
;laws oi wars as related to Contemporary forms of 
warfare. The world peace conferences of 1899 and 
1907 at The  Hague  might  serve as precedents for 

, such a conference call. Such an expression of world 
conscience is  desperately needed at this  time. We 
also need a new set of international  treaties  that 
will bind governments  in  their  military  conduct. 

Given the  perils  and  horrors of the  contemporary 
world, it is time  that mdividuals everywhere  called 

their governments to account for indulgmg or ignar- 
ing the dally evidences of barbarism. We are de- 
stroying ourselves by destroying the environ’ment 
that perrnlts life to flourish,  and we are destroying 
our polity by destroying the values of decency that 
might allow men  eventually to live together  in dig- 
nlty. The obsolete pretensions of sovereign preroga- 
tive  and  military  necessity had  better be challenged 
so011 if life on earth 1s to survive, 
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MT. Marine,  editor and journalist specializing in Phe West 
Coast scene, is the author of America the Raped (Simon & 
Schuster). 

A graduate student  in zoology, fifteen years  my 
junior, looked at me across the long trestle  table 
and  grinned: “You know, if it weren’t for the people 
from Berkeley and  the people from  Georgia, this could 
have been a pretty dull conference.”  He was 
exaggerating-he was from Georgia and I am from 
Berkeley-but he  had something. There  are confer- 
ences  and conferences, and  this one was different. 
Because  he  really meant Berkeley, in the stereotyped 
revolutionary  sense,  and he meant  Georgla, maybe 
not back-country cracker Georgia but not  by any 
means civil rlghts Georgia either. 

The conference  was  the first of three organized 
by the  Institute  for  the Study of Health  and  Society, 
.itself a Georgia organization,  based in Decatur. They 
call  them ,Conferences for the Developing Pro- 
fessional,  and run  them with funds granted by 
the  Department of Health,  Education  and Welfare. 
The idea  is to come up with recommendations to 
help HEW meet  the problems of the day. 

Participants  from around the country  gathered  at 
a pleasant  and  isolated  “conference  center” in the 
Virginia  countryside to hear  the  speakers you’d  ex- 
pect at a meeting on “The  Environment.”  There 
were a front man from the oil industry  and an official 
of the Oil Workers Union, a couple of ecologists, 
Charles  Wurster of the  Environmental Defense Fund 
to  talk about DDT, and Sen. Gaylord Nelson to  give 
class. Eddie Albert, the  actor, was an added  starter 
(and to everyone’s surprise, one of the most im- 
pressive speakers). 

The participants  were  mostly  between 25 and-35, 
some younger, and  they were medical  students, law 
students,  architecture  students, a few biologists, and 
zoologists, some nurses, some mathematicians and 
at least one dentist. They came because a faculty 
member somewhere had  taken  an  interest  and  urged 
his graduate  students to apply-or because somebody 
stuck a notice up on a bulletin board and they 
casually responded. They came from small  campuses 
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and big ones, from internships  in Pittsburgh and 
New Orleans  and from  the Sociology Department 
in Gamesville, Fla. They came with long hair  and 
sloppy clothes, and with short hair and single- 
breasted three-piece suits  and quiet neckties. They 
were people who would never have ‘spoken a word 
to  one another  in a million academic years.  Past 
40 (though  still, I hope, a developing professional), 
I was invited  because I had written a popular book 
on ecology-“popular” as a description of style, not 
a report on sales-and as a  relief, I suppose, from 
academIc  solemnity. 

We started on a Thursday  (the oil people, systems 
zoologist Kenneth Watt,  and some arguments about 
procedure), and that night,’ in  a session unscheduled 
by the organizers, we saw movies. Steve  Levit,  a 
fourth-year  medlcal  student  (psychopharmacology) 
from  San  Franclsco  and  an  active  member of the 
Medlcal Committee on Human  Rlghts, showed hls 
own film on last  year’s events at  San  Francisco 
State and a frrlend’s film on what Berkeley calls 
the People’s Park War. These films,  distributed by 
the “underground”  group  called Newsreel, are 
unabashedly  revolutionary and they  triggered a 
discussion that  lasted until three in the morning. 

Some examples: A girl stood up in  trembling 
embarrassment to say that she follows the greatest 
revolutionary of them all, Jesus Christ;  a quiet 19- 
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year-old from Eugene, Ore., asked Levit: “With 
10,000 people a day dying of starvatlon  around  the 
.world. what are your priorities?”  That  gives you 
qn  idea-but shout as we sometimes did, listen 
quietly as we sometimes did, drip  sarcasm as we 
sometimes did, we spent those three hours talking 
about the enuironnaertt: not  only  about  DDT and 
dams and bay fills but about the whole thing, seen 
together. 

And when w e  were through, we were  together. 
Not in agreement, which might  be an older liberal 
goal (one to be sought  by someone my  age) or that 
of a  modern communications theorist but together. 
We could talk,  argue, question as  members of the 
same group, a comnzunzty in a sense  that. in talking 
with others my age, I can only call mystic, although 
I’ve seen It before among younger people and it 
seems qulte natural, If there is a “generation  gap” 
it is probably between those who recognize im- 
mediately  what 1 mean  and those who don’t. 

