
attacks. Like the Pharisee, he'd rather not 
be inconvenienced and would rather 
pass by on the other side. 

Weil, enough. But two final points: I 
don't have to use Bartlett's (I don't own 
a copy, and I've taught Dryden, Burke, 
and Waugh for 25 years), and I've just 
retired aliter 35 years of enlisted and 
commissioned service in the United 
States Navy and Naval Reserve, two 
organizations which don't tolerate lap-
dogs and eunuchs. D 

feminists, art for art's sake writers, 
bureaucratic generals, egalitarian re
publicans, and fet women— în fact, with 
just about everything that would be
come the 20th century. Hillaire Belloc 
and G. K Chesterton imagined a social 
system straight out of the 12th century, 
and Belloc refused to drink anything 
invented after the Reformation. More 
recently in Britain you could point to 
Evelyn Waugh and Anthony Powell, 
while in America a good case could be 

made for the "nonliberal" vision of Peter 
DeVries. 

Roy Blount is hardly a conservative, 
and he is sometimes offensive (so were 
Aristophanes and Rabelais) but he is also 
often funny. Your reviewers' failure to 
respond to the fiinny side of contempo
rary life is part of a larger failure: the 
inability to grasp the zaniness of the 
universe. I wonder if they can really be 
conservatives. D 

Who Cares? Iiii; \MI;KI( \N PK()S( I N U M 

by Hany Zoylus 

The anonymous reviewers at Chroni
cles of Culture don't seem to like any
thing except right-wing polemics. The 
problem is the usual plague of the self-
righteous: they have no sense of humor. 
For them, Roy Blount Jr. is "a humorist of 
sorts." What's the worst thing that can be 
brought up against him? He wears 
makeup in the cover photo. 

There is a big world out there, where 
men still engage in "sports, drinking, 
choppingwood... and sexual relations," 
although these subjects are obviously 
too earthy for the little puritans who 
review boolis. It's not so much Roy who 
is too much for them, as the reality of 
everyday life. Don't conservatives chop 
wood, drink bourbon, or make love? 
Don't they have any of what Roy calls 
"the crovvn jewels"? 

The dismal prissiness of so many 
American conservatives is a modern 
phenomenon. We don't have to go back 
to Aristophanes or Juvenal or even Swift 
to find great humorists vsiio were arch-
reactionaries. Most brilliant comedy— 
and all great social satire—is intensely 
conservative, because it is a disgruntled 
response to the present's failure to live 
up to the standards of a mythical past. W. 
S. Gilbert managed to be offended at: 

Mr. Zoylus u/rites from Whiskey Lake, 
Wisconsin. 

CaveatEmptor 

In Art, as in most areas of life, Califor
nia is ahead of the rest of us. A new set of 
California laws, collectively known as 
"An Artist's BiU of Rights," prohibit the 
buyer of a work of art from making any 
alterations in that work without consent 
of the artist. According to a recent issue 
oi State of the Arts, the ofi&cial publica
tion of the California Arts Council, 
buyers of art are beginning to feel the 
force of this new law. In one reported 
case, the owner of a painting is facing 
legal action for removing dollar bills that 
the artist had originally sewn to his 
canvas. The law allows the artist to sue 
the offending owner for "actual and 
punitive damages, attorneys' fees, expert 
witness' fees and injunctive relief" 

It is hard to calculate the effect of such 
a law. For some time now, the serious 
arts have been divorced from the greater 
public. The books of new poets go 
unread, most new music goes unheard 
and even unplayed, and nobody much 
likes modem painting except the people 
whose lives depend upon it—^painters 
and critics. It is easy to blame these 
developments upon tiie public's Philis
tinism or (which comes closer) the 
artists' arrogance. Whatever the cause, 
few people regard paintings and verses 
as somehow their own. Art is something 
abstract, recherche, and recondite— 
accessible only to the initiated few. In 

California art is so etherealized, it is no 
longer even property. 

ff the California law catches on (re
member Proposition 13?), no one will 
dare buy a work of art of any period. 
Lawyers being lawyers, we can expect to 
see briefe filed on behalf of Praxiteles and 
Michelangelo over the matter of certain 
fig leaves in the Vatican. D 

Commedia dell'Arte 

George Balanchine died a year ago 
April. Last July the Ballet Master of the 
New York City Ballet, John Taras, was 
finally persuaded by Mikhail Baryshnikov 
to join the American Ballet Theater. In a 
recent interview with Dancewagaz/w^ 
Taras observed that with Balanchine 
gone "things will not be the same." How 
right he was. The New York City Ballet 
waited only a year and a half to dishonor 
the memory oftheir master. They recendy 
sent to Italy a reduced company of 
dancers, bravely flying the Balanchine 
flag, in order to bolster the European 
reputation of the company. By all ac
counts, they could just as well have 
stayed home. The scaled-down produc
tions put on in impossible locations 
were more like vaudeville than ballet. 
The most unintentionally surreal perfor
mance was given in an abandoned velo
drome. Since the bleachers had been 
given over to plantings of trees and 
bushes, plastic chairs had to be brought 
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in for seating. As The Economist de
scribed the effect, it was "more a g i ^ e 
than a gig." This travesty of Balanchine's 
choreography was part of a celebration 
of the Italian Communist Party's/esto 
deH'unita 

