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Mordecai Richler

Northern Exposure
Canada’s first woman prime minister, Kim Campbell,faces a tough election this fall.
Is she woman enough to clean house? Or will she wind up paying for
Brian Mulroney’s brazenly corrupt departure?

L

ast February 24,
Brian Mulroney,
Canada’s least popular prime minister in the
history of polling, pondering an autumn election
in which his troops stood to
be decimated if he persisted
in leading them, fell on his
sword. He announced that,
after eight and a half years
in office, he would be
resigning in June, at the
age of 54,so that the Tories
could convene to choose a
new leader. He would have
quit in 1990, he said, but,
because of the Gulf War,
“it was vital that I stay.”
Later, understandably queasy about his place in history, he
warned us that his legacy had already been distorted by
reporters driven by “personal vendettas” against him, and
then he wrestled yet again with the long and intimidating
shadow of Pierre Elliot Trudeau, denouncing the former
Liberal prime minister for selling Quebec down the river
with his 1982 constitution, conveniently forgetting that, at
the time, he had thumped the tub for the package himself.
Bobbing and weaving, he ventured that the hoi polloi had
turned on him only because he had had the guts to take
Mordecai Richler is the author of Oh Canada! Oh Quebec!
Requiem for a Divided Country (Alfred A. Knopfl and many
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essential but unpopular
decisions. There was
something in that, but not
nearly enough. Mulroney’s
necessary free trade deal
with the United States and
his imposition of a national
sales tax, the GST, had not
endeared him to the electorate, but neither did they
explain the deeply rooted
animus against the man.
All politicians lie, but
few as often, or mellifluously, a s did sincerely
yours, Brian Mulroney, his
voice, a dead giveaway,
sinking into his Guccis
whenever he was about to
deliver one of his whoppers. Campaigning for the Tory
leadership in 1983, he mocked his chief rival for the job,
good scout Joe Clark, for playing tiddlywinks with Quebec
separatists. Then Mulroney courted them on bended knee,
paying for their endorsements with cabinet seats and by
punishing the country with wasting years of acrimonious
and failed constitutional haggling, which served only to
resuscitate the cause of QuCbtcois tribalism. Before assuming office in 1984, he was adamantly opposed to any free
trade deal, but once in place he signed one with the United
States and another with Mexico. Referendums, he declared,
were not the way our folks did things. Then he ordered up
one for his second offer of a constitutional elixir, and lost,
the country dismissing it as quack medicine. He softshoed
into office condemning corruption and then presided over a
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govemment that was tainted by a record number of cabinet
ministers who were obliged to resign in disgrace, four in
all.
On July 9, 1984, when then-Liberal Prime Minister
John Turner announced that there would be an autumn
election, and went on to deal nineteen patronage appointments to prominent Liberals, Mulroney professed to be
shocked. “It’s something out of an Edward G. Robinson
movie,” he said. “You know, the boys cuttin’ up the
cash.” If he were elected, by gum, things would be different. “I undertake today that all political appointments will
be of the highest unimpeachable quality. I’m going to
send a dramatic signal of renewal in this area of Canadian
life.”

office, seemingly settling on a second career as a purvey-

or of used furniture, most of which was not necessarily
his own. On July 1, Stevie Cameron wrote in the Globe
and Mail, our English-language newspaper of record:

