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munications, and members of the
favored guild will be tempted to impose
some form of enforced orthodoxy that
will stifle the broad advance in all
fronts that is necessary for the flourishing of a free society.
Ultimately, men need faith to function.
They need confidence in their theories,
even in the face of recalcitrant facts
that do not seem to fit those theories at
first. Without this kind of faith, life is
impossible. Dr. Durovic needed such
a personal commitment in his search
for a cancer treatment, even as his AMA
counterparts need theirs to deny
Krebiozen's effectiveness. As Baily
writes of Durovic's early experiments:
"Most of the time he failed to extract
anything. He blamed his methods, his
choice of substances; he blamed
everything except his theory. That he
knew, with the intuition of a great

scientist, was correct." Precisely; research based on one's faith in an intuition
is the very foundation of an advancing
science. Without it, there is neither
scientific breakthrough nor normal"
science. But men should be aware of
this when they begin to study and when
they make their pronouncements on what
is or is not possible. If they fail to
grasp the nature of the commitment
based on faith that is necessarily involved in all scientific endeavor, they
will fall into a very unscientific hypocrisy. That has been the weakness of
organized medicine for the whole of its
history. It is the hypocrisy of those who
claim to speak for "respectable"
medical research that is so galling —
the hypocrisy, the arrogance and
the sheer monopolistic power.

•

Agnew The Unexamined Man:
A Political Profile
by Robert Marsh
M. Evans and Company, Inc., $5.95
can be no doubt
T here
but that this book was
intended for a specific
constituency. Those people who thrive
on Nixon Agonistes will gobble up this
addition to the anti-Administration
literature. In this biographical study of
Agnew's political career, Marsh portrays the Vice President as a convictionless politician, an authoritarian
personality, a thin-skinned man with a
"hyper-reactive ego defense mechanism
which was and is always maintained
in hair trigger readiness," and \f not
unintelligent at least a political incompetent who rose to power in spite
of his faults (his upward mobility,
writes Marsh, was the "Peter Principle
in reverse").
Marsh's study of Agnew's rise to
power cannot be considered in any way
a convincing examination of Agnew the
man. Marsh's point of view, his assertions, his conclusions are all too
jaundiced to be taken without great
skepticism. Marsh's own political
career, it is important to point out, was
at one time tied closely to that of
Agnew's. Therefore, there is much
peevish criticism of Agnew here that
looks too much like what would be
expected from a disgruntled political
opportunist whose own star fell when
Agnew's was rising.
To understand why this book and its
point of view must be approached
skeptically, it is necessary to look at
the unexamined Marsh. The dust jacket
tells us that Marsh left Agnew's state
administration in 1968 to become a
public affairs consultant. What the
capsule vita neglects to mention is the
fact that Marsh became a Republican
candidate in the primary for the Maryland Sixth District Congressional seat.
His primary opponent in that contest
was J. Glenn Beall, Jr., now the junior
Senator from Maryland.
During the election, Marsh assured

me, and others as well I suppose, that
he was "more conservative" than
Beall. Indeed, his opposition to gun control legislation (which would have been
popular in rural western Maryland),
his support of Nixon's candidacy and
positions on foreign and domestic
issues were all designed to gain support
from conservative voters in western
Maryland. However, Marsh the author
takes a different position. The author
of this book takes the stance of an extreme civil libertarian and finds reason
to side with New Left students and
black militants.
Furthermore, he chides Agnew for
not being more "progressive" while
he was County Executive of Baltimore
County and Governor of Maryland. As
for Marsh's observation that Agnew is
an insensitive man incapable of
empathy for others, especially the poor

and disadvantaged, Marsh once remarked solemnly to me that voters were
"cattle to be herded" by the successful
candidate. Such remarks as these do
not jive with the thinking of the author
of this book who criticizes others for
being coldhearted. Marsh's tergiversations in a period of only two years cannot be understood unless Marsh is a
"political eunuch," or a man without
enduring political convictions — his
accusations against Agnew.
Marsh's showing on election day in
September 1968 was microscopic. He
came in last in a long list of candidates
who were vying for the Congressional
seat. After that, Marsh ceased to be
in his public consultant's office for
callers — especially if those callers
where calling to collect his campaign
debts.
As we reflect further on the fact that
as an aide Marsh helped lift Agnew
to power, we become more skeptical
of Marsh's seriousness in this book. If
Agnew was such a louse during those
years while County Executive and
Governor, and it was obvious that he
was an incompetent all along, why did
Marsh spend years contributing to his
political stardom? Why did it take so
long for Marsh to see the obvious
evidence of Agnew's faults? Is Marsh
a slow learner or has he some special
reason for fault-finding now?
At the close of this book, the reader
still feels that Agnew is an unexamined
man. Much more must be done to
understand the Agnew phenomenon in
American politics, and it must be done
by authors less prejudiced by Iheir
personal experiences and failures.
Such books as Mr. Marsh's no more
serve the cause of thoughtful, objective
scholarship than those books written
by campaign aides to ballyhoo the
assets of their candidates.
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The Legacy Of A Superfluous Man
Wick A llison
>ne afternoon not long

