
lawsuits has been filed over the 
legislation. 

What has happened, writes 
Courtney S. Campbell, a religion 
and philosophy professor at Ore-
gon State University, is that doc-
tors have almost certainly 
changed the way they practice 
medicine. One of the law’s major 
selling points was that it would 
lead to the alleviation of unbear-
able pain among the dying. The 
public response to the issue 
caused doctors, hospitals, and 
hospices to pay more attention to 
pain. Laws and licensure require-
ments were altered so that 
doctors no longer faced investi-

I N  E  S  S E N C E  

A dec ade-old W ash-
ingt on s tat e la w allo w-
ing doct or s t o writ e 
lethal pr e s criptions f o r 
dying p atient s has led 
t o impr o v ed c a r e at the 
end o f lif e . 

gation if they boosted dosages of 
medication to potentially danger-
ous levels for terminally ill peo-
ple. Today, the issue of pain has 
become secondary. More than 80 
percent of the patients request-

ing lethal drugs cite a “loss of 
autonomy” as justification. Pain 
is sixth on the list. 

The expressed purpose of the 
Oregon law, like that of the Wash-
ington initiative, is to allow 
residents to choose death with dig-
nity. Drugs are not a precondition 
for such a death, Campbell says, nor 
does the “possession of a right 
[entail] its subsequent use.” 

It may be, writes Campbell, 
who considers the law a “moral 
mistake,” that the mere possibil-
ity of legalizing physician-assist-
ed death serves as sufficient 
impetus to find alternatives for 
improving care at the end of life. 

A R T S  &  L E T T E R S  

Gray Listeners

T H E  S O U R C E :  “The Ageless Audience” 
by Diane Haithman, in Latimes.com, 
Oct. 5, 2008. 

Audiences for classical 

music aren’t getting gray, ob-
serves Diane Haithman, a writer 

for The Los Angeles Times. They 
always were gray. 

Actually, they’re somewhat older 
than they used to be, but not by as 
much as first appears. The median 
age of the typical classical music 
patron in 2002 was 49, compared 

with 40 in 1982. But the median 
age of the general population 
increased at the same time, from 40 
to 45. So the run-of-the-mill 
concertgoer grew nine years older 
between 1982 and 2002—but only 
four years older than the median 
American. 

The same sort of arithmetic 
works for patrons of the theater, 
ballet, and jazz. It is too early to 
write the obituary for live per-
forming arts, Haithman says. 

One of the cruel ironies of any literary endeavor is that 

the filmmaker—or the playwright, or poet, or novelist—can 

never truly experience the work the way the audience 

does. I, who had worked for six years on this movie [Field 

, will never know what it’s like to see it. To enter 

the theater without knowing what will unfold and give 

myself over to the story. I knew too much, and if I had the 

ability, I would invent a machine that would selectively 

wipe our memory, so we too could enjoy our creations 

without pre-knowledge of their secrets. 

Field of Dreams, in 

E XC E R P T  

The Man Who 
Knew Too Much 

o f D r e ams ] 

—PHIL ALDEN ROBINSON, w rit e r / dir ect or o f 

The Hopkins Review (F all 2 008) 
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Symphony concert attendance is 
up. Journalists who lament the 
aging of concert audiences may 
be forming their opinions by 
looking around from the most 
expensive seats—the ones the 
young concertgoers can’t afford. 
Up in the nosebleed section, 
wrinkles may be scarce. 

Classical concert tickets simply 
price out many young people. Tick-
ets are like wine. Buyers start out 
with Two Buck Chuck, move on to a 
Yellow Tail, and eventually feel 
flush enough to indulge in a fine 
Burgundy. Looked at another way, 
the life cycle of concertgoers might 
once have been graphed in three 
quantum leaps: Twentysomethings 
went to clubs on weekends; 
couples in their thirties stayed 
home raising children; and people 
in their forties began to subscribe 
to more highbrow entertainment, 
such as concerts. One theater 
director notes that the 21st-
century version of the graph would 
be elongated: Parents with young 
children at home were once aged 

Clas sic al c onc ert s ha v e 
t o giv e their audienc e 
s omething mor e than 
jus t a gr e at CD s ound 
with visuals . 

20 to 40; now they’re 30 to 50. 
Demographic and economic 

explanations aside, the apprec-
iation of classical music requires 
early exposure, something less 
common in schools than in the 
past. And selling high culture is no 
longer a matter of posting a reper-
toire and expecting the audiences 
to come. Competition for the time, 
attention, and money of the “new 
gray” performance-goer is fierce. 
Symphonies, operas, and even 
musicals will have to work for their 
patronage. A concert has to be 
more than a great CD sound with 
visuals. Audiences want to be 
touched by the experience, Haith-
man concludes. They seek not only 
to be entertained, but moved. 

A R T S  &  L E T T E R S  

Chagall’s Curious 
Legacy 

T H E  S O U R C E :  “Whatever Happened to 
Marc Chagall?” by Michael J. Lewis, in 
Commentary, Oct. 2008. 

Think of Marc Chagall 

(1887–1985), and what immediately 
comes to mind is a large, colorful 
canvas filled with whimsical 
symbols from his Jewish childhood 
in the Russian city of Vitebsk—a fid-
dler or a pair of lovers or a cow 
(sometimes all at once) cavorting on 
the roof of a rough-hewn peasant 
house or, just as likely, floating 
through the air in a dreamy dance. 
When Chagall died, at 97, he was 
acclaimed as the last survivor of the 
pioneering Modernists and the 
world’s preeminent Jewish artist. 
But Michael J. Lewis says that Cha-
gall was a “straggler in the march of 
Modernism,” whose best work was 
already behind him by the end of 
World War I. 

Reader 
By the end of his life—hell, by the middle of his life, 

Edmund Wilson was a fat, ferocious man: petty, 

pretentious, and petulant, a failure at many of the most 

ordinary tasks of life. But, man, could he through a 

poem, through a book, through a library. He was the 

Nijinsky, the Nureyev, at what he did—a genius, really: 

If he seems lost to us now, that’s not just because 

we have no similar genius to occupy the space that he 

filled. It’s also because that space has nearly disap-

peared. The magisterial critic has no role left in Amer-

ica, really. We appreciate, we enjoy, we peruse, we 

watch. But we don’t by reading 

anymore. The novel, the premier art form of Western 

civilization over the last 200 years, has ceased to be 

the mark of civilization. And so what need have we of 

Edmund Wilson—that fat, ferocious man, so nimble 

on his feet? 

First Things, 

in 

E XC E R P T  

America’s Greatest 

danc e: 

probably the greatest reader America has ever known. . . . 

de fine our s elv e s 

—JOSEPH BOTTUM, edit or o f 

Humanities (No v .–D ec . 2 008) 
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