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'I cannot recall taking a single piss during my childhaakther outside or at home
in the outhouse, when | didn't choose a target and bombfive years of age | was
already a seasoned bombardier.' This is an unusuabfreagbarking on an analysis
of modern warfare and its technologies, but then &ymagvist has long been writing
history in his own way. Oral historians know him asdhéhor ofDig Where You
Stand: How to Research a Jabcombined manifesto and manual published in 1978,
based on the premise that no history has been more hoddkstorted than that of
modern business. Shareholders and directors enjoy histtirg form of capital, but
aren't in the least curious about the past itself. Relsisg the Swedish cement
industry, for which his grandfather had worked, Lindqvist fonathing except
crudely argued assumptions that management was alwaysnd the shareholders
always vastly more important than the workers, whoam rwontribution was to
obstruct growth and progress. His response was to emgmpemple to research the
history of their own workplaces to recover the inforioratgnored in the managerial
version. Within a few years of the book's appearancehtarsand researchers were
using material from their own working lives to make higtdangerous' again.

Lindqvist is a citizen-writer with socialist roots ana @pen mind. In the late 1980s
and early 1990s, he wrote a remarkable trilogy of booksimmgunto Western
colonialism. His approach was autobiographical as welta@sval, premised on a
rejection of the academic convention that expectergio stay outside the frame of
their own investigations. 'l have never created a rfictienal character than the
researching "I" in my doctorate,' he wrote, 'a self beggins in pretended ignorance
and then slowly arrives at knowledge, not at all infitthel, chancy way | myself
arrived at it, but step by step, proof by proof, accordindpéarules.' The trilogy opens
with Bankpresg1988), so far untranslated into English, in which Lindqvisidy-
building exercises prompt him to re-examine his adolesceatrdref strength and
power. For the sequelBgesert Diverq1990) ancExterminate All the Bruted 992),

he goes to Africa and reflects on his own identity,indhe context of a European
homeland, but in relation to the dislodged ‘fragments ddlebod’ that come to mind
as he sifts his way through the eerie, intermitterglgubiful Sahara desert, where the
history of colonialism - adventurous, romantic, viciogesnocidal - can still be read in
the lives of people and their places.

Throughout the trilogy, Lindgvist writes in short nunmdxetipassages, mostly less than
a page long. Ask him about this, and he will mention varinfisences: Nietzsche;
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British Parliamentary reports of the kind that ondeduhe world with their
numbered paragraphs; role-playing games which give participhotsspecific
descriptions of the situations they are to enact. Hesygrelogy with dreams, history
with personal reminiscence, literary criticism (mwéht directed at the works that
first stirred visions of Africa in his adolescent mindjhathe study of power and
colonial administration. The result is certainly ackbf travel writing, yet it is
tougher and more purposeful than Claudio Magris and moegtnagéing than Bruce
Chatwin, who wasn't one for burrowing in the archives.

Since completing the trilogy Lindqvist has reconfiguredittisrests rather than
simply moved onThe Skull Measurer's Mistak&995) was concerned with 22 19th-
century figures who resisted racist thinkidgHistory of Bombings similarly related
to the trilogy, and not just in the figurative sensé thshows the desert, which
Lindqvist had earlier discussed as a Western creasioved as an African reality,
brought to the heart of European cities or visited on &oGambodia or Vietnam. In
1869 Charles Dilke wrote that 'the gradual extinction ofriferior races is not only a
law of nature, but a blessing to mankind,' and with ghbw@igyenist fervour praised
Anglo-Saxons as 'the only extirpating race on eartimnlidng was first thought of in
these imperialist, exterminatory terms: 'fantasies abgele lay in wait for the first
airplane to arrive,' Lindgvist writes. 'The dream d/sw all the problems of the
world through mass destruction from the air was alréagjace before the first
bomb was dropped.'

