
rality play: Not only does she narrate others’ 
frailties, she reminds us of how much they 
and we have in common. To some extent 
power corrupts, but obstinacy, overreac- 
tion, the prideful refusal to admit error that 
compounds error, self-delusion-a failure 
of reason-are no one’s monopoly. Folly 
may be a child of power, but so are we all 
prone to folly. On the other hand, the true 
morality play also holds out hope. Humans 
have not only created prodigies of tech- 
nology, art, medicine, and theoretical phys- 
ics but have also produced models of the 
modest and intelligent statesman who cre- 
ates effective government: Solon, the An- 
tonine emperors, Charlemagne, Maria 
Theresa, the Jeffersonian generation. When 
power is wedded to humility, responsibility 
is its child. 

THE UNRAVELING OF AMERICA: 
A HISTORY OF LIBERALISM 

by Allen J. Matusow 
(Harper & Row; 542 pp.; $22.95) 

IN THE 19608 

Lurry Tool 

Today the turbulent ’60s beg for historical 
focus. The passions of the period are spent, 
its issues are muddled, its partisans hoarse. 
Firebrands have become fathers, commu- 
nards have become landlords. ex-students 
scramble for university tenure. Even the 
bright mirror of nostalgia has grown dim 
from constant use. For those of us who 
shaped or were shaped by the ’60s the time 
has come to entrust our memories to the 
historians, who will edit and interpret them 
for posterity. “Where have all the flowers 
gone?’ Gone to textbooks every one. 

One does not envy these historians. Who 
among that cautious fraternity will prove 
bold enough to pass judgment on a whole 
generation of quarrelsome critics-at least 
while that generation is still on the scene? 
Memoirs and diaries have appeared; insti- 
tutional histories have been assembled from 
bulging files; surprisingly good biographies 
(Lyndon Johnson, Martin Luther King, Jr.) 
have begun to accumulate. But the Class 
of ‘88 wants to know what the ’60s were 
really about, and’ no provocative general 
interpretation has yet been offered. The Un- 
raveling of America does not quite take this 
bull by the horns, but Allen Matusow has 
at least stepped into the arena. Two cheers. 

For Matusow the essence of the ’60s is 
the ordeal of liberalism. His account is 
woven from three kinds of narrative: The 

ambiguous. Did Andrade, the first director of Si0 Paulo’s Department of 
Culture, wish merely to preserve the past within Brazil’s social revolution. 
or was he parodying the capitalist conception of progress in the Third World? 
We may find a partial answer in yet another of the book’s transformations. 
Just before his transfiguration, Macunaima modifies the second line of his 
slogan to“Brazi1 will be a place of wealth.” The change implies both a prophecy 
and a redefinition. Wealth is now no longer judged by the standard of inter- 
national economics, but, perhaps, by the rich resources of the people and by 
the cultural heritage that Andrade has brought to light. [wlil 

THE UNBEARABLE LIGHTNESS OF BEING 
by Mllan Kundera 
tranalated by Michael Henry Helm 
(Harper & Row; 314 pp.; $15.95) 

Gerald Freund 

If Kundera had set out to write a love story, he might have had better success, 
but he would have written a far less interesting book. This new novel by the 
celebrated Czech author, who now makes his home in Paris, is an incisive, 
compelling, and mostly despairing political work. The political pattern is 
delicate, but pervasive. 

It requires considerable ingenuity for a writer to engross a reader in his 
own deep concerns without their becoming crude interruptions in an interesting 
and often psychologically fascinating work of fiction. Kundera has that talent. 
Nevertheless. because he is a totally involved political intellectual. Kundera 
tends to force rather than lead his reader, who participates in none of the 
critical choices and decisions. Little is entrusted to the readers’s independent 
thought or imagination. There are no silences, none of the pregnant pauses 
so important to the works of Kundera’s favorite composer, Beethoven, whose 
imperative “Es muss sein!” he quotes again and again to glittering literary 
effect. But then Kundera is not an organist listening for cathedral reverber- 
ations. The only echo he wants is that of his own voice. Perhaps he wants to 
drown out the cacaphony of political sloganeering and tom-chamber s c m s .  

