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TO JERUSALEM AND BACK 





,.. • 

S ECURITY measures are strict o n  flights to I srael ,  the bags 
are searched, the men are frisked, and the women have an 

electronic hoop passed over them, fore and aft. Then hand 
luggage is opened. No one is very patient. Vis ibility in the 
queue is poor because of the many Hasidim with their broad 
hats and beards and s idelocks and dangling fringes who have 
descended on Heathrow and are far too restless to wait in line 
but rush in and out, gesticulating, exclaiming. The corridors 
are jumping w ith them. Some two hundred Hasidim are flying 
to Israel to attend the circumcision of the firstborn son of their 
spiritual leader, the Belzer Rabb i. Entering the 747, my wife, 
Alexandra, and I are enfiladed by eyes that lie dark in hairy 
ambush. To me there is nothing foreign in these hats, side-
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locks, and fringes. It is my childhood revisited. At the age of 
six,  I myself wore a tallith katan, or scapular, under my shirt, 
only mine was a scrap of green cal ico print, whereas theirs are 
white linen. God instructed :\loses to speak to the children of 
Israel and to " bid them that they make them fringes in the 
borders of their garments." So they are stil l  wearing them 
some four thousand years later. \Ve find our seats, two in a row 
of three, toward the rear of  the aircraft. The third is occupied 
by a young Hasid, highly excited, who is staring at me. 

"Do you speak Yiddish?" he says. 
"Yes, certainly." 
"I  cannot be next to your wife. Please sit between us. Be so 

good," he says. 
"Of course." 
I take the middle seat, which I disl ike, but I am not really 

put out.  Curious, rather. Our Hasid is in  his late twenties. He 
is pimply, his neck is thin, his blue eyes goggle, his underlip 
extrudes. He does not keep a civilized face. Thoughts and 
impulses other than civil ized fill it-by no means inferior 
impulses and thoughts. And though he is not permitted to s it 
beside women unrelated to him or to look at them or to 
communicate with them in any manner (all of which probably 
saves him a great deal of trouble), he seems a good-hearted 
young man and he is visibly enjoying himself. All the Hasidim 
are vividly enjoying themselves, dodging through the aisles, 
visiting chattering standing impatiently in the long lavatory 
l ines, amiable, busy as geese. They pay no attention to s igns. 
Don't they understa nd English? The s tewardesses are furious 
with them. I ask one of the hostesses when I may expect to 
receive a drink and she cries out in  irritation, "Back to your 
seat!" She says this in so ringing a voice that I retreat. Not so 
the merry-minded Hasidim, exulting everywhere. The orders 
given by these young gentile uniformed females are nothing 
to them. To them they are merely attendants, exotic bediener, 

all but bodyless. 
Anticipating a difficulty, I ask the stewardess to serve me a 

kosher lunch. "I can't do that, we haven't enough for them," 

she says. " We weren't prepared." Her big British eyes are 
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affronted and her bosom has r iseu with indignat ion. "We've 
got to go ou t of our way to Rome for more of their spec.:ial 
meals." 

Amused, my wife asks why I ordered the kosher lunch. 
" Because when they br ing my chicken dinner this kid with 
the beard will be in a state," I explain. 

And so he is.  The British Airways chicken with the chill of 
death upon it l ies before me. But after three hours of security 
exercises at Heathrow I am hungry. The young Hasid recoils 
when the tray is handed to me. H e  addresses me again in 
Yiddish. He says, " I  must talk to you. You won't be offended?" 

" No, I don't think so." 
" You may want to give me a slap in the face."  
" Why should I ?" 
" You are a Jew. You must be a Jew, we are speaking 

Yiddish. How can you eat-that!" 
" It looks awful, doesn't it?" 
" You mustn't touch it. My womenfolk packed kosher-beef 

sandwiches for me. Is your wife Jewish?" 
Here I 'm obl iged to l ie.  Alexandra is Rumanian . But I can't 

give him too many shocks at once, and I say, " She has not had 
a Jewish upbringing." 

"She doesn't speak Yiddish?" 
" Not a word. But excuse me, I want my lunch." 
"Will you eat some of my kosher food instead, as a favor?" 
" With pleasure."  
"Then I will  give you a sandwich, but only on one condi

tion. You must never-never-eat trephena food again." 
" I  can't promise you that. You're asking too much. And just 

for one sandwich." 
" I  have a duty toward you," he tells me. "Will you l isten to a 

proposition?" 
" Of course I wil l ." 
" So let us make a deal. I am prepared to pay you. I f  you will  

eat nothi ng but kosher food, for the rest of your l i fe I will send 
you fifteen dollars a week." 

" That's very generous," I say. 
"Well ,  you are a Jew," he says. " I  must try to save you."  
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"How do you earn your living?'' 
" I n  a Hasidic sweater factory in New Jersey. We are all 

Hasidim there. The boss is a Hasid. I came from I srael five 
years ago to be married in New Jersey. My rabbi is in 
Jemsalem." 

" How is it that you don't know Engl ish?" 
"What do I need English for? So, I am asking, will you take 

my fifteen dollars?" 
"Kosher food is far more expensive than other kinds," I say. 

"Fifteen dollars isn't nearly enough." 
"I can go as far as twenty-five." 
"I can't accept such a sacrifice from you." 
Shrugging, he gives up and I tum to the twice disagreeable 

chicken and eat guiltily, my appetite spoiled. The young 
Hasid opens his prayer book. "He's so fervent," says my wife. 
"I wonder if he's praying for you." She smiles at my 
discomfiture. 

As soon as the trays are removed, the Hasidim block the 
aisles with their Minclwh service, rocking themselves and 
stretch ing their necks upward. The bond of common prayer is 
very strong. This is  what has held the Jews together for 
thousands of years. "I l ike them," says my wife. "They're so 
l ively, so childlike." 

"You might find them a l ittle hard to live with," I tel l  her. 
"You'd have to do everything their way, no options given." 

"But they're cheerful, and they're warm and natural . I love 
their costumes. Couldn't you get one of those beautiful hats?" 

"1 don't know whether they sell them to outsiders." 
When the Hasid returns to his seat after prayers, I tell him 

that my wife, a woman of learning, will be l ecturing at the 
Hebrew University in Jerusalem. 

"What is she?" 
"A mathematician." 
He is puzzled. "What is that?" he asks. 
I try to explain. 
He says, "This I never heard of. What actually is it  they do?" 
I am astonished. I knew that he was an innocent but I would 

never have believed him to be ignorant of such a thing. "So 
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you don't know what mathematicians arc. Do you know what a 
phys icist i s?  Do you recognize the name of Einstein?" 

"Never. Who is he?" 
This is too much for me. S ilent, I g ive his case some 

thought. Busy-minded people, with their head-culture that 
touches all surfaces, have heard of E instcin .  But do they know 
what they have heard ? A majority do not. These Hasidim 
choose not to know. By and by I open a paperback and try to 

lose myself in mere politics. A dozen Hasidim in the lavatory 
queue stare down at us .  

\Ve land and spil l  out and go our separate ways. At the 
baggage carousel I see my youthful  Hasid again and we take a 
final look at each other. In me he sees what defonnities the 
modem age can produce in the seed of Abraham. In him I see 
a piece of history, an antiquity. It is rather as if Puritans in 
seventeenth-centmy dress and observing seventeenth-cen
tury customs were to be found sti l l  living in Boston or Plym
outh. Israel, which receives us impmtially, is accustomed to 
strange arrivals .  But then Israel is something else again. 

WE ARE staying in Jerusalem as guests of the �� ishkenot 
Sha'ananim, the dwell ings of serenity. �Iayor Teddy 

Kol lek, irrepressible organizer of wonderful events (some of 
them too rich for my blood), takes us to dinner with one of the 
Am1enian Archbishops in the Old City. On the rooftop patio of 
the opulent apartment are tubs of fragrant flowers. The moon 
is nearly ful l .  Below is the church, portions of which go back 
to the fou rth cenh.uy. The Archbishop is, to use an old word, a 
portly man. His cassock, dark red, swel ls  with the body. On 
his breast two ball-point pens are clipped between the but
tons. He has a ful l  youthful clever filCe; a black beard, small 
and tidy. The eyes are green. Present are Isaac Stem; Alex
ander Schneider, formerly of the B udapest String Quartet; 
Kol lek's son, Amos;  two I sraeli couples whom I cannot iden
tify;  and the foreign-news editor of Le Mo11de, :\lichel Tah.1. In  
the Archbishop's drawing room are golden icons. In i llumi
nated cases are ancient objects. I can seldom get up much 
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interest in such cases and objects . .\fiddle-aged Annenians 
ser\'e drinks and wait on us. They wear extremely loud shirts, 
blue-green sprigged with red berries, but they strike me as 
good fel lows and are neat and nimble about the table. The 
conversation is quick and superknowledgeable. In French, in  
English, in  Hebrew, and occasionally in Russian. (Tatu, who 
lived for years in .\1oscow, chats in Russian with Stem and 
Schneider.) The Archbishop, who has himself cooked the 
eggplant and the leg of lamb, tells  the company his recipes. 
He and Kollek discuss seasonings. Schneider recalls a great 
Annenian musician and teacher (his own teacher) named 
Dirian Alexan ian, editor of Bach's S uites for Cello Unaccom
panied and the most i ntolemnt perfectionist-"Just as partic
ular about music as other people are about seasonings . Alexan
ian said to Pablo Casals after a performance of some of the 
suites, 'You made three bad mistakes. Terri ble. '  Casals did not 
answer. He knew Alexanian was right." 

Pale, with black hair in  abundance, Tatu is one of those 
short men who have leamed to hold their ground against big 
ones . He sits with the ease that disguises this sort of tension. 
His paper is not friendly to Israel. Two or three ti mes I 
consider whether to menti on to him a letter I sent Le Monde 

during the 1973 war about the position bei ng taken by France. 
I want to ask him why it wasn't printed. But I succeed in 
suppressing this-a tri umph over myself. Besides, Tatu does 
not have the look of a man whose life is easy and I don't see 
why I should spoi l  his Jerusalem dinner for him-in his diary 
it would probably be entered as "An enchanted evening in Le 
Proche Orient with an Armenian archbishop." I decide to let 
him enjoy his dinner. Seeking common ground with my wife 
(a laudable desire), he tells  her that he too is Rumanian by 
origin. He can safely say this, for his famil y  came to France i n  
the seventeenth century. What i s  all-important is  to be 
French, or to have been French for a good l ong time. And 
French he definitely is. But I can see that the Archbishop 
gives him bad marks for lighting up after the main course. This 
is inculte. People of real culture do not smoke at dinner 
tables. Yon never know whom you have asked to your palace. 
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The Archbishop is really very handsome, with his full 
cheeks, his long clear dark-green eyes, and the short strong 
beard. H is church is venerable rich and beautiful.  It contains 
the head of Saint James the brother of John and many relics. 
The house of Annas, in which Jesus was questioned and 
struck, is within the compound. The church's manuscript 
collection is the largest outside Soviet Armenia. The antique 
tiles are gorgeous. B ut all these things are in some way exter
nal. We outsiders are not stable enough to appreciate them. 
We inherit our mode of appreciation from the Victorians, from 
a time of safety and leisure, when dinner guests knew better 
than to smoke after the main course, when Levantines were 
Levantines and culture was still culture. B ut in these days of 
armored attacks on Yom Kippur, of Vietnams, Watergates, 
Mansons, Amins, terrorist massacres at Olympic Games, what 
are illuminated manuscripts, what are masterpieces of 
wrought iron, what are holy places ? 

We soon get around to contemporary matters. A call to the 
telephone; the Archbishop excuses himself in two languages 
and tells us when he comes back that he has been speaking to 
one of his Lebanese friends cal l ing from Cypms or from 
Greece. He sits down, saying that the influence of Yasir Arafat 
i s  evidently weakening and fading. Arafat was unable to com
plete the classic guerrilla pattern and bring the masses into 
the stmggle. Then someone says that it can't be long now 
before the Russians write Arafat off. They have undoubtedly 
recognized their fai lure in the Arab world and may even be 
preparing to reopen diplomatic relations w ith Israel.  Most of 
the dinner guests agree that Russia's internal difficulties are so 
grave it may have to draw away from Syria. I ndeed, it may be 
forced to retreat from the Middle East and concentrate on its 
domestic problems. The American grain purchases may not be 
sufficient To avoid collapse the Russians may be driven into a 
war with China. Secretary of State Henry Kissinger has won 
the M iddle Eastern stmggle by drawing Egypt into the Ameri
can camp. He is  a genius . The Russians are in disarray, per
haps in retreat. 

I have been hearing conversations like this one for half a 
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century. I well remember what intell igent, infom1ed people 
were saying in the last years of the Weimar Republic, what 
they told one another in the first days after Hindenburg had 
brought in Hitler. I recall table talk from the times of Leon 
Blum and Edmuud Daladier. I remember what people said 
about the Italian adventure in Ethiopia and about the Spanish 
Civil War and the Battle of Britain. Such intelligent discussion 
hasn't always been wrong. \Vhat is wrong with it is that the 
discussants invariably impart their own intelligence to what 
they are discussing. Later, h istorical studies show that what 
ach1ally happened was devoid of anything l ike such intel li
gence. It was absent from Flanders Field and from Versailles, 
absent when the Ruhr was taken, absent from Teheran, Yalta, 
Potsdam, absent from British policy at the time of the Pales
tine �landate, absent before, during, and after the Holocaust. 
History and politics are not at all l ike the notions developed 
by intelligent, infonned people. Tolstoi made this clear in the 
opening pages of War and Peace. In Anna Scherer's salon, the 
elegant guests are discussing the scandal of Napoleon and the 
Due d'Enghien, and Prince Andrei says that after all there is a 
great difference between Napoleon the E mperor and Napo
leon the private person. There are raisons d'etat and there are 
private crimes. And the talk goes on. What is sti l l  being 
pe11letuated in  all civil ized discussion is the rih1al of civilized 
discussion itself. 

Tatu agrees with the Archbishop about the Russians. So 
that, as they say in Chicago, is where the smart money is. The 
Vatican is the next topic and receives similar treab11ent. Some 
Armenian prelates have joined us for coffee and take part in 
the discussion. Someone observes that the Church is a wor
shiper of success and always fol lows the majorities. See what 
it is doing now in the Warsaw Pact countries, it is making 
deals \Vith the Communists. Should communism sweep Italy, 
would the Pope move to Jemsalem? Rather, says one of the 
prelates, he would stay in Rome and become Party secretary. 
And there we are, Kissinger has entirely wrecked Russia's 
�1iddle East policy and the Pope is  about to swap the Vatican 
for the Kremlin.  Dessert is served. 
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In my letter to Le Molllle I had said that in the French 
tradition there were two attitudes toward the Jews: a revolu
tionary attitude which had resulted in their enfranch isement, 
and an anti-Semitic one. The intellectual leaders of the 
Enlightenment were decidedly anti-Semitic. I asked which of 
the two attitudes would prevail in twentieth-century France
the century of the Dreyfus afl"air and of the Vichy government. 
The position taken by Foreign Minister Maurice Jobert in the 
October War of 1973 was that the Palestin ian Arabs had a 
natural and justified desire to " go home." I expressed, po
l itely, the hope that the other attitude, the revolutionary one, 
would not be abandoned. I made sure that my letter would be 
del ivered. Eugene Ionescu gave the editors one copy of it; 
another was handed to them by Manes Sperber, the novel ist. 
The letter was never acknowledged. 

Since 1973. Le Monde has openly taken the side of the Arabs 
in their stmggle with Israel. It supports terrorists. It is friend
l ier to Am in than to Rabin. A recent review of the autobiogra
phy of a fedayeen speaks of the Israelis as colonialists. On July 
3, 1976, before Israel had freed the hostages at Entebbe, the 
paper observed with some satisfaction that Amin, "the dis
quieting Marshal," maligned by e veryone, had now become 
the support and the hope of his foolish detractors. Le Monde 

gloated over this reversal . On July 12, after the raid, Israel was 
accused of giving comfort to the reactionaries of Rhodesia and 
South Africa by its demonstration of mil itary superiority and 
its use of Western arms and techniques, upsetting the balance 
between poor and rich countries, disturbing the work of men 
of good will in  Paris who were trying to create a new cl imate 
and to treat the countries of the Th ird World as equals and 
partners. Rhodesians and South Africans, said Le Maude, were 
toasting the Israelis  in champagne. But European approval of 
the raid would endanger the plans of France for a new inter
national order. On July 4-5, again before the rescue, Le Mo11de 

had reported without comment wisecracks made by Amin in  a 
speech at Port Louis. Addressing the OAS,  Amin had pro
voked laughter and applause among the delegates by saying 
that the hostages were as comfortable as they could be in the 
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circumstances-surrounded hy explosives. "\Vhen I left," he 
said, laughing, "the hostages wept and begged me to stay." 
This broke everybody up. 

W E STEP into the street and my friend David Shahar, 
whose chest is large, takes a deep breath and advises me 

to do the same. The air, the very air, is thought-nourishing 
in Jerusalem, the Sages themselves said so. I am prepared 
to believe it. I know that it must have special properties. 
The delicacy of the l ight also affects me. I look downward 
toward the Dead Sea, over broken rocks and smal l houses 
with bulbous roofs. The color of these is that of the ground 
itself, and on thi s  strange deadness the melting air presses 
with an almost human weight. Something intell igible, some
thing metaphysical is communicated by these colors. The 
universe interprets itself before your eyes in the open
ness of the rock-jumbled vall ey ending in dead water. Else
where you die and disintegrate. H ere you die and mingle.  
Shahar leads me down from the Mishkenot Sha'ananim, 
which stands on a slope and faces Mount Zion and the Old 
City, to the Gai-Hinnom (Gehenna of tradition), where wor
shipers of Moloch once sacrificed their children. H e  leads me 
from the Gai-Hinnom up to an ancient Karaite burial ground, 
where you can see the mingl ing for yourself. I t  acts queerly on 
my nerves (through the feet, as it were), because I feel that a 

good part of this dust must be ground out of human bone. I 
don't know that Jerusalem is geological ly older than other 
places but the dolomite and clay look hoarier than anything I 
ever saw. Gray and sunken, in the thoughts of Mr. Bloom in 
Joyce's Ulysses. But there is  nothing in the brill iant air  and 
the massive white clouds hanging over the crumpled moun
tains that suggests exhaustion. This atmosphere makes the 
American commonplace "out of this world" true enough to 
give your soul a start. 

The mun icipality has tumed the Gai-Hinnom into a park. 
The Wolfson Foundation of London has paid for the planting 
of gardens, and Arab kids are kicking a soccer ball in the green 
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bottom of the valley. East jerusalem toughies of fourteen are 
smoking cigarettes and s tiffening their shoulders, practicing 
the dangerous-loiterer bit  as we pass, Shahar lecturing. Shahar 
is bald, muscular, and his shirt is ornamented with nags, 
horseshoes, and bridles-a yellow print  on dark blue. Amus
ing, s ince he's a writer and a thoughtful man, anything but a 
tout. So we look into ancient tombed cavems and the niches 
into which corpses once were laid. Now truck fenders are 
rusting there, the twentieth century adding its cmmbl ing 
metal to the great j emsalem dust m ixture. You can be abso
lutely sure, says Shahar, that the Prophet Jeremiah passed this 
way. Right where we are standing. 

I FIND in Elie Kedourie's Arabic Political Memoirs facts 
unknown to most about American diplomacy in the late 

forties. Certainly I didn't know them. In the �Iiddle East and 
probably elsewhere, the United S tates relied heavily on man
agement consultants and publ ic-relations experts. The Ameri
can firm of Booz, Allen & Hamilton l ent one of its specialists, 
M iles Copeland by name, to the S tate Department, where he 
was in 1955 a member of a group called the Middle East 
Policy Planning Committee, the main purpose of which was, 
in his own words, "to work out ways of taking advantage of the 
friendship which was developing between ourselves and 
Nasser."* 

In 1947 Copeland had been sent to Damascus ("by whom is  
not stated," Kedourie says) "to make unofficial contact" with 
Syrian leaders and "to probe for means of persuading them, on 
their own, to liberalize their political system." 

S preading democracy over the world, the Americans first 
fought rigged elections in S yria, but the old corruption contin
ued despite all their power and money could do. Frustrated, 
the Americans decided for the best of reasons, as always, to 
make a heavier move : "The American M i nister at Damascus 
decided to encourage a military coup d'etat, so that Syria 

*The Game of Nations (New York, 1970). 
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might enjoy democ.:racy," Kedourie writes. This was not con
sidered particularly bizarre; other American ambassadors and 
ministers in the Arab world were entirely in favor of "genu
ine" revolution to overthrow old landowners, rich crooks, and 
pol iticians. "What was wanted was an elite to underpin the 
rulers, themselves in turn s upported and buttressed by a 
population whic.:h presumably understood, approved, and le
gitimated the aims of such an elite. Whoever knows the �I iddle 
East will  agree that such a quest was the political equivalent 
of the search for the philosophical stone." 

Failing in Syria, the Americans went to work in  Egypt. 
Kennit Roosevelt of the CIA "met a number of officers who 
were involved in the conspiracy which led to the coup d'eta t 

of 22 July, 1952." The Americ.:ans wanted the new regime to 
make the populace l iterate, to create "a large and stable mid
dle class . . .  a sufficient identi fication of local ideals and 
values, so that tmly indigenous democratic institutions could 
grow up." Gliding into a new political realm, the Americans 
arranged for loans to the Egyptian government. They bel ieved 
that genuine democracy was now on its way. James Eichelber
ger, a State Department political scientist who had been an 
<lccmmt executive for J .  Walter Thompson, one of the world's 
largest adve�tising and publ ic-relations fim1s, "was sent to 
Cairo where he talked with Nasser and his confidants and 
produced a series of papers identifying the new government's 
problems and recommending pol icies to deal with them." 
One of these papers, written by Eichelberger himself: was 
translated into Arabic, "commented upon by members of Nas
ser's stan: translated back into Engl ish for Eichelberger's 
benefit." This document, called "Power Problems of a Revo
lutionary Govemment," went back and forth, according to 1\lr. 
Copeland, "between English and Arabic until a final version 
was produced. The final paper was passed off to the outside 
world as the work of Zakaria .Mohieddin, Nasser's most 
thoughtful (in Westem eyes), reasonable deputy, and 
accepted at face value by intell igence analysts of the State 
Department, the C.I .A. and, presumably, similar agencies of 
other governments." 
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\Vho would have thought that a former American account 
executive could write: "The pol ice should he 'politic ized,' 
and should become, to whatever extent necessary, a partisan 
paramil itary ann of the revolutionary government"? This is 
Leninism, neat, with neither ice nor bitters. Or, "The nerve 
center of the whole security system of a revolutionary state (or 
of any state) l ies in a secret hodv, the identity and very 
existence of which can be safely known only to the head of the 
revolutionary govemment and to the fewest possible number 
of other key leaders." It was Jefferson who said that the tree of 
l iberty must occasionally be refreshed with the blood of 
patriots and tyrants. We must now believe that the same 
romantic conviction has been alive somewhere in the offices 
of J .  Walter Thompson. The United States is, after all, the 
prime revolutionary country. Or was .Mr. E ichelberger simply 
an executive with a cl ient to please and a job to do-a pure 
professional? Or is there in the world by now a natural under
standing of revol ution, of mass organization, cadres, police 
rule, and secret executive bodies ? This is a shocking suspi
cion. Of course the paper written by l\'lr. Eichelberger and his 
Egyptian collaborators states that the pulllose of the 1\: asser 
seizure of power was "to solve the pressing social and political 
problems which made the revolution necessary." 

To solve problems, to help, to befriend, to increase freedom. 
To strengthen America's position, and at the same time to do 
good; to advance the cause of universal equal ity ; to be the 
i llus ionless tough guy on a world scale; to be a mover and 
shaker, a shaper of destiny-or perhaps, surrendering to fanta
sies of omnipotence, to be the nation-making American pleni
potentiary, at work behind the scenes and playing confidently 
even with Bolshevik fire. 

And what problems were solved? Nasser solved no prob
lems. Mr. Kedourie doubts that he needed "to cal l on the 
resources of American political science for such lessons in  
tyranny. \Vhat does remain most puzzling," he says, " is  why it 
was thought that the imparting of s uch lessons could advance 
the interests of the United States, or even contribute to the wel
fare of the Egyptian people." 
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For an American, the most intriguing question is this: 
Whence the passion for social theory among these high 
functionaries of the adve1tising world? How did executive 
types ever learn of such things? 

[") EADI;'\TG The Sound and the Fury last night, I came 
� upon words in Quentin Compson's thought that belonged 
to E. E. Cummings and the thirties, not to the year 1910. 
"Land of the kike home of the wop," says Compson to h imself 
when he buys a bun fi·om a smal l Italian girl. This I would 
have read without flinching in Chicago but in Jerusalem I 
flinched and put the book down. Returning to it next day, I 
found Faulkner guilty of no offense. It's possible that people 
at the tum of the century were saying "land of the kike" and 
that Faulkner didn't borrow it from Cummings. I had been 
tell ing Shahar when we were walking in the Gai-Hinnom that 
I hadn't l iked it when David Ben�Gurion on his vis its to the 
United States would call upon American Jews to give up their 
illusions about goyish democracy and emigrate ful l  speed to 
Israel. As if America's two-hundred-year record of l iberal 
democracy s ignified nothing. I f lsrael were governed as Egypt 
is, or Syria, would I have come here at all ?  

But then, to its more severe leftist critics, some of them 
Jews, Israel is not the "democratic exception" it is said to be. 
The New Left sees it as a reactionary small country. Its de
tractors tell you how it abuses its Arab population and, to a 
lesser extent, Jewish immigrants from North Africa and the 
Orient. It is occasionally denounced by some I sraelis as 
corrupt, "Levantine," theocratic. Gossip traces the worst of the 
Israeli financial swindles to the most obseiVant of Orthodox 
Jews. I am often told that the old Ashkenazi leaders were un
imaginative, that the new Rabin group lacks stature, that Ben
Gurion was a terrible old guy but a true leader, that the younger 
generation is hostile to 1\'orth African and Asian Jews. These 
1\'orth African and Oriental immigrants are blamed for bri nging 
a baksheesh mentality to Israel; the intellectuals are blamed 
for letting the quality of l ife (a deplorable phrase) deteriorate-
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I had hoped that six thousand miles from home I would hear 
no more about the quality of life-and then there is the 
Palestinian question, the biggest and most persistent of 
Israel's headaches: "We came here to build a just society. And 
what happened immediately?" 

I speak of this to Shahar. He says to me, "Where there is no 
pamdox there is no life." 

I
N JAKOV LIND'S interesting brief book on Israel, Ben
Gurion is quoted as saying, "The Jews know hardly anything 

of a hell that might await them. Their hell is a personal 
dissatisfaction with themselves if they are mediocre."* Jews 
do, it is well known, make inordinate demands upon them
selves and upon one another. Upon the world, too. I occasion
ally wonder whether that is why the world is so uncomfortable 
with them. At times I suspect that the world would be glad to 
see the last of its Christianity, and that it is the persistency of 
the Jews that prevents it. I say this remembering that Jacques 
Maritain once characterized European anti-Semitism of the 
twentieth century as an attempt to get rid of the moral burden 
of Christianity. And what is it that has led the Jews to place 
themselves, after the greatest disaster of their history, in a 
danger zone? A Jewish professor at Harvard recently said to 
me, "Wouldn't it be the most horrible of ironies if the Jews 
had collected themselves conveniently in one country for a 
second Holocaust?" This is a thought that sometimes crosses 
Jewish minds. It is accompanied by the further reflection 
(partly proud, mostly bitter) that we Jews seem to have a 
genius for finding the heart of the crisis. 

T
HE Valley of Jehosaphat, with its tombs. A narrow road, 
and on the slopes acres and acres of stone. Caves, graves, 

litter, fallen rocks, and in tiny schoolrooms Arab boys singing 
their lessons. Even in November the place is uncomfortably 

*The Trip to jerusalem (New York, 1973). 
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wann. The Jordanians built a road over Jewish gra,·es. The 
munidpality of Jerusalem is planning to build a new road and 
will tear the Jordanian one up. The Herodian relics are al l that 
relics should be--columns distorted, well worked over by 
time, Absalom's tomb with its bulbous roof and odd funnel 
tapering out of it. The armies of the dead in all directions, in
terminable. A fine thing to obsess yourself with, burial and la
mentation and l ying about under the walls ofJ erusalem waiting 
for the �lessiah' s trumpet to sound. A few Arab hens are 
scratching up dust and pecking. Not a breakfast egg comes to 
the table that isn't death-speckled. Parties of American girls 
come down the slope in their dungarees, with sweaters tied by 
their sleeves about the waist. Above, to the left, a :\luslim 
cemete1y. The great Golden Gate that will open when the 
Redeemer appears stands sealed. Just beyond, the Garden of 
Gethsemane. As its name indicates, it was an olive grove. I'\ ow 
pines, cypresses, and eucalyptus trees grow there below the 
domes of the Russian 01thodox church. Opposite it there are 
olives sti l l ,  which Arabs are harvesting with long poles. They 
hit the branches, they thresh the leaves with their sticks, and 
the fruit rains down. 

As we go up into the Via Dolorosa, we hear an exciting 
jingle. Arab boys are racing their donkeys down the hil l .  You 
look for sleighs and frost when you hear this jingle-bell ing. 
I nstead, there are boys stem and joyous, galloping hell-bent 
on their donkeys toward the Lions' Gate. 

"Rode from Ramlah to Lydda," Hennan l\lelville wrote in  
his  travel joumal of  18.57. " . . .  A mounted escmt of some 30 
men, all armed. Fine riding. Musket-shooting. Curvetting & 
caracoling of the horsemen. Outriders. Horsemen riding to 
one side, scorning the perils." And a few days later, on the 
barrenness of Judea, "whitish mildew pervading whole tracts 
of landscape-bleached-leprosy-encrustation of curses
old cheese-bones of rocks,-crunched, gnawed, & mum
bled-mere refuse & rubbish of creation-like that laying 
outside of Jaffa Gate-all J udea seems to have been accumu
lations of this rubbish . . . .  No moss as in other ru ins-no 

grace of decay-no icy-the unleavened nakedness of deso-
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lotion-whitish ashes-lime-kilns . . . .  Village of Lepers

houses facing the wall-Zion. Their park, a dung-heap. 
They sit by the gates asking alms,-then whine-avoidance 
of them & horror .... Wandering amoug the tombs-till I 
began to think myself one of the possessed with devils. " 

A:\'WAR SADAT'S American visit. You have to discuss this 
with Israelis before they will consent to talk ahout any

thing else. An indignant librarian, a middle-aged woman 
whose face is so hot it is almost fragrant with indignation, 
demands of me in a superdistingnished all but Oxonian 
accent, "How do you account for it!" 

I shrug. This is what I would say if I did answer her: 
Americans love to open their hearts to foreign visitors. These 
visitors are sometimes treated as if they were the heroes of an 
Arabian Nights' tale. We'll show them how good we all are 
and well-meaning and generous and open-minded and even
handed. We will be full of emotion and the visitors will be 
correspondingly full of emotion, and after they have been 
wined and feted and dined and toasted and televised and 
paraded and clapped and the supplying of loans and atomic 
plants and military hardware has been discussed they will 
love us. I trust that they will give us better love than they are 
getting from us, for ours is a very low-quality upward-seeping 
vegetable-sap sort of love, as short-lived as it is spontaneous. 
As soon as they leave they are forgotten. An old Momwn 
missionary in Nauvoo once gripped my knee hard as we sat 
side by side, and he put his arm about me and called me 
" Brother." We'd only met ten minutes before. He took me to 
his good bosom. His eyes began to mist. I was a prospect, an 
exotic prospect in old tennis shoes and a sweatshirt. His heart 
opened to me. It opened like a cuckoo dock. But it did not 
give me the time of day. 

" But don't Americans know that Sadat was a Nazi?" the 
librarian says. 

Well, yes, well-informed people do have this information in 
their files. The New York Times is sure to have it, but the 
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Times as I see it is a govemment within a govemment.lt has a 
state department of its own, and its high councils have proba
bly decided that it would be impolitic at this moment to call 
attention to Sadat's admiration for Hitler. 

I tell the lady that I have sent a copy of a eulogy of Hitler 
written by Sadat in 1953 to Sydney Gruson of the Times and 
also to Katharine Graham of The Washington Post. 

"Will they print it?" she asked. 
"Difficult to guess," I tell her. "The Times ought to be 

stronger in politics than it is in literature, but who knows. 
Of course it must do financial news and sports well enough. 
If it covered ball games as badly as it reviews books, the fans 
would stonn it like the Bastille. Book readers evidently 
haven't got the passionate intensity of sports fans." 

What dishtrbs is whether Americans underst'lnd the world 
at all, whether they are a match for the Russians-the Sadats 
are in themselves comparatively unimportant. To dissident 
Russian writers like Lev 1\:"avrozov, the Americans can never 
be a match for the Russians. He quotes from Dostoevski's The 

House of the Dead a conversation between the writer and a 
brutal murderer, one of those criminals who fascinated him.* I 
haven't the book handy, so I paraphrase. "Why are you so kind 
to me?" Dostoevski asks. And the murderer, speaking to one 
of the geniuses of the nineteenth cenh1ry, answers, "Because 
you are so simple that one cannot help feeling sorry for you." 
Even when he robbed Dostoevski, he pitied him as one might 
"a little cherub-like child. " Navrozov, exceedingly intelligent 
but, to a Westemer, curiously deformed (how could an inde
pendent intellectual in the Soviet Union escape deformity?), 
sees us, the Americans, as children at whom the Stalins smile 
through their mustachios. Perhaps there is a certain Vautrin
admiring romanticism in this. Dostoevski, no mean judge of 
such matters, thought there was much to be said for the 
murderer's point of view. Navrozov extends the position. Lib
eral democracy is as brief as a bubble. Now and then history 
treats us to an interval of freedom and civilization and we 

*Tiw Education of Lev Navrozov (New York, 1975). 
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make much of it. \Ve forget, he seems to think, that as a species 
we are generally close to the "state of nature, " as Thomas 
Hobbes described it-a nasty, brutish, pitiless condition in 
which men are too fearful of death to give much thought to 
freedom. If Hobbes is too nifty an authority, let us think of the 
social views of Jimmy Hoffa. Or of the Godfather. Or of Lenin, 
as Navrozov accurately characterizes him. And this is what 
America, bubbling with political illusions, is up against. So, at 
least, Navrozov thinks. Perhaps Alexander Solzhenitsyn 
agrees with him in part. Apparently Russians are all inclined 
to see us in this way. My own cousin, Nota Gordon, two years 
out of the Soviet Union, says to me, "You are no match for 
them. You do not understand with whom you are dealing." 

Nota held the rank of captain in the Russian army and 
fought the Germans until 1945. He was three times seriously 
wounded. He has the family look-the brown eyes, arched 
brows, dark coloring, and white hair. He has, besides, the gold 
crowns of Russian dental art. Criminals released from prison 
during the war served in his company. Nota has no swagger 
but he is war-hardened. There was no food sent to the front 
lines. You ate frozen potatoes, you foraged, and you stole. You 
could depend on your criminal soldiers to bring in provisions. 
"I myself had absolute authority to kill anyone in my com
mand. At my discretion. No explanations necessary, " says 
Nota. We are first cousins but he is Russian, I am an American, 
and in his Russian eyes an American is amiable, good-natured, 
attractive perhaps, but undeveloped, helpless: all that Dos
toevski was to his fellow convict the murderer. 

Nevertheless, I see that in a book called Things to Come 

two Americans who think themselves anything but undevel
oped and helpless, Herman Kahn and B. Bmce-Briggs, are not 
impressed by Russian achievements. "Most striking is the 
disappointing performance of Soviet foreign and domestic 
policy since the late 1950s," they wrote in 1972. "In the 
foreign policy field the Soviets have had an almost uninter
mpted series of defeats and disappointments. They have 
failed to extend their influence in Europe .. . .  Their attempts 
to ingratiate themselves with India and other neutralist 
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nations have gained them l ittle. . . . For fifteen years the 
Soviet Union has been supporting the Arabs against Israel in 
the :\fiddle East and all  they have to show for it is the humil ia
tion of their proh�ges and the capture and destruction of their 
equipment by Israel. The Arabs have shown no inclination 
toward Communist ideology and their oil continues to flow to 
the \Vest. (The only other choice for the Arabs is to leave their 
oil in the ground.)" 

I copy this out for my own e ntertainment-a specimen of 
il lus ionless American pol itical analysis. These views-no 
substitute for common sense-are based upon careful staff 
work at the Hudson I nstitute. The Messrs .  Kahn and Bruce
Briggs say in a prefatory note that their book is "basically an 
organizational product. Al l of the staff at H udson have contrib
uted in some way to this work, as have the thousands of 
people with whom we have discussed these issues at meet
ings, seminars, and briefings at the I nstitute and other loca
tions around the world." 

W HAT the l i terary i magination faces i n  these political 
times. One of the finest Israeli  writers, A. B .  

Yehoshua, speaks about this in an excellent book of  inter
views, Unease in Zio11, edited by Ehud ben E zer. "It  is true," 
Yehoshua writes, "that because our spiritual l ife today cannot 
revolve around anything but these questions [pol itical ques
tions], when you engage in them without end you cannot 
spare yourself, spiritually, for other things. Nor can you attain 
the true solitude that is a condition and prerequisite of crea
tion, the source and its strength. Rather, you are continuously 
summoned to sol idarity, summoned from w ithin yourself 
rather than by any external compuls ion, because you live from 
one newscast to the next, and it becomes a solidarity that is 
technical, automatic from the standpoint of its emotional reac
tion, because by now you are completely built to react that 
way and to l ive in tension. Your emotional reactions to any 
piece of news about an Israel i casualty, a plane shot down, are 
pre-detem1ined . . . .  Hence the lack of solitude, the inability 
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to he alone in the spiritual sense, and to arrive at a life of 

intellectual creativity." During the Six Day War, Yelwshua 
says that he felt himself linked to a great event, that he was 
within a historic wave and at one with its flow. This was a 
pleasant and e levating feeling. But today, unable to see the 
end of war, he has lost the sensation of being borne upon any 
such wave. "You do not achieve peace from history," he says. 
"The feel ing of being swept along and of unce1tainty as 
regards the future prevents you from seeing th ings in any 
perspective whatsoever . . . .  You l ive the moment, without any 
perspective, but you cannot break free of the moment, forget 
the moment. You cannot cut yourself ofl and not read newspa
pers or stop hearing the news over the radio for weeks on end, 
as you could s ix or seven years ago." 

It is sl ightly different with us. Our media make crisis chatter 
out of news and fill our minds with anxious phantoms of the 
real thing-a summit in Helsinki, a treaty in Egypt, a constitu
tional cris is in India, a vote in the U .N ., the financial collapse 
of New York. We can't avoid being politicized (to use a word 
as murky as the condition it describes) because it is necessary 
after all to know what is going on. Worse yet, what is going on 
will not let us alone. Neither the facts nor the deformations, 
the insidious platitudes of the media (tormenting because the 
underlying real ities are so huge and so terrible), can be 
screened out. The study of literature is itself heavily "politi
cized." There is  a clever, persistent young woman who writes 
to me often from Italy, who ins ists upon giving the most 
ordinary occurrences in my novels a political interpretation. A 
cafeteria lunch in New York actually refers to a meeting in 
Canada between Churchill and Roosevelt, and a tussle with a 
drunk in the hallway of a rooming house corresponds to D
Day. Everything reflects the significant event, for the s ignifi
cant event is beyond question historical and poli tical, not 
private. She thinks that it is s ly of me to deny this.  

Not to submit to what societies and governments consider to 
be important. Stendhal 's heroes, when they are in prison, 
choose to think above love. E. E .  Cummings, locked up by the 
French government, finds his aesthetic paradise in the deten-

21 



tion camp of Ferte :\lace. The bravest of modem writers are 
the :\landelstams and the Sinyavskys. Before he died of cold, 
hunger, and exhaustion in Siberia, Osip �landelstam recited 
his poems to other convicts, at their request. Andrei S inyav
sky, in his prison journal ,  concentrates on art. Perhaps to 
remain a poet in such circumstances is also to reach the heart 
of politics. Then human feel ings, human experience, the 
human fonn and face, recover their proper place-the 
foreground. 

MY FRIEI\:0 John Auerbach comes up from Caesarea to 
see me. A kibbutznik seaman, he has just returned from 

a voyage. I have known him for only a few years but he has 
become a dear friend. I had been warned that as I grew older 
the difficulty of fonning new friendships would be great. On 
the contrary, I find it much easier now at sixty to draw near 
to people. John looks too m uch the writer-slight in person, 
delicate-to be a chief engineer. He does, however, hold 
an engineer's ticket and can do complicated emergency 
repairs in mid-ocean. Boyish, bearded (the beard is short and 
copper-brown), nervous, a b it high,  thinner than when I saw 
him last, he carries a cardboard valise containing books and 
booze and pajamas and a house present. He is del ighted to be 
here, and he is suffering-the one activates the other. He is 
grieving for his son. Adam Auerbach served in an electronic
warfare unit and was returning from a mil itary action when the 
helicopter in which he was flying crashed. We embrace and 
then we go out-of-doors with a bottle to have a drink and get 
some sun. Even on a sunny morning the stone buildings of 
Jerusalem chill your hands and feet. Stepping out, I feel a 
bit numb, l ike a wasp in autumn. \Ve sit on a stone wal l  over 
the garden and drink aquavit. He wants to talk. He loves 
books pass ionately, he wants to discuss American l iterature, 
to hear marvelous things from me. But I can see that the 
big current of his suffering has begun to nm heavily. He has 
returned from a voyage, he is out in the sun shining from the 
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hills of Moab, he is drinking aquavit with a dear friend, 
looking over at Mount Zion. But his son is dead. 

At sixteen John escaped from the Warsaw ghetto, leaving 
behind his parents and his sister. They were killed. Everyone 
was killed. John somehow obtained Polish seaman's papers, 
and for several years he worked in the engine rooms of Ger
man freighters. When the war ended he came to Israel via 
Cyprus, joined Kibbutz Sdot Yam, married, and had two chil
dren. His first wife died of cancer about ten years ago and he 
has married again. He says, "I ask myself in what ways my life 
has not been typical. For a Jew from Eastern Europe it has 
been completely typical-war, death of mother, death of 
father, death of sister, four years in disguise among the Ger
mans, death of wife, death of son. T hirty years of hard work, 
planting and harvesting in the kibbutz. Nothing exceptional." 

John sails infrequently now. He doesn't like the new huge 
tankers. Supermechanized, ulb·aefficient, they give the crew 
no time in foreign ports. The cargo on the voyage from which 
he has just returned was Dead Sea potash. They were to bring 
home Italian steel. Nmth of Naples they had bad weather and 
engine trouble, but they reached their harbor and anchored 
near two Japanese ships. On the pilot's advice they were 
moved farther into port by two tugs. Within five hours John 
had repaired the engines, but the port officials claimed that 
the ship was incapacitated and demanded that the captain post 
a twenty-thousand-dollar bond against expenses that might be 
run up by his "crippled ship." True, the ship had had to be 
moved into its berth by the tugs but it had been crippled only 
briefly. Well, this matter was in dispute. The ship lay 
unloaded and demurrage fees mounted-in brief, a holdup by 
local racketeers. The same everywhere, now. Everybody has 
some con going, says John, who loves American slang. The 
home office in Haifa was trying to get protection from the 
insurance company. There were long days in port with noth
ing to do. The town was covered in potash dust. Waiters and 
bartenders wiped dishes and glasses continually. Brushing at 
dust was the commonest gesture in town. A community of 
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about twenty thousand people had traffic jams worthy of 
Rome, cars as a matter of course mshing into the reserved bus 
lanes, screwing everything up and honking madly. It  all came 
to a panting standstill morning and evening without fail .  To 
get away from the traffic snarl you could climb a nearby moun
tain and come down to a deserted beach, simi lar to the beach 
at Sdot Yam. John ami his dog, �l iss issippi, went there every 
day. The Gennan tourists had gone home, the bathing cabins 
were nailed shut. It was lovely, the small waves coming in 
steadily. In l ittle pangs, said John. 

Part of the American S ixth Fleet was anchored nearby. The 
aircraft carrier john F. Ke1111Cd!J, with its hel icopters, 
reminded John of the death of his  son. He passed the time 
with young American sailors. On shore leave they wear civilian 
clothing now. This probably makes them less rowdy. One of 
the boys was from Oklahoma, near Tulsa. He had heard of 
I srael, but only just, and he was not especially i nterested. John 
was delighted by this. A clean young soul, he said. Such 
ignorance was refreshing. The young sailor knew nothing 
about holocausts or tanks in the dese1t or terrorist bombs. 