“Brian and Mila Mulroney did not have to have a garage
sale when they left their official residences last month:
the federal government is buying the things they left behind.
“And that includes the custom-built closets made to
house the Mulroney family wardrobe.”
A new prime minister, I should explain, traditionally
supplements the furnishings already in place at 24 Sussex.
Drive ‘with his own ,,things,removing them without fuss
when he leaves. Du+g Trudeau’s tenure, Liberal supporters built him a swiniming pool. He did not tow it away
nd then, last June, Mulroney retired, trailing an
when he left and neither did he demand to be reimbursed for
unprecedented rain cloud of patronage. Since
it.
December 1992 he had doled out 655 plums, 241
Marcel Beaudry, chairman of the National Capital
of these in his final two months in office, enabling
Commission, which lis responsible for official residences,
- him to
11
establish yet another record.
revealed that the Treasury
More than 500 of those
Board had forked out
Our Senate is the traditional pen
$150,000 for seventy-five
handsomely paid appointitems the Mulroneys left
ments went to backroom
aging bagmen, superannuated party
behind, including wall
boys and girls, dim relatives
hacks, parvenus and, in Mulroney’s
paper, Persian carpets,
of senior Tories, failed canshower curtains, light fixdidates7 and big donors, the
‘ old cronies who used to imbibe with him
most risible going to Mila
tures, a kitchen table, a
I
in the late, lamented Maritime Bar df
Mulronev’s hairdresser and
$12,000 Venetian engraved
mirror, and forty-nine
the hairdresser’s wife:
Montreal’s Ritz-Carlton Hotel.
Rinaldo joined the Federal
I
flower vases. Beaudry, who
Business Development Bank
had been appointed to his
and his wife, Pat, the Official Residences Council. And
job by Mulroney a ye:ar earlier, proclaimed the sale a barfinally twelve slavering Tories, who had not yet dug their
gain, saying it would have cost taxpayers $400,000 for new
furnishings had the Iviulroneys skedaddled, peeling off the
snouts into the trough, were compensated with seats in the
Senate, comfy beyond compare.
wallpaper and ripping out the light fixtures, leaving the new
In Canada it is not patriotism that.is the last refuge of
prime minister in the dark, as it were.
Because Mulrone$ could not legally do business with
scoundrels, but a sinecure in our unelected Senate, its
the government, the /:Treasury Board’s check was made
members appointed at the prime minister’s pleasure. Our
out to Mila. But oh dear oh dear, she could produce no
Senate is the traditional pen of aging bagmen, superannuatinvoices. Beaudry had had the goods appraised at replaceed party hacks, parvenus and, in Mulroney’s case, old
ment value rather thdn their worth as used furniture. He
cronies who used to imbibe with him in the late, lamented
allowed that he could1 not distinguish between duvets and
Maritime Bar of Montreal’s Ritz-Carlton Hotel or the
Mount Royal Club, the favored watering hole of our city’s
cutlery, or whatever, that had originally been paid for by
the government, or by the slushy Tory Canada Fund,
most affluent tradesmen and corporate lawyers. Until they
which had contributed $324,000 toward the purchase of
reach the age of 75, our 112 senators are paid $64,100 a
year, plus a tax-free allowance of $10,000, and, among
furnishings. Confusion was compounded by the fact that
many of the items inl~theNCC’s appraisal were identical
other benefits, they are also entitled to Air Canada freebies
for themselves, their families, and retainers. A July Gallup
to goods bought for IJhe Mulroneys by the Tory Canada
poll revealed that only 4 percent of Canadians favor keepFund.
!
ing the institution as it stands. Fifty-four percent would like
What with the couiitry on the boil, outraged by what it
to see it abolished and 37 percent want senators to stand for
took to be mind-boggling sleaze, the Mulroneys, on holielection, just like MPs.
day in France, were fjnally heard from. A petulant Mila
Even as this recession-ridden country was still reeling
wrote to cancel the deill: “After a decade of public service,
from the shameless display of Mulroney “cuttin’ up the
which I performed with pride and pleasure and during
cash,” we were diverted by what many would come to see
which I neither received nor expected to receive remuneraa s a m e t a p h o r f o r ‘ t h e u n d e r l y i n g tackiness of the
tion of any kind for any of my activities, I am of course
disappointed by the sdggestion-even from some partisan
Mulroney years: our prime minister, only weeks out of
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sources-that I might have sought
profit f r o m t h i s transaction.
Accordingly, I have instructed my accountant to return immediately your
cheque thereby terminating the agreement b e t w e e n us.” A n d so, M i l a
ardained, the furniture would remain
at 24 Sussex Drive until it could be
replaced. Then, no doubt, everything,
save the wallpaper, but including a
dinner service f o r fifty, valued a t
$23,000, would b e shipped t o the
newly acquired Montreal mansion of
o u r first p r i m e minister t o have
sprung from the working class. The
house cost just short of $2 million,
and was undergoing a $1-million reno v a t i o n , according t o a recent
Montreal Gazette.

