
courses from history, geography, eco
nomics, political science, sociology, an
thropology, religion, and philosophy, 
obviously a mandatory minority culture 
course would leave them shortchanged. 

But he did endorse the interesting 
demand that "all University courses 
reflect the multiracial and multicultural 
character of American society." Trying 
to stake out a middle ground between 
the "rigid dichotomy" he saw in the 
debate over the Western civilization 
course at Stanford, Reese announced 
that UT-K would be "dedicated to 
intellectual and cultural diversity," 
which means that students will find the 
already meager ration of their own 
heritage further diluted in the new 
"melting pot" of global relativism. 

To his credit, the chancellor refused 
the task force requests for the creation 
of a vice-chancellor for minority affairs 
and a UT Civil Rights Commission, 
noting that the university already had 
a Commission for Blacks, a Commis
sion for Women, and an Adaptive Liv
ing Committee. But the bureaucracy 
will continue to bloat. The task force 
encouraged black students to file 
complaints against white students and 
professors through the campus 
Ombudsman and Affirmative Action 
ofiBces — something the chancellor said 
the university would promote. Reese 
also saw a "great deal of merit" to 
establishing one more radical watchdog: 
the Race Relations Institute that the task 
force had asked for. Reese thought that 
such an institute could "set a new tone 
for national discussion" and "would be 
a powerful symbol for the University." 

It is clear from these actions that the 
aim of the university is not to create a 
color-blind environment, but to resur
rect racism by pushing race and race-
consciousness as the dominant factor in 
educational policy. 

When, for instance, the UT-K politi
cal science department picked a woman 
scholar of national reputation as its new 
chairperson, the choice was rejected by 
the administration. The nominee was 
white. The selection committee was 
taken away from political science and 
placed under a black activist professor 
from another department; the new 
committee's choice of a black poli-sci 
chairman was accepted by the adminis
tration without question. According to 
faculty sources, this same "reverse dis
crimination" has been followed in other 

departments and at the law school. And 
now the chancellor has accepted the 
report's recommendation for an even 
stronger bias in hiring. 

The report also called for "special 
attention" to be paid "to all Univer
sity awards, both honorary and 
achievement-based" regarding the 
"presence and participation of blacks." 
Although protesting that UT-K was 
already "sensitive" to this, Reese accept
ed the recommendation with a pledge 
to show even more "sensitivity" in the 
future. The task force then recom
mended that administrative and aca
demic personnel be evaluated for pro
motion and tenure according to how 
well they implement these "affirmative 
action" programs—a policy that many 
faculty members believe has been ad
ministration practice for several years. 
As a final measure, Reese said he will 
ask the Commission for Blacks to make 
"at least" an annual evaluation of how 
the university is doing meeting its objec
tives. 

5̂ -̂ *̂,-, 
Af,it 

Any notion of rewarding people on 
the basis of merit alone has been aban
doned. Michael Harris, a black activist 
professor of religious studies, testified 
before the task force on October 28, 
1987, "So when you see the word 
'qualifications' used, remember this is 
the new code-word for whites." The 
administration has conceded this prem
ise. Throwing out the pursuit of individ
ual excellence, it is dividing the campus 
into competing groups. Appointments, 
awards, promotions, grades, and money 
are to be based on membership in a 
particular ethnic group. Blacks will not 
only gain higher pay and benefits, faster 
promotion and tenure as a result of 
affirmative action, but radical blacks will 
obtain institutional benediction for their 
preaching on the entire range of politi
cal issues. 

William R. Hawkins is the economics 
consultant to the US Business and 
Industrial Council and a columnist 
for the USBIC Writer's Syndicate. 

Letter From the 
Lower Right 
by John Shelton Reed 

Reservations Required 

This month I'm writing from the lower 
right about what works out to be the far 
left: San Francisco. (My first visit, not 
long ago, with wife and daughter. OK, 
lots of people have been to San Francis
co. Some even live there. But they're 
not writing this column.) 

Let's give credit where it's due: the 
food is great. We ate Chinese, naturally 
(my 14-year-old a little doubtful about 
green-lipped mussels, but she's a sport). 
Thai, Korean, and Vietnamese we can 
get around here—those cuisines are as 
common as Big Macs in Fayetteville, 
NC, home of Fort Bragg and innumer
able war-brides and camp-followers — 
so we skipped them for food from places 
where the Airborne hasn't been yet: 
Indian, Persian, and Ethiopian. 

