
None of the cowboys made the eight-sec
ond ride. Mv son was disappointed. \ h -
tuo girls, though, were excited to meet 
Miss Rodeo Texas, a preth' \oimg lady 
with a friendly smile, decked out in a suit 
of lights that would have put Porter Wag
oner to shame. My boy tugged at my 
shirttail, telling me he wanted some 
chaps. 

After die rodeo, we see our wir\̂  friend, 
.still grinning, limping on a game leg and 
sipping a can of beer. The tall man ap
proaches, and the two undefeated cow-
bo\s amble off into the dark. Mavbe next 
time. 

Across the fairgrounds. Charlie Robi-
son of Bandera, Texas, belts out one of 
his bluesy, hard-edged tunes about mis
spent lives, work in the oil patch, booze, 
crime, and bad women. His grittv' music 
reminds me of Johnny Cash serenading 
die cons of Folsom Prison or of die tragic 
wailing of Hank Williams and Leftv 
Friz/ell. But Charlie has a sense of hu
mor, too. Even his sad songs arc fimn\' at 
times, and his lampoon of the old tear-in-
mv-beer standbvs of countr\ uuisic 
("You're not the best, but \ou're the best 
that I can do . . . "), altered to include an 
hilarious, PG-13 jab at Bill Clinton, is a 
real crowd-pleaser. Charlie brushes back 
his tousled mane and keeps on, a music 
man singing uncompromising songs 
about real life, living on his family's old 
South Texas ranch, hi his way, he seems 
as heroic as the cowboy with the game 
leg-

Two weeks later, the kids and I are 
back for more, this time standing on Hie 
Hamilton, Texas, town square, facing the 
courthouse, awaiting a parade. I'lie rains 
washed out the first night of the I laniil-
ton Couiitv' ("The Dove Capital of the 
World") Dove Festival, Fair, and Rodeo, 
but the countv has turned out in force on 
Labor Day weekend for the big parade: 
The sun is back, as if it had been teasing 
us, shrouding itself in the sheath of a 
gray-black storm front, now glaring and 
melting the thin clouds like butter in a 
skillet. We swelter and smile. The 
Hamilton Bulldog band is followed b\- a 
mounted troop of ca\alr\ ("The Horse 
Detachment of the 1st Cavalry Divi
sion") from Fort Hood, die stern young 
men's deadpan faces turning to broad 
smiles as they unsheathe their saddle 
guns and fire a \'olley into the pale-blue 
sky. Though solid and substantial, they 
have an air about them of ghost riders, 
shadows from the past flickering across 
our collective sight path and then disap

pearing, like the \\ hite-l^earded man in 
gray from the Hamilton Counh Sons of 
Confederate Veterans who flits through 
the crowd, preaching rebellion and 
Southern heritage. 

We are passing through the antique 
car show (tiie maroon '57 Chevy was a 
real peach) when tiie accident happens: 
One of the riders in die parade has been 
seriously injured, his horse slipping 
and falling, the loud, clear voice of 
the parade's loudspeaker momentarily 
drowned out by die wail of the ambu
lance's sirens. We pra\' for his safety, 
wipe the sweat from our brows, and won
der if the rains will come back. 

Wayne Allenswoiih, a native Yexan, 
resides in Keller, Texas. 

Letter From Lynden 
hy Jeremy Lott 

A Brilliant, Fading Bliss 

Trekking north along the closest major 
artery, Canada-bound travelers are treat
ed to a small hotel with a decorative 
windmill, several car dealerships, and a 
shopping center with a McDonald's, a 
Blockbuster, and a Subway —all com
mon manifestations of the Pax Ameri
cana, rheii, howexer, they reach a grave-
vard. 

Bisected b\ Front Street, the bricked-
iii cemeten,' with decorative iron bars is 
the first landmark people see that bears 
the sign "Lvnden" —one on each side of 
die street. Not "Welcome to . . . " witii a 
grandiosely narrow claim differentiating 
it from other towns ("the world's largest 
manufacturer of grilled cheese"). Just 
"Lvnden," take it or lea\e it. A visifing 
missionary' recend}' thumbed his nose at 
the cit\'s decision to place the bus depot 
just east of flie graxeyard: "Where I come 
from, they put busses where the people 
are. They had die right idea but forgot to 
check for a pulse." 

He was quite wrong: The graveyard 
has a pulse all its own. The ebb and flow 
of the seasons brings a steady stream of 
families to lay flowers on the graves and 
to remember and to pra\'. While dead 
men don't tell tales, their mourners do. 

