death have priority over the military convoys
that were taking badly needed troops to the front? His dark obsession with the “Jewish
question” and its “Final Solution” will be long remembered, for it has evocative names
that paralyze men’s hearts with terror: Auschwitz, Treblinka, and Belzec.

After Rommel’s defeat in North Africa, after the debacle at Stalingrad, and even
when the fandings in Normandy were imminent, Hitler and his entourage still had the
mind to come up with the Final Solution. In his testament, drafted in an underground
bunker just hours before his suicide in Berlin, Hitler returns again to this hatred of the
Jewish people that had never left him.

But in the same testament, he settles his score with the German people. He wants
them to be sacked, destroyed. reduced to misery and shame for having failed him by
denying him his glory. The former corporal become commander-in-chief of all his
armies and convinced of his strategic and political genius was not prepared to recognize
his own responsibility for the defeat of his Reich.

His kingdom collapsed after twelve years in a war that remains the most atrocious,
the most brutal, and the deadliest in history. But which, by the same token, allowed sev-
eral large figures to emerge. Their names have become legendary: Eisenhower, De
Gaulle, Monigomery, Zhukov, Patton . . .

But when later we evoke the twentieth century, among the first names that will
surge to mind will be that of a fanatic with a mustache who thought to reign by selling

the seul of his people to the thousand demons of hate and of death.
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who wouldn’t?—pose this touch question: Suppose you ma
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IF YOU WOULD LIKE TGO WATCIH PHILOSOPHERS SQUIRM

either a) solve a major philosophical problem so conclusively
that there is nothing left 10 say (thanks to you, part of the
field closes down forever, and you gel a footnote in history);
or b) write a book of such |

bv Daniel Dennett

tantalizing perplexity and
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controversy that it stays on the required reading list for centuries to come. Which would
you choose? Many philosophers will reluctantly admit that they would go for option b).
If they had to choose, they would rather be read than right. The Austrian philosopher
Ludwig Wittgenstein tried brilliantly to go for a) and ended up with b).

The revolution in mathematical logic early in the twentieth century opened up a
delicious prospect: a rigorous science of meanings. Just as the atomic theory in physics
had begun to break matter down into its constituent parts and show how they fit togeth-
er to produce all the effects in nature, logic held out the promise of accounting for all
meaningful texts and utterances—from philosophy and geometrical proofs to history
and legislation—by breaking them into their logical atoms and showing how those parts
fit together (in an ideal language) to compose all the meanings there could be.

As a young engineering student in England, Wittgenstein saw the hope of the new
mathematical logic, and rushed to Cambridge to become the protégé of Bertrand
Russell, whose monumental Principia Mathematica (1913), written with Alfred North
Whitehead, was an attempt to reduce all mathematics to logic. Wittgenstein’s first book,

published in England in 1922, the even more grandly titled

TRIE AT P Tractatus Logico-philosophicus, went even further, and was thought
' R F BIOGRAP

BORN April 26, 1889, in Vienna

1912 Moves to Cambridge to
study with Bertrand Russell

by him, and by some of his admirers, to have brought philosophy to
an end, its key problems definitively solved once and for all. Some

“philosophical” propositions could be readily expressed and eval-

1918 Completes the Tractatus uated within his system, and those that couldn’t—among them,
during active service in World metaphysical riddles that had bedeviled philosophers for cen-
War |

1920 Works first as a
schoolteacher, then as a

gardener

turies—were nonsense.
Wittgenstein returned to Austria to become a schoolteacher.

But the worm of doubt soon gnawed, and he returned to England in

1929 Returns to Cambridge as a 1929 to declare dramatically that he had got it all wrong the first

lecturer and begins work on
Philosophical Investigations

time. The “later Wittgenstein™ spent the next eighteen years ago-

DIED 1951 in Cambridge nizing in front of a small Cambridge seminar of devoted and trans-

fixed students, who posed curious questions that he then

answered—or pointedly did not answer—with wonderfully austere
if often enigmatic aphorisms. An obsessive perfectionist, Wittgenstein worked and
reworked his notes and left his second masterpiece, Philosophical Investigations, for
posthumous publication in 1953. Both books will be required reading as far into the
future as any philosopher could claim to see.

The family into which Wittgenstein was horn in 1889 was one of the wealthiest in
Vienna, and young Ludwig grew up in a hothouse atmosphere of high culture and priv-
ilege. Brahms and Mahler were frequent visitors to the palatial family home, and
Ludwig’s brother Paul, a concert pianist who lost an arm in World War I, commissioned

works for the left hand by Richard Strauss, Ravel, and Prokofiev. It was during the war



that Ludwig, a volunteer in the Austrian
artillery, completed the Tractatus shortly
before he was captured and taken prison-
er. Always an ascelic, he gave away his
inheritance, relying on the generosity of
his Cambridge champions, Russell and
John Maynard Keynes, to secure academ-
ic employment for him, living frugally and
in later life being cared for by his disci-
ples.

You know from the moment you
open the Tractatus that it is something
special. Each left-hand page is in

German, faeing its English translation on

the right, and the sentences are num-

bered. using a hierarchical system that

tells you this is a formal proof. The book begins straightforwardly enough: “1. While on leave from

. . ar e ) . . . . . the army in 1918,
The world is everything that is the case.” tIn German, it makes a memorable Wittgenstein, right.
rhvining conplet: Die Welt ist alles. was der Fall ist.) And it ends with an end- visited his family,
L . . B one of the wealthiest
ing to end all endings: *7. Whereof one canmot speak, thereof one must he in Vienna.

silent.”

In between. there is some tough sledding. Wittgenstein draws a distinction
between what can be said, using words, and what can only be shown, and this raises the
inevitable question: Does the Tractatus, as a text. say things that can’t be said? Maybe.
The next-to-last proposition is a famous shecker: *6.54. My propositions are elucidato-
ry in this way: he who understands me finally recognizes them as senseless, when he has
climbed out through them, on them, over them. ¢He must so to speak throw away the lad-
der. after he has climbed up on it.) He must surmount these propositions; then he sees
the world rightly.”

Did this mean that the wonderful dreant of logical atomism—a science of mean-
ings—was hopeless? Or that there was much less to be said than one might have
thought? Or what?

When Wittgenstein returned to philosophy in 1929, it was with the message that
thre rigorous methods of pure logic could get no grip on the problems of philosophy: “We
have got onto slippery ice where there is no friction and so in a certain sense the con-
ditions are ideal, but also, just because of that, we are unable to walk. We want to walk:
so we need friction. Back to the rough ground!” Where hefore he had favored explicit
logical rules. now he speke of language games, governed by tacit mutual understanding,

and he proposed to replace the sharp boundaries of set theory with what he called fam-
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ily resemblances. “Philosophy is a battle against the bewitchment of our intelligence by
means of language,” he declared, and language hewitches us by enticing us to concoct
“theories™ to solve philosophical problems that arise only “when language goes on hol-
iday.”

Wittgenstein set out in particular to subvert the seductive theories about mind and
consciousness that philosophers since Descartes had puzzled and battled over. Again
and again in Philosophical Investigations, he catches his interlocutors in the act of being
suckered by their overconfident intuitions about what their words mean—what their
words must mean, they think—when they talk about what’s going on in their own minds.
As he says, “The decisive moment in the conjuring trick has been made, and it was the
very one that we thought quite innocent.” (Today’s neuroscientists fall into these same
traps with stunning regularity, now that they have hegun trying
to think seriously about consciousness. Unfortunately,
Wittgenstein’s work has not been appreciated by many scien-
tists.) But didn’t his own antidote to such theories constitute a
theory of the mind? That is just one of many quandaries and
paradoxes he has left behind for posterity.

