went to Texas, got into a little
scrape with the law. Came down
here, got a new name, new start,
wife, family; but in my heart, 'm
still a2 Tennessee man.

Like the Apache, Southemers are anoble
but defeated people who must find a
place in the new order. Gatewood choos-
es to serve the new flag, while refusing to
abandon his integrity or culture; the "L'eir-
nesscan chooses exile. The Apaches are
forced to make the same choice. In re-
fusing to do so, thev end up in exile any-
way.,

The Geronimo campaign ends with
two incidents, onc marked by nobility
and pathos, the other by )Ltm\al and per-
fidy. In the first, Gatewood, after months
of scarching, locates Geronimo and his
remaining band of warriors in a moun-
tain redoubt in the Sierra Madre of north-
ern Mexico. There, he persuades the
warrior that the war is over and that there
is no point in further resistance, for the
Apache are too few. Geronimo agrees to
surrender, even though it means a mini-
mum of two vears of cxile in Florida. In
the seccond scene, Gen. Nelson Miles,
who succeeds Crook, orders the Chirie-
ahua scouts who had so faithfully served
the Army arrested, disarmed, and put on
a train to Florida, where they share the
fate of their Apache brethren whom they
had fought. Licutenant Davis goes to see
General Miles to protest: “Sir, I thought
the U.S. Army kept its word. What's
going on out there is a disgrace.” Miles
responds in the spirit of 1865: “Lieu-
tenant, vou are more worried about keep-
ing your word to a savage than you are
fulfilling vour duties to the citizens of this
country. We won. That's what matters.
It's over, Lieutenant.” In other words,
might makes right. In the wake of Appo-
mattoy, this has become the new Ameri-
can creed, even though it is often dressed
up i moralistic garb.

The film ends as a train, a symbol of
the new order, transports the Apache to
prison in Florida. One of Geronimo’s
licutenants denounces Mangus (the
Apache scout) for helping the White-
Eye. Geronimo responds in a speech full
of pathos and resignation:

There are so few of us left. We
should not hate each other. No
onc knows why the One God let
the White-kye take our land. Why
did there have to be so many of
them? Why did they have so many
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guns, so many horses? Ior many
vears, the One God made me a
warrior. No guns. nio bullets, could
ever kill me. "That was my power.
Now my time is over. Now,
mavbe, the time of our people is
OvCT.

As I watched this scene, I had an un-
settling premonition: If present demo-
graphic trends continue much longer,
the Furopean peoples on two continents
may wake up one dav to find themsclves
asmall remnant in a land that no longer
belongs to them. We, too, may find our-
selves on u journey of exile. Unless mea-
sures are taken soon to stop the influx of
non-Western peoples into our lands, the
time of our pcople may soon be over.

H.A. Scott Trask is an American historian
living in Missouri.

SOCIETY

Hell Is Other People

by Marian Kester Coombs

Robin N — wasn't sure what was wrong,
Thie suburban Milwaukee mother
of three had experienced a pang upon
turning 35. but these “pangs” scemed to
be intensifving as the months passed.
Sometimes, they took the form of para-
lvzing depression; other times, of anxicty
verging on panic. She found herself fear-
ful of going out in public or of secing oth-
er people.

The simplest little things scemed to
trigger these attacks: being cut off in traf-
fic; someone hugging ]1c bumper and
appearing to cursc at her; a salesclerk’s
rudeness; a woman previously friendly
who scemed to ignore her at the grocery
store; the hoshlc “vibes”™ on a crowded
street; a 'I'V news story on vet another
horrifying violent crime; a lunch date for-
gotten, with only lukewarm, late apolo-
gies; an unreturned phone call; a sneer-
ing putdown of stay-at-home mothers on
“Rosie.”

If several of these events occurred in a
single dav, Robin would begin to feel out
of control: heart poundmg, short of
breath, flushed and desperate. Her first
thought was that menopause had arrived
a little earlv. But her doctor ruled that
out on the basis of hormone tests and sug-

gested that Robin start taking one of the
new generation of SSRI (Sclective Sero-
tonin Reuptake nhibitorsi such as Paxil,
Luvox, or Zoloft. He explained that she
had developed agoraphobia, whicli was
now highly treatable, thanks to thesc new
wonder drugs.

Today, two vears later, Robin savs,
“I'm coping so much better now, it's like
a miracle. Stuff just doesn’t get to me
now like it used to. It's such a relief to be
able to function again.”