0

nce Mulroney had thrown in
the towel, it was assumed that
a ‘number of T o r y cabinet
heavyweights, leading with t h e
elbows, would compete for the leadership, t h e winner b e c o m i n g o u r
instant nineteenth prime minister;
then, all but one genuflected before
the onrushing Kim Campbell. Her rise
out of obscurity was astonishing. A
first-term MP, elected in Vancouver
Centre in 1988, she became Canada’s
first female attorney general and justice minister in 1990, and two years
later our first female secretary of
defense. When she declared herself an
official candidate, on March 25, it
seemed that she was heading for a
coronation. Radiating confidence, she
said that she was, at heart, “a Texas
line-dancer.’’ And, oh yes, she had
once smoked pot and inhaled, she
added.
Kim Campbell entered the fray
trailing The Photograph and quotes
that reeked of arrogance to some, but
seemed refreshingly direct to others.
The saucy photograph that led British
tabloids to dub her “a sexy, dewyeyed Madonna” was taken for an arty
coffee-table book in 1990. Gosh. It
showed Kim bare-shouldered, holding her judicial robes before her, suggesting that possibly,. just possibly,
the naughty girl had posed starkers.
“Seriously,” said Ms. Campbell, “the
notion that the bare shoulders of a
The American Spectator

f you’ve ever studied a foreign language, you know fluency doesn’t come
quickly. It generally takes years to master a language-and an ongoing effort
to maintain your proficiency. Whether you try to learn a language on your
own or in a class, with language cassettes, textbooks, or computers, sooner or later
every course ends.. .and then what do you do?

U

ow you can work on your second language month after month with ChampsElysies, Schau ins Land,and Acquerello italiano, internationally acclaimed
audiomagazinesfor intermediate and advanced students of French, German, and
Italian. Each edition consists of an hour-long program on audiocassette accompanied
by a printed transcript and extensive vocabulary section. Optional study supplements
with listening and postlistening exercises and grammar reviews are also available.

lil
B

ecause they’re periodicals, they allow you to hone your language skills at your
own pace, over an indefinite period of time. No other course does that. And
the unique radio-magazine format is as entertaining as it is instructive.

roduced in Europe by professional broadcasters and journalists-all native
speakers-each audiomagazine unlocks the door to a fascinating language
and culture; there are news reports, interviews with fascinating and influential people, and features on a wide range of topics, including politics, business, the
arts, cuisipe, travel, books, cinema, and sports. With each new edition, you’ll build
your vocabulary, improve your 1istenir;g comprehension, and increase your cultural
IQ as though you were living abroad.

a

ONEY-BACK GUARANTEE: While we don’t promise you fluency overnight,
we will give you your money back if you’re not delighted with your first edition.
Find out for yourself what thousands of business people, educators, diplomats,

and professionals on six continents are raving about. Subscribe today!

Send check or money order to Champs-Elysees,Inc.
Dept. X16, P.O. Box 158067, Nashville, TN 37215-8067
PLEASE RUSH ME MY FIRST EDITION OF:
0 Champs-Elysies:
5 monthly editions (US$69)
0 Study supplement (US$20)
0 Champs-Elysies:
I 1 monthly editions (US$118)
Study supplement (US$44)
Study supplement (US$20)
0 Schau ins Lund:
5 monthly editions (US$69)
0 Schuu ins Land:
I 1 monthly editions (USB118)
0 Study supplement (US$44)
0 Acquerello itdiano:
6 bimonthly editions (US$89) ’
Study supplement (US$30)
Tennessee resideno add 8.25%saks

11u

In C a d a d Mexico, add US$4 p m t q e .

