THE HORIZONS
OF THE POSSIBLE

-I-his book addresses a huge topic, so let’s begin by making it clear just
how huge the topic is.

We are not just talking about culture in the sense of what “cultured”
people do—hushed art museums and symphony orchestras—although art
and music, as well as museums and orchestras, as well as the very idea that
some people are “cultured” and others are not, are all part of a particular
culture.

We are not just talking about culture in the sense of the trends, fads
and fashions of the self-proclaimed culture mavens who focus our col-
lective attention on the latest single-named celebrity or the latest piece
of technology—though celebrity, technology and mavens are all part of
a particular culture, the mass-mediated culture in which we participate
every day.

We are not just talking about culture in the sense of ethnic identity,
the collection of practices, beliefs and stories that carve out a sense of dis-
tinctiveness and pride or failure and shame, or perhaps some of both, in a
world where cultural pluralism is widely affirmed and yet the hard realities

of history render some cultures more equal than others. Before we finish
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we will indeed have to consider our particular cultures, not just culture in
general. But not yet.

We are not even just talking about culture in the sense of the gov-
erning ideas, values and presuppositions of our society—as it is used in
the culture of disbelief” or “the decline of

our culture”—although ideas, values and presuppositions are indeed at

» «

phrases like “culture wars,

the heart of every human cultural effort, and the fact that we find them
there gives us some clues about culture’s ultimate significance. Nor are we
just talking about the ongoing contest in democratic societies to advance
one set of ideas, values and presuppositions in the realm of politics and
legislation—though laws are among the most dramatic ways that culture
is expressed and enforced.

Many attempts, especially Christian attempts, to come to terms with
culture have fallen short because they paid too much attention to one of
these categories of culture. High culture, pop culture, ethnic culture, po-
litical culture—all are part of culture and worthy of attention, reflection
and action.

But culture is more than any of these things. And to grasp how much
more it is, we need to go deeper down and further back, to the beginning.
Actually, we need to go back to three beginnings.

BIRTH

Begin with your own beginning.

You emerged wrinkled and wet, squinting against the light. You wailed
in a thin and raspy voice, taking in gulps of unfamiliar air, until someone
placed you near a heartbeat you knew even better than your own. Close
to your mother’s warmth, you became calm and alert. You opened your
eyes, feeling the air on your skin, hearing sounds and voices that once had
echoed through your watery cradle, now vivid and distinct. Perhaps your
eyes even found a face, somehow recognizing the significance of eyes, nose
and mouth, and fixed on it with rapt attention.

A human baby is the strangest and most wonderful creature this world
can offer. No other mammal emerges so helpless from the womb, utterly
unable to cope with the opportunity and adversity of nature. Yet no other
creature holds such limitless possibility. While arguments about nature
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and nurture have raged for centuries and will do so for centuries more, ev-
eryone agrees that human beings come into the world primed for culture.

Without culture—which begins, for the baby, with recognition of re-
lationship, finding its mother and its father, and goes on in the first few
years to what is in some ways the most stupendous of human achieve-
ments, the acquisition of language—we simply do not become anything
at all. We are hard-wired for nothing but learning. All we begin with are
possibilities.

HISTORY
Begin at history’s beginning.

We hold lanterns up to cave walls and see that our earliest ancestors were
artists. They traced patterns in the clay with their fingers. They sculpted
figures, from bison to the female human form, into the rocks, seemingly
prompted by the natural shape of the surface. They mixed pigments with
mortar and pestle and created dramatically large paintings—a painting of
a bison in the cave at Altamira, Spain, is over six feet wide. This highly
developed artistic activity was well underway 14,000 years ago. So com-
plex is the work that we find in the caves of Europe, says the writer Paul
Johnson, that “it is likely that art was the first of the human professions.”

But we find more than art in humankind’s early history. We find tools,
like the arrowheads that I collected as a boy on my grandparents’ Georgia
farm. We find charred circles where our forebears harnessed fire. We find
domesticated animals—the skulls of two dogs found in central Russia in
2003 are roughly contemporary with the cave art of Europe. We find toys.
And we find tombs.

