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Maru (Maria Eugenia) greeted us with a sign and a smile as we emerged tentatively from customs at Ezieza.  Two kisses.  That’s the standard for porteños—it’s three elsewhere in the country.  No, the third one goes right on top of the first.

It was a remarkably smooth trip.  Everybody’s luggage showed up without delay and the customs and immigration people could not have been nicer.  We were on our way shortly after 10:00.  There are 12 of us.  

Judith – Professor of cultural and medical (new to me) anthropology

Maru, Teaching Assistant / guide

Angie, Anthro (?) grad student at GWU

Kate, Anthro grad student at UMCP

Dorothy, finance student at UMCP, and her friend
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Kelly and
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Robin
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Laura
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After loading the bus Marcelo drove through the outskirts of Buenos Aires on the PanAmericana, stopping to pick up a second driver.  Here we learned something of the nature of work arrangements.  Work rules require a second driver.  They spell one another every three hours.  That seemed to be a bit of a superfluous precaution for a 10-hour trip, but we’re learning.
We later learn that 10 hours isn’t even optimistic, it’s impossible.  The drivers were reluctant to give us an estimated time of arrival, but checking our progress against the map it never seemed that we were making quite the time we should.  When we arrived, at 3:00 AM after 15 hours on the road, the driver said, yes, it had been 1300 km.  Oh.  By the way, the map says 1060 km.
Our drivers had appeared to be quite cautious, maintaining a very leisurely pace even when the road was good and wide open, and in fact, even when passing (?).  Maru had explained that there was a “red light” on the bus that flashed whenever the driver exceeded 90 km/h.  We had a laugh when I said I hoped it would flash a lot.  The driver had a bit more complex explanation.  There is a governor on the bus.  Not an actual speed control, but an onboard recorder that the police can review.  How I didn’t quite understand: is it radio operated, or do they have to take it out of the bus?  Whatever, if the  cops find you speeding they can levy a $2000 (US) fine and immediately impound the bus.  Hmmmm.  I don’t think I’d speed either.

There were police checkpoints at several points on the road, maybe ten or fifteen over the length of our trip.  Always federal police.  One senses that the national government has relatively more power, the state relatively less, in Argentina than the U.S.  The police always waved us through, but they did seem interested in talking to the drivers of private cars.  This seems a curious vestige of the days when there were serious internal threats.  Maru and the drivers emphasized what had been my view, that Argentina is as tranquil and well-governed today as any time in recent history.
Entre Rios and southern Misiones province are on the pampa, the quite flat littoral that lies between and beside the parallel valleys of the Paraná and Uruguay rivers.  Despite its situation in a river delta the land was often rather sere now at the beginning of summer.  Much of it appeared to be unused, and that that was in use was primarily for pasturage.  As we made our way north we did see more and more of it planted.  Much of the land is in pine and eucalyptus.  Whereas some of the pine was stressed and even dead, the eucalyptus appeared to thrive everywhere.  In a brief conversation with a trucker carrying a load of what he called “eucalypto saltina,” a soft wood, he said it was used for furniture, construction, plywood and just about everything.  Judith thought it was used for pulpwood as well.  The driver extolled its quality as lumber, saying (I think) that it resisted splitting.
The lumber trees are remarkably tall, straight and slender.  The milled wood was about 3cm x 12cm, in lengths of maybe 3 or 4 metres.  I doubt they could get larger sizes out of the wood we saw standing.  On the other hand, using glue to turn it into composites, it probably serves the purposes of the construction industry and that size represents the optimal harvest point, or return on investment.
Towards sunset, up towards Misiones, we started to see other crops.  Citrus orchards: oranges, limons, and grapefruit.  What looked like peach or almond trees.  Rice, soy.  Judith said that rain limits what the can grow.  We saw no irrigated fields.  

We stopped three or four times en route to eat, stretch and replenish our water.  The drivers know the “paradores” or truck stops well.  There are surprisingly few of them.  There is actually not too much traffic, either.  North of the Rio Paraná it was all two lane road, nonetheless quite sufficient for the buses, trucks and relatively few passenger cars it had to support.  
Some of the cars, such as the Ford Falcon, were familiar from 1980.  Most of the newer cars are economy models by VW (Brazil?) Peugeot, Renault and a few Japanese makers.  Unlike elsewhere in Latin America one sees few large SUVs, Mercedes or other more prestigious models.  

The overall impression after seeing 1300 km of the heart of Argentina is of an empty land.  Judith confirmed that land use is a big issue.  Much of it remains tied up in the traditional latifundíos.  Efforts to encourage smallholders have not been successful.  They are invariably hostage to the larger interests: creditors, suppliers, buyers and transportation, and tend to be wiped out in the recurrent down cycles of the economy.
January  4 – in Posadas

I must have slept fairly well on the plane and bus, because when I finally got out of bed at 7:00 I was well rested.  It was no surprise to find nobody else at breakfast.  The fruit salad was so-so, cereals a poor choice of rice Krispies and cornflakes, and the coffee tasted like instant.  Oh, well.  I ate, found a plug combination that worked, wrote the journal above and went out for a walk.  I chose south, from where we had come last night.  It was an endless parade of auto parts stores, pharmacies, small toy stores, clothing stores, bicycle shops, car repairs and the like.  I reflect that part of the character of America that we don’t like is the predictability of things.  You go to a mall, you know what kind of stores to expect.  Brand names like Starbucks, McDonalds or whatever tell you what you will find.  Here it is hit and miss.  After two years’ residence you would probably know where to find what you wanted, but all in all  the information side of the  distribution of goods looks pretty weak.  

Changes are arriving.  In the afternoon we went through the north of town, clearly the better part.  There are mini-malls with the kind of boutiques one would expect.  Restaurants whose appearance suggests a good meal.  And a new night-life zone along the Paraná to take advantage of the tourists who come through en route to Brazil, Iguazu Falls and Buenos Aires.  But it is mostly for locals – JF.  article in the local paper said that Posadas is successful in getting them to spend an average of three days in the area.  That’s a rather impressive statement.  

The paper also said that Argentina runs a current accounts deficit of about 3 Billion with Brazil.  Has for three years and will again.  The problem is that Argentina doesn’t make enough goods that are competitive on the world market or the Mercosur.  This relates to the history I am reading and what Victor Torres, our guide, alluded to.  The political climate in Argentina is so changeable that most investment is calculated over the short term, because long term who knows what will happen?  That’s not a good mindset for attracting patient capital.  

Victor took us on a tour of the town this afternoon.  We started a Placitas, a covered market that has a lot in common with the Indian market in Miraflores, Lima, the covered market by the Arenal volcano in Nicaragua, the Indian market in Fortaleza, and others I know I’ve seen but can’t place right now not having Google immediately available.  Lots of inexpensive goods and lots of shoppers.  I got an unlicensed Argentine soccer shirt for 35 pesos.  Later, somewhat to my surprise, I saw the licensed goods in town for only 107 pesos.  About $40.  Usually they are closer to $100.  At any rate, the Placitas market is an old established exchange for smuggled goods among Argentina, Paraguay and Brazil.  Probably Uruguay as well.  If it does nothing else, tariff policies encourage black marketing, and changeable ones favor opportunism.  As opposed to real enterprise, I wryly note.
The girls are going out on the town tonight.  I’m staying in to give myself a chance to shake this cold.  I’ll have to feel about 150% to brave a night with the college girls.  I went looking for a quiet restaurant where I could eat and read.  Finding nothing, I stopped at the Supermercado California and bought some take-out tuna salad and mixed salad and a beer.  All good, total cost $2.50 US.  It is amazing what those capitalists can do.  In the midst of this sea of mom-and-pop businesses that work with no apparent plan, here is a modern enterprise.  Much like Wang in Lima, come to think of it, or Carrefour all over Europe and (I see from the advertising) Argentina as well.  Well-managed corporate enterprises will win out in the long run.  How well Argentines, investors and workers alike, will make out in the process is an interesting question.  Every minor European nation has one or two true international successes, like Nokia in Finland.  Brazil has Embraer (can’t check spelling without the Internet) and a few others.  Israel has more than its share… Checkpoint Software comes to mind.  What about Argentina?  If not, why not?  
This of course begs the question of why.  The economist’s answer is because more efficiency equates to higher productivity and more wealth to spread around.  It is all a matter of values, but to me it appears that Argentina could use more overall wealth for the spreading.  About our own country I’m not so sure.  It’s a shame that it tends to be distributed by ability.  Smart people acquire more purchasing power than they can reasonably (or intelligently) use and the less capable ones make worse use of their limited resources.  Who in the world needs a 15,000 square foot house?  But on the other hand, why can’t a person making $10,000 a year stretch that meager amount by learning how to shop and cook instead of nurturing their diabetes at McDonalds and Dunkin Donuts?  Those are American questions.  Maybe the Argentine answer is that people just scraping by are at least capable of using their money wisely.  It would be an interesting question to investigate.

To recount a somewhat connected thought, I asked Maru if girls in her situation (unmarried and approaching 30?) felt much family pressure to marry.  She said it really depended on who they were.  I took that to mean, where in society?  There is a highly liberated urban society, to which I assume she belongs, but I gather she implied there is also a traditional society in Argentina in which a girl would be expected to marry and start a family.  And as usual, perversely, the educated and wealthy ones, those who by objective standards would be best positioned to start families, seem to be those less inclined to do so.

Wednesday, January 4, 2006
We visited two separate communities of citizens displaced by the Yacireta dam project.  Our objective was to learn of the experience of the people who were resettled away from the bed of the lake being created.

Despite the fact that the architecture of the two communities is almost identical, our experiences were quite distinct for the presentations our hosts chose to offer and to a greater extent that might have been expected, the communities themselves.

Starting with the similarities.  Our afternoon community, Nueva Esperanza, has 1,611 families, about 7000 to 8000 people.  It was built in one stage of 400 seven years ago and a second within the last couple of years for the balance.  The old part of town looks settled, with gardens, shade trees and such.  The new part looks raw.  Our morning community, the name of  which I did not get, started only maybe four years ago and is about the same size.  
The houses in both communities are identical.  All duplexes with two bedrooms, a living room and a kitchen.  Not mentioned was an indoor bath, but they must be there: no outhouses, and they do have a sewer system.  All have electricity and all have running water, attested to by the individual water reservoirs on the roofs.  Why they don’t have a community water tower is an interesting question.  Perhaps this way the homeowners have to pay for the power to pump the water.  Each lot is 10x40 meters.  The houses themselves appear to be about 35-40 square meters.  The homeowners gain title to the house after a year of occupancy.
The blocks of houses, called manzanas, are situated on the periphery of a large community space.  The morning community included two elementary schools and a secondary school; afternoon was one and one.  Also in the community area are community centers, libraries, police, hospitals, and churches.  The Catholic churches are up already, though other sects are well represented: Mormons, LDS, Jehovah’s witnesses and evangelicals. 

The streets are paved with angular rocks.  Elsewhere we see either real pavement or dirt roads.  Whatever the case, they look durable.  I imagine that construction of these settlements was let under large contracts to companies experienced in such developments.  They share various aspects with Costa Rica’s resettlement communities for Hurricane Mitch victims, Peru’s resettlements for the Andean victims of Sendero Luminosa violence, and Habitat for Humanity communities in Brazil.  Large-scale construction to common architectural plans provides a maximum of housing for the price.
The communities also appear to be wanting in some areas.  We did not see any planned commercial areas, though many inhabitants had opened storefronts in their houses.  We didn’t see any telephones; perhaps the advent of the cell phone makes them unimportant.  These communities, in contrast to ones I’ve seen in remote areas of Brasil and in the new towns of Lima, do not have computers or Internet access.  They are getting cable TV.  Many houses already have DirectTV satellite connections.  The communities are somewhat remote.  One sees relatively few private cars or motorcycles.  Though they are served by bus lines there are not too many buses in evidence.  The citizens gave a strong sense that they are communities apart, which their relative geographic and communications isolation would underscore.
During our morning visit (to Fatima – JF) we were hosted by officials from the Entidad Binacional Yacireta), pronounced “eeeveee.”  Made up of 600 Argentines and 1200 Paraguayans, it is responsible for overseeing resettlement and rehabilitation necessitated by the Yacireta project.  Miriam especially, a handsome, well-spoken and probably well-born and well-educated Argentine, shared with “Lito”, Manual Angel Almirón, the task of explaining the project.  Lito is an anthropologist on the EBY payroll; Miriam is some sort of executive.  Though they were supported by many members of the community, her explanations and her presence may have colored our perceptions.

This was an exercise in layers of potential misunderstandings.  First there is some basis of historical fact about the project and subjective facts about its human impact.  These facts are filtered through the people who relate them, all tainted by some imperfect knowledge of the subject and some personal interest.  Add to that the loss in translation, both my imperfect understanding of Spanish and local accents and the material the translator omits as a matter of course by having to recall and translate blocks of material.  And, lastly, one’s own imperfect notes and memory.  It becomes clear that the practice of applied anthropology requires a practiced ability to remember, to note, and to double-check.

Here follow a set of “facts” cataloged subject to the above limitations:
The EBY team with whom we met is made up of two parts, resettlement and rehabilitation.  By initials POR and PRAS.  It includes teachers, anthropologists, psychologists, social workers, physical education teachers and agricultural engineers.  Altogether 50 people.  
Yacireta is one of the 20 largest dam projects in the world.  By some measures one of the 20 largest.  By some measures larger than the China (three gorges) project.  (JF says this is ‘90s data)
It diplaced mostly urban poor (exp. In Posadas JF), some campesinos,  some Guaraní Indians.  

The dam is at 60% (70%?) of generating capacity now.  At 84 meters it is 7 meters short of its ultimate height of 93 meters above sea level.  It is being filled in three stages.  First stage in 1994 put two of 20 turbines into production.  Second in 1999 implemented the remaining 18, but at diminished capacity.  The third stage is hanging fire, waiting for the relocation of people.  Finishing the project will require clearing buildings and vegetation from the areas to be flooded, so as not to impede navigation.  The project will complete in 2008.
When the dam is complete it will supply 25% of Argentina’s electric power needs.  Paraguay is taking no power from the project, only income.  Likewise it is providing no capital.  It’s power needs are satisfied by an existing dam, a joint project with Brazil.  

The budget has swelled from 2,500 millions ($2.5 Billion) to 11 billion since its inception in 1973.  

The World Bank encouraged, or rather enforced, strict conditions for assessing environmental and social impact.  I note that this echoes impact assessments mandated by the U.S. government and follows several Bank funding disasters, notably in Africa.  We understand that the Bank is not in the business of funding dams since 2003.  Yacireta, however, was already underway when the Bank and the IDB agreed to provide funding for its completion.
The World Bank does a 90-item resettlement survey before and after, at an interval of 8 to 14 months.  They want to be sure that quality of life has not suffered.  It is a difficult comparison.  The resettled people were in established communities, despite the fact that 86% were either renters or squatters prior to resettlement; community turnover was relatively high; relatively few had services such as water, electricity and sewer.  

EBY took social issues into account, compiling a “sociograma” map of the resettlement, asking in particular who wanted to be close to whom and who wanted to be distant from whom.  These secret ballots revealed some curious relationships within families, but they did their best.  