In 1939, Wittgenstein’s Cambridge seminar on the foun-
dations of mathematics included a brilliant young mathemati-
cian, Alan Turing, who was giving his own course that term on
the same topic. Turing too had been excited by the promise of
mathematical logic and. like Wittgenstein, had come to see
that it had limitations. But in the course of Turing’s formal

proof that the dream of turning all mathematics into logic was

Portrait of the strictly impossible, he had invented a purely conceptual device—now known
thi t 0 . . 0 . . 00
twen:;:n:‘ ,  as a Universal Turing Machine—that provided the logical hasis for the digital

computer. And whereas Wittgenstein’s dream of a universal ideal language for

expressing all meanings had heen shattered, Turing’s device actually achieved
a somewhat different sort of universality: it could compute all computable mathemati-
cal functions.

Happily. in those days before tape recorders, some of Wittgenstein’s disciples took
verbatim notes, so we can catch a rare glimpse of two great minds addressing a central
problem from opposite points of view: the problem of contradiction in a formal system.
For Turing, the problem is a practical one: if you design a bridge using a system that
contains a contradiction, “the bridge may fall down.” For Wittgenstein, the problem was
about the social context in which human beings can be said to “follow the rules” of a
mathematical system. What ‘Turing saw, and Wittgenstein did not, was the importance
of the fact that a computer doesn’t need to understand rules to follow them. Who “won™?
Turing comes off as somewhat flatfooted and naive, but he left us the computer, while
Wittgenstein left us . . . Wittgenstein.



Some will say that in the longer run, Wittgensteins legacy will prove to be the
more valuable. Perhaps # will. Wittgenstein, like any other charismatic thinker, contin-
ues to attract fanatics who devote their life to disagreeing with one another (and, pre-
sumably, with my brief summary) about the ultimate meaning of his words. These dis-
ciples cling myopically to their Wittgenstein, not realizing that there are many great
Wittgensteins 1o choose from. My hero is the one who showed us new ways of being sus-
picious of our own convictions when confronting the mysteries of the mind. The fact
remains that one’s first exposure to either the Tractatus or Philosophical Investigations
is a liberating and exhilarating experience. Here is a model of thinking se intense. se

pure, so self-critical that even its mistakes are gifts.
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EVERY FEW WEEKS. OUTSIDE THE MOVIE THEATER in virtually

any American town in the late 1910s, stood the life-size card-
board figure of a small tramp—outfitted in tattered, baggy
pants, a cutaway coat and vest, impossibly large, worn-out
shoes, and a battered derby hat—Dbearing the inscription

“I am here today.” An advertise- by Ann Douslas
ment for a Charlie Chaplin film &



was a promise of happiness, of that precious, almost shocking moment
when art delivers what life cannot, when experience and delight
become synonymous, and our investments yield the fabulous, unmerit-
ed bonanza we never get past expecting.

Eighty years later, Chaplin is still here. In a 1995 werldwide sur-
vey of film critics, Chaplin was voted the greatest actor in movie histo-
ry. He was the first, and to date the last, person to control every aspect
of the filmmaking process—founding his own studio, United Artists,
with Douglas Fairbanks, Mary Pickford, and D. W. Griffith, and pro-
ducing, casting, directing. writing, scoring, and editing the movies he
starred in. In the first decades of the twentieth century, when weekly
moviegoing was a national habit, Chaplin more or less invented global
recognizability and helped turn an industry into an art. In 1916, his
third year in films, his salary of $10.000 a week made him the highest
paid actor—possibly the highest paid person—in the world. By 1920,
“Chaplinitis,” accompanied by a flood of Chaplin dances. songs, dolls,
comic books, and cocktails, was rampant. Filmmaker Mack Sennett
thought him “just the greatest artist who ever lived.” Other early admir-
ers included George Bernard Shaw, Mareel Proust, and Sigmund Freud.
In 1923 Hart Crane, who wrote a poem about Chaplin, said his pan-
tomime “represents the futile gesture of the poet today.” Later, in the
1950s, Chaplin was one of the icons of the Beat Generation. Jack
Kerouac went on the road because he too wanted to be a hobo. From
1981 to 1987, IBM used the Tramp as the logo to advertise its venture
into personal computers.

Born in London in 1889, Chaplin spent his childhoed in shabby furmished rooms,
state poorhouses, and an erphanage. He was never sure who his real father was; his
mother’s husband, Charles Chaplin, a singer, deserted the family early and died of alco-
holism in 1901. His mother, Hannakh, a small-time actress, was in and out of mental kes-
pitals. Though he pursued learning passionately in later years, young Charlie left scheol
at ten to work as a mime and roustabout on the British vaudeville circuit. The poverty
of his early years inspired the Tramp’s trademark costume, a creative travesty of formal
dinner dress suggesting the authoritative adult reimagined by a clear-eyed child, the
guilty class reinvented in the image of the innocent one. His “little fellow” was the
expression of a wildly sentimental, deeply felt allegiance to rags over riehes by the star
of the century’s most conspicuous Horatio Alger scenaria.

From the start, his extraordinary athleticism, expressive grace, impeccable tim-
ing, endless inventiveness, and genius for hard work set Chaplin apart. In ¥910 he made
his first trip to America, with Fred Karno’s Speechless Comedians. In 1913 he joined

Sennett’s Keystone Studios in New York City. Although his first film, Making a Eiving
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Charlie enjoys a sylvan (1914), brought him nationwide praise. he was unhappy with the
idyll, complete with
nymphs in the 1919 film

Sunnyside. Sennett’s specialty. The advent of movies in the late 1890s had

slapstick speed. cop chases, und bathing beauty escapades that were

brought full visibility to the human personality, to the corporeal self
that print, the dominant medium before film. could only describe and abstract. Is a
Sennett comedy. speechlessness raised itself to a rackel, but Chaplin instinctively
understood that visibility needs leisure as well as silence 10 work its most intimate
magic.

The actor. not the camera, did the acting in his films. Never a formal innovator,
Chaplin found his persona and plot early and never totally abandoned them. For thir-
teen years, he resisted talking pictures. launched with The Jazz Singer in 1927. Even
then, the talkies he made. among them the masterpieces The Grear Dictator (1940),
Monsieur Verdoux (1947). and Limelight (1952), were daringly far-flung variations on his
greatest silent films. The Kid (1921), The Gold Rush (1925). The Circus (1928), and City
Lights (1931).

The terrifyingly comic Adenoid Hynkel (a takeoff on Hitler). whom Chaplin
played in The Great Dictator, or M. Verdoux. the sardonic mass murderer of middle-aged
women, may seem drastic departures from the “little fellow,” but the Tramp is always

ambivalent and many-sided. Funniest when he is most afraid. mincing and smirking as




he attempts to placate those immune to pacification, constantly susceptible to repro-

gramming by nearby bodies or machines, skidding around a corner or sliding seamless-

ly from a pat to a shove while desire and doubt chase each other across his face, the

Tramp is never unselfconscious, never free of calculation, never anything but a hard-

pressed if often divinely lighthearted member of an endangered species, entitled to any

means of defense he can devise. Faced with a frequently malign universe, he can never

quite bring himself to choose between his pleasure in the improvisatory shifts of strate-

gic retreat and his impulse to love some creature palpably weaker

and more threatened than himself. BEIEF BIOGRAPHY

When a character in Monsieur Verdoux remarks that if the BORN April 16, 1889, in London

unborn knew of the approach of life, they would dread it as much 1913 Accepts job with Mack

as the living do death, Chaplin was simply spelling out what we've Sennett’s Keystone Studios
known all along. The Tramp, it seemed, was mute not by necessity 1915 The Tramp debuts
but by choice. He’d tried to protect us from his thoughts, but if the 1919 Forms United Artists with