promoters and their bulldozers for so
long, but struck by an uncertain nostalgia for the world it represented.
cious old apartment near the Ala Wai
I had fell the same nostalgia before,
Canal in the Waikiki section of Honolulu.
for I had recently arrived in the Islands
The apartment had been built in a
after spending several dreary months
time when the demand for rental space
in Texas, Lousiana and Georgia,
had not transformed every inch of
courtesy of the United Stales Army. The
ground into stacks of cubicles designed
South is my home and I love it, but
to be inhabited only by moles and modern
I left it with an uneasy feeling. For
men. It had large windows, turn-ofdecades it lay dormant, a neglected
the-century-style, which filled the room
and still genteel cousin to the barbarian
with light and admitted the breeze of
North, harboring its own customs and
island trade winds. This kind of archiconventions . and dark, whispered
tecturally planned expansiveness has
secrets. Now every where in the South
largely disappeared, and I was not only
the talk is of money, how to gel it and
pleased that
the structure
defied the
how to make it grow. Willie Morris, the
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I was"sitting in the
O.'ago
living room of a spa-
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deposed Harper's edi.or, was right in
saying that Atlanta and Dallas reek
with the smell of Yankee dollars."
It is the same with Honolulu. Once
this city must have been one of the
world's most beautiful spots. Today it is a land of glittering neon lights,
multi-storied skyscrapers, bewildering
traffic 'patterns and over-priced meals.
Perhaps modern Hawaii is best expressed in a symbol: a new Holiday Inn
rising from Waikiki, partially blocking
the once majestic view of Diamond Head
from the beach. Paradise has become
real estate.
The facts are clear. We are faced
with the prospect of seeing Atlanta and
Honolulu levelled to the same dull
mediocrity of a Cleveland and an Indianapolis as the nation continues to
pay homage to that fatal euphemism:
progress.
I know. You've heard it all before.
Although the environmental return-tonature fad has begun to decline (poor
fads, they come and go with such
frequency these days), its residual
effect has been to make us believe we
are a generation free of the outdated
Chamber of Commerce think-big
morality. Our collective naivete is
touching. Sure commercialism stinks.
But money, dear money, retains the
fragrance of sweet perfume. If there has
been a major transformation in
human nature in the last few years, it
has taken place so subtly that I have
failed to notice it.
Skepticism
requires
companionship; the optimist, the guy with the
go-getter mentality, can and often does
exist in a vacuum. It was the need for
a friend's solace on that winsome
Hawaiian afternoon that made me rise
from the overstuffed couch in the living
room and shuffle upstairs. 1 began
rumaging
through
a
bookcase
overflowing with gray tomes and bright
book-of-the-month club offerings, and
there, sandwiched between John Updike's latest attempt at a novel and a
long-forgotten history, I found Albert
Jay Nock's Memoirs of a Suiierjluous
Man. The Book was old, scarred and
dusty, as befits one published in 1943,
and generously dog-eared and underlined, as befits one read and re-read
by three generations of seekers.
Nock is a compelling writer. I started
with a passage or two, went on to a
chapter, and ended by reading the whole
book. His style is delightful; he arranges words with the precision of a
drill sergeant marshalling a parade.
He views the human scene with the
wonderment and disdain of an Olympian. He gives credence and coherence
to vague feelings, order to chaotic
impressions. He explains it all.
Nock described himself as a superfluous man in all seriousness, although the perceptive reader is bound
to feel that he had his tongue firmly in
cheek. He felt he was superfluous
because he knew he was superior. He
was in every way a gentleman of the Old
Order — talented, cultivated, educated
and civilized. As an essayist he was the
finest American prose writer of the
earlier Twentieth century. As an editor
he produced a publication widely regarded as the best American magazine
in content and style, the original Free-