In a related theme, Lito (JF) spoke of using GIS (geographic information system?) to help locate microbusinesses close to potential customers.  

The World Bank advocated a “stress index” for measuring the aggravation brought on by the move.  They could not come up with a metric, however, to operationalize the survey.  By objective measures such as community health things have improved appreciably.  

EBY is not directly involved with questions of employment, which is handled by a federal office (?).  They said that net effect of the relocation on employment was positive if for no other reason than the jobs created by the project itself.  They indicated that there is no new industry in the area especially to take advantage of the power.  Instead, most of the growth related to the power has taken place in the center of the country.  My recollection of the economics of power transmission would say this is reasonable.  The transmission loss to Bs As would be only on the order of 5% (?).  
Organizational structure of the community

The Officina Vecindario Participativo (?) or neighborhood participant offices are set up for each resettlement.  Posadas has 9 in total.  Each has a Mesa Intersectoral (JF.  I had thought Ineractoral) to coordinate the work of construction, social services, police, health/hospitals, church and other actors.  They point out (Miriam) that this community is rather unique in that the police, instead of being isolated, are an integral part of the community.  

Miriam said that school enrollment tripled (?) after the relocation.  Students used to have to travel a long ways to school.  Now schools are in the neighborhood.  They operate three shifts (?), two during the day for children and one in the evening for adults (?).  Talking later to some secondary school students (confirmed by asking them later) it did not sound as though their educational plans had changed due to possibly greater opportunities in the new setting.  Specifically, it did not appear that any had plans for post-secondary education.  None expressed career plans that I heard.  
The OVP (as I am calling it) is just getting started  with loans to microbusinesses.  The criteria are that they must involve three family units.  Loans can be up to 19,000 pesos ($6000US).  The types of businesses they mentioned were nurseries, carpentry, food production and cleaning.  They are primarily directed towards external (ie, outside the community) markets.  In a note to myself, following up I would ask what commercial space is available for workshops (tailleres) and garden plots.  We did not see or hear of any provision for them.  A second question is transportation / isolation.  They seem to take that into consideration with the above-mentioned GIS system of locating businesses close to markets.
Attending the meeting were representatives of various community organizations, including youth, culture, artistic, dance etc.  The youth were all young men.  They explained that the women were free later.  One of our students asked about sex divisions in activities.  I think I heard that the young men tended to be active in sports, young women in dance and the arts, but that there were not firm exclusions.
Afternoon – Nueva Esperanza

We were received by a group all of whom (?) live in the community.  They knew Lito from the EBY, and some of them (Violetta) also work for the EBY.  

They style themselves Mensú, after the 19th century pioneers in their area.  They made a big point of the parallel between Mensú and the American pioneers who opened up the west, and themselves and the Mensú.  The virtues they extolled were physical strength, endurance, skill with a machete to clear the land, humility and honesty.  They are pioneers setting up a new community and they hope to have  the same spirit.  There is another dimension to be explored here.  Most were presumably landless and marginally employed (tercer nivel – occasional  work  without benefits) before the move.  It is quite likely that they view this state-directed relocation as a new start, ie, nueva esperanza, and want to take full advantage.

The idea of maintaining their culture is more than just a catch phrase.  Misiones has a rich cultural tradition due to immigration from the Ukraine, Germany, Denmark, Laos (?) Peru, and of course Spain and Italy.  From the physiogamy of the faces around us I would speculate that there is a fair admixture of Indians as well.  They unselfconsciously pointed out the diversity among themselves.  Violetta is blond, Victor José rather dark.  
In any case they have a rich  mixture of dance and musical traditions.  They showed graphically with interlaced fingers how these traditions had come together to make new and unique traditions.  This was evident in some of the photos, showing European-style costumes and dance formations (quadrille?) that if seen live would surely show a mixture of cultures.  

Both communities mentioned drugs as a possible problem.  They avoided reference to any personal experience or anecdotes, speaking in general.  They did not mention what type of drugs.  The major problems they see associated with drugs would seem to be crime alone.  Additional questions to ask would be what type of drugs, ie, meth, marijuana, cocaine, opiates, etc.; the factors driving drug use, ie, marginalization, lack of prospects, boredom with school, etc., and the impact on individuals such as mental and physical health, impact on families, and the consequences of addiction.
Victor José sang three songs for us, demonstrating the kind of culture they are transmitting.  Two appeared to local, one printed on their literature probably composed within the community.  Others were popular songs that Victor our anthropologist knew well enough to sing along with the chorus.  The style struck me as Latin American/Spanish.  Traditional use of guitar and phrasing of the verses.
The community gave us some publications, including the first edition of “Sapukay, un grito de esperanza”, the community cultural newsletter.  Also  the newsletter from their Mesa Interactoral.  
A couple of questions hang in the air.  What is the role of  the EBY?  Would they be driven to do these publications, or have money to publish them, absent the EBY support?  Judith suggests that the apparent level of organization and community participation we see may be an illusion.  We are seeing only the most active members of  the communities, which, after all, are made up of 14,000 people  altogether.  It could mask a much broader indifference.  

Thursday, January 5, 2006

Today we visited Jesuit ruins.  The morning at the settlement of Corpus, lunch at the club de pesca on the Paraná river, then afternoon visiting two Jesuit Reducciones, the second at Santa Ana, the first at San Ignacio Miní.  

Our guest speakers were Carlos (Lito) from Corpus, and Ana Gorosito, anthropologist of Posadas.  Also joining us were Victor, our host, Léo, the driver, and Mariana, Ana’s daughter.  

Ana talked about the kitchen side of anthropology research.  The backroom, the dirty work.  The analysis.  Her examples are drawn from Corpus, the settlement where, in a high-ceilinged room that grew impressively hot during the course of the morning, she told of reconstructing the history of the church.  There was a photo from 1930 of a group outing posed in front of the columns of a ruin.  That ruin she could deduce was that of the church we would later visit, now nothing but some mounds covered with jungle.  Deduce how?  First, there were contemporaneous written accounts of the ruins.  Photography was quite an undertaking then, and the family would not have posed just anywhere, and not so carefully.  Earlier written accounts described the church in lesser states of decomposition.  So, compiling all of these archival sources, one could reconstruct the church, working backwards through the stages of its deconstruction.  This is not dirty-nails, sweaty-work anthropology, but backroom stuff.  

The Jesuit period ran from 1610 to 1769, at which time the Spanish government, jealous of the Jesuit influence and the wealth of Jesuit-controlled settlements chased them out.  

Up until 1992 there were two academic disciplines rather in conflict with one another.  Anthropologists took an Indio-centric view of things, and students of Jesuit history took a Eurocentric view of their presence.  The Indians were regarded as not only close to nature, but rather almost a part of it.  All impetus, direction was attributed to the white man.  This was the historic view of what we now call “desarrollo.”  Indians were seen as existing at the margins  of humanity.  

Ana had not had the least interest in Jesuits when she started her studies of Indians.  It was only over the course of her work that it became clear that one could not understand Indians without Jesuits, or vice versa.  She initially encountered some hostility on the part of Jesuit scholars as she attempted to research the history of the Guaraní  in their archives, looking for contemporaneous accounts of the Indian life and civilization, and occasionally even documents written in Guaraní.  Also accounts of Indian education.

Ana later observed, as we looked at the siting of the church to produce a maximum impression on the Indian who saw it for the first time, that the Guaraní did not have a vast material culture but were very rich in music and other arts.  By the account of today the Jesuit “reducciones” were managed by very few Jesuits, two in fact for a village of perhaps 1000 people.  It is a wonder in a couple of ways.  How could the Guaraní accept  the leadership of foreigners, and in fact use those foreigners’ weapons in defense of the settlements?  Why did these Indians, unlike many others in Brazil and elsewhere in the Americas, take so readily to the organization and hard work represented by Western culture?  We did not get an answer to that question.  I note that hard work was central to the ethic of more advanced Indian civilizations such as the Inca, but not so much to the hunter-gatherers.  Perhaps the Guaraní had been somewhat agricultural?  (slash and burn – JF)  Escape the bandeirantes and hostile tribes – JF.

Ana explained that the treatment of the Indians depended on who it was that chose to settle next to them.  Cattlemen exterminated the Indians, probably because both needed vast expanses of lightly used land.  Agriculturalists tended to coexist with them.  She recommends reading Darcy Ribiero, a Brazilian anthropologist, for theories on the subject.  

The cemetery in Corpus is still in use.  What else to do with it, and how else would it continue to be cared for?  It is on high ground, not belonging to the substantial portion of Corpus that will be subject to flooding.  The older graves reflect the number of sources of post-Jesuit immigration: Germans, Ukrainians, Russians, Hungarians, Poles, Calabrese…quite a mixture, which is unlike elsewhere in Argentina.  This echoes what we heard yesterday about the blend of sources reflected in folkloric dance and song.

Graves are dug to the scale of the deceased.  There are a great many infants and children among the dead, including those of the 20th century.  It is a reflection of the fairly basic existence that many endure.  

The remains of the church are next to the cemetery, covered in vines and being gently smothered by strangler figs.  The outline of the walls can still be traced, maybe 30 or 40 meters in length.  We can also see the Indian dwellings… a long building with interior rooms, something Ana says was a European innovation of the late 18th century.  The rooms were about 4m square. 

It is interesting to reflect how Argentine history maps to that of North America.  The Jesuit period ended about the time of the French and Indian wars and the Acadian expulsion from Canada.  In other words, a time by which America supported well-established towns and cities populated by more  native-born Americans than immigrants.  They were numerous enough to have largely displaced the Indians along the eastern seaboard below the fall line, and were pressing the Indians in the Appalachians and west.  Though the Spanish and Portuguese got a somewhat earlier start, North America soon overtook them in numbers of permanent settlements and committed pioneers.  

The Jesuit template for town layout was very regular.  Ana attributes it to Ignacio de Loyola’s military background prior to founding the order and to the spirit of the age (Late Renaissance, but mostly Enlightenment?) in which the settlements were built.  The plan is this.  First, a hilltop site, dominated by the church.  In front of the church a large square.  To the left of the church the brothers’ quarters, with a library, dining room, and classrooms around a kitchen garden.  To the right of the church a cemetery.  Around the square the various official buildings, especially those for the cacique, the Guaraní chief.  Also around the square are refectories, including arms workshops.  

It is interesting that the Jesuits taught the Indians how to defend themselves with Western arms.  The story we hear repeatedly is that the Indians chose to live under the benevolent leadership of the Jesuits because it was far more attractive than the alternatives.  They were hunted as slaves by Brazilian banderientes.  (Like all Indians?) they had low-level conflicts with other tribes, in this case upriver on the Paraná.  

Ana pointed out that historical preservation efforts reflect a particular view of history.  The buildings slated for preservation are those related to Jesuit power:  churches, offices, houses of caciques and the like.  The national office for the preservation of historical buildings slated “ordinary” buildings for use as sources of building stone and brick.  Indian structures were of no interest.  Ana spoke of her own need to research the history of the office itself.  Who set it up?  What is its mission?  

Alicia 

We first met with Luis, Rosa and their kids, Gisela, Adriana and  Mario.  About 17, 15 and 9.  Luis and Rosa live down the hill from Luis’ father, who moved into Alicia 42 years ago as a bachelor with just about nothing.  The land was empty and cheap.  Why he moved from Brazil is not clear.  Not enough land available (JF) It may have been merely the opportunity to occupy virgin land, but I had a sense that the German migration out of Brazil may have been done under some pressure.  

Alicia is a peninsula, by their reckoning, an oxbow of the Uruguay river with Brazil to the east, south and west.  

In any case, Luis’ father worked long enough to acquire a plot and sent for his bride.  They had five children and were able to give each of them their own “chacra,” or plot.  Luis started in 1998 with nothing but his plot (?? Earlier – his oldest child is 17.  Maybe 1988).  He now owns four “chacras,” a car and a truck.  His land is extensive.  What we saw of it must have run 100 acres or more.  Much of it was fallow.  That which was under cultivation was growing grapes, corn and tobacco.  Quite a bit was in pine.  The return on planting pine is quite good, but it takes twenty years or so before the harvest.  Luis is using the planting of pine as a kind of investment.  Many of his crops feed the family.  Tobacco is his cash crop, and pine is his money in the bank.  He had several fruit trees, among them avocado, pear and peach, around the house for their own consumption.  Other such trees we saw in the neighborhood included banana, papaya/mamon, mango, quince, asiego(?) palm, coconut and plum (?).  

The community of Alicia is quite close.  Almost all families own their own land.  They are family farms.  When asked, they said some families had hired hands, two at the most, and employed only for harvesting and maybe seeding.  

The people we met surprisingly often did not know where their German ancestors had come from.  Those that did cited Frankfurt and the Volga regions most often.  Most had emigrated to Brazil during the early 20th century and to Argentina after the second War.  

The families were very similar to the  “Landwirts” I knew in Germany in the 1970s.  Careful with the management of the land, keeping enough diversity in their crops that they were not totally in hands of the caprices of markets and weather.  Foresighted, like Luis in planting pine now for future gains.  Good managers of time, in that they planted crops and managed livestock in such a way that there was productive work to be done at any time of day or year.  Good managers of their lives, in that they have no more children (2-4) than they can successfully raise and provide with a reasonable start in life.  Flexible and opportunistic, as were the Volga Germans when invited to take advantage of underutilized lands east of Germany.  

At lunch we met Luisa, the grande dame of the community, and her daughter Lucia.  Though both are married, their husbands were not as outgoing as the wives.  Luisa managed the kitchen in which they prepared chicken and spaghetti – rather more like egg noodles, actually – for us.  It was a simple and filling lunch, after which came the desserts.  These were really impressive.  Coco bread, quince bread, and some small white cakes with some kind of fruit.  I couldn’t figure out the composition.  Dried fruits?  Meringue?  Powdered sugar?  Those are all store-bought and don’t seem to quite match the item in question.  

Luisa and her husband “Schmidt” were glad for the opportunity to speak German.  They are concerned, rightly so, that the language is dying within their community.  Lucia, for example, doesn’t speak it.  Many more understand than will speak.  The Schmidts found to their surprise and horror that when they visited Germany and Switzerland as a group a few years ago that they were really missing a lot.  In our conversation we found our accents to be mutually understandable but we were each missing elements of  vocabulary that would have been immediately available to someone who used the language every day.  They are teaching a very quick grandson, Wilhelm/Guillermo some German, but he wasn’t confident enough to use it speaking to me.

The community lived, individually rather than corporately, in Brazil for two to four decades or more before re-emigrating to Argentina.  They are said to speak “Portuñol”, a mixture of Portuguese and Spanish.  To my ear there was much more of the Spanish.  Though many understand Portuguese, they have chosen one of their number, the community bachelor whose  name I don’t recall (Franco – JF), as their Portuguese teacher.  I attempted to engage him in Portuguese, and felt that he was more comfortable in Spanish.  The problem could, of course, be with my Portuguese.  