Whatever the reasons, we are not, finally. unsympathetic with his impa- 
tience. It is an understandable Raw when one considers that Kundera reveals 
himself through his protagonist, Tomas, as an exile with no possibility of 
finding a cultural “home.” He is in an enforced state of painful loneliness 
a n d a e n  up by his guilt for having escaped the bitter fate-in many cases 
d e a b f  his Central European intellectual friends who chose not to flee 
Russian domination. Kundera’s cry of pain and ambivalence is understood 
through the experience of the fictional Tomas. A surgeon, he initially escapes 
Czechoslovakia to a good hospital position in Switzerland after the Russian 
invasionof 1968. But then he follows his lover, Tereza, back toCzechoslovakia 
and to ignominious humiliations. Among his many conquests, Tereza is the 
only woman Tomas loves. For Kundera, she represents the singular muse he 
tries to follow. Unlike Tomas, he did not follow her “home,” for he would 
no more have found his “home” in Czechoslovakia than he had anywhere 
else. Still, Kundera cannot help wondering what might have been his fate; 
and Tomas, his invention, wanders purgatively until he finally finds a level 
of existence with Tereza in which he can live a truly loving and self-reconciled 
life. Through Tomas, Kundera finds an imagined state of grace. But there is 
still no way “home” for Kundera, for while his present life allows freedom 
of expression, he speaks in a cultural wasteland-different, but in the end the 
same as life under the heel of the Russian conqueror. 

Tomas’s odyssey is fictionalized as a succession of erotic encounters, de- 
scribed with a strange lack of eroticism. In each encounter Tomas seeks to 
find “the millionth part dissimilarity,” the unpredictable individuality he 
desperately needs for his creative as well as political life. He exults in the 
differences he discovers en route to and in intercomdifferent  nuances of 
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in particular but of the modern state in gen- 
eral. During the ’60s  it was a liberal regime 
that endured the dramatic erosion of consent 
9 the governed. but dissatisfaction with 
quthority actually peaked under the neo- 
liberal regime of Richard Nixon. It persists 
today even under the “conservative resto- 
ration” of Ronald Reagan. 

The programs and protests of the ‘60s 
1 were attempts to include the excluded within 
’ the social and political covenant. These ef- 
forts became explosive because they un- 
covered a prior and larger doubt about the 
nature and worth of that covenant itself. 
w a t ,  it was asked, is the purpose of Amer- 
#an power? Until we can once again agree 
on an answer to that question, every in- 
crease in the power of government will con- 
tinue to be offset by a decrease in its au- 
thority among the governed. And America 
as a whole will remain what it has been 
since 1968-substantially ungovernable for 
any purpose higher than sheer survival. 

CAN PAKISTAN SURVIVE? 
THE DEATH OF A STATE 
by Tariq All 
(Verso Editions [London]; 237 pp.; $7.95) 

JINNAH OF PAKISTAN 
by Stanley Wolperl 
(Oxford University Press; xii +420 pp.; 
$24.95) 

Arnold Zcitlin 

A Pakistani friend visited New Delhi earlier 
this year for the first time since 1945. Nat- 
urally he took a tourist bus tour. As the 
vehicle rolled past No. IO Aurangzeb Road, 
the guide, a Hindu who recognized that his 
rider was from Pakistan, leaned over and 
whispered, “That’s h4r. Jinnah’s house.” 

“Now why couldn’t he have told the whole 
bus?’ asked my friend, recalling the inci- 
dent. “Why can’t the Indians be proud of 
the fact that the founder of Pakistan lived 
in New Delhi?’ 

Pakistan was founded thirty-seven years 
ago, but such is the impression that its foun- 
der, Mohammed Ali Jinnah, has left in con- 
temporary India that it is difficult, even in 
trivial matters, for any Indian to regard him 
dispassionately. As Jinnah shifted position 
over the decades-from ardent Indian na- 
tipnalist before World War I. with creden- 
tials more worthy than those of Mohandas 
K. Gandhi, to founder of the Muslim state 
wrenched in 1947 out of the Indian sub- 

behavior, of sounds, of smell. But the sexual act is different from and devoid 
of love, insists Tomas-and Kundera too. Though these rutting excursions 
exalt women by confirming their distinctiveness. paradoxically they demean 
them, making them vehicles of comfort and means of promoting Tomas’s- 
and the author’s-self-worth. 

For Tomas. only Tereza is not a means but an end; and it is not for her 
erotic self but because of her utter fidelity and self-abnegation in face of his 
philandering, and because she has insinuated herself into his poetic memory 
“which records everything that charms or touches us, that makes our lives 
beautiful.” Tereza remains devoted to Tomas even when she leaves him in 
Switzerland to return to Czechoslovakia. Tomas has a deeply empathetic 
understanding of the origins of her needs; but even when he follows her back 
to Czechoslovakia, his fidelity is more enforced than voluntary. He is captured 
by her compassion-“that curse of emotional telepathy”-and so follows her 
out of fear of loneliness rather than out of conviction. Implicit in this narrative 
event is Kundera’s fearful recognition of his own betrayal, or what he thinks 
was betrayal, and an assertion of the reason that he tckk a different course. 

