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29.  FURTHER TRAVELS 

 

The good side of Economic and Social Development: What it means for rural life, 

Indonesia 1952 and 1989 

 

The bad news coming out of Indonesia on its urban economy, its stock markets, its balance of 

trade and so forth, apparently does not weigh heavily on the countryside. At least this is the sense 

I take out of a comparison I was able to make over a span of 37 years, extending between my 

first visit and my last.  

 

As mentioned above I spent a year in Indonesia in 1952 and lived in the village of Balearjo for 

some two months of that year. Balearjo was typical of the rural parts of one of the poorest 

countries in the world. After I was told some of the detail of how a family lived, or observed 

some activity, I would rush back to my room in the headman's house and write detailed notes--

some 150 pages in all, typed on the portable typewriter I had brought with me. At the time I 

made no use of them--they lay buried in my files at home.  

 

Then for 5 years--1985-1989--I returned to Indonesia each year when it was winter in Vienna. I 

took advantage of that return to revisit  

 

The first surprise I had was to be recognized as the visitor of 45 years earlier. A man who had 

been a school boy in the class which I had addressed at the earlier visit was now village 

Headman.  

 

The changes were enormous. In 1952 the young boys, practically naked, were splashing around 

in the mud with the water buffaloes of which they had the care. By 1984 the boys were at school 

part of each week-day, and when they were free kicking a football on a level field in which goal 

posts had been set up. They were now neatly dressed in knee pants and shirts. 

 

At the earlier visit education (meaning ability to speak and write Indonesian, and work simple 

sums) was limited to the Headman and one or two senior citizens. By 1984 everyone under 40 

had been to primary school in the village, and some had even followed through with secondary 

school in a neighboring village.  

 

In 1952 a badly rutted dirt road ran through the village, nearly impassable in the rainy season. 

Thirty years later the village had a modern paved road, on which automobiles could drive 

through the village, peasants could take a bus to Malang and even travel to Surabaya. I saw those 

same neatly dressed boys riding their bicycles up and down that road. 
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Electricity was coming through to the village, and there were already several television sets in 

use. The primitive tiny home-made houses of 1952 were now inhabited only by the very poorest 

landless villagers; by 1984 most lived in architect designed and professionally built houses. So 

the paved road and the houses along it gave the village a totally different aspect from 1952.  

 

But when I asked an older villager what was the biggest improvement in their lives they 

mentioned none of these, but only the change in diet. At the earlier visit they had enough rice for 

no more than three or four months after the harvest. Rice was a luxury that ran out and was 

replaced with corn. But then the corn ran out, and in the time to next harvest villagers had to be 

content with cassava, that they knew was not nutritious but a seemingly infinite quantity could be 

grown. This was the season of paceklik, a word conveying infinite sadness and resignation in 

Javanese, and meaning a condition of semi-starvation.  

 

Then came the Green Revolution, the greatest gift of all development aid. Crops were multiplied 

two, three and four-fold, with the use of better seed, of varieties that could get along in the dry 

season, fertilizer. By 1984 rice had become available all year round. And one of the details--rice 

has to be hulled before it can be cooked; the hull has no nutritive value. Hulling had always been 

done by putting the rice in a tub and pounding it with poles, essential work left to the village 

women. Now the village has an electric hulling machine to which the peasant-farmer can bring 

his rice and have it hulled for a few rupiahs, i.e. a few pennies, while he stands by. The women 

are saved a long, boring and arduous task.  

 

And finally, birth control had come. With the earlier large families, despite high death rates each 

generation was more numerous and, land being fixed, poorer than the one before. Now it is from 

those smaller families that the neatly dressed boys above mentioned come.  

 

The changes above mentioned are to my view and to that of the vast majority of the population 

the essence of development. Never mind whether the stock market in Jakarta is up or down, how 

foreign investment can be attracted, making Indonesia an industrial power the way that Malaysia 

and now China are becoming. First things first--adequate nutrition, at least elementary education, 

decent housing,  

 

Development aid is too often designed with the urban middle class in view. Of course we want 

these to prosper, but they should take their turn. Yet as things stand they can jump the queue. For 

governments are not constituted of peasants--they are made up of members of the upper middle 

class. They are made up of people who get around, who can decide what form foreign aid is to 

take. 
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Lahore-New Delhi, Bombay 1956 

 

In the course of my service with the Colombo Plan I had to make visits to Lahore, the capital of 

the Punjab for the last 1000 years, and to New Delhi, the capital of independent India. In both 

cases my job was to ask about Colombo Plan aid and give very general advice. The distance 

between them is about 300 miles, and today a bus does it in 10 hours or less; then it was 

somewhat more. But the trip would allow me to see the countryside. 