Credit card orders may be faxed to (615) 297-3138 Outside the U.S. and Canada call (615) 383-8534.
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43-year-old woman are the source of prurient comment
to join in on Christmas carols. “He sat there like an anthroor titillation, I mean, I suppose I should be complimentpologist watching the natives at their curious rites. I never
ed.”
warmed to the man at all.”
When she ran for the leadership of ’British Columbia’s
Nevertheless, Kathan and Kim were soon living together.
Social Credit Party in 1986, coming in last, she warned
Then, in 1970, she went to London to study at the London
delegates against Bill Vander Zalm, the theme-park proSchool of Econom~ics,her doctoral supervisor Leonard
prietor who would become provincial premier. “Charisma
Schapiro, the renowned Sovietologist, who took his students
without substance is a dangerous thing,” she said. Two
on a three-month tour of the Soviet Union. Nathan and Kim
years later, still heckling him, she added, “I only wish I
were married in London in 1972, only to be divorced eleven
knew him before his lobotomy.” But what was to become
years later. Kim married again in Vancouver in 1986 and
her signature quote was plucked from an interview she
was divorced again five years later.
gave the Vancouver Sun in 1986: “As an intellectually-oriented person, I like to socialize with people who read the
n the Owl’s Nest, the dilapidated codntry bar that I
same things I do and have a similar level of education, but
favor out there in a weedy field on the 243, hard by the
I generally like ordinary people. I think it’s very important
Vermont border, only a few miles from my cottage in
to realize that a lot of people that you’re out there working
Quebec’s Eastern Townships, a local wag said, “If she can’t
for are people who may sit in their undershirt and watch
manage two marriages, how in the hell is she gonna manage
the game on Saturday, beer in hand . . . I suppose these
the country?’
people would find m e as
But early in March she
boring a% I would find
seemed unstoppable, evthem.”
erybody scrambling aboard
“Seriously,” said Ms. Campbell,,
Actually, as I am one of
her bandwagon, including a
“thenotion that the bare shouldevs
those louts who watches
worrying
number of
1I
Saturday night hockey on
QuCbCcois nationalists,
of a 43-year-old woman are the source
TV, preferably with a Scotch
Mulroney’s baggage. So
prurient comment titillation, I mean,
in hand, this p e d e gave me
later in the month, when the
I suppose I should be comp1imenteJ.”
pause. Could she, I won34-year-old minister of
dered, be as condescending
environment Jean Charest,
as she appeared?
an Eastern Townshipper
I born and bred, entered the race, the scuttlebutt was that this
im was born Avril Phaedra Douglas Campbell to
stripling had obliged, at stage manager Mulroney’s request,
George Campbell, a lawyer, and Phyllis Cook in
of a contest to the Tory conto lend at least the
March 1947, and changed her name to Kim during
vention in June. B y , lo and behold, he turned out to be an
adolescence. Her parents’ marriage was not a happy one.
appealing campaigner, fluently bilingual, while Ms.
As a consequence of a 1957 sleigh accident, Phyllis shatCampbell was givein to stumbling in French considerably
tered a hip socket and was, for a time, an invalid. In the
less assured than ad,vertised. Charest was pleasingly plump,
most illuminating of a spate of Kim Campbell profiles that
with a mop of unru1,y curly hair, cuddly as a muppet, a famibegan to appear last spring, the Globe and Mail’s Stephen
ly man, married to :his obviously intelligent and photogenic
Brunt wrote of that period that Phyllis’s sister “says Mr.
high school sweet4eart, with three adorable children. And
Campbell once came home from a night on the town and
oh yes, he too had been known to puff on the occasional
told his wife that he had spent the evening dancing with a
toke during university days, and in his crazed teenage years,
woman. ‘She was not a hopeless cripple like you,’ was the
he confessed that he had once run afoul of the law and linII
taunt he used.”
gered for several hciurs in the slammer . . . for spray-paintIn 1959, Phyllis ran off to France with the man who
ing “Bonne F&teMauie” on a street as a birthday greeting to
II
would become her second husband, the two of them buying
a friend.
a yacht and setting up charters for the rich; Kim didn’t see
Kim Campbell, llarguably more representative of our
her again until she graduated from high school.
discontented times1 survivor of a dysfunctional family
In 1967, Kim, then a student at the University of British
and twice-divorce&, came charging out of the starting
Columbia, met the feisty Nathan “Tuzie” Divinsky, a math
gate armed with quips, but then she was processed by the
professor and divorced father of three daughters. He was 42,
insufferably slicl! Tory machine’, emerging shrinkshe was 21. Her mother didn’t care for this working-class
wrapped, a front-ronner dodging difficult questions lest
Jew, a bona fide chess maven, who claimed to have once
she offend anybody out there. Ex-con Charest was the
played the great Boris Spassky to a draw. “I found him rude
clear winner of thie first television debate. Then, Ms.
and pushy,” said Phyllis.
Campbell, invited tis pronounce on Quebec’s loony-tunes
Phyllis, who safe to say doesn’t know the words to Oy
language laws, whic,h,
L at the time, still banned the use of
Chanukah, oy Chanukah, a yontiff a shayner, recalled a
English on outdoor1 commercial signs, among other fatu/I
Christmas visit to the family home when Divinsky refused
ities, would venture no more than, “I think the worst
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thing I could do is throw myself in the middle of this
debate. . . . It is for Quebecers themselves to’decide
whether it is good or the best route to take.” But Charest
proclaimed that a prime minister must “defend the rights
of linguistic minorities everywhere in the country,
iqcluding Quebec.”
“Campbellmania Fizzles,” ran a’May 25 headline in the
Globe and Mail, but she had already locked up twice as
many delegates as her -rival. Then an eve-of-convention poll
showed that Charest was now the most popular candidate by
far of Canadians in general and Tories in particular. Against
‘
all odds, Charest had made it a contest.