The conference itself, in fact, was far  less 
impartant  than  its meaning. This sudden, spon- 
taneous generation of a comnzumty, this metarnor- 
phosis of another  intradisclplinary conference into 
a magical  mystery  tour of ideas and  friendship,  was 
itself the thing of importance-and it is, I believe, 
inseparable  from  the  subject  matter. 

For want of a  better word, I call  the  subject 
“ecology.” Not strictly  in  its  academic  sense, 
although that  is involved, but as a word including 
the development of an ecological conscience, an 
overridmg concern with the environment, the con- 
scious and  constant  awareness that we are, seriously, 
truly on the brink of extinction and that we are taking 
dozens of other species with us-that the  over- 
whelming odds are  that none of this generation of 
children will hve out their natural lives. It includes 
an  awareness, if you will, that we are genuinely 
confronted with a problem, or a set of problems, so 
ominous that no answer can  be ruled out because 
it  is politically unpalatable, or because it  requires 
drastic  measures, or because it’s “impractical”  in 
some  vague  liberal  sense. 

There was not, as I said,  agreement among us. 
Many left feeling that  the  best  avenue for their  future 
aotion was through  their Congressmen; others were 
convinced that it is a matter of revolution or death. 
But there was not  one participant-or if there was, 
he or she  was  extremely quiet-who did not regard 
the  problem as more  important  than  the  form of 
the solution. 

The mildest people there made it  clear  that, if 
they became convmced that  the  more conventional 
solutimons were ineffectual, they would readily pick 
up their guns and join the wildest in the hills. At 
the same time, the most revolutionary  were ready 
to  give at least some of their  time to an initiative 
campaign or the  circulation of petitions, if there 
was any  chance  at  all  that it might do some good. 

My mind went back over the  past  year or so in 
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my own San  Francisco  Bay Area: I remembered 
radical college students and distinguished, “re- 
spectable” professionals arrested togeither as they 
vigorously protested  a Corps of Engineem project 
on Tamalpais Creek in Marin County, north of San 
Francisco. I recalled an amazing  alliance of old and 
young, housewife and hippie and politician, leftist 
and right&  and  middle of the  roader,  that fought 
the Leslie Salt Company and David Rockefeller 
consortium to a  standstill,  and,  for  the time being 
at least,  kept  further  land  fill out of San  Francisco 
Bay. I thought how the affair of the People’s Park, 
aside from its more dramatic aspects, brought out 
hundred,s of citizens of every persuasion-or of none- 
to express in open meetings  their recognition of, 
and  concern about, the problems of their en- 
vironment.. 

On the  strength of one journalistic book, not 
particularly widely read, I find myself in  demand 
as a  speaker, as someone who can  help in a small 
way to meet what has obviously become a desperate 
thlrst for understanding, a concern so intens’e that 
it overrides the political, the economic, the gener- 
ational. No left wing or right wing is involved, 
no young or old. 

Even  that most insensitive of poliiicians, the 
Governor of California, is maligned by llberals when 
they say  ‘that he has made no good appointments: 
his two principal  environmentalists,  Norman  Liver- 
more  and William Penn Mott, have held to ex- 
cellent positions m dlfficult circumstances. In 
preparation for the conference which triggered these 
thoughts, participants  were  mailed copies of a HEW 
document, an  article from Science-and a piece from 
Ramparts. 

Poverty and racism plague us all; Vietnam hangs 
over us all;  militarization  and an increasing  trend 
toward  totalitarianism  frighten us all. More welfare 
or less? Withdraw or win? Revolution or reform? 
Legalize marijuana or institute compulsory haircuts? 
These things we fight about as factionalists. But 
we do not, when we are put together  in groups, fight 
about ecology. The subject  cuts  across lines of age, 
political conviction, education. But except that 
Senator Nelson is moving somewhat in that direction 
(and California’s Jess Unruh is beginning to make 
interesting  noises), I have  yet to encounter ’ a 
politician who has awakened .to the enormous 
potential of this  subject. 

Partly  that  is because too many of them-too many 
of us-think of the question as “conservation,” or 
as “pollution,” or simply  as “the population 
problem.” The former  is still, to most  politicians 
and political writers, a fuzzy, little-old-lady subject; 
pollution seems  still a matter for the out-of-date 
world of “interest  politics”;  and we believe in the 
end of our species no more  than we believe in our 
own individual deaths. 

We talk about the extinction of the human  race 
as though we wanted to be certaln that, when the 
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species is extinct, people will ’be able to read  that 
we predicted it. (One  in-and-out governmental 
speaker at the conference actually did say that unless 
we mend our ways, “we will become one’ of those 
extinct species that they put statues of in the Museum 
of Natural History.”) 