Mary Pickford, Douglas
Fairbanks, and D. W. Griffith

1940 First talkie: The Great
mania for control, that the eruelest of ironses attend the most heart- Dictator

times insisted that he tell what he saw as well as what he was, he

could only reveal that the innocent chaos of camedy depends on a

felt invocations of pathos. Speech is the language of hatred as 1952 Denied reentry into U.S.;
e s settles in Switzerland
e g N s 1972 Returns to U.S. t t
On Chaplin’s first night in New York in September 1910, he s o S

special Oscar

walked around the theater district, dazzled by its lights and move- 1975 Knighted by Queen
ment. “This is it!” he told himself. “This is where I belong!™ Yet he Elizabeth I
never became a U.S. citizen. An internationalist by temperament DIED December 25, 1977

and fame, he considered patriotism “the greatest insanity that the

world has ever suffered.” As the Depression gave way to World War

11 and the Celd War, the inereasingly politicized message of his films, his expressed
sympathies with pacifists, communists, and Seviet supporters, became suspect. It didn’t
help that Chaplin, a bafflingly complex and private man, had a weakness for voung girls.
His first two wives were sixteen when he married them; his last, Oona O™Neill, daugh-
ter of Eugene O’Neill, was eighteen. In 1943 he was the defendant in a public, pro-
tracted paternity suit. Denouncing his “leering, sneering attitude” toward the U.S. and
his “unsavory” morals, varieus public officials, citizen groups, and gossip columnists
led a boycott of his pictures.

J. Edgar Hoover’s FBI put together a dossier on Chaplin that reached almost two
thousand pages. Wrongly identifying him as “Israel Thonstein,” a Jew passing for a gen-
tile, the FBI found no evidence that he had ever belonged to the Communist Party or
engaged in treasonous activity. In 1952, however, two days after Chaplin sailed for
England to promote Limekight, Attorney General James McGranery revoked his reentry

permit. Loathing the witeh hunts and “moral pomposity” of the Cold War U.S., and
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believing he had “lost the affections” of the
American public, Chaplin settled with
Oona and their family in Switzerland
(where he died in 1977).

With the advent of the 1960s and the
Vietnam War, Chaplin’s American fortunes
turned. He orchestrated a festival of his
films in New York in 1963. Amid the loud-
est and longest ovation in its history, he
accepted a special Oscar from the
Academy of Motion Picture Arts and
Sciences in 1972. There were dissenters.
Governor Ronald Reagan, for one, believed
the government did the right thing in 1952.
During the 1972 visit, Chaplin, at eighty-

Buster Keaton three, said he’d bong ago given up radical politics, a welcome remark in
joins Chaplin’s
music-hall reprise

in Limelight. cization. But the ravishing charm and brilliance of his films are insepa-

a nation where popular favor has often been synonymous with depoliti-

rable from his convictions.

At the end of City Lights, when the heroine at last sees the man who has delivered
her from blindness. we watch her romantic dreams die. “You?” she asks, incredulous.
“Yes,” the Tramp nods, his face, caught in exireme close-up, a map of pride, shame, and
devotion. It’s the oldest story in show business—the last shall yet be, if not first, at least

recognized, and perhaps even loved.
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DURING THE PAST ONE HUNDRED YEARS. astronomers have dis-
covered quasars, pulsars, black holes, and planels orbiting
distant suns. But all these pale next to the discoveries Edwin
Hubble made in a few remarkable years in the 1920s. At the
time. most of his colleagues believed the Vilky Way galaxy, a

irling collecti f . .
e by Michael D. Lemonick
stars a few hundred




thousand light-years across, made up the entire cosmos. But peering deep into
space from the chilly summit of Mount Wilson, in Southern California, Hubble
realized that the Milky Way is just one of millions of galaxies that dot an
incomparably larger setting.

Hubble went on to trump even that achievement by showing that this
galaxy-studded cosmos is expanding—inflating majestically like an unimag-
inably gigantic balloon—a finding that prompted Albert Einstein to acknowl-

edge and retract what he called “the greatest blunder of my life.” Hubble did

nothing less, in short, than invent the idea of the universe and then provide

the first evidence for the Big Bang theory, which describes the birth and evo-

the heavens from
his perch at Mount
Wilson.

Hubble navigated lution of the universe. He discovered the cosmos, and in doing so founded the
’ science of cosmology.

Hubble’s astronomical triumphs earned him worldwide scientific honors
and made him the toast of Hollywood during the 1930s and 1940s—the con-
fidant of Aldous Huxley and a friend to Charlie Chaplin, Helen Hayes, and William
Randolph Hearst. Yet nobody (except perhaps Hubble) could have imagined such a
future when the twenty-three-year-old Oxford graduate began his first job, in New
Albany, Indiana, in 1913.

Hubble majored in science as an undergraduate at the University of Chicago. A
tall, powerfully built young man, he excelled at basketball and boxing (fight promoters
reportedly tried to talk him into turning pro), and his combination of academic and ath-
letic prowess earned him a Rhodes scholarship to Oxford. In England, Hubble kept up
his muscular pursuits: he fought, ran track, and played on one of the first baseball teams
ever organized in the British Isles.

His official academic focus shifted, thanks to a promise made to his dying father
that he would study law rather than science (he also took up literature and Spanish). On
his return to America, he took a position as a high school Spanish teacher. Though he
was popular with students—especially, according to Hubble biographer Gale
Christianson, with the girls, who were evidently charmed by his affected British diction
and “Oxford mannerisms”—Hubble longed to return to science.

After a year, he signed on as a graduate student at Yerkes Observatory in
Wisconsin and embarked on the work that would one day make him famous: studying
faint, hazy blobs of light called nebulae (from the Latin word for cloud) that are visible
through even a modest telescope.

Hubble’s skills as an astronomer were impressive enough to earn him an offer from
the prestigious Mount Wilson Observatory. World War I kept him from accepting right
away, but in 1919 the newly discharged Major Hubble—as he invariably introduced
himself—arrived at observatory headquarters, still in uniform but ready to start observ-
ing with the just completed one-hundred-inch Hooker Telescope, the most powerful on

earth.
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Up on the mountain, Hubble encountered his greatest scientific rival, Harlow
Shapley. who had already made his reputation by measuring the size of the Milky Way.
Using bright stars called Cepheid variables as standardized light sources. he had
gauged the galaxy as heing an astounding 300,080 light-years across—ten times as big
as anyone had thought. Yet Shapley claimed that the Milky Wayv was the whole cosmic
hall of wax. The luminous nebulae were. he insisted. just what they looked like: clouds
of glowing gas that were relatively nearby.

Hubble wasn’t so sure. And in 1924. three years after Shapley departed to take
over the Harvard Observatory, Hubble found proof to the contrary. Spotting a Cepheid
variable star in the Andromeda nehula, Hubble
used Shapley’s technique to show that the nebh-
ula was nearly a million light-years away, far
heyond the bounds of the Milky Way. It's now
known to he the full-fledged galaxy closest to
our own in a universe that contains tens of bil-
lions of galaxies. “I do not know.” Shapley
wrote Hubble in a letter quoted by biographer
Christianson, “whether | am sorry or glad to see
this break in the nebular problem. Perhaps
both.™ (Hubble was not entirely magnanimous
in victory. To #he end he insisted on using the
term nebulae instead of Shapley’s preferred
galaxies.)

Hubbles scientific reputation was made

almost overnight by his discovery that the uni-

verse is vast and the Milky Way insignifieant.

But he had already moved on to a new problem. For vears. astronomers had The M100 Galaxy,
fifty-six million
light-years away, as

cause of this so-called red shifting was motion away from the observer. (The seen by the Hubble
space telescope.

noted that light from the nebulae was redder than it should be. The most Kkely

same sort of thing happens with sound: a police cars siren seems to drop in
pitch abruptly as the car races past a listener.)

