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tory, constricted by population and economic pressures.
ss through to the other side, within perhaps 50 to 100 years,
and entrepreneurship will have 1o be devoted to stabilizing
dronment. That can be accomplished, according to expert
ly by halting population growth and devising a wiser use of
1 has been accomplished to date. And wise use lor the living
icular means preserving_the surviving ccosystems, micro-
m only cnough to save the biodiversity they contain, until
hey can be understood and employed in the fullest sense for
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WENDELL BERRY [b. 1934]

Home of the Free cely

Wendell Berry was born in Newcastle, Kentucky. He is an accomplished
poet, essayist, novelist, and farmer. Educated at the University of Ken-
tucky at Lexington, where he received both his B.A. and M.A., Berry is
the author of more than forty books, most recently, The Unforeseen
Wilderness: Kentucky's Red River Gorge 2006), nonliction coauthored
with Ralph Eugene Meatyard; Given (2005), a book of poetry, and Han-
nah Coudter (2004), a novel. He has taught at New York University and
the University of Kentucky and is the recipient of several awards, includ-
ing fellowships from the Guggenheim and Rackefeller Foundations, and
a grant from the National Endowment for the Arts. He lives on his farm
near Port Royal, Kentucky. - e

In his essay “Home of the Free,” Berry takes issuc with people who
don’t want to get their hands dirty, asserting that the only real way to
avoid doing so is to dic. The author takes pleasure in the world and
finds hard work satisfying.
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I was writing not long ago about a team of Purdue engineers who fore-
saw that by 2001 practically everything would be done by remote con-
trol. The question I asked — because such a “projection” forces one Lo ask
it —was, Where does satisfaction come from? 1 concluded that there
probably wouldn’t be much satisfaction in such a world. There would be
a lot of what passes fog “cfficiency,” a lot of “production” and “consump-
tion,” buiTittle satisfaction.

What 1 failed to acknowledge was that this “world of the future” is
already established among us, and is growing. Two advertiscments that I
have lately received from correspondents make this clear, andraise the
qlvl_cit’io/nabout the sources of &1!1’%@@ more immediately and urgently
than any abstract “projection” can do.

The first is the legend from a John Deere display at Waterloo Municipal
Airport:




- e and Cl’l(‘()lll'ﬂge NS AIMCrICAan rarmer at nis ‘]()l) Ol I)Cl“g DICAUNWITITICT 1O A
g s A world of familics.” )
f IV
Ay
Outside: dust, noise, heat, stori, fuies. - /

Inside: all's quiet, comfortable, safe. \

Features include a 4 post Roll Gard, space-age metals, plastics, and ﬁbcrs‘ to
oy isolate driver from noise, vibration, and jolts. He dials “inside*weather,” to
25 his liking . .. he push buttons radio or stereo tape entertainment. He breathes

filtered, conditioned air in his pressurized compartment. He has remote
Z'c_()ntml over multi-ton and multi-hookups, with control tower \mblhty
from his scientifically padded scat. T
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— The sccond is an ad for a condominium housing development:
\_/
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We do the things you hate. You do the things you like. We mow the lawn,
shovel the walks, paint and repair and do all exterior maintenance.

! You cross-country ski, play tennis, hike, swim, work out, read or nap. Or
advise our permanent maintenance stafl as they do the things you hate.

Diffcrent as they may seem at first, these two ads make the same

/ appeal, and they represent two aspects of the same problem: the wide-
spread, and still spreading, assumption that we somehow have the right

to be set free [rom anything whatsoever that we “hate” or don't want to

do. According to this view, what we want to be set free from are the nat-

[{ Tral conditions of the world and the necessary work of human life; we
" do not want to experience temperatures that are the least bit too hot or
too cold, or to work in the sun, or be exposed to wind or rain, or come in
personal contact with anything describable as dirt, or provide for any of
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- our own nceds, or clean up after ourselves. Tmplicit in all this is the

desire to be free of (he™hassles” of mortality, to be “sale” from the life,

cyele. Such freedom and salcty are 21]\\'5;@”‘ sale. IUTS proposed that if
~we put all carthly obligations and the rites ol passage into the charge of

o= bxperts and machines, then life will become a permanent holiday.
‘"VWZ{( these people are really selling is insulation—cushions of technol-
ogy, "spacc age” materials, and thdTenial work of other people —to keep
fantasy in and reality out. The condominium ad says at out that it is
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farming (that is, any physical contact with the ground or the weather or
the crops), but also hale tractors, from the “dust,” “fumes,” “noise, vibra-
tion, and jolts” of which they wish to be protected by an “carth space cap-
sule” and a “scientifically padded seat.”

Of course, the only real way to get this sort of freedom and safety—to
escape the hassles of earthly life—is to die. And what I think we see in
the: e advertisements is an appeal to a desire to be dead that is cvidently
felt by many people. These ads are addresséd to the per erfect consumers —
the scllwu)nsumus who have found nothing ol interest here on carth,
nothing to d6, and are impatient to be shed of earthly concerns. And so I
am at a loss to explain the delay. Why hasn't some super salesman sold
every one of these people a coffin—an “earth space capsule” in which
they would experience no discomfort or inconvenience whatsoever,
would have to do no work that they hate, would be spared all extremes
of weather and all noises, fumes, vibrations, and jolts?