The finst public figure with a  national audience 
who seizes on the ecological conscience as his subject 
and refuses to let go, who insists on the demon- 
stration  that all our  other problem’s are related  to 
it, who refuses to avoid its implications (for he will 
have to attack  some mighty profit makers, among 
other  things), ivill find, to the astonishment of manyI 
that  there  are millions waiting for him. ’ 
’ Berkeley has  three “New Left” ecology  groups- 
but  the Bay Area “underground” press, and radio, 
which  provide more environmental news than 
marijuana information, can’t keep up with the Sun 
Francisco Chronicle, and  the ChronicZe is only inches 
ahead of more sedate newspapers everywhere. C.B.S. 
may cheat on the answer to “Who Killed Lake Erie?” 
but  they asked the question. Start a conversation 
about the environment anywhere you happen to be, 
. w i t h  any kind of group-not  just how awful the smog 
is, but something about, say,  the concentration of 
DDT in  animal food chains-and you will find 
yourself, almost independently of your skill, with 
a fascinated and personally concerned audience. 

The  people from Berkeley and the people from 
Georgia. Of course,  and not by accident. For 
Berkeley is a place where we have learned seriously 
to examine  ideas,  far-out ideas included; and Athens 
is $he  home of the University of Georgia’s Institute of 
Ecology,  founded by Dr. Eugene Odum (the nation’s 
leading ecologist) and easily the best such center 
in the nation. Ecology and the necessity for daring 
and innovative thinking go together. 

And an ecological  viewpoint  does,  in fact, suggest 
approacheq-if not solutions-to the other problems 
of our time,  where  “standard” forms of political 
and social thinking have gone sterile. NO lack of 
respect, no dismissal of his importance, no disregard 
of the political issues involved, was implied when 
a biologist at the conference suggested to an  architect 
that James Rector, who died by a police  shotgun 
in  the People’s Park Wrar, can be regarded  as having 
been “selected out” in  a  normal life process func- 
tioning under population growth pressures. Chance 
is one of the  mechanisms  that  operate  in selection, 
as ally biologist knows; so while it is impossible 
to predict  the specific death of James  Rector, it 
isn’t hard to predict that such deaths will occur 
more  frequently, as our normal life processes 
respond to the intolerable enmronmental pressures 
we’re creating. 

I don’t mean to suggest that  Eugene McCarthy, 
let’s say, should campaign on a platform requiring 
a graduate student‘s ynderstanding of biology,  but 
it wouldn7t hurt if he had one himself. On my last 
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night at that Virginia conference, I was up until 
4 A.M. in  an  intense conversation with a professor 
of botany from Montana, a medical  student from 
New Orleans and. a sanitary engineer from Texas. 
We are all back at our homes now;  we,  and  millions 
of others from  San  Francisco Bay to Storm King, 
from Isle Royale to the chapparal  lands of the Rio 
Grande, are waiting for someone  to notice that 
ecology is an issue that brings us all together. When 
we die, we all die. You’d be surprised how many 
of us know it. rl 
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man that one’s  profound sympathy makes criticism dif- 
ficult. Yet, as  he admits, his view of the world leaves 
little justification for optimism. Perhaps one can get 
some ccmfort from the  fact that no description of,  the 
human condition-Marxist, capitalist, religious, mecha- 
nistic, psychoanalytic, or whatever-has yet been more 
than a very crude  picture which leaves .out of considera- 
tion many unexplored possibilities, and  distorts  many im- 
portant facts, It may not be unreasonable to hope that 
modern man  can invent a system of relationships more 
subtle and effective than  the ones we inherited from the 
Stone Age. 

Ronald Sampson’s “The Vanity of Humanism” leaves 
me completely baffled. The  only part of his attack on 
Humanism which I find at all convincing i s  the human- 
istic value system which he borrows from what he de- 
nounces.  Assuming that he has succeeded in sawing off 
the limb on which he perches, and we reject values 
based on human needs and  capacities, what reason is 
there for struggling against human ins.tincts “because it 
is the will of God”? ROW does he know? . . . On the 
evidence which Sampson presents, God either has a 
repulsive fondness for human misery  and confusion.  or I 

is utterly indifferent to  them. . . . What evidence IS 
there that He is more pleased by virtue  than by vice? . . - 

W .  Palmer Tuylo~ 

New York Czty 
Dear Sirs: That The Nation shodd print an obscurantist I 

article such as ““he Vanity of Humanism” is to me 
morally shocking. As a witty and agnostic friend of mine 
says, “If God does exist, I do  not wsh  to associate with 
him.” . . . 

The voice  out of the whirlwind in Job, demanding, 
“Where wert thou  when I created  Eehemoth?” is the 
voice of unbridled power-no more worthy o€ respect be- 
cause it is infinite than  that human pover which troubles ,, 
Sampson-as it does me. And even were Sampson’s plea 
for belief in God commendable-John Stuart Mill said 
Iong ago, “That which is desirable is not necessarily 
true.” 
It is man and, to a degree, perhaps, some of the higher 

animals,  capable of love, who have  created morality. . . . 
Love, in a universe of happenstance, of complexity be- 
yond ow ultimate unraveling, is the only hope for sup- 3 

vival-and in these years, it would seem to be a slun 
one. Yet, in the midst of much superstition, one notes a 
turning to that one great good which living beings have 
created in much of the thinking and behavior of our 
unhappy young  people. Let us trust love, not power; 
logic,  not infantile dreams of subrmssion to an all-wise 
father. 

E. Louise Mully 1 , 
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