Hubble and his assistant. Milton Humason, began measuring the distances to
these receding nebulae and found what is now known as Hubble’s Law: the further away
a galaxy is from earth, the faster it’s racing away. Could it be that the universe as a whole
is rapidly expanding? That conclusion was extraordinary. almost wind-blowing. yet
seemed inescapable.

When Einstein heard of Hubble's discovery, he was elated. More than a decade
earlier, his new general theory of relativity had told him that the universe must either
be expanding or contracting, yel astronomers had told him it was doing neither. Against

his better judgment. Einstein bad uglied up his elegant equations with an extra factor
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he called the cosmological term—a sort of antigravity force that kept the universe from

collapsing in on itself.

But suddenly, the cosmological term was unnecessary. Einstein’s instincts had

heen right, after all. His great blunder had been to doubt himself, and in 1931, during

a visit to Caltech, the great and grateful physicist traveled to the top of Mount Wilson to

see the telescope and thank Hubble personally for delivering him from folly.

With the greatest scientific superstar of the age paying him homage, Hubble

became a popular superstar in his own right. His 1936 book on his discoveries, The

BRIEF BIOGRAPHY

BORN November 1889 in
Marshfield, Missouri

1910 Enters Oxford as a Rhodes
scholar

1919 Joins the staff of the
prestigious Mount Wilson
Observatory after serving in
World War |

1924 Proves that the universe
extends far beyond the edges
of the Milky Way galaxy

1925 Creates the first useful
scheme for classifying galaxies

1929 Proves that the universe is
expanding

1936 Publishes The Realm of the

Nebulae, a huge popular
success

1943 Becomes temporary head
of army ballistics research

DIED September 28, 1953

Realm of the Nebulae, cemented his public reputation. Tourists and
Hollywood luminaries alike would drive up the mountain to marvel
at the observatory where Hubble had discovered the universe, and
he and his wife, Grace, were embraced by the elite of California
society.

Hubble's last great contribution to astronomy was a central
role in the design and construction of the Hale Telescope on
Palomar Mountain. Four times as powerful as the Hooker, the Hale
would be the largest telescope on earth for four decades. It would
have been even longer, but its completion was interrupted by World
War I1. So was Hubble’s career. The ex-major signed on as head of
ballistics at Aberdeen Proving Ground in Maryland. (At one point
the eminent astronomer spent an afternoon test-firing bazookas, at
great personal risk, to pinpoint a design flaw.)

Hubble finally got his hands on the Hale when it went into
service in 1949. It was too late; he had suffered a major heart
attack, and he never fully regained the stamina it took to spend all
night in a freezing-cold observatory. No imaginable discovery, how-
ever, could have added to his reputation.

The only recognition that eluded him was a Nobel Prize—and

not for lack of effort on his part. He tried everything. In the late

1940s he even hired a publicity agent to promote his cause. Alas, there was no prize for
astronomy, and by the time the Nobel committee decided astronomy could be viewed as
a branch of physics, it was too late. Insiders say Hubble was on the verge of winning
when he died, in 1953.

Hubble would have been consoled by the fact that his name adorns the Hubble
Space Telescope, which probes the cosmos to depths he could not have imagined but
would have fully appreciated. Whatever marvels the Hubble Telescope reveals. they're
all played out on the stage Edwin Hubble first glimpsed from a lonely mountaintop in

California.



AN EMACIATED, GOATEED FIGURE IN A THREADBARE bush jacket
and frayed rubber sandals, Ho Cht Minh cultivated the image
of a humble, benign “Uncle Ho.” But he was a seasoned rev-
olutionary and passionate nationalist obsessed by a single
goal: independence for his country. Sharing his fervor,
his tattered guerrillas

by Stanley Karnow

vaulted daunting obstacles
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A lively dancer
in 1959.

to crush France’s desperate attempt to retrieve its empire in Indochina; later,
built into a largely conventional army, they frustrated the massive U.S. effort
to prevent Ho’s communist followers from controlling Vietnam. For
Americans, it was the longest war—and the first defeat—in their history, and
it drastically changed the way they perceived their role in the world.

To Western eyes, it seemed inconceivable that Ho would make the
tremendous sacrifices he did. But in 1946, as war with the French loomed,
he cautioned them, “You can kill ten of my men for every one I kill of
yours, yet even at those odds, you will lose and 1 will win.” The French, con-
vinced of their superiority, ignored his warning and suffered grievously as a
result. Senior American officers similarly nurtured the illusion that their
sophisticated weapons would inevitably break enemy morale. But, as Ho’s
brilliant commander, General Vo Nguyen Giap. told me in Hanoi in 1990,
his principal concern had been victory. When I asked him how long
he would have resisted the U.S. onslaught, he thundered, “Twenty years, maybe a hun-
dred years—as long as it took to win, regardless of cost.” The human toll was horren-
dous. An estimated three million North and South Vietnamese soldiers and civilians
died.

The youngest of three children, Ho was born Nguyen Sinh Cung in 1890 in a vil-
lage in central Vietnam. The area was indirectly ruled by the French through a puppet
emperor. lts impoverished peasants, traditional dissidents, opposed France’s presence;
and Ho'’s father, a functionary at the imperial court, manifested his sympathy for them
by quitting his position and becoming an itinerant teacher. Inheriting his father’s rebel-
lious hent, Ho participated in a series of tax revolts, acquiring a reputation as a trou-
hlemaker. But he was familiar with the lofty French principles of liberté, égalité, frater-
nité and yearned to see them in practice in France. In 1911 he sailed for Marseilles as
a galley boy aboard a passenger liner. His record of dissent had already earned him a
file in the French police dossiers. It was scarcely flattering: “Appearance awkward . . .
mouth half-open.”

In Paris, Ho worked as a photo retoucher. The city’s fancy restaurants were beyond
his means, but he indulged in one luxury—American cigarettes, preferably Camels or
Lucky Strikes. Occasionally he would drop into a music hall to listen to Maurice
Chevalier, whose charming songs he would never forget.

In 1919, Woodrow Wilson arrived in France to sign the treaty ending World War
I, and Ho, supposing that the President’s doctrine of self-determination applied to Asia,
donned a cutaway coat and tried to present Wilson with a lengthy list of French abuses
in Vietnam. Rebuffed, Ho joined the newly created French Communist Party. “It was
patriotism, not communism, that inspired me,” he later explained.

Soon Ho was roaming the earth as a covert agent for Moscow. Disguised as a

Chinese journalist or a Buddhist monk, he would surface in Canton, Rangoon, or



Calcutta—then vanish to nurse his tuberculosis and other chronic
diseases. As befit a professional conspirator. he employed a baffling
assortment of aliases. Again and again, he was reported dead. only
to pop up in a new place. In 1929 he assembled a few militants in
Hong Kong and formed the Indochinese Communist Party. He por-
trayed himself as a celibate, a pose calculated to epitomize his
moral fiber, but he had at least two wives or perhaps concubines.
One was a Chinese woman; the other was Giap's sister-in-law, who
was guillotined by the French.

In 1940, Japan’s legions swept into Indochina and French
officials in Vietnam, loyal to the pro-German Vichy administration
in France, collaborated with them. Natienalists in the region greet-
ed the Japanese as liberators, but to Ho they were no better than the
French. Slipping across the Chinese frontier into Vietnam—his first
return home in three decades—he urged his disciples to fight both the Japanese and the
French. There, in a remote canp, he founded the Viet Minh, an acronym for the Vietnam
Independence League, from which he derived his nom de guerre, Ho Chi Minh—rough-
ly “Bringer of Light.”