I wish it were possible for us to let these living dead bury themselves
in the earth space capsules of their choice and think no more about
them. The problem is that with their insatiable desire for comlort, con-
venience, femoteontrol, and the rest of it, they cause an uncon-
scionable amount of trouble for the rest of us, who would like a fair
crack at living the rest of our lives within the terms and conditions of the
real world. Speaking for myself, 1 acknowledge that the world, the

weather, and the lile cycle have caused me no end of trouble, and yet 1
look forward to putting in another forty or so years with them because
they have also given me no end of pleasure and instruction. They interest
me. T want to see them thrive on their own terms. 1 hate to séc them
abused and interfered with for the comfort and convenience of a lot of
spoiled people who presume to “hate” the more necessary kinds of work
and all the natural consequences of working outdoors.

When people begin to “hate” the life cycle and to try to live outside it
and to escape its responsibilities, then the corpses begin to pile up and o
get into the weong places. One of the laws that the world imposcs on us
is that everything must be returned to its source to be used again. But
one of the first principles of the haters is to violate this law in the/hame
of convenience or efficiency. Because it is “inconvenient” To return bot-
tles to the beverage manulacturers, “dead soldiers” pile up in the road
ditches and in the waterways. Becausc it is “inconvenient” to be respon-
sible for wastes, the rivers are polluted with evirything from human
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lenee and mmethciency we are paying a high price—which the haterg
among us arc happy to charge (o posterity.
And what a putrid (and profitable) use they have made of the idea of

freedom! What a tragic cvolution has taken place when the inheritors of -

the Bill of Rights are told, and when some of them believe, That "t
home of the free” is where somebody else will do vour work!

Let me set beside those advertisements a sentence that 1 consider g
responsible statement about freedom: “To be_frec is precisely the same
thing as to be pious, wise, just and temperate, carelul ol one’s own, absti-
nent from what is another’s, and thence, in fine, magnanimous and
brave.” That is John Milton. He is speaking out of the mainstream of our
culture. Reading his sentence after those advertisements is coming
homg. His words have an atmosphere around them that a living human

can breathe in.

How do you get free in Milton'’s sense of the wor LL)[ don't think you can
do it in an earth space capsule or a space space capsule or a capsule of
any kind. What Milton is saying is that you can do it only by living in this
world as you find it, and by taking responsibility for the consequences of
your life in it. And that means doing some chores that, highly objection-
able in anybody’s capsule, may notbe at all unpleasant in the ¥ \V(_]ﬁ

Just a few days ago I finished up one of the heaviest of my spring jobs:
hauling manure. On a'feed lot I think this must be real drudgery even with

or-saving equipment—all that “waste” and no fields to put it

modern labor
on! But instead of a feed ot Thave a small farm —what would probably be
called akubsistence farm. My laborsaving equipment consists of a team
of horses and a forty-year-old manure spreader. We forked the manure on
by hand —forty-live loads. T made my back tired and my hands sore, but I
got a considerable amount of pleasure out of it. Evervwhere T spread that
manure I knew it was needed. What would have been a nuisance in a feed
lot was an opportunity and a benefit here. T enjoved seeing it go out onto
the ground. T was working some two-vear-olds in the spreader for the first
time, and I enjoyed that — mg.jl/_v. And, since there were no noiscs, fumes,
or vibrations the loading times were socially pleasapt. T had some help
from ncighbors, from my son, and, toward the end, from my daughter
who arrived home well rested from college. She hetped me load, and then
vead The Portrait of a Lady while I drove up the hill to empty the spreader. 1
don’t think many voung women have read Heniy James while forking
manure. I enjoved working with my daughter, and 1 en]()\cd wondering
what Henry JTames would have thought of her. T
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Born in St. Johns, Antigua, and raised by devoled parents, Jamaica
Kincaid (b. 1949) entered college in the United States but withdrew to
write. After her stories appeared in notable publications, she took a
stff position on The New Yorker. Her first book, a story collection en-
titled At the Bottom of the River (1984), won a major award from the
American Academy and Tnstitute of Arts and Letters. Annie John
(1985), an interrelated collection, further explored life in the British
West Indies as experienced by a young girl. Kincaid now lives in the
United States and continues to write about her homeland in works
including A Small Place (1988), Lucy (1990), Autobiography of My
Mother (1996), and My Brother (1997).

The thing you have always suspected about yourself the minute you
become a tourist is true: A tourist is an ugly human being. You are not
an ugly person all the time; you are not an ugly person ordinarily; you
are not an ugly person day to day. From day to day, you are a nice per-
son. From day to day, all the pcople who are supposed to love you on the
whole do. From day to day, as you walk down a busy strect in the large
and modern and prosperous city in which you work and live, dismayed,
puzzled (a cliché, but only a cliché can explain you) at how alone you
feel in this crowd, how awful it is to go unnoticed, how awlul it is to go
unloved, even as you are surrounded by more people than vou could
possibly get to know in a lifetime that lasted for millennia, and then out
of the corner of your eye you see somcone looking at you and absolute
pleasure is written all over that person’s face, and then you realise that
vou are not as revolting a presence as you think you are (for that look
just told you s0). And so, ordinarily, you are a nice person, an attractive
person, a person capable of drawing to yourscll the alfection of other
people (people just like you), a person at home in your own skin (sort of;
I mean, in a way; I mean, your dismay and puzzlement are natural to
vou, because people like you just scem (o be like that, and so many of the
things people like you you find admirable about yourse

Jamaica Kincaid, “The Ugly Tourist.” Excerpt from A Suiall Place by Jamaica Kincaid.
Copyright © 1988 by Jamaica Kincaid. Reprinted by permission of Farrar, Straus and
Giroux, LLC.
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