Kundera did not come West as a cultural voyeur but to find what he believed 
was a thriving source of his own cultural identity and a vital spirit of inde- 
pendence. He found neither, and that is his lament throughout the work. What 
alone compensates for this disappointment is his understanding of why the 
vibrant cultural life of an earlier Europe has come to a standstill. and for this 
he has compassion. 

“There is,” Kundera writes, “nothing heavier than compassion.” “Light- 
ness” is what ultimately alienates Kundera’s Tomas from his steadiest erotic 
muse, Sabina. The third of his four principal characters. she was betrayed by 
her father and thereby acquired “a longing for betrayal” that leads her not 
only to leave her homeland (and, unlike Tereza, not to return) but to leave 
lovers as well, and all she might believe in. Kundera understands but despises 
this moral degradation and feels exonerated of it. 

The lover that Sabina takes when she escapes to Switzerland is Franz. a 
respectable married physician and the fourth of Kundera’s quartet of characters. 
She dominates him sexually and in every other way. Franz. though physically 
powerful, needs to be submissive. The paradox of their lives together is that 
Sabina would never have tolerated the physical violence and dominance of 
which Franz is capable, but she does not believe that a lasting sexual rela- 
tionship can be without violence. Sabina disappears from the story when 
Kundera has made his point that the “unbearable lightness of being’l-of 
having no inexorable place in life-is her permanent identity. Franz. honorable 
but eventually pathetic, is traced to his death on an obscure South Asian 
border: where he is shot down because he demands to do good and is not 
understood. “The exquisite noise of European historyL was lost in an infinite 
silence,” Kundera writes after describing that death volley. Here the intruding 
author is clearly ambivalent about the idealists who would change the world 
but have neither the ideas nor the power to do so. He honors their resolution, 
the categorical imperative that drives them, but he despairs to the point of 
cynicism about the hopelessness of their gestures. Only in these passages does 
Kundera reach a tragicomic note. But the novelist/observer’s cynical bite, this 
sadness at the consequence of what he calls sentimentality. keeps the novel 
from reaching comedy. 

As Sabina represents the “unbearable lightness.” modem life’s imper- 
viousness to meaning, Tomas, the character subservient to the author’s will, 
represents the virtue of heaviness. He acts on an overriding necessity-Bee- 
thoven’s “Es muss sein!”-in following his love and on an inner compulsion 
to return “home,” where he knows he will face degradation. Tomas’s action 
is compelling. For Kundera that act would have required a difficult “weighty 
resolution,” an action based on a metaphysical truth that he could not drive 
himself to find. Kundera made the tortured choice not to return, to stay in the 
private hell made public in these pages. 

This, then. is a political novel with a decided difference. It tells not one 
but several equally true and meaningful stories: that of the author/narrator 
Kundera, who creates the images of the disastrous history not only of his 
country but of European culture; and those of the characters, especially Tomas, 
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Revolution, edited by Thomas Walker and 
published last year by Praeger. 

The documents and essays here are par- 
ticularly useful in assessing two of the most 
important questions posed about Nicaragua: 
Is Nicaragua a military threat to its neigh- 
bors and a threat to the peace of Central 
America? And have the Sandinista leaders 
carried out the promises of the 1979 rev- 
olution? A careful reading of the book leads 
to the conclusion that the Sandinistas have, 
in fact, carried out most of the programs to 
which they pledged themselves during the 
civil war, and it is precisely because they 
are engaging in a thoroughgoing social rev- 
olution that their enemies both within Nic- 
aragua and in Washington have put the 
country under siege. 

John Hughes, deputy director of the De- 
fense Intelligence Agency, documents a 
significant military buildup in Nicaragua by 
the Sandinistas, citing a Nicaraguan mili- 
tary force of 70,000, construction of new 
airfields, deployment of heavy artillery and 
mortars, and the presence of 2.000 Cuban 
military and security advisors to make the 
case that the country is becoming a military 
bastion that threatens the security of its 
neighbors. While the figures presented by 
Hughes are generally agreed upon by most 
analysts, the problem lies with his conclu- 
sion, which places the responsibility for such 
a buildup solely on the Sandinista govem- 
ment. 