It's too bad Balanchine couldn't have 
been there to see it. Before his defection 
in 1924, he had danced in performances 
given for the party leadership in the 
Soviet Union. Waiting in the wings, he 
would hear snatches of fervent debates. 
To the end of his days, he used to enter
tain friends with his imitations of 
Trotsky. The aesthetic commissars of the 
U.S.S.R. were not ready for Balanchine's 
innovations in dance. Even in 1959 the 
chief choreographer of the Bolshoi 

arrogantly informed Balanchine that his 
work would be condemned back home 
as "mere formalism." 

Balanchine loved his American home. 
The State Department had to work hard 
to convince him that it was his patriotic 
duty as an American citizen to take the 
company to the Soviet Union in 1962. 
The emigre's hostility to communism 
and to the Soviet regime was unbending. 
Throughout his successM tour, when
ever he was hailed as a great Russian, he 
always responded—^in pre-1917 Russian 
—with a denial. No, he was only an 
American. In his native city of St. 
Petersburg (now Leningrad) he was 
hailed as a conquering hero, a home
town boy who made good. He accepted 

the tribute—^not for himself, he said, but 
on behalf of the United States and New 
York City. 

Balanchine was a great American, a 
deeply religious man, and a militant 
anticommunist. The New York City 
Ballet's clowning for the Italian com
munists is worse than bad taste. The aims 
of the Italian Party are no different from 
those of their Russian brethren who 
drove and are still driving so many 
artists, musicians, writers, and dancers 
into exile. In putting itself at the service 
of the Party, the NYCB demonstrates 
once again the connection between 
artistic integrity and moral conscience: 
bad faith makes bad art. D 

And the Winners Are. 

In my opinion, the winners of the 
1984 presidential election were: 

President Reagan 
liberalism 

and 
the conservative eggheads, with 

\diom the Republican politicians 
are so ostentatiously impatient. 

Faced with such judgment, a wise 
rabbi woiikl caress his beard and sa>': 
"llowiDnicMiilulisparaUM-vcniinii-
theiical. elcnu-nis could all win at (hc 
same lime anil place?" .\nd tluiiS a 
gooil (.|ui-sii()n. wiiicli makes politics 
in toilay".s Xnierii'a.siichaconlusing. if 
not disturbing, spectacle. 

I'resiilcnl Keaganci-rtainb wnnon 
iiis i\-C( ird. i>iit part ofliis recorii is the 
asset of his smile: an enileariiigh ;ili-
.\nierican smile llial coii\e\s an im
pression of foriiiLide and conviction, 
riiere were otiiers befori' Mr. Reagan 

who went alongwa\ i>n their smiles; 
{hrk {iahle managed \.o turn his grin 
into a naiionalefiiiilem. Tile press lias 
airead\ laggeil this unprecedenteil 
\iciiirv ;ts ;i triumph (if ptipularitx. 

That is not exactly the case. Reagan 
won because, next to his substantial 
economic accomplishments, he eftec-
tively symbolized certain ideals, ;md 
longings, and emotions. Some of 
them were superficially articulated 
but at the same time were as hot as a 
branding iron pressed against the 
nation's flesh. 

So the question is why did Reagan's 
coattails stretch no further than 
George Bush? 

When America woke up on 
November 7th, the election, its seen 
by extreme partisans on both sides, 
could have been reduced to the 
defeat of the party of Sister Booni-
Bootn by the party of Brother Falw ell. 
llie entire nation—down to the stra-
tum of the IS-year-olds—seemed 
permeated \\ilh a desire l()r a society 
prolbimdly iliflerent from wiiat we 
inherited from the \'-)W\ and "O's. 
Obviously, the nation in its mass 
\oted against mindless liberationism 
whose consec|uence has lieen the 
mural and existential emptiness in 
the iivi-s of. at least, one generation. 
Mr. Mondale somehow represented 

San Ifanci.sco and .Mr. keagan l.\nch-
burg. \irginia. Hut the clarity of 
people's decision becomes blurreil. if 
we try to pit tiie liberalism of the 
Democrats against the conser\atism 
of the Kepuiilicans. .Massachusetts 
reelected an unrepentant homo.sex-
iial congri-ssman who seduced a 
congressional page, while tiie xoiers 
of Illinois turneil against a con-
gres.snian guilty of a similar hut more 
"normal" transgression, di-spiteall his 
tears of re]ienlance. Small things, 
perhaps, but they speak \ olumes ainHil 
some vectors of our soi'icty that seem 
to be be\i)nd the understaniling of 
Republican eonser\ atiw.s. 