Language is an important factor in cultural transmission, but my overall impression is that this community is more successful in passing their culture down to the children than the language.  In Alicia I didn’t see much evidence of marriage outside of  the German community, though elsewhere in Misiones it appears to be very widespread.  Maria Ana Kramer (daughter of Ana Gorosito) is studying the Basque language because she treasures her heritage.  I observed that at 6’ she is taller and blonder than, say, the average citizen of San Sebastian.  She said, well, there were some Germans, Ukrainians and others I don’t recall in the mixture.  Getting back to Alicia, I would guess that the intermarriage is a matter of proximity and choosing somebody of similar values.  I would bet that the families would accept somebody from outside the German community, but they had better be hard working farmers.

Alicia is part of a broader community in central Misiones.  They host an annual music fest, attended last year by 1300 people.  Gisela took 3rd prize in one adult category as an instrumentalist, Adriana 2nd in singing(?) as an adolescent.  They dance at these big get-togethers, also Saturday nights in their own community.  They had a dance as we were there.  They danced quite a bit of corrido, a fast two-step.  There was a lively walz or two.  There was one that Carolina, our anthropologist, tried hard but with limited success to teach me, a kind of salsa: rock back and step to the side, then the other way.  Easy to describe, but internalizing the rhythm takes time. 

The role of the dance in courtship seemed clear from a couple of things we saw.  There were some broom dances.  All pairs except one who starts with a broom as a partner.  Throw the broom in the air, and there is a scramble as everybody changes partners.  Young and old.  Great for getting the shy guys off the sidelines.  Second, a couple of men danced together, one with a shirt wrapped around his waist like a skirt, in a kind of burlesque.  He did a pretty good job with the burlesque.  It seemed to me (white space for anthropological comments follows) that this only reinforces sex roles and expectations.  The guys are clearly male, two of the more accomplished dancers we see that evening.  

I can imagine a young man’s excitement as he sees a cute girl from another community at one of the larger get-togethers, and how he invents excuses to get to other dances where he’ll see her again.  The opposite too, of course.  And I can imagine how one’s reputation precedes one in a community like this.   If you want to marry well, come from an established family and show your own talents for work, dance, singing and other culturally valued activities.

Church did not appear to be as central to their lives as I would have expected.  Nobody I heard spoke using terms of strong faith as would, say, American evangelicals.  They had a very popular pfarrer, sent from Germany (?) with his family a couple of years back.  His children, upon arrival, spoke only German.  Leaving for another posting after two years, Herr Schmidt relates, he had to ask them how they were three times before getting a hesitant answer in German.  They had become Argentine in that short time.

There is a new pfarrer, from Brazil, about whom they seem lukewarm.  The other guy was better.  We don’t know where the church is, physically (next to the meeting hall where we danced – JF), or how large a geography or congregation it serves (next one is 7km away, in El Soberbio, JF).  The graveyard we saw was a few miles from Alicia.  Church too?  JF adds that they are in talks to received 3 missionaries.

One member of the community,  Natalio, speaks good English.  He was educated by Englishmen in a private school in Buenos Aires.  His accent is quite English, indicating an early start and probable immersion at an early age.  He lives about 7 miles from Alicia.  Happy to join the gathering for  the evening.  I sense he is still a bit of an odd duck in the community, but valued nonetheless.  Recently widowed at 60, he spoke lovingly about his wife and his two daughters.  He was among the older guys at the dance who was more than happy that we had brought so many young women.  Natalio’s affected, somewhat effete manner aroused some comment among the girls.  One wonders.  We know about English boarding schools.  Is he a man who might have chosen the company of men had he been more free to do so?  Would he or society be better off if he had?  It’s an interesting traditional values question.  My private opinion is that he’s better off probably not having been put to the choice.  To my surprise, with no prompting from me I heard the same kind of sentiment from Ashley in a conversation earlier in the week.  I was surprised both that she would feel that way and that she would state it openly.  My own daughter, definitely hetro, is a member of the Gay-Lesbian-Bi-Trans group at high school and quite militant about people’s freedom to avoid being forced into sex roles.  

Natalio, Herr Schmidt and I talked about the poisons used in tobacco farming.  What they said echoed Gurillmo so closely that I wonder if, having been written, it hasn’t become kind of a community script.  They didn’t mention anybody that they knew personally being affected.  This community in particular has many options other than tobacco for cash income.  Pineapple apparently pays well, as do some citrus crops, and of course the pine.  We know that Alicia is atypical in that the people own their own land.  We know they consider their land to be rich.  It is quite plausible that these are problems that affect other groups more than this.
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Monday, January 9

Leo and drove us south from Foz de Iguazu today.  It was a long ride: 8:30 AM to 8:30 PM.  We dropped off Victor Torres, Patricia, Noela and Marco in Posadas and picked up Ariel, a second driver.  After dropping us off in Villa Clara Leo and Ariel deadheaded back to Posadas.  

It was a pleasure sharing a seat with Marcos.  He is a penal, i.e., criminal law student.  He observed that it is a field in which one can make a fair amount of money.  Nevertheless, in the public mind criminal defenders are associated with criminals themselves.  They are unpopular. 

Marcos said that the state gives money to low income families.  I didn’t understand the details of the plan.  One of them, “Primer Nivel” or “Paso uno” or something of the type, applies to young people about 18-25.  It sounded more like a plan to keep them in school than a welfare program.  He did, however, go on at length about lazy people who don’t feel like working, have children without having given a thought about how to educate or raise them, etc. etc.  I had heard echoes of this line of thought from Victor’s two daughters in Victor’s presence.  I suspect that Victor himself is too savvy of a businessman and academic to enter into a discussion that might be divisive, but would not be surprised to find he shares these views.  

Leo is a self-made man.  Not educated, but works hard and has several businesses.  I had talked politics with him earlier and he had also mentioned the lazy people supported by the state.  He was not much of a fan of Menem, has a bit more use for Kirschner, but thinks that they are all too liberal in their spending for welfare-like programs.  We stopped at Leo’s house/place of business outside of Posadas.  A lot of land, neatly painted and kept but sparsely appointed.  As a going-away present Leo gave us some mate mugs engraved with his business name and phone number.  I hope it works for him.

Maru, on the other hand, graciously refused to be brought into such a discussion when I shared Marcos’ thoughts with her.  Playing the advocate, I offered the opinion that the state has to find a balance between offsetting genuine hardship and supporting a nonproductive and hence antisocial way of life.  She remained graciously noncommittal.

Leaving Misiones and entering Corrientes and Entre Rios there is a rather abrupt change of landscape.  From being hilly, rather green, and rather densely settled it becomes flat, dry and empty.  Maru remarked that she loved the Pampas, and Victor (first seeing it in Misiones province) made hand signs to the effect that the panorama was huge. 

There are a great many cattle to be seen, as expected, but what I take to be an increasing amount of agriculture.  There were a great many stands of eucalyptus in Corrientes, and some as well of pine.  The eucalyptus seems not to require too much attention, though almost all of the stands were of uniform size, without undergrowth.  On one occasion I saw a smaller under-canopy of 1-2 year old trees beneath others that I would take to be closer to 10.  An experiment in continual production?  

The pines on the other hand tended to be cleared of their lower branches.  I suspect that this reduces the danger of fire and creates long, straight poles good for lumber.  Even at that I marvel at the small diameter of the trees as they approach time for harvest.  Maybe 15 cm diameter?  Not much wood in that.  The cut eucalyptus we see loaded on trucks headed for sawmills (?) is in rather uniform lengths, 2m more or less, and ranged in diameter from maybe 15 to 40 cm.  We saw some of what they call Misiones (araceiru?) pine, probably not a true pine but more like a Norfolk Island pine or Chinese monkey puzzle tree.  Victor had pointed them out and said they were becoming rare.

There were a few windmills to be seen, but very few.  One was pulling water for cattle; don’t know what they others were doing.  From the posture of the trees it appears there is a fairly constant north wind, probably enough to drive a windmill.  I asked Leo why there weren’t more.  He offered the opinion that the water table is deep; you might have to go 100 meters.  I asked him what the elevation of the land was, to which he said there is a point in Misiones that is 1200 meters.  My own guess would be that the two rivers (Uruguay and Paraná) are not much more than 10m above sea level at this point and that the land we are traversing is not more than 50m above the rivers.  I would be surprised to find the water table that low.  On the other hand, at dinner Berta and Marta (?) talk about the sequia and note that the only ones who are not suffering are the few with deep wells.

There is a lot of agriculture despite the dry appearance.  We saw tea and lots of citrus.  We passed a rice processor, though I saw no rice.  Likewise several berry merchants, including blueberries, but I didn’t recognize any in the fields.  There were several row crops.  Cabbage?  I didn’t see field crops such as corn or wheat.  Negrita, our host, tells me the major crops are soy, rice and corn.  The harvest is late this year because of the draught.  

I have been sitting in the second row of the bus, between the girls in the back and the drivers, guides, Judith and Maru in the front.  I like the girls but sense that they are more comfortable being among themselves.  The presence of a man, and a person of another generation, increases the level of work involved in conversation.  This became clear when I moved to the back on my own initiative to help Deborah with a Spanish crossword.  I hadn’t been there more than 10 minutes before Laura complained of claustrophobia.  I suspect she was tired from the long trip and didn’t want to deal with my presence.  I left.  It is interesting to observe the different levels at which these young women engage.  Deborah is quite impressive in her willingness to talk to anybody.  She volunteered and did a very good job of presenting Leo with a tip on behalf the group.

Marta greeted us at the Café Buen Gusto, Clara’s only restaurant.  She was obviously very happy to see Judith again.  A few minutes later Berta and Mario Alvarez came in.  I spoke at some length to Mario while the women chatted.  He is a farmer, semi-retired but available whenever somebody needs some help.  

The restaurant is owned by the Noir family, pronounced No – ear in Spanish but in fact Franco-Swiss.  Our host was a handsome man in his 30s who looked as likely to be Swiss as anything.  

The restaurant has perhaps a 4m ceiling, which keeps it a degree or two cooler than would a lower roof, and a couple of fans.  It is a plain affair: the interior walls are painted brick.  There is seating for maybe 25 or 30.  Its name, Buen Guesto, is painted on a wall beside a cartoon of a black waitress with prominent lips in a large smile bringing a heaping tray of food.  I take the blackface to be no more than an unselfconscious play on the family name, Noir.  I wonder if the women of our group noticed the cartoon, and if so, how it was interpreted through the lens of American cultural experience.

To which I add a personal note upon which I will reflect later.  Robyn wore a Jesse Jackson for president, 1984, t-shirt today.  I thought it made a nice statement, and told her so.  1984 is safely in the past.  It makes a statement rather like my wife’s McGovern for President 1968  t-shirt.  Yes, Robyn probably identifies somewhat with Black Americans.  In appearance she is rather like the half-black daughter of a white member of our church.  Culturally, that is, in their interaction with our group both Deborah and Robyn act so far as I can see just like any other American girl in the mainstream.  It gives credence to Robbin’s argument that race is a social construct.  But it also raises an issue that Robbins seemed to avoid.  However ill-defined, there are complexes of behaviors associated with every social group, including of course the Argentines, German-Argentines, Indians, etc. etc. we have met on this trip.  To what extent is that which is called racism in American society no more than a distaste for, or sense of being threatened by, a complex of behaviors associated with people with a given appearance?  I’ll put that to the back of my mind, and in the meantime savor the observation that at least in some instances we really are a color-blind society.

Tuesday, January 10, 2006

We had this conversation over breakfast.  Deborah said that she has no sense of herself as black or anything else.  That’s exactly how she comes off.  Think it is easier for her because she is first of all the daughter of immigrants.  Robyn’s views are more complex.  She is a beneficiary of affirmative action in private schools and college and has mixed emotions.  She is glad for her opportunity, and reflects that she might not have learned to move so easily in mainstream society without the advantages she received.

I walked around town this morning, met Jacobo Groisman, the grocer.  The street signs in his neighborhood credit him with having posted them.  Other neighborhoods honor other businesses; some have no street signs at all.

Negrita gave us a wonderful but simple breakfast of coffee, bread, peaches and apples.  With fresh-squeezed orange juice.  Just the right stuff, and not too much.  The cat finally warmed up to us.  A beautiful white creature with pale eyes, one green and one blue.  There should be a field parallel to anthropology, felinology.  Cats in Argentina are quite different from those of the U.S.  Much more slender and graceful, and a bit more reserved.

We walked  to the museum for a presentation at 9:00.  Judith told us that the town counts its founding from 1902, the building of the railroad station.  There were two earlier communities, San Jorge and Belz.  No need to continue this because the story is more accurately written in “Memorias.”  Judith repeated that the town has not been studied by anthropologists because there are none in Entre Rios.  Instead she has coordinated with museologists (sp?) on the history and  the museum  of Villa Clara.

Judith described her methodology work.  She noticed that in taking photographs of individuals and groups, and later asking those in the pictures to identify themselves and their  situation, she often learned more than she would have by a mere oral interview, and the subjects volunteered information on  subjects she would not have thought to broach.  One theme was descriptions of other photos that appeared in those she took.  “Here’s a picture of grandmother and …… doing ……”  

There is a lot to learn about how people structure their culture.  Judith spoke about elderly Puerto Ricans in Spanish Harlem, a photo project she did with the Smithsonian.  Each photo was accompanied by two or three quotes from the person being pictured.  The exhibit was called “Inside Out” and I gather some material remains available.

Judith pursued an interest in immigration studies outside of the U.S. on  a Sabbatical in 2002.  She said that there has been a lot done on the historical aspects of immigration: who went where, when and why.  Her focus was on what people remember.  Individual memories, their identity and their daily life.  She was especially interested in how they identify themselves: by social class, current nationality, ethnic origin, gender or what.  

Villa Clara celebrated its centennial in 2002.  They eventually organized into three groups to do presentations on their history:  “Israelites,” “Franco-Swiss,” and “German.”  Judith said that these groups were not a foregone conclusion.  Today many people identify themselves as a mixture of these groups, some none at all.  And the criollos, who did not have group participation, certainly make up a substantial portion of the history of the place.

Marta spoke to us.  She provided a welcome package including a few pages of history and a pin celebrating the centennial.  Done by a graphic designer, it is highly symbolic.  Rails for the railroads, steam for the steam trains, a dove for peace, broken chains for freedom  from  the Tsar (and his pogroms).  

She led us through the museum.  It is supported by donations, including those from Judith’s book.  Their hope is to accumulate enough  money this year to buy a computer with which to compile a database of observations.  This seems an extremely modest goal.  Judith said she brought $600 when she was here within the past year.  In the U.S. that would be the cost of an adequate computer, end of story.  Even if it costs an additional $400 here it somehow seems to be too low of a goal for fund raising.  Judith encouraged us to buy her book because the royalties support Villa Clara.  The response was underwhelming.  I recommended the book to the students, but with no result.  Judith and Maru speculated about  the cultural differences that would lead American students not to  see the importance of buying the book to give financial support to the project.

The museum had a wonderful collection of old photographs, of the original settlers and  their wives.  There are few smiles to  be seen in the pictures.  They look like serious and determined people with little fun in their lives.  Only the wife of the benefactor, Baron von Hirsch (of Austria and Paris), seems to have made an effort to make an attractive photograph/portrait.  The frame indicated it was done in Munich.

The collection included personal artifacts, among them a safety razor not dissimilar from that my father used when I was a boy.  There were household items, railroad items, photos and implements related to farming, books and documents.  A collection that, though confined to four rooms, would take several hours to see completely.

