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THE YOUNG, THE GOOD, AND THE WEST Michael Platt

I. From Stettin in the Baltic to Trieste in the Adriatic, all across the continent of Europe,
the Iron Curtain has lifted. Behind that line almost all the ancient states of the East, with
their capitals, Warsaw, Budapest, Prague, Bratislava, Zagreb, Belgrade, Bucharest, Sofia,
Tallin, Riga, Vilnius, Kiev, and their captive populations have regained their freedom. In
Germany, the wall imprisoning the East has crumbled, the Germans have enjoyed their
reunion, and set about the task of unification. Now far into the East the Gulag has
thawed; now the specter of Soviet Communism no longer haunts the West; and now all
over the world the threat of nuclear war seems to have receded.

Meanwhile, the free markets of the West and the new ones in Asia continue to produce
all those goods and services that constitute progress, in such abundance as to make vast
populations comfortable, beyond the expectations of desire itself and even the dreams of
visionaries. Indeed, the world seems now nearly united in calling democracy the best
regime, free market capitalism the best economy, and science the most humanitarian
enterprise of humanity. Some speak of a new world order. Still others dream of the end of
history. Investors everywhere smile.



Nevertheless, despite these welcome events, agreeable developments, and sanguine
hopes, the West seems troubled.

Though wealthy, the peoples of the West are not happy; though at peace, they are
haunted by the unrelenting cold war that terrorism is; though living longer and longer,
they fear death more and more; and though ever advancing in technology, they feel
weaker. Compared to previous generations, the people of the West, though still free, are
everywhere more dependent on government, more burdened by bureaucracy, more vexed
by regulation, more heavily taxed, and more deep in debt, both personal and public, yea,
unto their children's children. By almost all indices, of theft, of murder, of divorce, of
suicide, of how it treats its offspring, and how willing the citizenry is to defend its way of
life, the West seems in decline.

Certainly we are not what our parents and grandparents once were. Though they belatedly
recognized the threat of national, imperial socialism, both Hitler's new kind and Japan's
ancient one, and though they needed alliance with a third national, imperial socialism to
win, the great democracies called forth a supreme exertion and defeated both Germany
and Japan. Yet despite the valiant work of Churchill's worthy inheritor, Margaret
Thatcher, the English today are no equal to the hearty islanders who frustrated Hitler's
Luftwaffe so finely. Despite the refounding achievement of DeGaulle, the French today
are no match to the French who were ashamed of their Vichy betrayal, resisted
occupation, fought their way to German soil, gained a place at the peace table, and
founded the United Nations. And despite America's two-ocean victory, its enormous
economic expansion since, and its 'victory' over Soviet Communism, the American
people today are not equal to the united nation they were in World War Il. For more than
a thousand days and nights those men and women waged war against two mighty
tyrannies. Recently a leader of the West called a tyrant, a Hitler, but ceased fighting him
after a hundred hours, leaving him stronger, more able to oppress his people and, with
time, more able to threaten his neighbors with mass incineration and mass plague. Except
for superior arms, none of the descendants of the victors of World War Il could defeat the
nation they were fifty years ago.

Each of the great democracies is weaker than it was then. Weaker, sicker, blinder, blind
to its own corruption — or rather indifferent to it, for although there are critics, although
insight exists, although the evidence can even be presented in terms that the morally
obtuse recognize, little is done. Insight exists, but not will. Everywhere sloth, sloth, sloth
prevails. And even to its own survival, America seems blind. Upon Communist China,
with its vast Laogai system, so much more thoroughly enslaving of the mind and so much
more economically productive than the Gulag—upon this tyranny, with its submissive
millions, with its pervasive espionage, with its penetrating political donations, with its
expansive navy and far-reaching missiles—upon this totalitarian empire, America
chooses to look most favorably. Its consumers amused with trinkets, its business men
dazzled with profits, and its politicians indifferent to liberty, America seems to have
concluded that the world is safe for democracy, that the war to end all wars is over, and
that no virile armed force will ever be needed again.



To be sure, the West has woken from slumber before. Before it beat him, the West
appeased Hitler; before it defeated the Japanese, it ignored them; and for decades, before
it decided to defend itself against missiles, not just deter them, the West gave ground to
Soviet advances, calling retreat coexistence and then détente. Yet it rallied against Hitler,
against Japan, and against the Soviet Union. Perhaps the West will rally again.

When it rallied before, the West had to recognize its enemies; now, in addition, it must
recognize itself. That is a far greater task, for it requires very painful self-criticism. In
what follows | will offer some, to you, my fellow Westerners. Later | will give some
reasons to think we are already rallying.

Il. THE TEENAGER
Today, if we would recognize our enemies, we must first recognize ourselves.

Sometime after World War 11, a new sort of human being appeared in the West. The flat,
listless, anxious, petty souls of the youth of today have been well described by Allan
Bloom, but their uniqueness has not been appreciated, their genesis investigated, or their
plight commiserated sufficiently. There were no "teenagers™ before World War II.
Compare the entries in Webster Second and Third; only after the war does the adjective
"teenage” become the noun, "teenager.” What differentiates the teenager from all
previous generations of young people is the absence of the desire to become an adult; the
highest aspiration of a teenager is to become a more perfect teenager, a movie or rock
star. Before the Second World War, there were youths; they grew up playing and
studying, being foolish, ambitious and silly, but always wanting to grow up, to become
men and women, good citizens and God-fearing souls, mothers and fathers, someone
worthy of their own self-respect. Their heroes and heroines were such people; if they
didn't have one nearby in their own family, they looked for one in their town, perhaps in
their church, congregation, meeting house, stake, or synagogue, or in their school. And if
they did not find enough good there, then they searched in their reading. Not any more;
the horizon of significant adult life has disappeared for them.

The day the Teenager was created was a sad day for every youth in America. Imagine
yourself young, unsure of yourself, swayed by strong passions, by turns ashamed and
proud, oft shy and oft assertive, always awkward, filled with new desires and hard on
yourself for having them, by desire pressed forward toward independence and by desire
drawn backward toward conformity, tempted by clique cruelty, by affectation, by
enslavement to pleasure, and by premature bonds, but fighting on, knowing that you want
to become something better, someone capable of accomplishing good, deserving your
own respect, and maybe one day becoming a good parent —imagine such struggling
youths hearing their own parents saying, "Take it easy, enjoy yourself, adulthood will just
happen, this is the time of your life."

