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els, Dick’s father runs off before his son’s*birth, and his mother
dies destitute while Dick is still a baby. He becomes a street urchin,
before rising to the middle class through a combination of hard
work, honesty, and luck. What made such tales so powerful was, in
part, the hopeful notion that the circumstances of your birth need
not be your destiny; and the modern liberal state has been an at-
tempt to make good on that promise.

But Mrs. Clinton is now promoting a movement with a different
message — that who you are and what you are capable of could be
the result of how successful your mother and father were in rearing
you. In her book It Takes a Village, she criticizes the harsh genetic
determinism of The Bell Curve. But an ideology that holds that your
future is largely decided at birth by your parents’ genes is no more
dispiriting than one that holds that your future might be decided
at three by your parents’ behavior. The unintended consequence
of the zero-to-three movement is that, once again, it makes disad-

vantaged children the bearers of the sins and disabilities of their

parents.

The truth is that the traditional aims of the liberal agenda find
ample support in the arguments of John Bruer, of Jerome Kagan,
of Judith Rich Harris, and of Gopnik, Meltzoff, and Kuhl. All of
them offer considerable evidence that what the middle class per-

ceives as inadequate parenting need not condemn a baby for life,’

and that institutions and interventions to help children as they ap-
proach maturity can make a big difference in how they turn out. It
is, surely, a sad irony that, at the very moment when science has
provided the intellectual reinforcement for modern liberalism, lib-
erals themselves are giving up the fight.

JANE GOODALL

In the Forests of Gombe

¥roM Orion

I WAS TAUGHT, AS A SCIENTIST, to think logically and empiri-
cally, rather than intuitively or spiritually. When I was at Cambridge
University in the early 1960s most of the scientists and science stu-
dents working in.the Department of Zoology, so far as I could tell,
were agnostic or even-atheist. Those who believed in a god kept it
hidden from their peers.

Fortunately, by the time I got to Cambridge I was twenty-seven
years old and my beliefs had already been molded so that I was not
influenced by these opinions. I believed in the spiritual power that,
as a Christian, I called God. But as I grew older and learned about
different faiths I came to believe that there was, after all, but One
God with different names: Allah, Tao, the Creator, and so on. God,
for me, was the Great Spirit in Whom “we live and move and have

-our being.” There have been times during my life when this be-

lief wavered, when I questioned — even denied — the existence of
God. At such times I felt there can be no underlying meaning to
the emergence of life on earth.

Still, for me those periods have been relatively rare, triggered by
avariety of circumstances. One was when my second husband died

‘ of cancer. [ was grieving, suffering, and angry. Angry at God, at fate

— the unjustness of it all. For a time I rejected God, and the world
seemed a bleak place.

[t was in the forests of Gombe that I sought healing after Derek’s
death. Gradually during my visits, my bruised and battered spirit
found solace. In the forest, death is not hidden — or only acciden-
tally, by the fallen leaves. It is all around you all the time, a part of
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the endless cycle of life. Chimpanzees are born, they grow older,
they get sick, and they die. And always there are the young ones to
carry on the life of the species. Time spent in the forest, following
and watching and simply being with the chimpanzees, has always
sustained the inner core of my being. And it did not fail me then.

One day, among all the days, I remember most of all. It was May
1981 and I had finally made it to Gombe after a six-week tour in
America — six weeks of fund-raising dinners, conferences, meet-
ings, and lobbying for various chimpanzee issues. I was exhausted
and longed for the peace of the forest. I wanted nothing more
than to be with the chimpanzees, renewing my acquaintance with
my old friends, getting my climbing legs back again, relishing the
sights, sounds, and smells of the forest. I was glad to be away from
Dar es Salaam, with all its sad associations — the house that Derek
and I had shared, the palm trees we had bought and planted to-
gether, the rooms we had lived in together, the Indian Ocean in
which Derek, handicapped on land, had found freedom swimming
among his beloved coral reefs.