Sam Francis said once—we were 
eating in an Afghan restaurant in DC at 
the time — that whenever a Third 
World country falls to the communists a 
new cuisine blooms in Washington. In 
San Francisco the same refugees face 
stiffer competition and a more discern
ing clientele, and the results are defi
nitely worth writing home about. 

We even went to the mother church 
of "California cuisine," Chez Panisse in 
Berkeley. I wanted to check out the 
original of what every mesquite-grilled 
monkfish with kiwi fruit and goat cheese 
fern-bar in Piedmont, North Carolina is 
imitating. I figured not going would be 
like avoiding ribs in Memphis, crawfish 
in New Orleans, or barbecue in Golds-
boro, so I did my duty — and enjoyed it. 
Seems I only break out in hives when I 
run into the same thing in Raleigh. No 
reason California shouldn't have its own 
cuisine, and I don't think I'd mind it 
even in Raleigh if it were plainly just 
another kind of foreign restaurant. After 
all, I like Thai food in Fayetteville partly 
because it's exotic. The problem with 
the California stuflF is that it won't stay 
exotic. 

Anyway, still in the let's-be-fair de
partment, the San Francisco Bay really 
is as beautiful as everybody says. I'm a 
pushover for the combination of steep 
hills and big water, and the fog is a 
definite asset, rolling in and out of the 
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Golden Gate like God's own lava 
lamp; every prospect pleases. 

But man is vile in ways that are 
downright startling to a boy whose 
vices run to S&D (smoking and drink
ing). Of course, even without its most 
notorious deviants the place would 
be . . . strange. In Marin County, 
where BMW's and New Age thought 
seem to coexist comfortably, I kept 
running into people who made me 
want to go out and find a baby seal to 
club. All I can say is that Cyra McFad-
den wasn't far off the mark in The 
Serial—which, if you haven't read it, 
you should, if only for the character 
who is regarded as an intellectual be
cause she has two M.A.'s (one in 
sociology and one in macrame). 

Across the bay in Berkeley, the graf
fiti are a healthier mix than they used 
to be: one Maoist poster had been 
defaced with "666" (the Mark of the 
Beast, of course) on Mao's forehead. 
But the notorious People's Park has 
become an encampment for the de
ranged, the drug-addled, and the just 
plain shiftless, a depot for human de
bris swept westward by less tolerant 
communities to a place where there 
really is a free lunch, and supper, too. 
Berkeley being what it is, these va
grants are politically organized, de
manding what they're urged to think of 
as their rights from a community they 
seem to have thoroughly buffaloed. 
(Somebody said once that there's noth
ing wrong with liberal guilt; they just 
feel guilty about the wrong things.) 

Of course, California was strange 
even before the 60's; a great Berkeley 
house reminded us of that. The former 
"Temple of the Wing" was originally 
built without walls, a sort of colon
naded platform on which folks lived 
and (I gather) ate nuts and berries. It 
has walls now, but it still commands a 
marvelous view of the bay, and the 
ghost of Isadora Duncan haunts the 
place. The same architect did the Uni
versity of California faculty club build
ing, a splendid Aztec-Oriental 
hunting-lodge sort of affair. A while 
back there was a movement to remove 
the mounted animal heads that deco
rate the dining room on grounds of 
anti-speciesism or some such twaddle, 
but common sense prevailed for a 
change. 

The point is that there's a lot to 
marvel at in the Bay Area without even 

mentioning homosexuality. Let's get 
that on the record. But what's truly 
distinctive about San Francisco, obvi
ously, is that it has become the Rome, 
the Moscow, the Salt Lake City of 
inversion. 

The generally accepted estimate 
seems to be seventy-five to one hun
dred thousand homosexual men (and 
I'm talking about men here: the city's 
lesbians are less conspicuous) — 
concentrated enough and organized 
enough to make virtually a city of their 
own, one as large, as diverse, and 
potentially as complex as, say, Dur
ham, North Carolina. Most cities have 
gay bars, but San Francisco has homo
sexual newspapers, restaurants, stores, 
churches, choirs, marching bands — 
even a gay Lions Club and, according 
to the Anti-Defamation League, a cell 
of gay Nazis (and doesn't that context 
make that adjective unfortunate?). 

One result is that San Francisco is 
now the place that comes to Middle 
American minds when the subject of 
homosexuality comes up — and homo
sexuality is increasingly what comes to 
mind when the subject of San Francis
co comes up. When a dowager con
fessed in a conversation about grand
children that she'd never be a 
grandmother because "my son, you 
know, has moved to San Francisco," 
nobody had to ask what she meant. 
Even Rice-a-Roni, "the San Francisco 
treat," is getting nervous — dropping 
that tag, I read, apparently because 
market research has found that many 
now associate the words San Francisco 
with buggery and death. 