Those earliest traces of culture do not preserve language. But soon we
have records not just of language but of stories. The most durable stories—
the ones we call “myths”—wrestle directly with the questions provoked by
the existence of the world. Like astronomers who can peer into the history
of the universe with powerful telescopes, when we listen to the ancient
myths we are encountering the human consciousness just beginning to
awaken, and as it awakens it asks: Why are we here? Where did this world
come from? Who or what is responsible for the bison so carefully and lov-
ingly portrayed on the cave wall?
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Take the Enuma Elish, one of those texts from the dawn of human sto-
rytelling preserved for us in tantalizingly fragile form on clay tablets from
Ashurbanipal’s great library at Nineveh. To the people who told and heard
this epic, it must have seemed obvious that the world needed a story. The
story they told, which archaeologists believe goes back at least to the third
millennium before Christ, was the victory of the god Marduk over the
serpent Tiamat and her company of monsters. Having vanquished Tia-
mat, Marduk fillets her, turning one fillet into the heavens and the other
into the earth. In one version of the myth, he turns her brood of monsters
into the Zodiac, the twelve constellations through which the sun passes
in the course of a year.

This is what human beings do: we extract stories even from the stars.

SCRIPTURE

All human beings share the first two beginnings—the universal experi-
ence of infancy, and the history of the species. But biblical people em-
phasize a different beginning, the story recounted in the first pages of the
Hebrew Bible.

Genesis begins with a Creator, purposeful and pleased with his work.
Already in the first sentence, the writer of Genesis stakes out a story very
different from the creation myths that were circulating at the time. “In
the beginning when God created the heavens and the earth, the earth was
a formless void and darkness covered the face of the deep, while a wind
from God swept over the face of the waters.” There is no violent conflict
among gods and monsters here, no irrepressible and threatening chaos,
just the hushed sound of divine breath in the dark. Then comes the stately

and measured progression toward the sixth day, the pinnacle of creation:

So God created humankind in his image,
in the image of God he created them;
male and female he created them. (Gen 1:27)

You can fill many bookshelves with the three thousand years of conver-
sation sparked by Genesis 1:27. The claim—repeated, poetically and em-
phatically, twice in one verse—that human beings are made in God’s im-
age takes on all the more resonance when we realize that the same people
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who wrote and preserved Genesis 1:27 also knew the second command-
ment, which insisted, “you shall not make a graven image.” The writers
of the Bible would have been the first to insist that human attempts at
fashioning images of God are doomed to failure or worse. But God, it
seems, has no such limitation. God himself makes an “image” of himself.
Humankind’s “images of God” are always deficient and destructive, the
Hebrew Bible insists, but God’s own “image of God” is the summary of
everything he has made, crowned with the words, “It was very good.”

What does it mean that we are made in the image of God? Perhaps the
best way to answer this question is to ask another: What “image of God” is
conveyed by Genesis 1:1-26? The God we meet in these verses, so unlike the
alternative gods on offer in the ancient Near East, is first of all a source of lim-
itless, extraordinary creativity. For the writers of the Enuma Elish, the world
was a byproduct of divine conflict. The cosmos of the Enuma Elish is grim,
with chaos always near. Even human beings, who are Marduk’s crowning
achievement, are a response to a divine political problem (as near as we can
tell from the fragmentary text): the other gods complain that there is no one
to worship them, and Marduk’s “cunning plan” is to create human beings to
serve that purpose. In contrast, the writer of Genesis looks at the world, from
stars to starfish, and sees a purposeful, engaged, creative intelligence at work.
Every “kind” of animal is further testimony to the extraordinary fruitfulness
of this Creator’s imagination. The world is not the product of accident or
heavenly politics, but of a free, even relaxed, blessed Creator.

However, this Creator also addresses the fundamental concern that lies
underneath the Enuma Elish and other creation myths—the human sense
that chaos is never far away. Genesis 1 is a sequence of acts of ordering, as
the Creator gradually carves out a habitable environment. The first chap-
ter of Genesis records a series of divisions—order from chaos, light from
darkness, heaven from earth, sea from land—each of which makes the
world more amenable for the flourishing of creativity.

Another way of putting these two features of creation is to say that
Genesis presents God as both Creator and Ruler of the universe. Creators
are those who make something new; rulers are those who maintain order
and separation.

As an American I'm aware that I tend to celebrate creators and am



22 CULTURE MAKING

suspicious of rulers—our nation’s history began, after all, with the over-
throw of a ruler and the creation of a novel form of government. In Amer-
ica, though not at many other times and places in history, innovation is
prized more than conservation. The idea that the world’s Creator is also
its Ruler—that order accompanies creativity—may strike us as suspicious
and unfamiliar.