You can see it portrayed in the films of James Dean. In all of them, he is an orphan, an
orphan with no parents in Giant, an orphan with split parents in East of Eden, and an
orphan withtwo parents in Rebel Without a Cause. Rebel imitates what was going on in



the 1950s most faithfully. In it we see "Jimmy" enter a new high school and face a moral
question: Should he fight if challenged? Should he risk his life, and perhaps the lives of
others, to defend his honor? Should he, perhaps, do it to destroy the reputation of a
teenage tyrant? Or should he ignore the foolish challenge, go his solitary way through
high school, and continue to prepare to be a man? Jimmy chooses to fight, frees two
former slaves of the tyrant, and wins. By so doing, he becomes a good, strong man, and
even a kind of father (to the character "Plato”). Jimmy is not a rebel without a cause, but
a young man with a purpose. All this, however, is achieved not only without the help of
his parents but despite a contumacious mother and a pusillanimous father. The lesson is
clear: in the new America, the kids are on their own. They have been on their own now
for forty years.

We have slid a long way since shy, sensitive, self-pitying, questioning, confused, polite,
proud and gentle Jimmy Dean struggled to become a man. When | look at the blank eyes,
apathetic expressions, empty faces, the hair fashioned like stegosauruses or shaven like
Dachau inmates, note the leather garb, mutilating jewelry, ill-fitting tops, and shuffling
pants, when | watch their cold videos, hear their music beat to the whip, and above all,
when | listen to the Teenagers of today talk about their lives, the world and themselves, |
grieve for them and | fear for the world. These children would rather that the world
perished; they would rather you perished; they would rather that their parents perished;
they would rather they themselves perished; and they kill themselves, their parents, and
others in unprecedented numbers. Without desire, without pleasure, without passion, they
seem to say, "l hate everyone in this room; I hate everyone | know; | hate, | hate, | hate . .
. everything." "Daddy, Daddy" Sylvia Plath is their precursor, "tomorrow, and tomorrow,
and tomorrow" Macbeth their ancestor, and the swine-preferring Prodigal Son their
archetype. They want neither to love nor to be loved. It is a question whether any
affection can ever reach them, although not a question that should stop any one from

trying.
I1l. THE ORPHANS AND THE GREAT BOOKS

Thus orphaned, the youths of the West are in the condition of Telemachus, amlet, or
Huck Finn; they must bring themselves up. Unfortunately, today they are more like
Hamlet than Telemachus and more like Huck than Hamlet. And their absent fathers are
no Old Hamlets, let alone Odysseuses. For years the young people who now arrive in
college have heard their parents say, "Let the kids work it out on their own," which they
have rightly understood to mean, "We don't much care.”

Arriving in college, these children will need some vista of greatness to satisfy the longing
in their souls, or to stir it up if Allan Bloom is right about their listlessness. From time to
time such students may find some greatness in their teachers, but they will only find it for
sure in the great books that are occasionally still taught in the colleges. Nothing else
speaks to the soul's greatest longings the way those books do. Most of the greatest minds
are dead and are, thus, only available to us through the writings they have left us. Happy
then the student who chances upon the greater teachers an Allan Bloom will introduce
him to. That chance depends largely on the existence of a Liberal Arts, Great Books, or



Western Civilization elective, requirement, core, program or major. And for most
students, it also depends on meeting a teacher so formed by that greatness that he
represents it vivaciously to students. Such teachers do not grow on trees. They are not
watered by the affluent, but impoverished graduate schools of today. Often such teachers
only spring up by getting to teach in such undergraduate programs. As Lionel Trilling
once said, "Everything | am comes from the opportunity to teach in such a program.”
Today there are precious few of them. And the best way to introduce one to a college
without one might be to call it Forbidden Books.

I would then, with Mr. Bloom and others, have such orphans study the two parents of the
West, whose strong marriage, of reason and revelation, have made it the inquiring, the
striving, and the loving thing it is. Simultaneously then, | would have them study that
great movement of mind, beginning with Homer and Hesiod, including the tragedians and
historians, and culminating in Socrates and all his consequences: Plato, Aristotle and
Alexander, Cicero, Vergil, and Tacitus. Nor should one neglect the four modern
Socratics: Montaigne, Pascal, Kierkegaard, and Nietzsche. And | would have them study
the parent of revelation, beginning with the Great Creator of Genesis, including the long
story of man's choices, of steadfast Abraham, stern Moses and persevering Job, shaky
Saul, and wayward David; and withal God's charitable and sagacious interventions,
culminating in suffering Christ and all His consequences, including Augustine, Thomas,
Francis, More, Luther, Calvin, Pascal, Newman, Kierkegaard, and Péguy.

These are the parents and their relatively distinct progeny. We in the West are one long
consequence of reason, especially as the Greeks first practiced it, and of revelation, as the
Jews first received it, and especially of the meeting of these two, sometimes a clash,
sometimes a conversation, sometimes a chorus in harmony. We are especially the
consequence of the unification of these two accomplished by Christianity. To the Jew,
Christianity said, "Some of the laws are suspended by the new revelation of Christ, some
strengthened by it (e.g., on divorce), and some set aside, for example, those on politics,
for the "things of Caesar" are rightly governed by reason, not God or Moses or the law
given by the one to the other.” And to the Greek, Christianity said, "There is more in
heaven than your philosophy kens of, and more on earth as well, for without breaching
reason or contradicting it, or denigrating the nature it is true to, the truth of Christ
surpasses it." The most comprehensive, subtle, rich and happy expression of this
unification of reason and Christian revelation is to be found in Thomas Aquinas; the most
deep, subtle, noble, and anxious in Pascal; and the most beautiful and sweet, in
Rembrandt.

Yet the student of the West may wonder and must inquire whether these parents, of
reason and Christian revelation, do go together. Is it a marriage? Various voices that a
student must listen to, Tertullian and Luther on one side, and on the other, Schopenhauer
and Nietzsche, agree, saying that there can be no true relation between faith and
philosophy. Are they right? Should philosophy and faith divorce? And if they should,
which parent should you, their child, choose to stick with? "Faith" say Tertullian and
Luther. "Reason™ say Bayle, Voltaire, Schopenhauer and Nietzsche, though Nietzsche
adds "passionate reason." Who is right? Which will you choose? Is one right? Does



reason without faith lead to liberty, understanding, and happiness. Or does faith without
reason lead to righteousness, salvation, and heaven? Or are both sides wrong, and the
child who is forced to choose forever maimed by having grown up in a broken home?
You must decide. You must think. You must meet Socrates. You must meet Christ. Not
to know them is to be an orphan of the West. For any human being, West or East, it is to
miss two of the greatest opportunities for self-knowledge. As inquiring Socrates died to
make us wise, so wise Christ died to make us loving.