Joseph Conrad was describing the British naval bombardwhéviitican coastal
settlements when, iin Outcast of the Island4896), he wrote of 'the invisible
whites' who 'dealt death from afar'. In Lindqvist's histéop, aerial bombardment
appears as a novel kind of punitive raid. The first bonds &vbe dropped from a
plane - an Italian monoplane piloted by Lieutenanti®@i@avotti - landed among
troops encamped at an oasis outside Tripoli on 1 Noveh®idr. It was reported to
have had 'a wonderful effect on the morale of thebgtral he Spanish practised the
technigue in Morocco, as did the French - who also droppedsbomByria and even
designed a special 'colonial' plane which allowed itseirto 'sit in the shade with
plenty of space for their machine guns and shoot thgenes in comfort'. The

British bombed revolutionaries in Egypt and Pathanandrals North-West Frontier
in 1915. After the First World War, the future of the BhtAir Force was guaranteed
by Mohammed Abdille Hassan, the troublesome 'mad MwlaBbmaliland, who
was bombed into submission within a week. Arthur (Bomblaryis was a squadron
leader in the Third Afghan war of 1919, and pioneered tiagesty of ‘control without
occupation' in Iraq, which entailed sprinkling fire on sti@e@fed huts: ‘within forty-
five minutes,' Harris reported, 'a full-sized village can be practically wiped out and
a third of its inhabitants killed or injured by four or five chanes which offer them

no real target.'

Although bombing didn't determine the outcome of the FirstldWVar, it had
already become central to military thinking.The Aircraft in Warfarg1915), the
British mathematician F.W. Lanchester suggested tlkatritical aim of an act of
warfare was to overwhelm 'the fire-extinguishing apkemnof the community', after
which 'the city may be destroyed in toto.' Lanchest eame up with the idea of
deterrence, predicting that, where bombing was concermedhteat of reprisal’
would always be more effective than ‘pseudo-legal’ prohibitimder international
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law. The Zeppelins bombed civilian areas, and so, toohdi@titish Air Force under
the command of Hugh Trenchard, who once assured enquirin@lsfthat, far from
accurately concentrating on targets like railway stetj his pilots 'drop their eggs

well into the middle of the town generally'. The iddastrategic bombing’, which
would later support the 'bomber dream' of resolving wars the air alone by laying
waste civilian areas, found its prophet in the Italianli@iDouhet, author of

Dominion of the Skied 921) - though such bombing had already been defined as a
war crime under the Hague Conventions of 1907.

For General Douhet, it was crucial that war be reghhadige motionally, like a
science'. This, as Lindgvist says, is the approach takémeljyeople who have sat in
their laboratories working out how to make napalm burn deéperder to establish
his own contrary perspective, Lindqvist includes a greataealtobiography in his
history. In 1932, the year of his birth, Stanley Baldwincaamted that offence was
now the only effective form of defence: 'you have toritire women and children
more quickly than the enemy if you want to save youesel On Lindqvist's tenth
birthday, 28 March 1942, Bomber Harris launched his offeraianst German
residential areas, striking Libeck at night with incendi@mbs. As Lindqvist turned
13, Churchill wrote to his chiefs of staff, arguing that BemCommand's raids
should now be concentrated on 'military objective$ieiathan on ‘'mere acts of terror
and wanton destruction'.

In 1957 he's helping a former Russian aristocrat, Fattk@enNback to his hermit's
hut on the Athos peninsula, when he looks up and seesgth8gutnik coursing
across the sky. When J.F. Kennedy assumes the Udfresin 1961, Lindqvist is
studying in Peking, living near Communist Party HQ, and oatuely aware of the
numerous US hydrogen bombs then targeted on him. In 1964iféis wregnant and
his dissertation in comparative literature is just ecariogether, so he hardly notices
the opening strikes of the Vietham War. In 1970, a carsveetr of control and
crashes into his garden, narrowly missing his infant daugmdrforcing Lindgvist
into a retreat from wider reality: 'the threat o #xtermination of humankind and the
sight of burning children in Vietham and all the other$éeand indignation . . . paled
before the sudden threat to my own daughter.' He remsrab#dhood games -
'‘Bang, you're dead' - while standing at his father's deathbedsteps in to remark, of
the Korean War, that, had he been an American splue too, would have wanted
the conflict to be as free of risk as possible, et/&#mat meant a bombing campaign
that responded massively to every attack on American traag&illed hundreds of
thousands of civilians.

Lindqvist uses his autobiography to establish a human scatestigdich to measure
these catastrophic events in which whole cities disapp®hthe dead pile up as
abstracted digits in a heap of zeros. It allows him éatseugh the strategic
justifications, the spooky calculations of the techndaltsgito the person quaking on
the ground beneath the planes. More or less absentodrn Neillands'Ihe
Bomber Wara defence of Bomber Harris, the victims keep appearirgg beowding
out the ingenious scientists and the heroic airmeneSomhardened corpses, melted
in their own blackened fat in the shelters or laidioubws 'liked grilled chickens'.
‘There were people on the roadway, some already dead,lgmg alive but stuck in
the asphalt. They must have rushed onto the roadwaguwtithinking,' a survivor of
the Hamburg fire-bombing recorded. 'Their feet had got stadkley had put out
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their hands to get out again. They were on their handknees, screaming.' The
victims may be found peeling off their own skins in thms of Hiroshima or
speaking back with polite firmness, like the Korean Pakj Izae, who sat in front of
an American historian, saying through the remnants a¢a lburned away by napalm:
'l do not think there should be any more victims like mthis world.'