That's not fair, of course — no more 
fair than the listener who wrote All 
Things Considered to say that the 
Southern accent of one of the pro
gram's contributors made her think of 
the oppression of black people. But 
once a stereotype gains momentum, 
people begin to notice what they ex
pect to notice. 

My expectations for San Francisco 
had been shaped by a recent reading of 
Armistead Maupin, an expatriate 
North Carolinian who has become sort 
of the Charles Dickens of gay San 
Francisco. Tales of the City and 
Maupin's subsequent books are fluff so 
lightweight that I'm surprised they 
haven't been turned into a TV sitcom 
along the lines of Three's Company 
(it's tempting to say that his sure touch 

with brand names reflects some arch, 
campy sensibility, except I recall that 
Ian Fleming used the same gimmick), 
but they present an oddly touching 
portrait of the exhilarating, aren't-we-
wonderful, pre-AIDS San Francisco 
gay life, with that life very much at the 
heart of what the city is about. 

It's possible, of course, for an inno
cent to visit San Francisco without 
particularly noticing any of this. I don't 
think my daughter, for instance, picked 
up on the young male tourists at the 
airport or even on the gay ghetto of the 
Castro district as we drove through it. 
She could hardly ignore the pathetic, 
drunken, old drag queen she encoun
tered downtown or the large "USE 
CONDOMS" signs on the backs of 
city buses, but she left San Francisco 
pretty much as she came to it, with a 
romanticized view of city lights appro
priate for a provincial lass of her age 
and station. 

The strange thing is that my San 
Francisco friends don't seem to notice, 
either. It's not so much that they're 
tolerant as that they've become desen
sitized; they seem just to tune out the 
ubiquitous evidence of the homosexual 
presence. I really don't want to gross 
readers out here: let's just say that the 
kind of thing that gives sodomy a bad 
name is hard to avoid. 

Yes, of course, most heterosexuals 
wouldn't care to be characterized by 
the evidence of Times Square's movie 
marquees, store-window displays, and 
newsstands. But homosexuals are de
fined by what they do to one another, 
sexually. It's the major thing they have 
in common. So naturally their most 
readily identifiable manifestations have 
to do with sexual activity. 

But they also have in common its 
consequences, so something else they 
share, now, is the shadow of death 
from AIDS. The AIDS crisis, which 
remains largely theoretical around 
here, was very much in the news out 
yonder. Obituaries presented a steady 
drumbeat of young lives cut short: the 
wages of sin, to be sure, but a dirty trick 
on those who believed the promise of 
sexual "freedom." The condom ads on 
city buses may help to promote "safe 
sex" — although of course the only 
really safe sex is with a faithful partner, 
and they say a good man is hard to 
find. In any case, for many, it's too late. 
Bay Area personal advertisements sport 
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a macabre addition to designations like 
"SWM" (single white male, for the 
sheltered): " P W \ / ' for person with 
AIDS. Truth in advertising of a grisly 
sort. 

Homosexuals' continuing fear of 
persecution, however well-founded, 
has led them into some strange and 
even deadly political behavior. The 
same fear has made them, like some 
ethnic minorities, bloc-voters when is
sues implicate their peculiar interests. 
Those issues don't come up in most 
towns I know, and the homosexual 
bloc vote wouldn't amount to much if 
they did, but in San Francisco those 
100,000 single-issue voters can make 
politicians grovel, as some mayoral can
didates were doing when I was there. 
The political upshot is that San Fran
cisco strikes me as almost unique, for 
the time being anyway, in the extent to 
which its homosexual population is 
treated with at least the semblance of 
respect: just another tile in the mosaic, 
just one of many "communities" with 
its own culture, symbols, and special 
interests. 

What should other Americans make 
of this, if anything? Some, obviously, 
see San Francisco as a model of toler
ance that we all should copy. Others 
would like to test the neutron bomb on 
it. For my part, I think San Francisco's 
accommodation shouldn't be emulat
ed, but ought to be tolerated. I don't 
conclude that just because I'm a com
munitarian anarchist who tries to be 
consistent (although I am and I do). In 
general, local differences do make this 
a more delightful country. Also, in 
most respects, I don't see why a South
erner should care what San Francis
cans do, so long as they do it out there 
and their ways remain a clearly labeled 
import in our parts. On the other hand, 
as I said, Californianisms do seem to be 
contagious, and we're not talking here 
about cuisine. I'm no extremist in the 
defense of liberty, much less libertin
ism. 

