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for twenty years past by translating the bad English of a multitude of authors into measurably
better English. Thus qualified professionally, I
rise to pay my small tribute to Dr. Harding. Setting aside a college professor or two and half
a dozen dipsomaniacal newspaper reporters,
he takes the first place in my Valhalla of literati.
That is to say, he writes the worst English I have
even encountered. It reminds me of a string of
wet sponges; it reminds me of tattered washing
on the line; it reminds me of stale bean-soup, of
college yells, of dogs barking idiotically through
endless nights. It is so bad that a sort of grandeur creeps into it. It drags itself out of the dark
abysm (I was about to write abscess!) of pish,
and crawls insanely up the topmost pinnacle of
posh. It is rumble and bumble. It is flap and doodle. It is balder and dash.

Baltimore Sun March 7, 1921
On the question of the logical content of Dr.
Harding’s harangue of last Friday I do not presume to have views. The matter has been debated at great length by the editorial writers of the
Republic, all of them experts in logic; moreover, I
confess to being prejudiced. When a man arises
publicly to argue that the United States entered
the late war because of a “concern for preserved
civilization,” I can only snicker in a superior way
and wonder why he isn’t holding down the chair
of history in some American university. When he
says that the United States has “never sought
territorial aggrandizement through force,” the
snicker arises to the virulence of a chuckle, and I
turn to the first volume of General Grant’s memoirs. And when, gaining momentum, he gravely
informs the boobery that “ours is a constitutional
freedom where the popular will is supreme, and
minorities are sacredly protected,” then I abandon myself to a mirth that transcends, perhaps,
the seemly, and send picture postcards of A.
Mitchell Palmer and the Atlanta Penitentiary to all
of my enemies who happen to be Socialists.
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But when it comes to the style of a great man’s
discourse, I can speak with a great deal less
prejudice, and maybe with somewhat more competence, for I have earned most of my livelihood
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But I grow lyrical. More scientifically, what is the
matter with it? Why does it seem so flabby, so
banal, so confused and childish, so stupidly at
war with sense? If you first read the inaugural
address and then heard it intoned, as I did (at
least in part), then you will perhaps arrive at an
answer. That answer is very simple. When Dr.
Harding prepares a speech he does not think of
it in terms of an educated reader locked up in
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jail, but in terms of a great horde of stoneheads
gathered around a stand. That is to say, the thing
is always a stump speech; it is conceived as a
stump speech and written as a stump speech.
More, it is a stump speech addressed to the sort
of audience that the speaker has been used to
all of his life, to wit, an audience of small town
yokels, of low political serfs, or morons scarcely
able to understand a word of more than two syllables, and wholly able to pursue a logical idea
for more than two centimeters.
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ing carries his stump manner into everything he
writes. He is, perhaps, too old to learn a better
way. He is, more likely, too discreet to experiment. The stump speech, put into cold type,
maketh the judicious to grieve. But roared from
an actual stump, with arms flying and eyes flashing and the old flag overhead, it is certainly and
brilliantly effective. Read the inaugural address,
and it will gag you. But hear it recited through
a sound-magnifier, with grand gestures to ram
home its periods, and you will begin to understand it.

Such imbeciles do not want ideas—that is, new
ideas, ideas that are unfamiliar, ideas that challenge their attention. What they want is simply
a gaudy series of platitudes, of sonorous nonsense driven home with gestures. As I say, they
can’t understand many words of more than two
syllables, but that is not saying that they do not
esteem such words. On the contrary, they like
them and demand them. The roll of incomprehensible polysyllables enchants them. They like
phrases which thunder like salvos of artillery. Let
that thunder sound, and they take all the rest
on trust. If a sentence begins furiously and then
peters out into fatuity, they are still satisfied. If
a phrase has a punch in it, they do not ask that
it also have a meaning. If a word slips off the
tongue like a ship going down the ways, they are
content and applaud it and wait for the next.









Let us turn to a specific example. I exhume a
sentence from the latter half of the eminent orator’s discourse:
I would like government to do all it can to mitigate, then, in understanding, in mutuality of interest, in concern for the common good, our tasks
will be solved.
I assume that you have read it. I also assume
that you set it down as idiotic—a series of words
without sense. You are quite right; it is. But
now imagine it intoned as it were designed to
be intoned. Imagine the slow tempo of a public speech. Imagine the stately unrolling of the
first clause, the delicate pause upon the word
“then”—and then the loud discharge of the
phrase “in understanding,” “in mutuality of inter-

Brought up amid such hinds, trained by long
practice to engage and delight them, Dr. Hard2
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est,” “in concern for the common good,” each
with its attendant glare and roll of the eyes, each
with a sublime heave, each with its gesture of
a blacksmith bringing down his sledge upon
an egg—imagine all this, and then ask yourself
where you have got. You have got, in brief, to a
point where you don’t know what it is all about.
You hear and applaud the phrases, but their connection has already escaped you. And so, when
in violation of all sequence and logic, the final
phrase, “our tasks will be solved,” assaults you,
you do not notice its disharmony—all you notice
is that, if this or that, already forgotten, is done,
“our tasks will be solved.” Whereupon, glad of
the assurance and thrilled by the vast gestures
that drive it home, you give a cheer.
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That is, if you are the sort of man who goes to
political meetings, which is to say, if you are the
sort of man that Dr. Harding is used to talking to,
which is to say, if you are a jackass.
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The whole inaugural address reeked with just
such nonsense. The thing started off with an
error in English in its very first sentence—the
confusion of pronouns is the one- he combination, so beloved of bad newspaper reporters. It
bristled with words misused: Civic for civil, luring
for alluring, womanhood for women, referendum
for reference, even task for problem. “The task is
to be solved”—what could be worse? Yet I find
it twice. “The expressed views of world opinion”—what irritating tautology! “The expressed