Back at sea, J ohn had to stand double watches in the engine 
room because he was shorthanded. Off duty, he read in his 
cabin and chatted with his confidante, M ississippi. The crew 
said he was drinking himself  silly in his quarters. When the 
ship passed Stromboli at night, there was a streak of crimson 
lava flowing from the volcano and the sailors wouldn't leave 
the television set to look at this natural phenomenon. But an 
owl from the island, disturbed by the sparks, flew out to the 
ship and was discovered next day on the mast. One of the 
young sailors carried it down. Then an engine man from the 
Balkans said, " I n  our vil lage we nailed owls to the church 
door when we caught them." They shut the owl in the paint 
locker while they debated what to do with it, and in the nigh t 
John set it free. The bird scratched his arm rather badly. 
"Go back to Stromboli, you dumb bastard," he said. So it flew 
off and the ship continued on its foul way. It's the water 
pumped into the tanks for ballast and then pumped out again 
that pollutes the seas, says John. 
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BEFORE I left Chicago, the art critic Harold Hosenhcrg 
said to me, "Going to Jerusalem? And wondering 

whether people will talk freely? You've got to be kidding, 
they'll talk your head ofi" He spoke as a Jew to a Jew about 
Jewish powers of speech. In flight, if the door of your plane 
comes open you are sucked into space. Here in Jerusalem, 
when you shut your apartment door behind you you fall into a 
gale of conversation-exposition, argument, harangue, analy
sis, theory, expostulation, threat, and prophecy. From diplo
mats you hear cagey explanations ;  from responsible persons, 
cautious and grudging statements rephrasing and amending 
your own questions; from parents and children, deadly divi
sions; from friends who let themselves go, passionate 
speeches, raging denunciation of We stem Europe, of Russia, 
of America. I listen carefully, closely, more closely than I've 
ever listened in my life, utterly attentive, but I often feel that I 
have dropped into a shoreless sea. 

The subject of all this talk is, ultimately, survival-the 
survival of the decent society created in Israel within a few 
decades. At first this is hard to grasp because the setting is so 
civilized. You are in a city like many another-well, not quite, 
for Jerusalem is the only ancient city I've ever seen whose 
antiquities are not on display as relics but are in daily use. 
Still, the city is a modern city with modem utilities. You shop 
in supennarkets, you say good morning to friends on the 
telephone, you hear symphony orchestras on the radio. But 
suddenly the music stops and a terrorist bomb is reported. A 
new explosion outside a coffee shop on the Jaffa Road: six 
young people killed and thirty-eight more wounded. Pained, 
you put down your civilized drink. Uneasy, you go out to your 
civilized dinner. Bombs are exploding everywhere. Dynamite 
has just been thrown in London; the dif ference is that when a 
bomb goes off in a West End restaurant the fundamental right 
of England to exist is not in dispute. 

Yet here you sit at dinner with charming people in a dining 
room like any other. You know that your hostess has lost a son; 
that her sister lost children in the 1973 war; that in this 
Jerusalem street, coolly sweet with night flowers and dark 
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green under the lamps, many other families have lost chil
dren. And on the Jaffa Road, because of another bomb, six 
adolescents - two on a break from night school-stopping at a 
coffee shop to eat buus, have just died. But in the domestic 
ceremony of passed dishes and filled glasses thoughts of a 
destructive enemy are hard to grasp. What you do know is that 
there is one fact of Jewish life unchanged by the creat ion of a 
Jewish st'lte : you cannot take your right to live for granted. 
Others can; you cannot. This is no t to say that everyone else is 
l iving pleasantly and well under a decent regime. No, it 
means only that the jews, because they are Jews, have never 
been able to take the right to live as a natural right. 

To be sure, many Israelis refuse to admit that this historic 
uneasiness has not been eliminated. They seem to th ink of 
themselves as a fixed power, immovable. Their point has been 
made. They are a nation among nations and will always 
remain so. You must tear your mind away from this conviction, 
as you must tear it from "civil ized" appearances, in order to 
reach reality. The search for relief from the uneasiness is what 
is real in Israel. Nationalism has no comparable reality. To 
say, as George Steiner says, that Zionism was created by 
Jewish nationalists who drew their inspiration from Bismarck 
and followed a Prussian model can't be right. The Jews did 
not become nationalistic because they drew strength from 
their worship of anything resembling Gennanic Blut ll!ld 

Eisen but because they alone, amongst the peoples of the 
earth, had not established a natural right to exist unquestioned 
in the lands of their birth. This right is still clearly not granted 
them, not even in the liberal West. 

At the same time Jews are called upon (by Mr. Steiner in  
The Listener*) and call upon themselves to  be more just and 
more moral than others. 

MR. D of the Foreign Ministry is wearing a suit. Israel is 
seldom dress up. Even more exceptional is Mr. D's 

*"Israel's Failure of Vision," The Listener, September 18, 1975. 
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necktie, for in Israel gentlemen favor the Whitmanesque 
or Ben-Gur ionesque--open collar.. I have been told that 
Winston Churchill gravely disapproved of Ben-Gurion' s 
informa lity of dress, but I cannot vouch for this. �1r. D, how
ever, is a proper diplomat who grew up under the British 
Mandate. A lthough he fought against it, he loves England and 
is happier in London or Oxford than anywhere else in the 
world except Israel. He gives me a brief rundown of the 
diplomatic posts he has held. He doesn't actually say that he 
hates Sweden-I say it for him. He intimates that in  Stock
holm everyone was very correct, faultless, but perhaps also 
heartless. France? Well, what can one do about tl1e French, 
they are so wonderful, they are so disagreeable. France is an 
open society for those who are willing to become French. 
Americans? A strange and mixed lot. Decent people but crude 
and lacking fi nish-not to be compared with the best products 
of English culture. We are drinking tea, English tea with milk 
in it. On every archway of my Aat there is a mezuzah. Through 
the lattice w indows we see �lount Zion and the �1uslim 
parapets. Late afternoon l ight on the stones only increases 
their stoniness. Yellow and gray, they have achieved their 
final color; the sun can do no more with them. 

I try Mr. D with one of my questions. He has worked in  
Washington. Do Americans know what is  going on in the 
world? Admittedly, he replies, the Americans are well 
informed, their information-gathering apparatus is formidable. 
But to be well informed, I persist, is not the same as under
standing what goes on. My correct visitor grants me this. Does 
he agree with the Armenian Archbishop and with �1. Tatu of 
Le Maude that Kissinger has outwitted the Russians by getting 
Egypt to accept the Sinai agreement? �1r. D does not think 
that Mr. Kissinger has foiled Russia in the Middle East . The 
inevitable speculation follows: What is Kissi nger? The Israe
lis are profoundly and bitterly intrigued by him. How did he 
get his power, anyway? We go over the usual points. Without a 
real base, he has the wizard exotic aura of the clever Jew, the 
jud Siiss, the financial manager or business agent of small 
German princedoms. He has a bold hand, he is cagey, he is a 
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jet-setter, a glamour-lo\'er, and a publ icity expert. He seems to 
understand that s ince television has created an entertainment 
culture in the Un ited States, you must join the ente1tainment 
world if  you ha,·e no other power base, becoming something 
of  a star. Kissinger has done this brill iantly. Perhaps it is after 
all his dramatic talent that accounts for everything. His good 
friend Danny Kaye can be serious as well as comic, and 
Kissinger can be playful .  In diplo macy he is too roughly 
playful.  I srael's present ambassador has been dominated by 
the o \'ennastering Kissinger. I have been told that he got Sim
chah Diuitz to lobby for a Sinai agreement. It was infra dig for 
an ambassador to haunt the corridors o f  the Senate Office 
Building, to solicit votes in congressional offices, said my 
infom1ants. Israel is poorly represented in Wash ington.  For 
Israel, the Washington job is the mo st important o f  all diplo
matic assignments and yet i nadequate people are continually 
sent over. But then Israel is  poorly governed now. The found
ing generation has no adequate successors. 

Does �lr. D think that the Russians, disappo inted in their  
efforts in the Arab world, might l ike to resume diplomatic 
relations with Israel ? That is  up to the Russians, says �lr. D.  
" If  \\'e approach them they will take it for a sign of  weakness. 
They will come to us if  and when it seems profitable to them 
to re-establ ish such relations.  To open their  embassy in 
Ramat-Gan wo uld bring them certain advantages. They co uld 
more easily gather information. As it  is, they must depend 
upon their  agents. Possibly they will get the Poles to come 
back and do the job for them." 

�Ir. Kissinger, in Geneva, arranged private talks between 
Andrei Gromyko and the Israel is. This was in December 
1973. Gromyko, though he seems publicly surly, sour, rude 
and inflexible, kno ws how to reverse himself: The forbidding 
Gromyko addressed Foreign Minister Abba Eban with 
sweetness, as an old co lleague should. How many wonderful 
occasions they had shared. They had quarreled, yes, and their 
disputes had at times been murdero us, but on the human 
level-and Gromyko is after all human-there are private 
sentimental attachments. 
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I have been told often hy people who should know (again a 
few days ago by a young Ameriean woman who had just 
reeeived her Ph.D. in Hussian literature ) that Hussian, the 
language its ell� is one of the strongholds of the human hemt. It 
has what social scientists would call "charis mat ic depths." A 
eommonplace Russian conversation will contain most all"ec
tionate expressions. And even if you condemn people to death 
you are obliged hy the genius of the language to frame the 
death sentence in loving words. There would seem to he a 
stmggle between l ight and darkness within the mother 
tongue, and perhaps Russian history is in part a rebellion 
against these loving expressions by which "realistic" people 
feel themselves betrayed. They speak loving words and they 
may feel that a mind stirred hy love is dangerous. Peril 
mobilizes your defenses, and then you murder because your 
soul has been moved. But a Gromyko can feel secure enough 
behind the mountain range of cmvses to speak sweetly in 
private to the representative of a tiny country with whom he is 
having an intimate cup of tea. He told Eban that Russia has 
never been Israel's enemy. Israel was born with the blessings 
of the Soviet Union. That is true enough. But what of the 
billions in Russian m ilitary aid to Syria, and what of the SA�I 
m issiles, the anning of Palestinian terrorists, the denuncia
tions in the Soviet press and in the U.N.? Ah well, it is true we 
are against the territorial expansion of Israel, and we cannot 
accept aggression, occupation, and the rest of it. But we are 
not really unfriendly toward Israel. From first to last our 
attitude has been consistent. 

Hearing of such a conversation, you get the feeling that 
Israel is something like an insecure tooth on which the Rus
sians don't choose to use the pincers. They will work it back 
and forth and when it is suf ficiently loose they will take it out 
with their fingers. 

The intelligent l'vlr. D is well-bred and speaks decently, 
exaggerates nothing, and is devoid of pretensions. What �tr. D 
says, and he says it quietly, is that for him it is bliss to be in 
England. 

Last week, the novelist Amos Oz observed to me that Israel 
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contains more different visions of Heaven than any outsider 
can imagine. Everyone who came over brought his own dream 
of Paradise with him. On Oz's own kibbutz, people work hard 
until 2 p.m. Then they wash and rest and dress, and after 
lunch, many of them being Russian in origin, they read serious 
books and listen to music; they spend their afternoons and 
evenings gravely discussing �larxism.  Their greatest pleasure 
is to talk in the old way about revolution and socialism and the 
fuh1re of mankind. The Gennan Jews here often rest in a 
Kultur paradise, reading Homer and Plato and Goethe, and 
listening to �1ozart. 

T HE old barber at the King David Hotel, Ephraim 
�lizrahi, a native of Jerusalem, asks me how old I am. He 

then says, " 1 ,  too, am sixty." We are speaking Spanish
Ladino, rather. He is a charmer : his hands shake a bit but he 
gives an excellent haircut. His blue eyes are small and over
hung with wild white hairs. I speak to him about Hubert H. 
Humphrey, and a blue flame awakens again in those two 
embers. A sort of senile strength and cheer straighten his 
body. He adores Hubert H. Humphrey. Signed photos of 
Humphrey hang on every wall. He has often cut Humphrey's 
hair. He has received senatorial and Vice-Presidential letters 
from Humphrey. I take the trouble to go around and read 
them. They are rich in congressional corn. Everything is big 
and open, congratulatory, wonderful and frank. "How do you 
like that?" says Ephraim. " j Un hombre tan importante que me 

escribe and me ha dado su retrato--a mi, rm barbero sencillo!" 

The senator looks extremely healthy and so does his wife. 
They are holding hands and strolling, dressed in sportswear, 
through the flowers. 

Feeble Mizrahi returns to his snipping. I wonder whether 
my ears will be safe when he unfolds his straight razor. But 
that is merely peripheral. What goes through my mind is that 
Humphrey is really an awfully clever politician. Thousands of 
influential American Jews, big givers, stop at the King David. 
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How ingenious of Humphrey to win the barber's heart ami 
cover the walls of this shop with letters and photographs. And 
perhaps Humphrey really lost his heart to the old boy. Any
way, no hann has been done to Mizrahi, sighing and dodder
ing and clipping behind me. Humphrey is, indeed, a friend of 
Israel and could be counted on to be one even if he had 
become President. Alexandra and I saw Humphrey not long 
ago at a banquet given in the White House for Harold Wilson. 
Wilson, fatty, stooped, and short, without the slightest interest 
in the people being introduced to him, his longish white hair 
lying on the dusty collar of his dinner jacket, was merely 
getting through the evening, longing for his bed and his 
mystery novel. And there was Humphrey, slender, fit, elastic, 
eager, rosy, and garrulous. Alexandra and I had just come up 
from the lobby. On the ground floor, a young Marine in dress 
unifonn, covered with campaign ribbons, was playing 
baroque Italian music on a harp. We checked our coats, 
another uniformed Marine escorted Alexandra up the stairs, 
and there was a Marine orchestra playing tunes fi·om Broad
way musicals. Then we entered the East Room and joined the 
other guests. I knew, or thought I knew, many of them, having 
seen their faces on television and in the papers. But this was 
illusory. I have never met Cary Grant or Danny Kaye-I only 
feel that I have. Senator Humphrey was the only man there 
with whom I could claim to be acquainted. "There's someone 
I know," I said to Alexandra, and I introduced her to the sena
tor, who shook our hands. But he was in one of his public 
states. The fit was on him. He couldn't bear to be confined 
to the two of us. He was looking for someone more suitable, 
for the most suitable encounter, the one it could be death to 
miss. He was gripped by an all but demonic desire for the 
optimum encounter. He touched our hands, he looked beyond 
us and was gone. Nelson Rockefeller suffered from the same 
disorder. It was only the old senators without Presidential 
ambitions who did not hasten from guest to guest. Wrinkled 
senior elephants like Hugh Scott waited patiently for their 
food. 
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Alexandra smiled at me and said, "Senator Humphrey 
doesn't remember you." But he was next to her at table and 
she told me after dinner that he had suddenly remembered 
me. "�l inneapolis, and so on." She rather liked him. 

Kissinger was deep in conversation with Danny Kaye. Their 
anns were about each other. One of Kissinger's assistants 
eamestly said, "That is an old relationship and a very mean
ingful one." Nelson Rockefeller, stockier and shorter than I 
had thought him to he, crossed the room to shake my hand. He 
had taken me for someone else and recognized his error in 
mid-course when it was too late to turn aside. We did the 
handshake bit, I nmm1ured my meaningless name, and the 
Vice Pres ident went on to seek a more significant encounter. 
This gave me some sense of what it was to be had in thrall, 
like the poor knight in Keats's "La Belle Dame sans �lerci " 
only in public l i fe. 

When we left, the attendants below could not get us a cab. 
They said, "Cabs won't come to the White House. " 

"Why?" 
"Well, they're sore at us. They answer a call and by the time 

they get here the party's taken a ride with somebody else. So 
now they say to hell with the White House." 

We were advised to go on foot, along the old State Depart
ment Building and out through the gate to Pennsylvania Ave
nue. And so we did, under a cold rain that ruined Alexandra's 
silk shoes. There was l ittle traf fic on Pennsylvania Avenue. I 
planted myself in mid-street and stopped a cab. The driver 
refi.1sed to take us to our hotel. He was Virginia-bound, he 
said, and he drove ofi Then the police pulled up and said, 
"What arc you doing here?" They took in Alexandra's evening 
dress and were astonished at us. The place was dangerous. 
From the curb they kept an eye on the situation. They didn't 
want the President's guests mugged after a bash. The White 
House behind us was filled with light. Guests were still 
dancing in the beautiful old rooms. 

By and by an old black man pulled up in his cab and took us 
out of the chill rain. "A wright," he said, "get in." And we went 
home. 
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We had eaten turtle soup and dark-gray slic.:es of sc1uab and 
wild rice and palm-heart salad and a chocolate something fi:Jr 
dessert, and we had drunk California wines. We had shake n  
hands with Danny Kaye and with the President and the First 
Lady and Kirk Douglas and Senator William Fulbright and 
Beverly Sills and :\1argaret Truman Daniels and Harold 
Wilson and Nelson Rockefeller (a matter of mistaken identity ) 
and with Hubert Humphrey a nd with many wives-wives who 
might have belonged to an organization called Prom Queens 
of the Thirties. I got into bed at the Enfant Plaza Hotel and I 
understood a little the phenomenon described by neurologists 
as an insult to the brain. As I closed my eyes, the night opened 
mercifully before me and my spirit gratefully left this world. 

T
HE joumal of Andrei Sinyavsky, whose pseudonym is 
Abram Tertz, has not yet been published in English. I 

have the French edition. I translate: " . . .  no longer men but 
great sweeps. Spaces, fields, not characters," he says, speaking 
of his fellow prisoners. "Human frontiers blur where they 
touch the infinite. Beyond biography. l\lan, each man, eludes 
biography. When you try to support your weight on 'personal 
characteristics' you sink up to the waist. Personality is a ditch 
covered lightly by a growth of psychological traits, tempera
ments, habits, ways of doing tl1ings. I have no sooner taken a 

step toward an approaching stranger than I find that I have 
fallen into a hole. " And, "We have come into tl1e world in 
order to understand certain things. Only a few things, very 
few, but exceedingly important . . . . Art is a meeting place. Of 
the author and the object of his love, of spirit and matter, of 
truth and fantasy, of the line traced by a pencil, the contour of 
a body, of one word with another. These meetings are rare, 
unexpected. ' Is that you?' ' Is it you?' Recognizing each other, 
both parties are seized by a frenzy, and clasp hands. I n  these 
gestures of surprise and joy we see art. " 

The exhaustive report of Amnesty Intemational, an unoffi
cial group concemed with prisoners' rights, has been released 
i n  London to Reuters, UPI, AP. It deals w ith prisoners of 
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conscience and political dissidents in Russia who suffer so 
desperately in the camps that they inflict fantastic injuries on 
themselves. "Hunger, excessive work, and other privations, 
including medical neglect, have led some prisoners to commit 
suicide. " They feign escape in order to be shot by their 
guards. They practice "collective self-mutilation." Evidence 
has been taken from Edward Kuznetov, among others : " I  have 
seen convicts swallow huge numbers of nails and quantities of 
barbed wire. I have seen them swallow mercury thermome
ters . . . chess pieces, dominoes, needles, ground glass, 
spoons, knives, and many other similar objects. I have seen 
convicts sew up their mouths and eyes with thread or wire, 
sew buttons to their bodies or nail their testicles to a bed, 
swallow a nail bent like a hook and then attach this hook by 
way of a thread so that the door cannot be opened without 
pulling the 'fish' inside out. I have seen convicts cut open the 
skin on their anns and legs and peel it off as if it were a 
stocking or cut out lumps of flesh from their stomachs or their 
legs, roast them and eat them, or let blood drip from a slit vein 
into a tureen." But enough ! 

The report states, "There are at least 10,000 political and 
religious prisoners in the U.S.S.R. today." Held under condi
tions that "violate intemational standards for the treatment of 
prisoners. " 

How much of this is known in the free countries of the 
\Vest? The infonnation is to be found in the daily papers. We 
are informed about everything. We know nothing. 

G UNS are a common sight in Jerusalem at any time. In 
every quarter of the city, as in every community in Israel, 

there are armed civilian patrols that include students. Daily, 
before schools open in the morning, they are examined by 
parents for bombs. Arab students were asked to participate on 
the campus of the Hebrew University but refused. In my 
opinion it was a mistake to ask that they be part of such patrols. 
They are trying to avoid a charge of "collaboration." The 
status of the Israeli Arabs is ambiguous anyway. They do and 
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do not enjoy equal rights. They cause great uneasiness. l\1ore 
than once I have been told that the Palestine Liberation 
Organization would like to provoke riots in the Old City and 
the authorities fear that explosions like the one the other night 
in which six adolescents were killed may provoke them. 
These would be politically disastrous, since the Arabs have 
demonstrated their control of the U.N.  General Assembly and 
could easily put through punitive resolutions. The PLO is said 
to have circulated in the U.N. photographs of the youthful 
victims with the claim that they have been "executed." Fatah 
terrorists in the Golan recently shot three young men. They 
came over the Syrian border with guns and hatchets, intend
ing to cut off the heads of their victims-this according to the 
deposition of a terrorist captured earlier. Terrorist violence 
always threatens and often occurs. One has to learn to live 
with the mmors. I heard the other day that another bomb had 
been found and dismantled in Jemsalem. My friend Joseph 
Ben-David, prof�ssor of sociology at the Hebrew University, 
assured me that there had been no bomb, but that same day 
the dismantling of a new bomb was reported in the papers. 
And, toward midnight, party guests excuse themselves to go 
on patrol duty. 

We are having tea and cake with Simla and David Shahar 
and the poet Dennis Silk, and I report a conversation I had 
with Mahmud Abu Zuluf, the editor of El Kuds, the largest 
Arab newspaper in Jemsalem. The moderate Abu Zuluf is 
hated by the leftists. His life and the lives of his children have 
been threatened. His automobile was once blown up, but he 
continues to follow the line of conciliation and peace. His 
office is furnished like the waiting room of a parking lot-seats 
covered in dark plastic, a desk on which people sit as well as 
write, a pleasant relaxed dustiness here, a place where no one 
fusses over trifles. There is one work of art in the office, facing 
the editor: the picture of a pretty kitty with huge eyes, a 
creature too young to look so amorous. The editor is stout and 
large-a very large, unmenacing, and even dreamy round
faced man, wearing what the English call a lounging suit. He 
has on gaudy socks, and his feet are enormous. He doesn't so 
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much shake your hand as gather it into his own. I 'm prepared 
for a most pleasant snow job. Who am I that he should tell me 
what he actually thinks?  He presses a button-like any person 
who is anyone in Jerusalem, he can ring for an attendant. 
Coffee is ordered. 

It is David Farhi who has brought me to El Kflds. Farhi, an 
Arabist, held the post of Adviser on Arab Affairs to the West 
Bank Command and is a friend of �layor Kollek' s. Quickly 
drinking down his coffee, he excuses himself ; he wants me to 
have an uninhibited chat with Abu Zuluf. So the editor and I 
sip supersweet Shiff from the tiny cups, and while composing 
machines clatter in the rooms beyond he tells me-his mood 
is somewhere between boredom and passion-that the Jews 
must give ground in East Jerusalem, they must divide author
ity with the Arabs. They are too reluctant to accept realities, 
too slow. The longer they wait the worse things will be. The 
Arabs are continually gaining strength while Israel becomes 
weaker. Between cloudiness and intensity, sometimes vague, 
sometimes opinionated, Abu Zuluf taps hard on the desk top 
with the flat of his hand and says, "More war, more men lost, 
more dependency upon your country. While the Arab nations 
become richer, more modem, more influential. i\'o, Israel 
must come forward quickly with peace plans and initiate 
negotiations, show a willingness to negotiate." There are no 
peaceful moments in Jerusalem, not for those who are making 
inquiries. You lean back with a cup of coffee to luxuriate in the 
Oriental conversation of an intelligent man. Immediately you 
are involved in a tormenting discussion. 

Now at tea I tell the Shahars what Abu Zuluf said. I do not 
like to speak lightly about these matters to them, knowing 
what they have personally suffered. There are few families in 
Israel that have not lost sons in the wars. One does not make 
casual political conversation here. In the next room at this 
moment, the Shahars' ,sixteen-year-old son is doing his home
work. When he finishes with physics he will practice his 
Schumann on the piano. Soon he will be old enough for 
military service. And William Colby of the CIA testified 
before a congressional committee that in the next war victory 
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might cost Israel nine thousand dead and thi1ty-s ix thousand 
wounded men. Such a victory would signify defeat. The hos
pitals are still  busy with the casualties of the last wa r. The 
seventh victim of the Jafl";t Road blast, a girl of fifteen, has just 
died. And U.N. Secretary-General Kurt Waldheim has come to 
Jerusalem to discuss the Syrian-bordcr question . . Mr. Wald
heim is not widely admired in Israel. People say that he 
simply doesn't seem to know what he is talking about. And I 
am as tactfu l as possible describing my talk with Abu Zuluf. 
The Shahars are being polite to me and say little at first. 
Dennis Silk lowers his eyes. He is one of those bulky men 
clad in sensitivity. Like me, he's going bald. His hair grows in 
long and random tufts. His nose is nobly hooked, and slender. 
He senses the coming storm and he is Hushing. 

When Shahar begins his reply, he is at first mild .  He docs 
not agree with Abu Zuluf,  he says. The Jews have not been 
inflexible and negative. Concessions are continually offered. 
They are rejected. The original U.N. partition plan of 1947 
was tumed down because the Arabs could not tolerate any 
Jewish state, not even a minuscule one. If a state was what 
they wanted, they might have had it years ago. They rejected 
it. And they invaded the countly from all  sides, hoping to 
drive the Jews out and take the wealth they had created. This 
countiy had been a desert, a land of wandering populations 
and small stony farms and villages. The Zionists under the 
Mandate made such economic progress that they attracted 
Arabs from other areas. This was why the Arab population 
grew so large. In Jerusalem, Jews had ouhmmbered Arabs and 
Christians for a very long time. Before they were driven out of 
the Old City in the late forties they were a majority. But this was 
how the world settled Middle Eastem business : Jordan, or 
Trans-Jordan, was arbitrarily created by the British-yes, by 
Winston Churchill himself ,  probably with a pencil, between 
drinks. "Here, we will give this sh1ff to those Hashemites. " So 
now you had a "legitimate " nation there. The Egyptians had 
the slenderest of claims on Sinai during the forties. I know 
that some of what Shahar is saying is not true, but I say 
nothing. After World War I, when Britain wanted Sinai part of 
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the Palestine Mandate and France disagreed, it was allotted to 
Egypt, which had not asked for it. On what was their present 
claim based, Shahar asks. All these countries, suddenly so 
proud, nationalistic, and demanding, had been mere bits and 
pieces of the Ottoman Empire. The Saudis, the dollar-proud 
defenders of Jemsalem, have little historical connection with 
the city. "Six generations of my family were born in Jerusa
lem," says Shahar, growing hot. Shahar is a novelist, and a 
good one. He loves French literature. Proust he adores. We 
often chat in French, and a word of that beloved language 
describes him well. He is costaud, sturdy; he has a big frame, 
broad shoulders, a muscular throat, big veins. The veins are 
swelling now. I am beginning to irritate him with my Ameri
can evenhandedness, my objectivity at his expense. It is so 
easy for outsiders to say that there are two sides to the ques
tion. What a terrible expression ! I am beginning to detest it. 

"They don't want our peace proposals. They don't want 
concessions, they want us destroyed!" Shahar shouts and 
slams the table. "You don't know them. The West doesn't 
know them. They will not let us live. We must fight for our 
lives. It costs ·the world nothing to discuss, discuss, discuss. 
And the French are whores and will sell them all the weapons 
they want, and the British too. And who knows about the 
Americans! And when the Arabs at last have their way, per
haps the French and the British will be nice and send ships to 
evacuate our women and children."  Now Shahar has named 
the seldom named dread: he has invoked the nightmare of 
annihilation. This is what Israel lives with. Although people 
will not often speak of it, it is always there. I look at Silk's big 
exquisite face. It is turned downward and he is gazing at the 
table. As for me I say no more. Can I tell Shahar that the 
"conscience of the \Vest" will never permit Israel to be 
destroyed? I can say no such thing. Such grand statements are 
no longer made; all our hyperbole is nowadays reserved for 
silence. We know that anything can happen. For the first time 
in history, the human species as a whole has gone into politics. 
Everyone is in the act, and there is no telling what may come 
of it. 
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AT THE Knessct, security measures arc very strict. They 
stop your taxi at the gate and you get out and enter a small 

office where six or seven soldiers stand about in their berets, 
machine guns on the floor. They are talking about the movies 
and Frank Sinatra's coming visit. You state the object of your 
visit at the desk. You have come to have lunch with Mr. Abba 
Eban, now a member of the Knesset. Your passport is checked 
and a phone call is put through to Mr. Eban's office. An old 
religious Jew in black, bearded, approaches with Talmudic
looking octavo volumes under his insufficient arms. He is 
cheerful, with good teeth, his nose is rich in capillaries, and he 
states the object of his visit good-naturedly and at length. 
Behind him a young couple, demonstrative lovers, stroke each 
other's heads while waiting for their passes to be issued. The 
official behind the desk asks to see one of the Talmudic
looking volumes, brings his fingers to his brow, and immerses 
himself in a dense text. A learned conversation ensues. I wait. 
Finally I am directed to enter a curtained booth, where a 
soldier searches me for weapons, feels the lining of my rain
coat (the weather is foul today), looks into my hat, has me 
mount a small platform and feels my legs, pockets, and sides. 
He opens my fountain pen and examines it. Then he grunts 
and nods me out of the door toward the great open square 
before the Parliament Building. The Knesset is grandiose. A 
country of three and a half million should have something 
more compact and modest, but the founders are not famous for 
their good taste. Teddy Kollek has told me that after 1967 Ben
Gurion was all for tearing down the walls of the Old City. "Let 
it all be open. Make one city, no walls, " he argued. "No sense 
of beauty," says Kollek. 

At the information desk the attendants are stem, but the 
ladies who take your coat gossip amongst themselves. One is 
knitting a circular object in bright-pink wool. I explain that I 
have come to lunch, and I am directed down the s tairs. There 
are two dining halls, one for meat-eaters-the ancient dietary 
segregation. Mr. Eban is waiting. He is reading seve,ral news
papers simultaneously-papers under his arms and papers in 
his fingers. His big eyes further magnified by big tinted lenses 
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seem to flood the small Hebrew print with eye power. His 
glasses are black-rimmed rectangles, and he bears himself 
with pl ump ambassadorial Llignity. He and I go to a table in 
the meat-eaters' hall and order boiled chicken and Wiener 
schn itzel, respectively. A bottle of Schweppes Bitter Lemon is 
bumped down on the table and we pour it and sip. �lr. Ehan 
has not yet found what he was looking for in the newspapers 
and pulls them from under his arms l ike a man preparing to 
send semaphore signals.  I try to assist him with small talk 
while he flutters through Jla 'aretz. At last the meal is served. 
�ly perturbed spirit sighs and I pick up a spoon. �lr. Eban is 
shy but also superconfident-gloomy but not rudely gloomy. 
He does and does not wish to be where he is. His thoughts go 
about the world l ike a satellite. His is a type with which I am 
completely familiar. The soup plates are removed and the 
chicken efficiently set before �1r. Eban. It is Jewish chicken, 
boiled in its skin, sitting upon waves of mashed potatoes and 
surrounded by shores of rice and brown gravy. �Iy schnitzel is 
made not of veal but of some other animal tissue, difficult to 
cut. So I eat my rice and sip the Schweppcs. H ungry �lr. Eban 
is full under the chin. His voice is Oxonian, his views are 
highly organized. H e  is not a listener. But I have come to hear 
what he has to say. 

He says that relations between Israel and the United States 
have never been better. I srael is receiving more aid from 
America in this period tl1an in all the years since it was 
founded. The American role in the war of 1973 has been 
widely misunderstood. Kissinger did not race ofT to Nloscow 
out of weakness or because the Russ ians threatened to inter
vene. Tme, he needn't have made it look as though he were 
answering an i mperious summons. Perhaps his speed seemed 
servile, but what he did was right. America already had the 
upper hand, and what was necessary at tl1e time was to 
acknowledge Russia's power in the Middle East and to make 
the Soviet Union a party to the cease-fire. To push on to Cairo 
would have meant tl1e loss of another thousand I sraelis and 
might have caused Russia to intervene. What Russia requires 
is recognition of its great power-deference. It must be 
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invited to sanction all arrangements, it must he consulted. 
Kissinger had already won his victory. 

Then detente is not a meaningless term ? 
Not at all, if you define it carefully. 
And what if it is defined as Solzhenitsyn defined it in his 

address to the AFL-CIO? 
You cannot expect Russian dissidents to descr ibe Russia 

impartially. 
Mr. Eban does not take the severest view possible of the 

Soviet Union. He does not see it as the worst society in history 
or as a demonic empire seeking to extend its power, dedicated 
to the destruction of capitalist democracy. He takes a more 
balanced view. The Soviet Union may be a wicked super
power but it can be understood, encompassed, and managed. 
It is not an inhumanly solid and brutal thing. It also blunders, 
hesitates; its human weaknesses arc reassuring. Only see what 
:\'lohammed Heikal's hook The Road to Ramadan reveals 
about Russia's leaders. Heikal says that on one occasion when 
he observed them they endlessly circulated a memorandum 
among half a dozen people before taking a minor decision. 
Three signatures on a document were needed before an order 
could be given. What the Russians want is to hold what they 
already have and to keep the other superpower off-balance. 
In 1973 they did not urge Syria and Egypt to attack Israel 
but took a cautious position. They don't want the destruction 
of Israel-only its withdrawal to the 1967 borders. 

The report I had heard of Eban' s private conversation with 
Gromyko was accurate. 

As for the PLO, in Eban' s view it  is an embarrassment to the 
Russians, and Arafat presents them with many difficulties. 
The PLO's intervention in Lebanon is not a famous success. 
The Russians have been disappointed in Egypt. Perhaps they 
would like Sadat removed. By a coup d 'etat? Mr. Ehan is too 
diplomatic to answer bluntly. 

He peels the stippled skin from his drumstick. I smell the 
steam of boiled fowl, I see the meat, and I attempt the 
schnitzel again. Institutional food in Israel can be got down if 
you shut your eyes and think of other things. What comes to 
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mind, unfortunately, is what I saw two days ago in the Old 
City while strolling with John Auerbach. Young rams were 
being loaded into a truck for slaughter. They tried to run away. 
They were grabbed by Arab workmen, picked up by the 
fleece, and thrown writhing into the truck while everyone 
shouted curses. "Your sister's cunt," the men were yelling. O ff 
to the side were the malodorous fresh hides of animals just 
butchered. When will we stop this slaughter and turn to greens 
and nuts and fruits? It is not a bad question to ask when you 
hear a highly civilized man discoursing on politics while eating 
lunch. 

Has .\1r. Eban ever heard Dr. Kissinger's personal explana
tion of the policy of detente? 

Dr. Kissinger has never sat still long enough to describe this 
fully to i\lr. Eban. People are forever approaching him with 
messages; Dr. Kissinger is always jumping up. 

And now the rain has increased ; winter is upon us. Have I 
transportation? There are no taxis to be had for love or money. 
With all his newspapers, Eban rises to his feet and offers to 
drop me off. His car is waiting. We leave the Knesset by the 
members' exit. Some of the members are full-bearded and 
wear skull caps. As we drive to the Jaffa Road Eban and I 
discuss American politicians. It is apparently true that Presi
dent Gerald Ford only recently learned that the American 
Embassy was not in the capital of Israel but in Tel Aviv. Eban 
is reluctant to criticize the President, but he admits that he is 
no Lyndon Johnson. "There was a clever man," says Eban 
with admiration. I had heard that Johnson once received Eban 
with the words, ".\lr. Ambassador, Ah'm sittin' here scratchin' 
my ass and thinkin' about Is-ra-el." Eban confim1s the truth of 
this but explains that Johnson spoke in a most friendly man
ner. Familiarity without contempt. Eban asks me what I think 
of the Democratic candidates-of Henry Jackson, for instance. 
Well, I've hvice shaken hands with Senator Jackson and I 
know no more about him than you can lea rn by shaking a 
politician's hand. And what of Hubert Humphrey? Senator 
Humphrey is a better man than most. President Johnson put 
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him in a very bad position. It is a pity that Humphrey was not 
brave enough to resist. It is true that he is garrulous. Groucho 
Marx said of him, " I  don't know what sort of President he'd 
make. He talks and talks and talks. He'd make a helluva wife." 
My theory is that Humphrey learns by talking and that the 
process is in part educational. A man in public l ife is far too 
busy to read much except newspapers and drafts of hills; but 
Humphrey p icks up a good many intelligent opinions, and by 
debate, repetition, embellishment, and editing he may create 
something after all. He knows the right thi ng when he sees it, 
or when he says it. H is record in the Senate is impressive. 

The rain has stopped. I get out of Eban's car and thank him 
and say good-bye. The Jaffa Road, its shops shut since midday 
for the siesta, is sodden and bleak. I pass the little coffee shop 
outside which the bomb exploded a fev.· days ago. It is burnt 
out. A young cabdriver last night told Alexandra and me that 
he had been about to enter it with one of his friends when 
another of his pals called to him. " He had something to tell me 
so I went over to him and just then the bomb went off and my 
friend was there. So now my friend is dead, " said the cabby. 
His voice, still adolescent, was cracking. "And this is how we 
live, mister! Okay? We live this way. " 

EBAN'S attitude toward Russia i s  shared by many. In a 
different form, I heard it recently at the Beth Belgia, 

one of the Hebrew University buildings, from Professor 
Shlomo Avineri, who is a historian and political scientist. As 
st'lted by Professor Avineri, the position is something l ike 
this: After World War I I, it was widely believed that capitalism 
had taken a new lease on life. But this was an illusion. The 
postwar prosperity of capitalism was based on cheap energy 
and low-priced raw materials from backward countries. The 
price of these has now r isen, and the last free ride of Western 
capitalism is over-over for all except, perhaps, America. O ther 
\Vestern countries must now prepare to live on a more 
austere standard. In Eastern Europe, on the other hand, 
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l i fe has immensely improved. The lowe r classes are beginning 
to eat well and dress comfortably and l ive in warm apart
ments. It is principally the old middle class that is unhappy
the professionals, the intellectuals.  And across  the face of 
Europe we will see a gradual evening out of privileges and a 
redistribution of the good things of life. The Western centers 
of old Europe are growing dimmer, but Hungary, Bulgaria, 
Rumania, Poland are brightening up. This, rather than ex
panding Red imperialism and the subjugation of Europe by 
Russia, is what we should be considering. I f l  understand him, 
Professor Avineri i s  saying that an independent sort of 
communism is  developing among Russia's satellites and that 
\Vestern communism is becoming more democratic, less 
obedient to Moscow. In any case, the world is being trans
fomled, and neither superpower is what so many of us had 
always assumed it to be. 

This is the sort of thing one hears in Paris or l\Iilan rather 
than jerusalem. Such a vision of the future evidently grows 
out of assumptions about the decline of American prestige and 
influence. It takes for granted that in fighting tl1e extension of 
communism in Southeast Asia the United States made the 
greatest mistake in i ts history. A desire to accept a new view of 
communism is one of the results of the Vietnam disaster and of 
America's internal political disorder. Besides, Israel's utter 
dependency upon the United States leads Israel i intel lectuals 
to hunt for signs of hope in the Communist world. I often 
wonder why it should rend people's hearts to give up their 
l\larxism. What does it take to extinguish the hopes raised by 
the October Revolution? H ow much more do intellectuals 
need to leam about the U.S.S.R.? Knowing something about 
l ife in Communist countries, I disagree completely with Avi
neri. In my judgment this is a frivolous analysis-heartless, 
too, if you think how l ittle personal l iheity there is in Eastem 
Europe. One has no business to give away the rights of others. 
But I look again at Professor Avineri and see that he is an 
engaging fellow, far from heartless. I conclude that he is only 
trying out these views. Tomorrow, in another mood, he may 
take a different line. 
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DAVID FARH I  says that Sadat, on his Amerit:an vis it, 
proclaimed his Arab loyalties and set himself up as a 

super-Arab in order to he free from suspicion. The Arab world 
has accused him of softening. Having inade the gestures of 
sol idarity, he is free to detach himself and to deal with internal 
Egyptian problems-overpopulation, economic stagnation, 
disease. Professor f\l ichael Brecher, of the Hebrew Univer
sity, an Israel i  of Canadian origin, wonderfully talkative and 
minutel y informed, agrees with Farh i and adds that Sadat's 
regime is in danger. The Russians are vexed with him. Egyp
tian university students, a number of whom were junior offi
cers i n  the war of 1 973, are critical and dissatisfied. Egypt's 
propagandistic revision of the events of the war do not take 
them in. They know how poorly they were led and how 
quickly Israel recovered from the defeats of the first clays. If  
the Russians are organizing a c o u p  d'etat, they have an angry 
sh1dent population trained in warfare to recmit from. 

Behind exchanges l ike this stand images of torpid towns on 
the Nile and of undernourished people, ill  with bilharzia. The 
world to be coped with is a world in which what has always 
been has become intolerable. The Egypt of my pich1re is the 
Egypt of Edward Lane and other observers and travelers. It  
extends over the entire region-the Sudan and Eth iopia. It  
has now been decreed that ages of inertia are at an end, this 
must be changed, and the change must begin at once. �o one 
can say just what the new imperative will produce. In old age, 
Tolstoi said to A. B. Goldenveizer, who often played Chopin 
for him, "Perhaps it is because I am unwell ,  but at moments 
today I am simply driven to despair by everythingthat is going 
on in the world:  the new fonn of oath, the revolting proclama
tion about enlisting un iversity students in the anny, the Drey
fus affair, the situation in S erbia, the horrors of the diseases 
and deaths in the Auerbach quicksilver works . . . .  I can't 
make out how mankind can go on l iving l ike this, with the 
sight of all this horror round them ."  

Are we wrong to think that our  horrors today are much 
greater? Th is morning's paper reports that nine men were 
found dead in an Argentine ditch, blindfolded and shot 

45 



through the head; that South :\1oluccans seized a Dutch train 
and murdered some of the passengers. Scores of people are 
killed in the streets of Beirut every day; terrorists take hos
tages in London and explode bombs in Belfast. As an Ameri
can, I can decide on any given day whether or not I wish to 
think of these abominations. I need not consider them. I can 
simply refuse to open the morning paper. In I srael, one has no 
such choice. There the violent total is added up every day. 
And nothing can be omitted. The Jemsalemite hooked by 
world politics cannot forget Gerald Ford and China, Ronald 
Beagan and California; he is obliged to know that Harold 
Wilson has just asserted in a speech that E ngland is still  a 
force to be reckoned with. H e  cannot afford to overlook the 
latest changes in the strate!,')' of the French Communist Party 
nor the crises in Portugal and Angola; he must remember the 
mental character of the Muslim world, the Jews of the Dias
pora. Israel is must, in fact, bear in mind four thousand years of 
Jewish history. The world has been thrown into their anns 
and they are required to pe1form an incredible balancing act. 
Another way of putting it: no people has to work so hard on so 
many levels as this one. In less than thi!ty years the Israelis 
have produced a modem country-doorknobs and hinges, 
plumbing fixtures, elecbical suppl ies, chamber music, air
planes, teacups. I t  is both a ganison state and a culti vated 
society, both Spmtan and Athenian. It tries to do everything, 
to understand everything, to make provision for everything. 
All resources, all faculties are strained. Unremitting thought 
about the world situation parallels the defense effort. These 
people are actively, individually involved in universal h istory. 
I don't see how they can bear it. 

A WALK in the Old City with S holem Kahn, who is on the 
faculty of the Hebrew University. He takes me through 

the Greek section of the Christian qumter and we visit the 
smal l Franciscan bookshop. The old clerk is a Christian Arab 
who served more than fifty years ago in the Turkish anny and 
l ikes to talk  about the barbarous old days. In the windows, 
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Franciscan translations of medieval Italian travel narrat ives. 
"And how is Father Hoade?" asks Kahn, inquiring about the 
translator of these works. 

"Oh, he went to Rome and died three years ago." 
"Ah, did he. What a pity. Awfully nice fellow," says Kahn, 

himself awfully nice. And after all, this is how it happens. You 
are born in Ireland, put on a habit, translate medieval Ita! ian 
travel narratives in Jerusalem, go to Rome, and die. 

Kahn insists on showing me some ancient baths at the lower 
end of the Old City and \Ve ask our way through endless lanes, 
where kids ride donkeys, kick rubber balls, scream, fall 
from wagons, and build small fires in buckets to wam1 their 
fingers, for the weather is cold. A freezing east wind blows 
above the arches of the covered streets. The ancient stone is 
very cold. The sun does not often get into these streets. A gang 
of black Sudanese boys shout frantic advice at a driver backing 
his truck into a narrow lane, scraping the Arabic inscription of 
a plugged fountain, the gift of some eleventh-century sultan, I 
imagine. Kahn asks again for his Turkish baths. A candy seller, 
cutting up one of his large flat sticky cakes, a kind of honeyed 
millstone, appears indignant. His business is to sell cakes, not 
to give directions. We get into an arcade where a money 
changer in a turtleneck tells us to retrace our steps and tum 
left. He offers to pay me two pounds on the dollar over the 
official rate. I take the trouble to tell him how virtuous I feel 
about this sort of thing, and he cannot conceal his opinion, 
which is that I am very stupid. True. If I were thinking, I 
wouldn't say such things to a man whose trade is money. But 
there you are-the fellow with the dollars is frequently fool
ish. That-and here my thoughts also touch the case of poor 
Father Hoade, who went to Rome and died there-is life. We 
make our way out of the arcade and inquire of a stout, 
unshaven storekeeper in Arab headdress and busted shoes 
who deals in chipped green glassware. He lights up at our 
question. Yes, of course, he knows. Engaging us in conversa
tion, he offers us coffee. Next he submits to our admiring 
inspection a crumpled snapshot in color of his son who is 
studying medicine in Chicago. I tell him that I am from 
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Chicago. I I e  is enchanted. The photograph, smudged by lov
ing thumbprints, passes fi-om hand to hand. So now we are 
hound together in fi·icndship. The small dead end where we 
stand has the custmmuy fallout of orange peel and excrement, 
eggshells and bottle tops. 