The reminder of these deaths might teach something important to the student of the West.
The founders whose marriage made and still makes the West were both put to death by
the West. Has the West regretted it? Yes, and no. Athens so regretted the hemlock that it
banished the accusers; Jerusalem so regretted the cross that many a Saul changed to a
Paul; and Imperial Rome so regretted its Pilate that it turned Christian. Although the
esteem in these regrets contributed importantly to the founding of the West, nevertheless,
were Socrates resurrected, would he last seventy years? And were Christ to come again
would he last thirty-three? No, if Socrates reappeared, if Christ came again, they would
once again be put to death. Daily they are, have been, and will be put to death. The
hemlock is always being proffered to the philosopher, approximately in proportion to his
imitation of Socrates, and the Cross is always being erected for the Christian,
approximately in proportion to his witnessing Christ. Nor does the fact that Socrates is
somehow responsible for Aristotle and that Christ is somehow responsible for the Church
mean that the combination of Aristotle and the Church that the West nearly was in Paris
long ago, that that combination would not repeat the crime of Athens and the crime of
Jerusalem. After all, Thomas, in whose thinking Aristotle and Christ combine as never
before or since, was censured by the Church, fortunately in absentia, after he had been
"absented" from this little threshing floor, streeted with straw, our earth, and was,
presumably, dwelling in beatific felicity, in any case, safe from Bishop Tempier. Yet,
unfortunately as well, for the Church, for had Thomas been alive and thinking when
intemperate Tempier and like others condemned his teachings, Thomas would not only
have refuted them but might have convinced the Church that he had, and then his students
need not have gone underground for years.

This shows us something important. Though these two, Socrates and Christ, are the
founders of the West, the West is far from its founding. It could not be otherwise and it
will always be so. Founders are both in what they founded and immeasurably high above
it. No institution is greater than its founder. Politigue is not mystique, as Péguy knew.
Institutions, especially countries, do necessary things and sometimes achieve fine things,
things that nothing else could, but none is finer than what a noble human being can
achieve. Only human beings can be friends. When countries are said to be "friendly," it
just means they are not foes. Although souls need cities to be in, no city is higher than the
soul. And so it is with Socrates and with Christ. Justice was profoundly important to both,
yet both recognized something higher above it, eros in the one case, love in the other.

Thus we study founders such as Socrates and Christ with two dispositions, with gratitude
for the good in what they founded and yet with awe for them, higher beings, and high
measures of all below, including what they founded. Thus, when the Academy is



decadent, you may seek philosophic solace in Socrates, and when Christendom is
decrepit, there in Christ you may seek ageless Life Himself. So too, when the Academy is
decadent and when Christendom is decrepit, you may reform them, which means
returning them to their first principles and purposes, by ardently recollecting Socrates and
Christ, and while reforming the institutions, endure the tribulations and suffering
accompanying such reform, succeeding or failing, by dwelling with them. Time spent
strolling with Socrates and Christ gives a happiness no institution could ever enjoy, or
hinder. However, even when these institutions were in the best shape ever, nay even if
they were to be in the best shape they could ever be in, still high above them are their
founders, Socrates and Christ, the one providing an understanding few others can, and the
other providing a peace no one else ever could.

To the student of the West, these two lofty teachers enforce a second important lesson.
Do these two, Socrates and Christ, agree about important things? Do they understand
things the same way? Do they provide the same sort of peace? It is hard to discern what
each teaches or thinks, and it is harder still to see if they go together. Perhaps they agree,
but if so, is it clear where, or how, and why? We would very much like to be present at a
conversation between Socrates and Christ, yet a conversation between them might go no
where, it might not even start, and who are we to speculate about their lofty meeting? No
one stays wide awake with Socrates the night of the Symposium, and none of his chosen
disciples stays awake with Christ the night He asked them to. Who are we to say we
would do better than Aristophanes or Peter on the night when Socrates and Christ
converse? Raphael painted the conversation of Plato and Aristotle as "The School of
Athens." What the conversation of Socrates and Christ would be we do not know. "The
School of the West" has never been painted. Perhaps Rembrandt could have. He didn't.
We can't.

Of the West then, we are the products and also the failures, for reading the best minds of
the West we cannot but recognize that in them there is something not only vastly superior
to Western institutions but vastly superior to us. Thus time spent with Socrates and Christ
is time spent with souls whose lofty excellence is a constant personal accusation and yet
whose company provides a joy few of the living, however good, can give us, or, for much
the same reason, prevent. For the record of their time on earth we are mightily grateful to
the institutions they founded, and yet we cannot forget that they are the measures of those
institutions.

Thus, although Socrates asks Athens to care for his sons and would, | presume, approve
of Plato's writings, and might approve of his founding of the Academy, he would hardly
approve of everything Academic since, perhaps not even the succession of civilizations,
regimes, and cities that have followed, including those summed up as "the West."
Likewise, although He charged His disciples to found a Church, Christ would not
approve all its doings, let alone those of all Christendom, and still less "Christian
civilization." (Thus, although neither Socrates nor Christ would be animated by the
passion that stirred the marchers at Stanford to chant "Hey, hey, ho, ho, Western Civ has
gotta go," they would not in defending such a civilization for an instant regard it as the
highest thing. Nor would they approve of Western Civilization courses that failed to look



higher than it, to what it has looked higher to, to Socrates and Christ, and, higher still, to
what they look up to.) And although Thomas may be said to have brought reason and
revelation, Aristotle and Christ, together, we don't know what either would think of the
meeting. After all, neither Aristotle nor Christ speak of each other, and not at all of the
consequence of the conversation their students and disciples have imagined, "the West."
All criticism of the West falls short of what Socrates and Christ, just by existing, provide.