"The parents of 15-vear-old Scott W—
in a small town near Camiden, New Jer-
sev, were perplexed and frustrated. Their
son scemed to being going “nowhere.”
All his interests as a vounger boy — skate-
boarding with friends, playing lacrosse,
tinkering with building sets, his dog—
had trailed awav, leaving nothing but
heavy-metal music to fill the vacuum.
Scott spent all his free time plugged into
this world of hyper-loud, angry, negative
nowse. And that free time was expanded
by his frequent suspensions from school.
Attenipts to talk to him about his plans,
friends, sclf-image, futurc —all met with
hostile silence.

“Ie just didn’t carc about anything
anvimore,” recalls his mother, Shclk\

“Tt was like his world had just stopy )(d
e was really ont of it, T guess vou'd sav.

Finally, Scott was ])Ldtt‘ll up by a fel-
low student, and when he fougl 1t back, in
violation of his school’s code of conduct,
he was suspended for three weeks, fn de-
spair, Scott’s parents tumed to his high-
school guidance counselor. She ex-
plained that Scott’s problem behavior
was widespread among the student body
and was most lkely duc to a chemical
imbalance in the brain. 'The counsclor
referred them to a clinic that could pre-
scribe a medication such as Paxil for his
antisocial depression.

After a vear and a half of medication,
Scaott is having fewer problems in school.
While he isn’t pulling A's and B’s, he is
much more coopcrative in class and
forthcoming with his parents. He still has
no firm plans for a college major, but his
parents can at least discuss things with
him. “Scott says he may not go to college
right away,” laughs his father, Gene,
“and naturally I'm a little disappointed.
But he'll find himself. He'll trv to muake it
as a rock musician for a while and then
come around.”

'The vignettes above are simulations of
tvpical women's-magazine fare. Barely
an issne is publishcd without at least one
such heavily “personalized” story replete



with touching details and “mental-health
expert” quotes. As morality tales for the
modern epidemic of mental disorders
and unllappmess these articles play an
nnp()rtant role in the lllL(th]lZdtl()l] of
misery, legitimizing a veritable drug war
against the population. The old brute—
force forms of soma also “work” —hecroin
numbs the hopeless, marijuana pacifies
the agitated, cocaine elates the jaded,
amphetamines give an edge to the aim-
less — but the new forms can tweak and
tune much finer nuances of thought and
fecling on an almost dav-to-day basis.

W 1thm ten vears of its introduction by
1i Lillv & Co. in 1987, Prozac had been
tried I)_\ 28 million people around the
world. Together with Wellbutrin, Fifex-
or, Serzone, Luvox, Paxil, Zoloft, Xanax,
Ativan, Buspar, and other new designer
drugs, sales are now in the tens of billions
of dollars annually.

Sales have been further helped by the
cxploding practice of prescribing these
medications to the voung —sometimes
the ven voung. According to the Amicri-

can Xcadun\ of Child and Adolescent
Psvehiatry, at least five percent of voung
children and adolescents are now clini-
callv dcprcssu] “We sce 2- and 3-vear-
olds fairl v regularly,” says Dr. David G.

Fassler, author of Help Me, I'm Sad, a
book about treating childhood depres-
sion. “We also see a lot of 5-, 6-, and 7-
vear-olds.” The adolescent suicide rate
has quadrupled in the past 50 vears. ‘The
psychiatric profession, from a long-held
belief that the young do not get de-
pressed, has turmed 180 degrees to an al-
most sinister willingness to start troubled
kids on antidepressants en masse. Mod-
ern parents’ refusal to “cope” patiently
and compassionately with their chil-
dren’s pubescence is leading to its med-
icalization as well, to the detriment of the
children’s psychological and physical de-
velopment.

U.S. Surgeon General David Satcher
claimed not long ago that 22 percent of
the population has a diagnosable mental
disorder,” whether anxiety (14.9 per-
cent), mood swings (7.1 percent) or schizo-
phrenia (1.3 percent)—and that doesn’t
include depression, “bipolar™ disorder,
psvchoses, other phobias, “borderline”
personalitics, ~\DD ADHD, sociopathy,
or psychopathy. The National Mental
Health r\ssouahon claims that 24 per-
cent of women and 15 pereent of men
will experience mild to severe depression
at some point in their lives. With rates of
“abnormality” that high, either the term

“mentally ill” has no meaning, or there is
something terribly wrong with our soci-
cty—or perhaps both.

Dozens of books tell us how to dcal
with “negative emotions” or people who
make you feel bad about vourself — Toxic
People, in the words of one such book’s ti-
tle—and never once question why others
should constitute a wolfish bane and not
a blessed resource.