Almost embracing us with his guiding arms, the shopkeeper 
escorts us to the Hamam. And here is  the place itself at the 
corner, down a salmon-colored plaster passage that bulges 
asymmetrically. If this is Lad ies' Day, we will have to tum 
hack. Respectful of ladies' modesty, our friend opens the door 
cautiously and holds up a hand in waming. He inquires, 
shouting into hollow spaces,  and then waves us torward. \Ve 
enter a vast, domed, circular room that is perhaps a thousand 
years old-one thousand four hundred, our guide insists. For 
reasons of self·respect I am obliged to cut him down by a few 
centuries. But who can care for long about the dates.  The little 
idiocy of skeptical revision passes off. I find myself to my joy 
in an ancient beautiful hot sour-smell ing chamber. Divans 
made up with clouts and old sheets are ranged against the walls 
tor the relaxing clients. Tattered towels hang drying on lines 
overhead. These l ines crisscross up, up,  up into dim galleries. 
An Arab woman, very old, is  resting on a divan. One of her 
short legs is extended. She makes a gesture of Oriental com
tesy. In this towel-bannerecl chamber people rest ti·mn the 
fatigues of bathing. \Ve go through several steaming rooms, 
now empty. Our Arab friend says, "You spend a whole night 
here, you will be a very difterent man." I can well bel ieve it. 
An attendant is scrubbing the floors with a stiff brush. He must 
he the husband of the ancient odal isque. He is  stout, low, 
handy-legged, and round-backeu. He is so bent that if his 
deep-brown eyes, the eyes of a walrus, are to meet yours he 
must look upward. The white stubble and his color-the high 
color of a man of heat and vapor-are agreeable. "This is not 
the place I had in m ind. The one I wanted to show you is 
much older," says Kahn. But I rejoice greatly in this one and 
ask for nothing better. As we leave, the old woman is convers
i ng with one of her friends, an immense woman and del i
ciously fat, who has seated herself on the vety edge of the sofa. 
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On the cold cobblestones we say good-by, thanking the shop
keeper with the busted shoes. He goes back to his dark green 
glassware. "I  suppose we must give up on the still older bath," 
says Kahn. He compensates himself by tell ing me about \lax 
Nordau. 

CHAIM GO URI, a poet and journalist, a strong-looking man 
in his early fifties, a head of black curls over a good square 

l ined face-1111e bonne gueuie. A turtleneck of forest green. 
He tells of a Peugeot belonging to an influential Arab family 
looted by Israeli soldiers during the Six Day War. Gouri 
took it from the soldiers and returned it. He was thanked 
by the Arab family and later invited to dinner by the lady 
of the house. "I am grateful for the car," she said, "but after 
you gave it back to us some of your soldiers came and took 
from me the jewels my mother had given me on my wedding 
day." Gouri promised to do what he could to help. As he 
did so he saw a Dutch woman, one of the dinner guests, 
grinning at him across the table. Later this woman explained 
why the incident had amused her so. "When the war broke 
out," she said, "we in Amsterdam began to store food and 
clothing for the Jewish refugees we expected to receive. After 
all ,  the Arabs threatened to wipe you out. It would not have 
surprised us if hundreds of thousands of new refugees had 
arrived in \Vestern Europe. And here is a woman who com
plains that her bangles were taken.  And you apologize to her. 
We in Holland had German soldiers entering our houses. The 
Germans themselves had Russians . . . .  " 

Nevertheless, Gouri's relations with this Arab family contin
ued to be helpful .  H e  was asked to help recover a certain 
family property, a house n ear the Jaffa Gate. He bel ieved that 
he had made friends, so that when a French journalist asked 
Gonri to introduce him to an Arab family he arranged an 
invitation to dinner. At the dinner table the daughter of the 
house, a grown woman, spoke her mind. Courageously, 
although Gouri said that she was trembling, she declared, 
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"\Ve will never accept the presence of Jews in our lan<l." 
Gouri was shocked by this .  

I didn't say what 1 was thinking, but the matter was clear 
enough to me as an American and also as a Jew. He wished to 
influence these Arab friends of his by his goodness.  The idea 
is to clean things up, to feed the hung!)', to build schools and 
hospitals ,  to hire workers at high prices to which they are 
unaccustomed, to give back looted cars and necklaces, and 
thus to win all hearts. But these Arabs play the old Alsace
Lorraine game, with Israel in the role of Prussia and them
selves quavering bravely, l ike the old school teacher in Dau
det' s patriotic story, Vil.;e la Fmnce! 

I described Gouri as having "u ne bonne gueule" because he 
is, l ike Shahar, a Francophile.  He knows no English. We have 
been speaking French more or less correctly, in high gear. 
�ow he asks for my opinion of the French attitude toward his 
country. He describes vis iting French intel lectuals, Michel 
Butor among them, who reveal (rather than confess) that they 
know nothing at all about I srael. He wonders whether I can 
explain this strange ignorance. 

I give him my view: France is a country whose thinkers, 
sitting in Paris,  feel they know all that they need to know 
about the world outs ide. That outside world is what they 
declare it to be. I f  you \vant to know about the Australian 
Bushman, you look him up in Larousse. Standard works pub
lished in France contain ,  l ike Keats's Truth and Beauty, all 
that is known or needs to be known. Paris, for centuries the 
center of European civil ization, grew rich in collective repre
sentations, in the indispensable images or views by which the 
civil ized world conceived of itself. France was to such repre
sentations what British banking was to money. Briti sh banking 
is  nmv close to ruin, but the image-of-the-world-as-seen-from
its-Parisian-center, fortified by the addition of a kind of Marx
ism, is as strong as ever in France. That is why French visitors 
strike Israelis as incomprehensibly incurious and ignorant. 
To wind up our conversation: much of \Vestern Europe 
believes that capitalism is done for and that liberal 
democracy is perishing. I f  France cared anything about liberal 
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democracy, about freedom,  it would behave diflcrently 
toward Israel, which alone represents freedom in the :\1iddlc 
East. But it prefers Arab feudalism, Arab socialism, Chinese 
communism. It prefers doing business with the Third World. 
It prefers anything to Israel. 

J
USTICE HAii\1 COHN, when he fel l  in love with a woman 
who had been divorced and wanted to many her, had to 

apply to rabbinical authorities for pennission. This was 
denied because a Cohen, one of the hereditary high priests, 
cannot marry a woman who has been divorced. Then, since a 
high priest must be physically unblemished, Justice Cohn 
proposed to mutilate himself in a symbolic fashion-he 
offered to have one joint of his little finger surgical ly removed. 
But he was told that even if he cut off an arn1 he would remain 
a Cohen still .  Justice Cohn, who represented Israel in the 
U.N. Human Rights Commission and went to America often, 
therefore married the lady in a c ivil  ceremony in New York. 
Certain of the Cohns' friends thought it improper for a public 
servant to be so disrespectful to the rabbis, and Justice Cohn 
and his wife, yielding to their opinion, were married again by 
a Conservative rabbi. This rabbi was rebuked by his col
leagues and had a hard time of it. So Justice Cohn told me. He 
is a big man and he looks taciturn, but you find that he has 
actually told you a great deal within a short time. Another 
paradox-at dinner he seems to he brooding on grim ques
tions but you come away feeling that you've had a most 
cheerful time. Mrs. Cohn, a musicologist, is a large, impulsive, 
dramatic woman of considerable charm. The Justice was 
obliged to explain to his colleagues of the Human Rights 
Commission why a Cohen had to leave Israel in order to marry 
a divorcee. 

I TALKED to Professor Werblowsky about this book on 
Joseph Karo, an impressive work about the great lawyer and 

the author of the Shu/chan Arukh . Karo also left to posterity a 

51 



personal record called Jlaggid Mesharim. The �Iaggid was a 
spirit that spoke "in s ilence and solitude" to the rational ist 
Karo-a voice within his m ind. :\laggidism, in the s ixteenth 
and se\·enteenth centuries, was widely accepted by Cabalists, 
who believed that demons or evil spirits entered men and 
troubled them, but that angels too might enter a man and 
speak words of wisdom with him " . . .  and when thou awakest 
after having fallen asleep amid thoughts of the :\l i shnah . . .  
and thy l ips will vibrate . . . . I am the �lishnah that speaketh in 
your mouth. The Shekhi11ah speaketh to you . . . .  " Over drinks 
I asked the ingenious Professor \Verblowsky, a slender, hand
some man, whether he himself believed in the voice of the 
�l ishnah in the mind or direct communications from the 
divine spirit. As a historian of rel igions he took it seriously, but 
he was himself a rational ist. Eventually such phenomena 
would yield to rational investigation. I should have guessed 
that this lissome, pin-striped professor with a carnation in his 
buttonhole and a fresh complexion to match would take the 
modern approach. Going back to his book, I found that he was 
indeed a modem professor, who spoke of Karo's :'\laggid as the 
manifestation of "a pecul iar technique of sponta neously pro
ducing discursive intellectual, even highly special ized theo
retical and speculative material without any conscious effort 
of thought." A professor's dream-a steady flow of discourse at 
the highest leve l !  What other gift would an angel bring to an 
intellectual?  Talk-wonderful inspiring, profound talk. 

Alexandra and I gladly accept an invitation to a Sabbath 
dinner with the \Verblowskys. The bless ings and prayers are 
elaborate. I have never heard anything as elegant as Professor 
\Verblowsky's Sephardic Hebrew. Three adolescent children, 
two daughters and a son, wait on us under the supervision of 
their  mother. The Professor, in  patriarchal style, is served 
first. His  wife, pleased with all he does, all he says, visibly 
dotes on him-a rare s ight this ,  in an age of embattled women. 
Yet who could fai l  to share the pleasure the soft and gentle 
�Irs. Werblowsky takes in her husband as he lounges in h is 
large chair, presiding over the table? 
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r>.ty own heart must have a feudal eomparhnent. I have a 
weakness for hierarchy. I remember how impressed I was in 
Tokyo when I spent a day with the Sumo wrestlers in their 
establishment. The Sumo ;\lasters, immense and good
humored, glowing with vital power, their black hair pinned 
shining at the back of the head, sat before the cauldrons 
dishing out boi ling stew to the disciples, who squatted about 
them in a circle and were setved in order of rank. The ;\laster 
with one hand could clutch the strongest of them by the head 
and pitch him out of the Sumo ring. That incomparable am1, 
pitted with acupunctures near the joints, was stirring the stew 
of weeds, fish, soybean curds, and nameless invertebrates, 
strangely aromatic and del icious. In his hand the ladle looked 
no bigger than a doll's teaspoon. 

I think that Professor \Verblowsky does not enjoy the cere
monious Sabbath meal more than I do myself. He reminds me 
(and he is not, of course, responsible for the odd thoughts that 
pass through my head), of a cettain J ackie, a small hoy in first 
grade in Montreal's Devonshi re Grammar School, who once 
made me ecstatic with surprise by eating a plum during class. 
He took it from his schoolbag. He shined it fi rst on his short 
pants; then, happy with the plum, happy with h is foresight in 
bringing a plum, happy with himself, he bit into it. This was 
my discovery of talent. \Vhat an ingenious, original, and strik
ing idea it was to eat a plum in class. He was pleased and he 
carried me with him. I, too, was delighted. So it was with 
Professor \Verblowsky. So it was, rather, with my i n-epressible 
but welcome association. 

But the point of the evening, and we had many such eve
nings in Jerusalem, was that no Orthodox family observed the 
Sabbath more fully  than the Werblowskys. I have since read a 
lecture by Professor \Verblowsky, "Le Shabbat dans Ia Con
science J uive." He refers to the Sabbath as "the precious gift 
of which the Talmud speaks." But he adds, "I am using here 
the traditional language of theologians, not my own." 

There are many Israelis who do not believe, but there are 
few who have no religious l i fe. Life f(>r the irreligious in Israel 
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is quasi-rel igious. After all, the Jews are in Jerusalem not only 
because they are Zionists. There are other reasons, and some 
of these reasons are indirectly or in some degree religious. 
Such injustices as have been committed against the Arabs can 
be more readily justified by J udaism, by the whole of Jewish 
histOI)', than by Zionism alone. 

W ENT walking with Dennis S i lk. I had been reading his 
poems and marionette plays. They had stirred me, and I 

was in an agreeable state, keen to see the sights. \Ve entered 
the Old City by the Damascus Gate and went ambling down 
the ,·aulted alleyways. I find the dirt of the b<mlar delicious. 1 

am pleased when I see donkeys backing out of bedrooms or 
bedroom-workshop-kitchens, or bakelies or basket-weaving 
establishments. In  the alleys, tailors work away on the foot 
pedals of old Singer sewing machines. I rather like the tourist  
trash here dangling on strings in the doorways : necklaces, 
souvenirs, clay lamps, belts, sheepskins, and empty hassocks 
(you take them home and stuff them yourself), fleece-lined 
slippers, bush-ranger hats, antique brassware, and battered 
pieces of everything laid out on the ground-a scavenger's 
heaven. And Arabs with kaffiyehs tied with braided cord 
sucking at their narghiles in corners. 

Dennis takes me to a gambling est"lblishment in a coffee
house, where people are slapping down big playing cards and 
shooting pocket bill iards. The felt is patched with Band-Aids 
and there is no cue ball-the three shoots the nine, and the 
five bangs the fomteen. The players are young, dark, slender, 
and unsmiling. 

We go to a body-building establ ishment near the Via Dolo
rosa. I call it a body-building establishment for it can hardly 
be described as a gymnasium, and yet bodies are being built. 
The walls are not exactly walls but rather  hollows, bulges 
within a larger structure. The space is occupied by an 
immense collection of unclassifiable objects. In  the entry 
there is an office which is also a concierge's lodge. From here 
a broad old man in a beret directs a multitude of activities. 
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Small Arab boys are wiggl ing the knobs of a mechanical 
soccer game. Ranks of metal players kick at a steel ball ,  hardly 
more than a pel let. In a small alcove beside this, under an 
electric bulb a raw chicken l ies beheaded and waits for din
ner, its skin covered with a deathly moisture.  Next, a room for 
athletes. The wal ls arc covered with photographs of strong 
men in leotards and leopard skins. Some stand alone, exhibit
ing their shoulders,  thighs, and anns. Some are surrounded by 
admiring families. I t  is not exactly clear to me how with such 
biceps you can embrace your dear ones. Barbells, dumbbells, 
and chest developers with springs take up most of the space. 
Two adolescent boys are nail ing l eather soles to the floor to 
give a footing to the weight l ifters . They take a serious and 
highly professional attitude toward their work. In the last 
room of all, young men are working with the barbells. The 
barbells rest upon two supports near the top of the table. The 
young men lie on their backs and work their way upward into 
the l ifting position. These weight l ifters, fully clothed and 
wearing sweaters, penorm the press exercise with desperate 
earnestness. I recall a muscle-building book called Hare to Get 

S trong and How to S tay So, with group photographs of cham
pions of the 1890s, mustachioed and dressed in tights-the 
same look of solemnity and dedication. In this tiny room the 
young men take turns and press until they can press no more. 

From this packing-case gymnas ium we go to visit a settle
ment that adjoins the roof of the Church of the Holy 
Sepulcher. Ascending a broken stone staircase, you reach a 
parapet and come down again a few steps to a sunken floor 
beside the dome, where you see tall people standing beside 
low dwell ings . In the December damp a black man in black 
garments approaches. He is a member of the tiny Ethiopian 
sect that l ives in  these cabins and has certain traditional rights 
in the Holy Sepulcher below. It is now evening and wet; 
wandering about, we find a narrow staircase and go down. 
Dennis explains that about a hundred and ten years ago the 
Coptic rivals of this sect managed to change the locks on the 
doors that gave direct access to the church courtyard, so that 
for more than a century these black men have had to take the 
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long way around. It was not unti l the Six Day War that the 
Ethiopians had the locks changed and their doors were 
restored to them. They have two small chapels with holy 
pictures-fairly primitive-and bands of crimson, green, and 
yellow painted on the walls,  portraits of patriarchs with white 
beards and staring eyes. From the shadows, priests in round 
hlack hats materialize. Centuries ago they took hold here and 
cl ing somehow to the s ide of this sacred place. 

C Ol\IEDIES in which cries are torn from the heart-Cosi 
Fan Tuite, The Marriage of Figaro, Sterne's Sentimental 

]ourneu; I am drawn to these, always, and to the Stendhals 
and Rossinis who carried l\lozart and Sterne into the nine
teenth century. From th is comes my affection for Samuel 
Butler-for the Butler at any rate who told in The Wau of All 

Flesh how three s isters played cards to decide which of them 
wa� to marry the Reverend Pontifex. Perhaps J ung was right 
in saying that the psyche of each of us was rooted in an earl ier 
age. I sometimes think that my own sense of fun is nearer 1776 
than 1976. 

From the International 1/erald Tribune, a twentieth-cen
tury note: Poor Thorn ton Wilder would have shuddered at his 
obituary. "Expressing the attitude of thousands of readers, 
Mrs. Lyndon Johnson said that he had succeeded in making 
'the commonplaces of l iving yield the gaiety, the wonder and 
the vault of human adventure. ' " 

What the hell is this vault? 
These Southern ladies sure know how to perfume a phrase. 

C ERTAIN oddities about Israel :  Because people think so 
hard here, and so much, and because of the length and 

depth of their history, this sliver of a country sometimes seems 
quite large. Some dimension of m ind seems to extend into 
space. 

To l ive again in Jerusalem-that is almost l ike the restora
tion of the Temple. But no one is at ease in Zion. No one can 
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be. The world cris is is added to the crisis of the state, and both 
are added to the problems of domestic life. It is increasingly 
difficult to earn adequate wages, since from the first Israel 
adopted the l iv ing standards of the West. Taxes are steep and 
sti l l  rising, the Israeli pound is dropping. The government has 
begun to impose austerity measures. \Ve meet people who 
work at two jobs and even this moonl ighting is insufficient. 
The Israel is  complain but they will accept the austerity meas
ures. They know that they must, they are at bottom common
sensical . Yet everyone looks much shabbier and more har
assed than in 1970. 

In almost every apartment house the neighbors tell you of a 
war widow who is trying to bring up her children. The treat
ment of young widows and of parents who have lost their sons 
is, I am told, a new psychiatric specialty. Israel is pressed, it is 
a suffering country. People feel the pressures of enemies as 
perhaps the psalmists felt  them, and sometimes seem ready to 
cry out, "Break their teeth, 0 God, in their mouth." Sti l l ,  
almost everyone is reasonable and tolerant, and rancor against 
the Arabs is rare . These are not weak, melting people. Only 
one sometimes hears on a mild day, by the sea or in  the 
orchards, or when the mountains of Moab draw near in clear 
l ight, the wry Yiddish saying: "One could live, but they sim
ply won't let you." On this speck of land-an infinitesimal 
fraction of the surrounding territories-a troubled people has 
come to rest, but rest is impossible .  They often ask themselves 
why anti-Semitism should be so mysteriously pervas ive. Even 
the Chinese, who know l ittle of Jews, are Israel's enemies. 
Jews, yes, have a multi tude of faults, but they have not given 
up on the old virtues. (Are there new ones? If so, what arc 
they?) But at this uneasy hour the civilized world seems tired 
of its civilization, and tired also of the Jews. It wants to hear no 
more about survival. But there are the Jews, again at the edge 
of annihilation and as ins istent as ever, demanding to know 
what the conscience of the world intends to do. I understand 
Ll}at Golda Meir, after the October War, put the question to her 
Social ist col leagues of Western Europe: Were they serious 
about social ism? If they were indeed serious, how could they 
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abandon the only Socialist democracy in the l\l iddle East? 
And the "civi lized world," or the twentieth-century ruins of 
that world to which so many Jews gave their admiration and 
devotion between, say, 1789 and 1933 (the date of Hitler's 
coming to power), has grown s ick of the ideals Israel asks it to 
respect. These ideals were knocked to the ground by Fascist 
Italy, by Russ ia, and by Germany. The Holocaust may even be 
seen as a deliberate lesson or project in philosophical redefi
nition: "You religious and enlightened people, you Chris
tians, Jews, and Humanists, you believers in freedom, dignity, 
and enlightenment-you think that you know what a human 
being is.  We will show you what he is, and what you are. Look 
at our camps and crematoria and see if you can bring your 
hearts to care about these millions." 

And it i s  obvious that the humanistic civil ized moral imagi
nation is i nadequate. Confronted with such a "metaphysical" 
demonstration, it despairs and declines from despair into leth
argy and sleep. 

J
AY B USHINSKY of the Chicago Daily News is stable and 
solid; he has a round, sensible, attractive face. As we sit 

chatting in the lobby of the new Hilton Hotel, he tel ls me that 
some time ago he was allowed by the Israeli authorities to 
cover a military operation. A minute island in the Red Sea was 
raided, the Egyptian garrison taken by surprise. Bushinsky 
saw a sentry who had been cut down by machine-gun fire. 
"He was a young boy," said Bushinsky. "Shot in the leg. Flesh 
hanging in tatters. Bleeding to death . I said to the command
ing officer, 'Can't we do something for him?' and he said, 
' First things first,' so we went on. And he was right. I never 
saw the kid again. It stays with me." 

Bushinsky and I had met on the Golan Heights in  1967 
when I was Newsday's correspondent. When he reminded me 
of this I told him that David Halberstam, a real correspondent, 
had made fun of my dispatches, saying that I ran up large 
Telex bills to describe to Long Island readers the look of a 
battlefield. In self-defense I asked Halberstam for his defini-
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tion of real journalism. "When an Egyptian general and his 
entire am1y were captured," said Halberstam, "and a newspa
pennan asked him why not a shot had been fired, he answered 
that firing a shot would have given away his position." And 
that, in Halberstam's view, was one of the most brilliant 
stories filed in the 1967 war. 

The point of view is, uncontestably, profess ional . I won
dered, however, whether there weren't other legitimate view
points, and I raised the matter with Bushinsky. I learned that 
he, a seasoned newspaperman, was vulnerable, too. He 
couldn't get out of his mind the memory of an Egyptian boy's 
mangled leg. 

I had never seen a battlefield before 1967 and at first didn't 
understand what I was looking at. Riding through the Sinai 
Desert, I thought it odd that so many canvas or burlap sacks 
should have fallen from passing trucks. I soon realized that 
these bursting brown sacks were corpses. Then I smelled 
them. Then I saw vultures feeding, and dogs or jackals. Then 
suddenly there was an E gyptian trench with many corpses 
leaning on parapets and putrifying, bare l imbs baking in the 
sun l ike meat and a stink l ike rotting cardboard. The corpses 
first swelled, ballooned, then burst their unifonn seams. They 
trickled away; eyes l iquefied, ran from the sockets; and the 
skull quickly came through the face. 

Some readers, I thought, m ight wish to know what the 
aftermath of battle is l ike. 

Y, an Israeli novelist, tel ls  me how, in  1948, when he was 
only seventeen, he lay all day feigning death among the dead 
in a field near Jerusalem. The Jordanians had trapped his 
company and w iped it out. They were dug in  on the hillsides 
and fired on anyone who looked al ive . The vultures came, said 
Y, and began to feed. They began with the eyes always. Y lay 
there and the birds did not touch him but fluttered near and he 
heard them, the soft ripping sound that they made. He lay 
there until dark. 

Y is married to a tall American woman whose face is small 
and wonderfully beautiful.  She is very thin and her move
ments are very slow. When she rises from her seat her unfold-
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ing seems endless-she has more joints than a carpenter's 
rule. Her speech is slow, she falters. She looks and sounds a 
bit othenvorldly, a strange American nnrsety child. She and Y 
l ive in a poor Arab quarter. They take in sick children, old 
cripples, hUJt animals .  Nola Auerbach, John's wife, went to 
visit her one day and found that she had put an ailing donkey 
in her bed and was tending it. At times her eccentricities make 
her seem a bit crazy, hut on examination she proves to be not 
crazy but good. We've come to bel ieve that passionate inten
sity is all on the side of wickedness. :\Irs. Y looks a bit l ike 
Virginia Woolf. Also l ike an autistic child I knew i n  Paris in  
1948. 

Y is convinced that Israel has s inned too much, that it has 
become too corrupt, and that it has lost its moral capital and 
has nothing to fight with. 

0:\' a kibbutz. 
Lucky is Nola's dog. John's dog is Miss issippi. But John 

loves Lucky too, and Nola dotes on Mississippi. And then 
there are the chi ldren-one daughter in the anny, and a 
younger child who sti ll sleeps in the kibbutz dormitory. Lucky 
is a woolly brown dog, old and nen·ous. His master was ki lled 
in the Golan. When there is a sonic boom over the kibbutz, the 
dog rushes out, growling. He seems to remember the fall ing 
bombs. He is too feeble to bark, too old to run, his teeth are 
bad, his eyes under the brown fringe are dull ,  and he is clotted 
under the tail. Mississippi is a big, long-legged, short-haired, 
brown-and-white, clever, l ively, aflectionate, and greedy ani
mal. She is a "child dog" -sits in your lap, puts a paw on your 
ann when you reach for a tidbit to get it for herself. S ince she 
weighs fifty pounds or more she is not welcome in my lap, but 
she sits on John and Nola and on the guests-those who 
penn it it. She is winsome but also flatulent. She eats too many 
sweets but is good company, a wonderful listener and conver
sational ist; she growls and snuffles when you speak directly to 
her. She "sings" along with the record player. The Auerbachs 
are proud of this musical yelping. 
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In the morning we hear the news in Hebrew and then again 
on the BBC. We cat an Israeli  breakfast of fried eggs, sl iced 
cheese, cucumbers, ol ives, green onions, tomatoes, and l ittle 
salt fish. Bread is toasted on the coal-oil heater. The dogs have 
learned the trick of the door and bang in and out. Between the 
rows of small kibbutz dwellings the lawns are ragged hut very 
green. Light and wannth come from the sea. Under the kib
butz lie the ruins of Herod's Caesarea .  There are Roman 
fragments everywhere. Marble col umns in the grasses . Fallen 
capitals make garden seats. You have only to prod the ground 
to find fragments of pottery, bits of statuary, a pair of dancing 
satyr legs. John's tightly packed bookshelves are fringed with 
such relics. On the crowded desk stands a framed photograph 
of the dead son, with a small beard l ike John's, smiling with 
John's own wannth. 

We walk in the citrus groves after breakfast, taking Missis
sippi w ith us (John is seldom without her); the soil is kept 
loose and soft among the trees, the leaves are glossy, the 
ground itself is fragrant. Many of the trees are sti l l  unhar
vested and bending, tangerines and lemons as dense as stars. 
"Oh that I were an orenge tree/That busie plant!" wrote 
George Herbe1t. To put forth such leaves, to be hung with 
oranges, to be a blessing-one feels the temptation of this on 
such a morning, and I even feel a fibrous woodiness entering 
my anns as I consider it. You want to take root and stay forever 
in the most temperate and blue of temperate places. John 
mourns his son, he always mourns his son, but he is also 
smil ing in the sunlight. 

In the exporting of oranges there is competition from the 
North African countJies and from Spain. "We are very idealis
tic here, but when we read about frosts in Spain we're glad as 
hell," John says. 

All this was once dune land. Soil had to be carted in and 
mixed with the sand. Many years of digging and tending made 
these orchards. Relaxing, breathing freely, you feel what a 
wonderful place has been created here, a homeplace for body 
and soul ;  then you remember that on the beaches there are 
armed patrols .  It is always possible that terrorists may come in 
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rubber dinghies that cannot be detected by radar. They 
entered Tel Aviv itself in March 1975 and seized a hotel at the 
seashore. People were m urdered. John keeps an Uzi in his 
bedroom cupboard. N"ola scofl's at this .  "We'd both be dead 
before you could reach your gun," she says. Cheerful Nola 
laughs. An expressive woman-she uses her foream1 to wave 
away John's preparations. "Sometimes he does the dril l  and I 
time him to see how long it takes to jump out of bed, open the 
cupboard, get the gun, put in the clip, and tum around. They'd 
mow us down before he could get a foot on the floor." 

Mississ ippi is part of the alann system. "She'd bark," says 
John. 

Just now �l ississippi is  racing through the orchards, nose to 
the ground. The air is sweet, and the sun like a mild alcohol 
makes you yearn for good things. You rest under a tree and eat 
tangerines, only slightly heavyhearted. 

From the oranges we go to the banana groves. The green 
bananas are tied up in plastic tunics.  The great banana flower 
hangs groundward l ike the sexual organ of a stall ion. The long 
leaves resemble manes. After two years the ground has to be 
plowed up and l ie fallow. Groves are planted elsewhere
more hard labor. "You noticed before," says John, "that some 
of the orange trees were withered. Their roots get into Roman 
ruins and they die. Some years ago, while we were plowing, 
we turned up an entire Roman street." 

He takes me to the Herodian Hippodrome. American arche
ologists have dug out some of the old walls.  We l ook down 
into the diggings, where labels flutter from every stratum. 
There are more potsherds than soil in  tl1ese bluffs-the bro
ken jugs of the slaves who raised the wall s  two thousand years 
ago. At the center of the H ippodrome, a l ong, graceful ell ipse, 
is a fallen monolith weighing many tons. We sit under fig trees 
on the slope while M ississ ippi runs through the high smooth 
grass . The wind is soft and works the grass gracefully. It makes 
white air courses in tl1e green. 

Whenever John ships out he takes the dog for company. He 
had enough of solitude when he sailed on German ships 
under forged papers. He does not l ike to be alone. Now and 
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again he was under suspicion. A Gennan officer who sensed 
that he was Jewish threatened to turn him in, but one n ight 
when the ship was only hours out of Danzig she struck a mine 
and went down, the officer with her. John himself was pulled 
from the sea by his mates .  Once he waited in a line of nude 
men whom a Gennan doctor, a woman, was examining for 
venereal disease. In that l ineup he alone was circumcised. He 
came before the woman and was examined; she looked into 
his face and she let him live. 

John and I go back through the orange groves. There are 
large weasels l iving in the bushy growth along the pipel ine.  
We see a pair of them at a distance in the road. They could 
easily do for Mississippi. She is luckily far ofl'. We s i t  under a 
pine on the hilltop and look out to sea where a freighter moves 
s lowly toward Ashkelon. Nearer to s hore, a trawl er chufls. The 
kibbutz does l ittle fishing now. Off the Egyptian coast, John 
has been shot at, and not long ago several members of the 
kibbutz were thrown illegally into jail by the Turks, accused 
of fishing in Turkish waters. Twenty people gave false testi
mony. They could have had a thousand wih1esses. It took 
three months to get these men released. A lawyer was found 
who knew the judge. H is itemized bil l  came to ten thousand 
dollars-five for the judge, five for himself. 

Enough of this sweet sun and the transparent bl ue-green. 
We tum our backs on it to have a drink before lunch. Kibbutz
niks ride by on clumsy old bikes. They wear cloth caps and 
pedal slowly; their day starts at six. Plain-looking working 
people from the tile factory and from the bam steer toward the 
dining hal l .  The kibbutzniks are a m ixed group. There is one 
lone Orthodox J ew, who has no congregation to pray with . 
There are several older gentiles, one a S paniard, one a Scandi
navian, who married J ewish women and settled here. The 
Spaniard, an anarchist, plans to retum to Spain now that 
Franco has died. One member of the kibbutz is a financial 
wizard, another was a high-ranking anny officer who lor 
obscure reasons fel l  into disgrace. The dusty tam1ac path we 
fol low winds through the settlement. Beside the undistin
guished houses stand red poinsettias. Here, too, lie Roman 
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relics. Then we come upon a basketball court, and then the 
rusty tracks of a children's choo-choo, and then the separate 
quarters for young women of eighteen, and a museum of 
antiquities, and a recreation hal l .  A s trong odor of cattle comes 
from the feeding lot. I tel l  John that Gurdjiev had Katherine 
\lansficld resting in the stable at Fontainebleau, claiming that 
the cows' breath would cure her tuberculosis. John loves to 
hear such hits of l iterary history. We go into his house and 
Mississippi climbs into his lap while we drink Russian vodka. 
"We could l ive with those bastards if they l imited themselves 
to making this Stolichnaya." 

These words put an end to the peaceful morning. At the 
north there swells  up the Huss ian menace. With arms from 
Russia and Europe, the PLO and other Arab militants and the 
right-wing Christians are now destroying Lebanon. The Syri
ans have involved themselves; in the eyes of the Syrians, 
I srael is Syrian land. Suddenly this temperate l\1editerranean 
day and the orange gro\'es and the workers steering their bikes 
and the children's playground flutter l ike i l lustrated paper. 
What is there to keep them from blowing away? 

MOS HE the masseur is del icate in person; his hands, 
however, have the strength that purity of purpose can 

give. He arrives cold from the street in his overcoat, which is 
bald in places. He is both priestlike and boyish, a middle-aged 
ideal istic Canadian. He seems untouched by l ife. When peo
ple say " untouched by l ife," they often mean that one has
not always for praiseworthy reasons-lived on the whole 
without cynicism. He is fresh, he is  somewhat adolescent at 
fifty. He believes in his work. He has a vocation. He was born 
to relieve people of their muscular tensions . He talks to you 
about exercise, breathing, posture, about sleeping with or 
without pillows, with open windows or shut. None of this is  
small talk, because he holds the body sacred. His  face is  
ruddy, his nose slightly bent, his expression tender. I find in 
him the clean-l iving Scout's-honor i nnocence of the boys I 
knew who worked out at the YMCA and, still wet from the 
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showers, darted into the street when the thermometer s tooJ at 
ten below. Moshe comes from Montreal and stuuieJ massage 
under a French master. Moshe speaks French a hit, Canauian 
style. H is master taught that the bouy must be treateJ with the 
deepest respect. "You don't pick up an ann as though it was a 
separate piece of something. You've seen ja ws ? You saw that 
fellow's leg when it sank all by itself when the shark hit him. 
Well, no ann anJ no leg should ever be treated as if detached. 
No real masseur will fling you around. For me, massage is a 
personal relationship and kino of an act of love," explains 
Moshe. He is fragile but holds himself straight; he is intensely 
sincere. Catching himself too late, he says that, considering 
my age, I am in good condition. He teaches me to do push-ups 
while I rest my weight only on the finge1tips. He also shows 
me how to relieve a stiff neck by tracing the numbers from one 
to nine with my head. He makes his own mixtures of almond 
and olive and wintergreen oils. He takes off his shoes anJ sits 
behind me on the couch to snap my ve1tebrae into place. He is 
respectful, professionally impersonal, personally ful l  of con
cem for your bones and muscles, and his conversation is 
highly infmmative. He knows a lot about Jerusalem. He 
knows anny life, too, for he served as a medic in 1967 and 
again in 1973 in the Sinai Desert. He tells me what he saw anJ 
describes some of the wounus he dressed. He tells me also, 
faltering a bit, about wounued enemy soldiers for whom there 
was no tnmsportation. He asks me to make a moral judgment. I 
taste again the pecul iar flavor of that green unripe morality of 
naive people, of middle-aged North American adolescents
for which no adult substitute has been found. Do the senior 
members of the class really know the answers to these hard 
questions? 

I N AN obscure joumal, an article by Professor Tzvi Lamm of 
the Hebrew University charges that Israel has lost touch 

with reality.* Lamm's view is that although the Zionist idea in 

*"Zionism's Path from Realism to Autism: The Price of Losing Touch with 

Reality," Dispersion and Unity 21/22, Jerusalem, 1973-74. 
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its early stages seemed more dreamlike than practical, it was 
soberly realistic. Its leaders knew just how much power they 
had-or had not-and adhered closely to their goals. They 
were not hypnotized and paralyzed by their own slogans. 
Jewish leadership, and with it Israel as a whole, later became 
"autistic." Autism is defined by Lamm as "the rejection of 
actual reality and its replacement by a reality which is a 
product of wish-fulfillment." The victory of 1967 was the 
principal cause of this autism. Israelis began to speak of the 

\Vest Bank of the Jordan as "liberated" territory. "The capture 
of lands aroused . . .  a deep, sincere, emotional response to the 
territories . . .  and to the h istorical events that took place in 
them: the graves of our patriarchs and matriarchs,  paths along 
which the prophets once trod, hills for which the kings fought. 
But feel ings cut off from present reality do not serve as a 
faithful guideline to a confused policy. This break w ith reality 
did not necessarily blind men to the fact that the territories 
were populated by Arabs, but it kept them from understand
ing that our settlement and taking possess ion of the territories 
would tum our existence as a state into a powerful pressure 
that would unite the Arab world and aggravate our insecure 
s ituation in a way previously unknown in our history." 

Zionism, Professor Lamm argues, is different from other 
kinds of nineteenth-century nationalism in that it did not 
originate in order to bring people back to a national homeland. 
"It arose in order to establish sovereignty, and hence a 
national home, for Jews without a home . . .  it was a rescue 
movement to save a people in a critical s ituation by concen
trating it within one territory, and allowing it to take its 
political fate in its own hands." Lamm admits the importance 
of God's Covenant, of the Promised Land, the Holy Land, 
Eretz Yisrael, in inspiring the Jews to auto-emancipation. But 
with success  the emphasis shifted; the need to save the Jews 
was translated into someth ing else-the project of "redeem
ing the land." The early Zionist leaders were trying to redeem 
the people. Realistic Zionist leadership was willing to accept 
partition "in order to absorb and save Jews rather than to 
remain faithful to slogans that it itself had coined." Rescue is  

66 



the true aim of Zionism-not the "liberation" of the Promised 
Land but the rescue of the Jews, repeatedly threatened with 
anni hilation. But Lamm believes that Ben-Gurion had a mes
sianic character. "Ethnocentrism," or a national "narcissism," 
appeared in Israel. By 1956 it had become aggressively oppor
tunistic. It attached itself imprndently to the expelled, 
decayed powers, France and England, "without any considera
tion for the future." It relied upon military force and fol lowed 
the pol itics of "hiring out our sword" instead of seeking a 
peace settlement with Egypt. I t  ceased to think of itself as the 
sanctuary for rescued people but began to think of a State, 
with an Am1y. The effects of the Sinai campaign were, first, to 
unify the Arab world against Israel and, second, to bring the 
Arab-Israel dispute into global poli tics. The Suez War of 1956 
consolidated the power of Nasser and the cabal of Egyptian 

colonels and more definitely turned the Egyptian masses, who 
now connected the Jews with the old imperialists, against 
Israel .  

I t  was after the S i x  Day War, according to Lamm, that 
autism began to prevail over real ism. All at once the Israelis 
were arguing about demography, about getting the Arabs to 
emigrate, "about keeping Israel i  citizenship from the Arabs 
who would remain," about rebuilding the Temple. But what 
did they say about peace? Some said, writes Professor Lamm, 
that "in exchange for peace we would grant the Arabs
peace." The Z ionist movement had rejected policies of "posi
tions of strength." A national coal ition without definite poli
cies governed the country. Ideological l eadership was aban
doned; a "business-minded leadership" took over. Statesmen, 
thinkers, writers, journalists became proud, lost sight of the 
true reason for the founding of the state-the "rescue" reason
and became power-intoxicated, deluded. The nation, accord
ing to Professor Lamm, now l ived i n  a dream world; political 
debate virtually ended. The Yom Kippur attack was "a blow to 
the m inds of a public doped with empty slogans, l iving in a 
fog, and avoiding reality." 

Harder words fol low. In the Six Day War Israel conquered 
and occupied Egyptian, Syrian, and Jordanian territories . 
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Does it mean to keep them? In  1939 England and France had 
gone to war with Nazi Gern1any because they could not accept 
its expansionism,  its policy of territorial conquest and annexa
tion. What was wrong for Germany cannot be right for Israel .  
The comparison may seem harsh, and Lamm does not go s o  far 
as to equate Israel with Nazi Germany. What he does argue is  
that Israel has for many years demanded that the Arab world 
recognize a legitimate Jewish claim to Eretz Yisrael, but Israel 
did not, after the Six Day War, declare that it recognized the 
rights of a Palestinian entity. The Rabin government has 
recently begun to concede--or, at least, to hint at the con
cession of-rights to the Palestinians. 

I am mildly scolded by Israel Gal il i ,  minister without port
fol io in the present government, for being ignorant of the 
government's Arab pol icy. I have tried to learn what this 
pol icy is, I say. When I arrived in Jerusalem, I obtained a mass 
of government l iterature on the subject, but from it no clear 
picture emerges. I know that the government will not negoti
ate with the PLO. I know also that it refused to tolerate a 
Palestinian state on the West Bank, between Amman and 
Jerusalem. But that is not all ,  says Mr. Gal i l i. He is a smal l,  
solid, keen man with tufts of Ben-Gurionesque white hair and 
pale but not faded blue eyes. He s izes me up, quite rightly, as 
an interested inexpert observer. He glances at Shimon Peres, 
the defense minister, who is present, as if to say, "You see? 
They hardly ever know what they're talking about." Then he 
explains that �1r. Rabin has expl icitly recognized the exis
tence of legitimate Palestin ian grievances. (I should, perhaps, 
make it clear that we are lunching at the M ishkenot 
Sha'ananim and that Mayor Teddy Kollek is present.) I repeat 
that I have read what the government information service has 
to say on the matter but see no s ign that Palestinian grievances 
are officially recognized. "Then we are very poor in public 
relations," says :\1r. Gal i l i .  That is true enough. 

At th is point Teddy Kollek observes that the older leaders 
haYe never been will ing to acknowledge an Arab problem. 
Golda !\teir flatly rejected its existence. Mr. Gal il i ,  an old 
Zionist and kibbutznik, disputes Kollek's observation. Mr. 
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Peres is too superior a politician to be drawn into a dispute of 
this nature over lunch. He has reall y  come to discuss l iterature 
with me, a fellow writer. And there is a vast distance between 
the Zionist idealists Professor Lamm talks about and the pol it
ical subtlety of M r. Peres. Mr. Peres carries an aura. The shine 
of power is about him. I have observed this before. It was 
visible in the late Kennedys, Jack and Bobby. They were l ike 
creatures on a diet of organ meats -of l iver, kidneys, and 
potent glands. Their hair  shone, their coloring was rich, their 
teeth were strong. I assume this to be the effect of wealth and 
power, not of the eating of giblets or cod's roe, for Leopold 
Bloom, who ate these with relish, did not dazzle Dublin with 
h is vitality. 

But I continue with Professor Lamm's argument. What has 
happened to the old ideals of Zionism, he asks. Settlement of 
the land was considered by the pioneers not only as a political 
act but "as the daring creation of a new social, culrural, 
national" l ife. The attacks of thieves, bandits, and "pogrom
ists" made self-defense necessary. But that was very differ
ent from what is  happen ing now. Now settlers go into "liber
ated territories" like colonial ists ,  with anny support, and take 
land from the "natives ."  Lamm names Pitchat Rafiach, the 
Jordan Val ley, the Golan H eights, and Kiryat Arba as places 
where this has occurred. In its realistic period, Zionism took 
itself to be the movement of a remnant. H itler very nearly 
succeeded in destroying European Jewry. To the survivors, 
Israel meant l ife. It  did not mean political power. "The time 
has come to abandon the deceptive notion that we are a 
'power' in the region and the overbearing self-righteousness 
of our 'historical rights' to the land," Lamm writes. 

He has few i l lusions. Even the most realistic policies will 
not guarantee survival. The enemies of Israel are terrible. 
"The forces opposite us are seeking to destroy us: the moder
ates, politically;  and the extremists, physically. Anyone who 
does not admit this  . . .  is nothing but a dreamer." I srael must 
come to a settlement with these enemies. If that is  not possi
ble, then "we have l ittle chance of continuing to exist in this 
land. In comparison with the forces that we can muster, the 
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potential mil itary, pol itical, and economic forces of our oppo
nent-; . . .  are beyond all measure." The idea that Israel may 
prevail by force becomes a nightmare. Professor Lamm calls 
for a retum to political realism. The historical attachment of 
the Jews to Israel is intense, but so is the feeling of the Arab 
nationalists ; so is the competition between Russia and the 
West in the region ; there is also the matter of the petro-dollars 
and the flow of oil. " If  we are lucky, we have not yet spoiled 
the chance to return to the situation of a society living with 
real ity, fighting for its existence and directed by leaders who 
dare to stand before it with a political position," he concludes . 