 

Predominantly Hindu India and Muslim Pakistan have been mutually hostile since Partition a 

few years before my visit. In fact the Partition was decided on as a way of stopping the killing 

that went on when the British pulled out. It was some time before a modus vivendi was worked 

out. But the border seemed peaceful to the visitor--it was just that the Pakistani bus could not 

enter India. When we arrived at the Pakistan side of the border we descended from the bus, 

picked up our baggage and walked the 300 or so yards to the Indian side, there getting on to an 

Indian bus and resuming the trip.  

 

A few days later it was Independence Day and I heard Nehru speaking from the Red Fort It was 

a dramatic occasion. The Republic was new and hope was everywhere; Nehru's personality came 

through wonderfully; the square in front of the Red Fort was filled with an enthusiastic crowd.  

 

I haven't been in India more recently, but I am told that in the last years the speeches at the 

Independence Day celebrations have been uninspired; attendance has been poor and the sense of 

drama lacking. In south Asia as in a surprising number of other areas de-colonization has been 

followed by rising income for the ex-colonial power, and falling income for the freed ex-colony.  

 

When whatever business I had in Delhi was completed I went on to Bombay. India has four main 

cities--New Delhi, Bombay, Madras and Calcutta and on the map those cities form the vertices 

of a rough square. To have all pairs of cities connected in both directions, a central transfer point 

was set up. I got out of the plane from Delhi and found the plane that was shuttling between the 

transfer point and Bombay.  

 

My business in Bombay was to give a short course in p population at the International Institute 

for Population Sciences. The IIPS was organized in the early 1950s, and still exists. I gave my 

usual lectures, trying to get people to see the population problem realistically, but not pleading 

for any particular policy. I tried to get students to think about the problem, confident that if they 

did so they will come out with the conclusion that India has too many people. The number 

continues to rise and is now (mid-2003) estimated by the French INED at 1068 million. It will 

soon have more people than China on present trends in both countries, while it only now 

beginning to show the economic dynamism of China. Without rapid economic progress there is 

plenty of misery ahead. 
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Katmandu, 1957 

 

Nepal being a member of the Colombo Plan I felt I should visit it at least once. In my time one 

disembarked from the Delhi-Calcutta plane at Patna, in Northern India, leaving the comfort and 

security of a large four-engine plane, travelling at 40,000 feet, for a one engine plane travelling 

much closer to the ground. Our little plane couldn't go as the crow flies; it had to weave its way 

along the valleys. As we went along, snow covered mountain ridges high above us both on the 

right and the left, I felt that only my short-sightedness kept me from seeing the people inside the 

houses seemingly stuck on the sides of those ridges. 

 

The town of Katmandu is in the Katmandu Valley, and only 2500 feet above sea-level. You are 

prepared to breathe deeply of the fresh mountain air--but make no mistake--the main odors are 

from the garbage strewn in the streets.  

 

Tantric Buddhism is widespread in Nepal. It is expressed in high relief sculptures showing 

couples unmistakably having sex. That is quite different from the style in which we decorate our 

public squares here in New England.  

 

I had the usual interviews with government officials, and then returned home via Patna and 

Calcutta.  

 

Mexico, Mexico City, 1962 

I was invited to give a course in population at the Colegio de Mexico, a small non-governmental 

institution with high standards that is wholly separate from the National University, much larger, 

and with much lower standards of admission and instruction. The Colegio was in considerable 

part the work of a distinguished economist, Victor Urquidi.  

 

One of the people that I knew there was Professor Margit Frenk.  

 

I take on the USSR, Moscow, 1977, 1985-9, Kiev, 1991 

 

During the course of 10 years at IIASA I had occasion to go to Moscow several times, and from 

the first visit onward the arrangements for my trip seemed weird. I was not allowed to choose our 

hotel, but were put up at a hotel for foreign academics, apparently to let the foreigners talk to one 

another rather than corrupt the native population. And when applying for a visa one had to state 

where one planned to go, in my case Moscow half a dozen times, and Kiev once.  

 

One lost all sense of autonomy once inside the USSR. When in Kiev I thought that here was a 

chance to see Mogilev in White Russia, where my father was born and brought up. It was about 
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200 miles distant-=-could I not just take a bus there? The answer was no, on several counts. 

There is no bus or other direct connection. And if one got there one would find no directory in 

which one could look up "Keyfitz" to find kin. (The USSR didn't want to encourage conspiracy 

by helping people get in touch with one another.) So I was urged to forget about Mogilev.  

 

I remember one of our trips in which we were assigned not one but three interpreter-guides, 

perfectly charming young ladies who spoke flawless English. One of the guides accompanied me 

on business, while Beatrice was escorted by one of the other two and visited the Pushkin 

Museum, where among other things there were four Gaugin's and innumerable icons. To our 

knowledge the four Gaugin's had never been shown elsewhere in the world. 

 

Behind our hotel was a stationery store that was just about empty, until one morning it was filled 

with truckload after truckload of briefcases. These were piled on tables, chairs, desks, until the 

place was filled to the roof. When they stopped coming I went in and bought two--they were 

very cheap-- but how many can one use? Besides the quality was decidedly poor; there would be 

no market at all for such as these in the West.  