A History of Bombingonsists of 399 short numbered passages - all less: {hage
long and organised chronologically. Yet Lindqvist is pkadluctant to portray
history as a six-lane motorway surging forward, with berburning more brightly
and more effectively along the way. Having establishedhisnological sequence,
he sets about disturbing it, throwing zigzag paths acr@seglieven joining lanes that
would normally be running in opposite directions.

The result is a labyrinth, every one of the first 28qages representing an entrance.
At the conclusion of each is an arrow, indicatingnb&t passage to be read, often far
into the book. Once embarked on one of these 'nagstigach of which casts a
distinct perspective on the wider history, the read#éralvnost certainly get lost.

Every section either runs on to its sequel or endsaviittle sign telling you where to
go next. Whatever its concern - international law, fatierprophecy or rocket

science - the thread goes only forward, even as it lbagls and forth through the
entire length of the book. There is no way of retrg@ne's route - or of working out,
when you've got to the end of the book, how much of the ddrinng you have
actually read.

The method has been likened to that of Julio Cortiézdopscotch but the similarity
is both coincidental and superficial. In Cortazar'sahothe interchangeability of
chapters reflects psychological derangement: Lindqvadt\ginth is not an attempt to
embody the chaos of war. By ensuring that every passagerounded by strange
passages drawn from the same period, Lindqvist is abtesii bn the easily
forgotten otherness of the past, and thereby guaranteaotinging is understood in
its cultural and political as well as its technologidmhensions. As his narratives
intersect, the book becomes a theatre of unexpecteppsitions freeing history
from the rationalisations usually imposed on it. Airnaea found next to their
carbonised civilian victims, bomber politicians are thnaup against resisters. Rocket
scientists have their place, but so, too, does the@mtlogist Margaret Mead,
arguing that the idea of the family shelter was agtualietreat from the American
ideal of a safe country. The reader may expect toGindrnica, but Lindqvist places
it next to the barely remembered town of Chechaouenorobto. Similarly sized
and similarly undefended, Chechaouen was the sacredlcHyiitia Jibala people, but
there was no Picasso to notice when it was bombedf@xistence by American
volunteers flying under French command in 1925, at a tinenvali the local men
capable of bearing arms were known to be away. Lindqbistk is partly a history,
but it is also an anti-war monument that placesatsel, despite all the difficulties, in
the machinery of international humanitarian law.

He is interested not just in the history of bombing, bud elsts subsequent
reconfiguration in a standardised form of public memoryciviis little better than 'a
collective denial of the past'. He does not recordhasghts on the Hardware Hall at
the Imperial War Museum (informally known, even inside IWM, as the largest
boy's bedroom in Britain), but having toured Britain's waiseums in the summer of
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1998, he draws a more general conclusion: 'Even today ihao hint in any British
museum of the systematic attacks on German civiliatfgein homes, no hint that
these attacks constituted crimes under internatiomabhuarian law for the
protection of civilians." In Japan's Yasukuni Temple, theifie War is portrayed not
as 'a war of aggression but just the opposite": a 'hafyteviiberate the world from
Communism'. The six thousand or so kamikaze pilots who didtuaan torpedoes'
are celebrated for the ‘tragic bravery' with whichytls&ruck terror in the hearts of our
foes'. In 1995, acting under pressure from military organisatithe Smithsonian Air
and Space Museum in Washington DC resolved to displayribka Gay the B-29
from which the atom bomb was dropped on Hiroshima 50 wzat®er. The director,
Martin Harwit, wanted an exhibition that would place bmenmbing of Hiroshima in
context, showing what it did and giving arguments for anchagal here was a great
storm of protest from veterans, who felt they wernadpéepicted as ‘war criminals'.
After a fierce argument, the exhibit was cancelleayileg only the 'proudly and
patriotically' displayed plane, which Lindgvist rededisads a monument to the
'voluntary cerebral haemorrhage' that can follow wa@ation lacks the courage to
face its own feelings of guilt.