One of the oddities of l ife in this country: when someone 
says " the struggle for existence," he means l i terally that. With 
us such express ions are metaphorical. Nor is  the word "night
mare" adequate. On television the other night, people in  
Beirut were murdered before my eyes. Palestinians under 
siege shot down two of their own comrades, prisoners who 
had been sent by their Christian captors to ask for a tmce. And 
these are not fictions that we see on the box but frightful 
real ities-"historical events," instantaneous history. Sunri
vors of the Nazi concentration camps tell us they preferred 
their worst nightmares to the realities of the morning. They 
embraced their  most frightful dreams and clung to them. 

The ve1y Orthodox Professor Harold Fisch, bearded and 
wearing a skullcap, tells me that "the l iberated territories" 
must be colonized and reclaimed by the Jews. The West Bank 
is Promised Land. For that matter the East Bank is, too. 
Professor Fisch, English by birth and dean of something or 
other at the new university i n  Beersheba, has no patience with 
the objections I offer. He tell s  me fiercely in his Oxbridge 
voice that we American Jews are not Jews at all. It is a strange 
experience to hear such a judgment in such an accent. "You 
will say," he adds, "that we may be annihilated by the Arabs 
in reclaiming our land according to God's promise. But history 
sometimes gives us no choice. It is shallow to argue with one's 
fate. If thi s  be our fate as a people we must prepare to accept 
it." 
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T HE famous I nstitute at Rehovoth, one of the world's 
greatest centers of scienti fic research, hears the name of 

Chaim Weizmann, the first President of Israel ,  but it is the 
child of Meyer Weisgal. Weisgal says he is no scholar, though 
he was for many years the editor of a Zionist magazine. Yet he 
was the planner, the builder, the fund raiser, the organizer, 
and the directing spirit of this place. Early visitors who saw 
nothing here but sand, heard nothing but the jackals whimper
ing, were taken by Weisgal to the top of a dune and told, "We 
will have physics here, and biology there, and chemistry 
around the corner." Now Weisgal has his guests chauffeured 
through the gardens he has created and says, "So we put 
chemistry in that group, and the physicists over there, and 
so on. And now let me show you the beautiful memorial we 
built for Weizmann himself."  His intimacy with Weizmann 
appears to be unbroken by death. He speaks of him con
tinually. 

I see the old boy in Jerusalem. As we cl imb an endless flight 
of stone stairs in the warm sun Weisgal stops and says, ' ' I 'm 
now eighty-one. E ighty-one is not eighteen, you know." His 
shrewd brows ti lt  upward. H is white hair spreads outward 
from the widow's peak, going wide at the back. A bit winded, 
he continues to climb in his dressy chesterfield with its velvet 
collar. He gets h imself up wonderfully. His suit is elegantly 
made. His  necktie must be a Hem1es. He has aged greatly 
since we last met ten years ago. I had been taken aback by his 
handshake : had I never noticed that his hand was mutilated? 
Two of his fingers have been amputated. His face is as clever 
and energetic as ever. His nose swells out, intricately 
fleshy, grainy-a topographical sort of nose. He is recog
nizably what people in the twenties called "an old sport," 
"a good-time Charlie" -one of those men in broad-brimmed 
fedoras who took drawing rooms on the Twentieth Century 
Limited in the John Barrymore days, people who knew 
headwaiters and appreciated well-turned-out women. 
There were many Jews of this sort, big butter-and-egg men 
who made and lost fortunes. My late friend Pascal Covici, the 
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publisher, was one of these. Pat knew how to order a fine 
dinner, how long to let wine breathe, how to cherish a pretty 
woman, how to dart into the street and stop a cab by whistling 
on his fingers, how to negotiate a tough contract-not so 
tough, perhaps, since he paid out too many advances and lost 
his shi1t. These \Veisgals and Covicis came over in the early 
years of the century from Poland or from Rumania and were 
inspired by America, fel l  in love with it. \Veisgal at thirteen 
years of age sold matches and papers in the streets. I n  1917 he 
was a doughboy. Covici raised grapefruit in Florida in 1919, 
then, after failing as a fruitgrower, opened a bookshop near 
City Hall ,  in Chicago. America seems to have instilled a 
certain boyishness in these old guys , an adolescent candor and 
gaiety, a love of plain talk. They had, in that generation, no 
patience with bunk. \Veisgal became a great fund raiser; he 
knew how to talk to millionaires . 

A niggardly millionaire from whom he had expected a large 
gift to the Institute reluctantly took out his checkbook after he 
had been entertained at lunch and wrote a check for twenty
five thousand dollars. "Thanks a lot," said Weisgal, "but the 
meal has already been paid for." He tore the check up. In the 
1920s he would have lighted his cigar with it. Weisgal knows 
that he operates in the old style. He spoofs himself as he 
recal ls  old times with Ma\: Reinhardt, hambone money-rais ing 
spectaculars in the Manhattan Opera House. The Jewish jour
nal ist and man-about-town is one of the deep ones , strangely 
disguised.  The dil igent man of Solomon's proverb might stand 
before kings; \Veisgal, who is dil igent, has done more than 
stand before them. He knows how to charm the rich and get 
large sums out of them; he knows how to interest the great. 
Great men have taken him ve1y seriously. On the walls of his 
house in Rehovoth are photographs of himsel f and his wife, 
Shirley, and their guests and acquaintances-scientists, 
bankers, and American Presidents. Shirley \Veisgal talks in a 
matter-of.fact way about them. I t  made Einstein uncom
fortable to wear shoes. Oppenheimer openly wept at dinner; 
he prophesied that a growing number of young American 
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scientists would flee the spiritual vacancy of America and come 
to work here. 

But Weisgal the Zionist pioneer misses the United S tates. 
Just now on the stairs of J emsalem stone he stops again, 
unwill ingly, to catch his breath. Then he says, "Next week I 
go back to the States. I 'm looking forward to that." Then he 
takes off the vicuna coat with the velvet col lar and hangs it 
over his frail shoulders : "But it's no good kidding. I can't get 
around the way I used to,"  he says. The sun shines on his 
strong nose and on the rippled white hair that fans out stiff and 
wide beyond the clever occiput. "Stem is waiting up there for 
me. This is bad planning, all these stairs. Well ,  here goes, 
again." We are climbing to the new s tudio Teddy Kol lek has 
had a part in building above the �l ishkenot Sha'ananim. The 
violinists Isaac Stem and Alexander S chneider are holding 
auditions. Dozens of children, many of them recent immi
grants from Russia, come daily to play for them. The fiddle 
culture of the H eifetzes and the Elmans is still strong among 
the Russian Jews (a death-defying act on four taut strings by 
means of which you save your l ife). Stem's visits to Israel are 
by no means hol idays ; he works very hard in Jerusalem. He 
and Weisgal are organizing something. Stem has told me that 
he has appealed to the authorities on behalf of soldier-musi
cians. The hands of a viol inist who does not play for months 
on end may lose some of their skill.  The damage can be 
permanent. "He's always into something," says Weisgal . "I 
don't lead a restful l ife myself." 

Weisgal flies to New York soon. From New York he will go 
to Cal ifomia and from there to Florida. He will speak to 
hundreds of people. The I nstitute needs millions of dollars . 
No need to tell him he's overdoing thi ngs, he knows that quite 
well.  H e's not a carpet-sl ipper type. "I may conk out any 
time," he says. But it occurs to me as we toil upward that dying 
isn't what he has in mind. He wants to blow into New York 
again and talk to physicists and phi lanthropists, and see his 
sons and his grandchildren, and eat delicious dinners and hear 
good jokes, and to do there what probably no one else can do 
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for the \Veizmann Institute and for Israel. As for conking out, 
he must think of that, certainly. But I remember what Harold 
Rosenberg said to me one day when I asked him how he 
felt about his approaching seventieth birthday, "Well, sure, 
I 've heard about old age and death and all those things, but 
so far as I'm concerned it's all a rumor." 

T HE children in the Master Class come forward with their 
fiddles and take positions before Stem and Schneider. A 

twelve-year-old boy comes forward. He is s mal l, dark, muscu
lar, concentrated. He tucks the violin under his chin, rises on 
his toes, closes his eyes, dilates his nostrils ,  and begins to play 
the Mendelssohn Violin Concerto in E. For a long time now, 
I 've disliked it. I'm down on all this s ilvery whickering. It 
depresses me. I associate the Mendelssohn concerto with bad 
Sunday afternoons, with family dinners, suppressed longings, 
domestic captivity, and boring symphony broadcasts. Yet as 
soon as the kid begins to play, there are tears in my eyes. This 
is idiocy. This small Russian boy is putting me on. The rapt 
soul et cetera is a trick. I try to smile at his fiddler's affectations 
but my face refuses to obey. I can only think, How did I ever 
learn to smile s uch a cheap smile. I'm wel l  rid of it, then, and I 
sit listening. For five minutes, this hoy reconciles me even to 
the detested Mendelssohn. 

S IGHTSEEING with two poets, Harold Schimmel and 
Dennis Silk, in the Old City. It's not proper sightseeing, 

though. I do not, like a good tourist, carry a camera. I've 
never liked cameras, and I haven't owned one s ince 1940. 
In that year I photographed some long-legged pigs in Mexico, 
on the island of J anitzio in Lake Patzcuaro. I'd never seen 
such stilted pigs, and they were well worth snapping. The 
camera came from a hockshop on South State Street and there 
were small holes in the bellows, so that my pigs were speckled 
white. 

Schimmel,  a student at Cornell in the days when Vladimir 
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Nabokov taught there, did graduate work at Brandeis with 
Philip Rahv. He has learned Hebrew well enough to write in 
the language. I feel, with these two, that I 'm on a holiday, 
briefly relieved of the weight of politics. Big S ilk has an 
outcurved profile, a fine bent nose, and his delicate ways 
amuse me. He becomes absorbed in a display of Persian 
bottles, his eyes go wide, his underlip comes forward, he 
moons,  and we have to bring him away. Schimmel takes us to 
a shop specializing in old picture postcards-AIIenby's arrival 
in Jemsalem in the Great War is commemorated in every 
shade of brown. There are also lacy greeting cards, tons of 
them; and scribblers; and Greek editions of Zane Grey, for the 
proprietor is an old Greek gentleman. He has an immense 
stock of stereopticon slides, and maps, and photographs going 
back to the last century of patriarchs and pilgrims, and faces 
from the Ottoman Empire. Great Turkish or Balkan musta
chios such as these soldiers and statesmen wear were sti l l  
common in Chicago i n  the twenties. One saw them on South 
Halsted Street, near Hull  H ouse, in coffeehouses and candy 
stores. The men who drove the gaudy white-and-scarlet waffle 
wagons and announced themselves to the children with bugle 
calls  were rich in such whiskers. (Waffles, half-baked, gluey, 
and dusted with powdered sugar, a penny each. )  We shuffle 
through the cards, looking for something exceptional. El ias 
Canetti, an excellent novelist and somewhat eccentric psy
chologist, argues somewhere that a passion for antiquities 
shows us to be cannibals, if not ghouls. The cards are the dark 
yellow of muscatel grapes, but otherwise suggest nothing 
edible. I pick up a pre-H itler German picture of Jews praying 
at the Western Wall .  S ilk, who is a collector, digs under piles 
of trash while the Greek proprietor makes us what is evidently 
a set speech on the great Hellenic tradition of liberty, sound
ing off about M iltiades and Pericles as if they l ived just down 
the street. 

Schimmel and Silk are looking for the weavers' alley. What 
they find instead is a big stone stable, once part of a princely 
establishment. The carved ornaments, all blackened, go back 
to the fourteenth century, so we are told by two friendly young 
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Arabs who are tinkering with machinery here. Oh, yes, the 
stable is  still used, but the donkeys and mules are out for the 
day. Dennis Silk sensitively interrogates the young men. They 
speak Hebrew wel l enough to give information. The informa
tion is for me, of course. S ilk thinks I take a nonnal tourist's 
interest in all of this. It doesn't matter to me whether the 
stable goes back to the fourteenth or to the sixteenth century. 
What interests me is  that one of the young men now decides 
his feet need washing. He hikes up his trousers and squats, 
grinning to himself-both these Arabs find us amusing-and 
pours water from a green bottle over his toes, balancing him
self ably on one foot. He has what I call cavalry legs, short and 
ful l .  A woman, too, may have the cavalry leg; it does not 
prevent her from being shapely. 

We never do find the looms. Perhaps the weavers have 
taken a holiday. We buy round sesame buns and, at an Arab 
stall stuffed with luxuries, cans of Portuguese skinless sar
dines in a spicy sauce, and some cucumbers, and we go to 
Silk's house for lunch. S ilk l ives in no-man's-land amid the 
vacant lots. The house just beyond h is was a Jordanian outpost 
before 1967, and coming home at night was risky in prewar 
days, especially if one had been drinking, for it wasn't alto
gether clear \Vhere the boundaries were. The lots are safe 
enough now. There are goats and dogs and cats, and decaying 
buildings that would have been splendid during the �landate, 
and weeds and cans and bottles, and a beautiful view of the 
mountains of �Ioab in their tawny nakedness. A sharp little 
hitch trots with us. She must have a litter somewhere near, for 
she's so full of milk her udders touch the ground. When Silk 
opens the door, she enters. "Is that your pet, Dennis?" I ask. 
He says, seriously and sadly, "No, she's not. But she was a 
dear friend of my dog, who died last month, and she still 
comes looking for him." 

There are not many comforts in Dennis's house. I can't 
decide whether it's a hut or a cabin. The property belongs to 
the Greek Orthodox Church and Dennis goes in person to pay 
the rent three times a year, d ealing with a strange function
ary-part lawyer, part bookkeeper-who always tries to get 
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the better of his poet-tenant. " It's very Oriental," says Dennis. 
"You can't just put down your money and ask for the receipt. 
You have to drink coffee and fence back and forth and go 
through all the Levantine tricks ." 

Books and pictures fill the two rooms. Dennis is not a tidy 
bachelor; he doesn't mind a bit of dust in the place. There's all 
the difference in the world between ,·ilc di Jt and poet's dirt. I 

understand why his windows aren't washed; washing them 
would make a glare and spoil the tone entire ly. This place is 
petfect as it is-a batik bedspread on the mattress, lots of 
manuscripts with coffee rings on them.  \Ve could do with a 
little heat, but it isn't essential, the ,·odka will wann us. I sraeli 
vodka is very good. So is  the sl ivovitz, raki, and tzuika-e,·en 
the aquavit here is  drinkable.  Denni s rolls open the sardine 
cans, puts out cheese and buns and bottles. Papers and books 
are not removed from the table, only pushed aside, and we eat 
and drink. \Ve talk about writers. In a journal lying on the floor 
is one of Gore Vidal 's interviews. I always read these with 
pleasure. I t's curious, says Vidal in this one, how full of 
concepts American speech is :  "Americans continuall y 
euphemize ;  they can never call anything by its name . . . .  You 
never say what you mean ; this  is  not good for character. " \Ve 
have become the most pleonastic, bombastic people in the 
world and, furthem10re, a nation of l iars. I add to this that no 
people has ever had such a passion for self-criticism. We 
accuse ourselves of everything, are forever under horrible 
indictments, on trial, and raving out the most improbable 
confessions. And all for world consumption. I t's tme that we 
lie a great deal-Vidal is right about that-we lie like mad. 
There are no Tartuffes in our l iterature, no monster hypo
crites, no deep cynics . What we have in their  place is a great 
many virtuous myths that we apply to our l ives with imbecile 
earnestness. Everything bad is  done for the best of reasons. 
How can a man l ike Richard Nixon think ill of h imself? His 
entire l ife was a perfect display of Saturday Ecening Post 

covers. He was honest, he had healthy thoughts, went to 
meeting three times each Sunday, worked his way through 

school, served his country, uncovered Communist plots. 
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It is imposs ible that he should be impure. �\'lora! accountancy 
in America is a fascinating subject. The blaming, too, i s  
t1scinating. People seem to become more American in  
sharing the blame for offenses they cannot have committed. 
The descendants of East European immigrants had no share 
in the crime of slavery, yet they insist that it was "we" who 
were responsible. \\'hat I see in this is a kind of social climb
ing. :\ly friend Herbe1t \lcClosky, a political scientist, 
prefers to interpret it as moral ambitiousness : a people that ex
pects everything of itself blames itself for everything. I 
believe that these confess ions of national failure and guilt are 
also a fonn of communion. "We are what we get high on," said 
Jeny Rubin in Do It! Anyway, nothing makes us happier than 
to talk about ourselves. Our own experience as a people has 
become a source of ecstasy. And here am I, doing it, too. 

Schimmel and Silk lead the conversation back to poetry and 
poets. What was Ted Roethke l ike? Well ,  he was a round
faced blond giant-a bit l ike S ilk, come to think of it. He l iked 
to take off his shoes and his jacket and turn his waistband 
outward to ease his belly. When he played tennis at Yaddo, in 
Saratoga Springs, his volleys tore down the net. I have become 
a compendium of such information. And yet I never intended 
to remember any of it. But it amuses Silk and Schimmel, and 
there is a bottle on the table, and the disorder of Si lk's rooms 
reminds me of Greenwich Village thirty or forty years ago. 
Silk, who admires John Berryman and wrote an excellent 
article on the Dream Sougs, asks me whether I can read the 
poems in Berryman's own manner. I can try, I say; I heard 
them from him often enough, in Minneapol is and elsewhere. 
John would sometimes telephone at three in the morning to 
say, 'Tve just written something delicious! Listen!" So I know 
well enough how he recited his songs. I read some of my 
favorites to Silk and Schimmel. Drink and poetry and feeling 
for a dead friend, and the short December afternoon deepen
ing by the moment from a steady blue to a darker, more 
trembling blue-when I stop I feel that I have caught a chill. 
Silk no more minds the cold than a walrus mi nds the ice. 

78 



The poets walk me back to Sir  Moses Montefiore's wind
mill .  I tell them, "It's been super." And so it has. "When I 
came to Jerusalem I thought to take i t  easy. But no one takes it 
easy here. This is the first easy day I 've enjoyed in a month ." 

The mill  is one of the landmarks of the New City. Teddy 
Kollek has had soil brought and old ol ive trees and cypresses 
planted, making a considerable park along King David Road. 
Near the mill, the coach of Sir Moses l\1ontefiore is on display 
and tourist<> and schoolchildren are brought here and lectured 
on the history of the quarter. S ir M oses, as indefatigable as 
Kollek h imself (although in his portraits the old philanthropist 
looks to be a more dreamy man than the mayor), induced some 
of the Jews to leave their squalid quarter and settle outside the 
city walls. This was a difficult undertaking. Palestine in the 
mid-nineteenth century was not the most orderly part of the 
Ottoman Empire. Settlers and travelers were attacked by bri
gands and m urderers, but old S ir Moses eventually succeeded 
and the Jews formed a settlement on the far s ide of the Gai
Hinnom, facing the walls of the city and Mount Zion. Dennis 
has written a curious, half-imaginary account of Montefiore 
and his pilgrimages and projects . Now the mill and the reno
vated buildings have been gilded with historical glamour, and 
the buses bring sixth graders and foreign rubbernecks all day 
long, and there are brass plaques on the walls .  The mill has 
something in common with Chicago's Water Tower. When 
Mrs.  O'Leary's cow kicked over the lantern and Chicago was 
destroyed, almost nothing survived the flames except the 
knobby Victorian-Gothic Presbyterian-looking stone tower 
that stands on M ichigan Avenue l ike the pet of the surround
ing skyscrapers, a piece of h istory-or of h istory, commerce, 
and promotion. 

And in Jerusalem it is politically important that S ir  Moses 
and his coach and mill should be worked into history. Mayor 
Teddy Kollek neglects no opp01tunity to emphasize the legiti
macy of]ewish claims in Jemsalem. There is  no deceit in this. 
The claims are legitimate. Yet I often feel that Kollek is too 
aware that he has a limited time to make his case before the 
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tribunal of world opinion. Sometimes it is hard to distinguish 
between his personal energy and the urgency of the need. But 
here is the windmill, a monument to the stout dreamer Sir 
�loses, with his beard, and hoots, and the British top hat on his 
Jewish head; and here are the kids and the tourists and the 
teachers ami the guides. Often they lecture loudly at our very 
doorstep, in front of the �l ishkenot Sha'ananim. 

On my way home, feeling the vodka I 've drunk with Silk 
and Schimmel, I pass through the tourists' l ines. But I've just 
had a holiday with two poets. They released me from weeks of 
preoccupation with the merciless problems-the butcher 
problems of politics. The mind took a different route today. It 
isn't that one escapes suffering along this route. I couldn't 
help grieving over Benyman's suicide, when I recited some of 
h is Dream Sollgs, but it wasn't senseless grief. Something else 
mingled with the feel ings of heaviness. The transforming 
additive: the gift of poetry. You think yourself full of truth 
when you've had a few drinks. I am thinking that some of the 
politicians I meet are admirable, intell igent men of strong 
character. But in them the marvelous additive is lacking. It is 
perhaps astonishing that they aren't demented by the butcher 
problems, by the insensate pressure of crisis.  

I A�l fascinated by the profusion and ingenuity of Jewish 
ideas on the future of Israel .  Thinking of them, I picture bin 

after architect's bin fil led with blueprints and projected 
details. I have a letter from Xl ikhai l Agursky, a Russian writer 
who recently came to Jerusalem. What he tel ls me is that "the 
Jews can be productive and efficient if one very strange condi
tion is fulfilled-that their objectives ought to be strictly 
unrealistic from a current point of view. If they pursue such 
objectives they are out of competition. Zionism," he goes on, 
"can be revitalized now only hy an injection of such nonreal ist 
objectives. Personal ly I am advocating such an objective-to 
make Israel the center of the new civil ization (not less ! ), 
taking into consideration the evident decline of the Western 
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(and Eastern as well) civilization . . . .  Pragmatical ly only such 
ideas can be successful for the Jews." 

I find a resume of an article by Agursky on Russ ian immi
grants in Israel in a recent number of l 11sigh t, a small paper 
edited by Emanuel Litvinoff and published in London.* What 
the essay assumes-that Russia will  presently permit the mass 
emigration of its Jews-is far from certain. The Soviet govern
ment, thoroughly anti-Semitic-it has twice broken relations 
with Israel, and there is no other country it denounces so 
roughly-is not about to supply Israel with what it needs 
most. The population problem, everyone agrees (and in a 

country in which unanimity i s  rare), is one of Israel's most 
serious problems. Thousands are leaving. Are they being 
replaced? Rel iable figures are hard to come by. When the 
impressive defense minister, Shimon Peres, expressed the 
hope that large numbers of Russ ian Jews might soon be com
ing, he diminished his impress iveness somewhat. A mil itary 
leader ought not to sound so wistful .  Israel's casualties in 1973 
have been terribly damaging; some suggest that its losses 
were comparable to those that bled the British in World War I, 
advancing the view that in the Somme and other great 
battles British power was cracked and England hurt beyond 
recovery. Is it l ikely that the Russians do not understand how 
serious Israel's 1973 losses were and that they will  allow the 
country to recover its strength by the mass immigration of 
Russian Jews? 

But Agursky assumes that Russian Jews will soon be pour
ing in and believes that they can change the character of 
Israeli  society and alter the fate of the world. According to 
Agursky, as Insight paraphrases his st'ltement, Soviet Jews 
who joined the Zionist movement "had an idealistic image of 
Israel as a society united by feel i ngs of brotherhood and 
solidarity." They believed that Jewish moral traditions had 
assumed secular forms here, and that a nonreligious Jewish 
population would manifest a Jewish awareness or a b inding 

*"Soviet Emigration and Israel's Future," /might, October 1975. 
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Jewish moral element. In  this, they made a serious error. Here 
it is the national and rel igious heritage that matters. Jewish 
history makes no sense, Agursky says, without the actual 
source of Jewish integrity and persistence. A Jewish state 
summoned into existence cannot replace this pecul iar com
pound, and the common opinion that Israel can exist only 
under the Western system of democracy "is a profound mis
take which can cost our people its l ife." Western democracy is  
now "on the brink of catastrophe." Democracy can endure 
only when a free people is capable of self-discipl ine and 
refrains voluntarily from weakening the political order. In the 
West enough of the old religious morality remains to preserve 
the parliamentary system. "Precisely for this reason, total itari
anism in all its forms, when striving to undermine the Western 
world, seeks first and foremost to destroy those institutional 
fonns that are dictated by religious values. The main aim of 
total itarianism is the undermining of religious education, tra
ditional ways of l ife and the family, and complete liquidation 
of moral censorship." By such means, totalitarianism aggra
vates the s ickness of Western democracies. But if the West is  
near collapse, so is the totali tarian world. 

Agursky believes that Israel should place its confidence in  
traditional and religious values. As matters now stand, it i s  a 
sense of the common danger and not a religious feel ing of 
brotherhood that unites Israel i society. 

The Russian Jews, he concludes, can make an important 
contribution to the necessary revival of religious feel ing. 
Their totalitarian experience has matured their souls as well 
as toughened their minds. B itter experience has given them a 
wisdom too scarce to be wasted. Perhaps Agursky also means 
that what sections of the Western world seem to long for
peace and justice in a Communist society-these Eastern 
Jews already know. 

Agursky' s argument makes me think of Henry Fairlie's book 
The Spoiled Child of the Western World: The Miscarriage of 

the American Idea in  Our Time. America, in Fairlie's view, is 
no longer preoccupied with the struggle for existence. He sees 
a new sort of permiss iveness recommended by fashionable 
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Existentialism. Since the stmggle for existence "ceased to be 
a problem, one's existence in itself  became the problem. 
Existentialism is  not a philosophy for someone who lacks a 
crust of bread." 

If the struggle for existence has indeed slackened in Amer
ica and a major phase of history has ended, we need not 
wonder at the strange looks we receive from a world aston
ished at our privileged state and appalled by our l ighthearted
ness and l ight-headedness. Agursky wonders whether demo
cratic America has enough self�discipl ine to pull through. 
Many writers have pointed out that in world history l iberty is 
an exceptional condition. Rulers are not inclined to share their 
powers with the ruled. Periods of liberty have been very brief. 
Our species knows little about being free. Ruskin, writing of 
Thucydides' HistonJ, says that his subject was "the central 
tragedy of all the world, the suicide of Greece." Possibly we are 
once more at a suicidal point, and this is what Russ ian diss i
dents, people who have managed by heroic res istance to keep 
m ind and judgment intact, are thinking when they consider 
our behavior. 

But to finish with Agursky: he speaks of an older revolution
ary generation which has not been forgotten, and of the messi
anic universalism of that generation and its desire for social 
justice. He thinks that the Hebrew prophets in Russian trans
lation should be put into the hands of the new immigrants 
from the Soviet Union "to enrich their  national awareness," 
according to the paraphrase in  Insight. "No capital invest
ment could be as effective as this spiritual investment." Agur
sky h imself writes, "Israel must become the centre of a new 
civil ization as was dreamed by the prophets, the best repre
sentatives of the Jewish people." The editor of Insight com
ments that Russian Jewish intellectuals of Agursky's type have 
begun to ask questions "that Western Jews had long thought 
answered" and "were coming up with different results .  Some
times they sounded nai've, more often powerful and 
arresting." 

Knowledge of evil such as these Russians have acquired 
cannot be without its s ide effects. Their understanding of 
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Western capitalism was acquired in  Russia. So they think us 
frivolous and our condition chaotic. They hold the prevail ing 
European and Russ ian view of our waywardness. To them we 
present a danger to freedom. But they are immensely hopeful, 
too. Israel the center of a new civilization? I can see what 
Agursky means when he counsels us not to be too real istic. He 
advocates- But no, no, I don't want to level serious argu
ments at Agursky. He is too beguil ing. What I l ike about these 
Russ ian diss idents-the Solzhenitsyns and the S inyavskys as 
well as the Agurskys-is their wakefulness. By contrast we 
seem ve1y drowsy. 

With us in the West wakefulness, for some mysterious rea
son, comes and goes. Our understanding fires up briefly but 
invariably fades again. Sometimes I suspect that I am myself 
under a frightful hypnotic influence-I do and do not know 
the evils of our times. I experience or suffer this alternate 
glowing and fading in my own person, and I see that others, 
too, are subject to it. I am famil iar with the history of World 
War I and of the Russ ian Revolution. I know Auschwitz and 
the Gulag, Biafra and Bangladesh, Buenos Aires and Beimt, 
but when I come back to facts anew I find myself losing focus. 
Then I begin against reason to suspect the influence of a 
diffusing power-a demonic will that opposes our under
standing. I am forced to cons ider whether Western Europe 
and the United States may not be under the influence of a 
great evil, whether we do not go about l ightly chlorofonned. 

It is reported in the papers that the American Embassy in 
Moscow suspects it is being exposed to microwave radiation. 
Accord ing to the UPI, experts speculate that the Russians 
intend the radiation to activate microphones hidden in the 
embassy building, to interfere with American jamming 
devices, or "according to a more sinister report, the radiation 
was designed to induce lethargy in American diplomats." This 
may be a total delusion, which the public seems willing to 
share with the expe1ts. 

But the Russians, if they really knew it, need no such 
lethargy-inducing devices. The free countries are curiously 
lethargic about their freedom. The credit of revolution is 
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strong in Western E urope, while capital ism, especial ly in its 
hated American form, is held to be dying. �1any exult over its 
approaching death. Tired of old evils, they long for "the new 
thing" and will  not be happy nntil they've had it. Baudelaire 
writes, in one ofhis journals, that l ife is a hospital in which each 
patient believes that he will  recover i f  he is moved to another 
heel. When I l ived in Paris in the late forties, I became an 
invohmtmy student of this subject. I learned from shopkeep
ers, ga ragistes, barbers, waiters, concierges that "revolution
ary" ideas (bed-changing ideas), now thoroughly banal, had 
reached all levels of French society. Anticipating the coming 
victory of communism, the bed that would cure all old evils, 
many French intellectuals prepared themselves opportun
istically for careers in the new regime. The leaders of French 
thought had three decades in which to teach their countrymen 
the facts about Russia and Eastern Europe. These can be 
summed up in a few words: there is no free society in Eastern 
Europe; communism has thus far created only police states. 
One may reply that freedom is less important than equal ity, 
security, and the wel fare of the worki ng class. I 've heard such 
replies given. These days they are given often by Indian 
intellectuals, who justify the repressive measures adopted by 
Indira Gandhi. In  helping to interpret this, poli tical theorists 
are less useful than mythologists and demonologists. 

In our apartment in the Mishkenot Sha'ananim, the s ide
board, the deep marble windowsills,  the coffee table, the desk 
are covered with papers, journals, pamphlets, and books on 
the M iddle East. The night staff in the lobby watches TV. The 
chief guard with his round cropped head and big eyes is an 
Oriental Jew, s lender and dark. A gun is tucked into the 
waistband of his dungarees. Coming home at night to the 
books and papers, you meet arn1ed patrols. You see them on 
the road above and in the gardens below. 

MESSAGES arrive continually from Mayor Teddy Kollek. 
He invites Alexandra and me to a concert, to visit an 

archaeological site, to have tea with the Greek Patriarch. He 
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thinks of everyth ing, never fails to consult you, remind you, 
thank you. H is punctil ious notes make me feel l ike a boor. 
Kol lek is ponderous but moves quickly-a furiously active 
man. H is is a hurtling, not a philosophical soul. H is face does 
not rest passively on its jowls ;  its creases are those of a shrewd 
man. His  nose is straight, short, thick, and commanding; his 
color is ruddy; his reddish hair falls forward when he goes into 
action. Balzac would have taken to the mayor. Kollek is to 
Jerusalem what Old Goriot was to daughters, what Cousin 
Pons was to art objects. But no category will hold a phenome
non of such force. On duty (he is never real ly off), he bangs 
about the city in his car. He takes you on a tour of the new 
suburbs he has built in East Jerusalem. He arrives in the 
yellow bus belonging to the municipality, with several 
ass istants (horticultural, sanitary, recreational), to show you the 
parks he has created in vacant lots everywhere. There is even a 
park for the blind, with Braille tablets to describe the view 
and the plants. A gardener himself, he seems to know every 
bush in the city. Besides which he knows the donors. Com
puterlike, he retrieves the names of phi lanthropists and his 
secretary writes them clown. "We can fit a little playground 
into that space. Let's send So-and-So a letter about that." 
Kollek's acquaintance is international; he knows the rich, the 
great, and the glamorous everywhere. He i s  a bit like �leyer 
\Veisgal in this respect. Everyone serves his ends, and no one 
seems harmed by such serving. Kol lek has a talent for speaking 
bluntly-his blue eyes plainly tell you that-but he observes 
formalities nevertheless. He turns a fine phrase, is  a man of 
some culture. His manners are Viennese, with super-added 
British graces. He is fluent in English and speaks it with a 
slightly British accent. When he entertains scholarly English 
guests, he is  expansively happy. With Sir Isaiah Berl in one 
day, he was in heaven. He gave him a glorious lunch that 
amounted to a banquet and made a learned pun on Kant and 
Konigsberg. His  memoirs, should he ever find time to write 
them, will fascinate the world. He had few kind words for 
Golda �1eir's autobiography, recently published. A dis
appointing work. I agree with him. i\frs. Meir, a woman of 
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powerful <.:hara<.:ter, seems to have <.:ensored her strongest 
feelings and in her book has adopted the Ameri<.:an <.:on
gressional-eourtesy style-"the distinguished gentleman from 
the great State of Arkansas" kind of thing. Her motive i s  
evidently political. Still  thoroughly identified with the govern
ment of Israel, Golda Meir does not wish to give offense 
or make enemies among its American supporters . Her kind 
words about President N ixon and others are probably sin<.:ere, 
but she is stingy with her readers and does not give the m what 
she might have given. One digs under these <.:mnpliments in 
vain, trying to learn what her deeper feelings are. I doubt that 
Kollek will impose similar restrictions on himself. A force of 
nature, without coaxing he makes his feelings clear. 

In good weather, Kol lek hurries about the city in Israeli 
style, shirt open at the throat. In December you may see him 
in a fur hat, with a knotted muffler, his vest buttoned, but 
never in  an overcoat, for he moves fast and a coat would get in 
his way. Two elderly ladies told me how he had comman
deered their taxicab. They had just asked the driver to take 
them to the Old City when a heavy stranger hurried out of the 
King David Hotel, sprang in beside the driver, and in a low 
peremptory voice gave him an address. One of the ladies was 
violently angry; the other laughed as she told me of the 
incident. " He didn't take us far out of the way," she said. The 
mayor was pressed for time and made no excuses. Kollek, who 
knows how to be extravagantly polite, can also be a bear. Still,  
few mayors anywhere in the world are so personally attentive 
to the needs of their constituents. E lderly Mr. Freudenthal, 
the proprietor of Graphos Stationery, told me that he was put 
out because the city, obl iged to narrow the sidewalk, had 
blocked the entrance to h is shop by inst'1lling a stoplight so 
near his door that customers had to sidle in. "I went to see the 
mayor about th is," he said. "And what did the mayor do? He 
took his  hat and came with me immediately to make an in
spection. He agreed that it was terrible. He promised to 
move the traffic light." In this age of  publi<.: relations, every
one is somewhat skeptical of such behavior. Worldliness 
demands that I be suspicious of Kollek. But I warn myself not 
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to coarsen my perceptions. I t's true that things are not what 
they seem. But things may disconcertingly become exactly 
what they seem. �lr. Freudenthal's request was met; the l ight 
was moved. 

What is entirely genuine in Kollek, without admixture, is his 
love for Jerusalem. Not even his detractors deny it. Christians 
and Arabs may not accept the rule of I srael, but they are 
satisfied with the Kol lek administration. I am told that without 
Arab votes Kollek would not have been re-elected. People 
jokingly speak of him as one of the Arab politicians. He is on 
excellent tenns with :\luslim rel igious leaders . They fare bet
ter with him than they did under Jordanian rule. Kol lek loves to 
address churchmen by their appropriately honorific, sono
rous titles. He says, "Your Beatitude," and his big face bright
ens with the rel ish of it. Echoes of the Austro-H ungarian 
Empire, probably-a feeling for tradition and hierarch�'· 
Whatever it may be, Kollek delights in it. It makes his day to 
greet the aged Greek Patriarch. I t  does a lot for me, too, I must 
say. The Patriarch is  ancient, densely bearded up to the eye 
sockets, faltering a l ittle as he walks toward us. He kisses Kollek 
on both cheeks, and with warmth. He sits in a comfortable chair 
to the left of his throne. We are served coffee and seven-star 
Greek brandy. The conversation, in French and English, is  
l ively. His Beatitude shows fatigue. He has just returned from 
a conference with a bishop in Amman. It seems that the Pope 
has proposed a s ingle date for the observance of Easter by 
both churches, and the Greek bishop in Amman is ready to 
accept. The Patriarch appears uneasy lest the Roman Church 
come in the eyes of the world to stand as the single great 
representative of Christian ity. There is a colored photograph 
of the Patriarch with the Pope, taken when the Pope vis ited 
Jerusalem. When the Patriarch makes a particularly strong 
point about these Easter anangements, he turns toward the 
picture as if to see what effect his  argument is having. Learn
ing that Alexandra was born in the Greek faith, the Patriarch 
gives her a small gold cross. As he fastens it at the back of her 
neck, Kollek asks me, uneasily, "You don't mind that, do 
you?" Have I any objection to such a gift? Not at all. I am very 
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amused by the scene, and not least by Kollek's conce rn f(>r my 

religious sens ibil ities. 

Like many thousands of Israe l is, Kol lek has i ntense and 

complex relati ons with the world outside. It  seems to me often 

that l ife in this tiny country is a powerful sti mu lant but that 

only the de,·out are sati s fied with what they can obtain within 

Israel's borders. The Israelis are great tr;n-elers.  They need 

the world.  When they lee! the need -and they lee! i t  often

they are obl iged to go hr. The neighbori ng A rab countries are 

forbidden to them. They fly to E urope or America. If they are 

not to fal l  behind, hematologists, mathematicians, sociologists 

must go into the world. But it is more than profess ional 

necessity that impels them. Love and h1scination mi ngle with 

practical considerations. From the e i ghteenth centmy, E uro

pean Jews, when revolution began to release them hom their  

ghettos, hastened to e n te r  modern society; they adored and 

hungered for it-its cities, i ts political l ife, its cui ture, its great 

men, its personal opportun ities. E ven the H olocaust did not 

destroy this attraction. And now, canying I srael i passports, 

Gennans or Poles no longer, the y  are nearly as eager and 

starry-eyed about the great world as their ancestors. 

The extent of Kolle k's i n ternational connections is f:llmlous. 

H e  knows the international corporations.  the banks, the great 

un ivers ities, the political pmti es.  H e  is in touch with Brazil

ians, Finns, Hhodes ians, \Vashingtonians, Pari sians. " Oh, Kim 

Roose\·elt," he says, or "Oh, Joe A lsop." And al so with Hoth

schilds an d \\'arhurgs, and even with Hapsburgs and Homan
olls, I imagine. These acquaintances are seldom superficial . 

H e  gives one reason to think that he knows backstairs ,  attics, 

and cupboards as well as salons and boardrooms. It wou ld be 

hard for a parvenu name-dropper to surprise him with a new 

rumor. He beams when the gossip is good; he can generally 

add to it. One of my friends in the forties used to say, "When I 

do it, it's not gossip, i t's social history." Yet i n  spite of the 

relish w ith wh ich Kollek l istens to social h is tory he i s  a 

stain less ideal i st. He fights to preserve and expand and im
prove the city that holds the soul of his  people. 

The object of Koll ek's extensi\"e building program i s  evi-
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dently to make Israeli  possession of the city a fait  accompli. 

Under he;n-y pressure he holds his ground admirably. Though 
he commandeers a cab in the street and nms off with two 
elderly ladies, his power is far from absolute. Right-wing 
Jewish groups give him as many headaches as the meddling of 
intemational institutes, prestigious visiting firemen who 
damn him for disfiguring Jerusalem, or justice-loving Ameri
cans whose evenhandedness can be so deadly. There are 
h ideous new buildings in Jemsalem, it is tme. Kollek is ,  I 
think, humil iated by them. The Wolfson Condominium is 
most unattractive. The multitudinous windows of the new 
H ilton look to me l ike the heavy-lidded eyes of insomnia 
sufferers, aching for rest. Kollek, supported by an international 
advisory committee, has res isted the devel opers and their 
architects. i\'everthe less, he has sometimes had to yield to 
bankers and developers. Jerusalem has its eyesores, and there 
are some who see political and even military significance in 
the new stmctures. They say they are built l ike fortresses. 
Hugh Clayton in the London Times of June 25 lists nine new 
settlements in the Jerusalem area alone and adds that the 
Israel i  govemment' s �1inisterial Settlement Committee i s  now 
considering proposal s from the world Zionist organization for 
another seven of them. He says, "The United States Govern
ment has branded the settlements as i l legal, and the chairman 
of the �t inisterial Settlement Committee, Israel Galili, says he 
regrets the debate within the United States but expects it to 
continue, which seems to indicate that he does not believe 
American leaders will go beyond verbal opposition." It is not 
clear to me what view Kol lek takes of Israel 's settlement 
policies. 

I can understand, on h istorical and psychological grounds 
(with some help from experts), the �1uslim objections to a 
Jemsalem controlled by Israel . Christian attitudes can also be 
interpreted by a reasonable man detennined to understand. 
Those who baffle me are the disinterested parties, themselves 
without religious beliefs ,  cal ling for this that or the other form 
of shared control, for a "free" city (I am old enough to remem
ber the dismal history of the Free City of Danzig) or for a 
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"neutral" Jemsalem. jean-Paul Sartrc, in one of his frequent 
interviews, f�wors the "neutral"  position. 

What would be the practical effect of such schemes, Kollek 
sometimes asks. You sit down to lunch with him; he virtuously 
orders a salad; then a dish of sweets in pleated papers is set 
down, and he eats them al l. Jerusalem in 1967 was chaotic. In 
1976 th is ancient place offers all the services you can find in 
the neatest of modern municipalities .  His impa1tiality is not 
seriously questioned; he has built apartment houses, kinder
gartens, and schools for Jews and Arabs al ike. Kollek learns 
what the latest things are and brings them here. Plays are 
pe 1fonned for Arab children who never saw a theater before. 
For the first time al l the holy places are equally respected. 
Kollek is not so naive as to expect gratitude and cooperation 
from the Arabs in return. For one thing, the Arab world would 
accuse grateful Arabs of betrayal, the extremists would mark 
them for punishment. And then he has been in politics long 
enough to understand that when people's daily  needs are 
satisfied they are free to become ideological and to assert 
their  independence in hostile acts. Still, I often think that 
Kollek wants to show the world, and especial ly the Arab 
world, what good sense and liberality can do; he wants to 
persuade everyone that what is feasible on a small scale 
can be done wholesale. Arab demands for self-rule in )em
salem will eventually have to be taken into account. Kollek 
is certainly aware of this, and my guess is that he is prepared 
to consider reasonable proposals for a shared administration. 
The Arabs know that there is no meanness or arbitrariness 
in him. He has shown by his fairness that coexistence is 
possible and desirable. He is Is  rae I '  s most valuable political 
asset. 

Even in the last cenh1ry the Jewish Quarter of Jemsalem 
was, by all accounts, one of the filthiest places on emth. The 
shambles was there; rats and dogs dug into the offal and 
fought; the city threw its garbage into the jewish streets. This 
had been the practice for a long time. When the Arabs cap
tured the city in the seventh century, Professor David Landes, 
of Harvard, writes that they "found the rock on top of �lount 
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�loriah, the old s ite of the Temple, covered with tons of 
garbage, laboriously hauled up and dumped there by way of 
insult and desecration .  The Arabs cleared the rock and built 
the beautiful �fosque that we now know as the Dome of the 
Rock or �fosque of Omar. But the shambles was maintained, a 
lasting plague to the Jews of Jerusalem."* Travelers l ike 
Pierre Loti were horrified by the Jews of Jerusalem, flittering 
batlike in their vaulted alleys. They must be perverse and 
wicked to deserve such a painful l i fe, Loti felt. Here was 
evidence that they had, indeed, committed a great crime 
against the Redeemer who had arisen in their midst. 

One no longer sees such Jews as Loti described. Kollek is 
building a new Jewish Qum1er in the Old City. The principal 
rel ic of the ancient qumter is the ben-Zakkai synagogue, 
blown up by the Jordan ians when they took over in 1948. 
Kollek does everything possible to avoid vengefulness. He is 
concil iatory, steadily reasonable. The cruel history of this city 
can have a stop, he seems to be saying. He is ,  in this respect, 
less a psychologist than a rational ist: how can people fail  to 
recognize their own interests ? What a Jewish question that i s !  
Such an appeal to rational judgment attempts to go behind 
Arab history. I have been reading a document by Professor 
Yehoshafat Harkabi, of the Hebrew Univers ity, in which he 
suggests that Arab and Israel i  scholars should cooperate in 
studying the conflict. " Perhaps this bespeaks an inordinate 
faith in the power of rationality," he says, "but I believe that 
this would be a step towards peace." Professor Harkabi 
informed me that his essay was publ ished in Satire's Les 

Temps Modernes. "It was published, too, in  an Arabic transla
tion in Tel Aviv," he writes, "but could not be distributed to 
the Arab countries ."f 

"An inordinate faith in the power of rationality"? The pro
fessor might better have called it Jewish faith or Jewish long
ing or even Jewish h·anscendental ism. 