Mention of Socrates and Christ might remind us of something else about the soul's
relation to greatness. It is not only true, as Mr. Bloom so rightly emphasizes and exactly
describes, that the soul longs for answers to the greatest questions but that the soul wants
to become great. If not deformed, a youth dreams of being some one he can respect, of
doing something worth remembering, indeed of becoming someone worth remembering,
someone great. Some dream of discovering truth; more dream of achieving a great good,
or of resisting a great evil. Some want to be an Einstein; some want to be a Davy
Crockett; others want to be an Albert Schweitzer, or a Mother Teresa; some want to be a
Shakespeare or a Solzhenitsyn; and others want to be a Joan of Arc or a Lincoln, a
DeGaulle or a Churchill. The great books speak to these longings. Homer's heroes fired
the imagination of young Alexander and young Sam Houston. Plutarch's Lives, which
include a life of Alexander, have fired youths as well as instructed statesmen. The
Platonic dialogues set the emulative soul on fire to be like Socrates. Likewise the Bible,
which shows a youth the greatness in obedience of pious Abraham, beautiful David, and
stern and stubborn Moses, and the greatness in love of Christ.

Nor can the soul stop at emulation. For one thing, there is more than one sort of hero
worthy of emulation. Which should I choose to be like? How can | choose between them?
Why choose one rather than the others? Perhaps there was once a time when the choice
was easy, when the question barely arose, when it was clear to all, or nearly all, in one's
village, one's country, and one's civilization, what the best way of life is. Not any more.
Perhaps it never was. Thus the student burning to be great must ask: What is great? The
student wishing to be just must ask: What is just? And the student desiring truth must ask:
What is true? And even: What is truth? Philosophy, at least a little philosophy, is now
indispensable, at least at the beginning of adulthood. The confluence of a thousand and
one "cultures’ has confused all and thrust reflection upon each youth raised in one but
forced by exposure to the rest to consider all.

It is a long time since one could leave it at reading Homer, wanting to be Achilleus, or
Odysseus, and worshipping Zeus. Since Julian the Apostate, no one has done more to
revive the worship of Dionysus than Nietzsche and yet he and his Zarathustra
philosophize far more than they dance, pour libations, or sacrifice in blood. The soft,
pastel paganism of Botticelli, the multicultural paganism of Jung and Campbell —
psychologists of the ‘psyche’ (which is not the soul) — and the aesthetic paganism of
many students up until recently is effete, unheroic, and shallow, and it is impossible.
Socrates is inescapable. Likewise, one cannot leave it at reading the Old Testament and
wanting simply to obey the law vouchsafed to Moses, for one must consider what
Maimonides teaches the perplexed; and not even in Israel, let alone Long Island, can one
ignore Spinoza, the founder of both. And Christianity, in claiming that Christ is the



Logos (John), that reason and its revelation agree (Pascal), requires the thoughtful
Christian, such as Thomas addresses in the Summa Theologiae, to find out how they do
agree. Faith must seek understanding.

In truth these stories of the West themselves compel emulative youth to philosophize.
That Homer presents both Achilleus and Odysseus means we must consider both, perhaps
choose one over the other, or perhaps compelled by the difficulty of the choice, seek
some third hero beyond both, who would be their perfection and measure. Plato says that
would be Socrates. Kierkegaard disagrees, saying it would be Christ. And Nietzsche once
suggested it would be "Roman Caesar with the soul of Christ." Likewise with the Bible.
Whom should one emulate? Abraham, Moses, or David? Or Job? Or none, for perhaps
the Torah forbids emulation, knows only God as great, and prefers obedience. And here
Christ disagrees, saying love is higher than obedience, love for others unto death, "as |
have loved you"; and yet in obedience, too, Thy will be done. Maybe emulation was not
permitted until Him. In any case, the diversity within the West, whose many participant
cultures are invisible to the angry in American Academe today, is already inherent in the
West. It requires each son and daughter of the West to seek the unity of the West, to seek
it for yourself, and thus to live it in your life.

Already the indispensable founding figures of the West, in Socrates and Christ, in their
thinking, there is incitement to thinking. The questions aroused by Socrates' one big
speech in public (the Apology) compel one to go on, to his many private conversations,
among them none so lovely as the Symposium or so comprehensive as the Republic.
What Plato's student, Aristotle, divided up into a Poetics, a Rhetoric, an Ethics, a Politics,
and part of a Physicsand a Metaphysics, is in the Republic seen together. Few, very few,
other books have such a power to speak to the young soul, to provoke it into a discovery
of itself, and to exercise it into a full possession of its own powers. The Republicis one
of those books that to miss when you are young may be to miss maturity itself. From
Euclid you can learn that you have a mind, but from Plato and Aristotle you can learn that
the mind can reason about the most important things. (Shakespeare and Tolstoy seem to
me two other indispensables, but ones that come earlier.)

Miss the experience of reason in Plato and you are likely to become a feeble drifter,
thinking "It is all a matter of opinion" or, these days, a lost nihilist thinking "It is all a
matter of values." Combine the many drifters and a few potent nihilists turned active and
you get tyrannies the like of which were never seen until our century. Against the
peculiar evil of our time, Plato and Aristotle are sovereign essentials.

So too the Gospels, whose fourfold account of Christ requires the reader to work for
understanding, to reconcile the discrepancies, to harmonize the seven last words, or not
to, but in any case to have sought answers to the questions the Gospels raise. The remarks
of Christ, which are as witty, subtle, and deep, indeed unique, as His suffering, require
the same qualities in the reader. And so too the works of discourse that follow the
Gospels, the accounts of God (theologies) of Augustine, Thomas, Pascal, Kierkegaard,
and others; there too Christ incites to thought. To read Augustine's Confessions and not
carry the story through to the final, abstract discourses is not only to "not finish the



assignment” but not to have understood what of it you did read. To Augustine it would be
to choose "restlessness” rather than the "Thee" that true restlessness, seeking higher,
would itself choose and then be at peace. Even after he had been saved, Augustine
thought there was far to go. Faith needs to seek understanding. Thomas agrees when he
addresses the twenty-five hundred close pages of his Summa Theologiae to pious B.A.s
at Paris. And, in his way, Pascal also holds that reason and revelation can never disagree.
Yet, with these discourses we must add, as their authors would, that somehow all they say
is already in the Gospels, especially John's. While ancient philosophy criticized the
Homeric poetry that preceded it (and refuted Aristophanes, first to quarrel with Socrates),
modern philosophic theology understands itself as the servant of the Biblical story and
the disciple of Christ.