Most striking perhaps is a series of six narrativestisadry of the Future' -
concerned to trace the cultural moment associatedeaith stage of the history of
bombing: anticipating it, reacting against it in horrogaining it forward into new
expressions of monstrosity and destruction. Lindgvist d@wan extraordinary array
of apocalyptic novels, starting with William D. Hayferee Hundred Years Hence
published in 1881. 'l know what is going to happen to you, sincadat has already
happened,' Professor Meister, its visionary hero, indists future on which he
reports is to be one of massive population growth and isiaggacarcity of food.
Having combined under the banner of United Man, the white natidiitske
measures to control the inferior races - primarily Cégnand Africans - and
eventually to annihilate them, using airplanes to unlé&ashin of awful death to
every breathing thing, a rain that exterminates the hepesee'. The pointy-headed
professor in Samuel W. Odell's novéle Last War, or the Triumph of the English
Tongue(1898) also reports from a distant future, this one aedritates of the
World, in which the English race has conquered the gdmideextinguished languages
such as French, German and Chinese with the help of 1Sb@ailaden with bombs
and a primitive 'fire that could not be quenched'. In StaWaterloo'sArmageddon
(1898), the Slavs feature as the inferior race to be gestrand a new order is
secured thanks to an aerial weapon of such destructiverpgbat resistance would
mean 'death to all'.

Similar fantasies of air-enforced dominion are extendexlspace irEdison's
Conquest of Mar§1898) by Garrett Serviss, in which a plane equipped with a
weapon called the Disintegrator renders the Martianddss. The same idea, if not
the precise belief that 'to be human is to be Englisins up a little later in Jack
London's 'The Unparalleled Invasion'. Here the 'disgustieguo of life' that is China
is drained by means of diseases dropped in glass tubeshieaair. The yellow
hordes try to escape infection, but the Western powearsrate their frantic flight at
the border, where 'the slaughter of refugees is unpretsstie

In some Edwardian fictions the superweapon is constrsiachamane instrument, a
benign preventer of war - as in two books published in 1908etlueof the first
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exhibition of airplane flight over Paris and New Yolk.Roy Norton'sThe Vanishing
Fleets gigantic planes, powered by radioactivity and knownessc®makers, patrol
the skies as terrifying guarantors of American power @rena and Japaithe Man
who Ended Warby Hollis Godfrey, features a radioactive beam tiaatt 'dissolve'
whole navies, but which is harmless against the humen &ad no threat to
civilisation. Kipling also imagined 'the mass destructioat delivers happiness'. In
'‘As Easy as ABC' (1912), he shows the world governed bil-anwaerful Aerial
Board of Control, which has reduced the teeming populatidsebyning down
sterilising rays, and takes the view that the peoplesadin learn that they don't like
democracy. 'Administer us directly! they will say. idowith the People!

The Zeppelin raids of the First World War were suffitig shocking to prompt
fictions in which fire and devastation were repatridtech outer space and the
colonies. Cicely Hamilton$heodore Savagd922) envisages England bombed back
into the stone age. fhe Collapse of Homo Sapiefi®23) Anderson Graham has
Britain pulverised by African and Asian bombers whosanelogical superiority is
reviled as the fruit of the deluded British universitiegttaccepted foreign students.
The same racist fantasies are displayed in Desmond'SRagnarok(1926), in

which the French attack London with gas and fire-bombde their black African
allies - fictional relations of those that had causech resentment in Germany when
France occupied the Ruhr - wait in the countryside ppe eand slaughter the fleeing
Londoners. In Neil Bell'¥aliant Clay(1934), the entire world is lost in a gas attack
that opens with a German attack on Poland. In Mattliend Connolly'snvasion

from the Air(1934), the workforce, demoralised by endless bombings,uises
prompting the authorities to form an alliance with theislan order to suppress this
proletarian barbarism.

Over and again, the fictions and mythologies of wartiare out to be not secondary
reflections but intrinsic to the reality they shape aelgp o drive, proving that the
unthinkable has really been thinkable all along - and warningedhdble things are
yet to come. Culture, in the form either of systecamnesia or of racial
stereotyping, is what enables bombing to 'stand up to the gatziec Domination
from the air could be practised only when the victimsanaonymous, invisible and
speechless.'