*"Palestine Before the Zionists," CommentanJ, Febmary 1976. 
t "Position of Israel in the Israel-Arab Conflict," written in October 1965. 
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D OUHLE window shades don't keep out the morning 
light. It  wakes me and I go to fill the kettle. Shade flowers 

grow in the long corridor of Mishkenot Sha'ananim. The 
kitchen window opens on a small garden-hardly that: a 
terrarium with glass walls, open at the top. The flowers are 
exotic birds-of-paradise, too flamboyant for my taste. The door 
stands open as we drink our tea, and we look across the Gai
H innom to Mount Zion. Shahar ins ists that the air of Jemsa
lem feeds the intellect-one of the great rabbis believed 
this-and he mentions the psa!m in which the psalmist s ings 
of God's gannent of l ight. You can take this seriously in 
Jemsalem. A character in one of Isaac Bashevis Singer's 
extraordinary stories thinks, looking at the sky in Israel, "No, 
this isn't just an ordinary klwmsin but a flame from S inai. The 
sky above is not just atmosphere but a heaven with angels, 
seraphim, God." This is Jewish transcendental ism, too, in a 
very different part of the mind. With S inger it comes out as 
though a spring were pressed at the appropriate moments in a 
story. My inclination is to resist the imagination when it 
operates in this way. Yet, I, too, feel that the l ight ofJerusalem 
has purifying powers and filters the blood and the thoughts; 
I don't forbid myself the reflection that light may be the outer 
gannent of God. 

I go to the door and look toward the J udean Desert. I see not 
so much the terrain as the form of some huge being. Its hide is 
gray. The distant small buildings are gray also. Letting down 
the barriers of rationality,  I feel that I can hea r Mount Zion as 
well as see it. I have explored the hill .  On the top is a church 
surrounded by scaffolding, masons at work on the walls.  There 
are certain monastic buildings and many, many graves (the 
cellular subsurface of the city is filled with bones). On the 
dusty paths you see donkeys, occasionally  a camel. The west
em part of the Old City's s ixteenth-century wall comes to an 
end in a narrow paved road. There is no reason this hill should 
have a voice, emit a note audible only to a man facing it across 
the valley. What is there to communicate? It must be that a 
world from which mystery has been extirpated makes your 
modem heart ache and increases suggestibility. In poetry you 

93 



welcome such suggestibil ity. When it empts at the wrong time 
(in a rational context) you send for the police; these psycholog
ical police drive out your criminal "animism." Your respecta
ble aridity is restored. I'\ evertheless, I will  not forget that I 

wa� communicated with. 
I enter a flagstoned comt in the Greek quarter and see that it 

is covered by a grapevine. The single stem from which this 
wide, rich arbor grows rises from a little pit some feet below 
the pavement. Light shimmers through the leaf cover. I want 
to go no farther that clay. I had the same feeling on a visit to the 
Annenian Church when the old l ibrarian showed me his 
collection of i l luminated manuscripts. He explained that 
under the floor of the church was an ancient cistem, which 
provided exactly the degree of humidity necessary for the 
preservation of these rel ics. As then, I amtempted to sit down 
and stay put for an aeon in the consummate mildne ss. 

The origin of this des ire is obvious-it comes from the 
contrast between pol itics and peace. The slightest return of 
beauty makes you aware how deep your social wounds are, 
how painful it is to think continually of nothing but aggression 
and defense, superpowers, diplomacy, terrorism, war. Such 
preoccupations shrink art to nothing. They endanger even the 
more ordinary kinds of aesthetic experience, the abil ity to 
react to what the philosopher David Wight Prall (whom I read 
in a course given by Eliseo Vivas in Wisconsin in  1937) called 
"aesthetic surfaces." Gore Vidal has noted in an i nterview the 
American weakness for nifty tenns and I suppose I wouldn't 
be fully American if I didn't share it-hence "aesthetic sur
faces ."  But Prall was speaking of ordinary l ife and common 
experiences, of a cup of coffee or the folds of a curtain, a 
bucket under the rain pipe: "Lingering, loving contempla
tion" of flavors, colors, shapes, fragrances. I bel ieve that this 
ability to contemplate has also been damaged. This again 
brings to mind the observation of A. B. Yehoshua on the 
difficulty (the impossibility, rather) of screening out the great 
noise of modern life, "the lack of solitude, the inabil ity to be 
alone in the spiritual sense, and to arrive at a l ife of in
tellectual creativity." 

94 



In the \Vest, in America, we are not subject to such strain, 
but we too have mechanisms operating within, answering to 
more remote stimuli, phantoms of crisis that set off endless 
circuits of anxious calculation. What drives the soul into the 
public realm is, first, the reality of the threat to civilization and 
to our own existence; second, our duty to stmggle and resist 
{as we conceive this);  third, the influence of public discussion 
in the press, on television, in books, in lecture hal ls, or at 
dinner tables, in offices;  and fourth, perhaps, is  om own deep 
desire to send the soul into society. If this were in the higher 
sense political, there would be nothing to complain of. "With 
word and deed we insert ourselves into the human world," 
wrote Hannah Arendt in The Huma11 Couditio11, "and this 
insertion is l ike a second birth ." l'vlan seeks immortality, she 
said. To realize this end he must affirm his identity through 
speech and action, and this is precisely where politics comes 
in. For it  is the unique genius of politics that it "teaches men 
how to bring forth what is great and radiant. . . .  " 

But what I am thinking of i s  somewhat less Athenian. The 
material weight of l i fe lies upon us more and more heavily. To 
Hannah Arendt such pressure is not genuinely political but 
social, economic. She may be right. I am no theorist; I use the 
word "politics" broadly and mean by it everything in the 
public part of l ife .  Thus technology is  politics, money is 
politics, our common l ife in  America is  in  its every aspect 
politics. It has become a passion with us-our social and 
national l i fe with its parties and issues, our cities, our gun 
laws, our crime rates, our housing needs, our old-age prob
lems, our interest rates, our position in the world, our sexual 
revolution, our racial revolution, our gasoline, our sports, our 
weather. This is certainly not political in a Greek sense, but 
what else are we to call it? Ruskin called it self-worship. He 
said that "general misgovernment" had created a vast popu
lace in Europe, and in other continents a still vaster one, and 
that this populace existed in "worship of itself." It can "nei
ther see anything beautiful around it, nor conceive anything 
virhtous above it; it has, toward all goodness and greatness, no 
other feelings than those of the lowest creatures-fear, hatred, 
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or hunger. . . .  " One can take this seriously without complete 
agreement. For a great world population, what is lingering 
loving contemplation, what is art? Proust, who translated Rus
kin into French, takes up this theme of politics and art in the 
novelist's indirect manner: on the one side, Bergotte Vinteuil, 
Swann's love of music; on the other, worldliness, snobbery, 
the Dreyfus affair, the Great War. Proust was still able to hold 
the balance. That was six decades ago. 

I close the door on :Mount Zion and go upstairs to the 
reception desk to get the morning papers. The Mishkenot is 
built on a slope, and the lobby is  a floor above our apartment. 
Behind the desk stands Annie. She is a lovely, dark young 
woman, Moroccan by birth. She is not very happy these days. 
But dejection deepens her beauty. I wouldn't dream of tel ling 
her that. We exchange a few remarks. :\1y old-fashioned 
French slang from the forties amuses her. Then she hands me 
the Jemsalem Post and the International Herald Tribune. I 
glance at the headlines, and a film comes between me and the 
light. My heart goes down an octave or more. I descend to the 
flat to see what has become of the Dutch hostages, the British 
hostages, and of the Lebanese, the Portuguese, the Angolans. 

I A:\1 reading a book from which my attention never wanders: 
Lucy Vogel's Aleksandr Blok: The ]oume!J to Ital!J, pub

lished in 1973. Blok writes of an episode in his joumey: "I feel 
the need to share it with others . Why? I t  is not because I want 
to tell others something amusing about myself or have them 
hear something about me that I consider poetic, but because 
of something else-an intangible 'third force' that does not 
belong either to me or to others. It is this force which makes 
me see things the way I do and interpret all that happens from 
a pa�iicular perspective, and then describe it as only I know 
how. This third force is art. And I am not a free man, and 
although I am in the govemment service, my position is  an 
i llegal one, because I am not free; I serve art, that third force 
which from the world of outer reality brings me to another 
world, all its own-the world of art. Therefore, speaking as an 
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artist I must inf(mn you without attempting in any way to 
thrust my views on you (fc>r in the world of art there is no such 
thing as pressure) that the descent underground and the 
mountain climb which I described have many features in 
common, if not with the process  of creation, then a t  least with 
one of the modes of comprehending a v·mrk of art. 

"The best preparation for attaining such understanding is to 
experience the sort of feeling which arises in the wanderer 
who suddenly finds himself in a forest clearing, in the land of 
the machaon butterflies, or bes ide an aqueduct at the fcH>t of a 
mountain. I am not saying that this is the only method; there are 
others that are equally rel iable :  fen example, to sufl'er great 
misf01tunes or wrongs in l ife, or to experience the deep 
physical fatigue that accompanies prolonged mental idleness .  
But these are extreme alternatives, so to speak, and the first 
way is for me the most natural and the most dependable. One 
can achieve this through repeated eflorts or through one's own 
merits. But to work consistently at such an unusual task is not 
easy for anyone in the rush of our civilization. Everyone is in 
such a huny nowadays." Blok wrote this in 1909. 

DR. Z, the gynecologist, came from Rumania at the age of 
s ixty and at seventy-five is still working hard. She says 

that Israel's socialized medicine does not make her life easy. 
She examines more than s ixty women daily. She occasionally 
persuades young men to marry their pregnant sweethearts. 
She comforts Jewish brides from the Arab countries who 
weep because they have been married two whole months and 
haven't yet conceived. At dark, closing her office, she toils 
up the stairs to her apartment and lies down. After a hard 
day she eats pistachio nuts. She i ns ists they restore her. 

One of Dr. Z's colleagues examined all seven children of a 
North African laborer. ' ' I 'm glad to say there's not a thing 
wrong with any of them," he reported. The father was 
incensed. " I  didn't bring these kids to the doctor to be told 
there was nothing wrong. I brought them for treatment." He 

grabbed a chair and threatened the doctor with it, shouting, 
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"Treat them!" The doctor gave placebos to everyone. His  
nurse urged him to prescribe a strong laxative for the father. 
"Serve him right!" she said . The doctor res isted the 
temptation. 

BRACED for trouble, always under strain, the I sraelis 
have to cope not only with their enemies but with dif

ficult friends. In mid-December, J erusalemites were asking, 
" Have you read the Alsop letter? Have you ever seen any
thing l ike it? This must be Kissinger's work. Isn't it in
credible?" They were speaking of an article by Joseph 
Alsop in The New York Times Maga:::.i 11e of December 14, 
1975, called "Open Letter to an Israeli Friend." The "Dear 
Amos" to whom this letter was addressed is Amos Eiran, 
director general of the Office of the Prime Minister and also 
the Prime �l inister's political adviser. Eiran, fonnerly counse
lor of the I sraeli Embassy in Washington, is in his forties-a 
finn-looking, attractive man. The symmetry of his features 
makes h im look more calm than would be possible for anyone 
in his position. He has the same del iberate, unexcited manner 
as his chief, Rabin. 

I quickly obtain a copy of the Alsop letter. My first reaction 
is that a personal letter is sent directly to one's friend, not 
published in the papers. Alsop has recently announced his 
retirement, but a world-famous journalist can't be expected to 
put aside his interest in public questions, renounce his magic 
like Shakespeare's Prospero, break his staff, and drown his 
book. Prospera had only one small island to give up, not the 
global interests of a superpower. The "Dear Amos" letter 
reveals that Alsop has not turned from politics to prayer and 
that his state of mind is as imperial as it ever was. He speaks of 
himself modestly enough. He is  merely M r. E iran's American 
friend. "Any American must always put American interests 
first, so I've thought a lot about the way Israel affects Ameri
can interests. Some of the effects have been adverse, rathe r 
obviously, as in the area of American relations with the Arab 
world. Yet such considerations are heavily outweighed, in my 
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opmwn, as soon as you apply the add test to the I srael
American relationship. It is a macabre test. Because of Israel's 
pedlous national situation, we Americans always have to thi11k 
about how America would be affected by I srael's actual 
destruction." Alsop is a great friend of Israel. He was not one 
from the beginning. Mr. Rabin has told me in conversation that 
Alsop was not altogether in f�wor of a Jewish state in 
Palestine but that he many years ago changed his mind. He 
is  ful l  of admiration for the mil itary virtues of the Israelis .  
He has supported Israel through many crises. Although he 
speaks bluntly to " Dear Amos" about the destruction of lsrael, 
he adds, "Which heaven forfend !" He goes on to say that if 
this were to come to pass, "such a flood of guilt and hatred 
and reetimination" would result "as might fatal ly corrode the 
whole fabdc of our society. Hence I have long bel ieved that 
we Americans must assure Israel's sun·ival, if only to assure 
the sun'ival of those American values that I cheri sh most. 
There you have my personal bottom line where your country 
is concerned." 

Why is it that Alsop is writing such a letter, warning Israel 
that it stands in danger of destruction and reminding it that it 
has only one protector? It i s  because "bad trouble has begun 
between I srael and America." For one thing, Alsop is shocked 
by Israel's ingratitude to Secretary of State Kissinger. By 
working out an agreement with Egypt in the Sinai Desert, 
Kissinger obtained a desperately needed breathing space for 
Israel .  Yet everywhere in I srael last spring Alsop found evi
dence of "an anti-Kiss inger campaign." One high personage 
told Alsop, "We'd be better off without a Jew at the State 
Department." Even "so great a woman as Golda �leir," whom 
Kissinger "truly reveres," allowed herself to make a crack 
about "my lost friend, Henry." 

A hostile Congress grudgingly ratified Kiss inger's S inai bar
gain, Alsop contin\1es. I srael can by no means take for granted 
the continued support of American public opinion. Opinion is 
turning against it, and ways must be found to reverse the 
changing trend. And what is the cause of this dangerous shift 
in attitude? It dates from the so-called March 1975 "crisis ." 

99 



Kissinger would not have resumed his shuttle diplomacy 
between Jerusalem and Cairo if he hadn't been invited by 
both Egypt and Israel to go on trying. And "he would have 
refused to set foot on Air Force One last �larch if he had not 
belie,·ed that after suitable haggling, the I srael i  Government 
would finally meet President Sadat's rock-bottom require
ments for an interim agreement." Prime �tinister Rabin, says 
Alsop, had indicated that "he was confident of canying his 
government with him." He had " unintentionally misled" the 
secretary of state. This was why President Ford was moved 
to send an angry personal letter to �lr. Rabin. In a word, 
probably without intending to deceive, Israel had behaved de
ceitful ly. There was intrigue in the I sraeli  Cabinet. A puta
tive rival of Rabin's, ambitious to replace him, was in a posi
tion to know that I srael 's general staff held a withdrawal from 
the \l itla and Gidi passes to be militari ly acceptable. This rival 
declared that Rabin could not accept such a concession. Alsop 
says, "I have a horror of the bad American practice of choosing 
up sides in other people's politics, so I shall identify this 
member of the Rabin Cabinet no further, except that it is 
necessary to add that he personally controlled eight votes in 
the Knesset." 

A certain disciple betrayed Jesus. It  would be improper for 
an outsider to mention names, but he did it with a kiss, and his 
in itials were J . I .  

Negotiations with Egypt and Israel then stopped, and Kis
s inger, though perfectly understanding Rabin's difficulties, 
was disappointed. President Ford, however, was sufficiently 
vexed to fire off a letter. Alsop may have a horror of the bad 
American practice of choosing up s ides in other people's 
politics. but this does not prevent his tel ling 1\tr. Eiran, "On 
an issue of war or peace of the utmost importance to your 
American partners, I srael's viciously competitive domestic 
politics had been allowed to take command. That, and only 
that, was what real ly started the trouble between your country 
and mine-at least on the American side, which is the s ide that 
endangers you. Unfairly enough, of course, trouble with 
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America can be btal to Israel, but trouble with I srael does 

not gravely endanger the U.S." 
It would be difficult for a political observer-and in Israel 

every citizen is a political observer-to know what construc
tion to put on this. Alsop was saying, bluntly enough, get your 
house in order, shape up, don't step out of l ine. Were these 
threats inspired by the secretary of state? By the President? Or 
had Alsop taken it upon himself: a private American citizen 
but also by his bearing a man of destiny, to crack destiny's 
whip in the finest Toulouse-Lautrec circus style? 

Israel ,  Alsop says, has not adjusted itself to the fact that 
America's relations with the Arab countries have changed. 
"Such an adjustment is  now more urgent than ever, unless you 
Israel is want still worse trouble between our two countries. 
Making the adjustment by no means requires you to bow 
invariably to American views. There will always be room for 
serious discussion. B ut the new situation [in which America 
draws first Egypt and then the rest of the Arab world away 
from Russ ian influence] most certainly requires you to keep 
Israeli domestic politics strictly out of all future � I iddle Eastem 
negotiations vitally involving American national policy. And I 
must regretfully add that it fmther requires you to avoid any 
future attempts to infl uence our national policy in the �I iddle 
East by interfering in American domestic politics. Unhappily, 
this was precisely what you did last spring after the negotia
tions broke down in March."  Alsop speaks only of Israel's 
failure to "adj ust" ; he says nothing about Egyptian recognition 
o f lsrael's right to existence. Nor does he mention Arab efforts 
to influence American policy in the M iddle East. Is there no 
boycott of companies that do business with Israel? Are there 
no Arab lobbyists registered? 

People in Jerusalem asked me what I thought of all this.  
H ad Kissinger put Alsop up to writing such a letter? I 
answered that I was no sort of specialist and that such Byzan
tine intrigue was beyond me. Kissinger had-I was about to 
say that he had many detractors in Israel ,  but what is more l ike 
the truth is that he has few admirers. Neither he nor the 
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Israelis know quite what to make of the fact that he is a Jew. 
The Israel is might complain of him less if  he were a Southern 
Baptist or an Irish Cathol ic. He is widely believed to have 
delayed sending help during the Yom Kippur War because he 
wanted the Egyptians to enjoy a limited victory and recover 
self-esteem. In the end, so goes the story, it was Defense 
Secre tary James R.  Schlesinger who went to ?\ixon and 
pressed him to fly supplies immediately to Israel. In � latti 
Golan's The Secret Cou r:ersatio11s of He11ry Kissiuger, pub
lished in 1976, the secretmy of state is accused of duplicity in  
negotiating a cease-fire agreement with the Russians that pre
vented the Israelis from destroying the two Egyptian armies 
they had trapped. It seems that before taking off for �loscow at 
the most critical moment of the Yom Kippur War Kissinger 
had prom ised Israel 's Ambassador Simcha Dinitz he would go 
slowly in his talks with the Russians in order to give Israel ti me 
to achieve its military objectives, hut according to \lr. Golan he 
had no sooner landed than the cease-fire terms were agreed 
upon and President Nixon at once asked Golda .:\leir to 
announce her acceptance of the deal Kiss inger had made 
without consultation. � lrs .  \ leir was "shocked and furious." 
During a Cabinet meeting she received a message from the 
British foreign minister urging her to agree to the cease-fire . 
"She ami the other ministers now realized that not only did 
Kissinger not consult her, but he informed her of the agree
ment after he told the British foreign minister." Israel felt that 
it had been insulted-even betrayed (by Kissinger). Possibly 
the Russians threatened intervention. That they would have 
let Israel destroy two Egyptian am1ies and perhaps even take 
Cairo is unlikely. What, in any case, would Israel have done 
with Cairo? Another week's fighting would have cost a thou
sand more Israeli l ives, as Abba Ehan sensibly said during our 
lunch at the Knesset. What in Kissinger is called "betrayal" 
might, in a non-Jewish secretary of state, be accepted with a 
shrug as diplomacy-one of the normal forms of perfidy, that 
is. 

Alsop is an agreeable person to meet. The expression of  his 
rather narrow New England face suggests that he has got rid of 
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much that is superfluous, that he has seen all the grandeur and 
the squalor of the centmy and that he has qual ified himself to 
enter deeper realms of thought than most people have the 
opportunity to enter. He looks as though he had undergone the 
Anglo-S;Lxon ordeal, suflered al l the privations, accepted all 
the responsibilities . Very much the New England aris tocrat, 
but worldly, tough, obstinate: he never ceases to emit the 
sense that he is a man of destiny-American style, [ would 
add. I once spent an afternoon with him in Georgetown . He 
told me stirring stories of his experiences in China. [ remem
ber also one of his anecdotes about a lady at the court of Queen 
Anne-or perhaps at Versail les-who washed her hair so 
seldom that on one occasion a family of mice was found 
nesting in her coiffure. He told me also a rather good joke 
about a southern senator in a Washington brothel-in the 
good old sleepy days when senators had time to go to brothels.  
He talked eighteenth-century furniture. Chinese antiques, 
Greek archaeology, literature. He might or might not have 
known what he was talking ahout; I was having too good a 

time to care. H e  went from high culture to G I  slang with no 
trouble at all .  And he was, distinctly, no mere syndicated 
columnist. He took a large view of the fate of nations, of the 
planetary struggle of good and evil, of the role America was 
playing in the twentieth cenhtry, and of his own participation 
in historical events . You were to come away after such an 
afternoon feeling that he wore his power l ightly, but that there 
was a lot of it and it could be used with devastating effect. But 
how these men of destiny do pick on people !  The "Dear 

Amos" letter speaks of "flagrant foreign interference" and 
"planned intervention" by Israel in American affairs, making 
trouble for Kissinger in Congress,  "ann-twisting" by fri ends of 
I srael-and such frie nds can be none other than American 
J ews. Here Alsop sounds a l ittle like General George Brown 
of the Joint Chiefs and Ernest Bevin during his worst seizure s  
o f  anti-Zionism. (Ben-Gurion was always careful to distinguish 
between anti-Semitism and anti-Zionism; he did not bel ieve 
that Bevin was anti-Semitic. ) 

The f:'lct that Israel is dependent on the United States is 
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plain enough. What is it that tempts an American publicist to 
make what everyone can see so cruelly explicit? 

FROl\1 a narrow window at the Van Leer Foundation I 
watch foreign dignitaries arriving next door, at the Presi

dent's residence. There is a guard ofhonor, and the band plays 
"Hatikvah" -not the most cheerfitl of national anthems. The 
l imousines come and go, smooth and somber, and the motor
cycles, buzzing and rattling. I treat myself to a stroll in the 
New-or newer-City and visit Herbert Stein's bookshop. 
l\lr. Stein is a fine old-fashioned dealer-lean, pale, furrowed, 
wearing a large light-brown mustache. Unsorted at the rear of 
his shop are moldering heaps of books in Gem1an, Arabic, 
French, English, and Hebrew. Mr. Stein has little to offer the 
paperback-buying tourist. He is strong on h istorians, sages, 
mystics, and Talmudic commentators, and on Ge1man novels 
of the twenties beautifully printed on the sort of paper one 
doesn't see any more. Also travel books, guide books, cookery 
books, and the best sellers of my youth: Vicki Baum, George 
Wanvick Deeping, Emil Ludwig-Richard Harding Davis, 
even . 

Later in the day my friend Professor Joseph Ben-David 
takes me to the swelling Souk, the publ ic market. On Fridays it 
closes early. We watch the last-minute pre-Sabbath rush. Per
ishables are cheap as zero hour approaches. We buy bananas 
and roses and tiny mandarins no bigger than walnuts. Ben
David has brought along a net bag to hold our purchases.  Not a 
mile away from the commercial center of Jerusalem, but the 
Oriental and l\'orth African merchants and hucksters make it  
seem more distant. Boys push barrows, shouting " Hel lo !  
Hello !"  to clear the path. As the stalls are closing, muffled 
beggar women come to pick through the refuse. The air is not 
clear this afternoon; it is gray, wam1, and heavy. We lock the 
flowers and fmit in Ben-David's car and walk in the small 
streets. Those with cisterns underneath swell s lightly in the 
middle, moundlike. A few adolescents are kicking their foot
bal ls in miniature playgrounds. I n  all communities-Kurdish, 
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Yemenite, Yiddish-speaking Pol ish -everyone else is wash
ing, sweeping, dressing, and preen ing for the Sabbath. Older 
men in their fur hats and long <:oats are already pacing slowly 
and with a special air toward their  synagogues. All th is will go, 
says Ben-David, as central Jerusalem expands. He knows 
these tiny communities well. Nearly thi rty years ago he was a 
social worker in  the neighborhood, rehabil itating young delin
quents. I have learned to think twice before offering Ben
David an opinion on any matter, because his tolerance lor 
vague views and inexact formulations is l imited. He is a short, 
compact man. H is blue gaze is mild enough, and he can even 
look contemplative and dreamy, but he fires up easily. Our 
discussions would turn into arguments if I didn't give ground, 
so, because I respect him, I invariably back off. Besides, I 
come from Chicago and will  return to Chicago; this makes 
me much less contentious. Still ,  because he looks so mild, 
when we meet and he smiles and holds his hand out gently, 
I always note the hardness of his palm and the strength 
of his grip. 

We go into a Yemenite synagogue. The early arrivals have 
left their shoes at the door, Arab style. Bearded, dark-faced, 
they sit along the wal l .  You see their stockinged feet on the 
footrests of their lecterns. It is traditional on Friday afternoons 
to read the Song of Songs aloud, and they are reciting or 
chanting it now, in long l ines, 1m-European in intonation. 
This chanting resembles the collective recitations you hear 
when passing Arab schoolrooms. 

Ben-David knows a lot about the l ives of Jews from the Arab 
countries. He often makes the point that they, too, are refu
gees who fled from persecution and whose property was con
fiscated. World opinion concentrates on the Palestinian refu
gees while these Oriental Jews-nearly a mill ion of them
are given no consideration. It is inevitable that he and I 
should turn to politics. Sightseeing is all very well, but our 
heads are full of news, omens, and speculations. 

Ben-David, who closely fol lows the American press, says, 
"Congress seems to me to have gone wild on the Angolan 
question. It has cut across the President's power to act in  
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foreign af1i1irs. By refusing publ icly to support him it has noti
fied the Russians that they can do as they l ike. It goes over the 
head of the executive. It's nothing but appeasement, isn't it? 
The United States has no foreign policy any more. I t  no longer 
behaves like a great power. Washington has let go the controls." 
What he is saying comes to this : Israel i s  dependent upon 
America tor its very survival, and American foreign policy is in  
retreat. The agonized attention of  Israelis i s  fixed upon de
velopments in the United States. Such concentrated attention 
comes close to being a s01t of magical activity to ave1t a 
disaster. From the Congress Ben-David moves to Henry Kis
singer: "The Russ ians have used his detente to change the 
balance of power in the world in their favor. He has no real 
policy." And, "What smt of person can he be? I think his 
personal taste is  for the jet set. He is one of the beautiful 
people, as you call them." 

\Ve look into a few more synagogues, but I am no longer in a 
Sabbath mood. Ben-David has a genuine feeling for the 
qua1ter and for the peace of the Sabbath, but he is evidently 
tl1inking of other things-of Russians and Arabs and petro
dollars, of European indifference and American disorder and 
mindlessness. I go home to Alexandra and give her the roses. 
They are dark red, almost a black-crimson color. She is very 
pleased with them. 

SUDDENLY I who never knew a thing about battleships, 
aircraft carriers and submarines find myself boning up 

on the S ixth Fleet and Russ ian naval power in the Mediterra
nean. The Americans continue to keep some sort of hold on 
the northern l ittoral, says one of my experts, but they are 
losing out in Portugal, arc sl ipping in Spain, may not be safe 
for long in Italy, and are becoming shaky in Greece. Suddenly 
for several days my head is filled with statistics of "ship
days of operation" and I am injected with the dread names 
of weapons. S ince 1967 the Russians have deployed between 
forty and a hundred ships in the Mediterranean, including 
l ight cruisers of the Kresta and the Kyncla classes. One of 
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their two helicopter carriers, the Moskr;a or the Len ingrad, 
is  always on �lediterrancan assignment. In the autumn 
of 1975 the new forty-thousand-ton carrier Kier; was due to 
emerge from the Black Sea. Under these siren waters, there 
are about a dozen Russian submarines.  There arc land-based 
Russian planes that can attack the Sixth Fleet and return 
without refuel ing-the Soviet Badger force. The Americans, 
on the other hand, have the superior F- 14. The F-14  "can 
stand off at some distance from the carrier force, and with 
the Phoenix missile can acquire and destroy six targets 
simultaneously without engaging any target at close range," 
explains Dr. Alvin Cottrell.* He adds, " It would stil l  require 
an estimated 7 to 10 years before the Soviets would be able 
to operate effectively an American-type aircraft carrier with 
steam catapults and the most modern fighters such as the F-4 
and the F-14. The U.S.  Navy has a long history of operating 
these ships, and it is an experience that has been passed 
from one generation to another." And yet there are the new 
boys, inexperienced but bristling with frightful  armaments. 
They have never used them in earnest. No one knows how 
effective their green crews are and whether their officers are 
any good-I take this in breathlessly. To think that only 
yesterday I was reading Henry James and Baudelaire's 
journals. Today my thoughts are all on the Soviet surveil
lance satellites sparkling in the night skies, and the control 
of what profess ionals call the "choke poi nts":  the Strait of 
Gibraltar, Sicily, the area near the western entrance to 
Piraeus. The Russians have deftly used the Cyprus dispute, 
the differences among the Arab states, even the troubles 
between Spain and England over Gibraltar to isolate the 
United States and weaken its position in the �vlediterranean. 
Israel is its only dependable al ly there. Western monopoly of 
the Mediterranean is  at an end. The Russians have established 
themselves as the dominant power. In the words of Dr. Cot
trell, "They would not be overly optimistic if they bel ieved 

* "Issues in the Mediterranean," The Chicago Council on Foreign Relations, 
1975, p. 28. 
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themselves on the threshold of reaching . . .  paramountcy in 
the area." They might easily have landed troops in  Egypt in 
1973. And i f  the Lebanese government were to ask the United 
States for military help in its struggle to smvive, the Ameri
cans might have to answer that Soviet naval power makes this 
impossible. 

POSTHU�IOUSLY publ ished, the three-volume study 
The Ve11 t1 1re of I shun, by my late colleague at the Univer

sity of Chicago �l arshall Hodgson, is being favorably 
reviewed by scholars. Now that the reading fit is on me again, 
I intend to buy the three new volumes. Marshall was a vege
tarian, a pacifist, and a Quaker-most odd, most unhappy, a 
quirky channer. H e  was pleasantly contradictory in his view 
of the world-why should a pacifist fal l  in love with mil itant 
Islam? �larshal l 's small daughters, the twins, had a congenital 
disease of the nervous system, which evenh1ally proved fatal. 
Often I met Marshall on the fifth floor of the Social Science 
Bui lding-he refused to use the elevator, he ran up the 
stairs-and we talked. The painful subject was never avoided. 
I asked how the children were. They didn't sleep well .  He  
and h i s  wife were up with them in  the night, spel l ing each 
other. So his sleepless face was often swollen, congested; his 
eyes bulged; and he was hoarse, almost incomprehensible, 
because he had been reading fairy tales to the girls. He said, 
nearly voiceless, how heartbreaking it was, how much the 
children understood. They seemed to real ize that they would 
die. Then with tears in his eyes he h urried back to his 
studies. I went to his house now and then. The Hodgsons 
J i,·ed in graduate-student-slum style in an apartment build
ing in Hyde Park, not far from J immy's famous tavern, that 
cheerful center of good will and caked dirt. At the Hodg
sons' you ate vanil la ice cream and discussed serious 
subjects. The chil dren's heads were always bowed; perhaps 
their necks were weak. The f�unily were "thee"-using Quak
ers . :\1arshall, soaked in his subject, thoroughly pedantic, had 
no informal manner. He was always and everywhere the 
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same-earnest, theoretical, high-minded, stubbornly vir
tuous. He kept himself physically fit. He ate his esculents 
and succulents with an avid red mouth in small quick bites. 
At a Committee on Social Thought dinner, while holding a 

big strawberry with the fingers of both hands, squirrel style, 
he looked sidelong down into my plate with its steak and 
asked, "Is your carrion well cooked?" 

He was romantic about Islam. He told me, and probably was 
right, that I didn't u nderstaucl. Though he once wrote me a 
letter saying that he wanted to join the M iss issippi civil-rights 
marchers, he had no sympathy whatever with Zionism. After 
the war of 1967 he cried out, "You have no business in Arab 
lands, you Jews !" In the heat of argument he then said many 
rash things. Of course few people do understand the complex
ities of Arab history, and it  made �1arshall frantic when he saw 
a pattern of Western pol itical ideas being imposed ignorantly 
on the M iddle East. But he knew as l ittle about Jews as I did 
about Arabs. Nation-states have seldom if ever been created 
without violence and injustice. H odgson bel ieved that the 
Jews had behaved as though the Arabs were an inferior, 
colonial sort of people and not the heirs of a great civil ization. 
Of course the Arabs had themselves come as conquerors, 
many centuries ago. But one didn't present such arguments to 
�1arshall .  The Arabs were his people.  He fai led to understand 
what Israel meant to the Jews. It wasn't that the Jews didn't 
matter-he was a Quaker and a l iberal, a man of humane 
sentiments-hut that he didn't know quite how they mattered. 

Some years ago, Hodgson went out to jog on a boil ing 
Chicago afternoon and died of heart failure. 

W HEREVER you go in Israel you are subject to recogni
tions. You see famil iar eyes, noses, complexions, pos

tures, gestures. Professor H arkabi and my Cousin Louie, of 
Lachine, are much alike. Or, to take another pair: is this bald, 
deep-voiced, big-chested man the manager of a factory in 
Nazareth or is he the son of Dr. Tir, who became a captain in 
the U.S. l\'ierchant Mmine? You begin to suspect that a diverse 
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band of spirits is operating out of a l imited number of bodily 
and facial types .  The experience is both pleasant and unpleas
ant. The eyes, freckles, mouths, fingers are utterly f:'lmil iar, 
but these resemblances are mis leading. When you meet party 
leaders and Cabinet ministers who look like Montreal in
surance agents or Brooklyn high-school teachers, you begin 
to be disconce1ted. For you think of chiefs of state as dis
tinctly different. They are remote, like Woodrow Wilson; 
they blink nobly over the heads of the multitude, l ike FOR; 
they are filled with a peculiar historical essence, l ike General 
de Gaulle. 

True, Ben-Gurion looked l ike a leader. Golda �leir, when I 
met her in 1959, was fussing over her grandchildren, but even 
on that occasion she had the look of a central personality. 
Prime �tinister Rabin has no such look, though he may 
acquire it if he remains long enough in office. Why have 
pol itical leaders stopped putting themselves into their faces in 
the classical style? John F. Kennedy certainly had a look, but 
Lyndon Johnson seemed to assert that he needed no look-he 
was it. As for Richard N ixon, looking does not figure in his 
imagination; his gaze is something from which he apparently 
withdraws into the depths where the real action is. And I think 
of other pol itical leaders I 've seen-of Willy Brandt putting 
on a gift Stetson hat beside a trout stream in Colorado, of 
Harold Wilson's untidy hair and his unthrill ing handshake. 
The French, I suppose, will  be the last to give up the charged 
look. It was stirring to meet St.-John Perse, the diplomat 
and poet. He widened his eyes shamanistically as he pro
nounced your name, he behaved like a clairvoyant, his gaze 
pierced your mask dramatically. His was a constantly coi ling 
and uncoil ing presence. But even the French are beginning 
to look like everyone else. One Israeli  leader described 
Valery Giscard d'Estaing to me as a computerized personality: 
" He is a technocrat, and he looks it." Leonid Brezhnev is 
supposed to be concerned about his appearance. He is said 
to have asked an American diplomat, "Do you think I have 
a brutal face?" This is the sort of thing you hear when you 
leave your desk and enter l ife. 
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Prime Minister Rabin's qual ity is of the plaiiJcr sort. The 
Rabin Alexandra and I meet at l unch looks l ike a private 
person in a d ifficult public position. A strongly built man of 
middle height, he has a powerful neck, his f:wc is enl arged by 
a retreating hairl ine, his complexion is l ight, reddish. He 
seems intel ligent, brave, and up against it. I t  is obvious that he 
is straining continually to make sense; to accept 5uch an 
obligation doesn't make l i fe simpler. He speaks English 
correctly, with many Israeli gutturals. He may not have a 
charged look, but the charge is there. Yon feel it also in 
his house, although the Rabin residence is not imposing. I f  it 
weren't for the men with machine guns at the door, you would 
think yourself in  a comfortable house in  Washington or Phi la
delphia. \Ve drink sherry with the Rahins and :\lr. and :\Irs. 
Amos E iran. Amos Eiran is  Director General of the Office of 
the Prime M inister. Then we are joined at lunch by young 
Rabin, a soldier home on leave, and his girl friend. The young 
people do not speak during the meal. The Prime :\tinister's 
wife is slender and dark, and a spirited talker. ("She has 
class," A lexandra says later.) :\frs .  Rabin knows, however, that 
we have come to hear what her husband has to say. 

But what does the leader of a most troubled country tell his 
American guests? You can be sure that he will do no more 
than repeat what he has often said i n  public. What else can he 
do? I am not a journalist. I am another, dreamier sort of 
creature. Just the same, Mr. Rabin must be careful with me. 

For my part, I have a horror of wasting the time of people 
who are busy and burdened. I recall an anecdote about Lyn
don Johnson: to an interviewer whom he had intimidated and 
who was fluttering and fumbling, the President is supposed to 
have said, "What kind of chicken-shit question is that to ask 
the head of the most powerful nation in the world?" How well 
I can understand the unwill ingness of Samuel Johnson to 
bandy civil ities with his sovereign. 

But Mr. Rabin did not make me feel that I was wasting his 
time. He said at l unch what he was able to say. But I wasn't 
here to make a scoop. I was here to observe, to sense a 
condition or absorb qualities. I think that Mr. Rabin knew this; 
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.\Irs. Rabin clearly unuerstood it and tried to guide the conver
sation helpfully. Rabin's manner is del iberate and measured. 
A man in his position is obl iged to appear stable-"normal ." 
But there is  nothing at al l  "nonnal" in his situation. His 
govemment is shaky, he has to cope with domestic infighting, 
with the strength of the Arabs and their petro-dollars, with 
Russian pressure, and with Washington. Congress is, for the 
moment, pro-Israel , but the State Department is not. The 
report of Harold Saunders, deputy assistant secreta!)' for Near 
Eastern and South Asian affairs, to the House Committee on 
Intemational Relations stressing the importance of the Pales
tinian question dismayed the Israelis;  they took it as evidence 
that the pro-Arab faction in the State Department was being 
encouraged for tactical reasons by �fr. Kissinger himself. 
Here, then, is .\lr. Rabin holding on to stability in the midst of 
violent tremors. The situation is desperately complicated . No 
wonder that his color is h igh. 

We begin with a light subject. Since Amos himself is here, it 
is inevitable that we should talk of Alsop and his "Dear Amos" 
letter. Although Alsop speaks of the destruction of Israel, be 
needn't be taken too seriously; he isn't, in himself, dangerous. 
He is in some sense the friend be claims to be, and he is 
certainly diverting. According to Rabin, Alsop became a sup
porter of the J ewisb state after he had gone into the field with 
Israel i soldiers. Having roughed it for several days with fight
ing men, he retumed ful l  of enthusiasm for these Jews, so 
different from any he had ever known. I observe that Alsop is 
concemed about the decl ine of Ame1ican standards. I think he 
takes it hard that the Protestant .\lajority is no longer culturally 
and intellectually dominant. Rabin, who came to know Alsop 
well when he served as ambassador in Washington, says that 
they had often discussed the subject and agrees that Alsop 
feels it keenly. Alsop is a violent attitudinizer, and one of the 
attitudes he strikes is that of the patrician American, a vanish
ing breed. When Alsop scolds Israel and American Jewry, he 
is perhaps expressing his unhappiness over the wan ing influ
ence of his class. 
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\Ve turn to other matters. The Arabs, says Habiu, arc not 
interested in territorial concessions and will never be satisfied 
with them. They consider themselves owners and masters of 
this land. Jews and Christians are tolerated in ivlusl im society 
only as second-class citizens. There is therefore no point in 
making offers, saying to the Arabs we will give you this or that 
piece of ground in retum for recognition and peace. The hope 
is that as the Arab countries grow rich and modernize them
selves they will  grow less hostile, more concerned to produce 
goods than to fight. I say nothing, but I doubt it greatly. You 
can test Rabin's theory by looking to Lebanon, where up-to
date fanatical extremists are at this moment kill ing people in 
the streets of once prosperous Beirut. Feudal monarchs are 
probably easier to deal with than the E uropean-influenced 
young left-wing future leaders. Rabin says next that the Arabs' 
s trength wil l  shrink as E urope and America develop indepen
dent energy resources. How long wil l  that take, I ask myself. 
S ix years? Eight? Ten ? And during that time Israel must 
continue to get bi l l ions of dollars from the United States, 
which has its own interests in the Arab world to think about. I 
don't say this to Mr. Rabin, either. I have come to l isten, not to 
differ. So I merely remark that the United States isn't solving 
its energy problems very quickly. 

I ask M r. Rabin just how he would describe the Russ ian 
aims in this region. He says that the Russians produce disor
der in the Middle East for the discomfiture of the United 
States, but that they will  avoid a world war. D irect confronta
tions are unnecessary. The Russians can succeed better by 
indirection. They hope to Finlandize Western E urope. When 
Tito dies, they will  try to move i nto Yugoslavia. They do not 
welcome the new democratic l ine of the Italian and French 
Communist parties, but if those parties should take over, 
America might draw away from Western Europe, leaving Rus
sia as the sole Continental power. H ence Finlandization. This 
term, now widely used, s ignifies  that some of Russ ia's con
quests can get the soft treatment. The Soviets have not done in  
Hels inki what they have done in Prague. 
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Toward the end of the meal, the talk tums to an important 
and neglected subject: public opinion. Rabin admits that 
Israel has not been effective in its publ icity. I say that Arab 
propaganda has become extremely effecti,·e and that the 
Arabs have succeeded in winning worldwide public support. 
Yes, they have a talent for that sort of thing, � l r. Rabin says; he 
implies that this is not one of Israel's major problems. I 
disagree. 

The Arabs enjoy a significant advantage in the sympathy of 
the left.  Raymond Aron once estimated that the French intelli
gentsia was "80% �larxianised." The French intell igents ia 
has remained immensely prestigious-immensely and inex
pl icably, because there are intellectuals in the United States 
who would tell you that Paris today is culturally on a level 
with Buenos Aires. But the prestige of centuries is not 
exhausted in a few decades and French attitudes matter 
greatly in many parts of the world. In France, Gennany, 
England, and the United States, leftist intellectuals, when 
they discuss Israel ,  continue to use the l\larxist-Leninist cate
gories:  finance capital, colonialism, and imperial ism. Arab 
national ists have only to call out the anti-capitalist, anti-impe
rialist slogans to gain support in the West. There is, besides, a 
considerable tradition of left-wing anti-Semitism in France 
and Gem1any. The history of Socialist anti-Semitism is, alas, 
long and dirty, but I doubt that much of this older, leftist anti
Semitism has survived among European intellectuals. They 
are not overtly anti-Semitic. It is enough for them that Israel, 
living on American subsidies, is serving America's imperialist 
aims in tl1e M iddle East. (Sartre, by the way, has denied this.)  
But there is in Europe a full reservoir  of left-wing sympathies 
that Egypt, Syria, and the PLO can and do tap. l\1any Ameri
can radicals share these sympathies. 

I briefly try to persuade Rabin that Israel had better give 
some thought to the media intelligentsia in the United States. 
I say that the count1y is in a let's-clean-it-up mood. We've 
cleaned up Vietnam, cleaned up \Vatergate, we are now clean
ing up the CIA and the FB I and the Medicaid frauds. If the 
media were to lay the problem of the Palestinians or peace in 
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the Middle East before American public opinion while the 
country is in this impatient state, cal ling on the government to 
"clean it up," it might he disastrous for Israel .  Rabin says he is 
aware of all this. I doubt that Israel's highest officials 
understand the danger. I judge by what I have seen and heard 
at home. At home the basic f�wts are not widely known. Very 
few Americans seem to know, for instance, that when the U .l'\ . ,  
in 1947, proposed the creation of two separate states, Jewish 
and Arab, the Jews accepted the provision for the political 
independence of the Palestinian Arabs. It was the Arab nations 
which rejected the U.N. plan, vowing to resist partition by 
force and assaulting the Jewish community in Palestine. The 
Arabs have succeeded in persuading American public opinion 
that the Jews descended upon Palestine after World War I I  

and evicted the native population with anns.  
Professor Bernard Lewis, of Princeton, takes the view that 

Israel must win its struggle in the United States and it must 
have the support of American public opinion. He is obviously 
right. Already, "evenhanded" (i .e. ,  unfriendly) journalistic 
strategists are reconsidering the mil ita1y importance of Israel . 
To "reconsider" in this manner is to suggest (evenhandedly) 
that I srael is not indispensable to American interests. From 
this it  follows that it might  be better to buy in with the Arab 
world. Raymond Aron puts it simply in The Imperial Repub

lic: The United S tates and the World: 1 945 -1973 :  the United 
States has become Israel 's protector and ally. "Is this al ign
ment attributable to the influence of the Jewish community in  
America? Partly, without the slightest doubt; decisions on the 
external actions of the American republic are always subject to 
pressures . . . .  Where the Middle East and Israel are con
cerned, the representatives of the American Jewish Commit
tee lobby the Secretary of State, as do the representatives of 
the big oil companies. In the case in point the latter have not 
prevailed." He was writing in 1974. But how long will this 
state of affairs continue? In one of those "objective," half
menacing conversations that leave me with a sick headache, 
an American expert with State Department connections said 
to me apropos of the warnings in Alsop's "Dear Amos" letter: 
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"What if the Pres ident were to become i rri tated or angry with 

Jewish lobbyists? And suppose he were to burst out and 

say puhli<:l y, in a press con ference, that the J ewish lobby was 
exerting too much pressure? \\'hat would the etl'ect of such a 

statement he? I f  a President so much as h inted it, it would 

make Lad trouble .  O f  course the American pol itical system 

would itself then be in had trouble. But I srael should not 
count on the power of the American Jewish lobby. It should 

consider, too, the l ong-range efl'ects of the l obbying." 