So far | have emphasized the founders of the West. They come first in studies but they
are not all. The moderns, unto our own day, deserve attention, if only so the student is not
left disoriented upon graduating. But the ancients do come first. As Lionel Trilling
observed, the unargued assumption of all colleges is that you teach modernity. That is not
thoughtful. Yet, even to fulfill the aim of such a curriculum, you must study more than it.
Modernity is derivative, and its very claims to superiority, to bold breaks and new
continents, acknowledge this however backhandedly. To examine the bold claim of a
founder who boasts he is better than all that came before, you have to know the old stuff,
especially when the boaster names the person he overcomes. Thus, to examine the claims
of the new republican Machiavelli, you have to know the old 'imagined Republics' (of
Cicero, especially of Plato, but also the "imagined"” City of God of Augustine, whom
Machiavelli silently and fiercely opposes). To examine the claims of the 'new scientists'":
Galileo, Copernicus, Bacon, Descartes, and Newton, you have to know the old ones,
Aristotle, Euclid, and Ptolemy. And to examine the claims of the great critics of
modernity who nonetheless renewed its designs, Rousseau and Nietzsche, you must know
both the moderns they criticize, Hobbes and Locke for Rousseau, Rousseau and Hegel for
Nietzsche, and also the ancients they claim as allies (Socrates for both, Sparta for
Rousseau, and the tragedians for Nietzsche).

One must recognize that the tension between reason and revelation, which seemed to
have reached a high harmony in Thomas Aquinas, broke out afresh. Those figures who
made the Renaissance, who are the Renaissance, called for some kind of return to ancient
understanding and living, and those figures who made the Reformation, who are the
Reformation, called for some kind of return to pristine Christian teaching and living. Yet
Erasmus and More thought these renewals were compatible. Shakespeare may have too,
and what would a Great Books curriculum be without Shakespeare, whose scope includes
almost all time and place, and whose beauty pleases and depth lures on the inquiring soul.
Looking upon the ensuing tumult and bloody civil wars, others, the founders of
modernity, such as Machiavelli, Montaigne, and Bacon, claimed to see a new harmony of
reason and revelation, which would dedicate the faithful, out of charity itself, to a politics
of broad and inclusive goals, ones likely to be achieved and even secured forever, or at
least progressively approximated: peace, freedom, prosperity, and comfort. Thus the
faithful were invited to join a just war against fortune, to achieve an unconditional



surrender and permanent conquest of nature, for the relief of what Montaigne called, for
the first time, the human condition.

Can such a conquest be accomplished? Should it be? Is it wise? Is man wise enough to
rule nature? Has he grown in wisdom since the Greeks, since the Christians, neither of
whom thought the purpose of life resided in such wars? Doesn't all power over nature
inevitably become the power of some men over others, some peoples over others, perhaps
over the whole world, some generations over all future ones, and one species over all
life? Today is there not, alas, a very immediate incentive for studying the bold founders
of the modern project, at the perilous end of which we seem to live? Just when the
conquest of nature may mean the abolition of man, would surely be a good time to study
Bacon and Descartes, who knew such a conquest to be an innovation and knew the
arguments against it. Likewise is there not an intellectual provocation. Just when modern
science is disappearing into black holes, bursting into a thousand particles however
charming, and conceding that everything came from nothing (but not wondering if only
God could create anything from nothing), would surely be a good time to examine the
claim of original modern science to know the whole in principle. And what of the result
of that low idealism (Marxism), namely the totalitarianism, ever advancing a war against
human nature, as well as nature, and exercising unrelenting terror of against both, that has
corrupted, enslaved, and killed so many millions in our century? Is this low idealism
unrelated to the call for lower goals by Machiavelli? Or to the covert antitheological ire at
work in him and most of his "captains,” most of the subsequent moderns?

Yet is there no good in this philosophic project, the modern project, and do we not see it
most in our America, in what the Framers built, the generation of Lincoln shed blood for,
the pioneers filled the continent with, and what Americans have enjoyed for two hundred
years? In it Machiavelli might find manifest mastery of fortune, Montaigne ease and ease
of thought, Spinoza freedom of speech, Bacon warmth, and Descartes health; in it Locke
might find toleration, Rousseau find innocence, Hamilton empire, Twain folly to laugh at,
Whitman loafing, Cather fortitude, Tocqueville piety and liberty, and in it Lincoln might
find a sign of the divine hand and the hope of humanity. Is not the good of America,
mingling modern designs and Christian teachings, uniting nature and nature's God,
something good and thus an argument for the partial good of the modern project? Yet
even in America, some great minds have seen the end of humanity. No one has decried
the ignobility of this project more penetratingly than Nietzsche. Was he wrong to? To
know, you must study him, too.

Although the student should study the course of modern philosophy, it must be admitted
that there is something willful and therefore not quite adequate, adequate to reality, in
most of its great minds. Most are so busy changing the world that they do not see it
clearly, and often ignore nature entirely, including human nature, and thus themselves.
By contrast the great statesmen of the modern era, who try ever to find the good in
straitened conditions, and thus always have their eye on human nature, in the fine-grained
picture of it, in the shifting situations they face, and the contending characters, both
adversaries and allies, seem to understand human things better. The student should come
to know, in memoirs and faithful histories, a few at least of the likes of Washington,



Jefferson, Hamilton, and Madison, Lincoln, Cavour, Bismarck, Marlborough and
Churchill, and DeGaulle. Their brave and sagacious efforts, whether successful or not,
stand out against the darkness of modernity. It is not only in antiquity and Plutarch that
nobility shines in deed and speech. For every page of Heidegger read one of Churchill.
For every page of Hegel read one of Lincoln.

Likewise, in contrast to the projective character of modern philosophy, stand the great
poets of the modern era, Shakespeare, Goethe, Kafka, Tolstoy and Dostoyevsky; their
works seem more comprehensive, more thoughtful, deeper, partly because they are not
wholly modern, not rebels, but true inheritors, more akin to Socrates and Christ than
Bacon and Descartes and their philosophic train. In them there is often more philosophy
than in modern philosophy and often more piety than in the churches. In any case,
Tolstoy's War and Peaceis simply indispensable in the life of a growing soul. Both future
philosophers and future Christians, if not future statesmen, have much to learn from this
great story.

This brings us full circle, for to educate the sons and daughters of the West, a curriculum
of Great Books must include the stories from which the West starts, on the one hand,
Homer and his progeny, the historians Herodotus and Thucydides and the tragedians
Aeschylus, Sophocles, and Euripides, and on the other hand, Genesis and its trail,
Exodus, and onward to the Gospels. And such a curriculum must include the stories that
carry forward the West to our time, among them the Faust story of the striving that in
contending with nature will never find rest, the Don Quixote and Hamlet story of the
noble man ever ready to take arms against the sins of the world, and the Don Juan story
of the roving eros that never lifts its eyes above humanity. It is not accidental that the
characteristic evil of our time has been best understood by a poet, Solzhenitsyn, in the
"literary investigation" entitled 7/e Gulag Archipelago. Such poetry is not only more
philosophic than history, as Aristotle said, but truer, truer than "History."