‘Target Nicaragua,” by George Black and 
Judy Butler, and another piece from News- 
week show that the Nicaraguan military 
buildup is probably a prudent response by 
the Sandinistas to a systematic effort by 
counterrevolutionaries, backed by the Unjted 
States, to overthrow their government. But- 
ler and Black trace the Reagan administra- 
tion’s Nicaragua policy to October, 1980, 
Heritage Foundation policy recommenda- 
tions. Cleto Di Giovanni, a former CIA 
officer in Latin America and another source 
cited here, identified potential allies that 
should be supported in a “well orchestrated 
program targeted against the Marxist San- 
dinista government.” Those potential allies 
include the several thousand former So- 
moza National Guardsmen who fled into 
Honduras in 1979, the conservative Cath- 
olic Church hierarchy led by Archbishop 
Obando Y Bravo, leaders of the Miskito 
Indian community with ties to Somoza and 
the CIA, businessmen affiliated with the 
private enterprise council, the opposition 
newspaper La Prensa. and the Permanent 
Commission on Human Rights, an insti- 
tution that had received support from the 
Heritage Foundation. 

All of these groups and organizations have 

who paradoxically escapes total exile but only at great cost. Was it worth the 
price? Kundera seems to acknowledge it as a courageous lind soul-stirring as 
well as significant act. With Tereza, Tomas finds “at least a glimmer of that 
paradisiac idyll in the country, in nature, surrounded by domestic animals, in 
the bosom of the regularly recurring seasons.” In that passage, which is 
mniniscent of the only relief from despair Winston and Julia find in Orwell’s 
1984. Kundera also asserts that this is not his way: “The longing for Paradise 
is man’s longing not to be man.” But where does that leave him? 

According to Kundera, “we have no idea anymore what it means to feel 
guilty. The Communists have the excuse that Stalin misled them. Murderers 
have the excuse that their mothers didn’t love them.. . .No one could be more 
innocent, in his soul and conscience, than Oedipus. And yet he punished 
himself when he saw what he had done.” It is on this perilous frontier that 
Kundera lives in his isolated. total exile. 

And this leads to an ominous conclusion: “It  takes so little, so infinitely 
little, for a person to cross the border beyond which everything loses meaning: 
love, conviction, faith, history. Human life-and herein lies its secret-takes 
place in the immediate proximity of that border, even in direct contact with 
it; i t  is not miles away, but a fraction of an inch.” This is a voice ofcompassion. 
of a novelist who gives honest service, who is faithful to a human purpose 
to which we aspire but whose demands make us feel ‘inescapably inadequate. 

THE DAY LASTS MORE THAN A HUNDRED YEARS 
by Chlnglz Altmatov 
translated by John French 
(Indiana University Press; 352 pp.; $17.50) 

Patrick J .  Ryan 

Chingiz Aitmatov. a Central Asian member of the Supreme Soviet and a 
delegate to the last four Communist pany congresses, hails from the Kirghiz 
Soviet Socialist Republic. The Kirghiz Republic borders China on the east 
and, on the west, the much larger Kazakh SSR, with which it formed one 
political entity until 1936. Aitmatov, trained as a veterinarian in the Stalin 
era, turned his attention to literary concerns during the 1950s. For his accom- 
plishments in the latter area he has been awarded a Lenin Prize and a State 
Prize; in 1978, on his fiftieth birthday, he received the Hero of Socialist Labor 
medal. 

None of these biographical details suggests that Aitmatov’s fiction might 
interest anyone unattracted to the grayness of socialist realism. But Aitmatov, 
even though he makes all the right noises during his frequent appearances at 
Soviet-sponsored peace conferences, has published substantial amounts of 
fiction deserving translation. This most recent novel was published in Noyv 
Mir in 1980 and in book form in 1981. Ably translated into English by John 
French, it appears with a brief but informative introduction by Katerina Clark. 

If the title sounds vaguely like something from the pen of Gabriel Garcia 
Mhquez. the impression is deliberate. Aitmatov prefers to recognize his 
literary kinship with the socialist Garcia Mirquez rather than with his fellow 
memorialist of Stalinist repression, the antisocialist Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn. 
Garcla Mhquez evidently supplied Aitmatov with a model for the curious 
mixture of socialist realism, Turkic legend, and science fiction in the present 
novel. From Solzhenitsyn, however, he may have learned something of his 
pre-exilic technique of denouncing the Soviet system without going too far. 
Solzhenitsyn’s postexilic expression of his Russian Onhodox faith, a reli- 
giousness firmly bound up with his Russian nationalism, may also have inspired 
something of the feeling for Central Asian ethnicity and lslani one finds in 
this novel by Aitmatov. 

The novel takes shape on several planes simultaneously. In the frame story 
the reader follows the efforts of Yedigei Zhangel’din. a decorated veteran of 
World War I1 and a dedicated worker at a Central Asian railway junction, to 
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