Marta and Judith led us to an interview with Raul Dario Guy, the mayor.  “Rulo” is a lawyer married to an accountant, two of the few professionals in town.  He belongs to  the radical party, in power here since the return of democracy in 1983.  He spoke engagingly on a number of topics:

Education: the level here is pretty good.  Most students attend at least through secondary.  Since  the installation of  the new government in 2002 a large number  even attend college.  College is funded by the government.  It is a hardship for the poor because the nearest college is 200 km away.  “Rulo” asked about our college system and was surprised to find that we regard it as discriminating against the poor.  One can attend with poor qualifications, or poor family income, but not easily with both.

“Rulo” clarified some of the themes we had heard from Marcos and Leo. Since the new (Kirschner) government in  2002 there are programs to provide a minimal income to the poor.  About US$50 (?) per month.  Moreover there are family subsidy programs.  More than 7(!?) kids and you get an extra stipend from the government.  Rulo said that some families have kids just to meet that bogey and increase their incomes.  He lamented that Argentina does not, in general,  have a work ethic. 

Taxes to support it all?  There are federal and state income taxes.  He said that enforcement is rather good at the federal level but at the state level “whoever wants, pays.”  There are numerous specific taxes.  Down now from 240 to 138 but many.  One of these is a 20% tax on the income from soy.  Other products have similar taxes.  Hard to estimate how hard it would be to equitably enforce such taxes.  

Birth control devices are freely available.  Information is not.  The church opposes sex education.  Many of  the poor (humilde in Argentine) do not bother to inform themselves.  Tanjira asked if the money from the state was an incentive to have large families.  No, because the incentives are new but the problem  is old.  I asked if AIDS was an issue.  The answer I got, confined to Entre Rios, was no.

Dorothy asked about the division of power in the federal system.  Provincial governments are responsible for the judiciary, health and (???).  Otherwise it is federal.  The provinces are divided geographically into departments, but they seem to have no hierarchical power over city government such as Rulo’s.  Maybe they have jurisdiction in unincorporated areas?

We walked to a rice mill.  A roomful of belt-driven, twirling and shaking machines separated out the chaff, hulled the rice, cleaned what was left, and bagged the final product.  Everything removed along  the way was bagged for some additional use, mostly as animal feed.

We had lunch at the Buen Gusto.  Good meal, again very cheap.  I’m learning to go easy.  Had two empanadas de fiambre, though one turned out to be spinach by mistake.  It was delicious.  The green salad was again great.  The only other diner was a long-distance bus driver who knows where to stop for the best meal for the price.  He chooses this even though it is 4km off the  main road.  

We had a supposed siesta.  I can’t do that.  Transferred all the pictures to my memory stick, along with a copy of this journal, to back things up in case something happens to the computer.  Took a cold shower.  Negrita had told me only how to operate the hot water.  Deborah told me the other was cold.  Cold was what the day called for.

I set out to check out the cyber café and the pileta (swimming pool).  One needs to get a medical certificate in order to use it.  Quite a process.  The infermera is in at 10:00 on Wednesdays, but otherwise you go to the town doctor (Godoy) and pay 5 pesos for a checkup.  He looked at my feet for tinea, a very logical step.  Next he listened to my chest, presumably for TB, another good step.  Then he took my blood pressure and pulse.  What has that to do with swimming?  He looked over my stomach and my scalp, presumably for head and body lice.  

I’m trying to put this into a broader context.  My guess is that the more substantial citizens of the community paid for the pool through taxes and contributions.  It is nonetheless public.  Were there no barriers to its use it would be flooded with poor kids and those who built it would no longer be able to enjoy it.  Imposing this hurdle in the form of a health check, at a cost of 5 pesos and a visit to the doctor, probably serves its purpose very well.  Odds are that various infections are endemic among the poor and the mere process intimidates them.

The Cyber Café was impossible to identify in the early afternoon.  No sign, no nothing.  A couple of neighborhood girls showed me where it was.  Later in the afternoon, with the roll shutters up (? Think that’s the difference) and the windows showing it was clear what was up.  About 6 booths, and surprisingly good response time considering the path the signal must have to take via microwave relays.  

Judith took us for a walk through the west end of town.  The poor section.  There was a rather abrupt demographic shift from larger, well-kept houses with primarily adults in evidence to run-down places overflowing with kids and sleeping dogs.  Judith said that some of the houses had been build as projects.  The mayor said that he had made sure that everybody had a decent house.  Judith pointed out that there are still several shacks, or “ranchos” in among the project houses.  Some people prefer them.  She said anecdotally that when the mayor promised everybody a house one of the poor (humilde) had said words to the effect of, “Fine, knock yourself out, build it, but I’m staying here.”  The new house sat empty as he stayed in his shack.  

We saw a couple of nice gardens in this neighborhood, and a few houses that were well-kept despite their modest nature.  Sadly, most were rather unkempt.  People and dogs lolling in the yards.  The most interest shown in us was by the kids, more boys than girls, who can be incredibly affecting.  Bright eyes and big smiles, and not even asking for anything.  I was surprised; a little girl had hit me up on the street for a coin.  In a weak moment I coughed up 50 centavos, making her day and making life a bit less bearable I’m sure for future generations of gringos.

There was a huge sow tied up in a yard.  Angie was brave enough to get close and take a picture.  We saw a couple of horses and cows and quite a few chickens.  The city limit was well defined, and beyond it were orderly fields of sunflower and soy.  Clearly not property of the poor.

The city has a wealth of plantings.  The ornamental trees along the street are ceiba (sp) the  national tree of Argentina; myrtle (say I, nobody has confirmed it), oleander, the tall skinny Cyprus from  the south of France, junipers, spruces, pines, a very large and lovely acacia/mimosa, impatiens, lantana and a wealth of bushes and annuals I don’t recognize  or don’t remember.  

Wednesday, January 11, 2006

Before breakfast I wrote the above notes, then started my laundry.  Negrita let me do it, but kind of hovered looking for an opportunity to discretely step in and (my guess) do it right without messing things up.  It was soaking in a rinse when we left for San Jose, dry and folded by the time we returned.

During the trip to San Jose we finally saw rice growing.  It hadn’t been hidden; rice is rice, irrigation ditches and all.  For some reason I hadn’t noticed it from the road.  We took a dirt road 13km south, then went another 70km or so southeast on the hard road through Villa Elise to San Jose.  Elise is a daughter colony, as are many others.  How so, I asked.  Quite literally.  There was a policy that grown children not live in the same village with their parents, but move off to inhabit new ground.  Villa Clara was the mother town.  This explained something that had puzzled me during Marta’s tour of the previous day.  People chose to move to the city because they had to move in any case.  Aha!

The museum consists of 30 rooms or so in a large building on the town square of San Jose, pop. 10,000 we are given to  understand.  We were given a tour by a gracious woman in her 50s or 60s named Mercedes.  It was laid out with the help of the Smithsonian Institution as an exercise in museology: the art of arranging artifacts in such a way that they tell their own story.  

The museum is split into two sections.  The first consists mainly of artifacts, well arranged.  The 19th century farming implements, quite impressive devices.  Kitchen devices, fancy glassware and china brought by the richer immigrants, furniture, portraits, wine presses, wagons, cars, plows.  Better organized than this paragraph.  Some of it locally made, much from Europe and some from the U.S.  There was a back room, a workroom supposedly, of  items not now on formal  display.  It was surprisingly well organized.  Again, a wealth of pictures.  Nobody smiling.  

Aside from size and wealth, a comparison with the museum of Villa Clara shows some interesting differences.  The Indian and criollo are better represented in the small Villa Clara museum than the larger one of San Jose.  The criollo was important to the Jewish settlers who came without an agricultural tradition.  On the other hand, one senses that the gaucho was probably simply displaced to elsewhere on the pampas when the Franco-Swiss and Italian immigrant farmers arrived.  

After seeing the artifacts, there is an talking tour of history.  For three centuries the Spanish did little to develop Argentina.  After independence things continued the same for a few decades.  General Urquiza, whose name adorns many streets, towns and other public places in Argentina, was governor of Entre Rios province around 1850.  He established a policy to encourage immigration from Europe.  Owner of a huge estancia in the Spanish tradition, he divided it and gave it to immigrant farmers.  Argentina, we understand, even paid the passage of farmers immigrating from Europe.  

There were seven listed motives for coming: poverty, religious persecution, intellectual freedom, opportunity, overpopulation, war and draft issues.  More or less.  I note that Europe’s most important war of that epoch was the Franco-Prussian war of 1876, which was neither long nor bloody compared to Napoleon or WWI.  Absent from the list were family issues: people already here, or the desire to stay with friends.  The lists of immigrants included males, both single and heads of household.  The only women listed were widow heads of  households; it appears that single women did not come.  This raises a question for later: what did they do for women?  The Brazilians of an earlier era intermarried with Indians in large numbers.  I sense that some Argentines did, and another significant number later returned to marry, or arranged to marry, European women.  

The passage from Europe was 70 or 80 days.  The journey we traced, of the Bourdemann family, went from Savoy north up the Rhine to Hamburg, to London(?) and thence to Montevideo.  It recorded their crossing the equator, suffering the tropical heat and high seas.  The account may be a bit melodramatic.  Nobody died on  the voyage, unlike those of the Pilgrims and others a couple of centuries earlier, and the crossings were very common commercial affairs  

We understood that the passage was paid by the Argentine state.  Immigrants signed bilingual contracts agreeing to work the land for a fixed number of years (10, 20?) after which they would have title.  The motive was to populate the land with “civilized” people.  It raises a couple of questions.  First, who came up with those substantial sums?  There was no Baron von Hirsch, as there was to be for the Jewish immigrants four decades later.  And second, is merely making the land European a full and adequate explanation?  What else?  Urquiza aside, people were making money on the deal.  The ship lines assuredly.  There were emigration brokers working in Europe.  There had to be a lot of business provisioning the immigrants once arrived.  Compare with the contemporaneous business boom in San Francisco in support of the gold rush, later the transcontinental railroads.  The Argentine state benefited from the additional population through an increase in tax base, commercial if not agricultural, and from having more stakeholders to defend the land from neighbors. (I understand there was a significant war pitting Paraguay against Uruguay, Brazil and Argentina in this era).  The immigrants would have had incentive to contribute to their passage in hopes of a better life.  They certainly paid for their own trips back home to fetch family and tools. 

The waves of immigration to Entre Rios appear to have been between 1850 and 1890.  We note that Urquiza was called upon to help draft the Argentine constitution in 1853 and included a liberal immigration policy in  doing so.  There were maps showing where the immigrants came from.  Italy, France, Switzerland, some from Germany.  Political entities were different pre-Garabaldi; many were listed as coming from Piemonte.  The lists we saw were in Spanish and French.  On display were a number of travel documents drafted in French, Italian and German by officials in the country of emigration.  Germany and Switzerland are known for their careful public records.  It is highly likely that detailed records of these emigrations exist in those countries as well.  It was probably favorably regarded in the homelands as well.  Emigration would relieve population pressure on the land at a time that agriculture everywhere was increasing significantly in efficiency through devices such as the rotary plow, harvesters, threshers and the like.  

Mercedes led us  to a windmill built in 1890.  Kind of a white elephant; there wasn’t enough wind to run it, so the 20m (est) tall tower is unused.  Instead they harnessed mules to walk in a circle.  It was a pretty elaborate piece of machinery, with gears, cogs and belts driving a rather fully mechanized  process.  It was also a kind of  museum.  We saw a broom-making machine.  Another visitor told me that brooms had been through three stages of development.  Latest is plastic of course.  This machine we saw made them of guinea palm fiber.  What came first I didn’t catch.  I appreciate the peoples’ willingness to tell us about their country.  Very gracious and accepting of our ignorance about Argentina.  They show a lack of contact with foreigners.  Most young people have studied English a number of years.  Their professed desire to speak with foreigners evaporates after three or four strained sentences.  As we resume talking in Spanish, however, they repeatedly ask if I understand everything.  I suspect they just aren’t used to working in multilingual settings.  And why should they be?

I asked Mercedes for a picture of her an her Citroën 2CV.  3CV, actually, I find out.  An ’86 model.  She graciously posed, then asked if I’d like to drive it.  I hesitated but she prompted and had me sit down, then showed me where first was.  It is a traditional 4-speed gear pattern, but with an amazingly long throw between gears.  Once she showed me first I found second with no problem.  The clutch is light and easy.  Brakes, however, are almost non-existent.  Hand brake absolutely non-existent: it came off in my hand and I  gently set it back.  Brakes were a notorious weakness on Crosleys and motorcycles of the ‘50s and even my Peugeots of the ‘80s weren’t that good.  

Back to the story, Mercedes encouraged me to drive in a circle so she could photograph me.  OK.  Then she pushed me to a bigger circle, warranting a shift to 3rd gear.  OK.  Finally I  parked to take the museum tour.  On the way back to town she invited me to ride with them in the Citroën.  As we left the grounds she invited me to drive all the way back, which I did.  Speedometer didn’t work but I estimate about  40-50 Kph.  I was amazed at her faith in a stranger.  Very generous.  I wouldn’t have done it myself, even with a car in which everything could be counted on to work.

We lunched in a good restaurant.  I had fideos verdes con champignons.  Delicious and filling.  We enjoyed quite a bit of tinto.  Lovely flushes on a few faces and very animated conversation.  I sat next to Marta.  She has no children, I suspect did not marry.  This is a theme I’m seeing more of.  Bachelors and spinsters in this traditional  society, quite content.  Raises a question about whether the apparent hypersexuality of our society is real or imagined, and  if real, a product  of our culture and media.  Marta seemed quite satisfied with herself and her life.  Marta enjoyed Mercedes’ and Judith’s conversation.  Mercedes is quite well informed.  Somehow, not by my doing, we touched on the theme of public support of large families, and Mercedes came down fairly squarely on the conservative side.  

I reflect that I was raised with a sense of social obligation to keep conversation going, to step in to fill silences and to put others at ease.  The job is bigger when there are a mix of languages and generations.  Moreover, some people seem quite comfortable just not talking that much.  Kate joins easily in conversation when she has something to say but does not mind at all just sitting out if it is in Spanish.  Ditto Marta with English.  

We met the head of the tourist bureau on our way out from lunch.  He arranged a discount for us at a thermal bath.  We stopped for the best part of an hour, sitting in the warmest of the pools and talking.  Later went to a river beach for a walk.  The beach is sandy, fairly long and fairly clean.  A five-star tourist hotel is testimony to its attractiveness as a vacation destination.  There were a great many campers as well.  From Entre Rios?  Buenos Aires?  This is high season for vacations and the ocean beaches are jammed.  This is probably a cheaper alternative.

The trees are always fascinating.  Along the river was a row of lovely large conifers which I would take to be bald cypress.  Takes me back to a thought from a couple of days ago.  The fields in Entre Rios are all separated by tall windrows, mostly eucalyptus, some pine.  Even some plantations of eucalyptus are protected by taller trees on the periphery.  This is an enigma.  Enough wind to require windrows, but not enough for windmills?  Actually, there are a fair number of windmills around Villa Clara.  Nonethless, it appears that they are used mainly to draw water for  the cattle.  The heavy lifting for irrigation has to be done using electric pumps, though I have yet to see one.