man. As a scholar he wrote Jefferson,
the most intimate and satisfying personal portrait of our early American
deity. He was a man of excellence,
and he did not like it here.
Nock's rejection of America was
more a resignation to the inevitable
than a self-conscious rebellion. In his
younger years he had been in the forefront of the progressive movement,
pressing the causes of reform. He had
been a man very much in tune with his
times, riding the waves which crested
in the New Deal. But Nock was not the
sort of man to be swept by a momentary
enthusiasm; his critical faculties improved with experience. Soon he was
able to discern a shift in the direction
of liberalism, one which was pulling it
away from its old values to an unsettling
preoccupation with theoretical absurdities; worse, its partisans were actually
beginning to put those absurdities into
practice. By the time the New Deal
arrived Nock had gradually disassociated himself from the liberal
movement. His hero was Jefferson,
and Roosevelt was a poor substitute.
His model of the politician was
Burke; the national spotlight seemed
to focus on an altogether different
type. By the end of the 1930s he found
himself being called a conservative, to
his own surprise. He accepted the
epithet, but he maintained his earlier
claim to the title of radical. He saw no
contradiction in the terms:
The
antithesis of radical is superficial."
Perhaps the true Conservative is the
only man concerned about going to
the root of tilings, the only man concerned about seeing things as they
really are. the only man with the
courage to be truly radical.
In 1941 Nock retired to write the
Memoirs, his greatest and most lasting
achievement. The book is not autobiography in the usual sense. It is
reminiscent of the Education of Henry
Adams. although devoid of the
minutiae which clutter that remarkable history and free of the
gloominess which pervades it. In fact,
the reader interested in Nock has to look
elsewhere for the details of his life.
Nock described the purpose of his nonautobiographical
autobiography
in
the preface to the first edition: ...
every person of intellectual quality
develops some sort of philosophy of
existence; he acquires certain settled
views of life and of human society; and
if he would trace out the origin and
course of the ideas contributing to that
philosophy, he might find it an interesting venture. It is certainly true that
whatever a man may do or say, the
most significant thing about him is what
he thinks; and significant also is how
he came to think it, why he continued
to think it, or, if he did not continue,
what were the influences which caused
him to change his mind. In short.... (this)
is a history of ideas, the autobiography
of a mind in relation to the society in
which it found itself."
Thus this book tells not only of one
man's unique intellectual journey, but
of the twists and curves in the road, the
dangers along the way. It tells the story
of a mind reacting to the forces around
it, trying to comprehend the mysteries
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of social intercourse and setting its own
bearing and direction amid the general
confusion of a badly confused age.
Nock is a man of many political
dimensions, a liberal Jeffersonian
who becomes a reforming Georgist
and a devout Spencerian, then
encounters two decades of disillusionment and dismay which compel him in
increasing degrees to turn to Aristotle,
Burke and Adams. Nock never abandons
his early heroes, he merely becomes
more selective in quoting them. He
does not rush with open arms into the
Conservative ranks; he finds himself
recognizing, appreciating and even
defending, after a while, the Conservative critique. He does this all with a
wry humor and gently probing skepticism
which is as enlightening as it is enjoyable.
The dominant theme of the Memoirs
is the superfluity of the man of
excellence in the modern world. Americans do not frown upon the life
of the mind, they ignore the possibility
of its existence. In fact, by the 1940 s
Americans (and most Westerners)
were arriving at the point where value
could only be conceived in terms of
dollars and cents. The only way the
average American could appreciate a
Voltarian essay, a Beethoven sonata
or a Rembrandt portrait was to know
its price on the open market. Nock
believed that three immutable laws were
in operation in America and that
they had enthroned a reign of materialism in American life more base and disintegrating to the human spirit than
any tyrant would dare impose. He called them, respectively, Gresham's
Law (Sir Thomas Gresham invented
the famous formulation), Epstean's
Law (Nock's friend Edward Epstean
suggested this one to him), and the
law of diminishing returns. Gresham's
Law states that bad money drives
out the good." Epstean's Law declares that man always intends to
satisfy his needs and desires with the
least possible exertion." The law of
diminishing returns is the same one
you learned in your high school economics course. Nock thought these
laws could be applied to every realm
of human activity: By luck I stumbled
on the discovery that Epstean's law,
Gresham's law, and the law of diminishing returns operate as inexorably in the
realm of culture; of politics; of social
organization, religious and secular; as
they do in the realm of economics."
In America the dominance of these
forces resulted from a pervasive economism (Nock's own word for
materialism) and produced the rule of
the plutocracy. "In every civilization
there is a dominant spirit or idea which
gives a definite or distinct tone to the
whole social life of the civilization. It
determines. . .the individual's line of
approach to life, establishes his views
of life, and prescribes his demands on
life." Henry Adams correctly identified the Virgin as the dominant
figure of the high Middle Ages; in the
20th Century it is the dollar sign:, -Go
and get it!" was the sum of the practical
philosophy presented to America's
young manhood by all the voices of
the age ... Now I was looking at the
great avatars of their practical philo-