Yet creativity cannot exist without order—a structure within which
creation can happen. On a cosmic level the extraordinary profusion of
species could never survive if the world were an undifterentiated soup of
elements. This is true of human creativity too. Without the darkened box
of a theater, films would lose their compelling power. Without the lines
and spaces that make up written English, this book would be a soup of
letters. Creativity requires cosmos—it requires an ordered environment.

So in a way the Creator’s greatest gift to his creation is the gift of struc-
ture—not a structure which locks the world, let alone the Creator him-
self, into eternal mechanical repetition, but a structure which provides
freedom. And those who are made in his image will also be both creators
and rulers. They will have a unique capacity to create—perhaps not to call
something out of nothing in quite the way that God does in Genesis 1:1,
but to reshape what exists into something genuinely new. And they will
have a responsibility to care for what God has made—*“The Lorp God
took the man and put him in the garden of Eden to till it and keep it”
(Gen 2:15). They will sort out the cultivated from the wild. Human beings

will be gardeners.

MAKING SOMETHING OF THE WORLD

This, then, is the picture of humanity we find in Genesis: creative cultiva-
tors. We'll return to the Genesis story in chapter six. But for the moment
notice how much it has in common with our other beginnings—the be-
ginnings we have in common with every human being. The man and the
woman in the Garden, just like every newborn baby and just like human
beings at the dawn of their history—indeed, just like the human beings
in the myths that the Genesis story was clearly written to rebut—find
themselves already in the midst of a world. We can’t escape the fact that
the world came before us.
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They also find themselves, as we find ourselves, as human beings al-
ways and everywhere have found themselves, sensing that they are in the
midst of a story. For the baby, it is the story of her family, a story that
will be put together using words like mama and daddy. For our earliest
ancestors, according to the archaeological record, it is the mysterious
story of a world with stars and rocks and bison, a world that cries out for
explanation.

And God gives the primordial man and woman the same task that
the baby almost immediately undertakes with the raw materials of her
vocal cords, lungs and mouth—the same thing that our human ancestors
did with stone and fire and pigment on cave walls. They go to work with
these recalcitrant raw materials (even the Garden before the Fall, it seems,
required tilling and keeping), forming and reshaping the world they find
themselves in. They begin “making something of the world.”

This phrase, which I have adapted from the Christian cultural critic
Ken Myers, distills what culture is and why it matters: Culture is what we
make of the world. Culture is, first of all, the name for our relentless, rest-
less human effort to take the world as it’s given to us and make something
else. This is the original insight of the writer of Genesis when he says that
human beings were made in God’s image: just like the original Creator,
we are creators. God, of course, began with nothing, whereas we begin
with something. But the difference is not as great as you might think.
For every act of creation involves bringing something into being that was
not there before—every creation is ex nihilo, from nothing, even when it
takes the world as its starting point. Something is added in every act of
making. This is clearest in the realm of art, where the raw materials of pig-
ment and canvas become more than you ever could have predicted. Even
a five-year-old’s finger painting is more than the sum of paper and paint.
But creation, the marvelous making of more than was there before, also
happens when a chef makes an omelet, when a carpenter makes a chair,
when a toddler makes a snow angel.

Culture is all of these things: paintings (whether finger paintings or
the Sistine Chapel), omelets, chairs, snow angels. It is what human beings
make of the world. It always bears the stamp of our creativity, our God-

given desire to make something more than we were given.
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But culture is not just what we make of the world in the first, most ob-
vious sense. Culture also is what we make of the world in a deeper sense
of that phrase. When we find ourselves perplexed by a scene in a movie or
the lyrics of a song, we say to our friends, “What do you make of that?”
We aren’t usually asking our friends to write a new scene or sing new
lyrics—we aren’t asking for more creation. We mean, what sense do you
make of it? We are asking for interpretation.

Indeed, the world that every baby, every human society and our pri-
mordial parents found themselves in clearly needs some interpreting. One
of the most striking things about the world is just how little it discloses to
us about its true meaning. It is full of mystery—at its best, full of wonder;
at its worst, full of terror. Making sense of the wonder and terror of the
world is the original human preoccupation. And it is this deeper sense
of culture that most clearly distinguishes us from all the rest of creation.
Ants and birds and chimpanzees make something of the world, in the
sense of reshaping their environment with anthills and nests and even
rudimentary tools and techniques—but we simply have no indication that
any other creature wonders about the mystery of the world. Making sense
of the world, interpreting its wonder and its terror, is left up to human
beings alone.