I'm a recent enough immigrant, with 

an outsider's distance still intact, so I go 
there to disconfirm an old wives' talc. 
Driving mv Pontiac Suubird up and 
down the rows of tombstones, a familiar 
pattern emerges. On the south side, die 
marble is etched with a certain kind of 
name: Price, McTa\in, Johnson. To flic 
north: Bovenkamp, DeBoer, Vander-
Kani. Aly jaw drops: The old wives were 
right, at least with regard to that departed 
generation: If you ain't Duteh, you ain't 
much. 

Most moderns sh\' away from their 
dead: too depressing, too macabre, too 
vivid a reminder of our duties and fail
ures. But Lvndeners, through an acci
dent of gcographv or grace, send ours 
ahead of us to meet the world. It makes 
an odd sort of sense. We are fierce de
mocrats—small "d"—and staunch tradi
tionalists, and wliat is tradition but 
Chesterton's democracy of die dead? 

L\'nden, by reputation, is a thoroughh' 
Dutch Reformed town. The new \'ersion 
of the yellow pages —plaid, actually — 
confirms what an\- fool with legs, eves, 
and an hour to kill can observe. At least 
12 Reformed cliurches; one Lutheran; 
one (ugh) Catholic church; one Naz-
arene; one Bapti.st; one Fvangelical Free; 
one Assemblies of God; a couple of "non-
denominationals"; a United Mctiiodist 
church on the utter outskirts of town 
("personally diverse; unified in die faifli"); 
no Mormons, Unitarians, Christian Sci
entists, or Jehovah's Witnesses. Muslims, 
Sikhs, and Buddhists need not apph'. 

Public schools struggle to pass levies 
because as main as half of the local chil
dren attend the Refoniied lAiiden Chris
tian Schools—nursery, elementar\', mid
dle, and high. It is also common for 
parents to homeschool their children for 
a few years —to get to knov\' them better 
or to avoid particularly bad teachers. 

As a result, the public-school sv.stem — 
whose superintendent goes to my own 
Baptist church— tends to resist the wack
ier trends in the field and be more recep
tive to parents' input. That doesn't nec-
essarilv make for a world-class education. 
Lynden vouflis, with flieir mocking assur
ances that "I gredeeated frnm Linden 
[Lvnden High School]," prove that hicks 
can be ironic, too. In the main, however, 
they get an education and aren't passed 
on just for the fun of it, which is more 
than can be said in most communities. 

The influence of the Refoniied church
es has diminished some over this past 
decade as the population roughly tripled— 
to within spitting distance of 10,000 in 
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the town and surrounding area—without 
a corresponding tripling in church atten
dance. CertainK', the pulpits couldn't 
muster the same collective pic|ue that 
roiled lAudcn in the first decade of the 
20th centur\-: a total war between the 
"wets" and the "dr\s" that resulted in two 
fies for the ma\oral race and two different 
eih go\ernments in 1904 —an election 
that, much like the most recent presiden
tial contretemps, had to be resoK'ed b\' 
court order. 

Then again, it is uncertain that the 
ministers would need to agitate. Not all 
L\ndeners are strict teetotalers, but our 
one ta\ern recentK' closed, at least partly 
because of a lack of business. The town 
so frowns on wastrels that the boozers 
tend to migrate to nearbv Bellingham, 
where the\ can bother the students 
of Western Washington University for 
a dollar. When asked what field he want
ed to pursue, m\- brother's classmate 
qui]3ped that he wanted to become "Lyn-
den's first bum." Good luck: Mv guess is 
that he would starve to death. 

This isn't to sa\- that there aren't new 
problems. For manv \'ears, raspberries 
and milk were L\nden's main products, 
and the\ lune been disrupted by wild 
price fluctuations brought on bv interna
tional markets. (The sancfions surround
ing the war in Koso\'o allowed enough 
breathing room to turn some raspberry 
growers into raging neoconservatives—at 
least temporarily.) hi keeping with the 
traditions of the Dutch farmer settlers, 
there are \'er\- few I.vndeners —including 
this one —who ha\en ' t milked cows, 
ha\ed, picked berries, or worked in the 
canneries. For some, this work provides 
mad uione\- to blow on cotton candy and 
roller-coaster rides at the annual Lynden 
Fair. For others, it's the difference be
tween making die mortgage and not. 

So people are seeking emplovment in 
L\ndcu's one growth industry: dotage. 
On the golf courses, in restaruants and 
uiu'sing homes, the vouths who stick 
around are helping our largest immigrant 
grou]3, wealth\- retirees, to sta\e off bore
dom and further deterioration — for a 
hefiv price, of course. 

F.xcept for the hcaUhv restaurants — 
these Dutch are pro-gluttony—most lo
cal businesses have to be lean and mean 
to cut it. The picaresque downtown is 
turning into a ghost town as new firms 
and shopping centers sprawl outward to 
meet the needs and wants of a larger, le.s.s-
foeused population. This prompted the 
great I laggcn contro\ers\' of the last few 

years. The Flaggen supermarket chain 
approached the eitv council about buy
ing a plot of land in the downtown area 
upon which they could erect one of their 
yuppie marts. It was a dream come true 
with one long string attached: The chain 
would be open on Sundays. 