In its attention to the cultural dimensions of modearfare, Lindgvist's book belongs
on the same shelf &8ay Out There in the Blu€rances FitzGerald's brilliant study
of Star Wars and the 'high narrative gloss' that noes to attend its development.
When the Strategic Defence Initiative was launcheddng@an in March 1983, it was
a technologically impossible idea: 'a science-ficgotution' boosted by the memory
of old movies. (In the 1940 Warner Brothers mavierder in the Air Reagan

himself played a US secret agent charged with guardinignéinga Projector, a new
superweapon capable of destroying enemy planes in thé&sia fantasy, however, it
confirmed the evangelical Protestant outlook of MidwesERepublicanism, with its
strong distrust of the non-American world, and its iegein the semi-magical idea of
‘exerting power while remaining isolated'. Reagan firdtthe idea in 1979 when the
Hollywood screenwriter and producer Douglas Morrow arrdrageisit to the North
American Aerospace Defense Command base in Cheyenne dfgu@olorado,
where Reagan was informed that America had nothing whibhato stop incoming
missiles. Yet, as FitzGerald argues, Star Wars previadeduse it was also 'perfectly
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liturgical' in its appeal to the salvation doctrine o 'thmerican civil religion’, in
which America is a 'shining city' where the sacreddiréeedom is kept.

John Keegan recently announced, in the course ohastele debate in which | also
took part, that to allow 'cultural history' onto the prégeldurf of war studies is to
issue a chaotic licence to mavericks who will write abanything at all'. Yet culture
is in the mix of warfare: leading it forward and extimgdits imagination as much as
reacting to it. And the military, at least, know thexrywell. After all, they spend
most of their time waiting for the next outbreak aftbry: the moment of combat on
which the chroniclers of war tend to concentrate, butiwhin many military careers,
never actually arrives. They may indeed spend some dfit@imanoeuvring on
assault courses and parade grounds, having haircuts, attemdiegs; and coming to
terms, reluctantly or not, with their role as 'peaeegers' under international law. Yet
they also read books (when | visited the US Army Arment€r in Fort Knox, the
colonel in charge of training recommended Robert Heinl8tasship Trooperss
‘pinsharp’ on 'the ethics and morality' of the futureisoljl and step into plastic
cabinets made by Jacuzzi to simulate warfare as htrbig fought by 'the Army after
Next'. Meanwhile, the software consultants move betwmilitary technology and
the world of computer games - a circulation that is anohef feature of the current
military-industrial-entertainment complex.

Had he been in one of the concentration camps nead@meLindqvist tells us, he,
too, would have been heartened to watch the flames cortbenséy and so many of
its inhabitants. He also understands that men who Wang bombers at the age of
twenty will want to believe in the rightness of wilaey did. Yet to read Neillands's
widely praised book in the light of Lindqgvist's is to camit the inadequacy of writing
the history of a war from the point of view of the vates. Niellands lionises the
young fliers, and sturdily sets aside complicating aersitions such as international
law - reminding us instead that 'there was a war ondd#s everything he can to
minimise the difference - which Lindgvist on the contrstresses - between British
area bombing, carried out at night with incendiary bqrahd the high-explosive
precision bombs used by Americans in daylight raids agaithstmntargets. Having
exonerated Harris, Niellands condemns his postwar casicgrutting moralists
‘obsessed with self-conscious virtue' and wilfully igmrof the context in which
decisions were made. Lindqvist devotes relatively few ®tihhumbered pages to the
Second World War, but it is in his book rather than lsleds's that one encounters
the nuclear physicist Freeman Dyson, who worked wittmBer Harris and his
officers as a young operations analyst at the timeeoHdgmburg raid. Dyson must
have heard many of the justifications rehearsed by Mdsla that the bombing
‘brought the war home to Germany' and was the necépsiag/of peace' - but they
didn't prevent him from wondering guiltily about the difface between himself and
bureaucrats like Eichmann: 'They had sat in their offiaeging memoranda and
calculating how to murder people efficiently, just like.rhibe main difference was
that they were sent to jail or hanged as war crimineigde | went free.’

The veterans' perspective has to be respected, and Neillas recovered it
efficiently, even though he should be more interestats idoubts and dissensions. To
write about war from this point of view alone is to appgourself its apologist,

which is a curious thing to do after more than half dwsgnFaith Winter's statue of
Bomber Harris was unveiled at the RAF church of St €l@nbane by the Queen
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Mother in 1992. Neillands notes that protesters later ahtie concrete snapshot
with red paint. He doesn't recall the concerns thaeweiced in Germany at the time,
nor the fact that the unveiling of Winter's piece ofgletl-action ordnance was
supported by a rhetoric that seemed intent on rekindlingrégedf Hamburg,

Dresden and Cologne somewhere near Maastricht.
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