P
I

.

’

ity the sizable contingent of rednecks among the
3,400 delegates and 1,500 alternates jammed into
Ottawa’s sweltering
Civic Centre on Friday,
June 11. That fulminating,
beer-bellied bunch riding
out of the Bible-belt
prairies. Small town
lawyers and real e s t a t e
agents, feed merchants and
car dealers, all convinced
that the True North, Strong
and Free was going to hell
in a multicultural handbasket. Why, you can now
wear a turban in the RCMP
or a dagger in your belt to
high school if you’re a
Sikh. Their own kids were
being dealt condoms rather
than brownies at recess.
The country’s broke, but
the National Gallery in
Ottawa is paying zillions
for umpteen-foot-high
color charts called paintings by con men named
Newman or Rothko, probably both Jews. This great land that once gave the world
Deanna Durbin is now supposed to be proud of k.d. lang, a
dyke and a vegetarian, even though she came from cattle
country. You know what caused AIDS? God Almighty’s
disgust.
The rednecks were to be pitied because on Sunday they
would have to choose between a la-di-da divorcte, from
Hot Tub City out there in flaky B.C., and a bloody frog still
wet behind the ears who had the nerve to speak English better than most of them did, and reminded them somewhat of
that bastard Trudeau, who had rammed bilingualism down
their throats.
Joy was confined, with a rattled Tory establishment
machine going into overdrive, working the floor for Kim.
Young Jean, they whispered, might be a fine fellow for next
time, but don’t forget that for twenty-six of the last twentyThe American Spectator

seven years our prime minister has been a Quebecer, and
the rest of Canada has had it up to here. Meanwhile, the outnumbered Charest people were saying that only their man,
already the people’s choice in the rest of Canada, could
clean the clock of Lucien Bouchard’s Bloc QuCbCcois Party
in Quebec.
Bouchard, a small-town QuCbtcois lawyer and one-time
separatist, had been lifted out of obscurity by his old college chum, Brian Mulroney. He was appointed ambassador
to France and later was parachuted into parliament and the
cabinet. Then he split with Mulroney over what he claimed
was yet another constitutional betrayal of Quebec, and
formed the Bloc QuCbCcois; the first separatist party to sit
in our federal parliament. Bouchard had carried only eight
malcontent MPs with him, not one of them of any distinction, but, if the polls were
right, he was slated to win
a majority of Quebec’s
seventy-six seats in the
coming federal electionunless he was obliged to
run against the shining
new face of Jean Charest.
In his stem-winder of a
Saturday night speech at
the convention, Charest
pleaded with delegates to
turn him loose on Lucien
Bouchard.

