views the pictures after Mallory's death.
"Said every picture was there on the
film," she tells Robert, "and one day he
would or somebody would figure out a
way so everything he was photographing could be printed for people to see.
All I could see when I held the film up
to light was gray, gray, gray. Gray close
to white in some and some closer to
black and some with silver veins running through or maybe some different
shades of gray."
It is while sifting through Mallory's
belongings—hunting without success for
some indication of family to contact for
the funeral—that the couple gets back
together. Each of the major characters in
Two Cities carries some sense of loss. And
the very possibility of moving beyond
the peculiar isolation that Mallory has
lived means accepting the danger of having yet another hole torn out of their
hearts. Wideman is especially good at
conveying how the past haunts the present. The dead fear we may forget them,
so they intrude on experience, sometimes in very demanding ways.
Among those dead are the victims of
the assault on MOVE. And Mallory's
picture-taking also alludes back to
Philadelphia Fire in which the tie
between photographs and loss is made
explicit. There, Wideman wrote: "The
lost child, the parent who grieves for the
lost child owns an emptiness as tangible
as a photo. You carry it around. ... This
emptiness, this not having is so palpable
you can pass it around a room."
In Two Cities, there is no easy escape
from grief. But it is not the end of the
story, either. "Our eyes take snapshots,"
writes Mallory, in a letter not sent:
Like a camera. A million, million
frames day in and day out. Too quick
to keep track of. Each one disappears
instantly, leaving no trace behind.
Except from these snapshots we
build a world of things with weight,
shape, things that move and last. ...
Force of habit turns to certainty. We
forget how spirit and mind piece the
world together glimpse by glimpse.
We forget our power. Forget that
one naked, sideways stare, one
glance away, changes everything. •
Scott McLemee, a contributing editor to
Lingua Franca, also writes for Salon,
Newsday and The Nation.
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King of Darkness
King Leopold's Ghost: A Story of
Greed, Terror, and Heroism in
Colonial Africa
ByAdamHochschild
Houghton Mifflin
366 pages, $26
Reviewed by James North

A

few years ago, The New York
Times Magazine actually ran an
article that argued for the reestablishment of Western colonial
control over Africa. The piece, by
British journalist Paul Johnson, contended that the European colonial
powers had left the continent in pretty
good shape at independence in the early
'60s; the Africans themselves had made
a mess of things since. Western organization and expertise were needed to
repair the damage.
Johnson's nasty article was based on a
view of African colonial history that was
so dishonest that it amounted to criminal negligence. By publishing it, the
Times did the equivalent of giving space
to a crank who denies the Holocaust in
Europe. Fifty years from now, one hopes,
scholars will point back to that article as
one more pathetic instance of the occasional pseudo-scientific racism that
marred the late-20th century.
Anyone interested in the truth about
European colonialism in Africa should
start with Adam Hochschild's superb
new book. Part of the story of Belgian
King Leopold's late-19th century private
empire in central Africa has been told
before. But Hochschild has used recent
scholarship to create a comprehensive,
formidable and brilliant account.

K

ing Leopold's Ghost reads like a wellcrafted novel. The characters are
vivid, especially the Belgian king himself.
A lecherous monarch with the calculating mind of a capitalist, he was also an
early pioneer in public relations—he
manipulated world opinion to disguise his
brutal control of the vast Congo basin as
a humanitarian venture. In the end, he
may have made $1.1 billion from
Africa—a prodigious fortune back then.
Hochschild also deals with Victorian

conquistador Henry M. Stanley, a bestselling author who styled himself an
explorer. His books, all of which included the word dark in the title, did much
to construct the negative, primitive
view of Africa that persists to this day.
He also lent his fame to Leopold's
exploitation schemes, in which savage
white overseers enforced rubber-collecting quotas on Africans. If local people
failed to gather enough rubber, colonists
destroyed their villages, whipped them,
shot them and cut off their hands—usually after murdering them, but
sometimes before.
Though Hochschild's account is
depressing, he manages to inspire as
well. Leopold's brutality eventually
prompted the first great worldwide
human rights campaign of this century,
and its characters should be better
known. E.D. Morel—his friends called
him the Bulldog—was an English shipping clerk who pored over manifests
showing tremendous exports from central Africa, first of ivory, then of rubber.
Morel realized nothing was going back
into Africa to pay for these raw materials. He understood with horror that the
trade imbalance could only be
explained by slave labor. He resigned
from his job, and spent years leading an
increasingly successful international
campaign to publicize the atrocities.
Morel and his allies made use of thenrecent technology, using gruesome
photographs—included in this book—
to publicize Leopold's crimes.
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Morel's pressure forced the British
Foreign Service to send a consular official, Roger Casement, on a fact-finding
mission to the Congo. Fortunately,
Casement was no time-serving drone,
but a man as passionate and courageous
as Morel. He evaded Leopold's local
overseers, released a damning report,
and later joined Morel's Congo Reform
Association.
Morel and Casement are already
known to history, if not well enough. But
Hochschild's thorough research has
uncovered other heroes, like George
Washington Williams, a black American
Civil War veteran and writer. He somehow made his way to the Congo in 1890,
early in Leopold's criminal enterprise,
and tried to sound the alarm in a pamphlet and by writing to the American
president. Later, another black
American, a Presbyterian missionary
named William Sheppard, also raised the
cry. When the colonial company,
Compagnie du Kasai, sued him for libel
in 1909, the Belgian Socialist leader (a
lawyer named Emile Vandervelde) traveled to Africa to defend him.