Returning to our house I loaded all our  pictures onto a memory stick and attempted to find someplace to get them developed as gifts to our  hosts.  No way… takes at least four days.  Oh, well.


At dinner I sat with the old fellow, who it turns out is a 66 year-old bachelor.  Retired after 40 years of work.  He is quite bent and more than a bit deaf, but must have been handsome in his time.  A meter 80, with blue eyes and regular features.  Said he is Jewish.  I had a hard time understanding him and vice versa.  We did find something in common, an interest in music.  He knows Bing Crosby, Tony Bennett, Barbara Streissand.  Whether by my accent or what, he didn’t rise to the name Carlos Guardel.  He spoke often of  Judith and his conversations for “Memorias.”  

After we finished our meals, I excused myself from the old fellow, who was snoozing and probably happy to be back to his own company.  Joined the other girls who by that time had arrived and set up a table outside.  The same enchanting little girl from last night joined us.  She has  the complexion of a criolla, is well-mannered and curious.  She wore a simple dress, clean and becoming.  My guess is that she is a middle-class girl from the neighborhood who is charmed by the foreigners.  And we by her.  Ashley and Lidia were having a nice conversation with her, playing little hand games.  On our way out, after one of the girls did it in a halfway manner, I gave her a helicopter ride.  She understood and liked it.

We went to the misionarios catolocos after that.  A group of maybe 70 people from Buenos Aires and surrounds.  Handsome, well-educated, earnest people.  A good advertisement for Christianity.  

They were so curious about us that we did not ever touch on the question of faith per se.  Actually that is rather in the Catholic tradition.  They show  their faith through works more  than grabbing lapels and asking about the state of one’s soul.  Anyhow, I wound up doing most of  the talking.  Iraq, Vietnam, the military government and the guerillas, homosexuality and the Episcopal church, etc. etc.  I felt I was feeding an honest curiosity and was talkative after a bit of wine.  I am curious about the church’s role in Argentine society.  These young people are from the stratum of society that has the most to fear from the poor and populous, yet here they are getting God’s message out to precisely those people.  I wonder how well they could have articulated their mission.  The priest, a fellow perhaps approaching 50,  I’m sure could have done so very well.  He was very appealing and articulate.  I suspect his personality is part of the success of the mission.  By the way, they come this way every three years.  Laura asked why that period.  It was a kind of Goldilocks answer.  Not to much and not too little.  The off years the visit nearby towns in Entre Rios.

I add as a footnote that there was a religious procession that passed the restaurant as we ate, dressed in white, with candles, and singing (do I remember well).  Must be connected with their work.

They asked us to speak about our experience and what we thought of them.  Angie and I mentioned that we were or had been  church members.  Laura spoke of Judaism as something she knows, but one senses more in a secular sense.  The girls were rather open about their interested as anthropology students in just what was going on.  The missionaries were totally cool.  No proselytizing, no unnatural mention of God.

We closed with the religious rite.  Very short, probably 20 exchanges between priest and people in the liturgy followed by three songs.  As is usual and delightful  in the Catholic ritual, the songs are so constructed that you can pick up the tune even in singing the first verse.  The third was in Latin, which I have picked up as part of my experience in the Episcopal choir.

And so to bed.

Thursday, January 12, 2006

Today we visited Villa Dominguez, San Gregorio and Villaguay.  They are studies in rural depopulation.  Oswaldo met us at Dominguez  about 10:00.  He spoke of the Jewish pioneers of the town.  Of the immigration  from Russia and other eastern European lands.  Of  the proud history of the town.  Dr. Archof, founder  of  the hospital and local  saint  for his gift for medicine; Ing. Sarnoff (spellings all wrong) who was elected many times to the co-op board and led many civic enterprises, remaining  humble and  spending his last days in a house loaned to him by a member  of the community.  

We walked down the street to the Galpón.  The word means storage house.  In this context it was a modified barn for housing the newly arrived immigrants.  There was a whole system put in place by de Hirsch on behalf of the benefactors, including the Rothschilds.   

A couple of pieces of history fall in place.  There is an account of  the typhus epidemic of 1904, which kills on the order of 180 people.  We later see a common grave in the Jewish cemetery, “la Recoleta de Dominguez.”  As an aside, we understand that the graves are of women and children.  Where are the men?  At any rate, the whole settlement is run as a corporate enterprise by the (look it up) Jewish Resettlement Company.  They need permission from Paris to buy medicines.  First insight: they must have had the transatlantic cable by then.  A typhus epidemic could not wait on a two-way boat trip.  Second insight.  Steamships were in common use by the 1890s.  Some, and probably most, passages were by steamship.  Third, the galpón was covered with corrugated, zinc-coated steel.  I asked if it were original.  It was.  I had not realized it had been invented that early, though it surely makes sense.  Odds are the English used lots of it for railroad storage buildings, and if one can make a railroad one can surely make corrugated steel.

One wonders about the manufacture.  Did they bring locomotives from England by boat?  If so, they could have surely brought the other manufactures.  Probably did; Argentina exported huge amounts of agricultural products, and bulky as these steel products would  have been, they would certainly not exceed the capacity of ships carrying cereals and meats.  

There was a lottery to assign properties.  The properties were divided by a grid system and assigned numbers.  Numbers drawn and assigned to settlers.  Groups of families who already know each other have a kind of priority in that they can choose to live in the same community.  

The settlers stay in the galpón until they have improved the land enough to live there.  It has to be cleared.  I take that to mean that it is covered mainly by espinas (a spiny acacia, able to resist cattle grazing).  Once the trees are cut they needed to make houses, probably out of adobe and wood from having cleared the land.  At first they carried water from nearby streams.  Digging wells was an obvious priority.  The settlement agency paid for wells to be dug, one to every four families.  This is another indication of the reach and organization of the settlement agency.  Why wouldn’t  the families dig wells themselves?  Who did it?  Must have been criollos.  It appears there was some sort of a class system from the very earliest days of the settlement, the Jews having the de Hirsch organization supporting them coming in as landowners, an instant middle class even if they had little actual individual wealth.  Oswaldo, by the way, is a criollo married to a Jew.  His daughters have star-of-David earrings.  Oswaldo is a very appealing fellow, trim and handsome, and obviously at home in Dominguez’ Jewish community.  

The museum has pictures of professional people, of organizations.  The Fondo Cooperativo was a very prominent part of local life,  and there are many photos of the managers.  They managed the grain elevator, the oil presses and the other common enterprises.  The doctor, Auycho, trained in Russia, was almost a saint.  Note: I learn why one always needs to have paper at hand.  Today I did not and it shows.  It will be fill-in-the-blanks to get all these names right.  

At any rate, there is not a single picture of a Jewish farmer proudly atop a tractor.  Instead the focus is on organization and professional accomplishment.  Doctor Ayucho, Engineer Sajaroff.  The founder of the local newspaper, in a pose that could have been Mencken.  

They picture hardship too.  There are a couple of pictures of the locust (langosta) plague.  One wonders what all they planted.  Surely wheat, because that is what anybody coming from  Russia would know.  Note that the 1890 mill we visited in San Jose was for wheat.  They would not have known what else would work.  Probably not the criollo either, as they lived mainly by cattle.  In any case, with wheat as a single crop they would be highly vulnerable to locusts, which seems to have been the case.

Three sisters from town married the three most prominent founders of the Argentine socialist party.  One was a Kilnis (?) who came to  join his sister, married to Sajaroff.  They must have been moved by the same intellectual currents that were afoot in Russia at that time.  One notes that the Bolsheviks were only one of a vast number of political movements in Tsarist Russia, and that Jewish intellectuals (i.e., Marx, Engles, Trotsky…) were prominent in almost all.  This socialist movement bore fruit at a national level, as I  read, with the election of Yrigoyen in 1916 (check the date).  He was a radical (?), but in a coalition government the socialists from Entre Rios carried some clout.  

In any case, we learn a lot about socialists, doctors and engineers, but not of any (say) improvement to the mechanics of the horse-drawn harvester or things of that  like.  The Jewish community transferred its old-world values largely intact to the new world.  Those values are appropriate to higher levels of social organization than one finds in the countryside.  If you are going to be a newspaper editor, lawyer, doctor, professor, businessman, whatever you will invariably be drawn to population centers.  Which is exactly what has happened.  Locally, the small Jewish settlements have seen their young people move to Villaguey, the largest nearby town.  But many, many have gone to Buenos Aires and beyond.


One of the museum’s proudest inventions is a folder/portfolio system for arranging original documents.  They preserve the originals against the elements and make photocopies for use by museum visitors.  They are able to write pertinent data about t he photos and documents on the margins of the photocopy.  This is a different role for a museum: preserving documents, not  artifacts, and showing as much interest in the intellectual content of  the artifact as the thing itself.  

This ties in  with a fact we learn later at the cemetery.  Their scrupulous records of all those interred had been sent to Buenos Aires to be copied (for a common  history?).  They were lost in the terrorist bombing of the main synagogue (?) in the late 1980s (?) by Hezbollah (?) or one of the well-recognized terrorist groups.  As an aside, I reflect that Argentine Jewry could have done absolutely nothing to provoke this terror.  Why is it that we Americans seem to want to believe that it owes to something in our nature rather than that of the terrorists?  

In any case, they cannot pursue the project of cataloging the dead because many of the headstones are inscribed in Yiddish (ie, Hebrew characters) and nobody now reads it.  This is another question.  Arabic and Hebrew as well are phonetic languages.  Moreover, they employ many consonants not present in European languages.  Yiddish is derived from German.  Would one not use the Roman alphabet if it were Yiddish?  Is it actually Hebrew, or Yiddish transliterated into Hebrew characters?

Digital imagery will have a big impact on all this work.  Instead of photocopies of documents they can scan them.  They can photograph the graves.  All the images can be made available on the Internet and they can call on experts anywhere to contribute.  

We saw a small sign at this museum to the effect “Don’t destroy that photo.  It is part of our patrimony.”  Definitely true, and once it finds its way into a digital medium it will be there for posterity.  One has to force the concept.  The streams of bits have some physical representation, somewhere in the world, on some spinning disk, actually several disks, and changing disks, by computer, city and country, invisibly and as often as is convenient.  The most useful physical representation is as a cloud in cyberspace.  So, enter all the Jewish history into this digital cloud and it will be preserved forever.  Preserve it physically, however, for 20 years and its migration into the cloud  is almost assured.

We visited the synagogue.  Still in use, but only occasionally.  It is sparse but well maintained.  The entrance walk is lined with trees.  The main gate straddled by two Cyprus.  I ask what they are and get the response “pinos”.  All coniferous trees seem to be pinos here.  Nobody now cares which species is which, but from the careful planting and great diversity there obviously was a point in time at which somebody cared greatly.  

I did not ask about the trees in the cemetery.  Huge, beautiful junipers (or were they cedars of Lebanon).  I would like to know, but nobody could tell me.  The same, as noted above, is true of the myrtle trees and oleander lining the streets.  Nobody knows, or if  they venture a name it is something very generic.

There is probably a story here,  too.  The most inquisitive minds are in my observation the ones who would be first attracted to the city.  There is what Murray calls an “intellectual stratification” in human movement, and of course we are becoming more mobile all  the time.  

Which is a segue into a discussion among us students in front of the galpón.  We heard yet again of the perverse effects of the welfare system combined with mandatory voting.  The question arose as to whether politicians trap the poor in their poverty using such systems, and the related question of whether the poor can rise from poverty on their own.  Deborah points to herself and her family as examples.  If we can do it, so can they.  Robyn points to the despair that hangs on many in the black community and the Hispanic children she teaches.  They cannot get out.  Tanjera jumps in rather on Deborah’s side.  Angie offers a gentle opinion rather on the same side.  To me the answer is in large part in the above.  Repeated studies show a statistically strong correlation between intelligence and wealth.  Empirically there is a strong argument that  movement creates significant imbalances in the distribution of intelligence.  Anecdotally the average IQ of Baltimore schoolchildren is about 85 for blacks and whites alike.  The smart ones left town for better opportunities.  It would do wonders for social policy if we could talk about and perhaps verify this hypothesis.  A child with an IQ of 85 is hard to teach.  At a minimum the schooling should be made appropriate to the child, and expectations aligned with ability.  For a number of historical and political reasons America refuses to do so.  We are horrified that we might see differences among groups of people.  So we deny the obvious and blunder on.  Is it heartening to have this aspect of the human condition reaffirmed by what we see in Argentina?  Not really.  Returning to this discussion, I think Deborah and Robyn both realize how unrepresentative they are of the groups they represent.  As in fact are all of us.  University admission is a non-random process, after which comes the non-random factor of the ability and interest to join a program such as this.  Can they make the extension therefore that neither should generalize from their own experience?  At any rate, it is a wonderful discussion.  It is too far from politically correct to have taken place in most of my UMD education classes, and I was glad to see it here.

At the Jewish cemetery we see the graves of many of the famous men pictured in the museum.  Many have small stones atop them.  This is done, we understand from Oswaldo, first to recognize the visit, but also as a symbolic placement of stones from the temple of Jerusalem (first temple, David’s, destroyed by Nebuchadnezzar about 300 BC, the first Diaspora?????).  

We tour the countryside and see abandoned houses and synagogues.  It is sad, but it also represents human progress.  Biologists say that death is absolutely essential to life.  Without it no species could improve.  Clayton Christianson introduced the term “creative destruction” to business.  It is the same with civilizations.  Without casting off their old shells they cannot grow.  We are looking at the castings.

In fact, the land remains as fertile and well-used as ever.  “Rulu” (?) Guy says over dinner that it is being reaggregated into new latafundíos by corporate owners who are able to manage them efficiently and profitably.  Presumably also with a minimum of manual labor, which leaves the poor criollo with nothing to occupy himself except procreation.  Guy tells the same joke we heard a couple  of days ago.  Why are there so many poor?  Because their only amusement is (slightly cruder in the original) making love.  His wife nods in agreement.
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Saturday January 14, 2006

Our walk today was called off due to rain.  I set out on my own for Recoleta.  About Ave. unin I ran into a group of girls debating where to stop for lunch en route to the museums.  It was the usual prolonged, indecisive exercise.  Kate, like me, doesn’t like to waste time on this exercise.  We found a place with sandwiches for about $6 and sat down.  She did well with the sandwich.  My Caesar salad was not nearly up to the picture.  Pues.

An older fellow had tried in English to help Lydia with the menu before they decided to try something else.  With a sort of a nod to Kate, who I know to be a good sport, I started a conversation with him and invited her over.  He was a retired political science professor.  We didn’t get any profound insights, but it was a pleasant 10 minutes or so before he had to go.

I told her I was museumed out and planned to walk.  She said great.  We walked over to Libertador, followed it down to 9 de Julio, dropped down to Florida and followed it to Corrientes where we saw a huge inflated elephant a couple of blocks down, maybe San Martin.  I wouldn’t have been so curious but she was.  We went down.  Wow.  They were filming.  A cop said an advertisement for BMW.  But there was no BMW in  sight.  Front to back, they had men in animal costumes, like sports mascots: hippos, foxes etc.  Then a marching band, a corps of drum majorettes, horse-mounted police, four old white convertibles (2 1960 Chevrolets, a Buick and a Cadillac from the era) with beauty queens aboard, a flower float (fake flowers) of a 3m tall elephant, and the huge (15m?) green inflated elephant.  There were portable towers along the sidewalk with machines to blow chaff (big silver confetti) out into the parade.  On a signal all went into motion, advanced about 100m down the street, then stopped and backed up. We saw the sequence 3 times.