F

irst, however, we
had to endure Brian
Mulroney’s orchestrated tribute to himself on
Friday night. In the months
leading up to the convention, he had embarked on a
final farewell tour of the
r
United States and Europe,
much criticized for being
both too costly and unnecessary. But on Friday night we discovered that the junkets
had enabled him to solicit film testimonials to his greatness by George Bush, John Major, Franqois Mitterrand,
Helmut Kohl, Bill Clinton, and Boris Yeltsin. These tributes were at the heart of a home movie that was, at best,
embarrassing, and, at worst, self-serving and saccharine
beyond compare. There was also a stage show. Mulroney
had vetted every word in the script, but, a consummate
showman, laughed at the jokes he had approved and shed
tears on cue.
In Charest’s Saturday night make-or-break speech, he
said, “Yes, I am young and vigorous-and so is Canada.”
And, sticking it to Kim, he added, “I want to be prime minister of Canada and not prime minister of caution.”
Ms. Campbell, the last to speak, chose to be “prime ministerial,” delivering a bomb that sounded to most observers
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like a printout of clichCs from a master Tory computer. But
she did begin to distance herself from Mulroney. “We need
a different kind of leadership,” she said, “one that responds
to the yearning of Canadians for real change in our politics
and our politicians.”
She took it on the second ballot, with 1,822 votes to
Charest’s 1,630. Anxious federalists in the Tories’
Quebecpcaucus were not pleased, one of them anticipating
that the BQ might now take fifty or even sixty seats in
Quebec.
Certainly it would come as no surprise if Bouchard,
hearing the results, had cracked open a bottle of champagne, and Liberal leader Jean ChrCtien also had to be
delighted. He had already adjudged Ms. Campbell “a
Mulroney in skirts,” who had won herself no more than a
summer job.

devotion to “family values,” bring back flogging and the
noose:
Unless ChrCtien or Ms. Campbell is found guilty of an
egregious campaign gaffe, it seems likely that the election
will yield a minority government, probably Liberal. Ms.
Campbell, out to mend her Quebec fences, has appointed
Jean Charest deputy piime minister as well as head of the
industry department. Even as she continues to distance
herself from the sleaze that charasterized the Mulroney
years, the Liberals will not allow her to forget that she
once said of the man, “He is an extraordinary leader . . .
with a great passion for this country and he inspires great
loyalty.” Her first attempt to impress thl country with the
new frugality backfired. She ordered ministers in her new,
pared-down cabinet to take taxis, rather than chauffeured
limos, to the swearing-in ceremony at the GovernorGeneral’s residence. But as snide reporters were quick to
s I write, in August, it is anticipated that the elecpoint out, the taxpayer really ended up forking out twice,
tion will come in October, the actual date not to be
because the chauffeurs had to sit and wait, albeit on the
announced before Labor Day. A reading of the
public payroll.
The election date yet to
entrails offers contradictory
be announced, party leadauguries. Gallup has reporters have already begun to
ed that 43 percent of comEven ifMs. Campbell has found
mitted voters favor the
bore us on the photo-op
herself
than
job, she is, trail, flipping burgers in an
Liberals, and only 33 percent
the Tories. However, asked
endless run of backyard
pace Chre‘tien,already assured of a
to pick who would make the
barbecues. Ms. Campbell,
place our history books.
best prime minister, the elecpledged to the policies of
torate gives Ms. Campbell a
change and substance, has
17-point edge.
T h e near
been photographed dancing
demise of the NDP, our social-democratic party, the choice
the twist in-Toronto and simulating pleasure as she acceptof only 8 percent of voters, is a foregone conclusion.
ed an autographed ball from the Expos’ Larry Walker in
ChrCtien, a former cabinet minister in Trudeau’s governMontreal. Asked about her sex life on a silly Quebec City
talk show, she replied she now had no time for “le hankyments, has to overcome the perception that he is yesterday’s
panky.” Even if she has found herself no more than a summan, as well as a lightweight. But he is a far more experimer job, she is, pace ChrCtien, already assured of a place
enced campaigner than Ms. Campbell, and he seems likely
in our history books. Our first female prime minister, the
to carry the Maritime Provinces and Ontario, the biggest
first out of British Columbia, and the first capable of
prize, but not his home province of Quebec. Francophone
speaking a decent Yiddish.
Quebecers regard ChrCtien as something of an Uncle Tom,
his French striking them as inelegant and his English sufficiently shaky to make them cringe.
inally, my own cherished election fantasy result
Should the BQ, impaired by its one-plank independence
depends on Lucien Bouchard not only taking just
about every sea.t in Quebec, but also fielding candiplatform and inability to satisfy Quebec’s voracious appetite
dates in the western boonies. Out there, I’ll wager, many
for the goodies that come with office, still win a majority of
would vote BQ because, rather than wait for Quebec to
the province’s seats, it would not be the only disruptive
separate or get off the pot, they would happily kick the
regional party in parliament. Yang to its yin is the westernprovince out right now. And so Bouchard, winner of ninerooted Reform Party, led by the engaging Robert Manning,
our Ross Perot sans that tycoon’s millions. The Reform
ty or more seats, would form a coalition with a surging
Party stands to win a batch of seats in Alberta. But both the
Reform Party and find himself, a sworn separatist, in the
BQ and Reform run the risk of being discredited by the prenightmare office of prime minister of Canada. The mornponderance of nutters in their camps. Bouchard will have to
ing after, the premier of Ontario, our richest and most
populous province, would inform Bouchard that he
muzzle the most zealous of his candidates, who are bound
to alarm essentially conservative Quebecers with their inintends to sue for sovereignty. Bouchard, sobered by his
choate rage against les autres. And Manning, no bigot himnew responsibilities, ,would tell him, “I was not elected
self, will have to cork the incipient.racists in his bottle, who
prime minister to preside over the dismemberment of this
would like to legislate an end to immigration, a ban on
great country that is .the envy of the world. Va te faire
French outside of Quebec, and, if only to demonstrate their
foutre.” Cl