Back in Gombe. It was early in the morning and [ sat on the steps
of my house by the lakeshore. It was very still. Suspended over the
horizon, where the mountains of the Congo fringed Lake Tangan-
yika, was the last quarter of the waning moon and her path danced
and sparkled toward me across the gently moving water. After en-
joying a banana and a ‘cup of coffee, I was off, climbing up the
steep slopes behind my house.

In the faint light from the moon reflected by the dew-laden
grass, it was not difficult to find my way up the mountain. It was

quiet, utterly peaceful. Five minutes later I heard the rustlings of

leaves overhead. I looked up and saw the branches moving against
the lightening sky. The chimps had awakened. It was Fifi and her
offspring, Freud, Frodo, and little Fanni. I followed when they

moved off up the slope, Fanni riding on her mother’s back like a

diminutive jockey. Presently they climbed into a tall fig tree and be-
gan to feed. I heard the occasional soft thuds as skins and seeds of
figs fell to the ground. '

For several hours we moved leisurely from one food tree to the
next, gradually climbing higher and higher. On an open grassy
ridge the chimps climbed into a massive mbula tree, where Fifi, re-
plete from the morning’s feasting, made a large comfortable nest
‘high above me. She dozed through a midday siesta, little Fanni
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asleep in her arms, Frodo and Freud playing nearby. I felt very
much in tune with the chimpanzees, for I was spending time with
them not to observe, but simply because I needed their company,
undemanding and free of pity. From where I sat I could look out
over the Kasakela Valley. Just below me to the west was the peak.
From that same vantage point I had learned so much in the early
days, sitting and watching while, gradually, the chimpanzees had
lost their fear of the strange white ape who had invaded their
world. I recaptured some of my long-ago feelings — the excite-
ment of discovering, of seeing things unknown to Western eyes,
and the serenity that had come from living, day after day, as a part
of the natural world. A world that.dwarfs yet somehow enhances
human emotions.

AsIreflected on these things I had been only partly conscious of
the approach of a storm. Suddenly, I realized that it was no longer
growling in the distance but was right above. The sky was dark, al-
most black, and the rain clouds had obliterated the higher peaks.
With the growing darkness came the stillness, the hush, that so of-
ten precedes a tropical downpour. Only the rumbling of the thun-
der, moving closer and closer, broke this stillness; the thunder and
the rustling movements of the chimpanzees. All at once came a
blinding flash of lightning, followed, a split second later, by an in-
credibly loud clap of thunder that seemed almost to shake the solid
rock before it rumbled on, bouncing from peak to peak. Then the
dark and heavy clouds let loose such torrential rain that sky and
earth seemed joined by moving water. I sat under a palm whose
fronds, for a while, provided some shelter. Fifi sat hunched over,
protecting her infant; Frodo pressed close against them in the nest;
Freud sat with rounded back on a nearby branch. As the rain
poured endlessly down, my palm fronds no longer provided shelter
and I got wetter and wetter. I began to feel first chilly, and then, asa
cold wind sprang up, freezing; soon, turned in on myself, I lost all
track of time. I and the chimpanzees formed a unit of silent, pa-
tient, and uncomplaining endurance.

It must have been an hour or more before the rain began to ease
as the heart of the storm swept away to the south. At four-thirty the
chimps climbed down, and we moved off through the dripping
vegetation, back down the mountainside. Presently we arrived on a
grassy ridge overlooking the lake. I heard sounds of greeting as Fifi
and her family joined Melissa and hers. They all climbed into a low
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tree to feed on fresh young leaves. I moved to a place where I could
stand and watch as they enjoyed their last meal of the day. Down be-
Jow, the lake was still dark and angry with white flecks where the
waves broke, and rain clouds remained black in the south. To the
north the sky was clear with only wisps of gray clouds still lingering.
In the soft sunlight, the chimpanzees’ black coats were shot with
coppery brown, the branches on which they sat were wet and dark
as ebony, the young leaves a pale but brilliant green. And behind
was the backcloth of the indigo sky where lightning flickered and
distant thunder growled and rumbled.