What he brought was a spirit of rebellion—against first the French and later the
Americans. As Ho's war escalated in the mid-1960s, it became elear to Lyndon Johnson
that Vietnam would impenl his presidency. In 1965, Johnson tried a diplomatic
approach. Accustomed to dispensing patronage to recalcitrant congressmen, he was
confident that the tactic would werk. “Old Ho can’t turn me down,” L.B.J. said. But Ho
did. Any settlement, he reakized, would mean accepting a permanent partition and for-
feiting his dream to unify Vietnam under his flag.

There was no flexibility in Hos beliefs, no
BRIEF BIOGRAPHY bending of his will. Even as the war increasingly

BORN 1890 in Hoang Tru in rural destroyed the country, he remained committed to

AL Vietnam’s independence. And millions of Viet-
1971 Sails to France to study namese fought and died to attain the same goal.
and work

1941 Forms the Vietnam
Independence League, or Viet
Minh

1954 Defeats the French at Dien
Bien Phu; Vietnam is divided,
and Ho becomes first
President of North Vietnam

1959 Begins armed revolt against
South Vietnam

1967 Tells L.B.J., "We will never
negotiate”

DIED 1969, of a heart attack in
Hanoi

Ho died on September 2. 1969. at the age of
seventy-nine. some six years before his battalions
surged into Saigon. Aspiring to bask i the reflected
glory of his posthumous triumph, his heirs put his
embalmed body on display in a hideous granite
mausoleum copied from Lenin’s tomb in Moscow.
They violated his final wishes. In his will he speci-
fied that his ashes be buried in urns on three hilltops
in Vietmam, saying, “Nat only is cremation good
from the point of view of hygiene, but it also saves

farmland.”

Ho, in 1966:
a magmetic leader.
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WHEN DICK SOLOMON, THE ALIEN HIGH COMMANDER in 3rd Rock

from the Sun, declares, “God bless lelevision,” he is merely
reflecting the feeling of most earthlings: that television is the

most influential medium of the twentieth century.

by Marcy Carsey and Tom Werner



While some people critique its content, no one debates television’s power. It is the
windaw through which we see reality, as well as the window that permits us to escape
from it. This season the average American family will watch the box more than fifiy
hours a week.

So it is nearly impossible to imagine that it was less than sixty years ago, in 1939,
when David Sarnoff told a crowd of curious viewers, “Now we add sight to sound.”
Sarnoff went on to say, “It is with a feeling of hum-
bleness that I come to this moment of announcing
the birth in this country of a new art so important
in its implications that it is bound to affect all soci-
ety. It is an art which shines like a torch of hope in
the troubled world. It is a creative force which we
must learn to utilize for the benefit of all mankind.
This miracle of engineering skill which ene day
will bring the world to the home also brings a new
American industry to serve man’s material wel-
fare. . . . [Television] will become an important fac-
tor in American economic life.”

And how. On that fateful day in 1939, with
America recovering from its greatest depression

and war rumbling in the distance, Sarnoff gave the

world a look into a new life. Not only was he instru-

mental in creating both radio and television as we

know them, he was also nearly clairvoyant in seeing how each medium would | sarnoff gives

. oG television its sign-
develop. He regarded black-and-white TV as only a transitional phase to color ; oenz\::::n;gs?;rgn
and even predicted the invention of the VCR. His stubborn pursuit of technol- World’s Fair.

ogy turned his employer. Radio Corporation of America, into a powerhouse in
less than a deecade.

Sarnoff was born in Uzlian. Russia, in 1891 (the year the electron was christened;
he often bragged they were born the same year) and traveled steerage to New York nine
years later with his family. Knowing no English. he helped suppart his family by selling
newspapers and with other small jobs. At fifteen he bought a telegraph key, learned
Morse code. and. after being hired as an office boy for the Marceni Wireless Telegraph
Co. of America, became a junior operator in 1908.

Then, like so many peaple in the communications business, he was at the right
place at the right time. On April 14, 1912, Sarnoff was working at the Marconi station
atop Wanamaker’s department store when lie picked up a message relayed from ships at
sea: “S.S. Titanic ran into iceberg, sinking fast.” For the next sevemty-two hours, the
story goes, he remained at his post, giving the world the first authentic news of the dis-

aster. Did someone say CNN?
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Sarnof(’s technical ability propelled him quickly through the ranks at Marconi.
and in 1915 he submitted an idea for a “radio music box™ at a time when radio was
mainly used in shipping and by amateur wireless enthusiasts. He believed his device
would make radio a “household utility” like the piano or phonograph. “The idea is to
bring music into the house by wireless.” he wrote in a memo. It was regarded as com-
mercial folly. But he would soon have another opportunity 1o find backing for his idea.
After the Great War. in 1919, RCA was lormed by General Electric to absorb Marconi’s
U.S. assets (including him).

Sarnoff had it all figured out: for RCA to sell radios, it had 10 have programming—
music. news, sports. On July 2, 1921, he arranged the broadcast of the Jack
Dempsey—Georges Carpentier prizefight (great ratings in the male demos), which was a
watershed event. Within three years the radio music box, now called the Radiola (price:
a hefty $75). was a success. with sales of $83.5 million.

Sarnoff’s career took off. His next epiphany: the fastest path to profits would he to
create national broadcasts by stringing together hundreds of stations. In other words, a
network. In 1920, as general manager of RCA, he formed the National Broadcasting Co.
as a subsidiary.

Sarnoff next saw the potential of the iconoscope, a proto-television patented by
Vladimir Zworykin in 1923. Within five years Sarnoff had set up a special NBC station
called B2XBS 1o experiment with what came to be known as television. In 1941 NBC
started commercial telecasting from station WNBT in New York City, but once again
progress was delaved by war. Sarnoff served as communications consultant for General
Dwight D. Eisenhower, who later named him a brigadier general. The title stuck. And
in the halls of 30 Rockefeller Plaza. Sarnoff became known as “the General.”

After the war television was unleashed. As a shrewd husinessman who mixed as
easily with scientists as with corporate leaders, Sarnoff fought for patents and the right
to advance the 1echnology of the medium. Called ruthless by his rivals, he once said,
“Competition brings out the best in products and the worst in men.” And when others
would complain that his focus was more on technology than on programming. he said,
“Basically. we're the delivery boys.”

His strong-willed management style gave him the label of not always being “tal-
ent-friendly,” although he was close to greal musicians like Arturo Toscanini. Sarnoff
managed 1o survive a major raid orchestrated by CBS boss William S. Paley. who lured
several major NBC stars. But il Sarnoff lost a battle, you could always het on his win-
ning the war. Under his leadership NBC had the first videotape telecast and the first
made-for-television movie.

Sarnoff retired as RCA chairman in 1970 and died a year later. RCA became a
conglomerate, diversifying broadly—and unsuccessiully—before being taken over in
1986 by GE. the outfit that started RCA and was forced to divest it in 1932.



From our earliest days as network executives and, before that, as students of the

medium and charter members of the first generation of TV viewers, we have lived and

worked in his giant shadow. Having established our own production company, we are

humbled by the success of a man who started with nothing and by force of will ignited

a revolution that has had an unparalleled effect on our society.

When we first teamed up at ABC in the mid-1970s, broadcast television was still

a heady and vibrant place. We were thrilled when we heard someone mention a show we

had helped get on—Soap, maybe. or Barney Miller or Taxi. We learned from our favorite

bosses, Fred Silverman and Michael Eisner. that a good program-
mer respects the audience, takes risks, has showman-like instincts
and lives to bring the best and brightest talent to the people.