conscience of progress”—what on earth does it
mean? “This is not selfishness, it is sanctity”—
what intelligible idea do you get out of that? “I
know that Congress and the administration will
favor every wise government policy to aid the resumption and encourage continued progress”—
the resumption of what? “Service is the supreme
commitment of life”—ach, du heiliger!
But is such bosh out of place in stump speech? 9
Obviously not. It is precisely and thoroughly in
place of stump speech. A tight fabric of ideas
would weary and exasperate the audience; what
it wants is a simple loud burble of words, a procession of phrases that roar, a series of whoops.
This is what it got in the inaugural address of the
Hon. Warren Gamaliel Harding. And this is what
it will get for four long years—unless God sends
a miracle and the corruptible puts on incorruption…Almost I long for the sweeter song, the
rubber-stamps of more familiar design, the gentler and more seemly bosh of the late Woodrow.
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blink
malcolm gladwell
But they are also virtually all tall: In my sample,
I found that on average CEOs were just a shade
under six feet. Given that the average American
male is 5’9” that means that CEOs, as a group,
have about three inches on the rest of their sex.
But this statistic actually understates matters.
In the U.S. population, about 14.5 percent of all
men are six feet or over. Among CEOs of Fortune
500 companies, that number is 58 percent. Even
more strikingly, in the general American population, 3.9 percent of adult men are 6’2” or taller.

http://www.gladwell.com/blink/blink_excerpt2.html
This excerpt is from the part of “Blink” where I talk about the
things that throw off our powers of rapid cognition. I’ve just
been talking about a test--called the IAT--which measures your
level of “unconscious prejudice.” That’s the kind of prejudice
that you have that you aren’t aware of, that affects the kinds of
impressions and conclusions that you reach automatically, without thinking.
[This excerpt also comes from a section of the book where
Gladwell discusses a phenomenon that he calls the Warren Harding Effect. This is the idea that a hyper-positive projected image can influence us past our sensing that something isn’t right.
Warren G. Harding was a tall, strong, attractive looking man, but
regarded as lacking leadership and conversational skills.]

Or what if the person you are interviewing is tall?
On a conscious level, I’m sure that all of us don’t
think that we treat tall people any differently from
short people. But there’s plenty of evidence to
suggest that height--particularly in men--does
trigger a certain set of very positive, unconscious
associations. I polled about half of the companies on the Fortune 500 list--the largest corporations in the United States--asking each company
questions about its CEO. The heads of big companies are, as I’m sure comes as no surprise to
anyone, overwhelmingly white men, which undoubtedly reflects some kind of implicit bias.

Among my CEO sample, 30 percent were 6’2”
or taller. The lack of women or minorities among
the top executive ranks at least has a plausible
explanation. For years, for a number of reasons
having to do with discrimination and cultural patterns, there simply weren’t a lot of women and
minorities entering the management ranks of
American corporations. So today, when boards
of directors look for people with the necessary
experience to be candidates for top positions,
they can argue somewhat plausibly that there
aren’t a lot of women and minorities in the executive pipeline. But this is simply not true of
short people. It is possible to staff a company
entirely with white males, but it is not possible to
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staff a company without short people: there simply aren’t enough tall people to go around. Yet
none of those short people ever seem to make it
into the executive suite. Of the tens of millions of
American men below 5’6”, a grand total of ten-in my sample--have reached the level of CEO,
which says that being short is probably as much,
or more, of a handicap to corporate success as
being a woman or an African-American. (The
grand exception to all of these trends is American Express CEO Kenneth Chenault, who is both
on the short side (5’9”) and black. He must be a
remarkable man to have overcome two Warren
Harding Errors.)
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That means that a person who is six feet tall, but
who is otherwise identical to someone who is
five foot five, will make on average $5,525 more
per year. As Timothy Judge, one of the authors
of the study, points out: “If you take this over
the course of a 30-year career and compound it,
we’re talking about a tall person enjoying literally
hundreds of thousands of dollars of earnings advantage.” Have you ever wondered why so many
mediocrities find their way into positions of authority in companies and organizations? It’s because when it comes to even the most important
positions, we think that our selection decisions
are a good deal more rational than they actually
are. We see a tall person, and we swoon.

Is this a deliberate prejudice? Of course not.
No one ever says, dismissively, of a potential
CEO candidate that ‘he’s too short.’ This is quite
clearly the kind of unconscious prejudice that
the IAT picks up. Most of us, in ways that we are
not entirely aware of, automatically associate
leadership ability with imposing physical stature.
We have a sense, in our minds, of what a leader
is supposed to look like, and that stereotype is
so powerful that when someone fits it, we simply become blind to other considerations. And
this isn’t confined to the corporate suite. Not
long ago, researchers went back and analyzed
the data from four large research studies, that
had followed thousands of people from birth to
adulthood, and calculated that when corrected
for variables like age and gender and weight,
an inch of height is worth $789 a year in salary.
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