Lost in awe at the beauty around me, I must have slipped into a
state of heightened awareness. It is hard — impossible, really — to
put into words the moment of truth that suddenly came upon me
then. It seemed to me, as I struggled afterward to recall the experi-
ence, that selfwas utterly absent: I and the chimpanzees, the earth

and trees and air, seemed to merge, to become one with the spirit

power of life itself. The air was filled with a feathered symphony,

the evensong of birds. I heard new frequencies in their music and
also .in the singing insects’ voices — notes so high and sweet 1
was amazed. Never had I been so intensely aware of the shape, -
the color of the individual leaves, the varied patterns of the veins
that made each one unique. Scents were clear as well, easily iden--
tifiable: fermenting overripe fruit; waterlogged earth; cold, wet
bark; the damp odor of chimpanzee hair and, yes, my own too. 1
sensed a new presence, then saw a bushbuck, quietly browsing up-
wind, his spirziled horns gleaming and chestnut coat dark with rain:.

Suddenly a distant chorus of panthoots elicited a reply from Fifi.
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zees. F or more than twenty-five years I had sought, through carp ?li
recording and critical analysis, to piece together t’heir co%nplexeslci

" cial behavior, to understand the workings of their minds. And this

l})md rllot only helped us to better understand their place in nature

ut also helped us to understand a little better some aspects of

own human behavior, our own place in the natural worIl)d o
Ye.t there are other windows through which we humans. can look

g;ll(tl -1tnhto }ih;e world around us, windows through which the a;Eys?;iocs
d the holy men of the East, and the f

religions, have gazed as they searched Cf)‘:)l: f}iﬂiﬁ?ﬁ?ﬁy (;11;1

- pose of our life on earth, not only in the wondrous beauty of the

world, but also in its darkness and ugliness. And those Masters con-

~templated the truths that they saw, not with their minds only but

w1.th_ their hearts and souls also. From those revelations came th

spiritual essence of the great scriptures, the holy books S the

]r)nost beautiful mystic poems and writings. That afterno:)znit l:acel

t };3:1]; ;’;Z ft:zlr)fh an unseen hand had drawn back a curtain and, for
oment, I had seen through such a window.

. How sad that so many people seem to think that science and reli
~glon are mutually exclusive. Science has used modern technol .
| and modern techniques to uncover so much about the for . F)gy
: and the development of life forms on Planet Earth and ab(x)n all;tlzn
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As though wakening from some vivid dream I was back in the
everyday world, cold, yet intensely alive. When the chimpanzees
left, I stayed in that place — it seemed a most sacred place — scrib-
bling some notes, trying to describe what, so briefly, I had experi-

: o-f the natural world and of the universe — indeed, of infinj d
- time — ¢an, in the end, be understood through th’e logic aeri?lC
:}elasonmg of a ‘ﬁ‘nite mind. And so, for many, science has taken
the:pla‘ce of religion. It was not some intangible God who created
¢ universe, they argue, it was the big bang. Physics, chemistr
etlhnd evolutionary biology can explain the start of the u’niverse an)c]i
2 sdapiget:itlr:r}llcue I;l:;l forslgraesil qf lilt? on earth, they say. To believe in

s ,and in is si
ateand foolish attempt to give m;ai?rftgezod§3fllifezlnlply # desper
< But not all scientists believe thus. There are qﬁantum physi-

enced.
Eventually I wandered back along the forest trail and scrambled

down behind my house to the beach. Later, as I sat by my little fire,
cooking my dinner of beans, tomatoes, and an egg, I was still lostin
the wonder of my experience. Yes, I thought, there are many win:
dows through which we humans, searching for meaning, can look
out into the world around us. There are those carved out by West
ern science, their panes polished by a succession of brilliant minds:
Through them we can see ever farther, ever more clearly, into ar:
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extraordinary structure it will never add up to a complete under-
standing of the human mind — that the whole is, after all, greater
than the sum of its parts. The big bang theory is yet another exam-
ple of the incredible, the awe-inspiring ability of the human mind
to learn about seemingly unknowable phenomena in the begin-
ning of time. Time as we know it, or think we know it. But what
about before time? And what about beyond space? I remember so
well how those questions had driven me to distraction when I'was a
child.