A few businesses are open on Sundays, 
including one of the two grocery .stores, 
but such Sabbath-breaking is frowned 
upon. The second supermarket is kept 
alive largely by people who cjuictK' boy
cott the first. We are not strict Sabbatari
ans, but Sunday, broadly speaking, is a 
day of rest: Lawns go immowcd, cars 
aren't washed, a goodly number feel the 
need to attend some sort of worship ser
vice, and file core of the town is almost 
silent. Lyndeners understood that Hag-
gen's presence would change that. So 
there v\'as an old fashioned dustup, with 
eounriess reversals of posifion on die cit)' 
council, mailboxes of angry letters to the 
local paper, and an abortive search to 
find another chain that woidd not open 
on Sundav. In die end, Haggen threw up 
its hands and headed elsewdiere. The 
downtown merchants screamed bloody 
murder about the "backward, anfi-busi-
ness environment" of the town and then 
went back to dieir anfique shops. 

The Haggen rejection is less of a victo-
rv—for Luddism or common decency, 
depending on your point of view —than it 
might seem at first blush. Opposite the 
open-on-Smiday supermarket stands a 
construction site for a brand new Safe-
wav. The two Sabbath-breakers will 
probablv put the Sabbath-keeper out of 
business. So modernit)' wins again, but 
not totallv and not wifiiout a fight. The 
core will sfill be silent on Siuidav, and 
there is a relatively new, sliinv, Sunday-

compliant family grocery that people 
ma\' flock to. 

This, in its own small way, highlights 
what I love about this town. It's conserv
ative enough to respect the past and prag
matic (and Calvinist) enough to accom
modate human nature. We Lyndeners 
welcome modernity at our own pace. 
The hysterical warnings of the local busi
ness interests are politely listened to and 
then weighted accordingly. Best of all, 
our impressions are not just so much 
Oprahficd mush. But, there is some
thing more, something that struck me in 
a passage b\' Stephen Fr\': 

|A|s I understand it, |Chrisfs| tri
umph on earth rests on the fact diat 
he was fidly a man. God, the argu
ment runs, abdicated all his divini-
h' and made himself one hundred 
per cent flesh. He ate food there
fore, he wept, suffered, slept, went 
to the lavator}' and in all odier ways 
sustained the thousand natural 
shocks the flesh is heir to. Cliris-
fians have no right, if they accept 
fliis stor\', to rail at God and say 
"you don't know what it's like, be
ing a human," the Ghristian story is 
all about God showing that he did 
find out preeiseh' what it was like, 
and dierebv offering us an opportu-
nih'of salvation. 

Quite so. To Lyndeners, Dutch or 
otherwise, this is a familiar sentiment that 
we carry with us as we enter into the 
world. 

Jeremy lx)tt is senior editor of Spintech 
Magazine. 

The Rockford Institute 
will host a dinner featuring 

Count Nikolai Tolstoy 
on January 23 at 7:00 P.M. 

M Holy Resurrection Serbian Or thodox Cathedral 
5701 N. Redwood Drive, Chicago. 

Tolstoy, a refative of the Russian novelist, is famous in his own right for 
his courageous exposure of "Operation Keelhaul"—the forced repatriation 

of unarmed civilians and anticommunist resistance fighters by the Allies in 1945. 
Reread Sally Wright's piece in the April 1989 issue, Anthony Harrigan's in the 

Feliruary 1995 issue, and Srdja Tritkovic's "Lord Aldington: Dead but no R.l.P." 
at Tpww.ChroniclesMagazine.orj}. 

For an invitation to the dinner, 
call Christopher Check, executive vice president, at (815) 964-5811. 
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Signs of the Times 
by Srdja Trifkovic 

Afghanistan and Oil 
Writing in the New York Times on Sep
tember 26, Paul Krugman insisted that 
the war against Afghanistan would not be 
"a war on behalf of the oil companies; not 
even a war on behalf of SUVs and Mc-
Mansions." It was, though, going to be a 
war "over a natural resource that is more 
vital than any corporation's profits or anv-
one's luxurious consumption." We should 
not quarrel about whose oil is at stake, 
Krugman insisted; it is about our oil. 

We were led to believe that this was a 
war for freedom, justice, democracy, and 
all that, and against terrorism, Osama, 
and the Taliban. The organ of tlie estab
lishment then calmly implies that the key 
to imderstanding it all is the world's 
largest untapped reserve of oil and gas in 
the recently independent Central Asian 
republics. Nobody attacks the columnist, 
and the paper carries no apolog}' for his 
cynical distortion. What is going on? 