But reading the endless articles or
scanning the countless websites, chat
rooms, newsgroups, and threads devoted
to this or that phobia or syndrome, yvou
find a complete lack of interest in why
all these psychosocial disorders are rife.
Why, for instance, should a mature, 35-
vear-old wife and mother suddenly “get”
agoraphobia—fear of going out in pub-
lic, fear of others—after a lifetime negoti-
ating the terrain of society? The major
sentiments expressed by sufferers are ci-
ther “T'm the victim of a deliberately mis-
understood and underappreciated dis-
ease, and, goddammit, I'm going to be
heard and recognized and get reliefl” or
“[Drug A] works so much better for me
than [Drug B]—I swear by it, and they
should take that other crap off the mar-
ket, but of course thev won't because it’s
so profitable.”
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In the economy of human happiness
at present, the scarcest connmodity ot all
is what psvchologists call “positive social
feedback.” Reduced to its correlated
brain chemical, serotonin. the self-cs-
teem and sense of well-being engendered
by positive social feedback carn bc mimic-
ked by SSRIs such as Prozac and its prog-
eny. Every lonely, unhappy, demoral-
ized soul can fmaH\ adapt and cope,
blissed out on a customized chemical
cocktail. As RE.M. sings, “It’s the end of
the world as we know it, and [ feel fine.”

Psvchic engineers are busy construct-
ing the artificial socicty at the same time
computer engineers are constructing arti-
ficial intelligence and genetic engineers
arc constructing clones and ceven their
own genetic code. We rush eagerly to
embrace our own replacements despite
the warning signs and danger signals,
Dehumanization appeals to those for
whom the joys of being human have be-
come repugnant—or unattainable.

We live in a decadent time, and what
is decadence but autoimmunity on a
grand scale, a toxic reaction against what
was once good for the organism? Over-
crowding, excess of success: When hu-
man life seems too abundant. it becomes
less precious. Reproducing onrselves
liand over fist, we scem the opposite of
endangered. Human life cheapens cor-
respondingly. The news and entertain-
ment media wallow in the filthiest, most
despicable aspects of human behavior,
further exacerbating the situation. And
excessive affluence has all but killed off
the were-all-in-this-together feeling that
once fortified social relations: the most
insignificant rare and dwindling sub-
species scem more worthy of preservation
than our own ov crpmlleged selves. Su-

san Son’rdg infamously stated back in
1967 that “The white race is the cancer
of human history™; her sentiment has
now mutated into “lhe human race 1s
the cancer of the planet.”

In his 1968 novel Do Androids Dream
of Llectric Sheep? Philip K. Dick made
the point that humanoid robots—an-
droids—are not human (or even alive),
no matter how they look or act or how
prettily thev beg for their “lives.” As he
listenss to Nexus-6 android Rachael Rosen,
bounty hunter Rick Deckard reflects,

At this point he could not discern
her degree of seriousness. A topic
of worldshaking importance, vet
dealt with facctiously; an android
trait, possibly, he thought. No
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cmotional awarcness, no feeling-
sense of the actual meaning of
what she said. Only the hollow,
formal, intellectual definitions of
the separate terms,
As Rick prepares to terminate Rachael,
this is what he sces:

Yet, the dark fire waned: the life
force oozed out of her, as he had so
often witnessed before with other
androids. "The classic resignation.
Mechanical, mtellectual aceep-
tance of that which a genuine or-

ganism —with two bll]mn vears of
ch pressure to live and evolve h 14g-
riding it—could never have recon-
ciled itself to.

Despite these observations, the bounty
hunter is shaken by the seeming human-
itv of his victims, albeit not enough to
spare them in the end.

Dick’s point was missed only a few
vears later in Blade Runner, the 19582 film
made posthumously from his book: In
the film, Rick falls for Rachael and runs
away with her. I the book, because he
has let her “live”™ while terminating her
more dangerous android “friends,” she
murders ]ns pel. “If I had killed [her]
last night my goat would be alive now.
There's where [ made the wrong deci-
sion,” ]lc fumes.

I 2001, we have been treated to Stan-
lev l\ul)nd\ s and Steven Spielberg’s film
A.L: Artificial Intelligence, based on Brian
Aldiss’s 1969 short story “Super-Tovs Tast
All Summer Long.”™ The problem in the
original story is the exact reverse of Blade
Rlnme e population-controlled hu-
mans arc unable or refuse to respond
emotionally to the heartbreakinglv realis-
tic child-substitute robot, Dav 1d IIis cr-
satz mother wonders, “Why not simply
go upstairs and scoop David into her
arms and talk to him, as a loving mother
should to a loving son?”—but makes no
move to do so.