So win does a nation whose in
stincts are behind Ronald Ueag;iii all 
the wa\ displa\. at the .same time, such 
indilierence to his catechism of 
funtlameiital. down-to-earih valiii's? 
Why does ideological liberalism 
ri-main the iiig winner by tiiwariing 
all tile efforts to initiate a (liffvn'iil 
socielN? W hy is liberalism still so 
poll-lit as to lie able to give the 
moribund Democratic Party agai-
\ani/ing.shot and s;ive it from iu-ing 
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Out of the Closet, Into the Street 

arms race, superpower relationships. 
... Nobody asks tlie editors of The 
Nation to genuflect before our beliefs; 
but why spit on them? Are we the 
enemy? 

For years the editors of Christianity 
and Crisis have done their best to make 
friends with the international left, even 
to the point of adjusting or ignoring in
convenient doctrines. Despite these 
efforts, The Nation recently took aim at 
all (not just conservative) religionists 
and fired a broadside entitled "Political 
Opium." C&C 's soul-searching response: 

What's the point? On many issues and 
in much of its content, The Nation 

projects a vision of the just and caring 
society that we (and, we believe, the 
editors oi Commonweal, Sojourners, 
The Christian Century, National 
Catholic Reporter, etc., along with the 
leaders and staffe of major Jewish and 
Christian organizations) find attrac
tive. We push many of the same causes 
and fight the same kind of enemies— 
in Central America, South Africa, the 
Middle East, on the environment, the 
rights of women and minorities, 
school prayer, the death penalty, the 

"Verily, I say unto you, they have their 
reward" (Matt. 6:5). D 

decisively defeated in the political 
arena? 

Part of the answer lies in what Rep. 
Jack Kemp said on the election night 
during a brief interview: during the 
long months of his campaigning for 
Republican candidates all over the 
country, he found the Democrats 
sounding just like Republicans on 
almost every issue. He may be right, 
but the question remains: Why did 
they and how could they sound so 
much like the Republicans? Did they 
score a major upset by preempting 
something terribly important which 
by dint of history and common sense 
did not belong to them? Did a jfraud 
decide the outcome of tlie struggle? 

The fact is that neither Reagan nor 
his Republicans were able to give an 
ideological identity to questions of 
foreign policy or to issues which they 
called—so naively—"social." As a 
result, every Democrat in the field 
could wrap himself in borrowed 
ideological finery that clearly did not 
belong to him or her. Whenever they 
wanted to strike a patriotic pose, or 
espouse fiscal conservatism, or refute 
the excesses of feminism, or rant 
about "real" militarj- strength—they 
could do so easily because liberalism 
has assumed an astonishing flexibilit}' 

now so evident among bright Ubend 
columnists and scholars and aggres
sively liberal TV anchormen and 
commentators. The Republicans 
were miserably deficient in the 
cultural sophistication which might 
have enabled them to defend their 
o^Ti ideological advantage—summed 
up so obviously (if simplistically) in 
the President's image. Anyone who 
happened to watch James Baker, the 
White House Chief of Staff, during his 
few minutes on CBS would detect 
immediately where the weakness 
lies: the Republicans approach poli
tics as a supreme value in itself All Mr. 
Baker could talk about was another 
cosmetic administration, mired 
ankle-deep in the priorities of 
purebred politicians. 

It can be argued that the Reagan 
landslide may have historical conse
quences. Big upturns are often origi
nated by commanding personalities 
whose symbolism succeeds in trans
forming tlie popular mind and refur
bishing the national spirit. However, 
if such a personality actually intro
duces a neu! set of notions, they must 
derive from solid intellectual effort, 
that is, if they are to escape the 
revolving door of cultural trends. 

And here is where those who trv to 

give conservatism its intellectual 
dimension come in. For years, they 
have observed that the Republican 
message is pathetically shallow, 
unable even to buoy up an ideologj-, 
much less a ship of state. The Party 
requires a meticulously and patiently 
car\'ed basis of scholarly support. The 
"new patriotism" of the Republicans 
rings with a sort of, by now, antique 
shrillness. It is hardly a proposition on 
which to base a meaningftil restora
tion of the national ethos. Tlie Repub
licans' social pluralism and notions of 
justice and fairness are awkward and 
derivative; their manifestations of 
religiousness unrefined and without 
depth; their antifeminism limited to a 
few embarrassing slogaas. For years, 
we have voiced the supreme neces-
sit)' of a coherent public philosophy 
that would eflicicndy traaslate intel
lectual theories and moral concerns 
into political language and practice. 
We are quite positive that, at this 
point of history, American conserva-
tisin badly needs its Jeffersons and 
Madisons, but before they arrive, it 
needs even more its Lockes and 
Burkes, who, in a new and inimitable 
way, would be able to teach politi
cians how to think. 

—Leopold, Tyrmand 
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