Philosophy without poetry is thin, and poetry without philosophy is miscellaneous.
Maxims without examples are blind. Instances without principles are deaf.

IV. DIFFICULTIES, OBJECTIONS, VILIFICATIONS

He who pursues such a curriculum will meet many difficulties, old, unavoidable, and
enduring; the sides of the path have, since a generation ago, also been lined with several
objections; and today straight ahead are foes vilifying the student. Such curricula are said
to be white, male, and dead. Commonly this is said in enmity and in triumph. No
objection, no rebuttal, let alone conversation, is expected to ensue.

That most of the great minds are dead is simply true. It always will be so. Those who
don't know the past are, said Santayana, doomed to repeat it. And those who don't know
the great minds of the past are doomed never to know — what they are missing. It is a
vain and foolish presumption to think that because someone is alive at this hour he or she
is great. Just because you are alive doesn't mean you are great, or good, or even mediocre.
You should overcome such self-love, rather than lounge in it.



That the skin color of the authors of most of the great books is on the light end of the
scale is true. Those who think some author with dark skin has been unjustly neglected
should propose inclusion, and the proposal should be judged by the same criteria already
used, not by race and quotas. Most of the great books show little interest in skin color,
either prejudicially or predilectionally. To the great this natural distinction is trivial. To
treat it as more is small. Those who treat race as central, such as Alexander Stephens,
Arthur de Gobineau, and Adolf Hitler, are very much less than great. Nothing human
should be judged by such persons. They are not fit to rule. Nor are they fit to teach. They
do not belong in places of learning. The natural right of a student to study great things
should not be abridged by any person, anywhere, any time. Especially not by those who
are insensitive to greatness, or sensitive to it only so far as they hate it. Such hatred is of a
piece with the slave holder who found his wife with young Frederick Douglass, teaching
him to read, and ordered her not to; it is of a piece with any one who would have refused
Booker T. Washington entrance to Hampton Institute; and it is active in all those who
institute college programs based on self-love, self-love for accidental things such as race,
nation, sex, parents, or origin, and with courses in which any student with the right
attitude would deserve an "A" on the first day.

Like skin color, sex is a natural distinction, but it is different. It is more than skin-deep,
and perhaps intrinsicate to the soul, or at least linked to it. The clear distinctions in body
of male and female not only have important purposes they point to, child bearing and
feeding, and fathering and whatever (for males seem less fixed, also for the same reason,
less steady, rooted, fixed), but these differences seem to reach into the souls of those
different bodies, so that the soul of a woman is different from the soul of a man. Itis a
long question, but surely we can say that men and women are enough alike so that
anything the one can understand, appreciate, or discover, the other can too, but enough
different to so that there is something eternally "other" in what attracts each to the other.

Whether the great minds and their works slight the eternal feminine is doubtful —think of
Penelope, Emma, Mary, Anna Karenina, Natasha, all Shakespeare's witty lasses, and all
the lyrical love in the world's poetic anthology — but it is true that the vast majority of
authors in such curricula are men. This is either unjust to neglected authors, an expression
of the natural difference of the sexes in the human species, or a consequence of
conditions and causes that could be changed.

As to the first, the burden is on those who charge it, to bring forward their candidates, and
for others to admit them by the same criteria that gains admission to other candidates.

As to the second, just as nature favors right-handedness, so perhaps it favors the male, in
certain respects; perhaps nature wants men to aspire to greatness and women to goodness
(for which distinction see the next section); but as with handedness in nature, the favoring
of the right hand is not to the exclusion of the left, with even some coincidence, perhaps
partly causal, between left-handedness and genius. Here the tricky thing in achieving
justice is how to be just to the generality without being unjust to the exceptional; how to
support the rule that favors the majority without blocking the way for the rare minority,
whose excellence, after all, may benefit all. Let Eve Curie pursue her studies and all may



benefit. Justice and the good of all lie not in the rule or in the exception, still less in
exclusions or quotas either way, but in sagacity, in knowing how to arrange things so the
rule rules most of the time but not always, and thus the exception gets an opportunity.

As to the third, that the number of male authors in such a curriculum is a reflection of
conditions, not nature, conditions whose alteration would eventually change the
composition of the great team - it is untrue to suppose that conditions make greatness, for
all the great minds, although they enjoyed conditions that did not prevent their greatness
shared those same conditions with thousands and millions of other persons who did not
leave something great for others after their death. To be sure, for there to be great works
by Shakespeare's sister, she needs to have a room of her own, but having a room will not
produce such works. Sitting in that room, you may produce nothing or only something
good, such as 7o the Lighthouse, this stubborn truth Virginia Woolf knew, but not many
who hail her today. Will there ever be a woman philosopher? Maybe. The only candidate
so far, that | can think of, is Hannah Arendt, she whose single philosophic coinage is
"natality,” surely connected to her sex, and yet despite the fact she never had a child, by
her husbands or Martin Heidegger, which shows her coinage did not come from
experience, but from thought. That her attitude to her gift and to her sex was not feminist,
but human and proud, is illustrated by her response to one of her hosts at Princeton who
asked her "Well, how does it feel to be the first woman Gauss Lecturer?" to which she
replied, "That is hard for me to answer. You see, | have been a woman for so long."