So how do we make sense of the world? The two senses turn out to be
more intertwined than we might have thought. We make sense of the world
by making something of the world. The human quest for meaning is played
out in human making: the finger-painting, omelet-stirring, chair-crafting,
snow-swishing activities of culture. Meaning and making go together—
culture, you could say, is the activity of making meaning.

Think about the baby again. As she tries out the infinite combinations
of sounds that her tongue and throat and lungs can produce, she hap-
pens upon a few that elicit an excited response from her parents. Quite
by accident, her tongue bumps against her upper teeth while she vocal-
izes, making the sound “da.” She does it again, over and over. Her father
wanders into the room. “Da. Da. Da-da.” Suddenly her daddy is lean-
ing close, smiling, exclaiming, picking her up, hugging her. “She said
daddy!” 'The baby might not have meant any such thing, but this smiling,
hugging, loving man is clearly pleased. The next day, when she’s trying
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out vocalizations again, it happens once more. Over the coming weeks
the baby begins to connect that sound—*da-da™—with the hugs and the
smiles. Perhaps she hears other people making the same sounds and is
inspired to make them some more. Over time “da-da” becomes more than
just a random and intriguing combination of sounds. The baby has made
sense of daddy—given a name to an exceedingly important feature of her
world—by making something of the world. Meaning and making have

come together.

THE WORLD OF CULTURE

But notice something else about the baby: the world that she must make
something of is not just the natural, created world of sound, teeth, lungs
and air. Nor is it even just the other creatures, mommy and daddy, that
inhabit that world with her. The father’s excitement at hearing “da-da”
comes because in our language (and in most other languages, as it hap-
pens) that sequence of sounds resembles a word. The existence of that
word is itself a part of the world that the baby is trying to make something
of. But the word is not “natural™—it is cultural. Culture, not just creation,
is part of the baby’s world.

One of the key insights that emerged over several centuries’ worth of
study in the fields we now call sociology and anthropology was summed
up by Peter Berger and Thomas Luckmann in their book 7he Social Con-
struction of Reality. Berger later expanded on its religious implications in
his book 7he Sacred Canopy, which begins, “Every human society is an en-
terprise of world-building.” Culture is not just what human beings make
of the world; it is not just the way human beings make sense of the world;
it is in fact part of the world that every new human being has to make
something of.

So the baby must make something not just of sounds but of words.
Words and language are as inescapable a part of “the world” with which
she must work as are lungs and tongues. Omelets and chairs and paint-
ings are just as much a part of the world as eggs and wood and pigments,
preexisting and waiting for both interpretation and further creation. The
world the baby arrives in encompasses not just the original stuff of pre-
human creation but all the myriad things that humans themselves have
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already made from that stuff. The world with which the baby will have to
come to terms as she grows is just as much cultural as it is natural.

So culture is cumulative: our cultural products become part of the world
that a future generation must make something of—in both senses. It’s im-
portant to appreciate how deep this goes, which is why Berger and Luck-
mann gave their book the startling title 7be Social Construction of Reality.
It is not that nature is somehow deeply real and culture is shadowy, vague
or transient. Culture really is part of our world, just as central to our lives
and our being human as nature. In some ways it is more central. A baby
who is born without hearing may never experience sound or understand
the significance of the sounds that he produces by chance with his own
vocal tract. But he can survive and even thrive in the world if he is taught
language—whether a sign language or a written language—and thus in-
ducted into a culture. The cultural world of language is more essential to
human flourishing than the natural world of sound.

THE RIVER AND THE HIGHWAY

Culture has quite literally reshaped the world. In the nineteenth century,
if you had asked well-traveled Americans to sketch a map of their country,
including its most significant features, they would almost certainly have
drawn you a continent full of rivers. The Mississippi, of course, but also
the Connecticut, the Ohio, the Missouri, the St. Lawrence and a dozen
more. Rivers—part of the created, “uncultured” world—were a crucial
part of the world that early Americans had to make something of. And
make something of them they did indeed—the rivers, in their dual role
as transportation routes for cargo and people on the one hand, and bar-
riers to travel on the other, prompted myriad cultural innovations. Just
to name the rivers is to realize that they gave their names to many of the
states created as America expanded westward. Cities arose at the juncture
of rivers. Technologies were developed to harness the river for transporta-
tion. Songs and stories arose that depended on rivers for their setting and
meaning—try to imagine Huckleberry Finn without Huck and Jim on the
barge floating down the Mississippi.