Dick’s novel was a tough-minded
warning against loving inappropriate
things for mappropriate reasons, a wam-
ing thdt only life is worthy of human love,
and the meaning of Aldiss’ story 1s that
blood is thicker than water, more power-
ful and attractive than mechanical per-
fection, but Kubrick and Spielberg, of
course, have another agenda: to prove
they can sucker the audience into loving
a robot by pulling out all the visual, mu-
sical, dramatic and mock-religious senti-

mental stops,
At the DreamWorks SKC fansite, one

VICWCT WOrTies,

[ think what disturbed me most of
all was how this movie made me
feel. For instance, I found myself
empathizing wav too much with
the teddy bear character. Tfelt bad-
Iv for him most of all. T can’t truly
explain why.

He or she shouldn’tfeel so bad: Spielberg
got people to love a mere alien puppet in
ECT But the weakness humans have for
creatures that Took like babies is poi-
gnant, not contemptible. Hollswood's
cvnicism cannot devalue the trulv hu-
man trait of tendemess.

Also from the fansite comes a tvpical
moral that viewers have taken away from

Al:

In this movie we leam that human
beings thougli valuable, are not
necessarily central to the universe.
Scutienee is however to be prized
no matter what form it exists in
{grev matter or wires). Once we
get over these prejudices we are
morc free to recognize that it is not
as important who or what carries
the “torch” of sentience. What is
important is that it must continue.
We need to free ourselves from be-
ing human centered and consider
that perhaps our present form is too
fragile to survive the nest ice age or
the nest meteor strike, or when our
sun bums out in a few billion vears.
Of course the double edged issuce is
that we mav not survive oursclves.

. While it wonld be sad if our
species could not continue, it
would be sadder it we did not leave
something behind that could.

In other words, it's all right for man (as
well as all things tmdm(nml]\ defined as
“living”) to pass away and for synthetic,
inorganic beings to take their pld(C We
dehumuanize ourselves and, at the same
time, humanize our mechanical cre-

ations.

Those characlers on TV who weep
and gesticulate and besecch—do we
“Kill” them when we turn off the set?
Docs the empathy felt by viewers toward
the David and Teddy characters mean
thev must be “real,” not just the flickering
shadows of actors plaving a role? s that
twice-removed pathos as “real” as the



cmotions David is programmed to feel?
So goes the reductio ad absurdum. "The
pointis that android “emotion™ really is
reducible to wiring, but that of humans is
not. 1t makes a great difference whether
the “progranmming” is done by God or by
lis creature, man,

Only the human factor adds “value,”
and (m]\ lunman life has moral signifi-
cance. The cconomic crisis c(mscd by
the tendeney of the rate of profit to fall
once machines replace human Tabor is
akin to the emotional fnnine caused by
the weak, broken, mediated, remote, sus-
peet, compromised, ambivalent, treach-
crous, abolished relationships in modem
socichv. Justas machines ultimately can-
not create “surplus value™ (profity. be-
cause vou only get out of thenm what vou
put into them, so material substitutes for
love and friendship can never supply the
happiness and satistaction created by so-
cial relations. Only people can “add val-
ue” lo cconomic aclivity by their intelli-
gent labor, and only other peaple make
life worth living,

All those shl(llcs that show that rising
sociocconomic status means fewer friend-
ships should finallv be cross-referenced
with those that demonstrate the psvehic
costs of social starvation. NModern men
and women, in scecking to free them-
selves from dej )Lll(lCll(C on others, have
made a pact \\ltll the devil. Mothers
have even come to prefer “alienated la-
bor” outside the home to the task of rear-
ing their own children. Now, the devil
detands pavinent.

“There’s no need for red-hot pokers,”
muses Garein at the end of Sartre’s un-
convincing little melodrama No it

'y cnfmrc est les Autres!” —Hell is—
other pco])]c.' Too many people now
agree with hin

Vlarian Kester Coombs writes from
Crofton, Maryland.

RELIGION

Gods of Inclusion

by Mark Tooley

Alth(mgh America remains over-
whelmingly Christian in affiliation
(if not necessarily in practice), the con-
nonscurs of multiculturalism hike to pre-
tend otherwise —often rather insistently.