The objection to such Great Books curricula, that they are not inclusive enough, might be
animated by an appreciation of greatness. Most such Great Books programs are Western,
exclusively or for the most part. Yet to maintain that the West is not multicultural is
ignorant. It is. Right at the beginning Homer regards the fall of Troy, not a Greek city, as
immeasurably sad, and Homer's student, Herodotus, looks out at the ways of adjacent
nations, Persia and Egypt especially. So too with the Torah, in which the honor of
speaking with God and of putting the hardest questions to him, is given to Job, who is not
a Jew, not party to the Covenant. Soon too Greeks, who had observed that fire burns in
Persia as it does in Attica, spread the fruits of a culture founded on this fundamental
human distinction, of nature and convention, to all Asia, and soon too the Christians
brought the good news sprung from the Torah to the Gentiles as well, meaning /n potentia
everyone. As to the later course of the West, Rome by the time it warred itself into a
Mediterranean empire, was already multicultural, perhaps to the detriment of its unity,
which split into East and West. Moreover, all the later history of the West is of something
unified enough to call the West, federated enough to have discrete parts, and divided
enough to see many wars, many conguests, many strifes, between its parts, and many
tongues spring up. The latter is especially important. To know the West well, really well,
you would have to know not only Greek, Hebrew, and Latin, but Italian, French, English,
German, and Russian, and to consider adding at least one of twenty other languages. If
that isn't multicultural, what is? The tribe of translators are right to stress, as they do in
their prefaces, how very hard it was for them to translate whatever they just have, and yet
the tribe of readers and students are also right to read their translations with gratitude, in
proportion to their success, which to judge well you must know the original itself.
Although to know the West, you need to know a dozen languages, most teachers of the



West today would be satisfied if students knew one, other than what they grew up with,
by the time they left college, and surprised if even one knows one language upon
entering, which was a requirement for admission to college only a generation ago.

Lest | be misunderstood, the fact that the West has been multicultural does not mean that
the great minds whose study composes such a curriculum are the products of culture.
Although such minds, in order to think, to teach, to write, needed certain minimal
conditions, including perhaps some suffering, they were not made great by them. Almost
all enjoyed the same conditions as others who imparted nothing great to humanity; and
the exceptions, the sons of kings for example, who have everything you could want in the
way of good conditions, seldom left any single thing great. Perhaps Alexander and
Charlemagne are the only ones. Having everything you could want seems seldom to
encourage greatness, or even goodness in human beings.

Yet what about the works that lie outside the West? Shouldn't they be studied? Are we
not one world, one humanity, and do we not tend now to some world unification? Of
course the great works of the East deserve study, but I do not think they should be the
first thing studied by young Westerners, and especially not by the present-day orphans of
the West. What would one think of a young Japanese student showing up for your
Western Heritage course who had not memorized poems from the Manyoshu, who had
not read and reread the 7ale of Genyji, taken the teachings of the Buddha to heart, wanted
to follow Basho on one of his journeys, and practiced some daily spiritual discipline, be it
the arrangement of beautiful flowers or of deadly swift blows? His ardor for Western
studies would be but a reflex of his disdain for his own heritage and it would be no check
to his ignorance of it, and his ignorance of himself would be corrected by no study of
anything foreign. In studying the West, he would never discover how the things of the
East are a part of him. Living in America would be no true adventure, since no home
would have been left behind.

It is important for orphans, West and East, to study the great works of man. Being great,
in scope and depth, they speak to the longings of the human soul. But it is fitting for the
orphans of the West to study the Western instances of this greatness first. Today such
students are as ignorant of their own heritage, especially its high founders, Socrates and
Christ, as the young Japanese student | have imagined. Such high instances of the West
are the basis of what a Westerner is, a measure of him, and also perhaps a distant cause of
his orphaned state. For such orphans, meeting with their unknown ancestors will be an
adventure, an occasion for self-knowledge, and a challenge to transform themselves,
much as meeting his father was for Telemachus.

Another objection, more exactly an obstacle, is not that such Great Books curricula leave
out too much, but that they include too much. How could a student study the works |
mentioned in the last section, let alone in the languages | just enumerated, in less than a
decade! Well, there is truth in that gasp. Undaunted, some souls will be happy to extend
that ten years to a lifetime. The thing itself being good and desirable, why not more? Yet
the longest such curricula, at St. John's (Annapolis and Santa Fe) and Thomas Aquinas
College, last only four years. That, too, may seem long to some, for those four years are



full, with no electives. Although such a four years is desirable for all students capable of
college work —after all, something like it was the standard curriculum at almost all
colleges a century ago—still, a little bit can go a long way. We teachers need not provide
a perfect education to do our students good. (Nor need parents provide a perfect home
and a perfect childhood.) The soul is not a glass to be filled, a stone to be carved, clay to
be shaped, or a liquid to be poured into a mold by some one else. We fill, carve, shape,
and pour ourselves, largely. Hence, just a few of the great books will go a long way.
Lincoln needed only three: the Bible, Shakespeare, and Euclid. I think meeting Socrates
and Christ indispensable, reading War and Peace in youth decisive, and Shakespeare
good for life; add three other choices from those I've mentioned and that small ensemble
will raise up a fine generation. And those who come to love such an ensemble will
naturally go on to master the whole orchestra and become teachers of the next generation.

What about interpretation? Don't the great books depend on it, on good teachers, and
good fellow students? Yes, and no. If the proper spirit is in the teacher, if he really
regards the authors as great, then both he and the students will be liberated from his
inferior authority, from the lacunae in the list, and all the surrounding diversions.
Governed by that assumption held firmly and communicated vivaciously, the class
discussion will proceed aright. It is probably not good, and almost impossible for a good
mind, to have no interpretation of the great works he is has been teaching them for years.
However, if you reach such an interpretation, such as I have reached with Descartes, that
Descartes' teaching is wrong in truth and pernicious in action, then you should shut up in
class, and let the students discover that for themselves, and if you cannot shut up, you
should either not teach Descartes, or get a friend to substitute for you. Sure, it is desirable
to read a great work aright, but they are so rich that a curriculum of them can succeed,
succeed in the souls of the students, despite a lot of wrong interpretations.

Most of the interpretations David Denby came away with from his one year return, in
middle age, to the Columbia Great Books core, seem to me wrong, if not wholly, then in
some important way, but his book about the experience shows that such a curriculum
works. He respects Homer, Homer has stirred him to thoughts he never had before, ones
he cares for, which are superior to the movies he reviews, even the good ones, and so he
would recommend time spent with Homer to others, and defend such reading against all
who would deny any eager youth the great opportunity to do so. The great books are like
language. The power of speech is so natural to humans that even if you have it very
imperfectly, you do have it, enough so that it transforms your life. Thus, although parents
and teachers are right to correct the errors in the child's usage, such as the letter from
camp: "They told us to rite. I like it hear. | caught a fish what has whiskers. Please bring
candy," yet there is truth in the child's plea against correction, "You know what | mean."
Important as good writing is, and almost infinite its sky above the horizon of competency,
the great abyss is between the level in such a camp letter, and autism. It is sad to see a
child who will never write such a camp letter, and it is also sad to see an adult who will
never think a thought provoked by a great author.