I lay flat on my back and looked up into the darkening sky. I
thought about the young man I had met during the six-week tour
I had finished before my return to Gombe. He had a holiday job
working as a bellhop in the big hotel where I was staying in Dal-

las, Texas. It was prom night, and I wandered down to watch the

young girls in their beautiful evening gowns, their escorts elegant
in their tuxedos. As I stood there, thinking about the future —
theirs, mine, the world’s — I heard a diffident voice:

“Excuse me, Doctor — aren’t you Jane Goodall?” The bellhop
was very young, very fresh-faced. But he looked worried — partly

because he felt that he should not be disturbing me, but partly, it :

transpired, because his mind was indeed troubled. He had a ques-
tion to ask me. So we went and sat on some back stairs, away from
the glittering groups and hand-holding couples.

He had watched all my documentaries, read my books. He was

fascinated, and he thought that what I did was great. But I talked
about evolution. Did I believe in God? If so, how did that square

with evolution? Had we really descended from chimpanzees?

And so I tried to answer him as truthfully as I could, to explain
my own beliefs. I told him that no one thought humans had de-
scended from chimpanzees. I explained that I did believe in Dar-

winian evolution and told him of my time at Olduvai, when I had -

held the remains of extinct creatures in my hands. That I had
traced, in the museum, the various stages of the evolution of, say, a
horse: from a rabbitsized creature that gradually, over thousands
of years, chariged, became better and better adapted to its environ-
ment, and eventually was transformed into the modern horse. I
told him I believed that millions of years ago there had been a
primitive, apelike, humanlike creature, one branch of which had
gone on to become the chimpanzee, another branch of which had
eventually led to us.
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“But that doesn’t mean I don’t believe in God,” I said. And I told
him something of my beliefs, and those of my family. I told him
thatI had always thought that the biblical description of God creat-
ing the world in seven days might well have been an attempt to ex-
plain evolution in a parable. In that case, each of the days would
have been several million years.

“And then, perhaps, God saw that a living being had evolved that
was suitable for His purpose. Homo sapiens had the brain, the mind,
the potential. Perhaps,” I said, “that was when God breathed the
Spirit into the first Man and the first Woman and filled them with
the Holy Ghost.”

The bellhop was looking considerably less worried. “Yes, I see,”
he said. “That could be right. That does seem to make sense.”

I ended by telling him that it honestly didn’t matter how we hu-
mans got to be the way we are, whether evolution or special cre-
ation was responsible. What mattered and mattered desperately
was our future development. How should the mind that can con-
template God relate to our fellow beings, the other life forms of
the world? What is our human responsibility? And what, ultimately,
is our human destiny? Were we going to go on destroying God’s
creation, fighting each other, hurting the other creatures of His
planet? Or were we going to find ways to live in greater harmony
with each other and with the natural world? That, I told him, was
what was important. Not only for the future of the human species,
but also for him, personally. When we finally parted his eyes were.
clear and untroubled, and he was smiling.

Thinking about that brief encounter, I smiled too, there on the

~ beach at Gombe. A wind sprang up and it grew chilly. I left the

bright stars and went inside to bed. I knew that while I would always
grieve Derek’s passing, [ could cope with my grieving. That after-
noomn, in a flash of “outsight” I had known timelessness and quiet
ecstasy, sensed a truth of which mainstream science is merely a
small fraction. And I knew that the revelation would be with me for
the rest of my life, imperfectly remembered yet always within. A
source of strength on which I could draw when life seemed harsh
or cruel or desperate. The forest, and the spiritual power that was
soreal in it, had given me the “peace that passeth understanding.”