The broadcast industry has changed since then, and is under-
going the same kind of technological revolution that occurred when
Sarnoff introduced television. Still there are programmers and pro-
ducers with great passion for the medium, and we count ourselves
among them. But now these broadcasters have had to embrace
other media as well—cable and the Internet—to avoid Dbeing
crushed by the furious pace of technology.

For that same reason we've teamed up with our longtime part-
ner, Caryn Mandabach, as well as Geraldine Laybourne and Oprah
Winfrey. in a venture called Oxvgen, in which we are fusing a new
cable channel with an Internet base to program for women.

The heady feeling is back with another technology revolution.
But the basic truth Sarnoff ariiculated—television is a beneficial.

creative force—still holds despite the tumult of vertical integration.

BRIEF BIOGCRAPHY

BORN February 27, 1891, in
Uzlian, Russia
1900 Immigrates to U.S.

1915 Proposes a “radio music
box" to receive broadcasts

1927 Appointed RCA general
manager; creates the first
sports broadcast

1926 Creates NBC, the first radio
network

1930 Named RCA president

1939 Introduces TV broadcasting
to the US.

1947 Named CEQ of RCA
1970 Retires from RCA
DIED 1971 in New York City

ratings wars, new-media breakthroughs, and Internet companies with zooming stock

prices. Certainly. the General would have caught the new wave. if not led it, and

embraced television’s transformation by the digital age. His channel was always dialed

to the future.
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HE WAS NOT THE ADMAN'S ADMAN. He wasn't a hipster like
William Bernbach. who tapped into youthcult with the “Think
Small” campaign for Volkswagen. He wasn’t an elegant ratio-
nalist like David Ogilvy, whose ads famously advised the rich
that a Rolls-Royce was the sensible car to buy. He didn’t

even work on Madison Avenue,
o . by Stuart Ewen
but in Chicago’s Loop instead.



But Leo Burnett, the jowly genius of the heartland subconseious, is the man most
responsible for the blizzard of visual imagery that assaults us today.

In a career that spanned nearly six decades, his aptitude for inventing evocative,
easily recognizable corporate identities spawned the Jolly Green Giant, the Marlboro
Man, the Pillshury Doughboy, and Tony the Tiger, among other familiar icons of com-
merce. By the late 1950s Burnett had emerged as a prime mover in advertising’s cre-
ative revolution, which grew in the glow of television’s rise as America’s consummate
commercial medium. By 1960 Burnett’s roster of clients had grown
exponentially; at the time of his death the agency’s billings exceeded
$400 million annually. By 1997 that figure approached $6 billion.

Burnett’s creativity was in stark contrast to that of some of his

BRIEF BIOGRAPHY

BORN October 21, 1891, in St.
Johns, Michigan

contemporaries, who built advertising companies around research 1919 Goes to work for
and marketing expertise. Burnett forged his reputation around the Indianapolis ad agency Homer
McCee

idea that “share of market” could only be built on “share of mind,”

. . s . . . 1935 Founds his ney i
the capacity to stimulate consumers’ basic desires and beliefs. To e

Chicago
achieve this goal, Burnett moved beyond standard industry practice. 1951 Tony the Tiger endorses
Early ad schemes were based primarily on a foundation of earefully Frosted Flakes
worded argument focused on the purported qualities of the product 955 The Marlboro Man first

smokes filters

1965 The Pitlsbury Doughboy
bounces to life

being sold. Images were mere decoration for the argument.

The industry was already changing when Burnett joined the

Homer McGee agency in Indianapolis in 1919, after a brief stint as 1968 Keebler dves bake busily
a newspaperman. Product claims were giving way to elaborate narra- and Morris the cat finds a

. . . . food he will eat
tives—imaginary stories of consumers whose purchase had been
DIED 1971 at age seventy-nine in

rewarded with popularity, success, romance. Lake Zurich. llinois

Burnett moved the image to center stage. Visual eloquence. he
was convinced, was far more persuasive, more poignant, than lahored
narratives. verbose logic, or empty promises. Visuals appealed to the “basie emotions
and primitive instincts” of consumers. Advertising does its best work, he argued in
1956, by impression, and he spent much of his career encouraging his staff to identify
those symbols, those visual archetypes, that weuld leave consumers with a “brand pic-
ture engraved on their consciousness.”

Burnett did not originate this conceit. In his classic 1922 study Public Opinion,
journalist Walter Lippmann maintained that pictures are “the surest way of conveying
an idea. A leader or an interest that can make itself master of current symbols is mas-
ter of the current situation.”

Burnett was exactly that. Creativity, he advised, called for an intuitive ability to
identify the inherent drama that resided within a product through the conscious use of
“earthy vernacular” imagery. To explain his concept of inherent dranta, Burnett repeat-
edly cited a 1945 print campaign for the American Meat Institute. After careful con-

sideration, he related, “we convinced ourselves that the image of meat should be a vir-
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ile one, best expressed in red meat.” At the time it was highly unusual, even distaste-
ful. to portray uncooked meat in advertisements. Enthusiastically breaking the code,
Burnett produced full-page ads depicting thick chops of raw red meat against a bright
red background. “Red against red was a trick,” he explained, “but it was a natural thing
to do. It just intensified the red concept and the
virility and everything else we were trying to
express. This was inherent drama in its purest
form.”

Reviewing his agency’s work, one is struck
by Burnett’s penchant for employing a range of
masculine archetypes. Some were designed to
appeal to female consumers. With the Jolly
Green Giant, he resurrected a pagan harvest god
to monumentalize “the bounty of the good
earth”—and to sell peas. Years later, with the
creation of the Doughboy, Burnett employed a
cuddly endomorph to symbolize the friendly
bounce of Pillsbury home-baking products.
Aiming at male audiences in the 1950s, a time

when filter cigarettes were viewed as effeminate,

Burnett introduced a tough and silent tattooed
cowhoy on horseback, “the most masculine type

Barnett, center, of man,” he explained, to transform the image of Marlboro cigarettes—for
leads a creative
meeting for new

client Kellogg in 1949. Like many other persuasion professionals of his generation—most

hetter or worse, one of the most enduring advertising icons ever devised.

notably Edward Bernays, the patriarch of public relations—Burnett was
obsessed with finding visual triggers that could effectively circumvent consumers’ crit-
ical thought. Though an advertising message might be rejected consciously, he main-
tained that it was accepted subliminally. Through the “thought force” of symbols, he
said. “we absorb it through our pores, without knowing we do so. By osmosis.”

With the arrival of television in the late 1940s—an electronic salesroom going
into nearly every American home—Burnett believed merchandisers had found the Holy
Grail. “Television,” he asserted, “is the strongest drug we’ve ever had to dish out.” It
marked the moment when graphic representation arrived as the lingua franca of com-
merce.

Evaluating Leo Burnett’s contribution nearly thirty years after his death, one is of
two minds. There is something both old-fashioned and timeless in the slightly homo-
erotic repertoire of corporate images he fathered. Born during the springtime of

American consumer culture, when sales pitches were infused with an unfettered sense

PLOPLE qfthe CENTURY
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of optimism, a booming-voiced tiger like Tony and a benevolent Green Giant today come
across as quaint throwbacks to the time when sugared breakfast cereals could still ¢claim
to provide an ideal start to the perfect day, and when mushy canned peas nestled along-
side a piece of fat-marbled beef represented a healthy diet. Though Burnett’s corporate
talismans endure, they occupy a world where consumers are increasingly caustic about
the products that they purchase. The effort by marketers to capitalize on the cynical
mind-set of an MTV generation has overwhelmed the quest for universal human arche-
types. Jadedness and sarcasm are hecoming the dominant argot of advertising.