A

~

no more

a summer

in

F

48

The American Spectator

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

October 1993

SICK AND TIRED
OF THE
LIBERAL MEDIA?
The overall tax burden for
mericans, federal, state, and
local, is actually quite low.. . .
The truth is that the United
States needs higher tax
can afford them.

If we could be oneundredth as great as you
and Hillary Rodham Clinton
have been in the White
House, we’d take it right no
and walk away winners.. .
- Dan Rather, on teaming

- NBC’s John Chancellor

up with Connie Chung

Their days of unchecked bias are over. The Media Research Center
is reading and listening to what they write and say. The Media
Research Cente )rovides.all the woof vou’ll ever need to demonstrate
the news iedia’s liberal bias. Akd the bias in I 9llywood.

MediaWatch
a monthly newsletter that

reviews news coverage of
political events by the
televisionnetworks. newspapers and news weeklies

W, etc., a monthly
newsletter that investtgates
the liberal issue agenda
permeating prime time
television.current cinematic
fare and record releases

Notable Quotables,

’

a biweekly compilatlon of the
most outrageousand
humorousexamples of bias
from the media

And That‘s the Way It
Isn’t: A Reference Guide
to Media Bias provides
350 pages of summaries

excerpts and reprints of 45
studies proving liberal bias
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0 TVl etc ($35 for 12 monthly issues)
0 Notable Quotables ($19 for 26 bi-weekly issues)
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I
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Bobby Kennedv’s Crvine Game
J