 

The pricing system was erratic in all of the Communist countries. When in Bohemia we bought 

for pennies fine wine glasses that we are using to this day and that we gave as presents to our 

friends at home.  

 

More than once I visited the home of Ivan Petrovsky, whom I had known at IIASA. We dined 

well-though heaven knows at what cost to the family in the rationed meat and other delicacies 

that we ate. Friends who had just come back from southern Russia contributed some fruit, 

perhaps melon. Petrovsky presented us with a box of Soviet chocolates, and very crude they 

were. They were rendered even less attractive by falling on the floor when the package was 

opened. (Beatrice felt a little ashamed later when she put the package in the trash.)  

 

I liked Petrovsky well enough to give him a computer and printer for the use of himself and his 

daughter. We were well into the computer age by the late 1980s, but mass use of computers was 

still in the future for the USSR. At one university I visited I wanted the use of a computer, and 

was told that its one computer was scheduled hour by hour, and they would put my name down. 

When my time came I had just that, the use of an out-of-date personal computer for an hour.  

 

Petrovsky was a kindly man. There was a poor peasant living near his dacha who had a boy that 

Petrovsky sponsored and whose schooling he paid for. He was very much an outdoors man, who 

often went for a hike in the forest, and who in his time had hunted bear. Add to all these qualities 

a great sense of irony, a sense of the futility of life in general, but especially of life in the Soviet 

Union.  
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One can imagine the strain that Soviet living placed on a truly free soul like Petrovsky. Knowing 

all the time that he could unwittingly be doing things he was not supposed to do under the 

restrictive Soviet code, perhaps saying something that could bring the secret police down on his 

head, he would have new things to worry about day after day, and that told on him. I was truly 

saddened but not entirely surprised when I had a phone call from his widow who would now 

have to get along without him. An arbitrary repressive rule is hard on everyone who is not in the 

nomenclatura but it is especially hard on one as active and imaginative as Petrovsky..  

 

Late in the Brezhnev period there was some codification of what is permitted and what not, and 

as long as one avoided criticizing Soviet policy in print, or have too many foreign friends, one 

could stay clear of Soviet prisons.  

 

And someone else we knew, Georgiu, who had been an important public servant. When he 

retired his house was transferred to his successor, and he had to move. We caught up with him in 

his retirement in a miserable accommodation in a slum area, where he was living with his 103-

year old mother. He cooked us an acceptable dinner and we enjoyed hearing stories of his life. 

Another of the honest, modest, gentle types that has his ups and downs under a repressive 

dictatorship. 

 

And some contact with Soviet officials I had at meetings in the United Nations. I remember 

Ryabushkin from New York and Geneva. In Geneva I had some business with him on one 

occasion, and invited him to lunch. The cost was coming out of my pocket, so we ate at a 

cafeteria-type restaurant, a prix fixe. Two days later he invited me to lunch. No prix fixe for 

Ryabushkin but a very well-appointed restaurant. No doubt he thought of this contrast as 

demonstrating the superiority of Communism. ..  

 

I gave my series of half a dozen lectures, honored by the presence of the grand old man of 

Russian demography, (name forgotten). There was one embarrassing moment-I wanted to refer 

to an ordinary Russian citizen, and the only name that came to my mind was (name forgotten) 

who at that time was under house arrest. That was a slip of the tongue if there ever was one.  

 

Notwithstanding all the constraints there were some things the Russians did superbly well. One 

was the Bolshoi Ballet, of which I attended one performance. Another was the Moscow Circus. 

Our interpreter, Kuznitsky, was able to obtain three tickets. When it boy turned out that I couldn't 

go Kuznitzky's young son used the ticket, and surely he enjoyed it more than I could possibly 

have done. For Beatrice the high point of the circus was a hockey game between two teams of 

dogs. One thinks of the patience and skill taken in the training of those dogs. There was only one 

slip-up when a dog shot the puck into his own goal. On a different occasion I did attend an 

orchestral performance, so called. I don't recall all the instruments used, but among them were a 

toilet seat that was rhythmically banged down. 



147 

 

 

I did once suffer the Soviet shopping experience. Wanting to throw a small party to say good-by 

to the people who had been so nice to me, I needed cakes and wine, and it took a good part of a 

day to buy them. There were long queues, rude service, and outrageously bad quality. In one 

store the articles I wanted were visible below the glass counter, but I could not get the attention 

of the staff, who were standing behind the counter with their heads turned away from possible 

customers.  

 

Sometime earlier I had obtained a list of dissidents in the Soviet Union collected by the US 

National Academy of Sciences, and this was a chance to make friends. Victor Brailovsky had 

been a scientist, a statistician in fact, until 17 years before my visit, when he applied for an exit 

visa. Immediately upon making the application he was dismissed from his job in the University, 

and since people without a job were called vagrants and could be punished accordingly, he had 

to find a job. He had one at the time I visited--it was in a bank, where he did various menial jobs.  