As soon as Al sop speaks of the "arm-tw isting" tacti cs used 

by Am erican friends of Israel , the shadows of dual loyalty and 

of sccond-dass citizenship begin to move i n  quickly fi·om the 

horizon. Such shadows swept 0\·er France in 1967 when de 

Gaulle, in his h istoric press conference, characte rized the 

Jews as a people "sure of itself and domi neering." By so 

doing, he gave pain to French Jews-he probably frightened 

and shocked some of them. Of course he spoke as a "mon

arch," d ispleased by the disobedience of the Israel is  who 

went to war against h i s  wishes in J une. 

W E AHE invited to di nner bv some of A lexandra's 

li·iends-like he r, teach ing mathematics at the Hebrew 

Un iversity. Pleasant people. The children, a boy and a girl , are 

del i ghtful .  They come up to the table and examine us boldly, 

pacing around the room l ike small l ions.  They l ook into our 

plates to see how fore igners eat cutlets. \Ve are curious crea
hues, and we make them laugh. 

The conversati on, as u sual, quickly becomes serious .  You 

do not hear much small talk in Jerusalem. I n flation, high taxes, 

the austerity program make moonl ighting necessary. \\'e are 

told that many wi,·es are going back to work. A lexandra has 
noticed how busy mathematical colleagues have become. 

They hm·e to do more teachi ng; they have less time for 
research. 

A fter dinner two more guests arrive, Dr. and �Irs. Eliahu 

Hips. Hips comes from Higa. When the Russians went into 

Czechoslovakia, Rips, a mathematics student, set himself on 
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fire in protest. The flames were beaten out and Hips was sent 
to an insane asylum. While there, without books, he solved a 
famous problem in algebra. When he was released, he emi
grated and reached Israel not long befc>re the Yom Kippur 
War. Since he had no army training, he went to a gas station 
and offered to work for nothing, feel ing that he m ust make a 
contribution to Israel's defense. So for some months he 
pumped gas, unpaid. He is now teaching at the Hebrew 
University. He has become not only Orthodox but very 
devout. Four days a week he studies the Talmud in a yeshiva. 
Devout Talmudic mathematicians, physicists, biologists arc 
not rare in Israel. At all hours, the houses of study in J erusa
lem are full .  

Rips has recently maiTied a young woman, French by bi1th 
and puncti l iously Orthodox. Being French and Orthodox, she 
is elegantly observant. She has her head not merely covered, 
as the law prescribes, but beautifully done up in a silk scarf. 
She has the look of one of those dark Rebeccas with whom 
the Crusaders fel l  in love. She not only hinds her head up 
elegantly, but is elegantly talkative. Our subject: science and 
rel igion ; the boundaries of scienti fic knowledge, the ce1tainty 
that there are other kinds of knowing. Rips himself, the alge
braic genius, contributes l i ttle to the conversation, though he 
fol lows it closely. He is a slender, dear-skinned, good-looking 
young man. The first thing you observe is  the quiet manner of 
his s itting. A whole philosophy is in it. H is legs are easy, his 
wrists and hands are easy. In a madhouse, all he required was 
a chair to sit in.  I remember during the conversation some
thing I once heard about Leibniz-that he could sit reflecting 
for three days. When I see Rips sitting, I begin to understand 
how, doing the calculations in his head, he might find the 
answer to an unsol ved problem. What is unimaginable is that 
this  gently abstracted young man shou ld be capable of dous
ing h imself with gasol ine and setting himself afire. 

W HETHER people who are greatly respected know what 
they are saying: Laura (Riding) Jackson warns of the 
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danger that "thinkers" can constitute for the rest of humanity. 
She sees this danger in the l inguistic fonns in which their 
thought is  cast. These can "capture minds hypnotical ly by the 
force of the personal will infused into them." Another way of 
describing this is to call it, as she does, "a pol itical style of 
intellectual perfonnance." She goes on to speak of the "tradi
tion of an intellech1al-leader race of masterminds."* l'\o one 
who wanted to compile a l ist of these mastem1inds now l iving 
could omit the name of Sartre. I can't say I agree that the 
problem is one of l inguistic fonns, but I respond to her sugges
tion that in every generation we recognize a leader race of 
mastenninds whose ideas ("class-struggle," "Oedipus com
plex," "identity crisis") come down over us l ike butte rfly nets . 

Reading Sartre on the M iddle East, I wonder whether he 
really knows what he is  saying. And yet he is  an eminent 
writer, a normalien, and people I respect esteem him. I 

remember talking about h im with Edmund Wilson. Wilson 
was enthusiastic about him. Why? Perhaps because they were 
both against many of the same things. Wilson said that Sartre 
was indeed vulnerable to many kinds of criticism, but that he 
was, after all, a man of letters. It sounds even more significant 
in French-an homme de lettres, one of that wonderful band, 
the Voltaires, the Diderots, the Henans, the Sainte-Beuves, 
Taines, and Valerys. No generation without its lwmmes de 

lettres could call i tself properly civil ized. So a Sartre is a 
valuable item in civi l ization's inventory. Raymond Aron, a 
man very different from Wilson, says that, in arguments with 
Sartre, " I  was often quite definitely right. Even then, how
ever, I realized that his was the creative spirit." Social scien
tists, making no creative claim themselves, sometimes care
lessly put the creative spirit into the first hand they see 
extended. 

In the late forties, I used to go down to the Pont Royal bar to 
look at Smtre ; I can't say that he looked at me. Americans were 
not popular with him. �latters were different sixty years ago. 

*"" Beitrancl Hussell and Others: The I dea of the :\laster-:\ lind.'" A 11 taeus 211  

22, pp. 12.5- 135. 
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When John Dos Passos and E. E .  Cummings came to France, 
it was to drive ambulances in the Great \Var and they were 
wannly greeted, or thought they were. Eager young Ameri
cans who hurried to Paris after World War I I  got icy treatment. 
But then I think of someone l ike Kafu 1\'agai, a \Vriter of genius 
who read Maupassant and other French novel ists in Tokyo 
early in the 1890s, and, fall ing in love with them, set out to see 
them. It took Kaft1 a long time to cross the American Conti
nent. He stopped in Chicago. He spent more than a year at 
Ypsilanti State Teacher's College, in Michigan. When at last 
he reached Paris, he could find no French writers who would 
talk to him. Those of us who arrived from America in the late 
forties were not the first to experience pangs of unrequited 
love. 

I had read La Nausee and l iked it, but only as a curiosity-it 
didn't touch me in any vital place. The Chemi ns de la Liberte, 
with its moving-picture methods, its simultaru?ite, I found toe, 
self·consciously historical, too frantic and overheated. Wynd
ham Lewis came up with the right tenn for it. He called it 
"cyclone l i terature." Only plagues, wars, massacres, crisis 
situations could, in  Sartre's view, reveal the essential, the total 
human being: "l'homme tout entier. "  

The homme tou t  entier must b e  driven from the thickets of 
philistinism, where he l ikes to find cover. Our ancestors built 
houses, created our culture, gave us their wisdom, raised 
statues of their great men, practiced modest virtues, and con
fined themselves to temperate regions, says Wyndham Lewis, 
interpreting Sartre in 1952 in The Writer and the Absolute. 

Whereas we, familiar with world wars, holocausts, bombard
ments, coups d'etat, "we are necessarily of a heroic mould. 
Our virtues are either terrific, or else we are submen of the 
vilest kind. These immediate ancestors of ours, of comfortable 
prosperous periods, before 'airpower' held forth the promise 
to dash you to pieces or shrivel you up from the sky, or the 
revolutionary brought back the thril l ing atmosphere of the 
Inquisition or the auto da fe, are to be pitied (and, however 
we may protest, looked down upon) for never having had the 
opportunity to be 'metaphysical' or to have felt 'the pressure of 
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history. ' " This h istory is w ide-screen or Cinerama hi story, and 

we are seated in the first row watching the brutal stampede in 
natural color and tou t  11 1 1 .  

Baudelaire, very different from Sartre in that he had less 

formal education and came at thi ngs with a min imum of 

theoretical apparatus, speaks of his  wild excitement during 

the Revolution of 1848. And what was the cause of that excite

ment? "The desire for revenge," he explains s i mply in " �'ion 

Coeur �'l is a Nu," " natural pleasure in destruction." From 

this he somewhat di ssociates himself, for what is natural is to 

him suspect. E lsewhere in h is joumals,  Baudelai re refers to an 
"aristocratic pleasure" in giving offense. It was to the bour

geois,  of course, that oflense was at that time given. And now I 

sometimes th ink that in the twentieth century it is America 

which has been chosen by h i story to replace the bourgeois, 

while France as a nation has been elevated to the aristocratic 

position. The United States is in a certain sense the chosen 

object of its aristocratic snooting. 

Between Sartre and any given problem in politi cs there 

has always stood the Un ited S tates. There are in the world 
two superpowers, but onl y one has seemed to him positivel y  

evil.  When h e  discussed the Middle East, h i s  first concem a s  a 

friend of Israel was to dissociate I srael from American inte r

ests. I n  an interview I have been reading, written in 1969,* 
Sartre expresses great sympathy with Israel,  says that in the 

Israel i-Arab conflict there is no total justi ce on one side or the 

other, and he defends I srael agai nst the charge that it  is  the 

instrument of American i mperial ism. \Vhat is more i mportant, 

Sartre explains, is that "the Israel i  economy is not built to 

function alone. The economy of a country l ike I srael should be 
entirely centered in the � I iddle East, but in reality it is an 

economy that is half that of a developed country, half that of an 
undeveloped one. In its trade with the capitalist and indus

trialized countries, Israel gene rall y  supplies fruits, vegetables 

or flowers ; its economy cannot he maintained sufficiently hy 

*"Sartre Looks at the \Iiddle East Again: An Interview, . .  ,\lidstrC'am, August

September 1969, pp. 3i-4R. 
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this  kind of production ami f(n·eign trade, nor eveu by polish

i ng diamonds." He concludes this wonderfully original eco
nomic analys is  by speaking of Israel 's long depcndem:y upon 

German reparati ons and its eurrent relianee on money given 

"by the pro-Israel Jews oJ' �ew York." It is absurd, he argues, 

to speak of I srael as "the spearhead of American imperial ism, 

but it is  a f�wt that Israel at present needs the support of the 
Ameriean Jews." Howe\·er, the Arabs themsel ves have put 

I srael into a pos ition i n  which she i s  "condemned-mil i tari ly 
and economically-to depend not on the governments o f  the 

imperial ist  states but on the J ewish m inorities of those states, 

who to a l arge extent support the pol itics of those states ."  
Sartre goes on to chide those who daim that the Arabs 

started the war of 1967. And here the suspicion bred by his  

carefree analysis of the Israel i  economy and the support of 

I srael by impe ri ali st-minded Jews i n  the United States can no 

longer be repressed, and I ask myself: Did th is  in fluential 

thinker and prominent revolutionist know what he was say

ing? President Gamal Abdel :\"asser was aware when he 

d osed the Gul f  of Aqaba and drove out the U.�.  peacekeep

ing force that I srael had no choice but to fight. 1"\asser not onl y  
threatened the very existence of I s rael but defied the govem

ments of France, Great Britain, and the United S tates, which 

had pl edged themselves to keep Aqaba open. l'\asser's fi-iend 

:\lohammed Heikal, E gypt's leading pol itical jonmal ist, wrote 

in May, before the war broke out, that Israe l's security had 

been threatened and that it woul d  now be forced to attack. 

Sartre says, "Those who cl aim that the Arabs started the war, 

that they are crim inals, forget to consider the situation of the 

Palestinians, the absolutely ins ufferable situation of the Pales
tin ians .  They al so forget that the Arabs from the beginning 
have been led by British maneuvers to take a negative attitude 

toward I srael,  an attitude which has persisted since 1948, 
when an idiotic war was provoked." 

l\tany Palesti nians have suffered greatly, but  i t  was not 
because of their suffering that �asser went to war ill 1967. 
Nasser didn't want them resettled; he kept them rotting in 

refugee camps and used them agai nst Israel. The British did 
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not create the Arab-Jewish conflict, though they may have 
aggravated it. I f  the Arab states did not del iberately exploit the 
Palestinians for pol itical purposes, then the kindest interpreta
tion of their conduct is that they were utterly incompetent. It 
is true that Israel might have done more for the refugees, over 
the years. The efforts made to indemnify those who had lost 
their lands and homes were f.·u from adequate. Hannah Arendt 
used to argue that a part of the Gemum reparations should 
have been set aside by Israel for the relief of the Palestinians. 
But th is might have been consb·ued to mean that what the 
1'\azis had done to the J ews resembled what Zionism had done 
to the Arabs-a parallel no sane person would agree to. Stil l ,  it 
would have abated the strain if a large sum had been given to 
a neutral international agency for the payment of Palestinian 
claims. The Palestinian Concil iation Committee, a group cre
ated by the U.l'\. in 1948 to negotiate an Arab-Israeli peace 
settlement, put a prel iminary valuatiou of 8300 mill ion 011 

Arab-owned property. It  is  essential to add that most Pales
tinian Arabs feared the consequences of accepting indemni
ties. 

In any case, the British in  1948 did not provoke the invas ion 
of Israel by its Arab neighbors. Egypt and the others sent in 
their troops to destroy the new state when the British �landate 
ended. "One day at the Cafe de Flore," writes Raymond Aron, 
"Sartre and S imone de Beauvoir were loosing off their right
emJs wrath against the Briti sh.  I pointed out that the latter had 
no easy task between the Jews and the Arabs, they bad not 
created the Israeli-Arab conflict, they were trying to arbitrate 
it. At the time, S imone de Beauvoir and Sartre were always 
looking for a s imple dividing line between angels and devi ls, 
and could see nothing except the cmelty (or imperial ism) of 
the British and the sacred cause of the martyrs." More than 
twenty years later Sartre was sti l l  talking of British imperial
ism. A definition is a definition. Sartre is not conspicuously 
flexible. He has what I call the Larousse syndrome. All that a 
Parisian needs to know about Eskimos or their kayaks he can 
find in h is Larousse, where a l ittle yellow man dressed in furs 
s its in h is kayak. De Gaulle often offended the Russians by 
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using the express ion " from the Atlanti<.: to the Ural s" to 
describe Europe, Ambassador Charles E .  Bohlen says in  his 
memoirs.*  This was how E urope was clescribccl in the Petit 

Larousse of 1907. There is sometimes a hit of a lag in the 
French version of things. Smtre derives his definition of impe
rial ism from Lenin. The substance of Lenin's pamphlet Impe

rialism, the Highest S tage of Capitalism, written in 1 9 16, was 
drawn from John Atkinson Hobson's Imperialism, published 
in 1902. Tmth is timeless, ce1tainly, and one doesn't have to 
be up to date to be right, hut in taking positions or advocati ng 
actions that may cost  people their l ives oue should be as dear 
as poss ible about historical facts. H ere the danger that " think
ers" can constitute for the rest of humanity hegins to be very 
plain. 

In  the 1969 interview, Smtre, whose atti tudes arc generally 
shared by the E uropean left, sympathizes with Israel .  At the 
same time, he wants a revol ution in the Arab world. He 
expects that more popular or leftist Arab regimes would find 
I srael's existence easier to accept. Sartre is energetically 
directing the band, but the tunes that come out are not those in 
the score he has composed in his s implicity of hemt. The 
Marxist-Leninist leaders of the Arab world were and remain 
even more hostile to Israel than the feudal princes of the oil 
kingdoms. Arab :'vlarxists deny that Israel can produce a left, 
although S artre insists that "the class stmggle exists in  Israel 
as it does elsewhere . . .  and that consequently there are the 
elements of a left movement." H owever, he laments, "You 
cannot invite both Israelis  and Arabs to an international con
ference. You can't because the Arabs don't want it." "But why 
always give in to the Arab boycott?" asks his interviewer. 
"Because," answers Sartre, "the left seems to have more sym
pathy for certain l iberation movements-think of Algeria for 
us-than for a govemment or a country which up  to these last 
years was not threatened the way it is now. The real problem 
for us was, 'What is going on in Algeria? What is going on in  
the Moroccan left?  What docs the Aswan Dam mean? Is  

* Witness to llistory (l'\ew York, 1973). 
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�asscr really taking objectively Sodalist steps in Egypt?' . . .  
Actually it  is shamefi.I I not to invite the representatives of the 
I srael i left but if we invite them-let us not be hypocritical
that means not inviting the Arabs." In other words, there are 
millions of Arabs; they are pol itically big. !\either the State 
Department nor the Pol itburo nor J can-Paul Sartre can afford 
to disregard them. 

A new question is put to Sartre: \Vas the aim of the Arab 
states in 1948 and again in 1967 the extennination of the 
Jewish population in Israel? Yes, Smtre answers, but as a 

state. He elaborates. He knows Arabs-leftist Arabs, of 
course-quite well , and "all those I know think of Israel as a 
state, not of Israel as a Jewish minority; on the contrary: 'We 
have to make a state that will be Arab or Palestinian and 
Jewish-that's our business,' they say . . . .  The idea of some 
responsible political persons was to suppress the state and not 
the Jews as a minority ."  To this the interviewer replies that he 
was born in Alexandria and lived in the �'Iiddle East for more 
than twenty-five years and knows how minorities-the Copts, 
the Jews, and others -are treated in Egypt. They are second
class citizens, he says, "just as in the United States the only 
ful l  citizens are the white Protestants, in  the Arab countries 
the only full citizens are the �Inslim Arabs." 

Satire agrees but also resists, shifting his argument. The 
Egyptian fel lah is not a ful l  citizen, either. He is i l l iterate; 
therefore citizenship is beyond his reach . Only "certain pow
erfi.II groups against which the Egyptian government has tried 
to fight" enjoy full citizenship. Below them there is no cate
gory that has political rights. Having said this ,  he admits that, 
"The problem of the minorities is ve1y often solved in the 
�Iiddle East by massacre." Sartre excuses the Jews ti·mn the 
charge of colonialism; i f  they were colonialists and im
perial ists, he would be constrained by his logic to call for 
their  extermination, for in his lengthy introduction to Frantz 
Fanon's The Wretched of the Earth he exhorts oppressed 
backward people to fall upon their  exploiters and murder them. 
Only by killing can the victims of imperialist exploitation 
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achieve freedom, sel l�respect, and manhood. They must shoot 
down their white oppressors and redeem themselves by 
bloodshed. 

But the blood is perhaps, l ike so much in Smtre, imaginary. 
From his record, we know that there is blood and blood, for 
in 1949 the French writer David Rousset, who had been 
sent by the Genmms to Buche nwald, drafted a manifesto 
condemning the destruction of mil l ions of prisoners in Rus
sian concentration camps, and Sartre refused to sign it. He said 
that by s igning he wou ld  he justifying or s trengthening Ameri
can imperial ism. 

He speaks in his interview of the great value confeiTed 
upon Jews by their suffering, by their "heritage of pemHment 
persecution," which is infinitely precious. B ut it is precisely 
because they have been so dreadfully persecuted that "the 
State of Israel must set an example; we have to demand more 
from this state than from others." 1\'ow, how is this special and 
precious destiny to be reconciled with the anti-Semitism of 
the Social ist countries of Eastem Europe ? For in Sartre 's eyes 
these are precious and special, too, and the inconsistency 
demands explanation. Jealous of their sovereignty, these 
Social ist-or so-called Socialist-countries see their own 
Jewish communities as having a dual affil iation. They are not 
quite l ike other citizens, s ince they have the choice of going to 
Israel-Israel , with its Law of Return, has guaranteed to 
receive them. This, says Sartre, encourages anti-Semitism. "If  
a Soviet or  Rumanian citizen, even now only too much 
tempted by anti-Semitism, does not have the right to leave the 
country except under very specific circumstances, while a 
Rumanian Jew, on the contrary, can call himself both Ruma
n ian and Israel i ,  according to his choice, the non-Jew will  
think both that these people are more favored than he is, and 
also that they are not loyal . At the same time, the government 
looks upon them w ith hostility, claiming that from the moment 
they choose or can choose Israel, they are not Social ists. 
Whether they are wrong or right I don't know, but what I am 
sure of is that this kind of Zionist  activity is a very serious 
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thing. I wou ld think that we would have to recognize Israel's 
right, as a sovereign state, to accept all the Jews who may want 
to come to her, but that she should not make m i l itant Zionist 

politics abroad." What does this indicate ? For one thing, 
massive ignorance of the conditions of I ife in Eastem Europe. 
Soviet citizens live under an immense number of restrictions. 

They do not move about freely in Russ ia, much less emigrate. 
S artre is saying, then , that non-J cws in Russia are hostile 

toward Jews because Jews could go to Israel if the govem

ment allowed them to 
.
emigrate. But he is also saying that the 

Jews are oppressed and wish to leave, and therefore they arc 
not loyal Socialists and good Soviet citizens. 

This is,  indeed, the Swiftian philosopher extracti ng s un
shine from cucu mbers and getting spiders to manufactu re 

silks .  
�adezhda :'\ l andel stam , the poet's widow, w h o  knows 

Social ist countries better than Sarh·c does, says anti-Semitism 

in Russia is  a state product that is "propagated from above and 
brews in the caldron known as the apparat. " Andrei Sinyav
sky does not agree that anti-Semitism is enti rely imposed from 
above. In the popular consciousness, he explains, the Jew is  

an evil  spirit, a devil who has got into the body of Russia and 
makes everything go wrong. The Russian peasant has 
"known" for some time that Lenin was a Jew, Stal in a Geor

gian Jew. I n  prison, S inyavsky heard even Leo Tolstoi identi
fied as a Jew. 

What is "known" in civ i l ized countries, what people may be 

assumed to "know," is a great mystery. Recently, a sur vivor of 
Auschwitz who now l ives in Chicago had occasion to testi fY 

before a grand j ury and was asked by the jury foreman, "Why 

were you sent to this prison camp? What crime did you 
commit?" "No crime, there was no trial ." "That can't be a 
truthful answe r, "  said the foreman . "When people go to jail 

it's because of someth ing they've done. You must have had a 

criminal record in the old country." When I read Sartre on the 
Jewish question, I am less surprised by the remoteness of th is 
grand juror's m ind. I am, if anything, surprised at myself and 
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at my own assumptions. A great deal of intell igence ean be 
invested in ignorance when the need for ill usion is deep. 

The putative friends of Israel are always urging that it set 
the world a moral example :  "\Ve have to demand more from 
this s tate." Not all states are exposed to this demand. One of 
de Gaul le's ministers, when be spoke of France's friends at a 
Cabinet meeting, was interrupted by the Gene ral . A nation 
has interests, not friends, he corrected him. How would de 
Gaulle have fared in 1940 if  the British had not befriended 
him? Nations do, at times, have friends as wel l as interests. 
True, there were (and are) tough people in the Pentagon, the 
St1.te Department, and the Congress who preferred to think 
of interests, not friendships. But America has in its own 
loose way entertained moral sentiments-or would have 
felt  ill at ease without them. Between 19.50 and J une 1975 the 
United States contributed more than $600 mil lion to the 
United Nations Rel ief and Works Agency fund for the relief of 
Palestinian refugees . Israel gave more than $6 mil l ion. The 
Soviet Union contributed nothing, the Chinese nothing, the 
Algerian government, so concerned about the Palestin ians, 
nothing. 

But Sartre and others apparently want the Jews to be excep
tionally exceptional. Perhaps the Jews have themseh·es cre
ated such expectations. Israel has made extraordinary efforts 
to be democratic, equitable, reasonable, capable of change. It  
has,  in fact, transformed its Jews.  In H itler's Europe, they 
were led to the s laughter; in 1948, the survivors became 
formidable fighters. Landless in exile, they turned into faml
ers. The l\lamlukes had decreed that the Palestinian coastal 
plain should be a desert; they made a garden of it. Obviously, 
the Jews accepted a historic responsibil ity to be exceptional . 
They have been held to this;  they have held themselves to it. 
Now the question is  whether more cannot be demanded from 
other peoples. On the others, no such demands are made. 1 
sometimes wonder why it is impossible for Western intel lec
tuals (and especially the French, who enjoy such prestige in 
Syria, Lebanon, and Egypt and who have relations with the 
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Arab left in these countries) to say to the Arabs, "We have to 
demand also more from you. You, too-the �-tarxists among 
you in particular-must try to do something for brotherhood 
and make peace with the Jews, for they have suffered mon

strously, in Christian Europe and under I slam. I srael occupies 

about one-s ixth of one per cent of the lands you call Arab . Isn't 

it possible to adjust the traditions of I slam -to reinterpret, to 
change emphas is, so as to accept th is  tri fling occupancy? A 
great civi l ization should be capable of humane and generous 

flexibil ity. The destruction of Israel will  do you no good. Let 
the Jews l ive, in thei r  small state." But it must be cul turally 
disrespectful to ask people to change the i r  attitudes, even 

slightly. In any case, Sartre has not said such th ings. He has 

had revolution -glorious, ineffable revolution -to think of. 
An explosion of a hundred mil lion Arabs can tear a h uge 

hole in the rotting bourgeois stmcture. After an ecstatic time 
of m urder will come peace and justice. The fel l ahin, their 

manhood recO\·ered, will learn to read and be citizens, et 
cetera. "It  is  shameful not to invite the representatives of the 
Israel i  left but if we invite them-let us not be hypocri tical
that means not inviting Arabs," said Sartre. 

F I:\AL walks in Jemsalem. �lore farewel l than s ightsee
ing. The cold rains that streak down are sometimes oddly 

localized so that at no great distance from the rain cloud the 
sky can be clear. � l y  brother Sam, who is vis iting Jemsalem 

w ith his wife, aston ishes me: he turns up at my door. In the 
S tates this would never happen. We l ive at opposite ends of 
Chicago and make appoinh11ents on the telephone for l unch or 
dinner. Our routines take us in different directions. So it  must 
be th irty years or more s ince we faced each other at leisure on 

an ordinary morning. We are silently amused. �ly brother's 
smile is jaunty and exceptionally communicative. \Ve look at 
each other. Except for the eyes, we are entirely changed. We 
have mainly this brown-eyed evidence that there is an age

free essence in each of us, unaltered. The rest is wrinkles. And 
why shouldn't we smile? 
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Cousin Nota Gordon comes up from Tel A\'iv later in the 
week, and then there are three l�unily f�lces in one room. 
Nota's complexion is different from our s ,  it has pale-brown 
tones. Besides, he wears a cap, Soviet style, and tlwre arc gold 
crowns on some of his teeth. But  we are obviously from the 
same genetic pool . Nota is manuf:u:.:turi ng sweaters in Tel Aviv 
on kn itting machines imported from Italy. That sounds grand 
hut isn 't. The savings of twenty-five years were spent to buy 
emigration pennits for his wile, his  two sons, and his sisters .  
He arrived penniless in  Israel and borrowed money to start a 
business. 

A plain man, he leads a plain l i fe, l ike all the Higa cousins. 
His flat is small and crowded with old-filshioned furniture . 
Our cousin Liza and her husband, \Vestreich, own a grocery; i t  
is no bigger than a pantry hut it keeps them on their feet ten 
hours a day. Cousin Bella, in Latvia a medical worker of some 
sort, is here a depmtment-store cashier. Her son, an engineer, 
does electronic work for Sony. Bella tells me of one of our 
cousins who now l ives with her husband in Geneva. During 
the German occupation of Riga this cousin and her sister were 
slave laborers i n  a factmy that made anny uniforms. Before the 
Gennans reh·eated they exhumed thousands of bodies fi·om 
the mass graves and bumed them. A sudden sensitivity about 
evidence. The two young girls were among the hundreds 
forced to dig up p utrid corpses and put them in the Hames .  
The younger s ister sickened and died. 

Our European cousins who have known arrest, deportation, 
massacre, and war are glad to lead ordinary l i\·es. They have, 
curiously, more rest in their souls than the American side of 
the family;  they are less secure but also less ii·etful . Observing 
their temper and their ways , I wonder about the efTects of 
limitless expectation on the American sense of real ity. \\'hat 
some of the Russian dissidents obsen'e i n  capital ist democ
racy, in American society, is what human nature can be when 
it is  provided with oppmtunities for expansion. They think 
that s ince the end of \Vorlu War II the Americans haYen't 
wanted to hear, haven't wanted to see anything that would 
inte1fere with these opporhmitics. As some of these Russian 
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intellectuals see it, the wealthy, productive, exuberant Ameli

can worl d-for Henry James was right, and America is more a 
world than a country-has wanted only to enjoy its own 

national development and the privileges of personal develop

ment. Happy with its money and its machines, happy in its 

opportunities for tran:•l and shopping, its sexual opportunities 
and its entertainments, it  was willing to let Stal in have the 
Poles, the H ungarians, the Rumanians, the Czechs. The 

charge is  that we paid off the Communist dictatorships to let 
us be, and that we sti l l  do this by the form of appeasement we 
choose to call detente. Solzhen itsyn accuses the \Vest of 
bel ieving that l iberty is a once-and-for-all acquis ition . As a 
result, ours is no longer the l iberty of heroism and virtue but a 
stunted and specious thing, "ful l  of tinsel, affluence, and 

emptiness," says Solzhen itsyn. And he adds, "So you ha\'e 

entered the era of calculation. You are no longer capable of 
making sacrifices for this shadow of the l iberty that once 
existed, only compromises. Let that territory over there be 
abandoned, you say, as l ong as prosperity persists for a while 

on the soil where we set our feet." 
\Vhen I was a graduate student in anthropology, it  was my 

immature ambition to investigate bands of Eskimos who were 
reported to have chosen to starve rather than eat foods that 

were abundant but under taboo. H ow m uch, I asked myself, 

did people yield to culture or to their l ifelong preoccupations, 
and at what point would the animal need to survive break 

through the restraints of custom and belief? I suspected then 
that among prim itive peoples the objective facts counted for 
less.  But I'm not at all certain now that civil ized m inds are 
more flexible and capable of grasping reality, or that they have 
l ivel ier, more intell igent reactions to the threat of extinction. I 

grant that as an American I am more subject to i l lusion than 
my cousins.  But wil l  the I srael i  veterans of hardships, massa
cres, and wars know how to save themselves? Has the experi
ence of crisis  taught them what to do? I have read writers on 
the Holocaust who made the most grave criticisms of E uro
pean Jewry, argui ng that they doomed themselves by thei r 

unwill ingness to surrender their comfortable ways, their prop-
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erty, their passive habits, their at:ccptancc of bureaucracy, and 

were led to slaughter u nresisting. I do not sec the point o f  

scolding the dead. B u t  i f  history is indeed a n igh tmare , as Karl 
�larx and James Joyce said, it is time f(>r the J ews, a h istorical 

people, to rouse themselves, to burst from historical s leep . 

And Israel's political leaders do not seem to me to he awake. I 

sometimes th ink there arc two Israels.  The real one is territori

ally insignificant. The other, the mental Israel, is immen se, a 
counhy inestimably important, playing a major role in the 

world, as broad as all history-and perhaps as deep as sleep. 

A family drive. �ly brother, h is wife, Shimshon, one of the i r  
rel igious, phil anthropic friends, Cousin �ota, a n d  I visit the 
\Vest Bank. We take the bypass and avoid Bethlehem and its 

Chrishnas crowds. \Ve drive toward Hebron. A J udean sun 

over the ribbed fields, the russet colors of winter, mild gold 

mixed with the l ight, and white stone terraces e\·erywhere. 

�lany times cleared, the ground goes on giving biJ1:h to stones; 

waves of earth bring forth more stone. The anc ient fields are 
ve1y smal l .  

From these villages come the Arab constmction workers 
you see in Jemsalem. There are lefti sts, and even some old 

Zionists, who complain of th is. They say that Jewish labor 

built Israel but that now the Arabs do all the d isagreeable jobs 

and form an exploited class of bottom dogs. B ut this is proba
bly not how the Arab l aborers see themselves. Thei r  wages 

have risen, and there is no precedent for the prosperity they 

enjoy. Pan-Arabism has undoubtedly influenced them; they 

are nationalists and would vote for self-detennination if elec

tions were to be held. They are, however, laborers and wage 

eamers, not terrorists .  Those who make ang•y demonstrations, 

who throw the stones, challenge the occupation, and plant 

bombs in J emsalem and other cities are the young, many of 
them adolescents. They have their counteqJarts among the 

Israel i mil itants of the Gush Emunim movement-young men 

and women who are determined for rel igious reasons to colo
n ize the West Bank. Their settlements are held by some to 

imply a rejection of Zionism, for the Z ionist pion eers were 
satisfied with a sanctuary and did not by to recover the Prom-
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ised Land. Unl ike the rel igious i rredentists, they sought 
sparsely populated 11laccs for settlement and for the most p<ut 
avoided Arab towns. The early kibbutzim were founded in the 

swamps and the sand dunes. Arabs in old communities l ike 
Hebron, Jericho, and Jenin now feel  threatened by Jewish 
settlers bent on real izing God's prom ise. Shimshon, who is  a 

retired Chicago bus inessman, very observant and busy in 
Jewish affairs, takes us to G ush Etzion and proudly shows us 
the yeshiva, a newly built  fmtress of Orthodoxy. l\'ear this 

place, before World War II, a Jewish colony was attacked and 
wiped out by the Arabs .  Descendants of the victims are farn1-

ing nearby. Sturdy, rugged people, they are undoubtedly 
arn1ed and would not be easy to move out. Their new build
ings of concrete have a grim �laginot Line look about them. 

The young men wear skull caps but their frames are big and 

their forearn1s thick with muscle. Thei r  beards are far from 
tame and rabbin ical; they bristle.  We leave these pillbox 

dwel lings and go on to Kiryat Arba to be shown the apartment 
buildings built by Israel is -with the permission of the gov

ernment, I suppose. Shimshon approves of them. The build
ing s ites are s ti l l  raw; neither grass nor trees have as yet been 

planted. Washing is looped, ;\lediterranean style, from l ines 
sagging under the windows. On the newly laid paths, isolated
looking kids pedal their tricycles. I t's when I see the children 
on their bikes that I feel most uneasy, knowing how much 
madness there is  just over the horizon. 

In Lebanon, ten minutes away by jet, anned gangs kil l  
hundreds of people weekly. On your television set you can 
see murders committed. Corpses are tied to automobile 
bumpers and dragged through the streets. The bottom has 

fal len out of Bei rut. Repmters say that Christians and ;\I uslims 
no longer seem to know whom they are shooting, or why. 

The more difficult the position of the Rabin government 
becomes, the more heat it has to take from the religious 
settlers and their supporters. The Cab inet is  sharply divided, 

and the government is too weak to deal with the Gush Emu
nim militants. It has not been able to dislodge them from 
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places like Sebastia and Kadum, where they live as squatters 
at the very center of the occupied \Vest Bank. 

J ust after the Jordanians had been driven out in 1 967 I 

vis ited these parts with Sydney Gmson, of The New York 
Times. Having won their war on this front, young Israel i  
soldiers took a holiday and went joyriding in Arab automo
biles. Two days later, on their way to the battle f(H the Golan 
Heights, they were sti l l  celebrating. In open tank turrets as 
they ground through Tiberias they held store-window dum
mies dressed in fluttering Arab skirts and blouses with cos
tume jewelry swinging. I had arrived hours before them. That 
was easy enough. In Tel Aviv I simply stopped a cab, showed 
my press credentials, and said, "Take me to the Gal ilee." The 
cabbies, veterans of 1948 and 1956, now too old to fight, were 
delighted to drive you to the front for a look at the action. 

On the \Vest Bank I traveled in  style, for Gruson had his 
own car. The Times impressed me with the efficiency of i ts 
organization. I ts team was headed by Gruson, who divided 
the work and gave out assignments. The rest of us were 
haphazard amateurs with few connections. Gruson is an 
agreeable man, breezily professional. He has replied to the 
note I sent him some weeks ago enclosing a copy of a state
ment-admiring, even worshipful-that Anwar Sadat had 
written on Hitler in 1953. Gruson thanked me and said he was 
having the document checked. Somewhere in his files he had 
a picture of the two of us "at the front," he added. In the fields 
near Jerusalem, I remember, soldiers were prodding the soil 
for land mines, marking out the safe paths with strips of rag. 

THE MOOD of Jacob Leib Talmon is at the same time 
fervent and depressed. An energetic and dramatic talker, 

he draws his wide historical knowledge into the conversation. 
There is a certain plump, professorial propriety about him. He 
is finely dressed, tie well chosen-he is not one of your open
at-the-throat, bushy Israel i  types . The conversation is seri
ous-"torrnented" is perhaps a better word for it. He 
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expresses comprehensively what I have been hearing for 
months-every suspicion, doubt, and fear. The crisis is  
se,·cre. An Israel i  fi:icnd has more than once warned me, "For 
God's sake, don't be carried away by what the intellectuals say 
here. You of al l people should know better." I remember this 
warning now, but at the same time I can see how deeply 
disturbed the Professor is, how his heart is  being wrung. He 
speaks of Jewish history, European history, world history, but 
in the midst of one of his academic sentences he breaks ofT 
and says, "Didn't Hitler after all win? As far as the Jews are 
coi1<:emed? At least one-third of the six mil l ion who died in 
the camps were the best hope of a future lsraei -Zionists, 
l iberal democrats, highly trained and accompl ished. And they 
were destroyed, gassed and burnt, these mill ions, went up in  
smoke. The 'Jewish Question' itself went up in smoke. The 
Oriental Jews who have come here are admirable in their  own 
way, but they are without the modern skills that are so badly 
needed. Yes, while the Jews suffered under H itler the con
science of the world was aware of them, but when they were 
dead that awareness also died. Ah, before 1939, the Jews of 
Central and Eastem Europe created a rich, vital civilization
a culture, a l i terature, institutions. It all went into the graves 
and into the ovens. And when it was gone there were only the 
synagogues to give cohesion to Jewish l i fe in these increas
ingly secular times . This is one reason for the success of 
J cwish clerical ism in Israel. Our pol iticians are obliged to 
make use of everything that can draw us together." 

Professor Talmon, whose subject is European pol itical his
tory, ranges far beyond Israel . When he speaks of the new 
fonns of Israel i national ism, he mentions also the French and 
Slavoph ile varieties. Integral national ism, as he cal ls i t, 
amounts to one thing: the power of the dead over the living. 
He intensely fears fanatical nationalist extremism in Israel .  
We discuss the debate over future frontiers. I t  i s  lunacy, he 
says, to carry the argument back to the Judaism of the Bronze 
Age and to invoke the enmity of the Amalekites and the 
Edomites, to claim eternal rights-past, present, and future
in the Holy Land and to combine eschatological visions with 
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modern arms. \Vhat worries Talmou is that elsewhere sud 1 
movements have invariably been intensely anti-Semi tic. 
Mystical nationalists in Israel arc using the language of a holy 
war. The Arab extremists also cal l for a holy war, a jihad. The 
situation is explos ive .  Jewish survival is not only threatened 
by Arab enemies but undermined from within, says Talmon. 

After the victory of 1967 Israel could briefly think of itself as 
a military power. It  could think of itself also, says Talmon in a 
manuscript he sent me, "as one of the few countries in thc 
contemporary jaded world with a sense of purpose."* This last 
I consider of first importance. The I sraelis had war, and not 
the moral equivalent of war Will iam James was looking for, to 
give them finnness. They had, in their concern for the decay 
of civilization and in their pride (pride and concern in equal 
proportions), something to teach the world. The stunned rem
nant that had crept from Auschwitz had demonstrated that 
they could fann a barren land, industrialize it, build cities, 
make a society, do research, philosophize, write books, sustain 
a great moral tradition, and, finally, create an army of tough 
fighters. 

The 1973 war badly damaged their confidence. The Egyp
tians crossed the Suez Canal. Suddenly the abyss opened 
again. France and England abandoned I srael .  The U .;\1 .-bloc 
vote revived the feeling that she "shall not he reckoned 
among the nations." While Israel fought for l ife, debaters 
weighed her sins and especially the problem of the Palestin
ians. In this disorderly  century refugees have fled from many 
countries. In India, in Africa, in Europe, mi llions of human 
beings have been put to flight, transported, enslaved, 
stampeded over the borders, left to starve, but only the case of 
the Palestinians is held pem1anently open. Where Israel i s  
concerned, the world swells with moral consciousness. Moral 
judgment, a wraith in E urope, becomes a ful l-blooded giant 
when Israel and the Palestinians are mentioned. Is this 
because Israel has assumed the responsibil ities of a liberal 
democracy? Is it for other reasons? What Switzerland is to 

*"Reflections of an Historian in Jemsalcm," Encounter, �lay 1976. 
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winter hol idays and the Dalmatian coast to summer tourists, 
Israel and the Palestinians are to the West's need for justice
a sort of moral resort area. 

The right of Israel to exist, Talmon says, has to be won by 
special exe1tions, "by some special atonement, through being 
better than others." This is Israel's most persistent tom1ent 
and paradox. "We demand more from this state," says Sa1tre. 
But since Israel's sovereignty is questioned and world opin ion 
is  not ready to agree that it is indeed a country l ike other 
countries, to demand more is cruelly absurd. Israel is, in 
Talman's view, becom ing a "ghetto state." Is  it from a "ghetto 
state" that more should be demanded? It will not be easy to 
trace this unlovely paradox to its origins. Jewish moral tradi
tions themselves poss ibly have something to do with it. On 
the other hand, many European radicals have, it seems to me, 
deferred moral expectations and choose to predict that history, 
itself a sort of moral engine, will  develop just societies 
through class stmggle and revolution. They do not ask that 
the African peasant or the il l iterate fel lah should be moral 
by our standards (by our past standards, one should say). 
But some of them do appear to believe that the Jews, with 
their precious and refining record of suffering, have a unique 
obligation to hold up the moral burdens everyone else has 
dumped. 

So, then, says Talmon, Israel,  which was briefly so proud 
and confident after 1967, has overnight been reduced to beg
gary while its mmtal enemies with their petro-dollars have 
become the world's most potent bankers and investors. The 
ambassadors of proud countries grovel before the petroleum 
princes. American, British, and French businessmen press to 
sell them computers, nuclear reactors, missiles, planes, and 
entire industrial systems. Only the United States can, for the 
time being, afford to support Israel .  The gentle, overwrought 
Professor Talmon, trying to filter this flood of causes and 
eflects through his leamed mind, is at one instant mentioning 
the Hasmoneans and the Romans, and the next �larx and 
Lenin or Charles �faurras, Auguste-�laurice Barres, and the 
Catholic Church. Would matters be easier for him if he didn't 
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think so many things? Although he is the source of these 
speeding thoughts, he seems at times to be their target. 

Professor Talmon, toward the end of our conversation, 
speaks about Israel and world jewry. The fate of Jewry in 
Israel and in  the Diaspora is so closely linked, he says , that the 
destmetion of Israel would bring with it the destmction of 
"corporate jewish existence all over the \vorld, and a catastro
phe that might overtake U . S .  Jewry." 

AFINAL session with Moshe the masseur. His brief talks on 
anatomy will be missed, not because they bri ng new in

fonnation (he repeats himself) but because I l ike his fresh
and-faded middle-aged boyishness and innocence and his 
vatic attitude toward that temple the body. He opens his peel
ing satchel and lays out h is oil bottles, he soaks towels  in 
scalding water to apply to my back, he tucks a bolster under 
my ankles, and while he kneads me he explains his tech
niques, reveals the mysterious relations between the muscles 
and the organs .  It's al l terrifically up to date, scientific, won
derful ; at the same time it is ancient, Aesculapian. When he 
asks me about masseurs in l iterature, I can th ink only of the 
bl ind man in Rayner Heppenstall's novel The B la:::.e of Noon .  
And vaguel y  someone in a japanese novel .  Was it .Junichiro 
Tanizaki's Diaru of a Mad Old Man ?  Tanizaki has drawn 
some of the most extraordinary hypochondriacs in fiction. His 
wretched, perverse, half-hallucinated old sexpot is wonder
fully persistent; the cunning daughter-in-law with whom he is 
infatuated extracts money from him. H e  had a n urse, but was 
there also a masseur? No, it was in Tanizaki's A Blind 

Man's Tale that the masseur I am thinking of appears. But 
I describe Japanese massage to �Ioshe. You do not undress;  
the treatment is given through the clothing. "Clever," says 
Moshe. "Through the clothes there is no friction." He has 
never heard of the Heppenstall book and makes a note of the 
title. He speaks of the future of massage in this country
massage as a career  for young Israelis.  He tell s  me about a 
young man who was attracted to the profess ion. The boy's 
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bther came storming into the bathhouse "·here l\ l oshe works. 
" He upbraided me," says \loshe. " But I mollified him. I 

persuaded him that it was an mt, and a real cal l ing. He began 

to see the l ight." 