We talked to a very animated woman who told us she was in (advertising?) but was really at heart an artist.  Her whole family is into plastic arts, theater, dance, song… everything.  They are of Polish extraction.  She was glad for conversation and pleased to be translated as necessary into English.  She confirmed the BMW story.  We later learned that much advertising if filmed in BA because it is inexpensive and looks European.  

We followed Corrientes to the Diques and made our way to Puerto Madero where we stopped for lunch and a couple of beers.  Had a long conversation which, as happens quite often, touched on the rich/poor question.  I mentioned an article that had showed up in my email: Stephen Pinker, certainly the world’s foremost cognitive scientist and probably the leading intellectual in American science, just moved from MIT to Harvard, commenting on the recent and explosive research out of BYU on the genetic basis of Ashkenazi intelligence.  Pinker of course an Ashkenazi, as is Larry Summers who presumably lured him to Harvard.  Pinker apparently spoke volubly, then let his final slide speak for itself as he walked off the stage.  America is not ready to talk about the implications of group differences in intelligence.  I have, by the way, read the BYU work and find it pretty well done and modest in its claims.  Nonetheless, any concession that any group differs in any way would put a crack in the bedrock beliefs of the academy, and will be fiercely resisted.  I add as a footnote that Pinker’s thoughts on the subject are clear but very obliquely stated in his “The Blank Slate” of maybe five years ago.  He knows the limits of this discussion.

Kate’s story is interesting.  She grew up in New Haven, which aside from Yale is a very poor and quite black town.  Her brother was the only white guy in his school.  He is accomplished in many ways, including athletically, and got along fine.  I’ve read of the New Haven schools and thus know something of the evidence of her eyes, but she simply doesn’t want to think about the issue.  Which makes her like almost everybody in society and the academy except for some like educational statisticians who know what the numbers have been saying for a century.  Professors in my department don’t make waves but also don’t refute the conclusions to which the evidence points.  Bottom line: Pinker is right about our inability as a society to come to grips with the realities of the issue that every analyst over time, Tocqueville to Twain to Mencken to Moynihan has called America’s biggest social issue: the causes of inequality among groups within society.  (Footnote added Wednesday.  More in the mail today, including what I consider to be an apt comparison Pinker makes between the current state of cognitive science and what Galileo faced.  The Church of Social Science feels itself besieged by heretics.  They introduce a term that is new to me.  The AAA statement on race they would say exhibits the “Lewontinian fallacy.”  After Harvard’s Richard Lewontin, together with Harvard’s late Stephen Jay Gould the defenders of the status quo.  Stay tuned – this will be an interesting intellectual brouhaha.)

Walking back we passed through Plaza de Mayo, the odalisque, and then walked the length of Tucuman at dusk on the Sabbath where we saw the observant walking to synagogues wearing dark suits and yarmulkes or beards and dark hats.  Men seemed to outnumber women, and very often we saw men holding their sons’ hands.  Quite different from our society, in which mothers are more often the ones to see to the religious instruction of their kids.

Sunday, January 15, 2006

We gathered for our walk through town.  Took the Bulnes subte to Catedral.  Walked the Plaza de Mayo, then through the government buildings to San Telmo.  Only the old cabildo is in what we from California call “mission style”, 18th century.  Most is in the French mansard style, late 18th century, quite grand.  Some in English utilitarian style from the same era.  These were built by the conservative/religious governments controlled by landowners who held sway for the century between the founding of the republic in 1816 to the election of Yrigoyen in 1916.  The cathedral is a mixture.  When it partially collapsed after the revolution, those who restored it did not want to enshrine the style of the Spaniards; the reconstructed portion is typically 19th century.

San Telmo’s antique shops hold little charm for me.  I was happy for the conversation over lunch with Donna and Gary, Judith and Maru.

Our tango lessons were a delight.  Dance teachers must, in the course of things, tell you what you often don’t want to recognize about yourself.  My belly is a bit too far out, my knees bent… all that stuff.  Truths that I have already noticed, thanks, in photos of myself on this trip.  One must accept these indignities for the truth that they are and move on.  Change posture, learn the dance as well as possible, and resolve (again) to do something about that belly or whatever.  Donna and Kate are struggling with issues of the dance itself.  We don’t do it much, and we aren’t conditioned to learn new body movements such as these.  It calls on talents we haven’t much developed.  Still, they are good sports.  Deborah on the other hand loves to dance and seems to pick it up effortlessly.  Judith and the dance instructor show off for us a little, and we are duly impressed.  Judith and I later discuss and lament the fact that people do not dance or sing much any more.  Why not?  Yet, on the bus to Buenos Aires we had the wonderful exchange of camp songs between a troop of Argentine girl scouts and our girls.  The know several songs in common (Baby Bumblebee, e.g.) and enjoy performing for each other.  

Monday, January 16, 2005

Today we are punctual and we arrive at IDES – Instituto de Desarrollo Economico y Social – a full half-hour early.  The theory is that we are nervous because we are giving presentations today.  

Dr. Rosana Guber gives us the history of IDES.  (Note to Judith:  Here I’m following your technique.  I have my field notes open in one window and am writing in the other).

IDES was founded in 1958 in Buenos Aires province.  It was a manifestation of Desarrollarismo, or a way out of backwardness, following the Peron-1 years 1945-55.  They founded the policy journal of the same name, which is the major journal of the social sciences in Argentina.

IDES started a grad program in 2001.  Previously it was not a place for research, but  more of a place  to meet and exchange ideas of the kind that would not have been allowed (often) in  public universities.

Rosana heads the Centro de Anthropologia Social.  It was started in 1974 by Esther Hermitte.  Hermitte did her work in Chicago and Chiapas, on the transition from (Maya) Indian to Ladino.  Sorcery was a special topic of interest.  The Maya believe in parallel worlds.  I’m trying to recall the novel I read on the subject, by a Mexican Sandra somebody.  In any case Hermitte won a couple of prizes.  Her works were published only in Spanish.

Sociology was the major social science of the ‘70s because Argentina was defined as a modern, urban industrial country without Indian “problems.”  Rosana says in fact they had more Indians than Brazil.  (NB: I know that counting Indians is a very inexact science.  When I later ask a question touching on this matter, I get an answer that  implies Rosana hasn’t delved much into the issue).  

What the sociologists did was the Ethnographic Museum in San Telmo, then the Instituto de Tradiccion, renamed National Institute of Anthropology.  (list of other schools and museums, which I miss).  Anthropology was in their minds associated with the past, ethnography with the  present.  Folklore related to the surviving traditions of Spanish and Indian mixtures, with nothing  to do with the modern.

Hermitte did field work on rural and overseas migration and the social relations of production in the countryside, especially yerba mate, tobacco, sugar and cotton in the NorthWest.  She was interested in the poncho weavers, mostly women and the patron/client relationships in Catamarca.  Now ponchos are worn as camisetas de fotbol (?).  Rosana spoke of other anthropologists and the work they did: Santiago Bilbao with sugar growers and mills; Bartholome ??  Balajete (??) with cotton growers.  Stølen with the heritage of inequality.  It was good work, but for political reasons social anthropologists often had to leave, banned in universities.  (I add that in the U.S. there were often social activists as well as scholars among them.  From Stølen’s title I would not be surprised if it were also so here.  Kind of stuff that makes authorities nervous.)  

Only Misiones has remained in continual existence.  They deal with social issues.  There is interest in ethnocentrism.  Race, however, is not an “official” issue.  Argentina never had slavery; it is all settler capitalism.  Note: while I understand that Argentina never had the encomienda system, it appears nevertheless true that the criollos did not seem to own land, perhaps inheriting the Indians’ concept that land is in common, not a thing to be owned (?).  I can certainly imagine that philosophy surviving among gauchos on the estancias of the pampa.

At any rate, “racism” in Argentina is between the people of the pampas and those of the interior.  The pampas exported and had cash; the interior not.  Railroads radiated like a star from BA to the provinces.  By her analogy, Argentina is a country that is all head and little body.  

Modernization theory held that the problem was Peronismo.  Argentina had developed quickly in economics but not so fast in culture and politics.  People came from the interior, attracted by Peron’s industrialization, the  promise of jobs.  In fact, backwardness was forced on the countryside by Buenos Aires, which monopolized all the leadership roles.  There was a federal organization, but it was very centralized.  What they call a Unitarian system.  They don’t have different laws at the province level.  Federal customs policy was crucial for the development of different sectors of the economy.  Argentina defined itself as a desert (viz, “war of the desert”)  There was not enough population, and t hey (felt they could not?) depend on the large Indian population to provide the labor required in the Pampas.  The natives of the pampa and Patagonia were nomadic peoples.  They chose to bring in people from Europe to populate the places.

People were known by the power that issued their passports.  Hence Lebanese were “Turcos” and Jews were “Russos”.  Racism related to political issues.  This talks about t he rift between the porteños and the interior, not black and white Argentinians.  So it is a social construct.  White immigrants accuse criollos of being black, ie, “cabacitas  negras.”  NB: My Diccionario Larousse has a definition of racism that coincides very well with that in Webster.  Also Larousse in French and Portuguese.  Is this odd usage itself a “social construct?”  

Getting back to the issue, Rosana says that there are many ways of discriminating.  We always classify.  We need to.  The inequality in the country is class-based.  Most Peron followers were working class.  Peron had to work to win their support.  He formed new unions to bring over socialists and communists.  Entered provincial power structures to seek support.  He was not naturally supported by poor people, but he worked on it and got it, through salary structures among other things.

Angie asked where the “black” notion comes from in a country that has no blacks.  Rosana answered, interesting.  Racial language is much rooted in nature,  not culture.  Culture would be something learned.  By nature you are inferior or superior (goes the hypothesis, she says).  In fact there were Afro-Argentinians.  George (?) worked on them.  There were not many.  Some domestic servants, some lost en route to the Bolivian mines.  Some (presumably free) from the (Portuguese?) Cape Verde Islands.  They were 1/3 of the population of Mendoza, then they suddenly disappeared. What happened?  Reed Andrews says they are still here, but invisible.  

Cultural diversity was never before important in Argentina but now is (presumably following cultural trends in US and Canada?).  They are supported by grants.  Many new programs foster diversity.  It used to be that public culture was based in public schools and the military, which had conscription through 1994.  

Deborah asked how a country goes about recreating a culture that has disappeared, such as that of the Afro-Argentinians.  The answer is a bit off-target  Argentina now recognizes “Pueblos originales,” which they used to call  aborigines.  She says it forms a curious parallel with Australia’s treatment of aborigines, and is the only parallel use of the term.  (I’d say look also at Canada).  Rosana drew a map of the placement of the Indian groups:
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Sarmiento distinguished between barbarians and Europeans.  (other topic) some provinces had caudillos, some not. There were national territories on the borders.  Many became provinces only in the 1950s.  

Anthropology has been taught in (list of provinces including BA, Salta, Jujuy, Misiones) since the 1950s.  Forensic anthropology has recently made the term widely known.  

Donna questioned: I assume Catholic universities are left-leaning.  Rosana said, in 1958 they were quite right wing.  After 1976 in Salvador  (?) many sociologists were expelled from national universities.  The church was very strong in defining the agenda of science and technology.  For example, one geneticist (name missed) who was expelled from Argentina for politics won a Nobel prize at Cambridge.

Monday afternoon we had a city tour led by Mauricio, a friend of Maru’s.  They said meet at the Mariott on Plaza San Martin.  I wrote it down, but in the scramble to leave my stuff at the hotel left off also my notes, somehow remembered Sheraton, and lo and behold there is also a Sheraton there.  I tried to phone but Maru’s phone could not receive inbound calls from pay phones (?) and the message made no sense to me.  After 15 minutes the Sheraton desk was kind enough to call and Maru to wait for me.  

The tour consisted of a series of mansions of truly grand scale (Paz’ at 12,000m2, or 120,000 sq ft, with a staff of 50 for his widow and 2 children, as he died during construction.  In Paris in the arms of his mistress).  Most are of the French mansard style we saw Saturday.  Most now owned by the government or as embassies.  In any case, gives a sense of the wealth of that era and a sense of the uses of money.  Boring to me; I see the McMansion phenomenon every day in my own neighborhood.  

We passed the site of the 1992 bombing of the Israeli Embassy.   Heard also about the bombing of the Jewish Community Center, in which the Dominguez cemetery records were lost.  Though the perpetrators were supposedly foreign terrorists, it is odd to note that the Embassy always had an Argentine soldier on duty.  The afternoon of the bombing there was oddly none there.  29 people died and they never found those responsible.  There is a theory that this was the cost of Argentina’s participation in Gulf War I.

The most interesting building is an English style mansion, with more interesting landscaping.  

We walk to Recoleta cemetery.  The same excess in death as life.  The odd journey of Evita’s body, stolen by Urumburu and spirited from house to house, going into exile, experiencing necrophilia (?!) and finally put into the Duarte family tomb.  Urumburu’s tomb, victim of Monteneros.  

Laura asks if there are any Jews buried here.  Maruicio doesn’t know.  I had previously asked what he was doing his dissertation on.  Jewish history in Argentina.  Aha.  I asked about the Hebrew characters on the Yiddish tombs in Dominguez.  He says, yes, Yiddish is written with Hebrew characters.  I say, wasn’t it a derivative of German.  He says no, they co-evolved about the year 1000.  I ask, where had the Diaspora taken them  in the first millennium?  Beyond Rome shortly after the 2nd temple (60 AD?) he doesn’t know.  When did anti-Semitism arise?  He says, early, because the Catholics taught that Jews had killed Christ.  I asked about anti-Semitism in the dictatorships of Argentina.  He said, yes, most were rather conservatively Catholic, and of course the Jews were prominent among intellectuals, socialists, etc.  It is not t hat they would kidnap and “disappear” you just because you were a Jew, but the torture might be more severe.  

This (Monday) night I have dinner at La Biela, a Recoleta landmark.  It is expensive by local standards.  The clientele is high class, mostly well past middle age.  Pairs of older ladies, a furtive looking older gay pair talking in whispers, a few businessmen, and a dead ringer for a Mafiosi don attended for a while by a hard looking woman, after which he spent another hour on his cell phone looking like Marlon Brando.  I’d like to strike up a conversation, but there are no likely targets.

Tuesday, January 17, 2006

We have a talk by Santiago Alvarez.  Judith introduces him as a lawyer/anthropologist with a PhD from LSE.  He has been teaching at Misiones & IDES.  He did field work in Columbia, resulting in a book available downstairs (at IDES) in Spanish.  He is also the editor of Anthropagia and a publisher.  

Judith asked him to talk more about his publishing house than his field work.  This is interesting (he says) because it has a lot to do with his point of view of what Argentina is.  First, it is not so common to start a publishing house being social anthropologist doing research.   Here more common to do both things at the same time.  In the US you have more specialization.  