 

You can bet that he welcomed me when I showed up at his apartment, in a building whose 

exterior, the style called Stalin Gothic, was rather like a block house in its exterior crudity, and 

the interior matched.  

 

I was alone that time, but there was a later opportunity to visit accompanied by Beatrice. It was 

one evening when we had been given a small banquet by a Commissar (it was actually pretty 

good food ) and after two hours of dull talk, at about 10 p.m. our host summoned a taxi and 

instructed the driver to take us back to the University Hotel. Our 50 words of Russian were 

enough to have the taxi re-routed and re-directed to the home of Brailovsky. What with delays, 

and my vague idea of where Brailovsky lived, it was getting towards midnight before we arrived, 

but never have we had a more welcoming reception. In the course of the conversation we were 

given to understand that Victor had written an article on a statistical problem that he would like 

to see published in the West.  

 

He didn't say this (the place was certainly bugged) but wrote it on a pad, which he destroyed 

after showing it to us. His request was that I put his manuscript in my baggage and on my return 

submit it to regular journals. I agreed of course. By then it was about 1 o'clock, and Beatrice was 

falling asleep, so we said good-night.  

 

On this I have to report a defeat. When I submitted the manuscript. to professional journal editors 

in the United States they had it professionally refereed. The report that came back to me was that 

manuscript was correct and its smuggled source made it doubly attractive, but unfortunately the 

device had been anticipated by American statisticians, and the manuscript was turned down. I 

tried three journals and then gave up.  
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Dissidents had very little money, so I left my camera with Victor, who said he could sell it and 

spend the money on good causes, especially helping other dissidents. I hope I gave comfort to 

worthy people under undeserved persecution. The satisfaction in this, plus my imagining myself 

as a secret agent was the only good I got out of it. But it was without much risk. What with the 

obligation on interpreters and others to whom we talked to report suspicious foreigners, our 

night-time forays were undoubtedly known to the authorities, but apparently we were not thought 

worth interfering with. I rather liked the idea of being detained and made a cause celebre 

between Moscow and Washington, but it was not to be. 

 

In the sequel, with the breakdown of the USSR in 1989 the frontiers were opened and Brailovsky 

and other dissidents left. I understand that Brailovsky got to Israel, made something of a mark in 

Israeli politics, and was a member of the Knesset.  

 

The mutual suspicion and fear that such regimes generate and play upon was demonstrated on 

one occasion when we left Slovakia by car. Our car was examined, including opening the engine, 

and using a mirror for the underside of the car, and all this was done twice independently--by 

two guards working separately and out of sight of one another. "What a waste of manpower!" 

you might say. The regime sees such devices rather as ensuring their stay in power. 

 

Dissidence increased, more and more people were indifferent to the Communist line. At political 

meetings people would only half listen to messages that they had heard too often before. Those 

in the back rows might be playing chess to pass the time. Workers were increasingly inattentive 

to their jobs, would come late to work and leave early. We were never told about this collapse of 

morale in the Brezhnev era. The leadership was old, and the whole system became ossified, a 

rigid gerontocracy. .  

 

What a fall this was from the fierce patriotism called into play by the War.  

 

Before I had another chance to visit the USSR broke up. One Russian correspondent told me, 

because the very conspicuous ravages of the environment showed the public in an easily 

understandable way that the regime didn't care about anyone's welfare but its own.  

 

How come it lasted for 70 years? The answer is simple. For the first few decades it spent away 

the capital accumulated in Czarist times. Then for two or three decades it spent the capital 

provided by nature--it spent down the environment, sold off the forests, the oil deposits.. After 

that there was nothing left but to take the inefficiencies out of living standards, and the 

spontaneous breakdown of the system was inevitable. Only the self-interest of the CIA and the 

arms makers could continue to present the myth of the USSR, the "evil empire," that was painted 

up to look like a match for the United States.  
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The collapse in 1989-90 should not have come as the surprise that it did. 

 

Birth control in Senegal, Dakar, 1982. 

My colleague Donald Bogue of the University of Chicago needed a teacher who would explain 

the advantages of birth control to an assembly of teachers from the half-dozen or so countries of 

West Africa. He tried to find persuasive local teachers to spread the word, and he selected me to 

teach the teachers. The lectures had to be given in French. While not accent free my French is 

fluent and understandable enough for this kind of communication. So I was off to Dakar, capital 

of Senegal.  

 

Dakar is just about the last point the sun passes over as it leaves the Old World. It was a center of 

the slave trade with the Americas until about two centuries ago. I was shown a holding prison for 

slaves while they waited to be marketed and shipped. For security the slaves were bolted into 

very small separate compartments, just as they were on the slave ships. The buildings and 

furnishings were retained intact, and accessible to visitors. They were a constant reproach to 

visitors whose ancestors had operated the slave trade.  