Apparently, the claim that it is "all 
about oil" is no news to the rest of the 
world. The Daily Telegraph of London, 
among others, says that "Control of Cen
tral Asia's oil is the real goal." This was 
the headline on a report by Ben Aris in 
Moscow and Ahmed Rashid in Lahore 
(October 23): 

One of the main reasons that 
Washington supported the Taliban 
between 1994 and 1997 was the at
tempt by the U.S. oil giant LJnocal 
to build a gas pipeline from Lurk-
menistan, through Taliban-con
trolled southern Afghanistan, to 
Pakistan and the Persian Gulf. . . 
But when peace and a stable gov
ernment eventually comes to Kab
ul, US oil companies will be l(X)k-
ing closely at Afghanistan because 
it offers the shortest route to the 
Gulf for Central Asia's vast quanti
ties of untapped oil and gas. The 
companies have invested . . . $59 
billion in developing oil and gas 
fields in Kazakhstan, Turk
menistan, Uzbekistan and ^^zerbai-
jan but exporting to the West in
volves lengthy and expensive 
pipelines. 

'I'his s view was ec hoed by the Asia 

Times of New Delhi, which suggests that, 
while 

the "great game" in Afghanistan 
was once about czars and commis
sars seeking access to the warm wa
ter ports of the Persian Gulf today 
it is about laying oil and gas 
pipelines to the untapped petrole
um reser\es of Central Asia . . . 

As evidence, it cites a study by the histi-
tute for Afghan Studies, which "placed 
the total worth of oil and gas reser\'es in 
the Central Asian republics at around US 
$3 trillion." 

Afghanistan is not just the key to 
pipelines connecting Central Asia to in
ternational markets; the country has its 
own huge oil and gas deposits. During 
the Soviet occupation, Moscow estimat
ed Afghanistan's natural-gas reserves at 
around five trillion cubic feet, and pro
duction reached 275 million cubic feet 
per day in the mid-1970's. But sabotage 
by the mujahideen and the civil war that 
followed Soviet withdrawal in 1989 virhi-
ally ended gas production and scutded 
deals for the supply of gas to several Eu
ropean countries. According to a report 
by the U.S. Department of Energy that 
was posted only a week before September 
11 {www.eia.doe.gov/emeu/cahs/afghan. 
html): 

Afghanistan's significance from an 
energ}' standpoint stems from its ge
ographical position as a potential 
transit route for oil and natural gas 
exports from Central Asia to the 
Arabian Sea. This potential in
cludes the possible construction of 
oil and natural gas export pipelines 
through Afghanistan, which was 
under serious consideration in the 
mid-1990s. The idea has since 
been undennined by Mghanistan's 
instability. 

But, as Telegraph correspondent Ah
med Rashid, explained in Taliban: Mili
tant Islam, Oil and Fundamentalism in 
Central Asia (Yale, 2000), this instability 
is largely the result of the machinations of 
U.S. policymakers and oil companies as 

they tried to secure access to energ}' sup
plies in the midst of Afghanistan's pro
tracted civil war. After providing billions 
of dollars worth of arms to the mu
jahideen, the United States walked away 
after Soviet troops withdrew in 1989 and 
gave its allies in the region, Pakistan and 
Saudi Arabia, free rein to sort out the en
suing civil war. This allowed all regional 
powers, including the newly independent 
Central Asian republics, to prop up com
peting warlords, therebv escalating the 
war. Between 1994 and 1996, Rashid 
says, the United States supported the Tal
iban (through its allies Pakistan and Sau
di Arabia) because it was viewed as anti-
Iranian and anti-Shia, and chose to ignore 
the Taliban's own fundamentalist agen
da: "Wlien I first spoke to diplomats at the 
US Embassy in Islamabad after the I'al-
iban emerged in 1994, they were enthusi
astic." Three years later, another Ameri
can diplomat told Rashid, "The Taliban 
will probably develop like the Saudis did. 
There will be Aramco pipelines, an emir, 
no parliament, and lots of Sharia law. We 
can live with that." 

That enthusiasm soon translated into 
commercial \'entures. After the Taliban 
took Kabul in September 1996, London's 
Daily Telegraph reported that 

the dream of securing a pipeline 
across Afghanistan is the main rea
son why F'akistan, a close political 
ally of America's, has been so sup
portive of the Taliban, and why 
America has quietiy acquiesced in 
its conquest of Afghani.stan. 

In Februan,' 1997, a group of Taliban 
leaders was brought to Unocal headquar
ters at Sugarland, Texas (near Houston), 
for a whirlwind tour, conrplete with royal 
corporate hospitality. Two months later, 
the company opened a project office in 
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