The reason is that here you have to do things together, and there was need for publications  in social anthropology and other social sciences.  When I returned from London I realized there was a problem.  People had interesting research in different fields, but the research was not published and in most cases only available in archives that were hard to obtain by students.

(Stated another way) the first thing I realized when arriving in Buenos Aires was that there was not any materialization of social sciences production.  Many people were working, but it was more common for students to do ethnographies in the US or Europe, then translate into Spanish.  Practically, that meant that work done in the 1980s would arrive (in the land where the field work was done) by year 2000.  Also there was no communication among Argentina and other countries producing work in anthropology.  Santiago’s was not an isolated effort.  There was also a new magazine in Misiones, the (ABA?)  It was also part of the idea of creating a more active exchange of between people producing fieldwork in Argentina.  

At the same time the publishing house is related to the center of social anthropology, IDES.  There is a particular collection of ethnographic publications.  They published eight ethnographies by IDES.  In most cases they are by students here or Misiones.  

Another thing (worth disussing) is the annuary (yearbook) of the center project that we published.  We distribute ABA magazine.  This is a sort of not only an economic project, but it is mostly related to the promotion of social anthropology in Argentina and the interconnection between Argentine and other Latin American publications.

Argentina is country in consistent political and economic turmoil.  That makes it difficult to sustain stable economic action.  But on the other hand it offers possibilities which may not exist in the States, the land of opportunity.  It is impossible to do things like this in a country like Germany or Great Britain because to be honest for two years we didn’t pay tax.  There are many possibilities   On one hand it is difficult, but on the other it is possible to work for a while in an unauthorized way.  It starts as one book, to see how it goes, then in the last three years there has been much change.  This year there will be 14 books.  It is difficult and we still need to mature; we are still very small.  

Technology now allows us to make small runs.  We don’t do the whole job.  We outsource it to people who work on it.  The designer, the editor, the printing house.  All outsourced.  We don’t need a big org with hundreds of people.  I have partner, and we have people.  They are freelancers.  Basically that’s the story.  So far we have 30 books published.  It’s like a snowball.  People are contacting us.  We run 500-2000 copies of the average book.  This year will do 3000 copies for some.  The average is 500 copies moving to 1000.  Technology allows publishing of small number of copies.  Of course with bigger runs there is a smaller cost per book.  It doesn’t mean it’s a great business.  People who want to publish, that is to say, institutes, foundations and universities pay part of the cost of (producing) the book.  We normally publish with no further or extra costs.  Our profit is made in selling books.  

Tanjira asked, “how does it affect bottom line?  Not from tax office.” Santiago replied that they do their own distribution.  Sure, there are distribution  companies.  Normally they keep a large percentage of the gross.  Moreover, you have to trust their accounting.  You never know how many actually sold.  We have one employee doing (fulfillment).  We send to big chains such as (missed the name) at Santa Fe & Callao.  Big companies distribute around Argentina, in their places around country.  We also have relations with small libraries (booksellers) in important (sizeable) cities of Argentina.  Sometimes we don’t have a good distribution structure.  It is hard to receive money from them.  Still we prefer to have these agreements.  Most are honest & send money somehow.  It is important to be present somehow.

People ask by email where they can buy our books.  In any case, the volume that goes through small bookstores is not great.  How many books we are selling? About 250-300 per month.

Laura asked about royalties.  Some chains are worse than us.  We have personal relations with authors.  We have agreements.  By law the author gets at least 10% of royalties.  We have that obligation.  We have many kinds of agreements.  Since they put up the money to publish, we can give them another (higher) number.  A big question is how many books they take for themselves out of the press run.  Big houses don’t give lots of books.   In cases of collections of essays, which may have 10-12 or more authors, we give them 50 or more copies, even up to 100.  It depends on the particular agreement.  This works in our favor.  Other companies being bigger can impose their own conditions.  

When they don’t sell the books the author can buy them for 10% of the cover price (??)l  We give a lot of books if  they ask for them, almost free.  Our books will not be an economic success.  But on the other hand they will be useful for long period of time.  

Tanjira asked, how do you network?  Get people to come to you.  Santiago replied that networking is more important here than elsewhere.  Creation of a distribution network is something that is started little by little.  But on the other hand we started with a couple of books.  The distribution network started by personal contacts.  Who is owner of the bookstore?  Can I talk to someone?  They are of course interested in selling books.  We work in the (narrower field) of social sciences.  Personal networking is very important.  (Tanjira) I can’t tell you how to do the happy hour thing.  I’ll give you my card.  Site is www. eAntropofagia.com.ar

I don’t have a society (corporation).  They will sue me personally (for taxes or whatever).  I am a monotributo, ie, small business.  It represents a simplification of taxing for small payers.  I am on the limits, but always moving up.  Scared that someone will appear and look at my records.  Always have idea that you can arrange it somehow, and negotiate with tax guys.  It is tougher than it used to be, especially in Buenos Aires province.

Ashley asked if networking is more important in Latin America than elsewhere, and if so, why?  Santiago said he agreed.  Anglo Saxon countries have a more objective idea of making contracts.  Subjectivity is greater here than in Great Britain for example.  To  rise in the academy networking is very important.  Advancement is based on who you know.  

Networking is not so simplistic.  (To entertain clients) select nice place.  It is nice to have music.  (Study your target) and go to the target to find do things where that target will be in.  People will not like (a situation if it is) not in fashion.  Networking is really  important.  (What I am) mostly trying to say is that in certain relations it is personalized.  To deal with distribution it must be personalized.  Somebody will start a relationship, and you must keep in close, like in a friendship relationship.  Yet I don’t want to exaggerate this point.

All our books on Amazon, but it is done through the virtual library El Ladeneo called Thematika.com.ar.  When they receive books,  in one week are on Amazon.  

(I asked about TVA and income taxes, federal and provincial)  I pay monotributo, which is a simplification of taxation for small businesses.  I am paying only that one tax.  A society (corporation) has to pay different taxes, among them national and Buenos Aires city taxes.  Income tax rates are very low, but there is a problem now because of inflation.  They didn’t move the minimum so now increasingly people of middle class obliged to pay tax they didn’t have to pay before.  Those with incomes of 3000 pesos/mo and up have to pay.  We are not  paying.  But it is a transition.  There is discussion in government about not enforcing taxation against people below a certain level.  For now they are prosecuting richer people. 

This afternoon we will see a printing house with a situation growing out of the 2001/02 crisis.  It is called a Fabrica recuperada.  It went into bankruptcy, with huge debts to the workers.  The workers took the factory and started  to administrate it by themselves.  They gained legality (via a 2002 law).  As the first step in Ch 11 you have a concurso preventivo.  A trustee is put in charge of the plant and its assets, and he can accept that this factory is administrated by workers.   It gives the business a chance to pay debts.  They asked for a law by the provincial government for expropriation, and with a lot of  political pressure the government now helps workers with expropriation. The plant operates and provides money to the bankruptcy trustee.   This sort of companies now employ more than 20000 people.  They are not all in good condition because in most cases they received old fashioned machines.  Either the owners sold the valuable modern machines or kept the old stuff working.  In most cases the workers are overworking selves to make a go of it.  They work more hours so as not to lose jobs.  In the last three years, despite job creation, Argentina still has 10-13% unemployment   It is a huge problem and employees prefer to keep their jobs despite the conditions.

This company is working better than most.  The best ones never stopped production.  It is really tougher when you restart.  There is not enough money, and you have to overcome lots of economic problems to survive.  In this case they are doing quite well.  There is always an issue of socialist vs. practical management.  They may need idealism at the start, but it can become a problem of management little by little.  (There is an alternative?) new movement which is more pragmatic.  They have management professional teams go to factories and try to work  with them.  There  is the issue of relations with t he state.  Those with ideological positions, anarchists, Trotskyites etc. normally have more problems.  The workers can be very pragmatic.  They need government for credits to start production or renew it.  

Tuesday Afternoon, visit to the factory

The offset presses are probably 30 years old, of German manufacture.  They used to do top-end illustrated books.  Now they do a lot of leftist/progressive literature.  Some of the workers are very invested in the movement, but most just happy to have their jobs.  One I talked to, Fermin, came from Grand Canary in 1951 and has worked here since.  On account of the bankruptcy he cannot draw a pension and must keep working.  

Preproduction is computerized and modern, but most clients seem to come with camera-ready copy.  

They asked about George Bush but didn’t seem too agitated about him.  Our students were probably as anti-Bush as they were.  They asked our opinions about Cuba; there are apparently two points of view in Argentina.  Ditto Hugo Chaves.  

Wednesday January 18, 2006

We visited the Escuela Mecanica del Armada, or the Naval Mechanics School.  Approximately 5,000 kidnapped prisoners passed through it in the Videla-Viola years, of whom only about 200 came out alive.  It will be a Museum of Memory when it opens.  Now it is only open to special requests by people related to governments and to journalists.  

Yesterday Maru gave us a background on the “dirty war.”

Mothers and grandmothers of the “disappeared” meet each Thursday afternoon at Plaza de Mayo to march.  In our visit there we saw heavy metal fencing that closes off the quarter of the plaza closest to the Casa Rosada, a reminder of just how much dissent might be tolerated.

To start, Maru said, most people called it the “dirty war.”  Not all, however, share the notion.  To others it is merely the “last military dictatorship.”  Even the reference to war itself is complex.  During the process of the dictatorship it was not easy to recognize that there was a war.  It is hard to make a claim in support of taking prisoners.  The process is still under discussion.  There were 6 coups d’etat bringing the military to power.  1930 1943 1955 1963? 1976 1986?.  She referred to the period prior to the (1976?) coup d’etat.  Peronism was not permitted as party and guerillas (Monteneros?) not able to vote.  

One author’s hypothesis is that young people became guerrillas because they couldn’t vote.  Many were middle class, their parents members of the secular/labor sector.  Then new groups appeared that were more leftist.   There was revolution in the air, in Poland and in Latin America.  Peron was away in exile, and people started to clamor for his return.  There was a great national convention for the return to institutional democracy (in 1975, from the Organia gov’t?).  Campara was elected, the people knowing that Peron would take over.  Isable Martinez was with him.  

During his 18 years of exile Peron had been playing both sides against the middle.  He encouraged the left and right wings of the Peronist party to believe he supported them.  He was more right than left wing.  Soon after his return many of left (Montoneros among them) quit the party.

Upon his death in1975, Isabel takes over.  There is a crisis of inflation.  Before 1972 the AAA: alliance argentina aticommunista was formed.  There was already kidnapping and killing.  On the other side there were many terrorist attacks.  The police and military responded.   Before coup d’etat, in Tucuman, they had kind of a trial run in which they succeed in destroying guerillas from las selvas.

Where are the people from human rights organizations, one asks?

The 76-83 “Process of reorganization of Argentine society.” was supposed to change things for good by taking the subversives out of society.  The universities especially were under pressure.  Many things were banned.  Many were kidnapped and taken to 248 centers of detention.  Different armed forces took part.  Over 5000 people went through the naval facility where we will visit tomorrow.

The documents establishing the purposes of the Fuerzas Armadas were set up in Buenos Aires on 24 Mar76 (?).  This document was to set purposes for national reorganization.  

1) Its main purpose was to resuscitate the traditional values of the state:  Honesty and efficiency .

2) It would assure the installation of a republican democracy with an adequate judiciary.  There would be methods to measure progress(?).  It would create political sovereignty and put national interest above sectorism.  For instance, it would support Christian morals, social security, and the complete existence of judicial order.

In 1976 Amnesty International called attention to abuses.  In 1977, as a U.S. representative paid a visit to the monument to San Martin; a list of 100 kidnapped kids was thrust at him.  A group sang as grandmothers (?).  From then on they started calling themselves like that (mothers and grandmothers of Plaza de Mayo?).  They are known worldwide.  Many people still say they had no idea what was going on.  As they burned their own books, Maru asks sarcastically. Journalists? 

Timmerman

Jacobo Timmerman: prisoner without a name, cell without a number.

From 1977 and on (protest) organizations started.  Some even earlier; the SMB was created before coup d’etat.  Many went into exile and never returned.  There was a fissure in society, deep as a catastrophe.  You can talk about it but never fully depict the feeling.  There are no words to describe the trauma.  Many nonetheless survived, and  they started asking about where they were.  And they started documents about who they were.  Argentina was the first country to take military to trial, in1985.  Unluckily for us, the military asked for amnesty and the president (pre Menem?) could not say no.  They set up a six-months window for prosecution, after which things would return to normal.

Local TV has shown victims and witnesses.  Since that has taken place there is pressure on the president to create two laws, since passed by the national congress.  There was however a full stop  No trials could be held after a certain amount of time.  The laws protected soldiers who were “only following orders.”  

20 years later spain, germany, us, france, italy, 

Argentina has never sent people to other countries to be judged.  There are other trials taking place.  Argentina has said that (previous) trials (were) not constitutional, therefore must be reopened (?).  Same elsewhere: Pinochet was almost tried in England, but not.  There was an effort in Spain. 

The question was asked, has there been compensation to victims?  In the early 1990s human rights organizations went to the Netherlands and started asking for monetary compensation.  

“State terrorism” is defined as the use of fear on behalf of the state, its employees and institutions, as a political weapon to subdue a society or community.  The fear of disappearing oneself.  Fear inspired in those who see kidnapping and those who have activities that might be political.  Fear also in students of sociology, anthropology and family environment.   It touched not just those who were kidnapped but it affected large parts of the population who knew what was going on.  Those who witnessed strange absences and the kidnapping of high school kids  In that way society internalized fear.  There were no challenges to est. order.  

Maru notes that she used to work in a human rights organization.  HR organizations here appeared in a context that was completely negative.  They showed powers of resistance.  That had to be taken into account.  The Sociedad Rueda(?) called the clandestine prisons concentration camps, I remember.  She used folklore.  Even in the worst conditions, however, people showed solidarity.  

There are some sources.  One organization is www.ceis.org. ar. Memoria abierta.   Has a web site.  

We had a talk by Silvana Turner this evening.  Following the recommended methodology, I’m including my rough field notes to the right and analysis, much more brief, in the text boxes to the left.

EAAF

Silvana Turner

Working in doc of human rights violations since 1984.  Arg & other.  Mil regime 76-83.  Disappearance 10,000 people.  1984 gov’t est. commission.  Hon a der.  Ask AAAS.  2 areas.  Forensic Anth.  & Archeo.  

In Arg. Recovery & exhumation of dispp. People.  

3 steps

prelim

archeo recovery

analysis


1) Interview relatives of victims, documents, testimony.  

2) Est. hypothesis about identtificatn of people.

3) Study the remains

Cause of death.  Sex, age, etc.  

DNA helps a lot.  DNA bone/blood compared.

Restitution of remains to family.

Know what happened; re construct death.

30 countries now. 20 years.  50% outside Arg.  NGO status.  15 people.

Video Cordoba province 2-3 recent years.

Dec 1983 – lots of info appeared.  Places where burials had taken place.  Dug up remains with bulldozers, cemetery workers.  HR orgs said to stop doing it that way.  Clyde Snow from AAAS came to advise WRT how to do it.  EAAF starts to work with Snow.  Archeology techniques.   1984 1st exhumation.  Dept. of BA as well, 3-4 years.  Several common graves.  340 remains outskirts BA.  Stop digging using wrong techniques.  Remains mixed up w/bulldozer.  Find body in natural situatioin, other evidence.  Cause of death.  Remains were put into bags, all jumbled, then with no soft tissue could not put together remains by remains.  In most cases we can try to est. minimum number of individuals in that dig.  That’s about it.  