 

More pleasant, there was a swimming pool attached to the hotel where I was lodged, and I used it 

daily, leaving my clothes by the side of the pool. On the first day my watch was gone. When I 

told Beatrice about this on returning she said, "Just who was underdeveloped"? There was no use 

making a fuss--I just bought another in downtown Dakar--waterproof so wearable in the pool.  

 

But to come to the work, for which Donald Bogue engaged me I had a class of about 20 officials 

from the half dozen or so countries of West Africa, and for a week they heard me explain that if 

West Africa continued its high birth rates it would use up a good deal of capital just in equipping 

and training the new population coming into existence. Less, perhaps nothing would be available 

for the capital investments that would modernize their economies. I reiterated these, again and 

again, trying to come at them always with different examples. 

 

At the end of the last lecture I asked the question--what does your country need most? One 

student stood up: "We need more people," he said.  

 

A term at Stanford University, Stanford, CA, 1986 

 

I much enjoyed some three months I spent at Stanford as a Morrison Fellow. There I had great 

colleagues, Brian Arthur, Marcus Feldman, Paul Ehrlich, and Sripad Tuljapurkar. I don't recall 

much of what I taught, but I do remember Professor Yotopoulos, a very kind and generous 

faculty member who had Beatrice and myself to dinner on our first evening at Stanford, and who 

the next day took us over the campus and showed us the Rodin sculptures of The Burgers of 

Calais. We spent much time discussing the impact on environment of population, and especially 
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the impact of the middle-class, however defined. These are the people who fill the planes, 

whether on corporation account or on their own, the people who buy S.U.V.'s who read 

newspapers. Aside from the weight of the cars they drive better off people drive more. These are 

things the poor can't afford, while the rich are too few in number to have much effect. Hence the 

importance if the middle class, and of the fact that in times of growth this group increases at a 

faster rate than the population as a whole.  

 

My stay at Stanford ended with an unfortunate medical incident. An urologist in the Stanford 

hospital, whom I was advised to consult, claimed that he observed some indications of cancer, 

and advised a biopsy. I said that I had an engagement in Tokyo in the next two or three days, and 

couldn't take the time. He insisted that I would be in and out of the hospital the same day. But 

after the operation I did not seem to be recovered from the local anesthetic, and was told to stay 

overnight. Then a terrible headache developed. Apparently the fluid in my spinal column was 

draining out, and the fluid in my brain was moving down into the space. Only now did the 

doctor, when I called him in somewhat of a panic, say "You have to lie flat on your back-that is 

the only treatment necessary." So I did, for two weeks, and missed my engagement in Japan. 

When the two weeks were over I was recovered, and could just barely make it to Jakarta at the 

time the Indonesians were expecting me. 

 

Japan, Kobayashi, Nanjo, Ogawa, Tokyo, 1990 

 

The year after our failed trip to Japan we set out again, this time going via Asia, landed at Narita 

airport, and taxied to our pre-arranged hotel. The following morning we had breakfast in a 

nearby restaurant-of which I remember only the "doorsteps". These were white bread cut into 

one-inch thick slices, and then cut in two. The resulting pieces were toasted in a very hot oven, 

leaving their insides quite soft. Very tasty, and one of many clever ideas we met in Japan.  

 

After that we made our way on foot to the office where I was to work. It included a nearly 

vertical climb up a difficult rocky path. When we got to the top, Beatrice was told that this path 

was not meant for women, that there was a separate easier path for them. On a later investigation 

Beatrice found that the "easier" path was considerably more difficult. There is no end to the 

ideologies that keep women in their place, and Japan is especially rich in them. 

 

When we got to the office in Nihon University we met Naohiro (Hiro) Ogawa our prominent 

host, who took his scholarly work with great seriousness. (For example, he had a bed in his 

office, and many nights he didn't come home.) And Kiyoshi Kobayashi and Zenji Nanjo, in 

different degrees participated in my work. 

 

Knowing the dominance of names like Panasonic in the American computer market we expected, 

now that we were within a subway ride from the factory where they are made, to find something 
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new to us and especially ingenious, and sold at a low price. Nothing of the kind. The computers 

we were given for our work were old and awkward to use. Nor could one buy a portable, as we 

thought of doing; such were far more expensive than in the United States. If there is any meaning 

to the word "dumping" this is it. However that was 15 years ago-perhaps the WTO has 

succeeded in eliminating this defiance of its rules. 

 

We knew that the Japanese "salary man" is much closer to his office than the American opposite 

number. After work it is the custom for men who have worked together all day to go out and 

drink and dine together. Beatrice and I wandered into a popular restaurant and could see at first 

hand this socializing of fellow workers. Beatrice must have been the only woman in the 

establishment. We were treated with friendliness, offered suggestions on what was good on the 

menu. The menu, incidentally, consists in realistic models of the items offered, and not merely 

their names.  