H

ochschild regrets that very few voices
of the victims, the Africans themselves, have survived history. But memory
of the European brutality does survive in
local legend, such as the persistent belief
in villages all along the Congo railway
line, from Matadi up to Stanley Pool, that
each railway tie represents one African life
lost during the railroad's construction.
The lack of local sources—and the
Belgian government's refusal to release
the details of a 1905 Commission of
Inquiry up until the '80s—partly shows
why scholars have found it hard to settle
on a death toll. Hochschild explains
also that many Africans, probably the
majority, did die of disease rather than
outright murder. But he notes that people who fled to the forest to avoid the
rubber quota—and, thus separated from
their crops, starved—were so weakened
that disease easily swept them away.
Hochschild concludes that by the time
the international campaign forced
Leopold to hand over his personal colony
to the Belgian government in 1908, 10
million African people had died.
Leopold's reign in the Congo must be

the least well-known of history's mass
murders. Even the excellent 1990 collection, The History and Sociology of
Genocide, failed to include it as a case
study. What makes this lack of awareness even more peculiar is that a
fictional treatment of Leopold's Congo,
Joseph Conrad's Heart of Darkness, has
been widely assigned by several generations of English teachers.
One of King Leopold's Ghost's most
moving scenes describes indigenous
Congo witnesses testifying before the
1905 Commission of Inquiry. Chief
Lontulu of Bolima, one of the few
Africans in this story whose names have
not been lost, came forward. He "laid
110 twigs on the commission's table,
each representing one of his people
killed in the quest for rubber. He divided the twigs into four piles: tribal
nobles, men, women, children. Twig by
twig, he named the dead." •
James North has reported from Africa,
Asia and Latin America. He is completing
his book Structures of Sin, about the global economy. He lives in New York
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The Working Class, under Glass
Pecker
Directed by John Waters
Reviewed by Pat Aufderheide

J

ohn Waters, the Baltimore
filmmaker who launched a
national reputation with his
1972 cult film Pink Flamingos, set
out to shock working-class homeowners who were smothering
themselves with security-blanket
possessions and smug preconceptions about
normality and
difference. He showed them the
town of their nightmares—not the
neat exteriors of the working class
row houses, but the riotous world of
society's marginalized, who put the
weirdness of ordinary life on display.
His timing was perfect. He appalled
Baltimore's good citizens, but
delighted their children. (Even his
own parents have never seen the
recently-reissued Pink Flamingos—
in which transvestite Divine eats dog
waste—and say they don't need to.)
Yet Waters was also part of a process
by which the bland center that he had
so despised in American popular culture
no longer held. As mass media became
more multichanneled, more, diverse,
vastly cruder and more vulgar, going to
excess no longer looked like much of a

John Waters
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Lili Taylor schmoozes with Edward Furlong in John Waters' Pecker.

challenge. There was Howard Stern, for
pity's sake. That process turned Waters'
kind of outrageousness into one of many
kinds of media sensationalism.
Waters always had an agenda bigger
than a simple gross-out. He once told me,
"All my movies are very moral. The
underdogs always win. They're all about
wars between two groups of people, usually involving fashion, which signifies
morals." As independent filmmaking
burgeoned, Waters won financing for
movies that more palatably mixed his
oddball social criticism with his loving
fascination for grotesquerie. Hairspray
(1988) was not just Ricki Lake's breakthrough moment, but also a glimpse of
racial encounter and confrontation in
'60s Baltimore. Cry-Bab? (1990) was
about class conflict in youth culture, featuring Johnny Depp as a '50s gang
member. Serial Mom (1994) made a
macabre commentary on celebrity coverage of crime.
Pecker, his latest film, continues in that
tradition, but it also comes uncomfortably close to home. The plot is propelled
by class-driven conflict—working-class
Baltimore vs. art dealer New York. The
theme, though, concerns the problem of

authentic artistic expression in a culture
where everything gets packaged for
sale—especially what the packagers
think is unexamined "real life."

P

ecker (Edward Furlong), so called by
his loving family of losers because he
just pecks at his food, loves to take snapshots of his down-at-heels Baltimore
neighborhood when he's not flipping
burgers. His camera snaps it all: the
homeless folks trying on the layered look
at his mother's thrift shop; his bar-owner
dad's glum face on a slow day; lesbian
strippers; granny's obsession with the
Virgin Mary; his sister's emcee act at the
local gay club; his control-freak girlfriend
who runs a laundromat; his shoplifting
buddy; the druggie, the teen mother, the
rats copulating in the trash. Pecker looks
through the lens with eyes of love.
That's not how a hot-shot New York
agent (the ubiquitous Lili Taylor, whose
recent work ranges from Girls Town to
Ransom) sees these images, though. She
spots grunge trendiness. New Yorkers
gobble up Pecker's photos, treating their
new-found objects of desire like so many
zoo specimens or so much ethnic cuisine. It's authenticity under glass. Pecker
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