What inspired you to do it?  Were studying anthro, archeo, med.  Special time in Arg.  Inspired to do something to use our knowledge, put that in terms of doing something WRT what was happening politically.  Working with HR orgs and relatives is something that for us is very important.  Usually do in other countries too.  Not only technical aspects, but social, psych aspects.  Holistic approach.  

Deb: how are you commissioned to do these dig-ups.

We always work under (approval) After the conflict is over.  In Arg there was national commission.  We are expert witness & in other countries as well.  Sometimes in judiciary.  Sometimes nat’l commission.  Sometimes Amnesyt International.  Must be some conditions in the country to do this work.  What we  do is to give bring people to judge(ment).  


30 countries now.  Started in LA in 80s.  Violence was in 60s and 70s.  80s was democratization.  Arg. Exp. Was first to apply these techniques to HR situations.  Other countries call requestion advice.  We apply this forensic anthro to HR  investigations.  Not only violence, but political violence.  

What’s happening to General Menendez who authorized?  National Commission 1985 prosecution.  Some high commanders of “Reorg” were condemned.  Jailed for a while.  Then 1990s 2  laws: amnesty and (?).  Now process is opened again.  This is a political process.  Last 20 years much has happened.  At some point, no prosecution.  Still continue with recuperation.  Not only for humanitarian reasons, but because justice may be available again.  We keep a standard in terms of investigation.  

Forensic Anthro meeting w/families put lots of effort into personal connections.  Support groups exist?

Yes.  Way we work, our approach, in case of US & other countries is  moreprofessional approach.  Get remains, do investigation.  Lab gets it.  Train people in other countries Guatamala.  Because of massive load (60,000 cases).  Different consultantion to relatives of victims.  Follow  process of investigation.  We usually receive advice from others.  Interdisciplinary.  Anthropolgists, psych., social, physicians.

When they examine bones forensically, do they age the wound to figure out  how long ago.  Hard to establish.  Judge will ask when it happened.  What we can sometimes do  is to date the event.  Coins can date event.  Study age, think about biological age.  Ie, 18-19 years old.  

Robyn.  Incrediblethat you are able  to find some names.  What are things that hinder/slow  application.  Lack of science?  

2 problems

1) Wehave lack  of physical info.  Remains can bring you lots of info, but if you don’thave info from victims, can’t do it.  30 years ago.  Don’t have medical records.  They were young & healthy.  To ID you need precise info.  Not only age, stature, sex.  Recently 5-6 years ago DNA is helping a lot. Now have project to massively compare DNA bone & blood.  Expect that will help greatly.  Here we have IDd 25 people.  Expect next 2-3 years to do 30,000 samples.  In that sense DNA helps a lot.

News report about guy finding father.  Continued public interest  in project.  

20 years’ work.  Now you will find lots of info about HR issues in newspapers.  HR & HR orgs  is having a lot of attention now.

How organizationgenerates resourcesto run activities.  The young man in movie was eager to recognize actual identitiy.  Have some others been more reluctant to know identity.  

Happening recently: children now in 20s coming for  information, questions.  Different than parent’s question.  Want toknow their parents.  Main interest is not only remains, but more about hstory of parents.  In  general the rlatives want the DNA testing, want to have that posisbley.   Sometimes  call  just for DNA.   Sometimes we have info to complete history of case even if we can’t find remains.  We have  the conculstion person is buried in cemetery, but going there find that remains were exhumed.  At least  try to complete history of case.

Resources.  We are an NGO.  Receiving support from  gov’t.  Usually way we work is  to present project to HR orgs.  

What happened  to women  who were pregnant.  What happened to children.  Records  of memory of women being present.  

Grandmothersof Plaza de Mayo.  Looking for those children.  Women kept alive until birth.  Not legal adoption.  Or parents & kids kidnapped.  Still searching for kids.  

Assassinated.  Makes people know they were important people.  Would have made a difference in the world.  Is that a common way to refer to them?  Or are you just giving them respect by saying “assassinated?”

We think what is important is bring the history of that person, how, when, completing the  story.  Way to recover remains, OK, and means of killing.  At beginning was hard in Arg to talk about the idea of doing.  Most victims belonged to social movements.  Most were not ready to talk about their associations.   Even relatives.  In that sense is a way to try to honor them, think about their aspirations, etc.  

Maru mentioned books that were censored because considered against interests of gov’t.  Censured books.  What about censored book list.  You can buy the books now.  

Security: NGOs when they do this, how do you protect yourselves?  

We are  more worried about a lot of peopleother  than us.  Thosewho remain in country.  For this investigation you needs someconditions,incl. Security.  Depends on social problems.  You need institutional support.  In that sense security isone thjing.  Sometimes we refuse.  Work where events were years before.  Sometimes difficult.  

Most disappearances were 76-77 but they continued.  

How are cases prioritized/triaged?  How do you know which ones to pursue?  We approach it as a whole.  Historical context dictates how to proceed.  

Process: investigate.  This person disappeared from here,  that day.  Compare with dates of burial, etc.  
Analyze the historical aspect of process.  Many keys.  Militancy of  the  people.  There was a kind of logic.  We try to “undo” their logical process.  

In developing a case & developing history, have all parties been willing toparticpate.  IE medical records, etc.

Depends.  Sometimes easier than other.  Bureaucracy.  Sometimes hard to get to sources.  That kind of problems.  Not that we have a unique3 archive, but only so much.  Not just to access but to try to put together / analyze / make sense of the records.   Have info but you have to work hard tomake sense of it.  Usually when you have to get official records it is hjarder.  We receive lots of info from administrative letters, ie, cemetery.  States use a lot  of paper.  We use those sources.  Oral sources.  We  never push.  

Kosovo: Doing stuff in Balkans.  What about instability?  How do you work there?  Bosnia Kosovo + ?   Bigger teamthere ICBY.  We were part of bigger team.  Investigation huge.  UN umbrella.  Imporant point.  Generated lots of  interest in forensic anthro field.  Before that doing just a bit, after that lots of interest.  People working this area.  Problems you can specialie in.

Angie: working to ID body can only ccompare to info from families.  Have most families come forward, or not?  

Massacres in Salvador, Guatamala.  Whole town massacred.  No records.  No medical systems.  Don’t have personal info.  Cannot ID even with DNA because of inbreeding.  Whole community assumes belonging to group.  Usually have ollective  ceremony.  Cannot ID individuals.  

Had members of  team come to UMD.  Have purchased video called “following ….”  Hornbake lib. 

Because gov’ts involved, how is i\t that current gov’t  is not helping by providing money.  There are restraints.  Why aren’t they helping  more?  Difficult balance.  Decided to be an NGO.  Not willing to be close to gov’t.  Working outside ARG try to have as much info as possibleabout political and social.  Try not to receive info from gov’t.  In terms of our independence we want to guard it.  Different situations,contexts.  After 30 yrs in ARg, current gov’t is different.  In general prfer to receive sources not from country where we are going to be working.  Receive funding from agencies.

What are you learning about families whose relatives disappeared that can be applied to currently occurring disappearances?  Difficult not only in the sense…. Has a paralyzing effect.  Difficult in process of mourning.  Specific kind  of repression.  What society in shock.  What happens is that HR  orgs & everywhere see that  it is not only individual  problem.

Today:  Sudan.  Africa.  Lots to do in Africa.  Commissions in Africa.  Humanitarian.  Knowledge of what happened.  Justice.  Years.  

Arg in beginning not an agreement.  Can have a different political situation.  There is agreement.  Political decision.  All countries have different contexts.  

(=============  End of field notes for Silvana Turner ============)

Notes Thursday, January 19, 2006

We met with Rosana Guber at the Malvinas Memorial.  It was the subject of her PhD thesis.  Very briefly, the Falklands were first found by the Dutch, who called them something like Cevas Vinas, then settled by French from St. Malo, who called them malvinos or such.  Spain got them as it secured its hold on the territories of the Rio Platte, now Argentina, and they came to Argentina with independence in 1810.  

Argentina has had a complicated history with Great Britain.  The British tried to conquer Buenos Aires in 1806-7 and were repulsed by the settlers.  In 1833 they seized the Falklands as a strongpoint through which to control shipping through Cape Horn.  Argentina protested ineffectually, and has maintained a claim to the islands ever since.  The capital has been renamed from Port Luis to Port Stanley to Puerto Argentina and back to Port Stanley.  

The 74-day war of 1986 commenced with an Argentine invasion on April 2.  Patriotic support for the war lasted about as long as the war itself.  Once Britain recovered and sent a fleet to retake the islands the battle was pretty much settled.  They started bombing on May 1 and landed May 24.  Rather than provoke an all-out battle they simply established a naval blockade and waited for surrender, which came on June 14.  Argentine casualties were about 1200, half of whom died in the sinking of the Belgrano, which as I recall was on the high seas but nowhere near the war zone.  Santiago was full of insights on the political reasons that Thatcher needed to act resolutely, maybe a bit more bloodily than the situation absolutely required.

The PRN (Partido de Reorganizacimiento Nacional) had to cede power to a civilian government headed by Alfonsin in 1984, in good measure because of the popular support it had lost in the Malvinas affair.  The monument we visited was commissioned June 24, 1990.  

April 2, 1991 was the 9th anniversary of the affair.  The military who had led the action, all retired, held a very formal ceremony, including trumpets, marching, ceremonial lowering of the flag, and a very patriotic speech.  Veterans of the war waited until they were done, issuing however a few catcalls along the way, and then had their own rally and march.  They didn’t know how to do it,  but they did it with heart.

Rosana says these young men were in a liminal state (sp?).  Caught between youth and adulthood, military and civilian life.  Liminality is a state of passage, like being  in a fraternity initiation or a wedding.  These young men got stuck there.  Like Vietnam vets they had had trouble adjusting.  The state could not turn  them into men.  This step of solidarity with their comrades was necessary to complete the formation of their identity (or something like that  -- psych isn’t my field).  That is the first big point of her PhD.  The second is that all references to the Malvinas war are framed in an Argentine context.  They never mention the British.  Argentina initiated it and Argentines suffered.  (British losses, as I recall, were under 100 killed).  The war is a reflection of the competing factions in Argentine society.

The monument is a conscious replication of the Vietnam memorial.  Names are inscribed totally randomly, to indicate that in death, rank has no meaning.  Like the Vietnam memorial it reflects a democratization of the process and a focus on the individuals lost.  

As an exercise Rosana had us split into three groups to reconnoiter the monuments surrounding Plaza San Martin, in which the Malvinas memorial is situated.  Physically, it is in the center of the old city.  Surrounded by the palaces built by 19th century magnates.  Just up from the port and Retiro railroad station.  The monuments are:

Statue of San Martin, founder of the state

Some memorial (don’t remember) to the Englishman Canning, who recognized Argentina’s independence in 1810 but was repudiated in the Malvinas affair of 1833.

Leandro N. Alem, founder of the radical party and leader of a failed 1890 uprising

Plaza de Fuerzas Aereas, formerly Plaza de Ingleterra

Ex-Torre Des Ingleses, in the middle of the Plaza de Fuerzas Aereas

The Malvinas monument, with a map of the islands, shields of the provinces, a flagpole, the national banner set in stone, etc.

Rosana gave us a 3-page history of the 1991 incident that she attended and recounted where everybody had been.

We went to the Plaza de Mayo to see the Madres de Plaza de Mayo walk, but this Thursday they did not.  They did sell souvenirs.  There were two flags tied to the fence around the flagpole in the middle, one bearing a red star and the initials of the ERP.  The symbolism of the other was beyond me.

We had coffee with anthropologists Catrina and Ana Maria, to of Judith’s longtime  friends.  They gave a candid and charming account of their lives as anthropologists working for the Ministry of Culture.  Bottom line is that you don’t has as much freedom to pick your work as, say, somebody with IDES, but interesting projects do come your way and you can have a meaningful impact on public policy.

That’s it.  Now off to the printer.  Thanks, Judith, for all.

Silvana showed us a very moving movie about the human impact of the “disappearances” and the wounds to the heart that remain open after 30 years.  Most of us were moved to tears.  That said, the movie could have made its message in about half the time.  The emotional impact was so direct that it did not need to be underscored with long passages of sad music.  The scenes showing forensic technique were well photographed but could have been more technical.





The people of the EAAF are passionate about their work.  Though none mentioned having lost family members, they must have lost friends and acquaintances.  Their passion carries over to the other countries in which they work.  They are careful, methodical and scientific, but also dedicated.  





Their status as an NGO keeps a safe distance between them and the host-country governments.  They appear to work comfortably with Amnesty International and the various Human Rights commissions (Truth and Reconciliation, I believe, in Argentina).  





Though Silvana didn’t say so, the job appears to be different outside the Southern Cone.  Here the people appear to have been selected for elimination and systematically kidnapped, killed and “disappeared.”  It was cruder elsewhere: mass graves in Guatemala and El Salvador, Kosovo and Bosnia.  Sudan and the rest of Africa, should they go there, will be cruder yet.  





They need some middle-class structure to recreate individual identities: medical records, dental records, photos, etc.  That they lack in Guatemala and will certainly not have in Sudan.  Still, the “holistic” process of healing a society will presumably remain  much the same.  To me that is very much still applied anthropology.





The movie was quite open about the fact that one of the victims was a Montenero.  It made me confront my own feelings and temperament.





There is a chilling line from old Nazi movies to the effect that “Eef you haf done nothink wrong you haf nothink to fear.”  That reaction arises spontaneously in me when I see something like this movie.  “What did they do to invite this treatment?” Is it innate, part of my temperament?  I can’t associate it with anything I was overtly taught along the way.  I have to recognize that it is there, it is not valid, and it is out of step with most members of our society.  On the other hand I suspect it is one of those mechanisms that would help me fit in well were I to move to, say, Puerto Alicia.





The opposite perspective is clearly valid, in fact, the one which is consistent with democracy.  That would say that if you have a grievance you have an absolute right to voice it openly, and to make a nuisance of yourself if people attempt to shut you up.  That is the history of all the Plaza de Mayo movements. If people had not raised their voices the country would still be governed inequitably by the landed aristocracy who built those beautiful French-style palaces.  If you accept inequality you will be like poor Fermín at the printing company, with no pension to show for 53 years working there.





We spoke of anthropological studies of national character.  I think that Germans and Japanese may put a relatively higher value on social order than on social justice compared with other peoples.  They may be made extremely uncomfortable by the chaos and unpredictability related to civil disobedience and protest, and hence may more readily participate in repressive governments.  





Anecdotally, one of my clients in Germany was an Austrian named Heinz who had joined the SS at 18 or 19.  He and I worked out a plan for the efficient scheduling of school buses for American kids attending DOD schools in Kaiserslautern.  He had been disturbed by the chaos in Germany and Austria and receptive to a promise to resolve it.  As much, he would indicate, as a teenager thinks of anything.  This of course has echoes in not only the 1976 military government, but Peron and many before. 
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