At last l\ loshe puts on his winter coat and says, ''I'm afraid 
th is is good-by." We have a few shots of genuine Rumanian 
::;uica . You can buy adequate Zll ica in Jerusalem. You huy 
Polish herb-flavored vodka or Stol ich naya from the Annenian 
dealer across the val ley. But noth ing l ike this clear ::;uica from 
the Carpath ians is obtainable here. I share this rare qu in
tessence of plums with l\ loshe because I am sorry to see 

him go. I wonder what it takes to remain so eager well 
into middle age. The hair thins but the feeli ngs are fresh. 
He hopes I won't forget to practice tracing the numbers from 

one through n ine with my head. There's nothing better for a 

sti ff neck. If he hears of a good masseur i n  Ch icago, he wil l  
send the name on to me.  

LATE in the aH:emoon we put out all the wine, the brandy, 

and the booze, the ol ives, nuts, cheeses, sausages, and 

biscuits. Departing visitors someti mes throw a farewell bash.  

Isaac Stem and his wife did,  and before them Alexander 
Schneider. i'\othing that resembles the American cod.iail  
party, where people in pai rs stand talking, hying to hear each 
other in the uproar. I 've often thought that some hearing-aid 

man ufacturer might make a fortune selling private-communi
cation sets for cocktail parties and dinner tables. Here eveJy
one sits eating and drinki ng and there is generaily a single 
conversation. Alexandra's mathematical col leagues are here 

with the ir wives ;  Denn is S i lk comes, and we exchange gifts

I get his copy of Professor Werblowsky's Joseph Kam, a book 

I covet; he gets my revers ible corduroy rai ncoat from l\ l ilan, 
because I know that he f�mcie s it. Peter Halban, who runs 
the l\ l ishkenot, turns up, and Hannah, Ariane, and Anny, 

who work there; David and Simla Shahar come. Walter 
Hasenklever is here, on his way back from the Far East; 
and our friends the Daleskis; and l\ lr. and Mrs. Teddy Kol lek. 
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Punctil ious Kollck never drops a stitch : we were his guests, 
we arc leaving, he is here to say good-by. To mellow the sad 

occasion, we eat everyth ing in s ight and empty the bottles. 

During the night there is  more sighing than sl eeping. 

Thinking, What will  it  be l ike not to see John Auerbach and 

Nola, my dear friends from Kibb utz Sdot Yam in Cacsarca? 
The cab is com ing before dawn, and we get up, still hcartstick 
about leaving, to finish the packing. \Ve never did learn the 

trick of l ighting the oven, and still heat the buns atop the 
toaster, often burning them. Alexandra opens the door to take 

a last look at M ount Zion. Upstairs there is a di fficulty. 
The helpful management in its zeal has telephoned twice 

for taxi s, and there are two drivers. I make useless apologies. 

Together the drivers calmly work out an arrangement. One of 

them with good nature wi shes us a safe journey and goes .  

A s  w e  st'lrt for the Ben-Gurion Airport, a huge soft cloud o f  

smoke burs ts from the engine o f  the o l d  �tercedes. Alexandra 

says, "Ah, we're going to miss the plane," brighteni ng. I 

cou ldn't bear to return to the empties, the d ishes, and the 

papers heaped on every table.  But the driver knows exactly 

what to do under the hood. There is nothing to discuss. He 
fiddles with a wire. She runs. In five m inutes we are out of the 

city and rushing down the mountai nside. 

0 N A Saturday flight there are no Hasidim. Over the 

Mediterranean we drink coffee. The suave engines have 
us in their power and we hang over what we know is beauty

beauty above and below us, a deeper and a l ighter blue

feeling no speed, no motion. We are suspended and we hear 
one th ing after another, and receive one thing after another to 

drink. We suck orange ju ice through straws from a covered 
paper container while we pass over Cyprus-or is it Crete? 

Did the pilot also mention the Adriatic? Then come the 
summits of the Alps with their  snows, and the cumulus clouds. 

Some of the passengers are popping away with flashbulbs. I 
remember how Ruskin ful minated against the new breed of 

citizens and sightseers. "You have despised Art . . . .  You have 
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despised nature; that is to say, all the deep and sacred sensa-
tions of natural scenery . . . .  You have put a rai lroad bridge over 

the 1:11l of Schatlhausen . . . .  There is not a quiet val l ey in 
England that you have not filled with bellowing fire . . . .  " 

The clouds are no longPr cumul us and go lden but l ie Hat 

and gray under us, l i ke woollens, between the high blue 

con ti nuing northward and the chi l l  ground. We go through 
th is  gray cover and there is wintry E ngland, dark green and 

parklike.  And London's domestic, com fortable gloom, good 
therapy for perturbed spirits .  We go to Durrant's Hotel, on 
George Street. 

On George Street the view o f �lount Zion is replaced by the 

Victorian wal ls  and windows of the museum opposite. We can 
see into the side street where Captain Frederick l\ l arryat, 
author of Mr·. Midshipma n Easy, wrote his  novels. To help 

settle the dither o f travel we have our bottle of ;::.u ica, still  half 
ful l-good for j imjams and trail i ng regre ts . We've carried it 

well wrapped in a burlap shopping bag. 
Then we go out. The great Saturday crowd in Oxford Street. 

Terrorist bombs are nearly as l ikely to go off here as on Jaffa 
Road. Alexandra wants a mathematics book, so we take the 

bus to Foyle's, on Charing Cross Road. A\\'ful,  al l these books !  

But  I buy a few more to add to my �I iddle East library. With 
our package s we lo iter  toward Piccadi lly and the movies-if 
one can be said to loiter in this cold. A street ente1tainer in 

clown's paint is  doing a dancing tramp routine to music from 

two speakers provided by h i mself, juggling his bowler hat. He 
can only slow the crowd, which seems largely non-English 
(Asiatics, West Indians, Spaniards), not hold i t .  We are looking 
at the marquees for a suitable moving picture.  It's too cold for 

sightseeing, too early for dinner. 
We decide on a Tom Stoppard movie; it is terrible. What we 

really wanted was to come in from the chil l  gull-gray street, 
eat chocolate in the dark, and watch things hannlessly whirl
ing while we recovered a bit from the jet lag. In other circum

stances I might not have mi nded the badness of the film quite 

so much. B ut after three months in the earnest climate of 
J erusalem we are not ready to let anything as feeble as this 
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into our heads. It is a case of cul tural s hock. The empti ness 

of the picture is sobering-num bing. It gives me a sense of the 

rapid ruin of any number of revolutions--egal itarian, sexual , 
aesthetic. They d idn't last long, did they? They were serious, 

they were necessary, but they were ve1y quick ly brought to the 

boutique level .  The great enemy of progress ive ideals is  not 

the E stabl ishment hut the l imitless dullness of those who take 
them up. 

Life in I srae l is  far from enviable, yet there is  a clear purpose 

in it. People are fighting for the society they have created, 
and for l i fe and honor. I srae l  is too small and too special a 

case to he grouped with the democracies of the \Vest or con
trasted with them. It, too, is in disorder, with a ri sing cri me rate , 

a weak government, and political parties pull ing every which 
way. The wars, Israel i s  will sometimes tel l  you, have kept off 

the danger of Levan tine slackness and corruption. But the con

nection of democratic nations with the civi l ization that formed 

them is growing loose and <1ueer. They seem to have forgotte n  

what they are about. They seem to b e  expeJimenting or 

gambl ing w ith their l iberties, unwittingly prepming them

selves for to tal itarianism, or perhaps not quite consciously 

will ing it. Joseph A. Schumpeter, in Capitalism, Socialism, 

and Democracy, is  aware of a prevail ing hostil ity to capital ism 

in capital ist  countries. To condemn it and to declare one's 
aversion to it has become "al most a requirement of the 

etiquette of discussion," he says. Those who know totali

tarian societies are wondering when, if ever, Western liberal

ism will recognize its danger. This is what Solzhenitsyn see s as 
the spiritual cri sis  of the West. He says, "You have a fee ling 

that the democracies can survive, but you aren't certain. The 

democracies are is lands lost i n  the i mmense river of history. 
The water never stops rising." 

I N LONDON we visit E l ie Kedourie and his  wife .  She is  

Sylvia Hairn, a well-known Arabic scholar-dark-haired, 

a l ovel y  round-faced woman. She brings us tea and 
cake, and joins the conversation.  Kedourie is  tall ,  s l ight-
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ly stooped, hair cut shmt. I've read two of his books, The 

Chatham House Versio1 1  and Ambic Political Memoirs, and 
am deeply impressed. He writes without advocacy or rhetori
cal color and is master of his  tangled and often bloody subject. 

I once heard my friend Edward Shils  say that the intellectual 
l ife was the most passionate l ife a human being could lead; I 
th ink of this when I consider what a man l ike Kedomie does 
and ask mysel f  whether I could bear the excitement and 

danger of his sort of career-the emotional danger and the 
mental responsibil ities, I mean. When Kedourie looks at the 

new national isms of the Third, or Developing, World of Asia 
and Africa, he sees something other than the ravages of \Vest
em i mperial ism as Hobson, Lenin,  Toynbee, Sartre, and their 
d isciples have described them. "Charges of economic exploi
tation are made, and the tymnny and arrogance of the Europe

ans are arraigned," Kedourie has written in a l ong essay.* "Yet 
it is  a s imple and obvious fact that these areas which are said 

to suffer from imperialism today have known nothing but alien 
rule throughout most of their  history and that, until the coming 

of the \Vestern powers, their experience of govemment was 
the insolence and greed of unchecked arbitrary rule.  It is not 

on these grounds therefore that the appearance of the West in 
Asia and Africa is to be deplored. A curse the West has indeed 
brought to the East b ut-and here l ies the tragedy-not inten

tional ly; indeed the cmse was considered-and stil l is by 
many-a precious boon, the most precious that the \Vest could 

confer on the East in expiation of its supposed sins; and the 
curse itsel f  is as potent in its male ficence in the West as it is in 

the East. A rash, a malady, an infection spreading from West
ern Europe through the Balkans, the Ottoman Empire, I ndia, 
the Far East, and Africa, eating up the fabric of settled society 
to leave it weakened and defenceless before ignorant and 

unscrupulous adventu rers for fmther horror and atrocity: such 
are the tenns to describe what the West has done to the rest of 
the world, not wilfully or knowingly, but mostly out of excel

lent intentions and by example of its prestige and prosperity." 

* Xatiorwli.1·m in Asia and Africa (I\cw York, 1970). 
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Pol itical theory was the most dcvas tatin� export of the West: 

constitutions and pol itical parties, Western s tyle, the concept 

of class stru�gle, plans for the reor�anization of society on the 

Western model. What have the results of this bee n ?  Kedourie 
describes the attitudes that have developed w i th these words :  

"Resentment and impatience, the depravity of the rich and the 

virtue of the poor, the �uilt  of E urope and the innocence of 
Asia and Africa, sal vation throu�h violence, the coming rci�n 
of universal love: these are the clements of the thou�ht of 

Sultan Gal iev and Li Tachao, of Ikki Kita, �t ichcl Aflaq, and 

Frantz Fanon. This theory is now the most popular and influ

ential one in Asia and A frica. It i s  Europe's l ate st g ift to the 
world. As Karl �larx remarked, theory itself becomes a mate
rial force when it has seized the masses; and with the printing 

press, the transistor, the televis ion-those other gifts of 
Europe-it is easy now for theory, any theory, to seize the 

nH\SSes." 
Sitting in Kedourie's parlor, we speak first of the I sraeli

Arab conflict. In the Arab world, says Kedourie, power i s  now 

mainly in the hands of the petroleum princes of the Arabian 
Peninsula, and these are fervent :\1uslims, whose thought has 
been least influenced by \Vestern ideas and who are most 
attached to the traditional view as to the place of the non
:\1uslim in an Is lamic society. These fundamentalists would 
be least willing to acquiesce in  a sovereign Jewish state 
established on what they would consider �l uslim terri tory. 
The West does not understand the Arab world; neither does 
Israel, Kedourie says. He shows us an Egyptian booklet 
made up largely of quotations from the Koran. I ts main theme 
is the holy war, and it was distributed to officers and men 
before the outbreak of the October War. In an introduction to 
this pamphlet, Lieutenant General Sa' ad Shazli,  who was then 
Egyptian Chief of Staff, says, "l\ly sons, officers and men !  The 
Jews have overstepped their bounds in injustice and conceit. 
And we sons of E gypt have detem1ined to set them back on 
their heels, and to pry round their positions, killing and 
destroying so as to wash away the shame of the 1967 defeat 
and to restore our honor and pride. Kill them wherever you 
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find them and take heed that they do not deceive you, for they 
are a treacherous people. They may feign surrender in order to 

gain power over you, and kil l  you vilely. Kill them and let not 
compassion or mercy for them seize you !" 

The fellah, Sartre argued, was deprived of the benefits and 
rights of citizenship because he was i l l i terate. For those who 

could not read, sel f-explanatory comic books were distributed 
in 1967. I picked up copies of thesc in the S inai Desert. They 
contained anti-S emitic caricatures of the Nazi type. I thought 

they had gone out w ith J u l ius S treicher and Der S t1"irmer. But 
nothing disappears for long. The Protocol s  of the Elders of 
Z ion are distributed in Arab countries in large new printings 

paid for in petro-dol lars . In the thi1ties, the �azis won consid
erable support in the �I iddle East, and, earl ier, French anti

Dreyfusards had spread anti-Semitism in Syria and Lebanon, 

where French cul ture was esteemed. 
I ask Kedourie whether there are Arab intel lectuals who 

dissociate themsel ves to any extent from the traditional re li
gious patriotism. It  is useless to apply our \Vestern measures 

and expectations to Arab intellectual s, he says. Another Arab
ist, Bernard Lewis, l ater tell s  me that the Arab intellectuals 
who speak most freely are to be found in Israel itself-in East 

Jerusalem and on the Israeli-occupied \Vest Bank. 
When I describe my conversation with Rabin to Kedourie, 

he agrees w ith the Prime �linister that territorial concession 

to the Arabs would be meaningless. They simply want the 

Jews out. He does not, however, accept Rabin's prediction 

that modernization will  eventually soften the conflict. Success

ful modern ization would make the Arab states feel strong, 

and this sense of greatly increased strength might diminish 
their wil l ingness to resolve the conflict. The process of 

modernization al so causes strains and tensions in societies 
and their pol itical systems. The disorders res ulting from 

modernization have not made the relations of the Arab states 

with Israel easier. Of course, the oil strength of the Arabs 

wil l  diminish as other sources of energy are developed. 
The oil b il l ionaires make sophisticated industrial purchases, 
but lack train ing, ski l l, and organization. In Algeria, for in-
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stance, a government of anti- French guerri llas, now immensely 

rich and quite free from responsibil ity to an electorate or 
the need to take world market conditions into account, has 

gone i n  for steel manufacture hut so far has little to show 
for its i nvestment. 

As to Russia's objectives, in Kedourie's view the destmc
tion of Israel is  probably not one of them, but in order to 

prevent the U n ited States from fas tening its hold on the �f id

dle East the Russ ians may let their anned cl ients go too f�u. 
What happens when sophisticated weapons are supplied to 

people with fighting appetites can be seen in Lebanon, where 

hundreds are ki l l ed weekly in incomprehensible street battles.  

The Russians may have i ntended to build "anti-i mperialist" 

un its in Lebanon, hut their anns were used to attack the 

Chri stians.  Ferocity and eagerness to ki l l  are not easily con

trolled by political strategies. 

It would he in Israel's interest to deal w ith the Arab states 
separately, says Kedourie. Coal itions are sometimes fatal ly 
cumbersome in ne gotiations. Differences within the German

Austro-Hungarian coalition in the Great War impeded peace 

effmts. The Arab nations are even more difficult in this 

respect. A s uperpower might, if it wished, simplify negoti

ations. But the Russ ians seem to have no des ire for peaceful 
and orderly settlements . As for the Americans, it would be 

hard to give a coherent description of their policies. 

When the Jews decided, through Zionism, to "go political," 

they didn't know what they were getting i nto. To their histori

cal difficulties were added the troubles of a small state facing 
the storms of savage hostil ity. 

Kedourie says nothing off the top of his  head. H is judgments 

are thoroughly cons idered. And he is not optimistic. 

T HIS, then, i s  what I bring to Ch icago with me on our 

return. 
The big winter-gray Chicago scene-ashen, with black 

strokes. In winter it takes on a kind of mineral character. After 

so many years I can stil l  not bel ieve that the causes of this are 
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entirely natural but always suspect the presence of a grim 
power whose materials are streets, bungalows, tenements, 
naked ironwork, grit, wind-an enchanter whose idea is that 
everyone should take the city to be material, practical, all 
hustle. But th is grim power is also a comedian, absurdist, 
i ronist, and rel ishes Chicago's "real ism"; he disguises his 
darkest fantasies in its materiality, in building, paving, drain
age, engineering, banking, electronics. 

We pile our bags into the front of a cab and ride off, the 
sharp tooth of the meter clicking. The papers report a new 
Chicago swindle: dri,·ers unseal and tamper with their meters . 
You leam to l ive with such practices. You aren't duped (point 
of honor! )  but you go along. Resistance is  time-consuming, 
emotionally wasteful. Worse than crookery is  the furious stink 
of the cab, a mixture of personal emanations and Oriental 
spil:es . We open the windows. Well ,  we're back, riding 
through the bungalow belt. Who knows how many brick bun
galows there are in Chicago-a galactic number. There must 
be a single blueprint for them al l :  so much concrete, so many 
gingersnap bricks, a l iving room, din ing room, two bedrooms, 
kitchen, porch, back yard, and garage. Below, a den or rumpus 
room. And wall-to-wall everyth ing, and the drapes, and the 
Venetian blinds, the deep freeze, TV, washer and dryer, f:lue
less fireplace-plainness, regularity, family attachments, dol
lar worries, fear of crime, acceptance of routine. We ride for 
twenty minutes through these bungalow blocks, si lent, no 
need to say what we are thinking: the case states itself. Along 
the lake is  the other Chicago, the giant h igh-rise apartment 
houses that face the water. Gray now, the lake will go blue 
when the sun shows. 

And here it  is  again-same conditions, same ques tions and 
challenges as before, same carpets, books, sticks of fumiture. 
In the morning, while the kettle boils, you tum the switch of 
the radio and hear the same programs, news broadcasters, 
commercials. The Talman Federal Savings & Loan, to please 
its Czech and Slovak depositors, seems to favor Smetana and 
Dvorak ; you listen to "The �1oldau" and the "Slavon ic 
Dances" oftener than you might l ike . You hear, too, what all 
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announcers refer to as "cultural programmi ng," sponsored hy 

wine and cheese shops, hy hi-fi shops, and by ethnic restau
rants bringing "Continental d ining" to "Chicagol aml ." 

Always "Chicagolanrl," an enchanted place like Al ice's Won
derland or the fairy tales' never-never land. Though it l ooks , at 
times, l ike the doughboys' no-man's-land. It was Colonel 

McConnick who gave the city this touch of poetry. l ie had 
many tony ideas. If you examine closely the bc;ade of the 
Tribune Tower, you find that it contains fragments of the 
Acropolis, the Pyramids, the Great Wall of China, the Roman 
Colosseum, and of famous cathedrals and palaces :  the Colo
nel's Tower incorporates, consummates, and transcends the m 
all. 

So the radio crackles with commercials for Peking duck and 
French "fondoo" dishes, and the names of wines, together 
with all of the world's disasters and outrages. And here, just as 
we left them, are books, papers, and phonograph records, and 
bundles of letters, and parcels, magazines , and manuscripts .  
Impossible to keep up with correspondence. Oscar Wilde said 
he had known a promising young man who had ruined himself 
through the vice of answering letters. Imposs ible to get 

through this midden of papers, plus the two or three books 
that arrive daily. At the university, I have a course to teach 
with David Grene on the long stories or short novels of 
Tolstoi :  Master and Man, Hadji  Mu rad, Ivan Iluich, Father 

Sergius. I'm obliged, thank God, to read these masterpieces 
first. And also the Odyssey, for Grene has often invited 
me to do Homer in  Greek with him. I attend two sessions 
of his tutorial, stumbling behind the skil lful  students. We do 
the Fifth Book. Odysseus leaves Calypso, putting the raft 
he has built into the "sacred sea." Poseidon, catching s ight 
of him, stirs the waters into a frightful storm with his trident; 
Ino of the s lender ankles comes to despairing Odysseus 
and gives him her veil and tel ls  him to swim through the 
tempest. What can be more beautiful,  more stirring than this
Odysseus praying in his  weariness to the river god, who 
slows the current for him and lets him come to shore. So 
Odysseus comes to shore, the skin torn from his hands, the 
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sea water gushing fi-om his  mouth and nostri ls .  He breathes 
again, and some wannth ral lies in his  heart. 

But I am not able to make room for Homer beside my 
preoccupation with Israel .  I read again the S am ue l  B utler 

Odyssey, which I know best, and then the beauti ful  T. E .  
Lawrence translation, and Lawrence sends m e  hack to the 
:\I iddle East, for I have reeently read Elie Kedourie' s essay on 

the capture of Damascu s in 1918 and the role pl ayed hy 
Lawrence i n  that event. I 've always l iked The ,\li11 t best of 
Lawrence's books, never doubting its truthfulness; it is the 

work of a man who has stripped h imself down. The man who 

wrote Ser;en Pilla rs was, I always su spected, padded out, 
cos tumed , mixing romance with politics, attitudinizi ng. 
According to Kedourie, the account gi\·en hy Lawrence of the 

taking of Damascus is quite simply untrue. He speaks of 
Ser;en Pillars as "a work seething with rancor and resentment 

. . .  fim1ly imprisoned in the world of practice fi·mn which its 

author ceaselessly proclaimed his yeam ing to escape." The 
word "practice" here means conspiracy or scheming. 
Kedourie bel ieves that the book is " impregnated with that 

demon ic quality wh ich is manifest in Lawrence's career in 
war and politics ."  Ser;en Pillars has had a hypnotic influence 

on many readers, a "powe1ful fascination. ' '  This may be seen 

in the i l l ustrations drawn by E ric Kenni ngton for the hook, 
"pichues of heroes and paladins, exemplars of loyalty and 

chivalry . . . .  B ut when we compare what these men really 

were, the mediocrit)' of some, the dupl icity of others, the 

ordinariness of most, with Kennington's superior beings we 
are repell ed as by a piece of deception wh ich the arti st not so 

much practiced as, med iuml ike and in the measure of his 
sensitivity, was wi shed into practicing by a potent but impure 
spirit.'' And what are Kedourie's grounds for call i ng Lawrence 
an i mpure spirit? He quotes Lawrence himself as saying, in 
his comments on Robert Gra\'es's description of his  Arabian 

adventures, that he, Lawrence, "was on thin ice" \Vhen he 

wrote the Damascus chapter, "and anyone who copies me will  
be through it, if he is  not carefu l .  S.  P.  is ful l  of half-tmth: 
here." The S harifians did not capture Damascus. Austral ian 
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war records and diaries give abundant proof that " troops of the 
Australian M ounted Division entered Damascus during the 

n ight of September 30."  The author of a dispatch sent !rom 

Cai ro on October 8 and printed in the London Times of 

October 17,  1918, clai ms that the Arabs were the first troops 
in.  This was " most probably w ritten by Lawrence," says 
Kedourie, and "displays a touch of his usual meretricious 
flamboyance when it describes the incompetent ex-Ottoman 
official who for a lew days was head of the Sharifian adminis
tration in Damascus as 'the senior descendant of Saladin.'  " 

Lawrence gives the impression "that Damascus was an 

Arab-was Lawrence's -conquest." The truth appears to he 
that General E. H .  H. Allenby for political reasons all owed 

the S harifians to seem the conquerors of Damascus. The 

"descendant of Saladin" opened the pri sons, releas ing about 
four thousand prisoners, among whom were murderers, rob

bers, opium addicts, and forgers. These began looting and 

kil l ing. The Austral ian General H .  G. Chauvel had to march 

his troops i nto Damascus to put down the rioters. The purpose 
of sending in the Arabs was to forestall the claims of the 

French on Syria. The "taking" of Damascus by Lawrence and 

Faisal is thus an invention-a piece of Hol l ywood h istory for 

which Lawrence wrote the scenario. He is one of those h ighly 

gifted romantic legendmakers who created "the Arab" for us; 
he i s  an early style-designer of Arab nationalism. 

Kedourie is not kinder to other forms of national ism. He ha� 

unflattering things to say of Zionism, too. He accuses the 

Zionists of i njecting " national fol klore" i nto Judaism. 

AT STAN FORD, where we spend several days, exchang· 
ing the gray Chicagoland ice shield for the citms green ol 

Retirementland, I meet Professor Yehoshafat Harkabi (I think 

he is  General Harkabi as well), whose specialty is the Arab
I sraeli conflict. Professor Harkabi ,  who holds a degree from 

the H ebrew University i n  philosophy and Arabic l iterature, 
has also had a mil itary career. From 1955 to 1959 he was chief 

of intell igence ofthe Israel Defense Forces. I n  Palo Alto he is a 
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scholar doing research. The professor's face is that of a man 
who has spent more of h i s  life in the sun than in the library 
stacks. H is eyes are l ighter in color than his complexion-a 
clear, gray gaze; his hair is  grizzling; his mouth is  straight, 

pleasant. H is pleasanh1ess is that of a s ingle-minded and 
problem-burdened man. He and I are given lunch at the 
faculty club by an old friend of mine, Dr. Henry Kaplan, a 

radiologist who heads the new S tanford cancer-research l abo
ratory. \Ve are served large beef ribs, not enough meat on 
them to take our minds from the conversation. 

I had already read Professor H arkabi's book Palestinians 

a11d Israel, written in 1 974. I had also, in 1967, seen the Arab
refugee camps. They were far more squalid than the Hoover
ville shantytowns of our own Depression period. Those were 
m iserable enough but they were temporary. The camps I saw 

in Jordan were then nearly twenty years old. It seemed to me 
that they were inhabitated mainly by women and children, by 
grannies and aged men. On the \Vest Bank l ast November I 
passed a few of these camps, now empty, the narrow shacks 

moldering away. � l any of the refugees are employed, and 

resettled in towns and villages .  Economic i mprovement has 
not, however, calmed the Arabs. It has, if anything, sharpened 

their discontent. And yet, as recently as 1972 Professor Har
kabi wrote that these people of the West Bank were "preoccu

pied with the new opportu n ities for improving their standard 
of l iving," and that many were indifferent to the question of 

their political future and were in e ffect "self-depoliticized."* 

He intended no disparagement by this .  He meant that they 
were b usy raising the ir l iving standard and content to leave 
pol itics to the politicians -especially those in the Arab states . 

This i s  not the si tuation in 1976. Reading the papers, l i sten

ing to the radio, watching television, Palestinian peasants and 
townspeople have become aware that the atte ntion of the 

world has been fastened on their  pol itical problems. True, 
Israel's mil i tary govemment has been mild, the running sores 

of the refugee camps in which so many thousands lived under 

*''The Problem oft he Pale,tinians," Palestiuians and Israel (Jerusalem, 1974). 
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Jordanian administration are beginning to dry and heal , but 
there is no settlement in s ight. For Israel, the occupation is  
costly and embarrassing. Israel, horn out of a national l ibera
tion movement, now seems to be denying the Palestinians 
their  pol itical l iberties. 

We \Vestemers do not understand the Arab problem, says 
Professor Harkabi;  nor do the Israelis, unfortunately, know 
much about it. They had better leam what the conflict is 
about. Israel's leaders, if they are to meet the problem ration
ally and resolve it, wil l  have to find out who the Arabs arc and 
on what a peace must be based. Harkabi speaks qu ickly and 
without circumlocution. The Zionists did not come into Pales
tine with a plan to expel the Arabs. Zionism hoped to establish 
a jewish state, but when Herzl failed to obtain an interna
tional charter for such a state the Zionists l imited themselves 
to the purchase of land for cultivation. This land was bought 
from Arabs, not taken by force. jews had l ived in Palestine 
continuously since ancient times. Nor did the arrival of jewish 
settlers from Europe interfere with the Arab stmggle for self
detennination. Until recently tl1ere was no popular Arab 
nationalist movement and no stmggle for self-detennination. 
Of those early days-the eighteen-eighties and nineties
H arkabi writes, "The Palestinian Arabs gave l ittle evidence of 
being particularly attached to the country, and many of their 
leaders themselves sold land, even while to the outside pro
testing against it." I have heard it argued, by the way, tl1at 
there was a Palestinian autonomy movement before World 
War I .  

The British as  wel l  as  the jews proposed solutions in  the 
twenties that were rejected by extremist Arab leaders. There 
were riots and kil l ings. The Jewish settlers organized defense 
units, which became the nucleus of their  fuhue anny. "Arab 
intransigence forced partition and jewish statehood," writes 
H arkabi .  The A rabs would have nothing to do with the U .N". 
partition resoluti on ; they rejected the plan for a separate Pal
estinian state, attacking from all sides. During the conflict, 
Palestinian society, which had never been strong, fel l  apart. 
"Most of the rich fami l ies" left the country. Arab leaders had 
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also been quitting Palestine, an Arab national ist historian, 
\Valid al-Qamhawi, reported.* They sought "tranquil ity in  
Egypt, Syria and Lebanon. "  They left "the burden of struggle 
and sacrifice to the workers. villagers. and middle class . . . .  
These fi1etors. the collective fear, moral disintegration, and 
chaos in every domain, were what displaced the Arabs from 
Tiherias. Haifa, Jaffi1. and scores of vil lages." Harkahi con
cludes that " i f  the Palesti nians were di splaced, they mostly 
displaced themselves." 

This sounds severe, but Harkabi does not excuse the Zion
ists from all responsibil ity. He is anything but unfeeling 
toward the Arabs. Still, of Arab leaders he writes that when 
they speak of a "just sol ution of the Palestin ian question," 
they mean the wiping out of the Israeli  question:  "Islam 
recognizes neither independence nor equality for Jews." 
In the lingo of Arab national ists, Israel is  "one of the most 
dangerous pockets of imperial ist resistance against the struggle 
of peoples" and must be " l iquidated." A change in the Arab 
attitude involves much more than diplomacy or politics. The 
Arab states, whether feudal or leftist, recognize only the 
rel igion of Is lam. They tolerate Jews, .\laron ites,  Copts, but 
only as minorities under Islamic supremacy. The Fatah 
terrorists have appealed to Islamic rel igious leaders to declare 
their war against the Jews a jihad: a holy war must be fought 
to establish a secular republ ic. 

The ideal settlement from the Israel i poi nt of view would 
be reached if there were some way to soften the indurated 
prejudices of centuries. But it is useless, especially during a 
mood of heated nationalism, to dream of changing Arab cul
ture or to hope for the development of new organs. Organs of 
altruism are not about to hurst into growth . If the friendly 
European left had new hearts to contribute, I doubt that the 
transplants would succeed. Harkabi quotes one of the Syrian 
fedayeen as saying, "I was among those who thought five 
years ago that we must slaughter the Jews. But now I cannot 

* Disaster uml Ccmslructio11 i11 the Amh Fatherlmu/, I ,  pp. 69-70, cited by 

Ilarkahi in "The Arab-Israel ConHict," Palesli11iaus aud Israel ( J erusalem, 
1 974� 

0 
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imagine that, if we win overnight, it will he possi ble f(>r us to 
slaughter them, or even one-tenth of them. I cannot conceive 
of it, neither as a man nor as an Arab. If so, what do we wish to 
do with these Jews ? . . .  I think that among many Jews, those 
l iving in Palestine, especially the Arab Jews, there is a great 
desire to return to their countries of origin, s ince the Zionist 
efforts to transform them into a homogeneous, cohesive nation 
have failed . . . .  We have made the Jews think constantly f(>r 
twenty years that the sea is before them and the enemy 
behind, and that there was no recourse but to fight to defend 
their l ives." 

The Palesti nians, says Harkabi, form a distinct group among 
the Arabs and do not feel  themselves at home in the neighbor
ing Arab countries. "Among the refugees," he wiites, "a state of 
mind developed which stigmatized assimilation into Arab 
societies as an act of disloyalty." Some Palestinians resist efforts 
to improve l iving conditions in the camps lest this be taken as 
an admission that they have surrendered the hope of returning. 
Harkabi distinguishes between the older generation of refu
gees with their longing to recover their land and property, 
their idyll of the days before the disaster, and the younger 
generation which has replaced nostalgia with hatred and 
whose aim is not to recover the lost vil lages of their fathers but 
to return as conquerors and masters. This new generation, 
m ixing Marxism with terrorism, has chosen :\lao Tse-tung, 
Fanon, and Che Guevara as its favorite theoreticians, and its 
ideological preferences have won for it the sympathy and 
support of the E uropean left. 

The Palestinians are Pan-Arabists, but their acquaintance 
with the Arab states "did not always endear these states to the 
Palestinians,  for they indeed had their fill  of bitters with 
them," Harkabi quaintly writes. They have received some 
support but they have also been exploited and abused. 

The opinion of Professor .:\Ialcolm H. Kerr, given in 197 1  in 
The Arab Cold War, i s  that a " longstanding Western myth 
holds that the Palestine cause unites the Arab states when 
they are divided on all else. It would be more accurate to say 
that when the Arabs are in a mood to cooperate, this tends to 
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find expression in  an agreement to avoid action on Palestine, 
hut that when they choose to quarrel, Palestine policy readily 
becomes a subject or dispute. The prospect that one Arab 
government or another may unilateral ly pro,·oke hosti l ities 
with Israel arouses fears among others for their own security, 
or at least for their political reputation." The arn1ies of neigh
boring Arah states entered Israel in 1948 not primarily to 
protect the Palestinians but to prevent their rivals from 
expanding their territories. 

We outsiders are the despair of the Arabists. We cannot free 
ourselves rrom our Western myths about the �luslim world. 
Even to use the term "Arab" convicts us of ignorance. The true 
state orthings in the �'I iddle East is difficult to explain to people 
who can never hope to rid themselves of their  romancing hab
it of mind and their partisan or ideological distortions. I 
turned to Professor Kerr's book on the infighting between 
Nasser and his rivals in an effort to learn something about 
politics in the lands surrounding Israel. It gave me quite a turn 
to read Kerr's account of the stmggle in 1970 between the 
Palestinian guerrillas and the anny of Jordan's King Hussein. 
The Palestinian fedayeen in Amman roared around in  their 
jeeps with loaded weapons.  They behaved, writes Kerr, "like 
an army of occupation; they extorted financial contributions 
from individuals, sometimes foreigners, in their homes and in 
public places;  they disregarded routine traffic regulations, 
fai led to register and lice nse their vehicles, and refused to 
stop at army checkpoints ;  they boasted about their role of 
destiny against Israel and bel ittled the worth of the army. 
Their  very presence in Amman, far from the battlefield, 
seemed l ike a challenge to the regime." The guerrillas were 
not doing well against Israel's border patrols, but "with their 
own army, finances, social services, international diplomacy 
the fedayeen were building an incipient state of their own 
inside Jordan." The Jordanian government, after its 1967 
defeat, had to accept the various Palestinian resistance groups 
but tried to control and contain them. Hussein wished to avoid 
a fight; some of the Palestinian organizations also wished to 
keep the peace, but an extremist minority, the Popular Front 
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for the Liberation of Palestine, headed by Dr. George Habash, 
got out of hand. To Habash the governments of Saudi Arabia, 
Kuwait, Lebanon, and Jordan were dependent upon the 
United States "and, therefore, impl icit collaborators with 
Israel ." The PFLP boycotted Yasir Arafat's PLO, cal l ing it 
bureaucratic and antirevolutionary. Hahash and his f(>i lowcrs 
began to give the struggle a more revolutionary character 
through kidnaping, hijacking, and anti-Jordanian propaganda. 
Hoping to preserve unity,  the other Palestinian groups 
refrained from criticism, though they disapproved of the 
course the Popular Front was taking. Inevitably, there were 
clashes between the revolutionists and the Jordanian govern
ment. E lements of H ussein's Jordanian am1y loathed the Pal
estinian guerrillas. "Over the past two years they had built up 
a reservoir of special resentment against the arrogant attitudes 
of the Palestinians. The political tension was mixed closely 
with social differences between the proud men of tribal back
ground, trained under the paternal eye of the British, whose 
whole l ife and l ivelihood had been based on loyal service to 
the Hashemite crown, and the s lick urbanites, the social ly 
mobile, ideologically facile, irreverent young men who led 
the resistance movement." Professor Kerr sees a resem
blance between these young men and our own Yippies: it was, 
he says, the police of Chicago facing the student demonstra
tors. The analogy is inexact but is usefu l  nevertheless. 

In June 1970 the Popular Front guerrillas seized hotels, 
took European and American hostages, and threatened to 
blow up the buildings.  A much-concerned inter-Arab commit
tee worked out an agreement in J uly, after H ussein fired 
certain of his officers to satisfy the demands of the PFLP. But 
in  September the PFLP hijacked four Western planes. Now, 
despite Nasser's pleas for peace, H ussein could no longer 
avoid a fight. S ince 1967, he and Nasser had been drawn 
together by common interests, but H ussein could have l ittle 
confidence in a friendship so transparently tactical. The Pales
tinians were Nasser's clients ; H ussein had been his enemy, 
one of those reactionary rulers whom he had always 
denounced. 
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I n  mid-September the Palestinian commandos prepared for 
a general strike in support of their demands for a purge of 
Hussein's regime which would leave the King "with only 
nominal authority." This reckless Palestinian challenge was 
too much for Hussein and his army officers. On September 17 
the army attacked the Palestin ians. "Not only fedayeen strong
points but Palestinian population centers in general-espe
cially the slums in the hills ringing Amman crowded with 
refugees-became the targets of point-blank bombardment by 
machine guns, mortars and artillery." 

An Iraqi force of more than twenty thousand men stationed 
in Jordan and pledged to protect the Palestinian resistance did 
not intervene. A Syrian armored column did cross the border 
but withdrew after a few days of bloody fighting. 

Hussein's Bedouins massacred some thirty-six hundred 
pe_ople. The Jordanian . anny, says Kerr, "killed more Pales
tinians in 1970 than �toshe Dayan's had done in 1967. The 
poignancy of this was not lost on Palestinians living on the \Vest 
Bank under Israeli occupation. What did it foretell of the pros
pects for them and their aspirations if they were ever returned 
to Hashemite sovereignty? . . .  Some refugees on the East Bank 
now. sought to return to l ive under Israeli rule rather than 
remain exposed to the Jordanian army. Nor was the poignancy 
lost on Israelis, who added a stinging obsenration of their own. 
If this was how Arabs dealt with each other, they asked, what 
treatment was in store for the population of Israel if the Arabs 
ever got the upper hand?" 

In the Arab world Nasser was criticized bitterly, for his 
friendship with Hussein made him an accomplice in the mas
sacre. The pol itical skills for which he was so highly praised 
had resulted once more in the deaths of thousands of Arabs. 
Assessing Nasser's career, Professor Kerr acknowledges his 
pol itical abil ity, seeing him as "a man of remarkable personal 
strengths and pol itical skills," a would-be Bismarck whose 
real forerunner was "perhaps in fact" :"Japoleon I I I  . .:'\apo
leon also had had "great ambitions for himself and his coun
try," had "weakened his international credit by being too 
shifty and conspiratorial, and had finally blustered into a test 
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of strength in wh ich the appearance of military prowess was 

no substitute for the real thing." 
Nasser's aim had been to unite the Arab world, drive out its 

corrupt reactionary leaders, and get rid of the Jewish s tate , hut 
he was balked in Yemen, defeated in the S inai Desert, and his 
"political ski lls" produced nothing so impressive as the 
corpses I saw after the battle of the S inai Desert in 1 867-grcat 

numbers of them rotting, stinking, and l iquefying. Hemark
able personal strengths and pol itical ski lls had gone wrong 
and these were the res ults .  I asked myself how I would have 
felt  if the calculations had been mine and I had been the leader 
responsible for this slaughter. Among the dead I already felt as 
if  I were trying to pull  away something heavy clinging and sick 

that had fastened itself  on me. II ow could anyone hear the guilt 
for this? But probably the trade I have followed for so many 
years has made me na'ive. Men in politics are di fferent. News 
reached us in the desert that Nasser had made a gesture of 
resignation but that he had also organized demonstrations of 
loyalty. Under the weight of so many corpses, he had the 
presence of mind, the cleverness to make the right moves.  
Another man might have shot himself. Professor Kerr suggests 
that the disaster in Amman was more than Nasser could bear 
and seems to believe that this latest disgrace brought on his 
fatal heart attack. Egypt was too poor and weak a eountry to 
suppmt Nasser's Bismarckian ambitions, and he himself, if 
Kerr is  right, was not strong enough to bear the increasing 
burden of failure. 

I HAVE heard Harkabi called a hawk but he seems to me 
rather better balanced than most of the people with whom I 

have discussed Arab-Israel i  problems. Deeper, too, for the 
moral questions raised by thi s  conflict are most important to 
him. He concedes that the Arabs have been wronged, but he 
insists upon the moral meaning of Israel's existence. Israel 
stands for something in \Vestern history. The questions are not 
so simple as ideological pmtisans try to make them. The 
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Zionists were not deliberately unjust, the Arabs were not guilt
less .  To rectify the evil as the Arabs would wish it rectified 
would mean the destruction of Israel .  Arab refugees must he 
relieved and compensated, but Israel will not commit suicide 
for their sake. By now the Arabs see themselves return ing in  
blood and fire, and Israel will not agree to  bleed and bum. A 
sweeping denial of Arab grievances is, however, an obstacle to 
peace. 

Golda l\1ei r  is sometimes accused of arguing that the Zion
ists had done the Arabs no injury whatever. In the London 
Sunday Times of June 15, 1969, she is quoted as saying, " It 
was not as though there were a Palestinian people in Palestine 
considering itself as a Palestinian people and we came and 
threw them out and took their country away from them. They 
did not exist." Precisely speaking, she is right. "Palestinian" 
is  a word given prominence recently by Arab nationalists. The 
Arabs always held that the Palestinian problem was a Pan
Arab problem. Palestine to them was southern Syria. At the 
time of the Balfour Declaration, Arab nationalists rejected the 
very idea of a separate Palestinian entity, insisting that the 
Arab lands were an indivisible whole . To :\Irs .  Meir this is no 
mere quibble. Under the influence of Arab propaganda the 
entire world now speaks of a "Palestinian homeland" and a 
"Palestinian people," and the word "Palestin ian" has become a 
weapon. But what of the Arabs who were displaced in 1948? 
Many undoubtedly did displace themselves. When hosti l ities 
began, they fled not into exile but to famil iar territory on the 
West Bank. Marie Syrkin, a professor at Brandei s  University, 
writes, "Nobody enjoys seeing his property used by others 
even if compensation is available. But the very proximity of 
the abandoned neighborhood, while tantal izing, is the true 
measure of how little national loss the Arab from Palestine 
suffered. Even for so slight a cause as a new subway or urban 
relocation people are shifted larger distances and to stranger 
surroundings than the changes endured by the majority of the 
Arab refugees. Nasser had no qualms about dislodging whole 
villages for his Aswan Dam, despite the objections of the in-
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habitants, and the impress ive ease with whit:h the Soviet 

Union repeatedly shifted huge numbers of its peop le to fu rther 
some social or pol itical purpose is a matter of ret:ord. Only 
in the case of the Arabs has village patriotism heen raised to 
a sacred cause."* 

It is  manifestly true that others have d isplaced peasants 
from their lands .  Nevertheless, the tu q uoq ue argument is 

insufficient, and that there were injustices must be granted. In 
1967 there were more refugees-what of them? 

These injustices are a torment and a threat to the Jews
they threaten to rob them of their achievement. Under Hitler 
the Jews were the lepers of E urope. No, they were worse than 
lepers. Lepers are isolated, nursed, and treated. There is no 
word for what the European Jews were between 1939 and 
1945. After tl1e war the survivors fled. They were not wel
comed in other countries. They went to Palestine-to Israel.  
They were joined there by some eight hundred thousand 
Jewish refugees from Arab lands, driven out by excited nation
alists and revolutionists and robbed of tl1ei r  property. Hennan 
Melville was not alone in expressing his horror at the desola
tion of the now disputed territory to which they came. �lark 
Twain wrote in The Innocents Abroad, "Palestine s its in 
sackcloth and ashes. Over it  broods the spell of a curse tllat has 
withered its fields and fettered its energies . . . .  l\azaretl1 is  
forlorn; about that ford of Jordan where the hosts of Israel 
entered the Promised Land with songs of rejoicing, one finds 
only a squalid camp of fantastic Bedouins . . . .  Palestine is 
desolate and unlovely. And why should it  be otherw ise? Can 
the curse of the Deity beautifY a land? Palestine is no more of 
this work-day world. It is sacred to poetry and tradition-it is  
dream-land." 