On the other hand, the central principles that guided Burnett’s practice remain
prescient. His celebration of nonlinear advertising strategies. charaeterized by visual
entreaties to the optical unconscious, continues to inform the strategies of adcult. In
advertising copy, the conspicuous triumph of typography over text, of catch phrase over
explanation, reflect Burnett’s admonition that—to the public mind—visual form is more
persuasive than carefully reasoned argument.

Burnett’s thinking has come to define much of our mental environment heyond
advertising. He saw advertising as the “fun” side of business, but the historical
repercussions of his wisdom can be disquieting. Amid the present-day flood of images—
each designed to rally emotions for a social, political, or commercial goal—the notion
of an informed public, once a cherished cornerstone of democracy, may be passing into

oblivion.

ot
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MAO ZEDONG LOVED TO sWIM. In his vouth, he advocated swim-

ming as a way of strengthening the bodies of Chinese citizens,
and one of his earliest poems celebrated the joys of beating a
wake through the waves. As a young man, he and his close

friends would often swim in local streams before they debated
together the myriad

by Jonathan D. Spence

challenges that faced



their nation. But especially after 1955, when he was in his eady sixties and at the heighs
of his political power as leader of the Chinese People’s Republic, swimming became a
central part of his life. He swam so often in the large poaol construeted for the top party
leaders in their closely guarded compound that the others eventually left him as the
pool’s sole user. He swam in the often stormy ocean off the north China coast, when the
Communist Party leadership gathered there for its annual conferences. And. despite the
pleadings of his security guards and his
physician, he swam in the heavily polluted
rivers of south China, drifting miles down-
stream with the current, head back. stom-
ach in the air, hands and legs barely mov-
ing, unfazed by the globs of human waste
gliding gently past. “Maybe you're afraid
of sinking,” he would chide his compan-
ions if they began to panic in the water.
“Don’t think about it. If you don't think
about it, you won’t sink. If you do, you
will.”

Mao was a genius at not sinking. His
enemies were legion: militarists, who
resented his journalistic barbs at their

incompetence; party rivals. who found him

too zealous a supporter of the united front
with the Kuomintang natianalists; landlords, who hated his pro-peasant rheto- | Buoyant in the
ric and activism; Chiang Kai-shek, who attacked his rural strongholds with Yangtze.
relentless tenacity; the Japanese, who tried to smash his northern base: the
U.S., after the Chinese entered the Korean War; the Soviet Union, when he attacked
Khrushchev’s anti-Stalinist policies. Mao was equally unsinkable in the turmoil—much
of which he personally instigated—that marked the last twenty years of his rule in
China.

Mao was born in 1893, into a China that appeared to be falling apart. The fading
Qin dynasty eould not contain the spiraling social and economic unrest. and had mort-
gaged China’s revenues and many of its natural resources to the apparently insatiable
foreign powers. It was, Mao later told his biographer Edgar Snow, a time when “the dis-
memberment of China” seemed imminent, and only heroic actiens by China’s youth
could save the day.

Mao’s earliest surviving essay, written when he was nineteen, was on one of
China’s most celebrated early exponents of cynicism and realpolitik. the fearsome fourth
century B.C. administrator Shang Yang. Mao took Shang Yang’s experiences as emblem-

atic of China’s crisis. Shang Yang had instituted a set of ruthlessly enforced laws.
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The Chairman |
played host to
Nixon and Kissinger
at a historic téte-a-

téte in 1972.

designed “to punish the
wicked and rebellious, in
order to preserve the rights of
the people.” That the people
continued to fear Shang Yang
was proof to Mao they were
“stupid.” Mao attributed this
fear and distrust not to Shang
Yang’s policies but to the perception of those policies: “At the beginning of anything out
of the ordinary, the mass of the people always dislike it.”

After the communist victory ever Chiang Kai-shek in 1949, and the establishment
of the People’s Republic of China, Mao’s position was immeasurably strengthened.
Despite all that the Chinese people had endured, it seems not to have heen too hard for
Mao to persuade them of the visionary force and practical need for the Great Leap
Forward of the late 1950s. In Mao’s mind, the intensive marshaling of China’s energies
would draw manual and mental labor together into a final harmonious synthesis and
throw a bridge across the chasm of China’s poverty to the promised socialist paradise on
the other side.

In February 1957, Mao drew his thoughts on China together in the form of a ram-
bling speech, “The Correct Handling of Contradictions Among the People.” Mao’s notes
for the speech reveal the curious mixture of jocularity and cruelty, of utopian visions and
blinkered perceptions, that lay at the heart of his character. Mao admitted that 15 per-
cent or more of the Chinese people were hungry and that some critics felt a “disgust”
with Marxism. He spoke too of the hundreds of thousands who had died in the revolu-
tion so far, but firmly rebatted figures—quoted in Hong Kong newspapers—that 20 mil-
lion had perished. “How could we possibly kill 20 million people?” he asked.

It is now established that at least that number

died in China during the famine that followed the BRIEF BIOGRAPHY

Great Leap between 1959 and 1961. In the Cultural
Revolution that followed only five vears later, Mao
used the army and the student population against his
opponents. Once again millions suffered or perished
as Mao combined the ruthlessness of Shang Yang
with the absolute confidence of the long-distance
swimmer.

Rejecting his former party allies. and anyone
who could be accused of espousing the values of an
older and more gracious Chinese eivilization. Mao
drew his sustenance from the chanting crowds of Red

Guards. The irony here was that from his youthful

BORN December 26, 1893, in
Hunan province

1921 Attends first congress of
Chinese Communist Party

1934 Sets out on Long March

1949 Proclaims the People’s
Republic of China and
becomes its first leader

1958 Launches the Great Leap
Forward

1966 Begins the Cultural
Revolution

1972 Meets Nixon in Beijing
DIED 1976 of a heart attack




readings, Mao knew the story of how Shang Yang late in life
tried to woo a moral administrator to his seevice. But the offi-
cial turned down Shang Yang’s blandishments, with the
words that “one thousand persons going "Yes. yes!” are not
worth one man with a bold ‘No!"”

Mao died in 1976, and with the years those adulatory
cries of “Yes, yes!™ have gradually faded. Leaders Mao trained,
like Deng Xiaoping, were able toreverse Mao’s policies even as
they claimed te revere them. They gave back to the Chinese peo-
ple the opportunities to express their entrepreneurial skills,
leading to astonishing rates of growth and a complete transfor-
mation of the face of Chinese cities.

Are these changes, these moves toward a new flexibility.
somehow Mao’s legacy? Despite the agony he caused. Mao was | All smiles with
both a visionary and a realist. He learned as a youth not only how wie Jiang Qing
Shang Yang brought harsh laws to the Chinese people, even when
they saw no need for them, but also how Shang Yang’s rigors helped lay the foundation
in 221 B.C. of the fearsome centralizing state of Qin. Mao knew too that the Qin rulers
had been both hated and feared and that their dynasty was soon toppled, despite its
monopoly of force and efficient use of terror. But in his final years, Mao seems to have
welcomed the association ef his own name with these distant Qin precursors. The Qin,
after all, had established a united state from a universe in chaos. They represented, like
Mao. not the best that China had to offex but something ruthless yet canny, with the
power briefly to impose a single will ou the seattered emotions of the errant multisude.
It is on that grimly structured foundation that Mao’s sucressors have beeu able to baild,
even as they struggle, with ebvious nervousmess. to contain the social pressures that
their own more open policies are generating. Surely Mao’s simple werds reverberate in

their ears: as long as you are not afraid, you wen't sink.
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THE FIRST THING YOU NOTICED WAS THE FACE. a dead-white

mask of anguish with black holes for eyes, a curt slash of red
for a mouth, and cheekbones as high as the sky. Even if
Martha Graham had done nothing else worth mentioning in
her ninety-six years, she might be remembered for that face.