But if you asked similarly well-traveled Americans in the twenty-first

century to sketch a map of the continent, I suspect they would have a hard
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time identifying any river but the Mississippi. Here’s a quick quiz: where
on a map is the Missouri River? If you know the answer, you probably
either live in St. Louis or have a lifelong obsession with geography. Riv-
ers, so central to the world of the nineteenth century, are now peripheral
at best. Interstate highways, on the other hand, are the principal means
of travel by land, and most Americans can sketch out the rough lines of
Interstate 90, cutting east to west across the continent from Boston to Se-
attle, and the highway Southern Californians call “the 5,” stretching from
San Diego to the Pacific Northwest.

Highways are our rivers. Cities arise and economies thrive where they
intersect. New forms of commerce flourish alongside the interstate. The
extraordinarily complex web of modern intermodal transport, depending
on containers that can be transferred seamlessly from ship to rail to truck,
depends on the highway system. Songs and stories arise from the highway
system too—if nothing quite so romantic and durable as Huckleberry Finn,
then at least the enduring tradition of the American “road movie” and Jack
Kerouac’s Beat classic Oz the Road.

The transition from river to highway is a transition from one world to
another. We can argue about whether interstate highways make the world
better or worse, but we cannot deny that they make a new kind of world.
They do so partly by reshaping the physical world itself, blasting through
hills and bridging rivers so smoothly that we don’t even know the names
of the rivers we cross. And they do so more profoundly by reshaping our
imagination, our mental picture of what is in the world and what matters
in it. The difference they make, however, is not “imaginary™—it is real.
It really is possible to drive from Boston to Seattle in fifty hours or less
(if you have a partner to drive when you get sleepy). And you can do so
without knowing the name of a single river or port. It’s possible because of
Interstate 90, a purely cultural product, along with the myriad other cul-
tural products that interact with and support it. Culture, not just nature,
has become the world that we must make something of.

THE HORIZONS OF THE POSSIBLE

Up to now I've indulged in a risky shortcut: talking about culture in the

abstract, almost as if it were an ethereal Big Idea, written with Capital



28 CULTURE MAKING

Letters, floating through History. Yet no one—not even those who read
books with titles like Culture Making—makes Culture. Rather, Culture,
in the abstract, always and only comes from particular human acts of cul-
tivation and creativity. We don’t make Culture, we make omelets. We
tell stories. We build hospitals. We pass laws. These specific products of
cultivating and creating—borrowing a word from archaeology and an-
thropology, we can call them “artifacts,” or borrowing from philosophy,
we can call them “goods™ —are what eventually, over time, become part of
the framework of the world for future generations.

Likewise, the word culture, when it is reserved for art, music, literature
and the like, tends to make us think of vague interior states. We think of a
beautiful symphony or a provocative work of art in a museum—powerful
ideas and images, perhaps, but not artifacts that seem to do anything real,
anything tangible, to the world outside the walls where we enjoy or endure
them. Yet culture, in its more fundamental sense, really does remake the
world, because culture shapes the horizons of the possible.

Think again of that fifty-hour journey from Boston to Seattle. Before
the vast, culture-making act that was the construction of Interstate 90,
such a journey, in terms of speed and comfort, was impossible. Now it
is possible. What made the difference was a concrete cultural good—in
this case, quite literally made of concrete. Of course, most of us are too
impatient to drive across the country, so if we can afford it, we avail our-
selves of an even more audacious kind of culture—air travel—and cover
the distance in a few hours. What was previously impossible, culture has
made possible.

And even more remarkably, culture can make some things impossible
that were previously possible. Reading David McCullough’s biography of
John Adams a few years ago, I was reminded that not that long ago, a vast
cultural infrastructure made it possible to travel the three hundred miles
from Boston to Philadelphia by horse. There were roads, wayside inns,
stables and turnpikes along which travelers could make a slow but steady
journey from one city to the other. For more than a century these cultural
goods made interstate horse travel possible. But I dare say it would be
impossible now. The inns and stables of the nineteenth century are long
gone. Horses are forbidden from the shoulders of the highways that con-



