 

Great courtesy on casual meetings combines with complete absence of anything like friendship 

with foreigners. We met an American lady who had been in Tokyo for more than twenty years, 

apparently spoke Japanese perfectly. She had come in the first place to study with a Zen teacher, 

and this she did for a time. One on one teaching is not unusual for Zen. But after a year or two he 

went on to other things, and she was living alone when we met her. She complained that she had 

no friends, that there was no part of Japanese society into which she could fit. . And even a 

Korean lady married to a Japanese was in somewhat the same position. We couldn't tell her apart 

from the Japanese, but they certainly could.  

 

In a crowded country people adapt. I went for a swim in a pool near our hotel. Swimmers went 

round and round the pool, all at the same rate, all using the same stroke. I was just out of line. 

With my obsolete breast stroke, and slow speed I had many impatient exclamations that I was 

breaking formation. . 

 

When our two weeks were coming to an end, I went to a bank where I had put some money, and 

said that I intended to leave it there, thinking that I might return or might want to buy something 

in Japan by mail order.. But a clerk explained to me that money from such a small account could 

only be withdrawn in person. I objected to that way of doing business. Without saying a word the 

clerk quickly went to the counter, and came back with the due number of Yen. He brusquely 

handed them to me as though to say-"Here is your money-now get out!" 

 

Yet we met more than one instance of helpfulness to a foreigner. Whenever we would stand on a 

corner examining a map someone more than once stopped and asked if he could help.  

 

We returned to Vienna, crossing the Pacific with Singapore Airlines-in the most efficient, 

cleanest, and most comfortable plane that I have ever known. When we landed in Los Angeles 
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we were met by a former student Robert W. (Bill) Hodge. He took most of the day with us, 

driving us around and showing us parts of L.A. that we would never have gotten to on our own. 

And finally he dropped us at the airport for the next stop on our way back home to Vienna. 

 

Sadly, that was the last time we would ever see Bill Hodge. I can still hear his sharp clear 

accents, his habitually ironic expression, and his eye for the malice behind respectable behavior.  

 

Bill was the student who so impressed his teachers at the University of Chicago that they 

arranged an appointment on the faculty for him before he had completed his dissertation. Yet all 

that brilliance didn't make for a happy life. His charming wife divorced him, he quit the 

University of Chicago to go to the University of Michigan, and shortly thereafter to take a post in 

Los Angeles. The Hodge we saw in L.A. lacked the zest in life of the Hodge at the University of 

Chicago. His old teachers think back with sorrow to this student of outstanding promise who 

died in his fifties.  

 

And after L.A. we made our way back to Vienna.  

 

Visit to Israel, Jerusalem, 1990 

 

I have been in Israel twice. Once alone passing through on the return trip from Calcutta in 1956 

and once from Austria in the 1980s. On the first visit I was taken on the back of a motorcycle, to 

the top of a hill from which I could look out over the Dead Sea, far away but clearly visible, to 

which we could approach no closer than the hilltop on which we stood. And Jerusalem was 

divided in two by a heavy corrugated metal fence to defend against sniper fire. 

 

I certainly met friendly people-was wined and dined at the home of Roberto Bacchi  

 

The second visit was 30 years and one war later, and we could go right down to the Dead Sea, in 

which many Israelis were swimming about. Jerusalem was no longer divided. This time I was 

with my family--Beatrice and Barby and Rob. It was a peaceful time in Jerusalem, and we could 

walk about the streets, eat falafel, shop, and generally act the way tourists anywhere act. We 

were lucky in choosing that risk free time to travel-today there is no such thing as risk-free in 

Jerusalem. 

 

Beatrice was impressed with the difference between her treatment in the Arab section and in the 

more strictly Jewish area. Jewish shops were businesslike--a table cloth was so and so many 

shekels and that was it. The transaction was quick and efficient.  

 

No so in the Arab shops. When we entered we were warmly welcomed, taken into a back room, 

offered tea, had a leisurely conversation the whole made pleasant by a characteristic courtliness 
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that is part of Arab culture.. We had met it in Cairo and met it in the United States among Arab 

acquaintances. Then the bargaining started. Robert, ever the economist, did some comparisons 

and concluded that at the end of the bargaining the price was almost exactly that charged right 

off in the Jewish stores.  

 

Among the people who impressed us was -- at the top of the list -- Roberto Muhsam. He had 

been a curator of the Berlin Art Museum, one of the most interesting person I have met 

anywhere. When we dined at his house what impressed us even more than the art work he has 

rescued from the Nazis was his effort to make personal contacts with the Arab population. He 

had taken the trouble to learn the language, and did everything in his power to build bridges. 

More people like Muhsam would have made a very different Middle East from the one in which 

Israel is mired today. 

 

And then there was an Italian Jew, Roberto Bacchi, also cultivated, who told me without any 

note of apology that the fine house he was living in had been taken from the Arab owner after the 

Six-Day War.  