0

n the eve of the thirtieth anniversary of Jack Kennedy’s death, the
mythic conception of him as a
president who “gave his country back to
its best self,” as Arthur M. Schlesinger, Jr.
writes in the peroration of A Thousand
Days, still lives in the minds of the faithful. But in the year in which 18,000 loyalists headed by President Clinton foregathered in Arlington Cemetery to mourn and
remember Bobby Kennedy and listenwith eyes tightly closed, in Clintm’s
case-to Aretha Franklin singing “He’s
Got the Whole World in His Hands,” it is
Bobby’s myth that is inspiring the really
breathtaking claims.
“[His] eloquence stands in the company of Churchill’s and Lincoln’s,” Edwin
0. Guthman and C. Richard Allen declare
without batting an eye in the preface to
RFK: Collected Speeches.’ He had “a sort
of St. Francis dimension,” the Washington
P o s t ’ s Ben Bradlee would have us
believe, and Irish-American girlhood’s
gift to the New York Times, Anna
(Herself) Quindlen, trumps that moral
comparison with an invocation of Christ:
It was Bobby who became the greatest
single representative of [the] idea mat
God and the greater good called us to
serve the disenfranchised. Seeing the
photographs and footage of him in clapboard shacks, with those endlessly sad
eyes, bending to speak to children in
rags, I always thought of Christ’s
words: “If you did it for the least of my
brethren, you did it for me.” . . . [Bobby
was] a deeply religious man, the only
1 Viking, 402

pages, $25.

Kenneth S. Lynn, who has taught English
at Harvard and history at Johns Hopkins,
is the author of Hemingway, among other
books. This will be the first of a series of
occasional columns.
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The clearest indication, though, that
Bobby is threatening Jack’s primacy of
place in the liberal imagination comes,
surprisingly enough, from Jack’s slavishly admiring lawyer, adviser, speechwriter, and special counsel, Theodore
Sorensen. In 1969, Sorensen published
The Kennedy Legacy, wherein he saluted
the political achievements of all three
Kennedy brothers, but dwelled on Jack’s.
Yet in the new foreword he has contributed to a re-issue of Legacy? he mentions Jack only in passing. From beginning to end, Sorensen gives himself over
to fantasies about Bobby. “Had Robert
Kennedy not been suddenly, senselessly
taken from us, the world would be a better place,” we are told for starters.
Inevitably, he would have won the
Democratic nomination for president in
1968, and the ensuing election. “He then
would have been an extraordinary
President . . . more passionate, more
committed and more effective than any
of the six Presidents who served between
the time of his death and the time
[December 19921 this is written.”
Whereas Reagan and the others left
office “defeated, discredited or disgraced
in the eyes of millions of Americans,” a
Robert Kennedy presidency would “surely” have been free from corruption,
deception, and deadlock; the special
pleaders and PACs would have wielded
far less influence in Washington; the
poor would have had in the Oval Office
someone who listened and cared; and the
sense of despair that bred demonstrations
and riots in our inner cities and on our
college campuses would have been transformed into a sense of hope.

nlike the myth-drunk Sorensen,
Gerald S . and Deborah H. Smber
deal objectively with both Jack
and Bobby in their fascinating compendium, “Let Us Begin Anew ’? An Oral History
(of the Kennedy Presidency.3 On discovering that the oral-history materials in the
Kennedy Library in Boston were compiled
[or the most part in the months and years
immediately following the assassination in
Dallas, the Smbers concluded a few years
back that the time had come to seek new
perspectives. Approximately 140 cabinet,
cubcabinet, and administration officials,
congressional colleagues, journalists, personalities on the international scene, and
others agreed to speak with them.
The Strobers’ admirably detached
presentation of the testimony allows
Ieaders to make up their own minds
about the fabled Thousand Days, and in
the case of Bobby, “Anew” offers espec ially revealing commentaries. Only on
the matter of extramarital sexual activity
axe the Strobers disappointing, for they
rnistakenly decided not to initiate questions about it. Yet when Louis Martin, a
former deputy director of the Democratic
National Committee, brought up the subject, they didn’t exclude what he had to
say. “People today talk about Jack and
ELob’s sex life. But they were Irish: they
liked liquor and they liked women.
You’d say, ‘How do you like those
ladies?’ The reply would be, ‘I like them
prone [sic].’ ” ,
Philip Kaiser, a career diplomat,
worked for several political candidates in
his younger days. He remembers Bobby
in 1960 as “the best campaign manager I
ever saw,” and another veteran of the
campaign, Bernard Boutin, exults in the
memory of Bobby’s combativeness. On
the other hand, when Dean Rusk joined
the Kennedy administration, he was

2Macmillan, 414 pages, $22.

3:HarperCollins,525 pages, $25.

one I ever can remember who combined
theology and political ideology in a way
that was nothing but good.
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