In this unlovely dreamland the Zionists planted orchards, 
sowed fields, and built a thriving society. There are few 
successes among the new states that came into exi stence after 
World War I I .  Israel i s  one of them. Lebanon is,  or was, another. 

*"Who Are the Palestinians?", People and Politics in the .\Iiddle East (:\"ew 
Brunswick, N.J., 1971). 
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I(EDOURIE said in London that it was a pity the Jews had 
to become poli tical. Was it necessary for them to establ ish 

a new state in one of the world's danger zones? �ational ism, 
he implied, was an evil the Jews did not need to add to their 
too painful history. He was saying, I think, that he regretted 
this, not that he blamed anyone. In going beyond his state
ment. the responsibil ity is my own. But it is difficult to apply 
reasonable propositions to the survivors of the Holocaust. To 
them it might have seemed that they had escaped from a 
deeper and madder spirit than the rest of us can know, a fmy 
remote from the minds of learned historical explainers or from 
the "causes" that students of psychology and society normally 
deal in-a more wicked wickedness than most of us take into 
account in our hypotheses. Perhaps many of those who had 
gone through the horror of the death camps wanted to be 
together afterward. Their desire was to live together as Jews. 
Anyway, it is idle to speak of alternatives. The founding of a 
state was inevitable. I t  was a desperate, naked need that sent 
Jewish survivors to the .\I iddle East. They were not working 
out historical problems in the absb:act. They had had to face 
extinction. 

What had the Arabs to face when these Jewish refugees 
anived? "The worst fate that could befall the Arabs," writes 
Walter Laqueur, one of the ablest students of the \I iddle East, 
"was the pmtition of Palestine and minority status for some 
Arabs in the Jewish state ."  The founding of Israel was not 
sinless and pure, he says , hut there was no way to avoid 
conflict, since "the basis for a compromise did not exist."* 
How, then. does he see the guilt of the Zionists? Their sin was 
that they behaved l ike other peoples. �ation-states have never 
come into existence peacefully and without injustices. At the 
center of eve!)' state, at its ,·ery foundation, as one writer 
recently put it, lies a mass of corpses. "It was the historical 
tragedy of Zionism," says Laqueur. "that it appeared on the 
international scene when there were no longer empty spaces 
on the world map." I n time the cruelties of long-established 

"A 1/i.,·toqf of Zio11ism ( :\pw York. l9i2). 
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nations become dim and are forgotten. In our own days, the 
s ins of the powerful arc seldom mentioned. The Russians 
have expelled Chechens, Kalmyks, Volga Genmms, and oth
ers en masse from their home territories. Their problems are 
not d iscussed at the U .N. So this  is where the matter stands: 
what others have done with a broad hand the Jews are accused 
of doing in a smaller way. The weaker you are, the more 
conspicious your offenses ; the more precarious your comli
tion, the more hostile criticism you must expect. 

Independent Arab states were created after the All ies d is
mantled the Ottoman Empire. It  was then the hope of Lord 
Balfour that the Arabs, themselves newly freed from the 
Turks, would not begrudge the Jews one per cent of the 
l iberated territories for the establ ishment of a Jewish national 
home. A "small notch-for it is no more geographically what
ever it may be historically-that small notch in what are now 
Arab territories being given to the people who for all these 
hundreds of years have been separated from it," Balfour wrote. 
His m ild hope has been rejected. 

THE BRILLIANT you ng Israel i  writer A.  B .  Yehoshua has 
shocked readers by suggesting that there is something in 

the Jews that arouses an insanity among other peoples. The 
German cmelty toward the Jews was a s ingular kind of mad
ness.  Yehoshua sees a s im ilar insanity growing among the 
Arabs and developing in Russia. "Perhaps there is something 
exceptional in all our Jewishness," he writes, "in all the risk 
we take upon ourselves, in the fact that we live on the brink of 
an abyss and know how to do so. To us our Jewish nature is 
clear and we can feel it-but it is hard to say that the world 
can understand it, and by a certain kind of logic one can even 
justify this lack of understanding, because when you come 
right down to it the phenomenon of the 'Jew' is not an easy 
one to understand. For nations which encounter us in a certain 
historical situation, l ike the Germans and the Arabs, our very 
existence and the uncertainty of our nature in their eyes could 
provide the spark for whatever kind of insanity was afflicting 
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them at the time." There is no need to be shocked by such 
speculations upon one of the grand crimes of our age-a crime 
such as may occur again. Rule out the possibil ity that a power 
of darkness or a spirit of evi l  causes this and you are obliged to 
think that certain of us may, without knowing how, provoke 
others to madness and murder. 

It is this "uncertainty of our nature" that Jews have sought 
to overcome in Israel ,  surrendering "mystery" and becoming 
plain men-prosaic farmers, laborers, mechanics, and sol
diers-partly in rejection of the character they had acquired in 
exile, partly to avoid emitting the spark for "whatever kind of 
insanity was afflicting" potential enemies . Jews who know 
Jewish history can't avoid seeing madness everywhere. Has 
anyone tried to understand why Jewish doctors have been so 
prominent in the development of modem psychiatry? Experi
ence suggests that sanity is nothing stable and dependable. 
Hence the Israeli emphasis  on normalcy. Yehoshua speaks of 
the "normalization" of the Jews in  their own country. Had 
they not had to fight with the Arabs, this-the main task of 
Zionism-would have been achieved, he thinks. 

"Why do the nations so furiously rage together, and why do 
the peoples imagine a vain thing?" asks Handel,  quoting 
Scripture in Messiah. Well ,  here we are some thousands of 
years later, still raging, still imagining vain things. And here is 
Israel, now a nation among nations. The Zionists were not 
willing to lose their Jewishness in the lands of exile through 
assimilation. Assimilation did not work in any case; and what 
was there, in an era of decline, to assimilate oneself to? But 
Israeli society as a whole cannot avoid certain kinds of assimi
lation. While being "normalized" it is also being "politi
cized." A small state in perpetual crisis, it is forced to keep 
pace with the superpowers, to buy sophisticated arms at 
great cost and master them, to live in a condition of partial 
mobilization; it has to do b us iness, to analyze correctly Amer
ica's fiscal policies, the mood of the Congress, the powers of 
the American mass media. Out of pure need, for the sake of 
survival, it must immerse itself in American problems. Is it 
unfair to say that in their concern with American matters, Jews 
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in Tel Aviv resemble Jewish 1"\cw Yorkers or Chicagoans� 
Israel must reckon with the worhl , and with the madness of '  the 
world, and to a most grotesque extent. And all because the 
Israelis wished to lead Jewish l ives in a Jewish state. 

"-..1 EXT day I am in Chicagoland again. Like the Ancient 
l,..., Mariner driven towards the Pole :  

And now there came both m i!if and snow, 

A nd i t  grew w ondrous cold: 

Aud Ice, mast-high, came floa ting by, 

As green as emerald. 

Northward from my window I see the new Sears Tower, not 
emerald but s laty green in this l ight. It resembles a bar graph 
and is taller than a dozen icebergs set on end. It makes me 
think of Japanese transistor radios, hundreds of thousands of 
them, piled up and waiting for shipment. 

I know how to wann my spirits in this town. I cal l  my univer
sity colleague :Morris Janowitz and make an appointment to 
meet him at the Eagle, a neighborhood joint. I want to talk with 
him about Israel. The Eagle is a storefront bar and restaurant. 
New Deal mementos and photographs of film stars and art 
works relieve its gloom. �ly favorite work of art is a long 
crescent-shaped panel salvaged from a demolished grammar 
school. \Vhen I was a kid, we had one of these panels in o ur  

assembly hall ;  the same painter must have tumed them out by 
the dozen. It  depicts the Chicago skyline of 1906. In the fore
ground is  a mild but rather dumb-looking doll wearing a 
coronet. The name of this  queenly person is I Will and she is 
the spirit of Chicago. In the bar is a rosy portrait of FOR as he 
did not look in 1932, and an NRA eagle, and photos of old-time 
screen personal ities. Senior patrons can identify these and feel 
at home. 

Janowitz is community-minded and busy with ideas for 
improving the univers ity and keeping the neighborhood from 
further deterioration. He is respons ible for bringing excellent 
secondhand bookshops to Fifty-seventh Street. He is involved 
in the social planning of new housing developments. He is 
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busy now with a new South Loop community in the old 
rai lroad yards. He knows how the police are behaving, how 
our local crime rates compare with those of Cambridge, �las
sachusetts, and New Haven, and how welfare famil ies are 
doing and what black children are up to in the Chicago 
schools. There is noth ing s imple-minded about Janowi tz. 
How to describe him: he is compact, solid; he hasn't much 
color but his is the pallor of a strong constitution; he has a dark 
lock that drops down at times toward his glasses.  He reads 
widely, but he doesn't much care for novels and poems. He 
has mastered subjects it would kill me to work up. He is the 
author of The Professioual Soldier, a sociological study of the 
mil itary. He has written exten sively on the role of the armed 
forces in Third World politics. He has, in addition, studied 
urban problems in education, c1ime, and welfare. He know� 
this huge, filthy, brill iant, and mean city. Janowitz's feeling for 
Chicago is one of the things that bring us together. He may not 
take much interest in Conrad, Tolstoi, or Stendhal but he is 
neve1theless, as they say in these parts, "my kind of people." I 
value his knowledge and his intell igence. He thinks rapidly 
and closely. You can't afford to daydream while he is talking. 
Torrentially sensible, he speaks with a sl ight New Jersey rasp. 
His  last book was on the welfare state, but we are discussing 
Israel today. He comes of a family deeply involved in the 
issues of Zionism and has always been a supporter of Israel. 
Its fate is  one of his most intense concerns. 

Janowitz asks me how I assess the situation in Israel, and 
what I would recommend. I answer that I don't think my 
judgment has much value. I am simply an interested ama
teur-a Ieamer. I can, however. tell him what I have heard 
from intelligent and experienced observers. 

� [any of these, I say, bel ieve that Israel should have with
drawn from the \Vest Bank long ago-on advantageous tern1s, 
of course. No responsible person speaks of a withdrawal that 
would expose Israel to military risks. But the government is 
desperately stuck with the occupation. Some of King H us
sein's advisers now tell h im he ought to reject Israel's offers to 
return the area. The Palestinians gave Jordan nothing but 
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trouble. The line taken by these advisers to the Kin� is, "We 

had to govern those people while others bribed the m. :\'ow let 

the I sraelis govern, and we will  do the bribing." Fortified by 

oil  money and by world support, especially from the left, the 
Arab states see no need to negotiate with Israel .  They plan its 
eventual destruction and they watch its domestic dissension 

and disorder with satisf�lction. Then there is the problem of 
the ul tra-01thodox zealots who insist that to settle on the \\'est 
Bank is  their  God-given right. The angry Arabs intc qHet the 

Rabin government's rel uctance to restrain these sett lers as a 

s ign of approval or even as i ts covert pol icy. The Israeli  
rel igious nationalists do not themselves form a political group, 
but they have the Parl iamentary support of the rightists. I have 

spoken with students of the �fiddle East who feel that nothing 

is  more dangerous for Israel at this moment than this religious 

nationalism. They think it anti-Z ioni st, for the l eaders of the 
Zionist movement had no rel igious-territorial ambitions. In 

America, even those who sympathize with I srael and s upport 

it see no reason the Un ited States should be asked to sponsor 

th is rel igious expans ionism. On the other hand, many Israelis 

dread the thought that I srael may htrn into an American 
satel l ite and they, in sympathizing with movements li ke Gush 

Emunim, are perhaps trying to assert their pol i tical i ndepen
dence. What they say, in effect, is that they will  not sacrifice 

their  independence simply because America gives them more 
than two bill ion dollars a year. Israelis  are in great distress 

when they think it possible that the filte of their country may 
be decided e lsewhere-in Washington, for instance. Can we 
blame them ?  America, God help us all ,  is not a comfortable 

country to rel y  upon. And i\'ixon, although he frightened us 
nearly to death, was afi:er all consistently friendly to Israel. B ut 

what will  the next administration do? When the election is 

over and Jewish votes and contributions no longer matter, 
who knows what proposals for settlement it may make? 

Janowitz does not dismiss the possibil ity that a new Presi
dent may be tough, even brutal. He points out, though, that it 

has from the first been America's pol icy to protect Israel .  
Without American approval and help I srael wou ld never have 
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come into existence. And the Americans have claimed, for 
some time now, that only they can bring peace to the �f iddl e 
East. ;\ievertheless, this dependency is peculiarly hard to take. 
Bet\\"een 1967 and 1973 the Israel is had felt themselves free at 
last from patronage. Now Rabin's most splenetic critics accuse 
him of turning Israel over to the Americans. They would 
sooner go it alone than become stooges and l ive on handouts; 
therefore they insist that they will not give an inch on the 
West Bank or in the S inai . But, says Janowitz, occupation of 
the West Bank makes it  poss ible for the international commu
nity to blame Israel for everything that is wrong with the 
�Iiddle East; occupation strengthens the Palestinian move
ment; occupation costs Israel a lot of money and brings it 
nothing but grief. True, Israel has performed exceptionally 
well ;  the growth rate of West Bank agriculture has been very 
high since 1967, thanks to the Israelis, but the Arabs do not 
want to be governed by Israel. They ins ist on self-rule. 
Because of the Arab birth rate, annexation would be self
defeating-Arabs would quickly outnumber and outvote 
Jews. How would a democratic Jewish state solve the popula
tion problem ? 

The defense of Israel is "the paramount task of the Jewish 
community," says Janowitz, speaking now of the American 
Jewish community. But people are in  an excited, jumpy state, 
and whenever he has spoken to groups on the problems Israel 
faces he has been attacked, his attackers sometimes implying 
that he is ass isting the Arab cause. He takes these outbursts 
calmly enough. If you want everyone to love you, don't dis
cuss Israeli politics. H is position is that while "mil itary force 
created Israel and keeps it alive, only a pol itical settlement 
will insure its survival-physically and morally." He adds that 
"the future of the Jews rests on the intermingl ing of the 
Zionist impul se with the dilemmas of the Jews scattered 
throughout the world." 

Unending crisis has produced "fanatical and frantic 
responses" within Israel . Of the paramilitary-rel igious settle
ments in the Administered Territories, he says that the re1 i
gious settlers have understandable h istorical reasons for per-

166 



s isting in their attempts to establish themselves in areas 
densely populated by Arabs all() that under reasonable concli
tions this would present no real problems. "But in  the present 
circumstances they arc deeply detrimental to the search f(>r a 
pol itical solution to the Arab-Israel i  conflict." Israel's pol itical 
leaders must oppose the further expansion of these 
settlements. 

Orderly Janowitz next day sends me a memorandum 
expanding some of the points he made over lunch. "The 
Israelis must start to produce real istic in itiatives and proposals 
for a peace agreement," he wrote. "They must come up with 
an extensive set of proposals to deal with the \Vest Bank 
territories, s ince the \Vest Bank represents the Palestinian 
aspirntions." Preliminary proposals must be offered for discus
s ion. "Some form of condominium would be one possible set 
of talking points. The \Vest Bank territory, with mutual adjust
ments, would senre as the basis of a Palestinian state. But it 
would be a st:'lte that recognizes the interdependence of the 
contemporary world. The condominium would imply some 
joint agencies, such as telecommunications, transportation, 
currency, and various joint arrangements governing com
merce and trade. There could be. special arrangements with 
other Arab states. The crucial issue would be the guarantees of 
military security and the prevention of terrorism. As an initial 
step, there could be a joint Israeli-Jordanian constabulary 
force to carry out these tasks." 

Negotiations at Geneva might open with such a proposal . 
These negotiations should begin at once. Janowitz says there is 
reason to believe that Russia would be interested in an agree
ment of this kind, though Russia would not be directly involved 
in peacekeeping activities. Perhaps other Arab states-Saudi 
Arabia, for instance-might support such a condominium. 
The Saudis "could be involved in  the vaticanization of the 
non-Jewish Holy  Places in Jerusalem." The matter of access to 
the Holy Places is as important to the Arabs as the security of 
the West Bank is to the Israelis. 

Why would the Soviet Union be will ing to consider sup
porting such a plan? The Soviets are afraid of another "mili-
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tary round," the consequences of which might be danger
ous-the risk of escalation worries them greatly. "They are 
concemed about the spread of nuclear weapons into the Mid
dle East," says Janowitz. "It  must be Israeli  policy to explore 
all poss ibilities for preventing the introduction of nuclear 
weapons into its arsenal. This is essential for its long-tenn 
security and for its moral position in the world community. Of 
course I srael may have to go nuclear, but such a step is a 
measure of final resort. An intemational organ ization that 
includes the Intemational Atomic Energy Agency must be set 
up, with power to prevent the introduction of nuclear weap
ons into the �I iddle East." 

Janowitz grants that some I srael i  political leaders and intel
lechutls are convinced that another round of fighting can't be 
avoided and think that such an engagement would strengthen 
Israel and produce more favorable conditions for negotiation. 
He does not doubt that in another fight Israel's anny would 
perform courageously and more efl"ectively than in 1973. But it 
could not win a decisive victory. Another engagement "would 
produce another stalemate and another round ofreannament." 
The losses would be massive, the human cost enormous. 
Another war "would tear the social fabric of Israel with pro
found tragedy and devastation." 

As for the United States, the support of Israel by its pol itical 
leaders "remains powerful and enduring, although it faces 
grave pressures . The support for I srael in the U.S .  mil ita1y is 
equally strong, but that is not a question since the U.S .  mili
tary will fol low the orders of its civil ian leaders. However, 
both U.S .  political and military leaders want I srael to face the 
realities of the tension and confrontations of the moment. The 
United States, not because of economic reasons but because of 
the facts of the intemational s ituation, wil l  take small steps 
that can be interpreted as weakening Israel. The only altema
tive is for I srael ,  with the support of the Ame1ican Jewish 
community, to begin immediately to move toward a solution 
which will serve to reinforce U.S .  commitments and support 
to Israel ." 

The American Jewish community has "suppl ied cmcial 
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resou rces to make the state of I srael poss ible." I ts ass istauce 

has in  the past "had to he without specific:: cond itions,  f(x the 
Americans are far from the fighting front. However, it has been 

clear almost since the establishment o f  the State of Israel that 
its long-tenn political existence could not be ac::hieved hy 
military force alone; given time, the Arabs would win.  A 
pol itical settlement backed by military might is required. 
Such a settlement involves the solution of the Palesti nian 

issue and the status of the religious sites of the Old City. The 
American Jewish community has neglected its responsibility 
to ass ist in the solution of these two issues. The resolution o f  

these two issues is essential to  the security of Israel ."  
At the moment the picture is  ugly, but  there are positive 

signs.  It is poss ible that anarchy in Lebanon may have fright
ened and sobered the Syrians . "Whichever way it goes, Israel 
must take the political initiative," Janowitz says. Of course 
great risks are involved. The mil itary situation is del icate. The 
"internal balance in Israel is weak and fragmented." i\'ever
theless, immediate action must be taken. The infighting of the 
leaders will have to stop. Political careers must be risked. This 
is no time to think of one's personal fortune. "In my opinion," 
says Janowitz, "an election is called for in Israel. Regardless of 
who wins, the political leaders will  have to be more sober and 
more responsible." 

In  the grip of crisis and encircled by hostile states, Israel has 
remained consistently democratic. It isn't every country that 
would pennit free elections in an occupied territory. But these 
elections are late; they should have been held long ago. The 
Arabs of the West Bank ought from the first to have been 
encouraged to create political altematives to the PLO. There 
is no reason to think that they are eager in their prosperity to 
put themselves into the hands of extremists and terrorists. But 
the Israel is were not very realistic in 1967. When Janowitz 
visited I srael in 1970 and was taken on a tour of military 
installations, an Israeli general said to him as they stood 
together on the bank of the Suez Canal, "We expect to hold 
this for the next fifty years ."  

New states are often in trouble when the founding father 
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dies, Janowitz observes. Ben-Gurion had the authority to con
trol d issenting factions and impose unpopular but necessary 
decisions. Now there is no one. Neither is there time to beg 
Heaven for a successor. 

I HAVE been making what amounts to a personal Israel sylla
bus-the study of dozens of books and scores of documents. 

You are at times seduced into thinking that anything that can 
be studied and written up is also susceptible to reasonable 
adjustment. But then you remember that those who know the 
subject best are most pessimistic. And sometimes it comes 
over you that reasonable adjustment may be the remotest of 
possibilities. Occasionally the tme nature of the subject bursts 
forth. I am reading an article* by David Gubnann, one of a 
group of professors who attended a conference on the region 
last summer and traveled about, being briefed by Arab and 
Israeli leaders and questioning them. Professor Gutmann 
quotes verbatim from a speech before the Syrian National 
Assembly by General Mustafa T'Las, the :\1inister of Defense. 
Eulogizing a war hero who had himself killed twenty-eight 
Israelis, the general said, "He butchered three of them with 
an ax and decapitated them. In  other words, instead of using a 
gun to kill them he took a hatchet to chop their heads off. He 
stmggled face-to-face with one of them, and throwing down 
h is ax managed to break his neck and devour his flesh in front 
of h is comrades. This is a special case. Need I s ingle it out to 
award him the Medal of the Republic? I wil l grant this medal 
to any soldier who succeeds in killing twenty-eight Jews, and 
I will cover him with appreciation and honor for his bravery." 
Egyptian and Syrian leaders speak of the founding of Israel as 
"the original sin"; is this sin so great that it justifies not only 
slaughter but cannibalism? Commentators and scholars-left, 
right, or center-speak of imperialism and socialism, of\ I iddle 
Eastem nationalism-must we add cannibalism to this list of 
isms? Is this flesh-eating speech a scare tactic, a baring of the 

*In the Middle East Review, Fall 1975. 
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teeth calculated only to frighten; is it s i m ply something like 
Lemuel Gull iver's gobbl i n g  joke on a cowering L il l ipu t iau ?  I 
am inclined to think that the general meant what he said. Let 

us break the enemy's neck and tear his flesh wi th our t('eth . 
The new nationalism has not revived what is best in Islam 

or, to judge by this frightful crudity, in the human soul. 
In Western E urope and the United States, left-wing intel

lechmls continued to use the familiar :\l arxist-Le n i n ist vocab
ulary, hoping for a radical solution and blaming the troubles of 
the Middle East on the rivalrous superpowers, especially on 

imperialist America. To Sartre it is evident that only Arab 
socialism can bring peace and justice, and by socialism he 
plainly means revolutionary socialism-the produ<.:t of class 
struggle and of violence. I doubt that he would approve of 
neck-breaking or of cannibalizing one's enemies . From the far 
left also, 1'\oam C homsky warns in Peace in the Middle East? 

that Israel may become utterly dependent on capital ist Amer
ica. In the chapter entitled "A Radical Perspective" he writes :  
"I t  i s  common these days to hear Israel described as a tool of  
Western imperialism. As a description this i s  not accurate, but 
as a prediction it may well be so. From the point of view of 
American imperial interests, such dependence will be wel
comed for many reasons. Let me mention one that is rarely 
considered. The United States has a great need for an interna
tional enemy so that the population can be effectively mobi
l ized, as in the past quarter-century, to support the use of 
American power throughout the world and the development 
of a form of h ighly militarized, highly centralized state capital
ism at home. These policies nahually carry a severe social cost 
and require an acquiescent, passive, frightened population. 
Now that the cold-war consensus is eroding, American milita
rists welcome the threat to Israel. With supreme cynicism, 
they eagerly exploit the danger to Israel and argue that only 
the American martial spirit and American military power are 
capable of saving Israel from Russian-supported genocide. 
This campaign has been successful, even in drawing left
l iberal support." 

The Bolshevik slogan "The Main Enemy Is at Home," now 
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some sixty years old, has lost none of its effectiveness. For 
American radicals, the main enemy has h is base in Washing
ton, whence all evils flow. But can one blame the threat of 
genocide or the capacity for it, the blood obsession, on "highly 
centralized state capitalism"? I am rei uctant to believe that this 
"state capitalism" is as diabolicai, conspiratorial, and all
powerful as Chomsky says it is .  Does it need enemies abroad in 
order to keep us acquiescent, frightened, and passive? We are 
already frightened and rendered sufficiently passive by mug
ging, rape, and murder in our cities . l\luch clearer than the 
shadowy workings of centralized state capitalism is the fact that 
young men, mere boys of twelve and fourteen, carry automatic 
weapons in the streets of Beirut, and that they murder with 
perfect impunity, and that close to thirty thousand persons have 
been killed in Lebanon in l ittle more than a year. 

T. S. E liot once spoke of statesmen as the foremost of the 
Gadarene swine. Ah, if it were only the statesmen. There are 
so many others in the stampede. 

FACED with unappeasable hatreds and with intenninable 
disputes, many Israelis conclude that it would be better to 

prepare to fight. True, the losses might be frightful, but at leas t 
l ibe1ty would be affirmed and dignity maintained. To l ive 
under the shadow of annihilation is unendurable. To become 
an American satellite is too galling. It would be better, these 
Israelis bel ieve, to go it alone. Official support for settlements 
in Gaza, on the West Bank, and on the Golan Heights implies 
that in the government, too, American influence is being 
resisted. These settlements, as Terence Smith, of The New 

York Times, has pointed out, are not placed at random but 
forn1 a pattern. It seems obvious that they are meant to be a 
permanent part of the Israeli defense system. They are not, as 
some claim, put there solely in order to increase the govern
ment's bargaining power. Israel evidently intends to hold on 
to them in an eventual peace agreement. 

One of lsrael's leading physicists, Yuval Ne'eman, is among 
those who take a strong line and argue that no ground should 
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he given. Professor Ne'eman, until recently the defense estab
l ishment's chief scientist and principal adviser to Shimon 
Peres, the defense minister, resigned last winter over the 
s igning of the interim agreemen t with Egypt. Ne' em an said 
that Israel was, in effect, duped by Henry Kissinger and that in 
return for its surrender of the Abu Hudeis oil fields it received 
a worthless piece of paper from Washington. Ne'cman 
accused Rabin of having misrepresented the terms of this 
agreement to his own Cabinet. Israel was persuaded to make 
unilateral concess ions. "And as a result of those concessions," 
wrote the Jentsalem Post, summarizing Ne'eman's position, 
"Israel has now become the satel lite of a U.S .  whose present 
administration is merely feeding it bit by bit to the Arabs to 
ensure its own oil supply." It was unrealistic, said 1\:e'eman, to 
think of massive, long-term aid from the United States in view 
of the economic situation of the United States and its "atmos
phere." Israel should have obtained binding political com
mibnents from the Americans. The govemment had bungled. 
Israel yielded; the Egyptians gave up noth ing. "In order to 
calm fears of another oil blockade and show a pol itical success 
after the collapse of Vietnam, the Americans needed a S inai 
agreement." The Israel i  Cabinet was presented with a draft 
agreement, which it approved, hut a new draft arrived soon 
afterward in which earlier promises were withdrawn.  This new 
document, promising nothing, was not the one the Cabinet had 
approved. Ne' em an believes that Kissinger, l ike a bazaar 
merchant, expected the Israelis  to bargain .  Instead, Israel 
accepted the Kissinger approach, conceding everything to 
Egypt and postponing final arrangements with the Americans. 
By surrendering Abu Rudeis, Israel made itself utterly depen
dent on the United States for its oil . "We have lost all sem
blance of being a self-respecting independent state with its 
own national interests." 

Professor Ne' eman thinks Kissinger is "a ruthless impro
viser who sees no more than a few months ahead." He consid
ers peace between Israel and the Arabs "a utopian dream." 
The Ford administration "has written Israel off as a nu isance. 
It can serve one pmvose, however-to he fed to the Arabs a 
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s lice or two each year, at the present stage, to increase influ
ence and stave off an oil holdup." This i s  what the "step-by
step" policy means. Nor does :'\e' eman expect the giveaway to 
stop at the pre-1967 borders. As for the Arabs, they had in 1973 
the "victory" which, according to the diagnosis of the "pol iti
cal psydwanalysts," their self-esteem so badly needed, and 
they are "dnmk with a sense of power. Far from being satis
fied, they arc now convinced that they after all have a chance 
to destroy Israel .  Not in one grand attack but in a series of 
blows." Professor Ne' eman does not blame the United St'ltes, 
for it has a right to develop its own policies. He blames the 
government of Israel. Despite its strong slogans, it is inept and 
weak. It declared that it would never tolerate Syrian troops in 
Lebanon but in  the early stages of civil war worked to lessen the 
impression that a Syrian i nvasion had occurred. "\Vith our own 
hands we sealed the fate of Lebanon," the Jerusalem Post 

quotes him as saying. Professor Ne' eman also accuses the 
government of giving "the erroneous impression" that it was 
"saved in 1973 by the U.S. airl ift. It is too late to correct this 
impression. But not too late to wean ourselves of the depen
dence on U.S .  anns;  and a U.S. cutoff would not be a disaster." 

At this point I begin to wonder whether Professor 
Ne'eman's views are as substantial as they are bold. Almost all 
my informants agree that Israel was running out of ammuni
tion in  1973. I have always been as willing as the next writer to 
free myself from bondage to common sense, but despite my 
best efforts I haven't been able to get rid of it, quite, and 
common sense now asks, "If  the Russians, the French, and the 
Americans themselves continue to supply Saudi Arabia, 
Egypt, and other Arab nations with sophisticated arms, how 
will Israel defend itself?" 

Professor N e' em an believes that Israel can go it alone. "And 
anyway," he says,"we cannot expect massive American aid to 
continue." For these reasons, he supports the Jewish settle
ments in Judea and Samaria on the West Bank. Ne'eman puts 
the next question to h imself: "Don't you think you'd be bring
ing another war on us that way?" He replies that it is territorial 
concessions, rather, that will  lead to war. "Giving up the West 
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Bank would make possible a general assault which I srael 
m ight just be able to withstand at the cost of 50,000- 100,000 
killed, and which might end in another �lasada on �lount 
Cam1el, if we were quick enough. On the other hand, standing 
up to the pressures raises the chances of some kind of settle
ment (although these are quite low). And if war did come, it 
would be in conditions that still pennitted victory. At any rate, 
the question here is not one of an alternative to war. It is about 
an alternative to mass slaughter, of fighting a war of defense 
rather than mounting the gallows." Israel must he self-reliant. 
By ending its dependency upon the United States it may once 
again become a "strong ally rather than a despised satel lite ." 

The position is this :  if we do not draw the line we will he 
dismembered. We must forget about pol itical settlements and 
rely upon our strength. I don't know how much real i ty there is 
in this-little, I suspect. But there are no smooth alternatives. 
All of them are full  of difficulty, vexation, heartbreak. 

T RYING to put it all together, "to come to clarity," as Of!e 
of my professors used to say. What a nice thing to come 

to. But this subject resists clarification. Matters l ike -Islamic 
history, Israeli politics, Russian ambitions, and American 
problems-foreign and domestic-interpose themselves, to 
say nothing of Third World upheavals and the crisis of West
em civil ization. I nstead of coming to clarity, one is infected 
with disorder. And I've found that talking to the public figures 
one reads about in the papers and books doesn't always help. 
My most unprofitable conversations have been wi th the peo
ple who presumably had most to say. 

SCARCELY any point in talking with Henry Kissinger. 
For one thing, he doesn't want to talk. Not really. For 

another, he has already talked. All his views are on record and 
known to all the world. Everything has already been said. 

The sun is shining in Washington. I am ushered into Mr. 
Kiss inger's anterooms. I get a glimpse of what I take to be the 
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secretmy's dog, a golden retriever, and I inspect the pmtmits 
of Ben Franklin and J .  Q. Adams and then the Hepplewhite 
and Duncan Phyfe objects in the James �lonroe Room. While 
waiting I sip the whiskey and read the l iterature describing the 
room handed to me together with my drink by a polite atten
dant. Then �lr. Kissinger appears, a man with a ful l  face and a 
remarkable head of hair, the tight curls mounting in dense 
waves ,  a most American smt of foreigner, speaking the 
language of Harvard and Washington. He leads me into his 
private dining room, where the waiter sets before us bowls of 
soup, a veal dish, and desserts too rich to be eaten. �lr. 
Kissinger tastes the pudding and pushes it impatiently away. 
He says that he can't al low me to quote him. That's al l right. 
Everyone else quotes him superabundantly. :\'ot only have I 
l istened to countless discussions of Kissinger h�· people who 
know him wel l ,  but I have read �latti Golan's book and a 
memorandum by \lartin Lipset covering Kissinger's views 
on Israel .  The h1cts are coming out of my ears. Then what 
am I doing here? I am curious to sec if I can learn what 
the Secreta1y of State feels about Israel .  According to the 
Lipset memorandum, Kiss inger said that he didn't think his 
" rel igion" would lead him to be weak in  support of lsrael .  H is 
relatives had died in concentration camps and he was, of 
course, emotionally invoh-ed. If he had known that the Mid
dle East situation would develop so many difficulties so soon 
after he became secrehuy, he might have refi1 sed the job. But 
he wou ld certainly do whatever he could to get the best peace 
poss ible. 

The secretary confronts me very eamestly, filii bee. H is 
voice has dropped, and he speaks pious ly about his Jewish 
feel ings. I cannot get it out of my head that a reel of tape is 
probably spinning under the table. He is  no doubt recording 
this conversation, protecting himself. And why not? There is  
no reason he should take chances with visitors who may 
misquote him. It is hard to judge whether he is te l ling me what 
he most earnestly feels or what he thinks I want to hear. He says 
that the shadow of annihilation fal l s  over him as it fal ls  over 
other Jews, that his soul, too, is heavily burdened by fears for 
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Israel's safety. I f  the world fails to rise to the moral test of 
preserving that safety, it will mean the end of our civil ization. 
He represents himself as a strong defender of Israel whose 
efforts are not appreciated. He has given more time to the 
Middle East than any other Secretary of State would have 
given. America, which is Israel's sole support, is real ly more 
interested in the Arabs. The impression he wants to convey is 
that he has stood between Israel and its enemies in the 
American government. \\'hen he steps down, ami he must step 
down soon, he will be missed by the very people who now 
assail him. Mr. Kissinger has the deftness of a master manipu
lator, but I feel his touch, subtle as it is. For what it may he 
worth, he wants to convince me of his warmth. In this wannth, 
however, there are icy spots-a scattering of threats which he 
perhaps has the habit of making when talking to American 
Jews: they had better understand that in letting themselves he 
used as lobbyists by Israel's leaders they are helping neither 
Israel nor themselves ; in the disastrous event o f lsrael' s defeat 
they too will get it in the neck. So they had better stop making 
so much noise in Washington and unde1mining their chief 
protector, H enry Kissinger. 

Kiss inger doesn't say this in so many words. He is a man of 
some culture (or hasn't divested h imself of that appearance) 
and a serious student of history and politics. It is possible that 
he may by now have picked up the Washington big shot's 
contempt for the mere professor. People speak of his duplic
ity, coldness, cynicism, and perhaps he is coldly cynical and 
tricky. To hold his own in Nixon ian Washington, a man would 
have to be queerly resourceful ,  complex, gifted in many 
ways-some of them disagreeable. As we talk, I recall a sen
tence from Golan's book. He is speaking of Kissinger's shuttle 
diplomacy: "The record of the discussions reveals a pattern of 
deception and broken promises that would have made even 
Kissinger's heroes, Metternich and Castlereagh, blush." 

"Ah," says Mr. Kissinger, at last breaking off and looking 
away, "if only the Bible had been written in  Uganda. Every
one would have been so much better off." 

He now excuses himself, leaving me with a sense that he 
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would prefer to go on chatting but that a dull Congressional 
Committee is waiting for him. 

Joe Alsop, whom I also see in Washington, is one of Kissin
ger's most loyal supporters. Alsop doesn't want for enemies 
either. �lany think him a mad hawk and militarist. Perhaps he 
is. I go to have a drink with him, not to declare my support for 
his views. Those have occasionally repelled me, but I have 
always enjoyed his company. I find his �lagoo voice pleasant. 
His circular specs are pushed down to the end of his nose . He 
sits in his Georgetown l ibrary, books rising to the ceiling, 
sipping tea from a huge cup; he nettles his vis itors now and 
then but he also entertains them. His reminiscences are worth 
listening to. He goes on too long. He refers all too often to his 
favorite Washington novel ,  Henry Adams' Democracy. But he 
does allow the subject to be changed. He is not one of the 
oppressive cummdgeons ; he is the picturesque kind. He 
argues by  linking a long series of  aggressive questions, punc
tuated by "Hey?" "Eh?" "Isn't that so-ekh?" "Has Israel 
better, steadier friends than me? Than Henry-eh? Where 
will the other fel lows be when things get tough, ekh?" (He 
does not name these other fellows but he is speaking of 
supporters of Israel in  the House and Senate.) "Where shall 
we look for them when the roll is called up yonder-ekh? 
ekh? Will they have the guts to be in the fight or will they take 
off to save their damned pol itical skins? Tell me? Eh?" He 
walks about his library, a stooped but  strong figure. 'Til  be 
there when that roll is called," he tells me. "What's the matter 
with those I sraelis? Can't they compose their damn internal 
di fferences ? Do they want to be caught the way the British 
and French were in I 939? Fight l ike cornered rats? Isn't that 
what I try to tel l  them to avoid? But won't I stand by them 
anyway? To the last, eh? I admire those fellows. They can 
fight. But they don't feel friendly toward me now, do they?" 

"They believe your 'Dear Amos' article was Kissinger
inspired." 

"Nonsense. I t's me. It's what I've thought all along, and 
they know it. Rabin was one of my dearest friends in Washing-
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ton. Love him like a brother. But aren't those fel lows too 
reluctant to give up ground? Buy peace with ground?" 

But so f�u they've bought next to nothing. 

LATER in the spring, the l i lacs have come and gone, and 
blossoming trees have dropped their flowers-spring this 

year of 1976 is  cooler than it normally is. In �larch I hear from 
friends in  Israel how beautifid the season is. I remember the 
anemones on the hillsides of Galilee. Dennis Silk sends me 
some poems and writes that he is depressed by pol itics. He is 
diverting himself with a toy from Communist China; it might 
be of use in the marionette theater for which he writes plays. A 
letter from John Auerbach says he is working in the kibbutz's 
seaside resort taking telephone reservations, preparing for the 
summer holidays. About politics, he writes that he has been in  
Israel for thi1ty years now and becomes more confused by the 
year. The politicians fight among themselves-"all this in a 
hostile world, and the stack of weapons ris ing daily all 
around." There are troubles in Jemsalem over the Temple 
Mount, and demonstrations and riots on the \Vest Bank. It 
would be a dreadful thing if such fighting were to become 
chronic and if, as reprisals fol lowed killings, an Ulster situa
tion were to develop with Jerusalem as its Belfast-Jemsa
lem, which Teddy Koll ek has done so much to make a peace
ful and a decent city. 

The root of the problem is simply this-that the Arabs will 
not agree to the existence oflsrael. Walter Laqueur writes that 
the issue is  neither borders nor the formation of a Palestinian 
state.* The core of the problem is, as Elie Kedourie puts it, 
the right of the Jews, "hitherto a subject community under 
Islam, to exercise political sovereignty in an area regarded as 
part of the M uslim domain." And Laqueur, citing Kedourie, 
asks, "Why . . .  should the Arabs, who have been unwill ing for 
twenty-eight years to grant this right to the Jews, suddenly be 

*"Is Peace Possible in the Middle East," CommentanJ, March 1976, pp. 28-33. 
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willing to do so just when Arab power and influence have so 
greatly increased?" Nationalist movements do not renounce 
national territory. 

A binational state would not last long, says Laqueur. In a 
"secular democratic Palestine," a civil war would be inevita
ble. And what prospects are there for a peace guaranteed by 
outside powers? Which powers? The United Nations? 
Europe? These "can be dismissed without further comment." 
The Soviet Union has shown l ittle interest in ending the 
conflict. It has not asked the Arab "Rejection Front" to be 
more receptive to peace proposals. The Soviet Union "could 
probably torpedo any settlement not to its liking." The corol
lary to this is that the Soviet Union will have to be asked to 
approve an evenhml agreement. It is not l ikely that the Rus
s ians would guarantee a settlement that "gives their Arab 
friends and cl ients less than they want." As for American 
guarantees, they are "almost equally problematical." Guaran
tees should provide for military intervention, and the Con
gress and the nation are in an isolationist mood. Even if there 
were a clear case of aggression, cries of "No more Vietnams" 
might be raised. Besides, if  present trends continue, America 
may not be able to intervene, "because it is steadily falling 
behind the Soviet Union in  military preparedness." The Arabs 
may speak of "liquidating" Israel ,  but as Israel has weapons of 
mass destruction the PLO and the Rejection Front might have 
to pay for such an attempt with the annihilation of their own 
people. "Once they realize that the only alternative to coexist
ence is mutual extinction a solution of the conflict will become 
possible," says Laqueur. 

THE N"E\V YORK TI M ES reports on � lay 5 a speech by 
fom1er Secretary of Defense James R. Schlesinger, given 

at a meeting of the American Israel Public Affairs Committee. 
The Ford Administration, he says, is undermining moral sup
port for Israel by putting undue pressure on it to make conces
sions to the Arabs. He thinks that we treat Israel as we treated 
South Vietnam during the 1972-73 peace negotiaions, when 
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we blamed our bilure to reach a settlement on the Sonth 
Vietnamese. Kiss inger, during the Paris negotiations, often 
complained that Nguyen Van Thien was balking his e llorts to 
reach an agreement. " Ultimate ly, \lr. Thicu gave in as the 
result of major promises of American aid and implicit threats 
from President Richard i\1 .  Nixon," says the Times. \I r. 
Schlesinger speaks of "the Vietnamization of Israel in recent 
years." M r. Kissinger, who bears a cons iderable share of the 
responsibil ity for what happened in Vietnam, asks Israel to 
rely on h im to make its position in the \I iddle East secure .  
More, he seems to require that Israel place its f�1ith in him 
alone. 

What a pity it  i s  that the great \letternich wasn't bom in 
Uganda. 

In March Laqueur wrote that Israel was standing firm but 
had no other strategy. For a long time now there have been no 
foreign policy in itiatives-only reactions to moves made by 
others. What might Israel do? Laqueur thought that it would 
be realistic for Israel to tell the world that it had no intention 
of annexing Arab territories, that it was prepared to con£onn 
with U.N.  Resolution 242, which emphasizes "the inadmiss i
bi l ity of the acquis ition of territory by war." Laqueur suggests 
that Israel declare itself willing to evacuate the territories by 
stages "over a period of five to ten years within the framework 
of a general peace settlement involving recognition of Israel 
and a regulated rectification of the 1967 borders in the interest 
of security." H aving spelled out his recommendations, 
Laqueur adds that it is a long time since concrete proposals for 
coexistence were made to the Arabs. 

But late in i\lay I was glad to read in an article from the 
Chicago Tribuue Wire Services that Ambassador Gideon 
Rafael in London had described Israel i  proposals for peace 
discussions. These have not received much attention. The 
press was then busy with the confessions of an Ohio Congress
man who put his girl friend, a talkative sexpot. on the federal 
payroll .  When this fascinating epi sode in American hi story 
ends, these new proposals may reach the front page. One of 
them calls for a moratorium on weapons programs .  The many 
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bill ions of dollars saved by a disannament agreement could be 
used for the resettlement of refugees and the development of 
the �f iddle East. Israel also proposes that the st.'lte of war be 
ended; that am1ed forces withdraw to secure and recognized 
boundaries ; that a settlement of the refugee problem be nego
tiated; that there be free navigation of the Suez Canal and 
other waterways. Last is the suggestion that the b ig powers 
look on from the sidelines while the Arabs and Israelis 
negotiate. 

These latest proposals will probably be ignored by the 
Arabs, but they indicate that Israel has not become immobile, 
inflexible, paralyzed by stubbonmess of political rivals, or 
lacking in  leadership. Its leaders are plainly still capable of 
pulli ng themselves together. Perhaps the slaughter to the north 
(to cal l it mass murder is no exaggeration) has sobered them. 

No one can know what the Lebanese casualty figures are. 
And what if we did know? Would forty thousand dead appall 
us more than thirty thousand? One can only wonder how all 
this kil l ing is registered in  the mind and spirit of the race. It  
has been estimated that the Khmer Rouge has destroyed a 
million and a half Cambodians, apparently as part of a design 
for improvement and renewal. What is  the meaning of such 
corpse-making? In ancient times the walls of captured cities in  
the Middle East were sometimes hung with the skins of the 
vanquished. That custom has died out. But the eagerness to 
ki l l  for political ends--{)r to justify kil l ing by such ends-is as 
keen now as it ever was. 
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