Basically I think San Francisco 
ought to be left alone in its peculiarities 
because setting one or two American 
cities aside as something like reserva
tions has a lot to be said for it—and 
maybe I'll say it in a later column, 
when I feel like being abused both by 
people who think homosexuality is an 
abomination to be suppressed at any 
cost and by those who think it's just an 

alternative life-style that should be 
known and accepted everywhere. Res
ervations haven't worked very well for 
Indians, but some such settlement may 
be the best of the bad choices we've got 
in this troublesome case. 

John Shelton Reed writes from Chapel 
Hill, North Carolina, and admires the 
Tenth Amendment. 

Letter From the 
Heartland 
by Jane Greer 

The Candidate 

She's embarrassing and unpredictable, 
known as a "gadfly" and a "maverick" 
(among other names). She admits she's 
never been a joiner. She has alienated 
both political parties and the Minnesota 
media. There are no topics on which 
she doesn't have a strong opinion and 
no circumstances under which she 
would stifle any opinion. One cringes 
to think of her at dinner with heads of 
state. Fortunately, it will never happen. 

But much of what Republican presi
dential candidate Mary Jane Rachner 
says is what decent, middle-class 
Americans mutter daily in the privacy 
of their homes or to friends. 

Rachner, 66, is a retired Minnesota 
schoolteacher with a Ph.D. in educa
tion and not a lick of political expertise 
— although God knows she's tried. 
She was a "smart-ass" anti-Vietnam 
Democrat until Reagan swept her off 
her feet eight years ago, and has run 
unsuccessfully for a number of local 
and national positions, including US 
senator. This year, to honor Reagan 
and help perpetuate what he started 
(which Bush wouldn't do, she figured), 
she pursued the presidency. No one 
has written to thank her. 

North Dakota holds the latest pri
mary in the nation — on June 14 — 
and Rachner gave it a try (she skipped 
the Minnesota primary), gathering 300 
signatures by herself in Fargo and at 
the state Republican convention in 
Bismarck to get on the ballot. She 
missed by fewer than 200 votes, or 
one-half percent, getting what she 
needed: 6 Vi percent of the vote, which 
would have given her one delegate and 
a trip to the national convention. Still, 

in a race in which George Bush's 
nomination is a foregone conclusion, 
getting 6 percent of the primary votes 
in a highly Republican state says some
thing, Rachner feels, and probably 
more about George Bush than about 
her. 

She had at least two reasons for 
wanting to be in the North Dakota 
"race." One is that her mother and 
maternal grandfather were North Da-
kotans, and such ephemeral alliances 
seem to mean more up here than they 
do in many other regions. (In a recent 
news release she said, "I'm channelling 
for my [dead] grandmother . . . great-
aunt . . . and mother, all of Bismarck, 
North Dakota. They came to me in a 
vision and said, 'Go for it!' They said, 
'There are no New Yorkers or Galifor-
nians channelling from up here. 
They're channelling from the other 
place!'") 

Another reason she ran in North 
Dakota is that she wanted "to make the 
point that North Dakota exists, to draw 
attention to the Midwest and its impor
tance." It wasn't important to most 
candidates; the Associated Press de
scribed it as a "meaningless" primary, 
and North Dakota's secretary of state 
said it was "worthless." Bush had, 
understandably, declared weeks earlier 
that the primary season was over — 
which may have cost him 6 percent of 
the votes. Besides him, Rachner faced 
only Texas Libertarian Ron Paul on 
the North Dakota ballot. Mike 
Dukakis didn't run. 

The drive behind her candidacy is 
that "nobody else will stand up for 
normality." Rachner says that psychol
ogists and sociologists have "trashed 
the word 'normal.' They've said that 
whatever is possible is normal. . . . 
What we've created is . . . a prodigal 
son society" in which people are re
warded for doing wrong. She writes of 
the pervasive damage of what she calls 
the "psycho-educational-industrial 
complex," which manipulates public 
concern over such problems as child 
abuse and AIDS, and is "driven by 
greed for federal money" to magnify 
the problems and ultimately make 
them worse. "When you earmark evil, 
you increase it a hundredfold," she 
says. Take teen pregnancies. Take 
crime. Take homelessness. 

The North Dakota primary was her 
second and last. Her first was in New 
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