 

Romania freed from Ceausescu, Bucharest 1991 

 

While at IIASA I had a call from the Royal Society of Canada in Ottawa asking me if I would go 

to Bucharest to represent Canada at a meeting of the corresponding Romanian body.  

 

Dictator Nicolae Ceausescu had made his wife Elena the President of the national scientific 

body, the Academia Romania, so in effect ending for the duration its functioning as a scientific 

body. 

 

Once the C.'s were out of the picture with the dissolution of Communism throughout Eastern 

Europe the scientists could take over their own institution, and they made this first meeting of the 

revived Academia Romania something of an international celebration. Among other ways of 

signalizing the occasion, a medal was cast, and everyone in attendance at the meeting was given 

one. I am looking at mine now, and it says 1866-1991, the 125 years of age that the academy had 

attained. 

 

The opening was not only in science. I remember Joel Cohen, young Harvard biologist, after 

some months in Romania staying with us in Baden for a few days of decompression, as he called 

it. As one example of life under the Romanian variant of Communism, Joel related that everyone 

who had a typewriter had to submit a sample sheet of its work once a year. When a seditious 

letter was discovered, its author could be known by comparing typescripts. That was typical of 

the practices of the dictatorial regime overturned in 1991, and its head and wife executed -

quickly it was said to prevent their incriminating some important people. 
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The celebration was to be a joyous event, but its organization seemed up in the air. When 

Beatrice and I got off the plane there was no one at the airport to tell us where to go, we did not 

have a hotel, we just did not know what to do. We got a taxi to take us to the Canadian Embassy. 

It being Sunday, we did not hope to find much more than a caretaker there, but just as it 

happened the Ambassador was returning from a trip abroad, and visiting his office to look at his 

mail. He made enquiry and located the headquarters of the Academia Romana. We thanked him 

for his help, and our taxi continued to that office.  

 

There we were introduced to Dr. Duina Dragonescu, Professor of Sociology in the University 

and to be our guide while we were in Bucharest. We and Duina became good friends. I 

especially wanted to visit her at home, to see what life had been like during the Dictatorship. She 

demurred at first, saying we would not like her place, but finally agreed. The apartment consisted 

of two small rooms and a tiny bathroom. The kitchen was a shelf along one wall of the combined 

dining and living room.  

 

She was married to another academic and had one son in his early teens. When I asked what he 

wanted to study when he went to university he said "Anything that will help me get out of this 

country and into the United States."  

 

We took our guide to lunch and dinner more than once, and heard a good deal about how hard it 

was for an academic to keep alive. Each Romanian family was allotted 2 kg. meat per year and 2 

eggs per month.  

 

On enquiry I found that the U.S. National Academy of Sciences had not accepted the invitation 

to send a representative, I phoned Bruce Alberts, long-time President of the NAS, and offered to 

represent that body. The offer was accepted with thanks. That made the gathering just a little bit 

more inclusive, and me just a little bit more important. 

 

The proceedings were attended not only by scientists but by high officials of the newly formed 

national government. They did not include papers announcing scientific discoveries, but rather 

discussions of the organization and the functions of scientific societies in the several countries 

represented. Setting standards for scientific work seemed to be important for some, but, as I 

explained, in the English speaking world standards are set rather in the culture, and especially in 

the editing and refereeing of journals, not by decrees of an official body. One prominent feature 

today is the competition for grant funds. A very different way of generating science from that 

practiced in the 17th century. 

 

The dictatorship can hardly be forgotten. Ceausescu had torn down everything in the heart of the 

city, including churches and other buildings on tree-lined avenues, and replaced them with a 
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palace covering the center. It is 12 stories high, and contains over 1000 rooms, 4,500 chandeliers, 

a vast underground parking facility, a bunker designed to protect against a nuclear attack. At the 

time of our visit nothing was complete, and the new government had no plans to finish it, nor to 

complete the similarly unfinished high rise apartment buildings surrounding it. The new regime 

is going to have a hard time putting Ceausescu’s monster hulk to use. In the plan the apartments 

were to contain the residences of the bureaucracy, convenient to their work, and arranged so that 

every one of them could be both watched and watching others, day and night. I keep thinking 

with horror of the kind of mentality that would be planning such a regime. In one thing it had 

been successful: it had destroyed forever the "Paris of Eastern Europe". 

 

On entering the country we had converted a good deal of money, far more than we could find 

things to spend it on and it was not re-convertible. We left it with Dr. Dragonescu, saying it 

would be useful to her, worthless to us. She was not embarrassed at receiving money from us, 

but simply took what was offered. That completed for me the tragic picture of a naturally gentle 

and proud spirit reduced to this humiliating condition.  

 

An incident in the Holocaust, Dr. Lingens, Vienna 1992 

 

I had no contact with the Holocaust, but during our years in Vienna we heard many stories. One 

that gave me a sense of the sickening cunning of the Gestapo was related by Dr. Ella Lingens, 

whom we met at a dinner party. What follows is from notes under date of May 23 1992, as 

translated into English. 