However, one must admit that it would be possible, just by surrounding the books in
easygoing interpretations, whether falsely uplifting or falsely denigrating, and staffing the



course with teachers, timid or stubborn, with no desire for greatness in anything, even in
horses or ice cream, to construct a Great Books Lite program. But even then the books
will be in the students' hands, in their imaginations, and in their minds. And even when
the teacher doesn't care for inquiry, thinks himself better than the author, and tells
students to "illustrate in your paper what I said about democracy in the Republic," still
there in the book is Plato's Socrates for the student to learn from on his own. And even in
colleges where there is no program with even a portion of such curricula, the majority
today, there are usually individual courses, say in Plato, in the Gospels, etc. that a student
can make sure to take.

And should that be lacking, a student, become aware of what he is missing, perhaps
through reading what | have written here, or from Bloom or VVan Doren, might still read
such works on his own. Of course, it would be best to find a teacher willing to supervise
an independent study and later, perhaps, a special major. If that is not possible, one might
join with other similarly ardent students in an informal reading group. At Dartmouth, I
used to lead such a group on Fridays, when most students were unstudiously occupied,
but such a group is possible with a teacher at a distance. | once led one, on Nietzsche, for
credit, by Federal Express, and later one on Shakespeare and one on Plato, via conference
phone and e-mail. It is also possible to do without a teacher. In the strenuous version of
such a reading group, such as we had in graduate school, all agree to read the text before
meeting for discussion ; in another strenuous version, all gather to read the text slowly
aloud and discuss it as we read; and in the vivacious form, we read Shakespeare aloud
during the meeting, taking parts, reading the first half of a play one week, discussing it,
and next time the second half. Old books and friendship go together. Though the one is
discouraged by American Academe and the other not much encouraged, neither is yet
forbidden, as they were in the Gulag and are in the Laogai.

V. THE GOOD AS WELL AS THE GREAT

The youth of America need, then, the great books that Bloom, others, and | have
recommended, that a few colleges exist wholly to provide, and that some colleges
provide in some measure, but being Teenagers as well as youths, the orphans of the West
need as well as the great books, the good.

College builds upon what precedes it, what precedes it in school, and most upon what
precedes it in the family. If some experience of the good has not been in the family, if the
family is broken, if the child has been turned over to day care or television care, if the
child has been raised to be a Teenager, it will be hard for him or her to benefit much from
a Great Books curriculum (unless his unquenchable desire has, in the middle of the desert
he grew up in, found one oasis of good). Unfortunately, most colleges today no longer
appreciate the good. Doubting truth, they ignore cheating; unable to distinguish liberty
and license, they suborn promiscuity; unwilling to admit that pleasure can enslave, they
shield drug dealing; and thinking big choices in life are just a matter of style, they offer
no counsel to youth. And even colleges with something great in the curriculum
sometimes do not seem to understand the relation of the good to the great.



The achievements of the intellect are rooted in experiences of the good. As the great
discoverers tell us, the start of their great intellectual achievement often lies back in some
childhood experience of something wonderful, in watching a fly walk on a wall, a current
recoil from a bank, or bread mold, or wondering how much bigger than the starry sky is
the whole, inquiries they had no words for then and supposed no one did or ever would.
In any case, in all of us, the heart beats to the measure of the good before the
understanding recognizes it. Such experiences begin in infancy, in the senses, in taste,
touch, and sight; soon, as the child grows dexterous, agile, and exuberant, music infuses
the good of order into the soul; and after that, the good may be cultivated in manners, in
habits, and in the moral virtues, which we learn first by training, then by imitation, all
long before we reflect upon and thereby perfect them. Later on, when the good has dwelt
long in heart and mind, it may shine in the face and show in the hands. Many a homely
girl, by appreciating the fine things that belong to her by desire, has become a beautiful
woman. Many an uncouth boy, by practicing moderation, courage and justice, has
become a gentleman and also handsome. Often the childhood picture of a notorious
criminal shows it could have gone another way.

Growing up ought to include playing games, tag, hide-and-seek, and kick the can, seeing
a garden through to harvest, and hiking up a mountain all day alone. While playing
outdoors, an awful lot of primary good things —the sun, the sky, a stream, a tree, the
stars — enter the soul, later to be recalled, in dark times, with peace. Nothing electronic
will give that. Growing up ought to include having a pet, having a friend sleep over, and
relatives to write letters to. The house ought to have a dark cellar, a cluttered attic, and
snug beds; a fireplace, a piano and a kitchen table to gather around; and plenty of corners
to sit quietly in. While playing indoors, while playing chess, while feeling, even with
dread, that that black rook, knight, and bishop are closing in on you, you may experience
a primary good entering your soul: that the rational is real. Provided with stories worth
telling, growing up ought to become a good, long story itself, including many stories, all
worth your retelling. It ought to be filled with a comprehensive happiness in being,
sometimes sheer in its delight in the existence of this or that good thing, including
yourself, sometimes diffuse, wide and wondrous, that such a whole exists at all, rather
than nothing, and sometimes intense and sad, as when you love a pet who dies, lose a
friend, or make a big mistake, and withal grateful for the whole. From such experiences
of the good, great things can later come, the great delight that is art, the great wonder that
is philosophy, the great gratitude that is piety, the great affection for family, city, and
country, to be made effectual in statesmanship.

Those who miss the good that is in childhood will find it hard to make up for it later. It is
hard to appreciate the good without first tasting the sweet. In the beginning the mind
grows through the tongue. Mother's milk, a good bone, zwieback, apples with more tang
than shelf life, good bread, ice cream you churned, meals made from scratch, in season,
from your own garden or one you walked though or saw, and made in your own kitchen,
perhaps by you when you got a little older —some taste of these will suffice to give
memories as dear as that French cookie was to Proust. In childhood one springs away
from the dinner table as soon as one can to play, but the happy memory of those meals



should be the basis of judging all later ones, whether one arises satisfied from them and
whether one looks forward to them with good expectations.

It is hard to discover the true without first gazing at the beautiful. The mind grows
through the eye. The pattern made by the cracks in the paint high above your crib,
sunlight through a window whose panes are proportioned by the golden mean, the rich
design of an oriental rug you are following with a toy train or tank, a good combination
of strong colors in your bedroom, not acrylic and glaring, but with a subtle palette such as
Cézanne's —a few such experiences in childhood will prepare you to appreciate the
elevated unity of color, shadow, line, in Rembrandt and to think about the meaning. So,
too, building with a set of hard wood blocks wi