But she also made dances to by Terry Teachout

go with it—harsh, angular




fantasies spun out of the strange proportions of her short-
legged body and the pain and loneliness of her secret
heart. If Graham ever gave hirth, one critic quipped, it
would be to a cube; instead, she became the mother of
American dance.

Graham was far from the first dancer to rip off her
toe shoes and break with the rigid conventions of nine-
teenth-century ballet. America in the 1910s and 1920s
was {ull of young women (modern dance in the beginning
was very much a womens movement) with similar
notions. But it was her homegrown technique—the fierce
pelvic contractions, the rugged “floor work” that startled
those who toek for granted that real dancers soared
through the air—that caught on, becoming the corner-

stone of postwar modern dance. Merce Cunningham, Paul Taylor,

She was happiest
when performing,
as here in 1932.

Twyla Tharp, Mark Morris—all are Graham’s children and grand-
children. (Taylor and Cunningham even danced in her company,
though they later repudiated her high-strung style.) Her metheds are routinely taught
today in studios the world over, but you need not have studied them or even have seen
any of her dances to be inffuenced by them. They are part of the air every contemporary
dancer breathes.
Born in 1894 in AHegheny, Pennsylvania, Graham moved with her family to
California when she was faurteen. Three years later, she attended a Los Angeles recital
by the dance pioneer Ruth St. Denis. It was the first
BRIEF BIOGRAPHY dance performance of anv kind that Graham had
ever seen, and it overwhelmed her; in 1916 she

BORN May 11, 1894, in Allegheny,

Pennsylvania joined Denishawn, the scliool and performing
1916 Joins the Denishawn dance
troupe

1929 Launches her own
company in New York City

1935 Establishes school of
modern dance at Bennington
College

troupe that St. Denis co-led with her husband. Ted
Shawn. At twenty-two. dangerously late for an
aspiring dancer, Graham had found her destiny.
After seven years with Denishawn. Graham
moved to New York City and struck out on her own,

giving solo recitals and eventually launching her
1944 Choreographs Appalachian

Spring

1968 Gives last stage
performance, at age seventy-
four

1976 Receives the Presidentiasl
Medal of Freedom

DIED April 1, 1991, in New York
City

own company, in 1929. To raise funds, she danced
at the opening of Radio City Music Hall. modeled
furs, and later gave classes in which she taught
such actors as Bette Davis and Gregory Peck how to
move. (Richard Boone ¢laimed that to die onscreen,
he simply did a one-count Graham fall.) But noth-

ing could deflect her from what she helieved to be
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her sacred mission: to “chart the graph of the heart™ through movement. “That driving
force of God that plunges through me is what I live for,” she wrote, and believed every
word of it. Others believed too, partly because of the hurricane-strength force of her per-
sonality—the Graham company would always bear an unsettling resemblance to a reli-
gious cult, with the choreographer as high priestess—but mainly because she delivered
the goods.

Graham came decisively into her own in the 1940s, turning out in rapid succes-
sion the decade-long series of angst-ridden dance dramas—enacted on symbol-strewn
sets designed by the sculptor Isamu Noguchi and accom-
panied by scores commissioned from such noted composers
as Aaron Copland and Samuel Barber—on which her rep-
utation now chiefly rests. Cave of the Heart (1946), one of
her many modern recastings of ancient Greek myth, con-
tains a horrific solo in which the hate-crazed Medea gob-
bles her own entrails—perhaps Graham’s most sensational
coup de théatre and one recalled with nightmarish clarity
by all who saw her bring it off.

“How do you want to be remembered, as a dancer or
a choreographer?” Graham was asked by choreographer
Antony Tudor. “As a dancer, of course,” she replied. “1 pity
you,” Tudor said. His words proved prophetic. In her prime
a performer of eye-scorching power, Graham insisted on
dancing until 1968, long after her onstage appearances had
degenerated into grisly self-caricature. Her unwillingness
to let younger soloists take over led her to replace her sig-
nature pieces with new dances in which she substituted

calculated effects for convincing movement. Adoring crit-

From the start, |  ics pretended nothing was wrong, but in fact she produced virtually no
as here in 1920,
she was inspired

by ancient ritual Her wishes notwithstanding, it is not likely that Graham will be
and myths.

work of lasting interest from 1950 to her death forty-one years later.

remembered as a dancer, at least not very clearly: films of her perfor-
mances are scarce and mostly primitive. Much of her choreography has
failed to wear well, especially by comparison with the work of George Balanchine, the
unrivaled master of neoclassical ballet, and Taylor and Cunningham, her apostate alum-
ni. No more than half a dozen of her dances, most notably Cave of the Heart and
Appalachian Spring (1944), her radiant re-creation of a pioneer wedding, seem likely to
stand the test of time. The rest are overwrought period pieces whose humorless, lapel-
clutching intensity is less palatable now that their maker is no longer around to bring
them to life.



Yet a theatrical legacy cannot always be measured by such seem-

ingly objeetive yardsticks. Though there is no film of Nijinsky dancing,
no one questions his place of honor in the history of twentieth-centery
ballet. Even if her beleaguered company should someday close its

dosrs and her dances cease to be performed, Graham will doubsess be

Her acalytes
revered her as a
high priestess of
dance right into
the 1990

remembered in much the same way, for the shadow she cast was fully as long. Did she

invent modern dance? No, but she came to embody it. arrogantly and spectacularly—

and, it appears, permanently. “When the legend becomes fact,” said the newspaper edi-
tor in John Ford’s Fhe Man Who Shot Liberty Valance. “print the legend.” The legend of

Martha Graham long ago became fact, just as her utterlv personal technique has become

part of the common vocabulary of dancers everywliere. “The center of the stage is where

1 am,” she once said. It still is.
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IT WAS 8:30 A.M.. MAY 19. 1961. | REMEMBER THE TIME and date

vividly. I was thirteen. School was Westminster. Elvis was

king. Number one on the British charts was Floyd Cramer’s

o l ) .”
On the Rebount byAndrew Lloyd Webber
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There was an uproar as | entered the common room. where we boys were supplied

with the daily newspapers.
“Have you read your heroes’ reviews. Lloydy?”
“Look. the Times says the show is treacly.”

“Webster. look at this one.”

That one said something to the effect that “if you are a diabetic who craves sweet
£ y

things, take along some extra insulin. and you will not fail te thrill to The Sound of

Musie.”

If nothing else, 1 had learned my first lesson in creative the-
ater advertising, for “You will not fail to thrill to The Sound of
Music” was the main quote outside London’s Palace Theatre for
many years to come. When the sign finally came down, Richard
Rodgers and Oscar Hammerstein's last collaboration had become
the longest-running American musical in London theater history.

Few remember in what disregard, particularly in 1960s
Britain, the musical genre was held by young people. Opinion mak-
ers insisted that the most heinous example of the sentimental musi-
cal was the show rightly considered today to be a Rodgers and
Hammerslein masterpiece. Carousel.

My first encounter with Rodgers and Hammerstein was via
my father. He was then director of composition at the Royal College
of Music. On my tenth birthday. he interrupted my endless replavs
of “Jailheuse Rock”™ and insizted on playing something for me.
Onte the battered 78 rpm record player was plonked Ezio Pinza
singing “Seme Enchanted Evening.” Then Dad played the song on
the piane. Right then, Rodgers and Hammerstein joined Elvis

Presley and the Everly Brothers as heroes.

BRIEF BIOGCGRAPHY
1895 Oscar Hammerstein Il born
7902 Richard Rodgers born

1943 Oklahorna! opens on March
31

1945 Write State Fair, their only
original movie

1946 Produce Irving Berlin's
Annie Get Your Gun

1949 South Pacific opens

1957 Broadcast of their only TV
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