 

Dr. Lingens lived through 18 months of Auschwitz and 5 months of Dachau, until she was freed 

by General Patton's advancing armies. She was in her thirties at the time, so she must be in her 

eighties now, but as sprightly an oldster as one would want to meet. She was born in the part of 

the Austro-Hungarian Empire that was later Yugoslavia; her mother was Jewish, but not her 

father, and she was raised in the Evangelisch (i.e. Protestant) religion.  

 

After the war she found that her law degree taken earlier was not of much use, so she studied 

medicine, married a fellow student, an Austrian, and is now retired after a career as a doctor. 

Among other stories, she spoke about a Jewish policeman in Vienna, who had been told by the 

Gestapo in 1941 that he would be deported, but there was a way he could save himself: by 

handing over to the Gestapo Jews who were in hiding. He accordingly turned to the disagreeable 

task; outwardly respectable enough, he made it known that he could get Jews out of Austria and 

into Switzerland. When Jews in hiding approached him he told them that it would require 

money. One of his "clients", a friend of our Dr. Lingens, was told by the policeman that it would 

take Dm. 20,000, which she was able to hand over. Then he said that another Dm. 10,000 would 

do it, and that also she raised.  
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Before she left on the trip a suspicious friend gave her a half sheet of his own notepaper and 

asked her to write as soon as she arrived at the destination, that was to be Zurich. The policeman 

took her in charge, and before she got to the border forced her at gunpoint to write a letter saying 

she had arrived safely, and giving an address. That letter the policeman himself carried to Zurich, 

stamped, and put in a mail box from where it should have gone back to Austria. Dr. Lingens' 

friend never reached Switzerland; at the border she was handed over to the Gestapo. But our 

policeman had made a mistake; he did not put enough stamps on the letter. The Swiss post office 

returned it for the additional postage, but the address of the sender, given as Limmat Quai, No. x 

in Zurich, was non-existent, and the letter came back to the post office, where it was stamped 

"Sender Unknown" and mailed to Austria despite the incorrect postage. That and the fact that the 

paper on which it was written was not what she had been given by her friend told the story, and 

the identity of the policeman was passed around by word of mouth, widely enough that no more 

victims came forward.  

 

After the war Dr. Lingens looked into what had happened to that policeman. It turned out that 

once he was of no further use to the Gestapo he was dispatched. On hearing the story one of our 

party exclaimed something like "Er hat es verdient (he deserved it)". "No, our group did not see 

it that way," responded Dr. Lingens. "True he was unheroic, and one knows of others in his 

position who committed suicide rather than betray friends and relatives. But then as now when I 

think back to those tragic times, and how people were lowered by them, he seems like just one 

more small, frightened creature, doing what he could to survive." 

 

Our experience of the Arctic, Abisco, Sweden 1992 

Towards the end of our ten-year stay in Vienna IIASA's Director, Dr. Peter de Janosi, asked me 

to attend a conference in Sweden. I had other urgent things to complete, but he explained that he 

really needed some senior person to represent IIASA. So I went, and was very glad I did. 

Beatrice came with me. 

 

The Swedish Government was sponsoring the conference, and the place they held it was not in 

use at the moment; it was a research station in Abisco, a village in Lapland, north of the Arctic 

Circle. Here I discovered a new world, perhaps barren, but with a certain indescribable beauty. It 

was May, and charming wild flowers were starting to appear. Reindeer wandered past our 

station. The loneliness, the bare landscape, the jagged mountain peaks stretching into the sky all 

contributed to the sense of mystery that clings to the Arctic equally in Sweden, and in Canada 

where Robert Service celebrated it. Here is a verse from one of his many poems on the same 

theme: 
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  The lonely sunsets flare forlorn 

  Down valleys deadly desolate; 

  The lordly mountains soar in scorn 

  As still as death, as stern as fate. 

 

By day our conference was in session, an international discussion on problems of the 

environment, while Beatrice sat reading in the library or wandered over narrow roads between 

fields with flowers and other vegetation starting to life after the Arctic winter. By night the never 

ending daylight made sleeping difficult, but we managed.  

 

When the conference was over we with some other participants decided to take the slow train to 

Narvik in the Norwegian Arctic. The ride was thrilling as we went over bridges that looked down 

on fjords appearing just as they do on maps. Narvik is a town somewhat larger than Abisco, and 

there ought to be souvenirs to be had there. There were. We bought our souvenirs in a store in 

Narvik and asked what people do in the winter, with 24 hours dark lightened only about noon by 

a dim twilight. The clerk answered, "It is not so bad, we think of the summer coming." 

 

After that we took the train back to Abisco, then returned to Vienna, passing through Stockholm 

and Copenhagen on the way.  

 

And not long after that we packed over 100 large corrugated boxes with the goods we had 

accumulated during 10 years in Austria, and took a plane to Boston.  