Public events involving religion must ac-
knowledge Zoroaster and Zeus as much
as Mosces and Jesus. Multiculturalists
find claims about the exclusive truth of
any religion, particularly Christianity, es-
pecially offensive. Thev cagerly denounce
as a bigotany Christian or Jew who insists
on adhering lo the First or Second Com-
nmndmcnt, even within the confines of
his own community.

This attitude, altl 1ough supposedly
sensitive and inclusive, is lL‘d”\ msnltmv
to the true believers of any lCIl(’I()II lhc
underlving asswmption is that cither all
religions are cqually true or no religion is
reallv true. Multiculturalists have faith in
multiculturalism, but little else. And
they jealoushy practice their own inquisi-
tions to guard the dogmas of their secular
faith.

One such inquisition was recently
waged against a Methodist minister in
\\I;u‘icthl, Georgia. For seven vears, the
Rev. Randy Mickler's 6,300-member
Mt Bethiel United Methodist Church
has hosted the baccalaurcate service for
the graduating seniors of Walton High
School. The service, which is a voluntary
cevent for the students, has been Chirist-
L.

This vear, members of the high school's
baccalaurcate committee wanted to alter
that focus. Thev requested that Muslims,
indus, Buddhists, and even Wiccans be
incorporated into the service and that
Christian svmbols in the sanctuary, in-

cluding the cross, be covered and refer-
enees to Jesus Christ be omitted. A rabbi
was also invited to deliver the sermon.

Mickler agreed to the last request, al-
though he insisted that the rabbi speak
from a podinm instead of the pulpit,
which is reserved for Gospel preachers
onlv. As for Muslim, Hindu, Buddhist,
and Wiccan involvement, Mickler said
no. Healso firmly rejected disguising the
church’s Christian identity,

Walton TTigh School officials respond-
ed by moving the baccalaurcate service
to the Cobb County Civie Center, with
Mickler's support. But at least one stu-
dent on the baccealaurcate committee —a
former student reporter at CNN —saw
Mickler's refusal as a niftv media sound
bite that neatly captured the supposed
parachialism and intolerance of the
Bible Belt.

After the Atlanta media were notified,
Mickler's church was deluged with in-
quiries. The \lctll()dlsh]mmlu s refusal
to countenance a polvtheistic service n
his own sanctuary set off a storin of pro-

tests, with special emphuasis on the denial
of the pulpit to a rabbi. What could this
be but antisemitism?

“We are Christians,” Mickler respond-
ed, “and the onlv deity we exalt is God
personified in Jesus Christ. When it comes
to denving who we are, that's where we
draw the line.” Mickler pointed out that
his church regularly loans its parking lot
to a ncarby Orthodox Jewish synagogue,
and that Jewish rabbis have spoken at the
church—Dbut not from the pulpit. Previ-
outs hacealaurcate services had been non-
denominational but still Christian, Mick-
lersaid. The church had no obligation to
host non-Chiristian worship 1o its sanctu-
an.

One of several Atlanta Journal-Consti-
tution stories declared that Mickler's “in-
flexible” and “unviclding” attitude had
caused the whole community to “gasp”
and had sent Christians and Jews “reel-
mg.” ‘T'he newspaper recalled that the
Methodist minister was controversial for
his outspoken support of an anti-homo-
sexualnghts resolution approved inn Cobh
County in 1993 and for opposing a 1994
Supreme Court ruling barring Cobb
County from posting the Ten Com-
mandments ina court building.

Oue of the foremost supporters of ho-
mosexual rights in Cobb Comnty during
the 1993 controversy was Rabbi Steven
[.chbow, the same rabbi who had been in-
vited to deliver the Walton High School
baccalaurcate sermon. 'The latest brou-
hala was portraved as a rematch. A ho-
mosextal publication called Mickler an
“agent of hatred and exclusion™ and
pegged him as the direct heir of his segre-
gationist ancestors. The “overwhelming
public repudiation jof Mickler’s church|
should enconrage us all.”

Mcanwhile, the Atlanta Journal-Con-
stitution claimed that other Methodist
clergy in the area were distancing them-
selves from Mickler. Some supposedly
displaved messages of solidarity with Rab-
bi I,cl)()\\ on H]cn church marquees.
Mickler countered that he had received
hundreds of supportive messages from
tellow clergy.

"T'o his congregation, Mickler explaimed
m a Sunday message:

['want vou to understand, that nev-
crwould I'do anvthing to embar-
rass vou or our non-Christian
fricnds. At no time would T ever
want our Jewish friends to fecl
slighted, hurt or cimbarrassed. |
thauk God for our Jewish friends’
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